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An Englishwoman in Japan Ch. 01

I wrote this story for Tiffany. Thanks for all your help, Tiff. I hope you're pleased with the outcome.

Chapter One

My moans urged Nick on as he thrust down into me. We hadn't made love much lately—he had been so incredibly busy with his new job—and I was determined to make the most of the rare opportunity.

Relocating to Japan had been quite a culture shock, and one I was still acclimatising to. Nick had previously lived there for several years before we'd married, but I hadn't even visited the country on holiday.

We'd purchased a luxury apartment on the outskirts of Tokyo and I had quickly come to learn in my first month there that the City was vibrant, full of life. But it was also a lonely place to a newly-married young woman who so far had spent most of her days stuck at home rather than exploring her new surroundings.

It all seemed so daunting! And the roads were so busy that I had no confidence driving anywhere. Thank God for the constant supply of taxis.

Things would change once I found a job, Nick kept telling me, but that had proved to be a nightmare so far. So I had stayed home during the first month like a wallflower, reading magazines and watching television, although there was only so much an outgoing girl could put up with. There were times I felt like screaming with the boredom.

Thank goodness for my discovery of internet porn, even if it was of the Japanese variety. At times it felt like I was becoming a bit of an addict. With Nick working such long hours, and then being so tired when he eventually joined me in bed, it was the best way to satisfy my growing sexual cravings, even if it invariably left me desperate for the real thing. There was only so much satisfaction a girl could get from her favourite vibe, after all.

Maybe that was why I had turned into a bitch in heat in moments like this?

I wrapped my feet around my husband's back, scratching my fingernails across his skin as I dug my heels into his ass and pushed him even deeper inside me.

"Come on, baby," I urged. "Fuck me harder..."

His response was just what I needed. Raising himself up onto his elbows, he gave a grunt as he began to pound me even faster.

"That's better," I growled, my voice reverberating in my ears under the delicious onslaught. "Yeah ... like that..."

We'd met six months ago at a party in London and our whirlwind courtship had been like a fairytale. We'd moved in together almost instantly and in those days we made love two or even three times a day.

Yet those carefree times seemed like a lifetime away now. Relocating to Japan had many benefits, but sex wasn't one of them.

I don't think either of us had anticipated the long hours Nick would need to work to establish himself as a key member of Hiutsu Kyokota's high pressured management team. He'd spent more time travelling the length and breadth of Japan than with me so far and—

His moan brought me from my reverie. The way he was panting hard was a sure-fire indication he was closing in on his orgasm. But even though his powers of recovery were impressive, I didn't want him to cum just yet.

"Let me on top," I whispered, manoeuvring from underneath him before he could object.

Twisting my body, I settled on his lap, leaning forward so that he could suckle each of my nipples in turn. That always made me cream.

I knew he'd cum almost immediately if I fucked him in this position and instead I shuffled my body upwards, leaving a damp trail of juices across his chest as I slid my sex towards his face.

"Get to work, buster," I rasped, clamping my thighs around his head.

Gripping his dark hair with one hand, I yanked his mouth to my wetness in just the way the Japanese girl had done in yesterday's adult movie. When he stretched his neck upwards and ran his tongue across my smooth opening, I understood why she'd screamed out so loudly.

"Oh fuck, yes baby, like that," I moaned, grinding down onto his wet lips. "Just like that..."

When I began to gyrate on his face, in just the way the female Japanese porn star had done, Nick twisted his head so that he could breathe more easily. I moved slowly at first but—like the on-screen girl—very soon I began to increase the pace as the need overtook me. I was half-crazed as I frantically rubbed my sex across the whole of his face as the rapidly-building orgasm closed in and ... then ... quickly consumed me.

Scraping my breasts along his perspiring skin, I slithered my body back down his and kissed him softly as I fitted his still-hard cock inside me.

"Such a good boy," I whispered as I began to undulate on his muscular body. "Now it's your turn..."

ONE WEEK LATER

"This should be a fun evening," I rasped, as I rifled through the dresses in my closet.

Nick sighed again, but he didn't need to respond. The way he rolled his eyes was enough. I was being petulant, I know, but the thought of attending a dinner organised by his firm wasn't exactly filling me with joy. From what he had explained to me, it would be a business meeting rather than a dinner—lots of business-talk among the men in a language I couldn't understand while their women obediently sat by and amused themselves.

I knew I'd be bored out of my mind, but that wasn't the only reason for my crabbiness. Until his elderly boss, Hiutsu Kyokota, had arranged the last minute 'dinner' for his senior Executives—to discuss problems at their Kagoshima plant, apparently—we had planned to go out for a romantic meal. It was compensation for the fact I'd hardly seen my husband all week—again!

"We both know I won't understand a thing about what's going on," I irritably whined, as I held a Dior black dress up against my body.

Nick shook his head as I turned to him for approval, silently telling me the same thing he'd been saying for the last half-an-hour. It was too revealing for a business dinner of this nature. Well, fuck that! Approval or not, this was the dress I intended to wear. It was short but not too-short, low cut but not too-low cut, and if his boss considered this too revealing, my other dresses would blow his mind.

"Are you sure—" Nick dubiously began, but then held his tongue as he saw the threatening look on my face.

"I'm sure," I snapped, dropping the dress on the bed and casually sliding the white robe from my shoulders.

When I saw his eyes flicker across my naked body, I couldn't help myself. We didn't have time for me to push him onto the bed and fuck his brains out, but at the very least I could give him a taste of what was in store when we returned to the apartment after dinner. Taking two steps towards him, I dropped my hand to his groin and squeezed him through his trousers.

"Oh, did I do that?" I teased, batting my eyelashes at him as I felt him start to grow in my squeezing palm.

I kissed him once, twice, as I tightened my grip further. His mind was trying to resist but his cock had other ideas. Glancing behind me, I kept my hand on him as I edged backwards until I sat down abruptly on the edge of the bed.

"We can't have you going to a business meeting in such a state, can we?" I said, innocently smiling up at him as I dragged down the zip of his trousers.

I could see his dilemma reflecting back at me in his eyes. There wasn't any way we could be late for a dinner like this and yet his need was becoming—almost—as strong as mine.

He was fully erect when I dragged his erection through the gap and when I deftly fed his cock into my wet mouth, suddenly all his resistance was gone.

Tossing my blonde hair over my right shoulder, I sucked all the way down to the base. He didn't know it yet, but I intended to take him to the verge of an orgasm but no further. I wanted him to spend the rest of this evening thinking about what was waiting when we got home.

---

Surprisingly, the dinner had turned out to be much more bearable than I had anticipated. Although Nick's multi-millionaire boss was in his seventies, his beautiful wife—Madame Yoko—was over twenty years younger and to my surprise she sat herself next to me at the long table.

Her remarkable command of English ensured we were able to hold a long and interesting conversation. I had no idea she'd been a Supermodel in Japan and it transpired that we shared similar tastes in fashion, music and even the movies.

Even with the dinner over, she stayed by my side. It was a generous gesture. I was the newest 'acquisition' to the wives, one who couldn't understand Japanese, and she was intent on making me feel comfortable.

We sipped quietly at our wine as we watched our husband's converse in one corner of the room. Nick looked so handsome in that dark suit, I thought, and the way he was so fluently conversing in Japanese to Hiutsu Kyokota made me feel proud of him. I loved everything about him—his swarthy good looks, his crooked smile, his toned muscular body—and I hoped the memories of my unfinished blow job were still burning in his mind as much as it was mine.

I was ready to fuck all night when we got home, assuming I managed to keep my hands off him during the taxi journey back there. I was already visualising what I intended to do to as soon as we walked through our apartment door.

"They'll be talking for ages, Tiffany," Madame Yoko softly said in my ear. "Why don't we get a breath of fresh air? We can still keep an eye on them from the balcony."

I found myself glancing at her as we headed across the room. With her classical cheekbones, large eyes and shiny, dark hair it wasn't difficult to understand why she'd been one of Japan's most sought-after Supermodels. The more I looked at her, the more beautiful I realised she was. She had a remarkable body too, with her diminutive height accentuating her curves, and even at her age she could have stepped right out of a Playboy magazine.

"You need to understand its part of the way things work in my country," she explained as we leant against the ornate balcony rail. "Our men are the money earners, and it's our job as their women to stay in the background, support them when asked and be ready to let them fuck us when the need arises. Welcome to Japan."

I stared at her witlessly for a few moments, shocked at such words from what I'd taken as such a demure Japanese woman, and then suddenly we both burst out laughing.

"Unfortunately the need doesn't arrive anything as often as I'd like," I confessed, and then bit my lip.

The words had left my mouth before I could stop them.

"Ah, yes, a familiar problem," she empathised, not batting an eyelid. "Don't think you're any different to the rest of us, Tiffany, I'd say that every wife here shares the same frustration, including me."

She paused, her dark eyes finding mine as she let the statement sink in. Even her? Somehow I couldn't imagine such a ravishing creature making love to someone as old as Hiutsu Kyokota, and suddenly the thought began to spark my imagination. All over the world, trophy wives were married to much older men. But did they regularly fuck?

"My husband is a wonderful lover," she murmured, leaning closer to me. "But naturally his main preoccupation is his work and that isn't easy for women like us, who have huge sexual appetites."

Like us? How could she know? Did I look that desperate?

"It's written all over your face," she explained with a knowing smile, leaving me wondering if she could actually read my mind. "Especially in those beautiful eyes—a woman's eyes always give away her inner feelings."

I glanced away momentarily as I felt myself blush and when my gaze found hers again, her smile had widened.

"It's okay, Tiffany," she gently reassured me. "As I told you, every wife here shares the same frustration. But in Japan, we have learned ways to control those feelings. That's important if we are to take care of our men when they need us, yes?"

"Yes," I instantly agreed, hoping she didn't ask how I coped.

I didn't think that watching loads of internet porn while using my favourite vibe would qualify as an acceptable answer.

"Then why don't we meet up for dinner one evening," she continued, supportively squeezing my arm. "Japan is a wonderful country but it takes some time to learn our ways. Don't expect too much, too quickly, that's not how it works here. But I'd be happy to help you take the steps you need if you'd really like to immerse yourself in our culture."

My eyes instantly lit up and I felt a lump form in the back of my throat. Hiutsu Kyokota's wife was actually offering to help me?

"I'd love that, Madame Yoko," I enthused, smiling gratefully.

"Just call me Yoko when we're together," she persuasively told me. "I hate all this Madame Yoko stuff. It makes me feel like I'm passed it and I can definitely reassure you that I'm not."

We chuckled together for a moment, and then I realised that the way her fingers were idly stroking along my bare skin was giving me goosebumps. Her eyes found mine again for a brief second before her gaze flickered over my left shoulder.

"But for now," she murmured, "it looks like the business meeting has finished and we can take our husband's back. If I'm not mistaken, we both have some serious fucking to do tonight..."

---

"I want you right now," I rasped, squeezing my husband's cock through his trousers.

We'd only been sitting in the back of the taxi for a few seconds, but it was long enough for me to know I couldn't contain myself until we got back to our apartment. I was horny enough anyway, but my conversation with Madame Yoko had seemingly inspired me even further.

Nick's shocked gaze found mine, then diverted forward to check the driver's mirror. Personally I couldn't care less if we could be observed. All I could think about was having my husband's cock inside me.

"We can't do this in a taxi," he whispered, wrenching my hand away from his groin. "Not in Japan. We'll be arrested."

"Don't be a wuss," I snapped, smacking his hand off mine.

Nothing could stop me right now. Not when I was in this mood. I ignored his futile attempts to grab my hand again and distracted him with a kiss as I yanked the zip of his trousers downwards.

"We can't," he weakly groaned, as I swiftly freed his cock and began to jerk his growing hardness in my palm.

"Stop me," I challenged, reaching beneath my Dior dress with my other hand to drag my skimpy thong down my thighs.

Turning my back to him and facing the front of the cab, I swung a leg across his body and leant back against his chest. Taking his hardness back in my hand, I placed it against my wet opening and looked over my shoulder at him.

"Want it?" I teasingly growled, unwilling to feed him inside me until I practically had him begging for it. "Want your little wifey to fuck you?"

He gasped as I rubbed myself along his length. I gasped too. God, that felt good.

"Yeah," he grunted ... and within a nano-second I was taking him deep inside my needy sex.

Raising my arms behind me, I interlaced my fingers behind his neck and began to jerk down on his hardness. We'd have all night when we reached our apartment but what I needed right now was a hard, quick, satisfying fuck.

But that was before I met the taxi driver's gaze in his mirror...

It hadn't been that difficult for him to cotton on to what we were up to, not with me facing him, moaning like a two dollar whore. Nick's words of warning suddenly hit me—this man could easily stop his cab, call the police and instinctively I dragged one strap of my dress down my shoulder, then the other, feeling my nipples harden further as I exposed my breasts to the cold night air... and his gaze.

He seemed to nod his approval—or was it my imagination?—but nevertheless he made no move to stop the car. His narrowed eyes were all over my tits and it seemed he just wanted to watch.

I slowed my pace into a gently grind downwards as I maintained eye contact in the mirror. Fuck, it was so hot being watched. In my mind's eye I could see what he could see, a half-naked English woman in the back of his cab, bare breasts swaying from side to side as she gyrated downwards on her man.

Now that I knew he wasn't going to report us—that we were safe—I relaxed my pace even further until I was just slowly moving up and down. If Nick knew I was so wantonly displaying myself to the driver he would have been appalled. And even I didn't know what had gotten into me.

Was it because I felt like I was watching myself perform in my own porn film?

"How's that?" I found myself asking, although I genuinely wasn't sure which of the two men I was speaking to.

"So fucking good," I heard Nick appreciatively grunt into my ear.

I wore little diamond studs in each lobe, as well as a small, silver loop at the top of my left ear, and I could feel his hot breath on the back of my neck.

My hands found my tits, pulling on my nipples as I instantly picked up the pace of my lap grind. Only this time I was putting a little more emphasis into my gyrations in my wicked need to put on a show for my audience.

"Tell me when you're close," I said softly, as I felt Nick's breath quicken.

"I'm close."

Geez, that hadn't taken long. He was clearly as needy as I was.

"Then give me what I want," I snapped, forgetting the driver at last and bouncing on him as hard as I could for thirty more seconds.

I was off him as soon as I felt his balls begin to tighten, twisting my body around in the confined space just in time to catch the first blast of cum in my slippery mouth.

God, he tasted good.

I used my right hand to stroke his cock as he came, milking him as I swallowed every drop he had. It was only when I was sure he had nothing left that I released him, licking my lips as he slumped backwards into the leather seat.

Sitting up, I glanced back at the driver's mirror and saw the man grinning back at me. Even in the semi dark I could just make out that two of his front teeth were missing. Giving him one final look at my tits, I grinned back at him as I slowly pulled my dress back into place and settled back in the seat.

"Think of that as starters," I grunted, turning sideways to face Nick as I tucked his diminishing cock back into his trousers. "The main course commences as soon as we walk through our apartment door."

THE FOLLOWING WEEKEND

I loved my large, round whirlpool tub. When we'd first moved into the apartment, Nick and I had shared a hot sensual bubble bath a few times and it always ended the same way, passionately fucking one another while the water splashed all around us and over onto the wooden bathroom floor.

That seemed a long time ago now.

Even the rampant sex we'd enjoyed after our fuck in the taxi was becoming a distant memory. Hiutsu Kyokota had phoned Nick the very next day to tell him that the problems at the Kagoshima plant couldn't wait and the call had resulted in him instantly packing his bags and travelling to the region's southernmost major city that afternoon.

Seven days later, he was still there.

All I'd had for company since then was my internet porn, my favourite vibe, and several bottles of chilled Chardonnay.

And yet I was excited about tonight—I was meeting Yoko again. She'd telephoned me mid-week to tell me she'd made a dinner reservation for us and had even suggested we travel on to an exclusive club she knew afterwards. I was flattered that she was taking such an interest and wanted to look my best. Before I'd met the former Supermodel I was feeling that my life in Japan was going nowhere. Now I felt it was about to change for the better.

I took another sip from the glass of Chardonnay beside me before returning it to the curved rim and tipping my blonde hair back into the foamy water. I let it momentarily soak there before smoothing it back over my scalp as I sat up and curled my right foot over the side of the tub.



The way the water traced its way along my thigh and then trickled back into the tub looked kind of erotic to me.

I picked up the bottle of body wash from the side and pushed my body up from the bath. Lathering the liquid in both hands, I had to resist the temptation to let my fingers stray between my thighs as I spread it across my stubble. I was here to shave, not play with myself.

It didn't take long for my little pink razor to complete its task, and my skin felt incredibly smooth as I slowly ran my fingers ran across my newly-shaved flesh. Ridiculously, I found myself wondering if Yoko was smooth, too—she'd been a model after all. Still, based on the evidence of the Japanese porn I'd watched over the last month, it seemed unlikely.

Shaking away the absurd thought, I placed my hands on the side of the tub and pushed upwards and out of the bath. Still dripping water, I grabbed a towel and patted myself dry as I made my way to the bedroom and opened the top drawer of my bedside table.

Why not, I told myself, taking out my vibe. I had time, didn't I?

The mirror on the dressing table was tilted perfectly from my masturbatory session last night, allowing me to watch my reflection from the bed. I settled back on the sheets and switched on the vibrator as I thought back to my session with Nick in the taxi.

Had I really put on a show for the driver? I'd never done anything quite like that before. I'd wondered several times since then if he'd played with himself while he watched us, watched me.

He must have done, mustn't he, even while driving?

For whatever reason, that thought had never failed to arouse me. I slid the vibe inside me as my imagination begun to wander. What if Nick hadn't been in the taxi? What if the driver had exposed himself to me? And the worst of them all—what if it was him I was fucking, not my husband.

Girl, I told myself as my hips began to pump upwards from the bed, you need it real bad.

TWO NIGHT'S LATER

I hadn't been this drunk in some time.

Well, maybe not drunk, not yet. But close. We had meet at the high end Kozue restaurant, perched far above the fray on the fortieth floor of the Park Hyatt, and my mouth had dropped open as soon as I'd walked through the door. I'd never been in such an opulent setting, not even in England.

"Everyone who is anyone dines here," Yoko had smilingly told me, and then pointed out one Japanese celebrity after another.

"It usually takes months to obtain a reservation," she'd added, "but if you ever need a table, just use my name."

She had ordered for us—a shabu-shabu of perfectly marbled beef from premium wagyu cattle—along with the expensive Koshu wine that had been my undoing. I'd over-indulged, which hadn't been a good idea considering the amount I'd already drunk before leaving my apartment.

I apologised of course, but Yoko just told me not to be so silly. I was her guest this evening and anything went, she'd pointed out, and added that she was drinking every bit as much as I was. Maybe she could hold her booze better? All I knew was that by the time we'd finished the meal, my cheeks were red, my head was woozy, and a delightful feeling of wellbeing had settled over me.

Despite her undeniable fame—a former Supermodel married to one of Japan's most successful and wealthiest businessmen—it was so easy to talk to her. She had me laughing out loud at some of her stories about her modelling exploits while gasping in disbelief at others. If only the public knew what some of these high-profile models got up to in their private lives! But basically, we were just two women out together for the evening, enjoying one another's company.

She'd insisted on ordering liqueurs before we left the restaurant, and by the time we'd headed onto the exclusive nightclub she regularly frequented I was becoming unsteady on my feet as well as slurring the occasional word.

It occurred to me that Nick would have been appalled to see me in this state when I was in the company of his boss's beautiful wife, but whose fault was that? He shouldn't leave me by myself for such long stretches, should he? And anyway, he was apparently so busy at the plant that he hadn't even telephoned me on either of the last two evenings.

So why shouldn't I enjoy myself?

I'd complained about his forgetfulness to Yoko as we'd travelled in the taxi to the Starlight Lounge—for the first time since I'd arrived in Japan, I felt like I'd found someone I could really open up to—but she'd patiently reminded me that work were rightfully first, second and third priorities in her country.

"It's our role to take care of our men when they are at home," she'd added. "We must look after their happiness, but to do so we have to be content, too. Otherwise how can we support them effectively?"

Even in my fuzzy brain, what she said made sense, but there was only one way I was finding temporary contentment in Nick's absence and I wasn't sure if there was any long term future in that...

"Let me introduce you to traditional Japanese massage," she added, resting her hand soothingly on my bare thigh. "Japanese models discovered the secret years ago and I have regular sessions with the same masseuse for years now. Táchira just has this perfect way of making me feel good about myself."

"I'll try anything," I absent-mindedly agreed, suddenly more interested in the sensations created by her fingers on my thigh than what she was saying.

But just as quickly they fingers had moved away and the taxi was easing to a stop outside a brightly lit club in what appeared to be a side street.

"I'll book you a slot with Táchira," she whispered as we alighted onto the narrow, cobbled pavement. "I guarantee you're going to love him."

---

The Starlight Lounge—in the heart of the Shinjuku entertainment district—was alive with salsa. Tokyo's most exclusive nightclub was filled with the live percussionists, playing off giant conga drum stages, each song transitioning into the next. I hadn't had so much fun dancing in a long time.

But I was happy enough to adjourn to one of the bars when Yoko suggested it, allowing me a break from the series of guys trying to hit on me.

"You can't blame them," Yoko laughed as she ordered more Amaretto sours. "Many Japanese men adore European women, and when they're beautiful and blonde..."

She left the statement unfinished, and it struck me that it was the first time she'd called me beautiful. Her breath felt deliciously warm on my cheek and she smelled good—some kind of spicy perfume. It was the alcohol, I told myself, as I felt my nipples harden, and I grinned inanely at her as I downed yet another drink.

The bar glowed green and blue against the orangey lights of the rest of the club and I could feel my body continuing to sway to the beat as if it had a mind of its own. Everything here felt larger than life and my gaping eyes took in the uninhibited scene around us. I could smell drugs as well as alcohol in the air and on the dance floor everyone was working their bodies in their own unique style.

"Liquid dancing," Yoko whispered in my ear. "It's a crazy type of dancing that only comes out of a person when they've had too much to drink. Why don't you show me how crazy a beautiful English woman can be..."

There it was again—this stunning former Supermodel had called me beautiful.

I was so lost in the moment that I had no idea how I found myself in the middle of the dance floor, but I did. It felt like all my cares had faded into the background and I smiled to myself as Yoko watched from the bar as I gave myself up to the music and just let myself go.

I had no idea how long I danced, nor did I care. Men were dancing around me, beside me, with me, against me—young Japanese men—and I danced uninhibitedly with them, not just allowing one set after another of groping hands to wander over my body but practically encouraging it.

There was one guy in particular who persistently cupped my asscheeks and pulled me tight against him. After a couple of weak attempts to drag his hands away, I eventually just let him have his way and felt myself grinding back on his hard cock as he thrust it against me.

When his friend moved behind me, the combination of two hard cocks simultaneously thrusting against my groin and my ass was impossible to resist.

I knew I should stop them. I was married after all, but the fuzziness inside my head was stopping me from thinking clearly. At least, that's what I told myself. The reality was that I desperately needed some sort of physical contact in Nick's prolonged absence and—with one pair of hands fondling my tits through my Armani dress and the other dragging the hem of my dress upwards—they were edging closer to actually fucking me on the dance floor.

Yoko's intervention came just in time.

She appeared from nowhere and her disapproving glance at the two young men sent them immediately scurrying for cover. I almost screamed out my frustration above the heavy music when she led me away.

"Never in public, Tiffany," her husky voice breathed in my ear. "But I know exactly what will help..."

---

I knew it was the early hours of the morning—maybe two or three o'clock—but I wasn't aware of much else except that I was lying naked on a large bed in a luxurious massage studio. Yoko had taken me there.

I couldn't remember much about the journey there, except that Yoko had continually stroked my hair as she'd told me that I had to be more circumspect in public, and that her masseuse was going to take good care of me. A traditional Japanese massage would ease all the simmering tensions inside me, she'd promised, before leaving me to Táchira's ministrations.

The small, inoffensive-looking man wasn't what I'd expected at all. In my inebriated state, I'd been hoping that a young, strapping, muscular masseuse would be working on me, rather than a shaven headed fifty year-old sporting a wispy grey beard. But perhaps it was just as well, I convinced myself...

There wasn't any risk of impropriety with this man.

As his soft hands massaged the scented oil across my body—was I really lying naked infront of this stranger, without even a hint of embarrassment?—it soon became clear why Yoko had sung his praises. The knowledgeable way the white uniformed masseuse went to work on each of my tense muscle groups confirmed that he was indeed an expert in his profession.

"Relax, Missy," he told me in his pigeon English when his searching fingers found yet another tense knot. "Close eyes and hand body over to Táchira."

Hand my body over? I wondered if he could hear my chuckle. That's exactly what I'd been doing on the dance floor for the last couple of hours. My vibe would be working overtime when I got home, but I kept reminding myself that I didn't need to think about that right now. All I had to do was concentrate on the sensations created by his experienced touch.

The way he continued to pour copious amounts of oil onto my body as he worked—slowly, sensually—had me purring like a cat.

As time went on it soon became clear that while caressing fingers were gradually working the kinks out of my body, they were also unlocking the sexual feelings I'd experienced with two hard cocks grinding into me on the dance floor. I willed myself to lie still and focus on the moment, but my purr upped a couple of notches as his oil-covered fingers took the fullness of my breasts in his hands, rotating them in one direction and then the other.

This couldn't be normal, I told myself, but how could I object when this was Yoko's masseuse. Did he touch her this way, so intimately? Surely not!

The illicit thought began to draw pictures in my mind, pictures I shouldn't be seeing, and I closed my eyes as I attempted to will them away.

"Relax, Missy," his soft voice told me again. "Relax."

Relax? How could I when my heart was practically pumping out of my chest. I tried to think of Nick but instead it was the two young men at the nightclub who came in to my mind, touching me, feeling me, grinding against me.

Their hands had been all over my body. Just like Táchira's...

His fingers were sliding up into my armpits, making me gasp before they returned to my tits. He repeated the action, over and over, building up the anticipation inside me before eventually giving me what I craved by smoothing his fingers over my breasts, deliberately rubbing my thrusting nipples.

I groaned out my disappointment as his hands temporarily left me, but to my relief it was only so that he could spread more oil across my breasts. When they returned to my nipples, the sensations as he squeezed them between his thumbs and forefingers and were even more intense and I had to screw my eyes tightly shut in an attempt to hold off my rapidly approaching orgasm.

For a moment sanity returned and I tried to pull his hands away, tried to push myself up from the larger than average massage table, but Táchira patiently returned my hands to my side, telling me again in his pigeon English to relax.

When his probing hands returned to my tingling flesh, they moved downwards this time, to my stomach. I could feel my whole body shaking as I suddenly thought of my husband. Nick would be appalled if he could see me now, allowing a stranger—even a masseuse—to touch me so intimately. He would have expected me to cover myself, politely thank him for his efforts and then excuse myself and leave as quickly as possible.

But he wasn't here, he was in Kagoshima. His work was more important than I was. Despite Yoko's explanation of what was expected in Japan, it was hard to accept that I no longer came first in his life.

Even as my alcohol-muddled brain tried to make sense of my feelings, the heat inside my body was reaching fever pitch. Táchira's hands had flicked some switch and I hoped the continuous series of groans I could hear weren't mine.

Dammit, he was pouring oil on my inner thighs now. I'd already learned that where the oil flowed, his hands followed. I kept my eyes closed as I battled my inner demons, telling myself to keep my legs firmly together and yet not offering even token resistance as his firm hands eased my thighs apart.

Then his fingernails were scraping along my skin, massaging closer ... and closer. Was he testing me? Seeking approval? If so, the way my ass began to rise from the massage table gave him his answer. His fingers covered the outside of my flesh at first, teasing me before tantalisingly edging inwards, shooting to the very edge of my labia. I was dimly aware that I was raising my body even higher, offering myself up to him, and when he took advantage his two fingers made a wonderful squelching sound as they slid into my wetness.

Inside my head, I was screaming, pushing his hands away, covering myself up and jumping down from the table. This couldn't happen. I was married.

But in the mirror across the room—specifically placed for the purpose?—I could see my legs widen as forced his fingers deeper, and then I was throwing my head back as I squeezed them, rocked on them, pumped my heaving body upwards and fucked them like a madwoman.

---

This wasn't happening. It couldn't be, could it?

I'd been so busy coming down from my climax that at first I hadn't realised Táchira had climbed on the table beside me and released his surprisingly large cock from his white uniform. I stared weakly at him as his hands found my ankles, pulling my legs upwards and holding them apart. When he eased himself inside my unresisting body, I gasped out loud.

No, I told myself. It wasn't happening. It wasn't. It had to be a dream. I was married and the man about to fuck me wasn't my husband. I should be screaming at the diminutive, wispy bearded man. I should be pushing him off me, insisting that he had to stop. Yet, instead, my curled fingers were clutching the sides of the padded massage table and I was whimpering out my need like a rampant animal as his wonderful thickness began to pump inside me.

"Oh my God ... Oh my God ... Oh my God ..."

They were my words, over and over again.

"Oh my God ... Oh my God ... Oh my God ..."

His rhythm was steadier than Nick, almost machine-like, just like some of the guys I'd watched in the porn movies. How many times had I wondered what it would feel like to be on the receiving end? Now I knew. And despite this being wrong, so very wrong, I wanted more.

I gasped out my approval when he leaned forward and pinned my legs back either side of my breasts. When he began to pound me harder and deeper, I twisted my head to the side as I began to moan like a two dollar whore.

"Don't stop, Táchira," I found myself begging him, the words slurred but still partially intelligible. "Please don't stop."

He didn't. Not for a long time...
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Chapter Two

I normally got out of bed with Nick each morning he was at home, even when he was heading off to work at some ridiculously early hour. With him continuing to be so busy, those moments were some of the few opportunities I had to spend some time with him.

But not this week.

This week, I'd been avoiding him as much as I could, still paralyzed with guilt at what I'd done during the last couple of weeks.

How could all this have escalated so quickly?

Not that Nick had noticed my withdrawn reaction. He was too busy working every minute of the day and night. So, like most mornings this week, I waited until I heard the front door close before pulling myself out of bed. I hated acting like this, but until I could get my head together and think more clearly, it was the path of least resistance.

I fixed myself a pot of coffee as I paged through a few back copies of Japanese fashion magazines. Yoko had provided them for me at my request, so that I could see her in her prime Supermodelling days. Each one featured her photograph on the front cover and if anything, despite the newsprint's poor ink quality, she was even more beautiful when she was younger.

The way those dark eyes stared back at me from each front page cover sent a shiver of appreciation through me—she was so charismatic, so vibrant—and yet that indefinable quality of hers shone through, too. The one that told you she could see inside your soul and help you obtain anything you wanted.

Even if that need had been buried deep inside your unconscious mind...

I ducked into the shower as I began to dwell on what had happened over the last couple of weeks. While I hated myself for doing what I had, there was no denying how exciting it had been. My emotions were a confused mess of self-loathing, disgust, and unquestionably thrilling eroticism.

It was as if I'd returned to the wild days I'd continually enjoyed before I'd met Nick. My long, golden hair and curvy body had attracted men ever since I was a teenager and sex became as natural to me as breathing. Life was for living, yes? It was only I'd met Nick that I'd put that wild side behind me.

Yet, as I soaped my body beneath the hot spray of the shower, a very wicked voice whispered, "But you miss it..."

It was true. I did.

The impish voice had been with me since childhood—since I'd first learned to masturbate, when I'd had my first cigarette, my first taste of alcohol, my first joint, my first forbidden fuck with a married man, and when I'd experienced my first woman. And it had recently returned with a vengeance.

The luffah felt good as I glided it along my skin, sending little electric jolts through my body as I passed it over my nipples. I sighed with pleasure as I set it down, switching to my hands to spread the liquid soap across my breasts, my flat stomach, and ... down between my legs.

"No," I murmured aloud, pulling my fingers away.

I really had to find a way out of the all-consuming arousal that was threatening to drown me. Yoko was immersing me in a new world, one in which I was returning to my wild past and indulging my sexual thirst. But my past was my past and things were different now—I was married, after all.

And yet I'd visited the exclusive massage studio three more times since Yoko had originally taken me there. I'd been drunk that first time, drunk and horny, and had been unable to resist Táchira as he took the massage to a different level. But since then I'd known exactly what I was doing.

Yoko had arranged and paid for the further appointments, twice weekly, persuasively telling me that by relieving my sexual tensions in such a discreet way, I'd be better prepared to take care of Nick's needs when he needed attention. It was the Japanese way, she'd convincingly explained.

I'd gone along with the strange logic, telling myself that she knew better than I and that I'd do anything to help Nick's wellbeing. But inside my mind, my little voice was whispering the truth. The real reason I was indulging myself was because of the sexual needs that had building inside me ever since the pressures of Nick's job had gradually made our sex life virtually nonexistent.

That's when everything had begun to escalate...

Táchira had once again shown me what a wonderful lover he was on my second visit, but the third time he wasn't available. Or so I'd been told. A younger masseuse had attended to me and I'd been so shocked I'd almost fled.

Almost...

Instead, I'd allowed him to go through the same ritual as Táchira—making me cum with his fingers before climbing onto the large massage table and fucking my brains out. It had actually been more exciting with him, because I'd known what was about to happen. The next visit it was an older, thickset Japanese masseuse who was waiting for me. He'd had a humongous cock.

But now—well, now—the warning bells were well and truly ringing in the back of my head, telling me that I had a difficult decision to make. Matters were close to getting out of hand and if I kept this morning's appointment at the exclusive studio, it could well be too late to put a stop to all this.

I needed time to think.

Despite Yoko's persuasive words, I wasn't become a better wife to Nick through this—I was avoiding him, for God's sake. And worse, all this sex wasn't satisfying me, far from it. I was craving even more with every illicit fuck. I'd fucked three different Japanese men over the last couple of weeks and number four would be waiting for me at the studio later.

Despite the eager voice whispering in my ear, could I really allow that to happen? Before I'd properly thought through the consequences? No, it would be much safer to stay home today and give myself time to think.

---

I hooked my legs around the masseuse's slim body and dug the soles of my feet into the top of his ass. Oh my God, the way it forced his hard cock even more deeply inside me was sublime.

So much for my resolution!

When it had come down to it, the little voice in my ear had won out and I hadn't been able to resist the thought of checking out the new masseuse waiting for me. I hadn't been disappointed.

His youthful good looks were only outweighed by his arrogance, but I didn't mind that. I'd had plenty of arrogant men in the past and there was something about attitude that had always turned me on. Unlike the others, he didn't massage me for long before stripping out of his white uniform and letting me see his lean body. I almost drooled at the sight.

When he offered his cock to my mouth, I instantly pushed up onto my knees and sucked his youthful prize between my eager lips.

Saliva dripped from my mouth as I pleasured him, and I heard him whispering his encouragement in Japanese as he slowly fucked my mouth. But eventually, just as I had him on the verge of blowing, he guided me back down onto my back and grinned into my eyes as he entered me.

The sensation of his hard cock deep sinking inside my needy body made me gasp out loud and I was so turned on that, even though he hadn't started to fuck me, my hips were already rising and falling on the padded massage bed as I thrust upwards, seeking more of that delicious friction.

He simply held himself in position as I moved on him, smiling condescendingly into my lust-fuelled eyes as I used his cock as my masturbatory tool.

It was almost obscene the way I wantonly humped upwards on him, growling out my need as I sought maximum contact. And all the time he kept staring at me, a soft smile on his young Oriental face as he began to talk to me again, telling me hot, dirty, sexual things that I could readily understand even if they were in a language I couldn't.

I lost myself in my need for release with each word he uttered and each push of my hips. When it came and I screamed out my climax, my body arched like a bow so that only my shoulders and heels remained on the large massage bed.

I hadn't felt this wanton for longer than I could remember.

In truth, Táchira had been the best lover of all the masseuses. That second time we'd been together he'd taken me in every position I knew and a couple I had never even dreamed of. I could remember being on top of him at one point—arms out wide like the wings of a plane as I'd undulated on his beautifully hard cock like a lap dancer—and after I'd cum for the umpteenth time he'd steadily fucked me again, missionary style, for well over an hour.

But as experienced as Táchira had been, there was something about this young masseuse's cocky attitude that was so appealing...

When he began to thrust inside me, I reached up to grab his hair. He took me slowly at first, teasing me, until I began to beg him to fuck me faster. When he obliged, his triumphant eyes made me want to slap him and kiss him at the same time. He might look like something out of 'the Karate Kid' but he was making me growl like the bitch in heat I was.

Adjusting his position, he pulled my legs up over his shoulders as he began to fuck me harder. I growled even louder as I felt another climax well up, squeezing my pussy muscles around him.

"God, your cock feels good," I groaned.

His smiling response was to fuck me even harder. His young balls slapped against me, forcing a heavy grunt through his teeth with each thrust. I could feel another orgasm building as he pumped inside of me like a pneumatic drill and when I came again, he didn't even pause, fucking me through the orgasm.

A second climax quickly followed and I cried out my pleasure as he pounded me even harder—but this time the look in his dark narrowed eyes was different. He was nearly there, too. I could tell.

"You're close?" I begged, hysterical.

"Hai," he hissed, his face tightening into a cringe.

"Do it!" I snarled, crossing my ankles behind his head and yanking him into me.

The weight of his body compressed me even more, driving his cock even deeper inside, if such a thing were possible. His young passion was primordial and my blonde hair fanned out on the massage table as he gave me what I wanted, what I needed. When I dug my fingernails into his shoulder blades, his shout started loud and ended louder as he went off inside me like a depth charge.

Thank God I couldn't have children.

I lay back, exhausted, an awful feeling of emptiness inside my sex when his young cock eventually left me. But to my delight he was simply changing position so that he could offer his cock to my mouth again.

I took it greedily, cleaning the head with my tongue before sucking him back into a state of semi-erection. Satisfied, he flipped me onto my stomach as easily as turning a chicken on the barbeque and pushed himself back inside his blonde English prize.

Arousal flared inside me. On all fours, doggie-style, I could imagine myself in my own porn film, my tits bouncing like two pieces of ripe fruit while I pushed my ass upwards to better feel that hard cock begin to ram inside me again. When he grabbed my hair, yanking my head back holding it in mid air, I almost passed out with need.

Oh fuck ... I was going to cum again...

THE WEEKEND

I lay awake in bed, listening to the water running in the en-suite bathroom as Nick took his usual early morning shower. He had returned home even later than usual last night, and complained he was too tired when I'd wanted to make love. I'd thought I'd be able to change his mind the moment he joined me in bed but he'd fallen asleep the moment his head had hit the pillow.

The sex I'd been enjoying in the massage studio had begun to ease the sexual frustrations I'd felt during our first few weeks in Tokyo, especially when combined with my still vibrant enjoyment of Japanese porn. But this was my husband. Shouldn't we be having sex regularly, too?

I wanted to talk it through with Yoko when we met for lunch today—I could always rely on her to straighten out my thinking, especially when I was trying to control my vivid imagination. Since my sessions with the different masseuses, I'd even begun to look at Japanese men in the street, fantasising about how much they wanted to fuck me and what it would be like to give them what they wanted.

Yoko had told me some time ago that the men in her country found blonde European women to be particularly attractive and I knew what most of guys were thinking as they surreptitiously glanced at me. Heck, I'd even started to wear provocative clothes whenever I was travelling or shopping, or leaving an extra button undone on my Ralph Lauren Blue Label sheer shirt, or maybe crossing and uncrossing my stockinged legs when sitting in an outside cafe during a deliberate coffee stop.

And when I returned home, I masturbated long and hard while allowing my imagination to run riot...

It was the same while I was sleeping, even with Nick beside me. All the fantasies I had nurtured during the day would come to the fore and I invariably awoke from my sleepy state with my hand working between my legs.

But not this morning, I thought, dragging my wet fingers away from my sex. Nick might have been too tired last night but he'd be fully awake after his shower. Maybe there would be time this morning? Or even in the shower. How long was it since we'd done that?

The thought was so inspirational that I practically rushed out of bed, giving Nick my most mischievous smile as I joined him in the en-suite bathroom.

"Want some company, baby?"

His eyes would normally have instantly lit up, but instead all I could see was a sense of trepidation in them. Worrying about getting to work on time? A tinge of sadness passed through me—had our marriage really reached that stage?

Okay, I thought, maybe a long fuck under the cascading water followed by another session on the bedroom floor might not be the best idea right now. But that didn't mean we couldn't play for a short while.

"Why don't you let me," I breathed, stepping into the shower with him and taking the gel from his hands.

Before he could protest, I tipped the bottle so that the liquid covered my palms and worked the creamy lather over the smooth skin of his chest.

"Sshhh," I told him as he tried to object, "this won't take long..."

I had intended to take my time, to tease him, but instead I immediately dropped my hand to his flaccid cock. It wouldn't remain dormant for long. He moaned as I began to stroke him and his shaft grew impressively with each jerk of my palm. The soft movement of my fingers quickly turned into masturbatory strokes and when I brought my other hand to his balls, his body twitched.

"See," I teased, pressing my body into his and trapping his semi erect cock against my stomach. "I think we like that..."

I reached around him with both arms and slid my hands down onto his hard buttocks, working the gel into the crevice of his asscheeks. He moaned again and I leaned back so that I could run my tongue around each of his nipples before I began to slither downwards. The water cascaded over me like a waterfall as I dropped to my knees and licked along the length of his hard cock.

That felt so hot...

Maybe I could take a shower with one of the masseuse's next time, I idly wondered? They wouldn't be rushing away, that was for sure.

But neither was my husband—not right now. His hands were on my shoulders as I licked from root to tip, determined that this blow job would be my best ever work. Maybe then he'd want me more?

Taking the head into my mouth, I curled my tongue around his crown. That had always excited him. He widened his stance as I gently sucked and then he grunted when I took his hard balls in my hand again. The water bouncing off our bodies heightened the moment and I coated him with my saliva, letting it drool down his length before working it into his stiffness with both hands.

"Good, baby?" I asked, slurping off his cock.

For some reason I need his confirmation, his approval.

When Nick glanced down at me and nodded, that dreamy look in his eyes confirmed everything I needed to know. He wouldn't remain this busy forever, would he? Then our lives could get back to normal again.

I lifted his cock upwards, holding it there for a few tantalising seconds as I trailed my tongue along the underside of his shaft. When his fingers went to my wet hair, I slid my lips down to his balls. One by one, I sucked each of them into my mouth, loving the way his cock jerked.

He wasn't going to last much longer.

I frantically swallowed down on his entire length again, even more saliva dripping from my mouth as I frantically worked to take him over the edge. I gripped his balls more tightly and took the thick base of his crown between my teeth, growling like a dog with a bone. He sent a volley of curses into the air as he tried to drag my head away, but I wasn't going to be denied my prize.

I momentarily held him there, trapped between my lips, while my eyes flicked upwards into his. This was my husband. I loved him...

My mouth plunged downwards again as he roared out his first release. The sensation was almost overwhelming. I swallowed hard and then jerked my head away, taking the second blast across my right eyelid and the third across the base of my nose. I reached up with my tongue to lick a hanging globule between my lips before taking him in my mouth again, urging out the final blast. I almost creamed between my legs as it coated the insides of my mouth.

Sitting back on my haunches, I began to smile up at him but he was already leaving the shower, telling me he needed to hurry or he'd be late. I sat there, water cascading down on me as I watched through the glass screen as he quickly towelled himself dry and then made his way to the bedroom.

What the fuck?

Closing my eyes, I dropped my hand between my legs and began to finger myself on the wet tiled floor. If Nick was no longer interested in me, there were plenty of men who were. Like that older guy who had smiled at me in the department store yesterday and asked if I would like him to buy it for me when I'd tried on a piece of jewellery. I'd often wondered since then what he would have wanted in return if I'd said yes.

Maybe I'd call into the store again later today, on my way to meet Yoko? Just in case he was still around.

---

Yoko ordered Shungyo cocktails for us after our lunch, explaining that they were made of sake, vodka, green tea liqueur and salted cherry blossom. Given the choice I would probably have chosen something less exotic but, as ever, her choice was perfect. They really were quite delicious.

And potent.

By the time we were on our third—Yoko didn't do anything by halves—a delightful combination of wellbeing and growing arousal had settled over me.

"So..." she softly said, just as the wooziness creeping into my head was starting to take hold.

"So..." I replied with a giggle.

"I can see that you have something on your mind," she perceptively told me. How did she know these things? "I'm told the massage sessions are going well, so it can't be that. Want to talk about it?"

I felt my heart rise in anticipation of where the conversation could be going. If I could talk to anyone about my issues, it was this woman, but even then it wasn't easy. Besides, how could she know about my massage sessions?

"Who told you—"

A wave of her hand cut me off mid sentence and when she responded, she sounded almost disappointed ay my naïveté.

"Oh Tiffany, haven't you learned by now that there are no secrets from Madame Yoko? I know everything I need to know about people who are important to me. For example..."

She paused for what seemed like an eternity, leaving me wondering what was coming next. My heart began to pound as I waited for her to continue.



"For example," she slowly continued, drawing out the moment, "did you know the masseuses at the studio are practically fighting among themselves to get their turn with the beautiful, blonde English lady? You've caused quite a stir amongst them, Tiffany. Quite the prize..."

A soft smile split her lips as my mouth dropped open in surprise.

"Oh yes," she enthused, nodding knowingly at me. "I was intrigued when Táchira first suggested passing you over to one of his colleagues, but then I thought, why not? Variety is the spice of life after all. And I must say, you've taken to Japanese men like a duck to water. Both English expressions, yes?"

I felt a blush break out across my body, accompanied by goosebumps that made me shiver. It was bad enough that Yoko appeared to know the intimate details of my time in the studio, but here she was talking about it in such a casual fashion.

But even so ... the masseuses were fighting over me? I was the beautiful, blonde English lady and I'd caused quite a stir amongst them? Quite the prize?

Yoko laughed heartily at the sudden change of expression on my face. It was as if she could read my thoughts again.

"That's right," she continued, shooting me a furtive smile. "You have a special quality about you, Tiffany. I recognised it the first time we met. On the outside you're cool and sophisticated, but inside there's an uninhibited streak. You have no real idea of how desirable that makes you to the vast majority of Japanese men, do you?"

I ran my fingers through my hair as I shook my head. What could I say?

I wasn't so sure about the 'cool and sophisticated' but she'd certainly spotted my wilder side. Was it that obvious? Was that why men in the street looked at me in the way they did? Embarrassed, I picked up my drink and swirled the liquid in its cocktail glass as I tried to clear my head. Why did this woman always seem to hit me with such things when I'd had too much alcohol?

"It's the truth," she gently said, stroking a single fingernail along my bare forearm.

The seemingly innocent gesture sent a shiver down my spine. Geez, what was wrong with me? Had I really had that much to drink?

"But back to the original point," Yoko continued, drawing her fingernail in a circle on my skin now. "I was suggesting that you have something on your mind. Perhaps a little bit of guilt creeping in?"

I shook my head in an attempt to concentrate on her words rather than her actions. Was I really thinking it had been too long since I'd been with another woman? Focus, I told myself. Focus!

"Yes, there's some guilt," I blurted, suddenly bashful as I glanced down at my empty drink before brushing my fingers once again through my loose hair. "But it's more than that. You said that if I worked out some of my, er, tensions, I'd be better able to take care of Nick's needs. But the problem is his sex drive is pretty much nonexistent right now and, if anything, we have less time together now than ever before."

Yoko's fingernail paused on my skin and I found myself secretly wishing that she would continue. But then she was talking again.

"It's a cyclical thing," she calmly said. "All men feel like they have something to prove when they move jobs and Nick is no different. In fact, in a different country, he probably feels the need more acutely. That's why he's giving everything to his job right now. He has a lot to cope with. The best thing for you is to recognise that and supporting him."

"How?" I asked, as her hand reassuringly squeezed mine.

"By concentrating on your own reality," she explained. "Give him the space to cope with his priorities, and establish some of your own. Didn't we agree the first time we met that we both had huge sexual appetites? I think you've displayed that with Táchira and the others..."

She chuckled as my blush deepened.

"What you've been doing in the privacy of a private massage studio isn't cheating, Tiffany. These men mean nothing to you, do they? They're just there to be used, to burn off some of that sexual tension you're inevitably feeling. It's called self-preservation. Fuck them, leave them, and then move onto the next. Then when your husband has established himself and your marriage gets back to normal, you return to playing the role of the good wife. It really is that simple. If you were familiar with our culture, you'd realise that by now."

I blinked several times, knowing there had to be a flaw in her logic but unable to find it in my present state. It occurred to me that if I didn't love Nick so much, this conversation would have been much easier.

"Tell me this," she suddenly continued. "Do you trust me?"

"Of course," I answered without a moment's hesitation.

At last, a question I could answer without even needing to think about it.

"Good," she responded, using that fingernail again as I stared into her eyes.

"Put yourself in my hands," she told me. "I've been through this several times before with other women and I really do know what's best for you. Okay?"

I nodded silently. My tendency to overthink things had always brought problems with it and putting myself in her hands, letting her guide me, was a wonderfully comforting idea. Maybe then I wouldn't be racked with such guilt?

Her lips were tantalisingly close as I looked at her again and I suddenly had an overwhelming urge to kiss them. But even as the irresistible compulsion grew to almost breaking point, she was suddenly moving away, sitting back in her seat as she waved towards the drinks waiter.

"Excellent," she purred happily. "Why don't we have one more cocktail and then my limo will run you back to your apartment?"

---

I rested my head back against the leather seat in the rear of the limousine and closed my eyes. My head was spinning ... too much alcohol ... and too many thoughts that didn't make any sense. Yoko had been so thoughtful, offering to drop me off at my apartment. I wouldn't have made it home otherwise.

"Are you okay?" I heard her ask.

Her voice was softer and her Japanese accent more pronounced.

I tried to nod but it felt like too much effort. Instead, I squeezed my eyes open and smiled weakly. It suddenly struck me again how beautiful she was, but the thing was, this time it felt like there was such a sexual intensity in the gaze she had fixed on me that I could feel the heat between my thighs.

Or was that the drink talking? I always got horny while drunk. But those pouting lips looked so ... well, kissable.

"They are," she told me.

It was only then that I realised I'd spoken the words out loud. Putting my hand to my mouth, I began to laugh uncontrollably. I'd only just gone and told Yoko Kyokota that her lips were kissable, hadn't I? How embarrassing.

"I'm zo zorry," I began...

God, even my words were slurred. My glance suddenly dropped down into her cleavage—her multicoloured House of Peroni blouse hadn't been unbuttoned that far down in the restaurant bar, had it? I could clearly see her full cleavage as it practically spilled over the top of the lacy black bra.

"No, it wasn't," she said, and a flush ran up my neck when I realised I'd been talking out loud again.

Her fingertips were making small circles on my skin again, but this time her hand was on my thigh, not my arm. They were edging themselves under the hem of my dress and I must have somehow widened my legs for her.

How had that happened?

I rested my head back against the seat again and desperately tried to focus, but concentrating was just so difficult. Then Yoko was suddenly so close that I could feel her hot breath on my cheek.

"How long is it since you've been with another woman," I heard her whisper.

"Too long," I truthfully replied, wondering if I'd spoken out loud again.

"Then we'd better do something about that, don't you think?"

Her fingers were between my legs now. When they gently brushed against my black thong, I could hear my own breath coming out in panted gasps.

"Would you like to kiss me?" she asked, as her lips softly brushed across mine.

I didn't need to be asked twice. I might be drunk but I knew this wonderful creature was coming on to me and I wasn't going to miss the opportunity. I turned my head and sought her pouting lips out with my open mouth. The kiss was exactly as I anticipated—hot, wet and demanding. In the darkness behind my closed eyelids, it seemed as if every sense was heightened and my chest began to rise and fall as if I was about to hyperventilate.

Her probing fingers had pushed the material of my thong aside and I widened my legs, inviting them in. God, I was so wet, so needy. She used two fingertips to stroke my labia and when they twisted and pushed their way inside, my body shuddered and I let out a long, needy moan.

Oh fuck, this was Hiutsu Kyokota's wife ... the former Supermodel ... Madame Yoko ... and she was fucking me with her fingers...

"Japanese women are even more experienced than our men," she whispered into my mouth, even as her lips gently sucked on my tongue.

I tried to speak but her mouth on my tongue made it impossible. And the fingers inside me were moving with such a deliciously teasing slowness that I was moaning out loud. Again and again. I could hear myself. I couldn't stop moaning and it felt and sounded wonderful.

It suddenly occurred to me that the noise would have alerted the chauffeur and a surge of electricity fed its way through my body. Was he watching in his driving mirror, just like the cab driver had done when I'd fucked Nick.

I desperately hoped so.

I don't know if it was that thought, or the sensation caused by Yoko's experienced fingers, but I was already heading me past the point of no return. Her spare hand tilted my head back and she growled in my ear.

"Look at me. Look at me when you cum..."

My eyes burst open to find her closely scrutinising every expression on my face. When she was satisfied that I was going to obey her instruction and keep my gaze fixed on hers, she twisted her fingers again.

The climax hit me like a freight train, so intense that it seemed to last forever. It felt like years until I began to return to Mother Earth.

"Even that first time we met, I knew you'd taste this good," she purred softly, lewdly feeding her juice covered fingers to her mouth.

Another little mini-orgasmic tremor ran through me. She'd been thinking of this at the business party? When? At the table? Out on the balcony? She'd wanted me then? The thought made me heady with desire.

"That was just the first..." she promised, feeding the last of her wet fingers to my own mouth this time.

I began to suck on it like it was a cock.

"Good girl," she enthused, stroking my blonde hair with her free hand. "When we reach your apartment, I'm going to teach you things you've never even dreamt about..."

---

The sweat was pouring off my naked body as Yoko took me through one orgasm after another. The stunning former Supermodel buzzed her magical tongue around my clit just lightly enough to keep my climaxes stretched out and then added her fingers to the mix to ensure they kept coming.

She had been working on me for what felt like hours—making me scream out her name, shriek out my need, and constantly beg her never to stop. But more than anything, despite my previous girl-girl experiences, she was helping me fully appreciate for the very first time how love between two women could be truly raw and yet unbelievably beautiful at the same time.

Despite my wild child background, I was just a novice compared to this woman.

I thrust my heaving breasts forward as yet another climax rocked through me, with only the top of my head and the curve of my ass touching the mattress.

"I love your pussy," she confessed, as I gradually came down from the high. "It's so receptive—as perfect as the rest of you."

I smiled at the compliment and let my body relax a little as my perspiring back returned to the sheets. The alcohol-induced fuzziness in my head had long since been replaced with a sheer carnal need so strong that, even had Nick walked in the apartment door at that precise moment, I think I would have ignored him and begged this woman to continue.

I never wanted this experience to end.

I felt myself purr as Yoko kissed up my flat stomach. The sound increased as she continued upwards, reaching the slopes of my breasts and stopping there to suckle on my oh-so-sensitive nipples before continuing up to my neck.

Oh God. I was in heaven.

"I can teach you so much," she whispered as she covered every part of my neck with her lapping tongue. "You'd like that, Tiffany?"

"Yesss..."

It was my voice and it sounded wonderfully dreamy. That incredible tongue was making me mew like a cat.

When it left me so that she could reposition her body above my head, straddling my face with her slender thighs, I gasped in delicious anticipation of being able to savour the prize so close to my lips.

"And going forward," she continued, gently brushing her labia across the tip of my nose. "I have a future in mind for you that you're going to find adorable, Tiffany. All the sex you could ever wish for, and with it some income that will make you financially viable in your own right. What could be better?"

Nothing could be better, I thought, as I curled my hands around her thighs and pulled her sex to my waiting lips ... other than perhaps the luscious taste of her glistening wetness on my tongue.
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I wrote this story for Tiffany. Thanks for all your help, Tiff. I hope you're pleased with the outcome.

Chapter Three

My heart was beating faster with each passing minute and, lingering in front of the huge residence's heavy oak main door, I still couldn't summon up the courage to signal my arrival. Even as I'd walked across the small cobbled courtyard and up the stone steps, the lights on either side had felt like they were leading me towards a decision I still wasn't sure I was ready to make.

My hand had risen three times towards the ornamental bell and pulled away again each time. Should it really be this difficult?

After all, I'd finally come to terms with my continuing sexual encounters in the massage studio, accepting Yoko's persuasive argument that I wasn't being unfaithful to Nick. I was just the latest of many women indulging in an ancient Japanese tradition designed to keep her fulfilled while her husband buried himself in his work.

And I'd never even thought of considering the now regular sex with Yoko—sensational, mind-blowing sex— as cheating. Girl-girl sex was, well, different.

But, standing outside the residence of one of Japan's most prominent and highly-regarded politicians, my mind was working overtime to convince my head that I wasn't crossing the 'unfaithful' line.

Especially with me dressed the way I was...

It was only a couple of days ago, as I was revering from another orgasm under her skilful ministrations, that Yoko had casually mentioned her husband's hugely important contact. A person, she'd said, who had a particular penchant for pale-skinned European women—especially blondes.

This 'person' could influence a parliamentary bill that had the potential to earn her husband millions. Money had changed hands to set up the arrangement, she surprised me by confiding, but before the deal could be finalised it was Japanese tradition to honour the individual by providing a gift of his choosing.

It appeared that I was to be that gift...

It would a huge favour not only to her, she had emphasised, but to her husband also. They would forever be in my debt, and the bond between me and the Kyokota would be strengthened even further. In truth, she hadn't needed to say much more. For me, the decision—as shocking as the request undoubtedly was to me—was straightforward.

After all she'd done for me, how could I refuse?

And once I'd made that decision; that wicked little voice on my shoulder had taken to whispering in my ear again. Getting fucked by a senior member of Japanese parliament as part-payment for a corrupt business arrangement—how hot was that?

All that was left was to find a way of trying to control the guilt that continually sat at the back of my mind whenever I embarked on a new sexual liaison. I'd been fucked by six masseuses now—all different, but all just as hot in their own way—but this was as different again. I tried not to let my little voice use the word 'whore' but I couldn't help but feel it was an accurate description. A married English whore, who used her body for her own sexual gratification.

Oh yes, the little voice would gleefully reply. Isn't it wonderful?

---

I raised my hand again to press the bell but again I couldn't. My reflection was staring back at me from the dark glass in the side panel and when I turned my head this way and that, the two little pigtails swung through the air.

Pigtails! How kinky was that? Almost as kinky as the outfit I was wearing under my thin outer coat, I answered myself. Yoko hadn't mentioned that until the package containing the outfit arrived late yesterday afternoon. Then she'd called me to laughingly explain that the politician had specifically asked for his 'gift' to be dressed this way.

"Just go with it," she'd chuckled. "Let your imagination free..."

I had gone with it, of course. There wasn't any other choice.

And strangely, it had actually helped my mood in one way. Dressed like this, I really could almost pretend to myself that I was someone else, not a happily married woman who was about to cement her unfaithfulness by—

No, no, I shouted inwardly. Don't go there.

I leant briefly against the side wall by the door to catch my breath. God, I was shaking. Beads of sweat, responsive to my frayed nerves, were prickling the back of my neck. Could I really go through with this? It was the same question I'd asked myself during the several hours I'd spent getting ready this afternoon.

Thank goodness Nick was away overnight, although I suspected that Yoko had arranged that, too.

I'd taken an extra long time in the shower, trying to drain the tension that had crept into my shoulders. Yet as I'd soaped my body, realizing that another stranger—this one powerful and influential—would possess it before the night was out, the thrill of what was about to happen was unstoppable.

I'd had to relieve the growing excitement by instantly making myself cum.

Afterwards, sitting infront of my dressing table after finishing a whole bottle of wine and about to apply my make-up, I decided to try something different. Something that would be perfect for the outfit I had to wear, but that would also help me further remove myself from my normal world and pretend I really was someone else.

I applied a liquid eyeliner, but only the thinnest of lines to frame my eyes; a lipstick that was a couple of shades darker than my natural lip colour, making it appear as if my lips were a little brighter; before adding a tiny bit of blusher so it made me look like I actually was blushing.

Once I completed the task, and then dressed in the outfit that Yoko had provided, I checked myself out in the bedroom mirror. Perfect...

If only Nick could see me now. Even just a month ago, his eyes would have lit up and he'd have practically thrown me down on the bed, ready to fuck my brains out. Dear God, where had those days gone? And so quickly, too! Why didn't he want me the same way nowadays?

I'd asked myself the same question in the taxi during the long drive here and still couldn't find an answer that satisfied me. But one thing was for sure. If my husband no longer wanted me, there were plenty of Japanese men who did.

When I—finally—reached out and actually rang the ornate doorbell, I fervently hoped that the influential politician would be one of them.

On an instinct, I quickly slipped my coat off and checked my appearance again in the glass side panel. First impressions were essential in the circumstances, and he was expecting to see a St. Trinian's-lookalike schoolgirl, after all.

---

The way his narrowed gaze swept over the whole of my body, and then did so again, more slowly, told me he was impressed. When his appreciate smile confirmed the fact, I felt an unexpected surge of relief flood through me.

But it was more than just relief. I was impressed, too. Although he was a little older than I expected, maybe in his mid-fifties, he had a twinkle in his eye that went well with his overgrown flock of grey hair. Michael Heseltine, I instantly thought ... a Japanese version of Michael Heseltine!

Oh God, Heseltine might be old enough to be my granddad but with those boyish good looks, posh accent, that air of unconformity, he had been the only English politician that had ever been able to make me cream...

Perhaps tonight had just taken a turn for the better?

"Tiffany," he said, those eyes twinkling wickedly into mine as he bowed slightly. "You're everything I expected and more. Please, enter..."

I couldn't help but check out his ass as he led the way through the hall and into a room to our left. He was dressed the way my favourite English politician might have been, too—in a crisp white shirt and tailored dark trousers—and while he was shorter, perhaps slightly more than five foot, I could tell that he regularly worked out. There was plenty of lean hard muscle beneath his shirt.

"Be confident," Yoko had told me as part of her last minute instructions. "He thinks you've done this before so he's expecting a self-assured woman to go along with the schoolgirl look. Quite a combination, don't you think?"

An impossible combination, I'd thought, and the point was reinforced as I walked on trembling legs into his highly modernistic home. I glanced around, more in a vain attempt to calm my nerves than from any genuine interest, and decided that any one of the items on display in the locked cabinets dotted around would be worth more than Nick and my total possessions combined.

"Let me look at you again," he suavely said, taking my coat from over my arm and casually tossing it over the sofa.

I'd left the top two buttons of my Gucci white blouse undone, so that a healthy amount of my bulging cleavage was on display above the black bra. The sleeves were rolled up to my elbows, in traditional St. Trinian's schoolgirl style, just as I'd checked on the internet. The tie was fastened long, but with the fairly big knot pulled down a little to make it look loose, a little tardy.

The short, navy blue pencil skirt barely reached the top of my thighs, and the black thigh highs—together with the shiny patent leather Jimmy Choo shoes—were the perfect accompaniment, even if the shoes did have a much higher heel than any school would have allowed.

The first time I'd tried on the outfit I'd wondered if it looked absurd on my frame, that someone of my age couldn't really get away with this, could they? But as he walked around me like an animal might circle his prey, his appreciative, almost lustful gaze, told me otherwise.

"Perfect," I heard him say, as he stood directly in front of me again.

His smile was almost wolfish as his fingers touched my chin and tipped my head upwards.

"Tell me, Tiffany, do you know who I am?"

"No," I truthfully said, hoping that my answer didn't offend him.

Far from it. The way he smiled suggested he was happy with my response.

"Good," he softly replied. "For the purposes of tonight, just call me Michael."

Michael? I almost creamed there and then. It was fate. Here I was with my very own personal Japanese version of Michael Heseltine. Just the two of us...

"And this is my wife, Kumico."

Oh fuck! I almost fainted with shock. His wife was there? No way!

I tried to disguise my startled reaction as I turned to see a young Japanese woman standing in a doorway on the other side of the room, sipping from what looked like a glass of champagne.

I'd never seen a woman dressed in traditional Geisha style, other than on television, and it made me wonder what sort of marriage this was. She was considerably younger than her husband, extremely slender and willowy, and looked absolutely stunning in that beautiful kimono. It occurred to me that she looked like a character who could have been drawn from a picture book.

When she began to cross the room towards me, it felt like she was floating rather than walking.

"Welcome to our home," she said, in a voice that was even softer than his. "And thank you for taking the trouble to look so lovely. You exceed our expectations."

I felt a blush flicker around the base of my neck as I thanked her for the compliment, and then blurting out that she was beautiful too.

"Thank you so much," she softly replied, bowing slightly and taking my arm with her free hand.

She led me across the room towards a door at the far side that opened into a large, opulent bedroom. Leaving me just inside the room, she floated to a chair near the king-sized bed, gracefully sitting down and crossing her legs in the tight kimono. She tilted her champagne glass my way in acknowledgement and then continued to sip from it without taking her eyes off me.

Alarm bells were going off in my head. Yoko had never mentioned there would be two of them. Had she known? No, she wouldn't do that to me.

I stood there for a moment, as if paralysed, wondering what to do or say, when I felt Michael's presence behind me.

"My wife likes to watch," he simply said, his hot breath on my neck.

I hesitated briefly as he slowly moved a pigtail to one side and planted a soft kiss on my neck. Despite my nervousness, the sensation made me gasp.

"I take it you've no objection?"

Objection? Why should I object?

I'd got off on the taxi driver watching in his mirror as I'd put on a show fucking Nick in his cab that night, and had the same reaction at the thought of the chauffeur watching Yoko finger me in the back of her limo. The idea of this beautiful young Geisha-looking woman watching her husband fuck me might be something I hadn't anticipated, but it was a thrill all the same.

"No, that's fine," I gasped, as his tongue found my ear.

I bent my head backwards, into his shoulder, offering him more flesh. Yoko had told me to come across as confident and that shouldn't be too difficult when I was already as turned-on as this. I'd been in the house less than ten minutes and I was already feeling the need to have him inside me.

But the sound of a click upset my equilibrium, followed by a second. My gaze instantly flicked towards Kumico again and I saw that her champagne glass had been replaced by a camera. She took a third shot as my startled eyes stared at her.

"For our private collection," Michael whispered in my ear, holding me steady against him in case I tried to pull away. "Our eyes only."

That panic that had begun to rise inside me settled as I realised they had more reason to keep the photographs out of the public domain than me. Should this liaison ever be discovered, his political career would be in ruins and, worse still, he would be disgraced.

"Why don't you undress for her," he continued, easing his hold on me when he felt me relax against him. "She adores beautiful things just the way I do."

I swallowed the lump in my throat as he crossed the room towards his wife and refilled the champagne glass that was beside her feet, before pouring two more glasses on the small table beside her chair.

When he turned back to me, he silently repeated his instruction with a single nod of his head and I began to fumble with the tiny white buttons on my Ralph Lauren blouse. My nipples were pushing through the material like organ stops as I nervously worked open each button, trying not to think about the continuing photographs Kumico was taking with her camera.

And yet that little voice inside me was talking to me again, telling me how sexy it was to be photographed like this. Work it, it whispered, work it.

Yes, I needed to. But how?

Slow down, I told myself, and maybe imagine it was Yoko I was undressing for. Yes, that was it. Half-close my eyes and think of Yoko.

Instantly, my nervousness began to fade. Releasing the final white button from its hole, I teasingly held the blouse closed for a brief second before pulling each end apart. Thrusting my bra-covered breasts forward, I shrugged it from my shoulders and let it float to the floor.

And all the time, I could hear the sound of the camera clicking...

The blue pencil skirt went next. Each of my actions were theatrically exaggerated as I undid the button, zip, and then slid it slowly down my thighs before wriggling out of it with a delicious shimmy and kicking it to the side.

A touch of nervousness returned as I stood infront of them in just my sheer Lejaby black bra, skimpy thong, thigh-highs and patent leather heels. Had I gone too far with my act? Should I just have quickly stripped and been done with it? I found the answer in Michael's eyes. He was practically drooling.

The confidence I was searching for returned in droves. He wanted me. And soon he was going to have me. I wanted that too—now, more than ever.

I told myself I would undress like this infront of Nick when his work pressures had eased and our marriage had returned to normal—perhaps to music, even? But even as the thought appeared in my mind, the little voice on my shoulder was telling me that stripping like this infront of two strangers was much sexier than anything I could ever do with my husband...

It was true!

Slowly, teasingly, I unhooked the front fastener of my bra, keeping the cups in place with my hands as I leant forward so that my cleavage could spill over the top. God, was I really doing this? I could practically hear their combined gasp. Easing the cups away a little, I offered the merest hint of my nipples before suddenly dragging the bra away and letting my breasts bounce free.

When Michael licked his lips, my already hard pink nipples hardened even further. The dreamy look on Kumico's face encouraged me too and I realised that I was getting off on this as much as they were. When I self-assuredly eased my thumbs into the waistband of my black thong and slowwwwwly pulled it over the gentle curve of my hips, I felt liberated.

Standing in just my thigh highs and heels, I cocked my hip to one side and struck as provocative a pose as I could. Yoko had said 'confident', hadn't she?

"Well?" I heard myself cheekily ask.

Kumico took more shots with the camera even as she reached out with her free hand to lewdly stroke her husband's groin through his tailored trousers. Even from this distance, I could tell he was rock hard.

"You have a beautiful body," she murmured in that delightfully soft Japanese accent. She smiled almost innocently as she ran her hand down the outline of her husband's cock again. "As you can see, you've awoken the monster..."

---

Kumico wasn't exaggerating. Up until now, Táchira's cock was the biggest I'd ever had, but Michael was easily his equal.

His wife had undressed him as I'd watched, sweetly staring me down while she'd unbuttoned and removed his shirt. My quick initial assessment had been right. He did have an athletic body with well-defined muscles. When she'd loosened his trousers and yanked down his black boxers, I gasped. His humongous cock was already ready for action.

"I see you like," Kumico said, smiling at my involuntary reaction.

She picked up her glass and tilted it so that the bubbly liquid covered the length of his erection before dripping onto his heavy balls and then down onto the carpet.

"Some champagne?" she asked. That beautiful round face no longer looked so innocent. "Why don't you come and get some?"

Hypnotically, I did as I was bid, crossing the bedroom towards them. Kumico took hold of my arm, pulling me down to my knees infront of her still-standing husband, her small hand reaching for her camera again.

"Well, Tiffany?" the Geisha-looking beauty softly asked, staring me directly in the eyes. "Why don't you show us if a white woman can suck cock equally as well as her Japanese counterpart?"

She began to take more shots even before I reached for his hardness and pulled him to my mouth. Who would have thought that a camera could be such an aphrodisiac? Perhaps I would get to see the photographs at some stage? I'd have to ask for Yoko's guidance on that one.

I swept my tongue over his champagne-covered cockhead and then dipped my head forward. His cock tickled the back of my throat before I'd taken even half of it in. Kumico was on her feet now, clicking off shots from each side, different angles, as she circled around us. Her actions only drove me on and I suddenly found myself not only pleasuring him, but also performing for her.

Placing my hands on either side of his hips to steady myself, this time I took as much of his hardness as I could into my mouth without gagging. The last blow job I'd given was to Nick had been fast and quick in the shower, because he was worried about being late for work. I intended to savour this one.

My gaze lifted to up at his face as I quickened my pace, sliding the full length of him in and out of my mouth It curved between my lips—perfect for sucking—and his hands found my pigtails, tugging them in approval as I wantonly covered his hard flesh with saliva and sucked again.



I paused briefly when I unexpectedly felt a hand on my ass, momentarily wondering how he could do that when his hands were in my hair. But the smoothness of the touch soon told me it belonged to no man. Kumico was still taking photographs, but she was intent on getting in on the action, too.

I moaned my appreciation, but even as her fingers curled under my body to find my labia, I had no time to enjoy his wife's caressing touch.

Michael had wrapped both blonde pigtails like a rope around his wrists and dragged my mouth onto him as he pressed forward, so that I could feel the head of his cock bump against the back of my throat again. My eyes were watering and saliva was dripping from corners of my mouth as he rhythmically drove his hips forward, pushing his cock even deeper.

For whatever reason I fleetingly thought of Nick—what we had before in our marriage, and what we were left with now. What would he think if he could see me now? That his wife was a slut who was becoming addicted to Japanese cock? Whose fault was that—mine, for giving in to my urges, or his for ignoring my needs and working too hard?

Suddenly I felt dirty and dark and twisted.

But there wasn't time to ponder on those thoughts. It had taken a while to grow accustomed to the size and I'd fallen into a rhythm, sliding his huge length in and out of my mouth without gagging. Judging from his grunts, and the way his fingers played in my hair, I was doing a good job.

But then there was Kumico to consider, too. Two of the feminine fingers between my thighs had pushed inside me and expertly found my g-spot. She had me on the verge ... so close ...and then I was cumming, almost choking on her husband's manhood as my senses went into overload.

Her fingers paced me through the orgasm before she withdrew them,, and before I knew it, I was sprawled back on the carpet, panting hard, while both husband and wife smiled down at me.

"Why don't you tell Michael what you want," Kumico said, pushing back a loose strand of her jet black hair.

She smiled as she casually shot off a couple more photographs of me in my vulnerable post-orgasmic state. I must have looked such a sight, in my black patent heels, my stockinged legs slightly apart, labia glistening, a sheen of perspiration covering my body as my right hand played with one of my pigtails.

My gaze flicked from her to her husband and I knew the raw need in my eyes was there for both of them to see.

"Fuck me," I simply said. My voice was no more than a croak. "Please."

---

Michael didn't just have a big cock. He knew how to use it. Still lying on their king-sized bed, panting out my need to be fucked yet again, I found myself wondering if all Japanese men as virile as those I'd met so far.

The masseuse's—still queuing up to massage and then fuck their English prize—had astonished me with their stamina, but no more so than my fifty-plus year old Japanese politician with the flamboyant 'Tarzan' styled hair. It was damp now from his exertions, just like mine.

My blonde hair had grown a little darker now that it was wet, clinging to my perspiring brow. Somewhere during our intense sessions my pigtails had worked free, maybe when he'd ran his fingers through my hair and held my head like he would a bowling ball as he'd taken control, using it as leverage while we'd fucked one another like two rabid animals.

Most of the time, Kumico had continued to take photographs, in between sipping her champagne or pouring glassfuls over our entwined bodies just to see what reaction it would provoke. Her deep-red lips had followed the liquid trail on a couple of occasions, seeking out my nipples and then sweeping upwards across my chest, my neck and ... yes ... my mouth.

Kissing this young Geisha-looking beauty, while her husband continued to pound inside me, had made me scream out loud as I came.

Later, when I was breathlessly gyrating on Michael's huge cock in reverse-cowboy fashion, she had finally put the camera to one side and sat in the nearby chair again. Her eyes had found mine as she'd slowly and meticulously tugged the tight kimono up to her waist. She was naked underneath.

Shifting her position slightly, she'd curled her right leg over the arm of the chair as she'd begun to masturbate infront of me. The electricity between our blurry gazes had been intense and the way we'd made love with our eyes was every bit as real as the way I'd undulated on her husband's cock or she'd used the fingers of her right hand to frantically rub against her exposed clit. The sight of her, head thrown back, red lips open wide, made me decide there and then that I had to have her, too, before the night was out.

And now my wish was about to become reality...

She sat on the opposite end of the bed, naked now, waiting obediently for her husband's permission before we took the inevitable next steps. Her light brown skin colour was a contrast to her whiter face but what had struck me most as she'd undressed was that she had curves where it counted—in her slender hips, in her tapering buttocks, and in her full breasts. Her little brown nipples sat hard and high on their peaks, and her sex, glistening from her arousal, was devoid of a single curl.

Michael drained the last of his champagne before approaching the bed, stroking his thick shaft with one hand as he walked. The way it grew in his palm had me licking my lips. That wolfish smile was on his face again as he guided me around in the doggy style position I loved so much, until my face was just a few inches away from his wife's gleaming labia.

Her hands reached for my hair as her husband crawled behind me on the bed, his monster bumping against my ass cheeks. I felt a wonderful tremor in my body at the thought of what lay in store—how long was it since I'd taken part in any sort of threesome?—and I had to suck back some saliva as it began to drool from my wet lips.

"Now," the beautiful young Geisha softly said to me, "Come taste Kumico..."

It was then that the red mists of uncontrollable pleasure began to take over.

She placed her hand on my head, stroking my hair as she raised her hips upwards, offering herself to me. Her aroma was intoxicating. I let her guide me to her tight opening and then it was just impossible to hold back, even with her husband feeding his cock into me from behind.

My lips, tongue and fingers were all over her—Yoko was a wonderful teacher—and after alternatively working on her clit and labia, it didn't take long for her lips to open up to me. Her flowing juices were every bit as tangy as I expected and I rubbed some of her arousal onto my fingers before slowly pushed them inside her tightness, bringing a moan of pleasure as I stretched her out.

"Hai ... Hai..."

But it was becoming more difficult to give her the full attention she deserved when Michael's monster was fully inside me now. Oh, God, the friction! He was rocking me forward into his wife's growing wetness with each steady thrust and my body began to involuntarily respond to his movements, my hips rocking back and forth against him and my knees digging deeply into the mattress as he hunched over me to get a better angle.

Despite his size, I could feel him push deeper and deeper into me with every thrust and suddenly it was difficult to breathe, let alone give pleasure to his Geisha-wife. She was so beautiful, with that innocent-looking face contorted in pleasure as she humped upwards into my face.

I could hear muffled sounds as her thighs squeezed my ears—slurps, squishes, moans, growls, heavy panted breathing—but instead I tried to focus on the aroused clit protruding from the apex of her sex. It was practically throbbing to my touch and when covered it with copious amounts of saliva and tongued it back and forth in my mouth, she suddenly cried out and unexpectedly squirted across my face, sparking off my own powerful orgasm.

Holding her legs apart, I went after her juices, lapping and sucking like a dervish in my desperation to bring another gush from her.

But Michael had other ideas. He was twisting me onto my back and pushing his thickness back inside me even as he dragged my ankles up and around his neck. I wasn't going to complain. He was the main course, after all.

"Fuck me," I told him, stretching my arms upwards so that I could curl my fingers in his unkempt hair.

I was so turned on that I could feel my juices running down and glazing my inner thighs.

"Never stop fucking me..."

---

It was well into the early hours when I'd returned to my apartment and I knew that a bubble bath was just the thing I needed to soothe my tired body.

I let out a long drawn out sigh as I lowered myself into the hot water, feeling it burn deliciously and immediately flush my skin. Was there a single part of my body that wasn't sore or aching? Yet it was a delicious ache.

For a few moments, I tried to focus on what had happened just as I was leaving the impressive residence, something I could never have expected, something that had turned the whole night upside down. I didn't know what to think and I needed to talk to Yoko, but I couldn't call her at this hour. That conversation would have to wait until tomorrow.

Okay, I eventually told myself as I rested my head back against the curved side of the large, round whirlpool tub. Get your thoughts in order.

Number one, I still loved Nick. We'd moved to Japan so that we could build a new life together and everything that had happened hadn't changed the way I felt about him, even if it did make me query the way he felt about me.

Number two, did he love me or not? Yes, I knew he had to put so much time and effort into his work, but even the little touches were missing in our relationship right now. Why didn't he call every night when he was away? Where were the flowers he used to send? Why didn't he ask me about my day anymore, or take me out on the rare occasions he was at home?

Number three—the sex. Yes, I was being unfaithful, even if I did manage to find every excuse under the sun to convince myself otherwise. But when a stranger was pounding inside you, and your legs were curled around his back while you begged him not to stop, there was only one sensible conclusion.

Number four, who was to blame for my predicament? On the face of it, I was the guilty one. It was me who was fucking other men behind my husband's back. But it wasn't that simple. Since my late teens, I'd enjoyed daily sex, sometimes twice daily. So had my husband, I'd thought. Nick and I had fucked two or three times a day before we'd relocated to Japan and while his sex drive might have shrunk to close to zero as a result of his work commitments, mine hadn't. So if he wasn't going to give his wife her basic needs, wasn't it logical she would seek them elsewhere?

Besides, I hadn't fallen in love with someone else, and nor I was I exactly having an affair behind his back.

I just needed ... sex.

Number five, my sex sessions with the masseuses had been self-contained and something I felt I could control. Yoko's request for a favour had taken me outside those 'safe' boundaries and, while it had resulted in some of the most sensational sex I'd enjoyed in a long time, I'd thought it had just been that—a 'one off' favour—until...

Until Michael had arranged for the taxi to take me home and given me the envelope containing twenty thousand English pounds for 'my services.'

Oh my God, he had actually paid me. For my services.

He had given me twenty grand—twenty fucking grand—for fucking him and his Geisha wife most of the night. In my book, that made me a prostitute.

Didn't it?
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Chapter Four

It was four days since I'd spent that unforgettable, uninhibited evening with Michael and Kumico. Those had been the longest, most frustrating days of my life. All I'd wanted to do was meet up with Yoko and talk to my best friend about the concerns that had been pounding around in my head ever since. But it transpired she'd accompanied her husband Hiutsu on a rapidly arranged trade visit to China and instead I'd had to try and remain patient until her return.

That wasn't the only source of irritation. Nick was away somewhere—I no longer bothered to keep track of his movements—and it turned out that my (much needed) weekly masseuse appointments had been cancelled. I had no idea why, but I'd been left with no alternative other than to satisfy the burning need inside me by watching more Japanese porn.

My favourite vibe had been in use so often it was a wonder there were any batteries left. But it was no substitute for the real thing...

In an attempt to ease the frustrations, and boredom, I'd taken the bold step (for me) this afternoon of venturing alone into the Ginza—Tokyo's most famous upmarket entertainment district. I'd shopped there on a couple of occasions with Yoko and the numerous department stores, boutiques, art galleries, restaurants, night clubs and cafes made it a wonderful attraction for anyone with money to spend.

And despite my reservations about accepting the payment, the small sum of twenty thousand pounds was burning a hole in my purse.

After a couple of hours shopping—mainly purchasing expensive lingerie and the skimpiest red bikini imaginable—I'd given in to a whim and found myself in a small bar slightly off the beaten track, enjoying a martini.

Why not? The alternative was to head back to the loneliness of my apartment, whereas this way I could give vent to some of my frustrations by teasing every man in there. I knew from my pre-Nick days that a 'single' woman could draw all the attention she wanted just by simply casually playing with her hair, glancing around casually while fanning her face, or crossing and uncrossing her legs while enjoying a drink.

I'd chosen my outfit carefully before leaving my apartment and it left little to the imagination. The short black skirt worked its way up my thighs whenever I adjusted position and my Comme Des Garcons black tricot blouse, while not exposing an inch of cleavage, was moulded to my breasts in an undeniably sexy way.

And yet, despite the multitude of sly looks I'd experienced over the last half an hour, not a single guy had plucked up the nerve to approach me. Not that I was here for that reason, of course. I was simply filling in time by acting like the cock-tease I used to be, and when that pushed my adrenaline over the top I could take good care of myself once I returned to the apartment.

Still ... I could feel myself grow hornier with every glance, so much so that if someone had approached me, they wouldn't even have needed an impressive pick-up line.

"Fancy a fuck, darling," would do.

That was one of the problems with your typical Japanese man, I complained inwardly. It wasn't so much shyness, but more that they were invariably so polite—especially in an upmarket district such as the Ginza.

Eventually, just as I decided that enough was enough and it was time to leave, the dark-haired barman made his way across to me. A girl could always rely on the guy behind the bar when all else failed. He wasn't Japanese, more like a Latin looking Antonio Banderas in his prime, and I momentarily felt like one of my favourite movie actors was looming infront of me—one who didn't try to hide the way his gaze covered my tits as he approached.

"I hope you'll accept this," he said, handing me another martini. "On the house..."

He gave me a lop-sided smile as he nodded around the bar area. It was much busier now than when I'd entered.

"I reckon the longer I can keep you here, the busier we're going to be."

I smiled at the compliment and rewarded him by shifting position, allowing him a better view of my dark stocking tops.

"That's very kind of you," I answered, inclined my head graciously. "But I'm sure people aren't here because of me."

"A hot blonde British woman..." he simply said. "Oh, I think we both know every man in here has his eyes trained on this table."

That's a good start, I happily told myself. In my present state of arousal it was nice to have someone, anyone, call me hot. I stared into those deep brown eyes as I flirtatiously played with a loose strand of blonde hair.

"I'm not sure I should have another martini," I responded, changing the subject. "Drink always goes to my head."

That confident, well-rehearsed smile appeared on his lips again

"Don't worry, my job is to take care of my customers," he softly added, leaning closer. "I can always tell when someone needs just a little more."

I wickedly crossed my legs again and this time the short, black skirt rode further up my thigh, revealing a sliver of naked skin above my black stockings. His eyes followed the movement before finding my gaze again.

"And what do you do when they need a little more?" I challenged, my pulse quickening a bit at the mischievous glint in his deep brown eyes.

"I give them what they want, of course," he soothingly smiled. "That's what all good bartenders should do. Take care of their customers."

I laughed heartily, maybe a little louder than I should, and then took a sip of the martini he'd brought me to regain my composure.

My body was feeling aroused and overheated, and I loved the erotic sensation. How long had it been since I'd flirted with another guy, both of us knowing how the evening would end?

But this time it was different. It was late afternoon, and I was married.

"Take care of me?" I eventually responded, deciding that the need inside me wasn't going to wait much longer. "How do I know can I trust you?"

"I didn't know you wanted to," he returned, with a presumptuous smile.

His dark, penetrating eyes could read every thought behind mine and it was at that precise moment that I knew I was going to fuck him.

"I don't," I suddenly agreed, signalling my intentions by downing the rest of the martini in one gulp and then gracefully rising to my feet.

"Good," he huskily said. "This way..."

---

His cock was long yet slender, a thing of beauty. When I stretched my fingers around the base and instantly took him into my mouth, he gasped out loud.

"Someone's gagging for it..."

He was right. Four days without sex was way too long.

I'd unzipped him as soon as we'd entered the small office, pushing him down in the circular chair and dragging out his thickness. There wasn't any point in playing any more games. We both knew he had what I wanted.

His fingers found my head, gathering strand after strand of my golden-blonde hair around his fingers as I licked my way along the full length of his shaft. The wonderful contrast appealed to me. A few days ago I was making love to one of Japan's most influential politician's in his home, and had been given twenty thousand pounds for the privilege. Now I was giving a freebie blowjob to a barman in a back room where, presumably, anyone could walk in.

While a degree of guilt had always accompanied my sexual liaisons to date, this time Nick only entered my mind for a nano second before I brushed the thought away. Sex was becoming like eating and breathing to me and I told myself that if my husband didn't supply it, I had to look elsewhere.

He gripped my blonde locks more tightly as I went through my full repertoire, spitting on his throbbing manliness and rubbing the slippery saliva in with both hands. I'd seen it done in one of the Japanese porn flicks I'd watched. When he groaned, I did it again, my large eyes angled up, watching his face, watching his reaction, wanting his approval. When I had him fully coated in my spit, I took him into my mouth again, continuing to corkscrew him with both hands.

When I eased him into the back of my throat and slid one hand downwards to cradle his balls, he groaned out loud. The groan turned into a growl when I tugged them gently. It felt like I already had him close and I backed off instantly, dragging my damp thong down my legs as I straddled him.

I wasn't here simply to give him a blow job...

---

"God ... yeah ... like that," I gasped, pounding down on his lap.

I adored the reverse cowgirl position, especially as I could just about make out my reflection in the dark-glass window of the office. Encouraged by the sight, I began to gyrate in circles, loving the sexy picture reflecting back at me. Lying back against his chest, my expensive blouse and bra were pulled up to my neck, and my Latino barman was fondling my gleaming tits as I rotated on him.

It occurred to me that I didn't even know his name...

A small, bronze filing cabinet sat to our right. Together with the chair and small desk, it was all that the tiny room could accommodate.

I began to groan and growl as his hands tweaked my nipples, loud enough to attract attention should anyone be in the vicinity. I found myself wishing there was. I could easily take on two of them right now.

Narrowing my eyes for a better view in the glass, I decided there was nothing quite as arousing as watching myself being fucked. I'd have to mention that to Yoko and see what her vivid imagination could come up with.

I began to move faster, like a lap dancer, my eyes glued on the reflection. Even the women I'd watched in the porn movies didn't look this sexy. I rotated my hips in tight little circles in his lap, my hands covering his, encouraging him to mash my breasts harder. When he began to groan, I swung my perspiring head around to look back at him over my shoulder.

"Don't dare cum," I rasped, staring him right in the eyes. "No yet."

When he nodded, I leant forward and eased my ass upwards before slamming it back down on him again.

"Fuck..." he gasped.

He cursed again as I repeated the manoeuvre. Again ... and then once more. I was a teasing bitch, I knew, but I wanted to take him to the very edge before letting him explode inside my mouth.

His hands redirected to my hips to steady himself under the onslaught and I took advantage by clutching my heaving tits, pulling on my long nipples and showing them to my refection in the mirror.

It was like I was watching myself in my own porn movie.

Arching my back, I changed pace again, moving from my slamming downward thrusts to circular rotations again.

"You like that?" I couldn't help but teasingly ask.

He nodded, but I could tell by the way he was squeezing his eyes shut that he wasn't going to last much longer.

Raising my hands to my hair, I pulled it high on to the top of my head and held it there, thrusting my tits out as I jammed back down on him. We were both grunting hard now and the feeling of his long dick as it burrowed as deep inside me as it could possibly go was sublime.

I flexed my legs, digging my feet into the linoleum as I began to go for broke. There wasn't going to be any holding back now. I could see my breasts bouncing erotically with each downwards thrust and my blonde hair was sweeping across his face. The sight drove me on and, arching my back, I pushed my shoulders back against him as I pounded down.

His breathing was laboured now.

"Gonna cum?" my vibrating voice gasped as I glanced over my shoulder again.

His face was creased into that familiar man-look as he attempted to stave off the inevitable. There wasn't a chance.

"Gnh ... I'm there—" he gasped.

I surprised even myself with the speed I was able to swing around and drop to my knees. Just in time to cover his cockhead with my mouth as he detonated. My sex twitched with the first blast of cum and then my slick muscles tightened each time I sucked out another burst.

His hips jerked with each successive explosion and it seemed like he couldn't stop, not in my sexy mouth. I groaned out my approval even as I swallowed every drop, and when I dropped a hand between my legs and began to rub myself furiously, I came almost immediately.

YOKO'S RETURN

The sun beat down on us as I stretched out on one of the loungers next to Yoko beside her outdoor heated swimming pool. The skimpy red bikini I'd bought during my recent shopping trip was perfect for the occasion.

I'd just finished telling her the full details of everything that had happened since we'd last met—my evening with Michael and Kumico, Nick's continuing absence and his laissez faire attitude to sex on the rare occasions I did see him, my visit to Ginza and the way it had ended in the back office of the bar. Her dismissive reaction wasn't I'd expected.

"A barman ... In a back office..." she calmly chastised, with a clear hint of derision in her voice. "Oh, no, Tiffany, what were you thinking? Such things are definitely off limits. How could you?"

Because I needed a good fuck, I tetchily thought, as I shielded my eyes and stared at her. If the massage sessions hadn't been cancelled, I wouldn't have needed to go looking for it. But I hadn't broached that point yet.

Her expensive cream coloured designer bikini, with its delicate gold lace-work on the straps, looked graceful with her matching gold waist chain. And like the stylish ex-Supermodel she was, her sunglasses dwarfed her pretty face.

She thoughtfully took a sip of her mimosa before continuing.

"Random sex is okay," she told me, waving an arm in the air. "And as time goes on you'll have as much sex as you could ever want, but with the rich and influential, not a scruffy barman. Right now, I'm creating a wonderful opportunity for you and it's important that nothing gets in the way of that."

Wonderful opportunity? What was she talking about?

"I don't understand..."

"I know you don't," she cut me off, with a disarming smile. "My intention was to explain everything to you immediately after your successful evening with Michael, but then this last minute delegation in China was arranged. They're such a nuisance, even if they do help us make some valuable contacts."

I sipped at my drink in silence for a few moments, waiting for her to say more. Experience had told me that Yoko revealed everything in her own good time and it was disrespectful to probe for more information until she was ready. Despite the shades, I could tell that she was studying my reaction during the momentary pause and I nervously looked away into the bright blue pool water, waiting for her to continue. When she did, her voice was warmer.

"The last woman I took under my wing was Spanish," she suddenly explained. "Dolores was as equally as stunning as you in her own way—curvy and voluptuous—and very popular with those I introduced her to. She could have had it all, except that she had no control. The first rule of the escort profession is discreetness and Dolores was anything but."

My heart trembled at her words. Escort profession? Was she being serious? Was that what she had in mind for me? No way!

"You see," she went on, dropping her shades onto the bridge of her nose so that she could stare directly into my eyes, "Dolores was seduced by the cash and the lifestyle, and got involved with the wrong people. She thought it was okay to fuck anything that moved, like barmen, for example..."

She paused to let the message sink home, and took another graceful sip of her mimosa before continuing.

"Yes, the people I deal with want the women I supply them with to behave like whores, but that's in their bedroom and not in public, or with other people. They have a reputation to protect, after all. That left me with no choice other than to ditch Dolores and for Hiutsu to fire her husband. As far as I'm aware, they're divorced now and she's desperately trying to get into the Spanish porn business. Not exactly as lucrative or as fulfilling as to what I was offering..."

I felt my blood chill, despite the heat from the overhead sun. Had she befriended me for this reason and this reason only—to work for her and her husband as an escort?

And yet the thought was as compelling as it was repulsive.

"But there's more to this than you realise," she suddenly said, sitting up on the lounger and facing me directly. "So let me fill in the gaps. My husband's business interests are expanding across the continent and not just in Japan. In our society, if you want to progress as rapidly as we are, it is important to cultivate relationships with powerful men who have the ability to—let's say—influence business decisions our way. The best way to achieve that is to offer an inducement ... as with the person you know as Michael..."

My shocked eyes doubled in size and the blush that suddenly appeared on my face deepened in colour at an alarming rate.

I was Michael's inducement!?!

"But he paid me," I blurted, thinking out loud.

"You were his gift for the evening," Yoko casually explained. "Offering you a payment was the traditional Japanese way of telling you how pleased he was with your services. These are very wealthy men, after all. But not only that..."

There was that pause again, keeping me on edge. It felt like my heart was about to burst.

"By completing the favour I asked of you," she continued, her gleaming eyes telling me my liaison with Michael and Kumico had been an even bigger deal than I had thought, "you honoured both me and my husband. In Japan, honour is everything, Tiffany, and in return Hiutsu has sanctioned my wish to add you to our exclusive team of escort girls. Your financial future is guaranteed."

I didn't speak, I couldn't speak. Me? An escort? Such a thing wasn't possible. I was married for a start...

"Hear me out," Yoko continued, sensing my indecision. "Our women are in great demand, Tiffany. The more successful they are, the more pressure my husband can exert in his business dealings. For that reason we pay them a healthy monthly retainer way in excess of what your husband earns, for example. Then there are the additional 'one-off' payments from your satisfied clients. A successful escort travels the world. She lives a jet set lifestyle and in addition to earning more money than she's ever dreamed about, she has sex with whomever she wants, whenever she wants."

I tried to breathe calmly but I was burning up. This was 'little old me' she was talking to, offering me a 'wonderful opportunity' and yet one that took me well outside of my comfort zone. She was asking me to change my life ... how could I? ... and yet, it was undeniable that my life had already begun to change in so many ways since Nick and I had relocated to Japan.

Nick! My husband!

"But I'm married," I pathetically said, the instant I thought of him.

"Ah, so you are," she said, giving a soft chuckle. "Please understand that being married won't affect your duties at all, although they may make life a little complicated from time to time. But from what you've told me, Tiffany, your husband's attitude has been causing you nothing but dissatisfaction for a short time now, yes? Should he continue in the same vein, then at some stage you may find you have a decision to make regarding your marriage? But that will be entirely up to you, and only you will know when the time is right."

My heart was beating so fast I thought I was about to hyperventilate. Whilst I hated her words, I realised she wasn't saying anything I hadn't started to think during the last week. The thought of losing Nick was horrible to face up to, and yet he and I were moving further and further apart. We seemed to want different things nowadays.

"The point is," Yoko continued, bringing matters to a head. "Beautiful blonde European women are a prize worth having in my country, especially when they are as sexually uninhibited, not to mention as insatiable as you, Tiffany..."



Her hands slid to the tie at the right side of her bikini bottom as she spoke, sensuously tugging it free before repeating the action on her left. Languidly lying back in her lounger, she pulled the material away, holding it up and then theatrically dropping it over her shoulder. Setting one foot up next to her and dangling her other leg over the side of the lounger, I could see that her toenails were painted pink, like the glistening petals of her neatly shaven sex.

"The question is," she sexily breathed, curling both hands behind her neck as she spread her shapely legs even further and lewdly opened herself up to my admiring gaze. "Do you want what's on offer..."

---

We'd long since moved into Yoko's bedroom and she was letting out long mewing sounds as I pleasured her sensitive clitoris with my eager tongue. When she raised her head to look down at me, she found my eyes already staring upwards into hers, savouring each of her responses.

This persuasive woman had taught me quite a few tricks of the trade and even though I knew in my heart that I could never become an escort—not until I truly believed that my marriage to Nick was finally over—that didn't undermine my need to show her what a good pupil I'd been.

I used my tongue in slow, deliberately long, circular licking motions as our gazes locked on one another. Her small fingers were curled in my blonde hair, and she was whispering down to me in Japanese. She knew the effect that always had on me. I couldn't speak her language and therefore had no way of knowing what she was telling me, and yet at the same time the temperature in my overheated body was like a furnace as my imagination worked overtime on the sluttish things she was undoubtedly telling me.

That's what I was ... her slut...

She let me pleasure her and yet, every so often, her hips rose and she rotated her wet sex across my pleasuring lips and tongue. I was in sexual heaven. When she lifted one of her legs over my shoulder, I dove deeper, deciding it was time to increase the pace. Her back arched higher and her body began to tremble as she spoke more loudly to me, telling me that she was close.

I dropped my hands to her still tight asscheeks, firmly holding her in place as she ground across my juice covered face. This was the moment I enjoyed the most—her noisy climax—and as she finally gave in to her orgasm I sucked up her tangy juices with a series of loud slurps.

"Mmmm, tastes good," I murmured, waiting until her trembling body had settled before slithering upwards.

Yoko grinned salaciously at me as she gripped my damp hair and pulled me in for a passionate kiss. She seemed to instinctively know at any given moment what I was feeling and even as our lips met, her hands were dancing across my tits—cupping them, squeezing them, caressing them.

She held my lust-fuelled eyes as she toyed with me, teasing my erect nipples from side to side. I let out a throaty growl as she dropped her head and swirled her tongue across each hard bud.

"Oh my God..." I gasped as the pressure built between my legs.

My clit was practically standing up and begging for attention.

"Tell Yoko what you want," she teased, suckling harder on my aching nipples.

"Please," I moaned, twisting my body on the bed. "Please..."

She smiled into my eyes as she whirled downwards, lapping along my labia with exaggerated slowness, before her tongue found my waiting clit. However much I'd learned, this woman was the sublime artist.

Her repertoire was endless.

Pulling my legs upwards, her tongue did a long, slow lap, from my clit to my ass, and then back again.

My body jerked in shock.

"Oh, God. OhfuckohGod..."

She retraced her steps, digging her tongue a little harder into my sensitive flesh this time. I tried to tell her how amazingly-fuckingly good that was but my words were barely intelligible, more like a gurgle of lustful passion from the back of my throat. Both of my hands were in her dark hair now, gripping tightly. My sweaty body undulated, pushing up into her magical mouth.

When her finger rimmed my anus and then slipped inside, knuckle deep, I came with a howl, pouring my juices into her lapping, licking, sucking mouth. When she wriggled the finger and sucked harder on my engorged clit, I came again, my howl deepening as if there was a full moon.

And the best thing was that we had the whole of the afternoon ahead of us...

---

I tossed and turned for the umpteenth time. Usually I slept well after sex with Yoko but despite the tiredness in my body, sleep just wouldn't come easily. My mind was on Nick and I desperately needed the comfort of his arms around me, holding me close. Even in his continuing absence, I had an overwhelming urge to call him, just to hear his voice.

But how could I? I didn't even know which hotel he was staying in. And what would I say? That Yoko wanted me to become an escort, to fuck other men to further her husband's business interests? Ask Nick what he thought?

My thoughts transferred between the two of them in a trice and, yet again, I found myself thinking of Yoko. Yes, she turned me on so much and yes, she was the most wonderful lover I'd ever experienced, but it was much more than sex with this woman. She had become my spiritual guide and mentor and shown time and again how attuned she was to my thoughts and feelings.

She'd told me that becoming an escort would give me everything I'd ever really wanted—a wonderful lifestyle, more money than I'd ever dreamed about and regular sex with a variety of wealthy, powerful and influential men.

Why did that last thought turn me on so much?

I gave an almost hysterical laugh and, even though I was alone, buried my head into the pillow to drown out the noise. I'd rediscovered in the last few weeks just how much I enjoyed sex with a variety of different partners. It had just been like I was single again. Except that, I wasn't...

I might have fucked around a lot when I was single, but those days were gone. Being a married woman brought responsibilities, even if I was struggling to understand what was happening between Nick and me.

Why didn't he spend more time with me? Why didn't he call me when he was away on business? Why didn't he send me flowers anymore? Why was he so tired when we were together? Why was he drinking so much when he was at home? On a couple of nights, he'd been practically drunk before bedtime. And worse, why wasn't sex a big deal any longer?

But most of all, why ... why ... why ... why didn't he love me anymore?

And if he didn't, was it time to get away. Should I accept Yoko's offer and create a new life for myself? What was the alternative—heading back to England with my tail between my legs? Yoko had told me that the average Japanese man loved blonde European women, so what was to stop me from staying out here and take advantage of that fact?

The decision would be easier to make when I had a heart-to-heart with Nick. If nothing else, a serious conversation about our life together was long overdue.
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Chapter Five

Yoko's telephone call this afternoon had come as a surprise. So did her invitation to tonight's dinner. There was a purpose behind the sudden arrangement, she'd said, something to do with an important client who had unexpectedly arrived in Tokyo with his wife. She and Hiutsu would be entertaining them, but for whatever reason she wanted Nick and I there, too.

It was slightly inconvenient, insofar as Nick was only just returning from three days work in Sapporo, and I'd planned our heart-to-heart discussion tonight.

Whilst I wasn't exactly proud of what I'd got up to since we'd relocated to Japan, what could he expect when he'd practically abandoned me while he'd concentrated on his job? I wasn't about to give him an ultimatum, but I did need to clear the air. And, dependent on his reaction, I knew I'd be left with a serious decision to make about my future.

Now, that discussion would have to wait for another day.

I hadn't even been able to talk to him before the dinner. He was returning from Sapporo on the same flight as Yoko's husband and he and Hiutsu would head straight to the restaurant from the airport.

She had also told me that we could be spending more time with them after dinner, depending on how the evening went. The client and his Brazilian wife liked to party until the early hours, apparently. That meant I shouldn't observe normal dress convention. She wanted me in something sexy and sensual.

As usual, I'd followed her instructions to the letter without asking any questions. If she wanted to explain, then she'd do so when it suited her.

It had taken me ages to decide on something suitable and eventually I'd settled on a cream-coloured Versace dress that hung loosely from its high, haltered neck, but swept low and backless from behind. Not only that, it practically moulded to my asscheeks as it gathered in an uneven and short hem.

She wanted sexy and sensual. This was it.

I'd even pulled my blonde hair up into a fancy twist to give my appearance more impact and if I had a problem, it was the way either of my breasts suddenly peaked out around the loose front if I turned quickly. I'd have to watch that!

The Aronia de Takazawa bijou restaurant was intimate to say the least, sitting only a maximum of eight people. That meant it was exclusively booked for the six of us in Yoko and Hiutsu's dinner party. Whoever the client was, he was clearly very important to them.

Yoko took me to one side when I arrived ahead of the others. I felt almost embarrassed when she gushed approvingly over my choice of dress, but even at my sexiest I couldn't compare to her. Her red satin slip number skimmed her delicious curves in a way that screamed both chic and expensive and she wore it with her usual sophistication.

She told me that Hiutsu was hoping to do some important business with the client that would net both parties a substantial figure. The client—Orochi, and his wife Luciana—were 'unconventional' in their tastes, she explained, and it was important to her that she had another set of eyes and ears during dinner. Someone she could trust implicitly. That, evidently, was me.

It wasn't lost on me that Yoko had bestowed a great honour on me by choosing me for such a task, and to say I was extremely nervous was an understatement. My relationship with Nick was becoming strained, to say the least, and that didn't seem to be the best background to ensuring a successful evening. Nevertheless, her confidence in me gave me strength. All I had to do was make sure that Orochi and his wife had a wonderful evening.

It couldn't be that difficult, could it?

That was the thought that stayed with me until Nick entered the restaurant. The state he was in should have shocked me, but didn't. Drinking was a regular thing with him now, and it was clear to see that if he hadn't already exceeded his limit, he was close to it. How that could have happened when he'd accompanied Hiutsu on the return flight was a mystery to me, but I wasn't in any position to ask.

He'd kissed me (on the cheek!) as soon as he'd arrived, and then headed off to get himself another drink. I'd sent a warning glance in Yoko's direction but her returned smile told me she had everything under control.

I only wished I had her confidence.

---

Thankfully, the dinner passed without incident. The round table had been conducive to a successful flow of conversation and by seating me on Orochi's right, and Nick three seats away on Luciana's left, Yoko had ensured there I could entertain her Japanese guest without fear of distraction.

Occasionally she would send an approving glance my way, as did Hiutsu, I noticed. Was it just my imagination, or could I tell from the way his grey eyes smiled across the table that there wasn't a single thing I'd done that he didn't know. But it was a warm smile, too. One that gave me confidence.

When Orochi and his wife had arrived, I hadn't known which of them to stare at first. Luciana had a beauty that rivalled Penelope Cruz. Her long black hair bounced on her dark-tanned shoulders, her brown-greenish eyes flashed with mischief and her sensuous, curvaceous body was fit for Playboy. No wonder Yoko had been quite so specific as to what I should wear. Those fabulous tits were practically bursting out of her black slinky halter dress.

Orochi was younger than I expected, quite tall, with broad shoulders and a thick upper body. His frosted blonde hair, with the dark highlights, and week-old growth of facial hair was just the sort of look I used to go for when I was single. He was full of confidence, too—another other thing I'd always found attractive in a man—and the way his gaze unashamedly wandered over my body despite his wife's presence had made me shiver.

The attention he paid me over dinner actually shocked me. At first, everyone was involved in the small talk, but gradually he began to chat more and more to me, flattering me by constantly asking me questions about myself while his wife Luciana contented herself by chatting to Nick.

Yoko and Hiutsu, it seemed, were simply there to preside over events.

Not that my husband was objecting to Luciana's attention. Every time I glanced in his direction he seemed to be leering at her and—while it was easy to imagine any man falling for such beauty—I'd found myself wishing he would stop drinking so much. He was a happy drunk, as well as a horny one, but that was the last type of behaviour Hiutsu would want infront of his special guests.

And yet Yoko seemed to be taking it all in her stride, ignoring Nick's behaviour and smiling encouragingly at me again as Orochi engaged me in conversation. Surprisingly, he was very easy to talk to. He even turned his chair towards mine once the dinner was concluded, as if there was no-one else in the room but us. Despite my initial reservations, I was flattered at the interest he was paying me—what girl wouldn't be?—especially as those cute dimples made him as handsome as he was charming.

I found myself thinking that in other circumstances the evening could have ended differently, but just as quickly pushed away the illicit thought. As usual when I was feeling aroused, my imagination was starting to run away with itself. If Nick was up to it, I'd need to take out my sexual frustrations on him as soon as we reached home.

"I've done nothing but talk about myself," I eventually told Orochi, pushing away an errant strand of hair from over my right eye.

Apart from the more intimate details of my life, and my current issues, there wasn't much about me that he didn't know.

"Meeting someone new is always a pleasure," he smiled, "Especially someone with qualities like yours."

Qualities? What qualities? I was just me, wasn't I? But I knew better than to turn down a compliment.

"Thank you," I answered as calmly as I could, studying his face as he refilled our glasses with champagne to make sure he wasn't teasing me with his words.

I should have refused another drink—it wasn't just Nick who was exceeding his normal limit. How many glasses had I consumed?—but it would have seemed churlish and I didn't want to offend him.

"But tell me about you," I asked, trying to move the conversation back to neutral territory.

What man didn't enjoy talking about himself?

He raised his flute to me and we clinked glasses—again—as he casually sat back and dropped one arm over the back of his chair.

"I was educated in your country," he began, "At Oxford. After I graduated I travelled the world, searching for the secret treasure in every culture. Let me tell you, Tiffany, I have held emeralds the size of my fist, and I have admired an unpublished Botticelli painting by candlelight, but neither of those things compare to the grace and beauty sitting beside me tonight."

I almost choked on my drink. Dammit, he was coming on to me? With his wife sitting next to him and my husband a further seat away?

I didn't have a clue how to react, except to tilt my head to one side and stare at him through my gooey eyes as he began to tell me about his adventures. For someone so young, he'd travelled to more countries than I could count and had a fascinating story for each. He'd met his wife two years ago whilst visiting Brazil and discovered that they were 'kindred souls'. They'd been married within six months and were perfectly matched, he explained.

But it was his occupation that threw me. Shooting me that mesmeric smile, he described himself as a 'rich playboy'.

"I see you are not impressed with the description," he observed as I hesitated. "My wife thinks of it as a wonderful profession."

"It's a profession, is it?" I asked, putting a smile into my voice so that he didn't think I was being too impertinent.

But the response made him chuckle out loud.

"Good point, Tiffany," he agreed, "well, let me see..."

He finished his drink while he pretended to think and then refilled his glass before topping up mine again.

"I do enjoy a playboy lifestyle, I won't deny that. Luciana and I have a private jet, a couple of yachts and a number of houses in different exotic locations. But that wealth comes from my own entrepreneurial activities, Tiffany. I wasn't born into money, I'm a self-made man and I continue to expand my wealth. That's why Hiutsu and I are working together right now. We have the same aim and can help one another. But now that I'm married, work does not obsess me the way it did. Luciana and I do like to enjoy a little fun along the way."

If only Nick took the same approach, I found myself thinking...

I'd never particularly thought of myself as a material girl, but he and his wife had a private jet, yachts and several houses across the world? They were the trappings of wealth and power, and I'd always adored powerful men...

I began to wonder whether Yoko had deliberately paired me off with him. It was an absurd thought, with Luciana sitting next to him, but could this be her way of illustrating some of the benefits that came with working as an escort for her? Meeting influential men like Orochi?

"In the circumstances, I guess a little fun along the way is allowed," I agreed, looking past him at Nick.

He was laughing outrageously at something Luciana had said and I could see that his hand had settled on her tanned thigh. What the fuck was he playing at? When he'd had too much to drink, his libido always came to the fore, but on this occasion he was going to offend everyone here if he wasn't careful.

"I'm sorry," I stammered, as Orochi followed my gaze. "My husband has had way too much alcohol tonight and he can make a fool of himself in this state. Perhaps I should get him out of here and—"

His hearty laugh stopped me in my tracks.

"There's no need to apologize, Tiffany," he chuckled, dropping his hand onto mine. For some reason it felt an incredibly intimate gesture. "Luciana is a flamboyant Brazilian woman and as such she is more than capable of looking after herself. And, besides, we've always enjoyed what you Westerners call an open marriage. We're very much in love but that also means that she does her own thing when she wants, and so do I."

I stared at him and he laughed again at the look of disbelief on my face.

"Surprised?" he asked. "And yet you look like the type of woman who could never be satisfied with just one man. Am I wrong?"

His frankness shocked me, as did his perceptiveness, and I tried to look anywhere other than into his eyes. Could he tell that just by looking at me? Or had Yoko said something? No, she wouldn't. Would she?

My gaze tried to find hers again, to tell her to rescue me from this confusing situation, but she was talking in hushed tones to Hiutsu and seemed oblivious to my needs.

"I've embarrassed you?" he suddenly asked.

I gave careful thought to my answer.

"I've really enjoyed your company, Orochi," I honestly told him, "and the truth is I'm not sure how to answer your question. But I would hate to give you the wrong idea or lead you on. I'm here with my husband tonight and..."

I tailed off, suddenly unsure of myself, not knowing how to continue. His response was to reach for my hand again and squeeze it gently.

"I admire your candour, Tiffany," he softly told me, smiling into my confused eyes. "I'm used to women throwing themselves at me, even when I'm with Luciana, and it's refreshing to meet someone as reserved as you."

As reserved as me? I couldn't help but chuckle inwardly. If only he knew...

"But there is a connection between us, yes?" he continued. "You feel it as well as I do?"

"I'm married," I stuttered, my voice full of uncertainty. "You put me in a difficult position, Orochi and—"

His soft laugh interrupted me.

"One of the things I've learned in life is that the eyes never lie, Tiffany," he told me. "Yours tell me that you're wondering what it would be like to fuck me, just as mine tell you how inevitable that is. The only question is where and when."

We stared silently at one another for a few seconds as his words resonated in my brain. I hated arrogance and yet his confidence only made me want him more. But I couldn't. Not until Nick and I had sorted things out between us.

"I've really enjoyed our conversation, Orochi," I managed to calmly say, despite the beating inside my heart. "But I think I need the bathroom now."

I knew it was a cop out, but what else could I do?

---

Alone in the restroom, I hurried over to the sink and placed my palms face down on the cool counter. My heart was palpitating. I stared at myself in the mirror, seeing the need in my eyes staring back. Was I really such a slut? Wanting Orochi so much, even though my husband was at the table?

My mind began to drift to the sexual experiences I'd enjoyed in recent times—sex with several different masseuses at Yoko's club; with Michael, the Japanese politician with the flamboyant 'Tarzan' styled hair, and Kumico his wife; with Yoko herself, and with the anonymous barman in the Ginza.

Yes, I was a slut all right!

And this slut was burning with the need to let a rich Japanese playboy fuck her despite the close proximity of her husband.

I began to dab water on my face, starting to pull myself together, when I heard the restroom door open and close. Glancing into the mirror, I was surprised to see that Luciana had entered the room. She stood with her back to the door, arms folded across her fabulous breasts, just staring at me.

My heart began to beat faster as I stared at her reflection. Had I ever seen a more sensuous looking woman? She was the atypical Latin American beauty—dark hair, tanned skin, flashing eyes and a voluptuous body to die for.

But it wasn't just her stunning looks that had me on edge. There wasn't any doubt in my mind that she'd followed me in here for a reason. Had she watched me with her husband? Did she know what was happening between us? Was she angry? Had she come in here to confront me?

But then the smile that creased her red pouting lips instantly removed any uncertainty.

"It's okay, you know," she reassuringly said, as I slowly stood up and turned towards her.

Her Brazilian accent was as sexy as it was cute and her brown-green eyes smiled mischievously as she sauntered across the room and stopped just short of me. I felt so weak at the knees that I rested my hands on the counter behind me, holding me up as I stared mesmerised into that beautiful face.

If she sensed my nervousness, she didn't show it. Her full lips parted slightly as she raised a hand to my face and caressed my cheek with her fingertips.

"You can fuck Orochi. I really don't mind."

I looked at her hesitantly, unsure of how to respond. Was she being sarcastic? No, I didn't think so. If anything, the playful look in her eyes told me she was being deadly serious and a series of goosebumps broke out across my skin at the thought of what she was proposing. What was it that Orochi had said?

"We're very much in love but that also means that she does her own thing when she wants, and so do I."

I tightened my hold on the countertop. If I let go, I would crumble in a heap.

"In fact, I imagine it would be quite fun," she calmly continued, tracing her right index fingertip across my lips. "He likes blondes almost as much as I do."

Her arm snaked around my neck as she spoke, those dark eyes watching my expression for any sign of resistance. Her aroma—some kind of spicy perfume—was infusing my senses and her knowing smile widened at my complete capitulation. When her fingers curled in my hair, she tilted her head to the side as she pressed her curvaceous body into mine.

"Why don't you kiss me," she softly murmured, that accent making the words sound even sexier. "You know you want to."

She was right...

Those pouting red lips were only a fraction away and when she traced the tip of her tongue along the outside of my mouth, I responded with all the passion that had been building up over the last hour. Her lips were somehow both softer and more demanding than any woman or man I'd ever been with and her large breasts pressed into mine, our nipples duelling through the thin material of our dresses, as the kiss deepened further.

It was surreal. Her husband had been flirting with, telling me he wanted to fuck me, and a short time later his wife was giving me her approval before locking us in a passionate embrace.

But it wasn't just surreal. It was so fucking sexy, too...

Her voice was thick and husky as she at last pulled her lips away from mine and kept up the sexual torture.

"Perhaps I could watch the two of you," she murmured, her free hand effortlessly easing the hem of my skirt upwards. "Then join you?"

My body jerked involuntarily at her words. Kumico had watched while her husband had made love to me. Then she'd joined in...

"I know you'd like that," she whispered, sliding her hand inside my thong.

I shivered at her touch. Those delectable fingers felt so cool against my smooth skin. She knew exactly what she was doing and I was completely lost to the eroticism engulfing me. Her incredible touch skimmed along the ridge of my labia, teased my clit, and when they—so easily—pushed inside my wetness, I found myself widening my legs to accommodate her.

Was she really being serious about her and Orochi? Having the two of them together would be all of my lewdest fantasies rolled into one.

Her red lips were all over my neck, chin, ears and mouth—never still—driving up my arousal as her fingers did their work. This wasn't going to take long.

"Or maybe we should let Nick play, too?" she teasingly added, ramping up the heat another notch. "Judging from the way he couldn't keep his hands off me, the poor dear does seem to need some sort of relief. Perhaps you'd like to watch me fuck him while Orochi takes you from behind."



Her lewd words and the pictures they painted instantly did their job. The incredibly erotic image of this dark-skinned beauty—her full, naked breasts swaying erotically on her tanned body as she pumped down on my husband—was suddenly too much. My moans came out like a series of reverberations, bouncing from the back of my throat as my senses went into overload.

When she twisted her fingers inside me and lightly stroked my clit with the pad of her thumb, she might as well have flipped a detonator.

Luciana covered my orgasmic cries by kissing me again, her lips wet and soft, and once the tremors began to subside she turned me around so that I was looking at our reflections in the mirror. Her appearance was just as sexy and composed as when we'd first met, whereas I was gasping like a just-fucked streetwalker.

"That was just for starters," her heavily accented voice sensually promised in my ear. "Just wait until we get you back to our hotel suite."

---

Orochi and Nana's penthouse suite was on the top floor of the 5-star Westin hotel and was as luxurious a dwelling as I'd ever experienced. The view afforded of the amazing city below us was mind boggling and Orochi was standing beside Nick at the window, pointing at something or other in the distance, while Luciana opened a bottle of champagne from the bar.

Yoko and Hiutsu had taken us to the hotel in their limousine, before leaving the four of us to whatever the night held. I had been hoping they would take Nick with them, drop him off at our apartment, and leave me alone with Orochi and Luciana. He was so drunk he would probably have fallen asleep on our apartment floor. But instead, Luciana had given me that knowing smile of hers as she'd insisted he accompany us back to their suite.

I couldn't help but shiver at the recollection of her lewd words in the restroom.

"Perhaps you'd like to watch me fuck him while Orochi takes you from behind..."

Was that what she had in mind?

"This place is amazing," I nervously told her, as she turned away from the bar and held up a flute of champagne.

It was filled to the brim and, when some of the bubbly slid over the top and down the outside of the glass, her eyes stayed on mine as she made a point of licking the liquid from the side with her long tongue.

"We believe in luxury," she smiled, handing me the flute and unexpectedly closing in for a long, sensuous kiss.

I could hardly breathe as our lips eventually parted and, with a delicious grin, she turned back to the bar.

"Almost as much as we believe in sex," she added over her shoulder.

I glanced across at Nick to see if he'd been watching us, but he and Orochi were still enjoying the view from the window. Orochi had his hand around his shoulder and such was Nick's intoxicated state that I doubted he would even have been able to stand by himself without some support.

"You're husband is so cute," Luciana told me, turning back to me and tucking a few loose strands of my blonde hair behind my ear. "Have you ever seen him with another woman?"

So there it was. Out in the open. She was going to fuck him. I bashfully shook my head, not trusting myself to speak.

"Then tonight will be the first time," she sensuously told me as she picked up the two glasses she'd poured for the men. "You with Orochi and me with Nick. It will be sexy to watch, yes?"

My pussy flooded at her words.

It wasn't just my husband, but rather the thought of watching this hot Brazilian woman gyrating on any man was more than enough to get my juices flowing. Nick had consumed so much alcohol that I could imagine him curling up in the corner of the suite and falling asleep before she'd even started. In some ways, I wished he would. That would leave this beautiful couple to me and me alone...

"Come on, let's go join them," Luciana told me, breaking my thought.

My body felt like it was floating as we walked across to the window—it wasn't just Nick who was over his alcohol limit. But even so, the booze didn't diminish the heady anticipation of what was about to take place. I could feel the sexual heat inside me as I watched Luciana hand the men their drinks and bring Nick's free hand to her right breast as she kissed my husband. It was a long, open-mouthed prolonged kiss, designed to make a statement.

I glanced at Orochi, hoping I wasn't blushing, and he simply smiled at me as he raised his glass and calmly toasted to 'a beautiful night ahead'.

I couldn't help myself as I sidled closer to him and kissed him full on the lips. If it worked for Luciana, then it worked for me too. And yet although the sexual feelings inside me were intense, at the same time I couldn't help but feel uneasy. One part of me wanted to sate my lust with this handsome playboy and his stunning young wife, but another just wanted to kiss my husband and let him know that we could still work our problems out.

The thought left my mind the moment Orochi handed me his glass and then slid both of his hands through the loose gaps at the side of my dress. I gasped as his cool palms cupped my naked breasts.

"I can promise you," he whispered in my ear as his fingers found my nipples. "This will be a night to remember forever."

Arousal surged through me. Arousal unlike anything I was used to feeling with Nick. Suddenly, I just wanted to feel this man's cock inside me. His fingers were pulling on my nipples now and I dropped both flutes and their contents to the carpeted floor as I wrapped my arms around his shoulders.

"I want you," I told him, unable to hide the desperation in my voice.

"I know," he arrogantly replied, twisting my nipples. "But tell me this, are you as good a cocksucker as my wife?"

His forehead nudged my head in the direction of Nick. Luciana had pushed him down onto one of the sofas, unzipped his trousers and taken him into her mouth. He had both eyes closed and it even looked as if he could be asleep, except for the way one of his hands was stroking her dark hair.

"She's very good," Orochi said, taking my hand and leading me to the other couch across from the couple. "Are you?"

Even as I began to sink to my knees, eager to accept the challenge, his hands were working my shoulder straps down and then tugging my dress downwards. Beneath, I wore only the black thong that his wife had so recently slid her fingers inside, and I paused just long enough for him to drink in my nakedness before dropping to my knees.

"I'll let you be the judge," I huskily told him, flicking my tongue across my lips as I unbuckled his belt, pulled it free, unzipped him, and then theatrically yanked his white boxer shorts to his knees.

His erect cleanly-shaven cock was beautiful and I took a moment to admire the way it bent slightly to the left before taking him deep inside my mouth.

From the angle, I could see Luciana's dark hair bouncing around her head on the sofa near us as her mouth went after Nick's cock like a dog with a bone. I'd never seen a wilder blow job, even in all the porn I'd watched. But Orochi had set me a challenge and I wasn't going to be found wanting!

His wife was hot, wild and passionate, and that told me this needed to be the slowest, most sensual blow job he'd ever been privileged to experience.

For the next twenty minutes I took him to the edge and back more times than I could remember. To begin with, his cockhead was my prisoner, there to be licked and lapped before I eventually took it inside my mouth. On the couple of occasions some pre-cum appeared, I swiped it with my tongue, letting him seeing it rest there on the very tip before I swallowed and then licked my lips.

I dribbled saliva down his length, my eyes holding his as I slowly rubbed it into his hard flesh; my hands stretched around his thick girth before my mouth descended and then I took him deep in my throat, holding him there, almost gagging before I slid him back to the very edge of my lips again.

Drooling even more saliva down his shaven shaft, this time I licked it in, covering every inch of flesh with my tongue and constantly watching his reaction as he began to groan. My smiling eyes were enough to calm him every time he tried to force his cock back between my lips again and, to reward his obedience, I dropped my mouth to his testicles and sucked each one in turn while my corkscrewing fingers continued to tease his throbbing thickness.

And just when I had him used to the gradual tease of my lips, I jammed my mouth firmly over him and machine-gunned up and down until his entire body tensed. My timing had to be perfect and it was. Each time it seemed he couldn't contain himself, I circled his cockhead with my thumb and index finger, holding back the threatened surge just before he could let go.

This was a blow job he was going to remember long after tonight was over.

I'd been so lost in my loving ministrations that I'd almost forgotten that Luciana and my husband were only a short distance away. She was naked now, apart from her suspender belt, stockings and high heels.

That woman knew how to be sexy!

Her tanned body was everything I imagined—curves everywhere without even a hint of excess fat, incredibly high breasts with dark-brown nipples on their crests, and a tight labia that was already engulfing my husband's cock.

As she rode him, I felt a tinge of melancholy mixed with my arousal. How had it come to this? I was still married, wasn't I? Until we'd arrived in Tokyo, I was completely in love with my husband. Maybe I still was? No, that wasn't true. Once upon a time, we had been a normal, married couple, looking to improve our lives, but now we'd drifted miles apart.

The sadness drifted away as I watched the dark-haired beauty ride my husband. She wasn't just fucking him, she was devouring him. I don't think I'd ever seen such carnality. She fucked with her head, neck, shoulders, breasts, hips, thighs and her legs as well as her cleanly shaven sex.

In typical Latin American way, it seemed that every single part of her body was involved in the act...

Fingernails digging into his still clothed chest, head thrown back, red lips half-open, I don't think I'd ever seen such a sexy sight. And the way she'd begun to chant with each cock-length bounce only added to the moment.

Nick's eyes were fully clothed and I really couldn't tell if he was awake under the onslaught. That would be typical of him. The best fuck he was ever likely to get in his life—except for me, of course—and he'd fallen asleep. Not that it would have mattered to Luciana. His hard cock was all she needed.

I could feel the need rise in me as I watched her and I machine-gunned my mouth down on Orochi once more, but this time I had no intention of stopping until I had what I needed. He groaned, he gurgled and then he came—fast and hard in my mouth. I did my best to swallow it all, but ended up choking a little at the copious amount. This was impressive, very impressive...

When some of his cum dripped down my chin, onto my breasts, I greedily followed it with my fingers, scooping it up on my fingertips and letting Orochi watch as I fed the creamy liquid between my lips again.

"We don't want to waste any, do we?" I wantonly asked.

He laughed as he pushed himself upwards, his thick cock dangling imperiously between his thighs.

"If you didn't already know, I was imagining that all the way through dinner," he said with a salacious grin. "Now let me get you more champagne to wash it down and then I'll be ready to go again."

---

Orochi had been as true as his word. Between his and his wife's ministrations, I'd cum so hard, so many times, that I was having trouble focusing. Yet the lust inside me just continued to expand and grow.

The heat in my body was like a furnace.

Nick had passed out a long time ago and I wondered if he would have any recollection of the evening tomorrow? If he did, I wasn't even sure he'd have known I was in the room. Not that it mattered anymore. In between the intense sexual couplings, I'd already decided that our marriage was over.

"Big, isn't he?" Luciana seductively whispered in my ear, bringing me back to the present.

Orochi was, although not as big as a couple of the masseuses I'd been with. Still, size wasn't everything, I thought, as I reached out to curl my fingers around his still impressive hardness. How many men could go this long?

"Want to suck him again?" she teasingly asked.

The needy look in my eyes answered for her and she smoothed my damp blonde hair back before pushing my head forward. I let out a moan of appreciation as I eagerly covered his veiny shaft with my mouth again.

I really couldn't get enough of his thick cock.

And this time, I wasn't in the mood to tease...

Orochi sucked in air as I wrapped my mouth around him, my chin bouncing against his testicles as I enthusiastically went back to work.

His sexually-insatiable wife took immediate advantage by eagerly slipping down between my thighs and lapping at my glistening sex with long, powerful strokes of her tongue. I'd done the same to her when she'd blown her husband, loving the way her clutching hands had fastened onto my blonde locks as she'd pushed her body upwards and screamed out her orgasm.

I curled one leg around her tanned back as she tongued me, and settled into a steady rhythm sucking her husband's cock. His eyes were shut as she revelled in the moment, and when I surprised him by reaching out to playfully squeeze his heavy testicles, his cock jumped deliciously in my throat.

"Yes..." he grunted, opening his eyes to gaze approvingly at me as I swallowed him all the way into the back of my throat. "Yes... like that..."

His Japanese accent was even heavier and thicker when he was this aroused. I loved that.

Sliding his hardness back out, I opened my legs even wider to accommodate Luciana's tongue and fingers before starting to fuck him with my mouth. Luciana's blow jobs could be wild and uninhibited. So could mine.

The tension in his balls under my clutching palm made me purr. He'd soon be ready to cum again. How many times tonight was that? It seemed there was no end to his ability to give me his creamy seed and then recover again.

I squeezed his testicles again, first his right and then his left, sucking like a dervish. I could sense him trying to hold back but he didn't have a chance. Not when I was in this mood. When I took him deep inside and was still able to curl my tongue around him, the sensation was enough to send him over the edge. His body jerked like a puppet as he fired into my mouth, coating the back of my throat with that wonderful creaminess again.

Even as I began to lick him clean, I felt Luciana turning me onto my back, and I growled out my pleasure as I realised what was on her mind. When she straddled my head and lowered her glistening folds to my mouth, I curled my fingers around her tanned thighs and tried my best to hold onto her undulating body as she began to face-fuck her new conquest.

I didn't want this night to ever end...

---

Lying spread eagled on the large bed, worn out from the constant sex but still needing more, I felt my mouth go dry as I watched Luciana fuck her husband. The mattress bounced as their passion increased, and they were so close that I could stroke either of their perspiring flanks if I simply reached out my arm.

The voluptuous woman's sexual thirst was unquenchable, and she constantly changed position as she took her husband from one high to another.

Orochi's stamina was impressive, too. Whenever Luciana and I separated from our own sensual lovemaking, and urged him to fuck one of us again, he had continually proven up to the task.

Despite the aches I could feel in every part of my body, I found my hand sliding to my swollen sex as I watched them. The dark-skinned woman looked like a Sex Goddess as she gyrated on her husband's lap, taking what was hers. Her dark sweat-drenched hair bounced on her tanned shoulders, her fabulous breasts danced an erotic dance on her perfect body, and if anything her appetite for sex had grown even more ravenous as the night had worn on.

Her eyes flickered towards me and she nodded approvingly as I began to play with myself. I couldn't help it. Every time I had thought I couldn't take any more, that I was utterly exhausted from our sexual activities, I only had to look into her sexy brown-green eyes, at those pouting 'Angelina Jolie' lips, or her gravity-defying breasts with those brown nipples, and I was ready to go again.

She looked directly into my eyes as she gyrated in circles on her husband, breasts thrust forward as she rested her hands in her dark hair. She started to talk to me in her native Portuguese, telling me dirty, sexual things I was sure.

The erotic sight and husky words made me dizzy with desire for her.

She was aware of that, too. The wanton expression on my face gave my need away and the soft smile that touched her lips confirmed that she understood. But all in good time, her eyes were telling me. She'd finish fucking her husband first and then she'd give me her body—again—to do with as I wanted.

And afterwards, after a brief rest, we'd start all over again...


An Englishwoman in Japan Ch. 06

I glanced around me, marvelling at the hustle and bustle. The two kilometres Avenue des Champs-Élysées was one of the most famous streets in the world and after a long day's shopping, Luciana and I were enjoying a martini and a slice of cake outside of the Restaurant Le Fouquet's Parisian brasserie.

Each of our shopping bags was tucked away under our table. There was hardly room for them all. Had we really spent that much?

We'd flown to Paris in Orochi's private jet, although Luciana's husband hadn't been invited to join us. This was strictly a 'girls' trip, Luciana had insisted. She and I had become good friends since the uninhibited night I'd spent with them during their visit to Tokyo, and the trip to France had been more of a whim than anything else. Luciana had explained that the shops in Paris were to die for while the cafes were more than a place to pass the time of day.

They were an institution, a cultural phenomenon, she'd said.

So we'd packed our bags at a moment's notice and headed off on our overnight shopping trip.

We'd dressed more conservatively than normal—Luciana in a coral halterneck dress with its bust ruching. The top displayed just enough of her tanned cleavage to be classically sexy while the floaty skirt showed her long legs to perfection. I'd gone for a different look, dressing simply but sexily in a low-rise pair of skinny jeans that could have been sprayed on and an overly tight, sleeveless blouse that emphasised my breasts.

If there were two sexier-looking women in the whole of Paris, I'd yet to see them.

"It's so full of..." I softly breathed, glancing again around the outside of the cafe and then across the Champs-Élysées.

"Joie de vivre?" Luciana suggested, smiling warmly. "Paris is the most romantic of cities, and this is a plus belle avenue du monde."

I felt a shiver run up my spine. The Brazilian woman's accent was delicious enough anyway, but when she spoke in French it elevated her sexiness to another level.

"The most beautiful avenue in the world," she added by way of explanation as she reached across to push a loose strand of blonde hair away from my eye. "But just you wait until I take you to visit Rio de Janeiro at carnival time. I promise that you will never have experienced anything like it."

"I'd love that," I gratefully told her, my brown eyes glowing with excitement.

She'd spent an hour on the flight here recounting her experiences in Brazil—my own wild youth was nothing compared to hers—and left me realising that there was so much in life that I had yet to experience.

And yet, while the new world I inhabited was everything I could have dreamed about and more, there was a part of me that was still trying to come to terms with the way my life had changed so dramatically in such a short space of time. Six months ago I'd been a happily married woman and had relocated to Japan with my husband, looking forward to our new life together in a different country, learning a new culture.

But then Nick had become more and more involved in his work, leaving me alone for long periods, and to my shame I'd allowed the sexual frustration to get to me, with the inevitable consequences.

I'd gone from being a three times a day girl to a starvation diet and when Yoko had recognise my need and exposed me to so many sexual opportunities, I had quickly and willingly given in to the temptations confronting me. Yes, I'd felt guilt after each encounter, but with Nick working so hard and beginning to drink so heavily, that remorse had gradually been swept away.

I'd been carried along on a tide of sexual bliss that part of me never wanted to end. The problem was, there was another part that thought differently. The good girl in me. Yes, I enjoyed my sluttish side—what girl didn't—but why couldn't I express that side of me with my husband?

Luciana's view was that I was wasting my time with such thoughts, and that I should divorce Nick and move on. Yoko felt the same way, too. I could work for her, she'd told me, and have all the sex I could ever need while living a luxurious lifestyle. It was very tempting. But something was holding me back, and that was the hope of Nick finding himself again.

If he could stop his heavy drinking, and those long hours of work, then surely there was still the chance for us to move forward again? No matter what other people were telling me, I resolved to have one final conversation with my husband when I returned home.

"Penny for them?" Luciana suddenly asked, noticing the way I'd gone quiet.

"I was just thinking about how different my life is now," I morosely explained.

For whatever reason, I didn't want to tell her how much I was missing my husband. Or rather, I was missing the husband I'd come to Japan with.

"I could never have even dreamt of everything that's happened since I moved to Japan," I added, pulling my long blonde hair over my shoulder.

"No regrets?"

I hesitated and bought some time by licking a finger and picking up some crumbs from my plate. When I caught her eye again, her head was tilted to one side and she was watching me carefully.

"Regrets? That's a good question," I said after some thought. "Life is too short for regrets, but I loved being happily married, Luciana, and everything that went with that. I really did think it would last forever. Everything has happened so fast, sometimes I still feel like I'm in a daze."

Luciana comfortingly dropped her hand onto mine and gave it a gentle squeeze.

"There are lots of people who settle for what they have, rather than what they want," she softly said. "And that's fine for them. But people like you and I, Tiffany, we need more. My suggestion is that you just go with the flow, enjoy yourself, and you'll be surprised how quickly you forget all about your husband."

Forget about Nick? Why did that thought fill me full of dread?

"I have a friend, Husam al din," she went on, squeezing my hand again. "He lives in Dubai and made his money from oil. Orochi and he are close friends and my husband has been telling him all about you. Before we go to Rio, I'll fly you out there to meet him. He has some royal blood in his veins, and he looks so hot in his robes. His intention is to take a European bride, but don't let him enchant you until you really get to know him."

I laughed, but my heart skipped every other beat as I studied her. Yes, I could tell from the look in her eyes that she was being serious. I chewed a little on my lower lip, meekly looking away before glancing at her again.

"And he's got a big cock," she whispered, theatrically wiggling her eyebrows. "And an unusually open mind as far as sex is concerned. But listen, we'll talk about him again when we fly back to Japan. Right now, I'm more interested in tonight. Would you like to know what I had in mind?"

I nodded, still trying to come to terms with my doubts. The last thing I wanted right now was to become involved with anyone else, not until I'd finally worked out my feelings for Nick.

"Tonight?" Luciana repeated, recapturing my attention. She playfully ran a finger over her red lips as if she was pretending to think. "Let me see..."

She checked around us, until her searching eyes lighted on one of the waiters we'd noticed earlier. He couldn't have been more than twenty-one, maybe twenty-two, and we'd agreed that his cute smile, youthful good looks and the couple of curls fell that down over his left eye definitely put him in the 'sexy French men' category.

As soon as he caught her gaze, he hurried over to our table.

"You're name, s'il vous plaît," Luciana purred, putting on her sexiest smile.

"Henri, mademoiselle," he answered, in an accent so delicious that I thought I might cream my panties.

I was impressed at the way he tried to maintain steady eye contact with her, although there wasn't any doubt that he had been unable to stop his gaze from slipping down into her healthy cleavage.

"I am Luciana and this is my friend, Tiffany," she continued, waiting until his watchful smile had flickered from one of us to the other before continuing. "And we are looking for some entertainment this evening."

She plucked an olive from her glass and rolled it on her tongue before crushing it between her teeth. Even I felt the stirrings between my thighs at such a blatantly sexual action.

"We were wondering..." she continued.

"Yes?" he hurriedly asked, brushing back those dark curls from over his left eye.

"We were wondering," she slowly repeated, crossing her legs to give him a better look at her tanned thighs, "where we might find a young Frenchman who was up to the task of joining us tonight."

He looked as if he was about to speak but then held back for a moment in case he should seem too eager. That wouldn't match a Frenchman's arrogantly cool image.

"The thing is, Henri," Luciana continued, taking advantage of his hesitation. "Both Tiffany and I have very healthy appetites, as my husband will testify."

She paused for a moment to let her words sink in and took the opportunity to flash her expensive wedding ring at him.

"But then my husband isn't here tonight to satisfy us," she nonchalantly shrugged, "so what are two hungry young women to do?"

"I understand," he answered, still attempting to maintain an unruffled calmness even though his excitement was all too evident in his dark eyes.

He'd just won the lottery and his prizes were sitting infront of him, ready to be plucked.

"I can promise you would have no complaints, Mademoiselles," he confidently assured us, "if I personally helped with your needs."

Luciana inclined her head as she met his gaze full on, before running the back of her fingernails across her considerable cleavage.

"You?" she teased. "But we are looking for a man, not a boy."

"Madame," he brusquely snapped, with all the indignity of a young Frenchman whose manhood was being questioned. "This 'boy' has entertained many women and not a single one has ever voiced even a moment's dissatisfaction."

"Is that so," Luciana murmured, her mischievous eyes gleaming sexily as she tossed a hand through her perfect black hair and turned towards me. "He seems very young, Tiffany. What do you think?"

"Oh, I think there are times when youth has its advantages," I encouragingly said, unashamedly sliding my gaze down his body towards his crotch. "You're sure you would be up to the task, Henri?"

---

He was. I'd no idea how many orgasms I'd enjoyed or how much time had passed. Nor did I care. All that mattered was that he'd fulfilled his promise and another supercharged climax was closing in.

I loved being on top, and my half-squatting, half-reclining position over Henri's muscular prone body allowed me to attain the maximum friction from his impressive endowment. Perspiration covered my forehead as I gently pushed up on his toned body and then thrust down on that thick young cock again.

My position had the added benefit of allowing me to watch Luciana continue to play with herself on the nearby chair while she waited her turn again. The Brazilian beauty looked so beautiful as one hand pulled on her brown nipples while the fingers of the other worked diligently between her spread thighs.

A smile spread across her face as she saw me looking and she sexily pushed off the chunky armchair, treating me to an unadulterated view of her voluptuous body as she strutted slowly across the short distance towards Henri and I.

"Seen something you like?" she teased as she walked, one long leg crossed in front of the other as if in a model's catwalk pose.

Her full breasts bounced erotically with each great roll of her fabulous hips and I felt myself gasping. Apart from Yoko, perhaps, could any woman look sexier?

I repositioned myself as she approached; sliding forward with my knees on the mattress and sitting upright on Henri. Luciana smirked at me as she crawled up onto the other side of the bed, facing me as swung a shapely leg across the young Frenchman's face.

"Kiss me," she whispered into my mouth as she lowered her smooth sex to Henri's waiting lips.

We leant forward to meet one another in what seemed like slow motion. Her fingers scraped across the back of my neck as she tilted my head into a better position for the kiss and then her wet tongue had slipped between my parted lips. Her body began to undulate on Henri's tongue as the kiss became more heated and passionate and mine continued to gyrate on his throbbing cock.

"Life is good?" she softly chuckled when we eventually broke apart.

I nodded as her right hand found my breast and she ran her thumb across my hard nipple. At times like this, it was unbelievably good. But my need to talk to Nick was growing, and it wouldn't be denied.

"You know what I'd like," she whispered, sliding her other hand down between my legs. "I'd like you to show me just how wild you can be when you fuck him."

I instantly obeyed, pushing thoughts of my husband to the back of my mind as I lost myself in a haze of sexual lust. As I began to drive down on Henri, her fingers found my clit, driving me closer and closer to my climax. When I eventually screamed out my orgasm, she let the tremors run through me before whispering in my ear.

"The young guy who carried our bags to our room was kind of cute, didn't you think," she sexily murmured, "Why don't we invite him to join us, too..."

DIVINE INTERVENTION

It was one week later and I still hadn't had that conversation with Nick? Why? Because he was either working or, on the rare occasions he was at home, he was in his usual inebriated state.

That had made it a long week. I'd rehearsed everything I wanted to say over and over again, but what was the point when he wasn't in any fit state for me to talk to him? I'd even forsaken sex ever since Luciana and I had returned from Paris, hoping that my next encounter would be with the man I still loved.

How stupid was that?

Eventually, I came to the conclusion that I was wasting my time. Relationships were two-way, weren't they, and despite my indiscretions it felt like I was the only one willing to try to save our marriage.

So when Yoko asked me to do her a 'favour', I readily agreed. It felt like if I didn't have sex again soon, I would go out of my mind. My 'client' was another member of Japanese parliament, twice my age apparently, and had wanted to meet me for some time. It seemed my reputation was growing!

That was when fate intervened.

---

I saw from Nick's expression that he had awoken to a face he didn't recognise. When his body reacted, jerking upwards and grabbing the hand with the needle, I ran my hand across his fevered brow.

"It's okay," I soothingly told him, as he stared at me in shock. "It's the doctor."

"Dr. Nakamura," the dark haired man introduced himself. "I fixed your wounds as best I could. You'll be fine once the fever eases, but you'll need to rest for a good few days."

Nick tried to focus his eyes on the doctor, but his stare turned into a squint.

"What happened?" he mumbled.

"You were mugged," I told him, wiping his brow with the wet towel in my hand. "You've been flat out for hours."

He'd been very lucky. Apparently he'd been drunk out of his mind, and had succumbed to a couple of assailants when he'd left the bar. His money and credit cards had been stolen, although he must have resisted because they'd beaten him up quite badly.

"I have the headache from hell," he croaked, looking from the doctor to me and back again.

"Not surprising," Nakamura broke in. "Rest is what you need, young man. I suggest this guardian angel makes sure you get plenty."

"I'm okay," Nick slurred, shifting on the bed. He was blinking rapidly, as if that would help clear the fuzz in front of his eyes.

Nakamura held up the needle he'd just used. "You will be shortly," he said. "I've filled you full of antibiotics."

Closing his small bag, he turned towards me.

"Just keep him warm, so he doesn't go into shock. That's very important. After a few days rest, he'll be fine."

---

Nick moaned as I leaned over him. I'd kept touching his brow while he slept, hating the way his body felt on fire one moment, and then dipped in ice the next.

"Sshhh," I soothingly told him as he squeezed his eyes open.

He squinted through the pale, pink light of the bedside lamp beside us, taking his time before being able to focus on my face. When he tried to speak, another chill passed through him and his teeth began to chatter.

"Dry," he eventually gasped, forcing the words out.

I eased my hand under his head, gingerly helping him accept a drink from a glass of cold water. When some ran down his chin, I wiped it away and fished an ice cube from the jug of water on the white bedside cabinet. Dropping it into a handkerchief, I held it against his lips.

"Just suck on it," I softly breathed into his ear. "It'll be easier for you.

"What happened?" he managed to gasp.

"A couple of thugs attacked you," I explained, smiling at him as I touched his forehead. "It's important that you rest."

"What ... time ... is it?"

My eyes flicked to the luminous bedside clock. "It's four in the morning."

For a good half a minute he lay there, trying to recall what had happened. I ran my hand across his forehead again, and when I eased it away, he took it between his bandaged fingers. It looked as if he wanted to speak, but the words wouldn't find their way out.

"Don't worry, you can tell me later," I smiled.

I dropped the wet handkerchief onto the bowl on the bedside table, so that I could tuck the blankets around him.

"It's important for you to keep warm, Nick. You've got to outrun that fever."

He nodded, although I doubt that he understood. Then his heavy eyes closed as he drifted off to sleep again.

---

I'd silently watched Nick for a short while as he lay awake. The deep sleep had helped, though he probably had no idea how long he'd slumbered. He was warmer now, his head was beginning to clear and it felt to me as if his brain was working again. But he was still weak. Dreadfully weak.

As his eyes began to focus, he turned to the side. His body jerked as he bumped into mine next to his and, reaching out, his hand found my naked breast.

"You've recovered quickly," I whispered, close to his ear, and then quipped, "I take it you're feeling frisky?"

He jerked his hand away, as if he was embarrassed. How strange! He was my husband, after all, despite our trials and tribulations.

"Sorry," he whispered, his voice croaky.

Now he was apologising! How ridiculous was that? He couldn't know it in his drugged state, but his touch had lit a flame in me. I hadn't had sex for a week, and the need for intimacy was practically overwhelming me.

"How are you feeling?" I contented myself by asking.

"Thirsty," he answered.

Sitting up, I reached for the glass of water on the bedside table and helped him drink. He swallowed half the contents before licking his dry lips.

"Thank you," he mumbled, taking a deep breath. "That feels better. Thanks for taking care of me, Tiffany."

"What do you expect?" I sighed. "You're my husband. It's taken some time but I think your fever had broken. A little more rest will have you up and about again in the next couple of days."

He took the glass from me, quickly draining the rest of the water before handing it back. I placed it back onto the bedside table, before snuggling back into him again.

"You were cold," I said, explaining my nakedness. "You needed my body heat."

I watched as his eyes found my naked tits. When he swallowed deeply, I moved back a fraction so that his gaze could gorge on them. Could he see that my nipples were hard? That I was aroused?

"Would you like to touch me, Nick?" I asked him.



It took a few moments before he reacted. Slowly, his bandaged hand reached across, and his fingertips brushed my erect nipples.

"Poor baby," I breathed, feeling the need in me beginning to build. "You can't feel too much through a bandage. How about this?"

Leaning across him, I brought my left breast to his mouth. When he sucked in my nipple, I felt the inevitable reaction between my thighs. Sometimes I thought that my nipple was connected to my clit.

"That's so nice, Nick," I murmured, stroking his hair with one hand.

How long had it been since I had fucked my husband? Despite his weakened state—or because of it?—I wasn't going to wait much longer. My other hand snaked down to his cock. He was nice and hard.

"This thing has been digging into me for the last hour," I whispered, as my lips brushed his neck. "Want me to take care of it?"

I began to slide my leg across his hip before he could think of a reply.

"You're still weak," I murmured stroking my nipples across his chest as I settled on him. "So just relax and enjoy."

With practiced ease, I teased his cock with my labia before I sank down on him. When he was ball deep in me, I slithered my mouth across his, the kiss both tender and passionate.

Easing up onto my haunches, my aroused eyes stared down into his. The dreamy look that comes with initial entry was etched across his tight face. His long groan turned into a throaty growl as I slowly began to move, and then he grimaced, clenching his teeth as a bolt of pain shot through him. The rib was either broken or bruised.

"That hurt?" I asked, watching his face wince. "Want me to stop?"

Even though my voice was full of concern, I'm not sure I could have stopped myself, even though I'd asked the question. I needed to fuck him right now, and I needed to fuck him all night, all week.

Just like the old days.

"Don't stop," he gasped, his bandaged hands moving to grip my hips.

I felt my heart leap. My husband wanted me and that meant the world to me. If he hadn't lost himself in his work, and his drink, then our marriage wouldn't be in the sorry state it was now, but I was every bit at fault.

All of a sudden, I put my extreme need to one side. I didn't want to fuck Nick. I wanted to make love to him. My loving movements were for his gratification, not mine, and I moved as if in slow motion, careful to ensure my undulations brought him more pleasure than pain.

"Let me do the work," I whispered, tracing my hard nipples across his chest again. "Let me take care of you, Nick."

He growled. Soon, it became a continuous noise. I was taking care of him.

Looking down, my half closed eyes smiled at him and when I contracted my muscles, that brought another gasp from his lips.

"I love you, Nick," I whispered, easing my hips upwards until just his crown was inside me.

Only when he raised his buttocks in search of my clutching sex did I smoothly slide back down, sheathing him in my wonderful wetness. He gasped again, and so did I. All of a sudden, my own need was beginning to overwhelm me again. Picking up my speed, my tits began to sway deliciously to the pace of my thrusts.

"Still hurts?" I asked.

"Just a little," he gasped, struggling with each word.

Instantly I slowed down again, partly out of concern for his welfare but also to make sure that this was going to last. Pulling a pillow from behind him, I propped it behind his head. Raising myself up on my knees so that there was no pressure on his body, only his cock in my sex joined us.

"Then let's take it gently," I murmured lovingly.

His eyes made their way down to our union, where the dark curls of his pubic hair brushed along my smooth pussy. Once I had his gaze centred where I wanted, I returned to my slow, rhythmic gyrations, only the clutching walls of my pussy making contact with him. Only when I was sure he was comfortable did I begin to plunge a little faster, my hips pistoning up and down like a well-oiled engine.

Soon, he was close. I could feel that.

When his gaze met mine, he looked so vulnerable. That look made me curse myself for having been such a fool. How could I have ever thought I could give up this man? How could I have fucked things up the way I had?

And yet, it suddenly felt like his orgasm was going to be symbolic, one that would help wipe away all the nonsense that had happened to us and signal a new start. We had a lot of talking to do. But not until later.

Much later.

"Cum for me," I whispered, as if giving permission, "Cum for your wife, Nick."

To make sure, I clenched my internal muscles on his hardness one final time, coaxing his cum from his balls. His mouth opened as he erupted, but I cut off the sound with a kiss. Things were going to be different between us now. Better. We were both going to turn a new page and save our marriage. We were going to get our life back on track again.

Or so I hoped...
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Appleby Blush Ch. 01

Chapter 1: The Case

Sandra Wilson wasn't happy. But then, she hadn't been happy since the whole DeVere-George Blair business. Okay, it might have been an operation that the Vice squad shouldn't have had any part of. But they'd prevented murder, killed one of the most dangerous assassins in Europe and avoided a full-scale scandal. What was their reward?

Heads had rolled!

It had become political, fast. Donny Webster, Head of London Met's Vice team, had been forced into early retirement. Taffy Boyd, the Narcotics wireman who'd surreptitiously helped them, had been transferred to some stick-in-the-mud hamlet.

And Jack Palmer had almost got thrown in jail. The only thing that had saved him was his hasty resignation and signed documents confirming he'd never publicly discuss the case. It was so unfair. Jack had been a fundamental part of their achievements. Now he'd been reduced to working as a private investigator, whereas she'd been promoted to take charge of Vice.

Frankly, it stunk.

So did the rumours reaching her ears right now—about a certain Donald Appleby. The apparently legitimate global businessman had been mentioned too many times for her liking. There were too many loose ends, all seeming to point to some sort of involvement. They had so many Vice cases on the go and almost without exception, Appleby's name seemed to crop up somewhere or other.

The brunette had Jack Palmer to thank for her instincts. Her friend and ex-fellow cop had mentored her well. Those same gut feelings had led the team to Dominic DeVere, and to George Blair, of course, even though they eventually hadn't been able to pin a thing on the Labour leader. The Commissioner's decision to break-up their team had seen to that but Blair had been heavily involved all the same.

Thank goodness he hadn't won the General Election, although had the British public seen those compromising photographs of Alistair Brinkley-Jones before they'd voted, in all likelihood it would have been Blair and not the Conservative leader who'd taken power.

Brinkley-Jones reign as Prime Minister had been the shortest in political history and that was no more than the scumbag deserved. Sandra Wilson had brought lots of criminals to justice for their involvement in vice, but those in high places always seemed to find a way out.

She wasn't going to allow that to happen with Donald Appleby...

She couldn't prove a thing—yet—but her antennae had gone up and intuitively she knew this was something she should follow up. A secretive phone call to Taffy Boyd had seen the Welshman do some checking behind the scenes. He'd confirmed that Appleby was on their list of people Narcotics were interested in, but with nothing more than a few unusable comments from contacts to support that curiosity.

She helped herself to a coffee from the machine and glanced at her watch. It would be another couple of hours before her team arrived. God, she hated these ridiculously early starts but her workload didn't give her much choice

At times like this she wished the old team were still together. What she'd give for Donny Webster and Jack Palmer to be working on this with her. She still had Alex Goodwin, of course—good old reliable Alex. The barrel-chested man had taken the splitting of the team hard, too and some of the fire had gone out. Although he continued to keep himself in great shape, he was pushing sixty and his main objective nowadays seemed to be reaching retirement.

They hadn't spoken much recently. The barrier that had been between them ever since she'd ended their affair had solidified once he'd married Sally. Their sudden wedding had surprised her, even though Goodwin had known the female chef for a long time. Six months later he was separated again and although she could have asked him about it, opening up some old wounds was the last thing she wanted.

Alex was still loyal to her, of course. She knew that. He'd run through a brick wall if she asked. That's why she'd ask him to help on this case. She needed someone she could trust, especially with the rumours of bent cops still being whispered throughout the Met.

It wasn't just that, of course. The two female cops she had set up to work undercover with her needed some protection. Kirsten was sufficiently experienced to take care of herself, of course. But Alice was new to all of this. The twenty-four year old female Detective reminded her so much of herself at that age. Alice had the same eagerness and fearlessness as a young Sandra Wilson and despite her stunning looks, had a sharp brain on her. This was no stereotypical blonde!

Still, it would be her first real case and she'd need some extra guidance. And who better to provide that than Alex Goodwin. Having the two of them working in the same Unit was unusual and this would be the first time they were both involved in the same case. But the more she thought it through, the more sense it made.

Alice had been okay with the idea when she'd told her she was going to involve her father, too. She'd assess Goodwin's reaction when she spoke to him before the team meeting.

***

"Angela, pop into my office," Donald Appleby instructed.

Replacing the phone before she could answer, he unfastened his belt and worked his trousers and boxers around his knees. It would save time. Reaching forward, he unscrewed the top of a small phial and allowed a single drop of the liquid to splash into the drink he'd just poured. It settled in seconds, turning the white wine into what appeared to be rosé.

A blush wine would have been a better term. Appleby Blush.

The large floor to ceiling window behind his desk framed the London skyline as if it were an oil painting. It wasn't the scene behind him that his secretary's gaze fixed on as she entered his office. It was the way her pony tailed employer was idly fondling his erect cock.

The lewd scene always aroused her.

Walking across to the impressive desk, the young woman took the glass he held out to her and threw it down in one go. He never got tired of looking at her, a cross between Demi Moore and Jeanne Tripplehorn, though her jet black hair was much shorter than either. She loved the way her employer always offered her wine before their lovemaking sessions. The drink even seemed to increase her arousal...

She was already unbuttoning her white blouse as she made her way around to his side of the desk, her deep brown eyes focusing on the semi erect cock that grew larger with every jerking stroke of his hand.

"Let me help," she breathed in that upper class voice as she rounded the desk and ripped the cups of her bra upwards. Her Playboy-like breasts bounced free.

She fed one to his mouth as her hand replaced his, corkscrewing her fingers around the shaft as he immediately took one of her pink nipples between his lips. Her free hand found his pony tail, gripping it tightly as his teeth playfully pulled on the hard bud.

Appleby felt his manhood grow further under her expert touch. Young flesh was the fifty-year-old man's lifeblood. There was never a shortage with his status and his secretary was as hot as they came. The recently developed liquid aphrodisiac she'd just consumed always turned her from a shy but voluptuous looking woman into a sex crazed bitch.

The drug brought out the animal in a woman, arousing them beyond anything they'd ever experienced. A single dose generally kicked in for a two hour period, but with some females it seemed to last much longer. A couple of drops kept the woman on heat all night.

Appleby Blush, they'd christened it. It would make him millions...

Reluctantly easing his lips from her breasts, his attractive secretary sank to her knees and took his hardness between her talented lips. She was almost salivating as the need overpowered her.

Appleby placed a hairy hand onto the back of her head as he moaned, tightening it in her short, dark locks as she began to mouth-fuck him. Damn, this woman was good. Every bit as good as any he'd ever had—except maybe for Carmella of course. Closing his eyes, he reflected on how wonderful life was. Not that he hadn't worked hard to put himself in this position. He had—very hard. That was why he was in his office at seven every morning.

It was his office... his building... his business.

From humble beginnings, he'd built it into the multi million pound organisation it was today—remarkable for a business founded on prostitution. But he'd learnt very early that real success came from control and his girls had provided him with that control. Clients quickly came around to his way of thinking when he presented them with photographic evidence of their indiscretions.

Especially the most powerful of them. But, of course, they had the most to lose...

He didn't survive simply by extortion, of course. He rewarded his clients, too. The party he was hosting in a couple of nights would be the biggest and grandest yet—an opportunity to thank existing contacts and provide a tangible demonstration of the incentives available to the new contacts he was attempting to cultivate.

All the girls who worked for him would be on duty at the party, providing their services to carefully selected guests. The action, naturally enough, would be recorded on the hidden cameras around his mansion and used as appropriate going forward.

More than anything however, if his talks with Joseph Nmobu went well over the next couple of days, the party would crown his greatest achievement. Negotiating a contract for the mass production Appleby Blush was the final step in his master plan. A combination of the aphrodisiac and narcotics would see him able to rapidly expand his business interests throughout Europe. Then worldwide...

His scientific team's discovery had been a complete accident. Seeking a cure for something he could no longer remember, they'd stumbled across an aphrodisiac so strong that it virtually turned woman into sex-crazed nymphomaniacs. It worked equally well with men, but Appleby knew his fortune would be enhanced by its application to the female sex.

Like the sexy bitch on her knees between his legs right now.

Angela was a sophisticated woman with a body to die for, even if there wasn't much between her ears. She'd resisted his early advances for some time—she'd only recently married, after all, and would never dream of cheating on her husband. In Appleby's world, any such resistance invariably meant an early exit from their well paid job. But this stunning bitch was so stylish, so classy, so sexy, he'd seen her as a challenge.

He wasn't sure whether she would have eventually given in and nor did he care. A single drop of Appleby Blush had made the question hypothetical, as well as rewarding his foresight in keeping the refined woman on his payroll. Not only had she displayed a wild side he could never have imagined, she'd proved to be an insatiable bitch.

It was just as well he prided himself on his stamina.

Even at fifty years of age, the bespectacled Appleby maintained a sexual appetite the equal to any younger man. But then, he thought of himself as young at heart. The way he pulled his silvery grey hair back behind his head into a ponytail gave him a youthful, rebellious look and even under the expensive looking dark blue suit his muscular build was clear.

His hand went to Angela's jet black hair, gripping it tightly between his fingers. Fuck, he was congratulating himself on his sexual prowess and yet if the sexy bitch kept sucking him like that, he'd cum soon. And he hadn't fucked her yet.

But that pleasure was only moments away...

He reached across her bobbing head and opened the small silver box, wetting his finger with his tongue before scooping up the white powder. He rubbed it across his lips before dragging her upwards and smiling encouragingly as her fevered eyes stared into his.

"Open up," he softly told her, nudging her pink lips with the side of her finger.

As her mouth obediently widened, he rubbed the wet remains of the white powder into her gums, mixing it with the saliva that hung from her lips and trailed down onto his towering manhood. The sex crazed bitch sucked on his finger like she had on his cock.

One day, he'd fully initiate her into the delights of cocaine, but maybe not yet. One step at a time...

The recent interests he'd established in Columbia and the Middle East had added narcotics into his business mix—swelling his earnings potential and providing a tool to support his prostitution and money laundering activities. Now, with Appleby Blush to support his other activities, the possibilities were simply endless. The ethical question had never been an issue for him or for any of those who worked at the highest level of his business. Where money was concerned, people lost their morals quicker than Essex girls lost their virginity.

Angela was an Essex girl. And right now, she had him on the verge of blowing...

***

"God, you're a sexy bitch," the young man groaned. His voice sounded strained as the cute, dimpled blonde grinded her body down on him. They'd continuously made love since they'd woken and yet she still wasn't satisfied.

"You don't want to fuck again?" Alice Goodwin teasingly murmured as she rotated on his cock. Her long blonde hair swayed seductively and her hands on his chest dug in harder. "I didn't hear you complain last night."

He grunted, reaching up to cover her bouncing breasts with his palms. The half light that covered the bedroom added to the eroticism of the scene.

Alice moaned. She knew that one night stands were frowned on in the Met but she didn't have time for a steady boyfriend and with such a high sex drive, her need for relief was constant. So picking up a guy in a bar and then going back to spend the night at his place was the perfect way of satisfying her needs, particularly as she made a point of keeping her identity secret. Without exception, she never saw her one-night lovers again.

"Just trying to work off some energy before I leave you," she teased, tightening her velvet vice around his hardness.

He groaned again at the sensation, arching his back on the bed and staring down at their union. A thin blonde landing strip guarded her labial lips and the sight of them stretching around his manhood brought another moan.

"Geez, Belinda," he mumbled, starting to caress her breasts again.

Alice's smile sexily touched the corners of her lips. She always used that name. As well as preserving her anonymity, it was fun pretending to be someone else. Since Sandra Wilson had told her about the undercover Appleby case, her sex drive had scorched into the stratosphere. This was her first real chance to prove herself. Her dad hadn't wanted her to become a cop, and always went on and on about the dangers involved. He meant well, but for God's sake sometimes he made her head ache.

She was twenty two, not an immature teenager!

Every objection only firmed her resolve. She had her mind set on a successful career in the Met and try as he might he'd never been able to dissuade her otherwise.

She paused in her movements, holding her lover inside. "That's nice?" she teasingly asked, raising herself until just the head of his cock was inside her.

"I'm close," he told her, his fingernails digging into her hips as he tried to hold back.

She grinned down at him in that cute way of hers. The timing was perfect—as much as she was tempted to prolong the session, she needed to get into the office for Wilson's team meeting. Sandra would be telling her dad right now about Alice's involvement in the case and she could just imagine his reaction. On top of that, he'd be pissed that she hadn't confided in him, but Sandra had made it clear that she wanted to be the one to break the news.

"You're close?" she mimicked, returning her attention to the man beneath her. His breath was coming in short, heavy pants. "I guess Belinda is just too hot for you, eh?"

He shook his head but his narrowed eyes gave the game away. They were filled with arousal and she tightened her internal muscles on him again.

"Geez, Belinda,"

"Want to cum for me, baby?" she whispered, bracing a hand on the nape of his neck and pausing to look down at their union. Perspiration covered their bodies and her lover's chest was rising and falling as if someone was pumping adrenalin through him.

Leaning forward, her lips found his and she flicked her tongue across his mouth like a cat licking at cream. It was time to build up the pace. She started to move, softly at first and then powering down on him. As he grunted she began to grind down even faster. She moaned with each rapid down-thrust, becoming lost in the moment as the sound of their skin slapping against each other juddered through both of their bodies.

The smooth flanks of her inner thighs were aching from their night of sex but she ignored the minor discomfort. She changed direction, now rotating her hard buttocks in circles on his cock. His hands found her breasts again. Her nipples were deliciously hard against his palms, but the speed of her movements was such that he was unable to keep hold of them. Her hips worked faster as she took him towards the finishing line.

His body bounced on the bed. Her tits danced an erotic dance. His groans increased. Her inner thighs tightened around his sides, controlling him like a rodeo rider on a bucking bronco. She threw her head back and gasped, tightening the walls of her pussy around him as she gave him the ripple.

"Belinda..." he gasped, confirming the moment had arrived. "Oh fuck—"

Alice came with him, groaning aloud as his orgasm fired hers. Life really couldn't get much better...

***

Kirsten Tobin awoke with a start. At first she thought she was hearing things, but her boyfriend's elbow in his ribs confirmed it was the phone.

The brunette glanced at the clock. Eight thirty. It had been three in the morning when she'd finished the report for Sandra Wilson. Her boss had told her to email it to her when it was finished and then take the opportunity to grab some extra sleep before arriving at the Met this morning. As long as she was there for the team meeting, she'd said.

Rubbing her eyes, she reached for the phone as she lifted the crumpled white sheets and swung her bare legs over the side of the bed.

"Miss Watson, please."

Miss Watson? Damn, it was a wrong number. She was just about to hang up when realisation suddenly hit her. Her heart leapt.

"Yes? That's me."

"Miss Watson, my name is Tony Daly. I'm calling from Appleby Modelling."

"Yes, hello..." she said, trying to keep her voice steady.

"You recently answered one of our adverts and requested an audition."

"Yes, yes I did."

"We'd like to see you," the deep voice continued. "Sometime this afternoon. I'm assuming that will be convenient?"

Kirsten's heart beat faster—Sandra would be delighted. They'd dangled the bait and now they had their second nibble. Alice had been invited to the Agency and now she was too. But Alice's was tomorrow, wasn't it?

"That will be fine," she answered. "What time did you have in mind?"

"Three thirty," came the reply, the tone suggesting there was no room for negotiation.

"That will be great, Mr. Daly. Should I ask for you or Mr. Appleby when I arrive?"

The voice laughed softly. "I deal with the modelling side of the things, Miss Watson," he explained. "Appleby Productions is only one part of the Appleby Empire."

"Yes, yes, of course," she answered, smiling to herself. Making him think she was dumb would give her an advantage.

"Good. I'll see you later this afternoon."

As the dial tone filled her ear, Kirsten stared at the phone for a moment, lost in thought. She was at the crossroads in her career with the Met, she knew that. Okay, it had been her childhood ambition, but the force wasn't all it was cracked up to be. Other people had told her she had the looks and figure to be a model, so it was ironic that their current case should focus on a modelling agency. Maybe a side benefit would be that she'd get an insight into whether that sort of future was possible?



"Well?" she heard her boyfriend's voice.

Her deep brown eyes betrayed her excitement as she struggled up in bed and replaced the phone. The white sheet dropped away to display her full breasts. "This is what we've been waiting for, Matt," she told him. "That was Appleby Modelling."

He blinked at her. "The case you told me about?"

"Uh-hum." The smile on her cute face broadened. "Alice got notice of her audition yesterday and we thought we'd have to settle for that. This gives us both a chance of getting in there and snooping around."

"That's good, honey," he shrugged, turning to look at the clock. He'd taken the day as holiday and was due on the golf course in a couple of hours. "So... what time do you have to be in the office?"

Kirsten grinned at the look in his eyes. She'd never been able to hold down a relationship for more than six months and in truth, she'd been wondering about her and Matt recently. But she had to admit, he was just what she needed in bed. "And why do you ask, kind sir?"

"Well," he huskily said, leaning in to plant a kiss on her cheek as he ran a hand across her exposed breasts. "As you have the audition, I was thinking we might celebrate."

"Mmm," she moaned, as his thumb flicked a brown nipple. "Tonight, baby. I really need to get moving right now."

Matt roughly pulled her back as she began to leave the bed. As she giggled, he slipped his hand between her thighs. "You're sure?"

Kirsten moaned again as he pulled her into a kiss. Her fingers found his hardening cock under the sheets. "Maybe we have time after all..."

***

Alex Goodwin lumbered into Sandra Wilson's office. It had been a surprise when she'd asked to see him. Since she'd ended their affair eighteen months ago they hadn't had much to say to one another. When he'd married Sally, he'd thought his feelings would settle down. They never had, of course. Maybe that was the reason why his marriage hadn't lasted that long? They remained friendly enough, though he didn't see her often.

It wasn't only his and Wilson's personal lives that had suffered, of course—it was their professional interaction, too. The conclusion of their personal relationship had coincided with the DeVere fiasco. Sandra had been coerced into taking over from Donny Webster and they were big shoes to fill. Webster had been Vice Squad. And this had been his office.

He let out a deep sigh. It all seemed so different now. Whereas his ex-boss's small desk had looked like a combat zone, Sandra Wilson had everything neat and tidy, in its own place.

He didn't like the small, rectangular, black-framed glasses she pulled off as he entered. They made her look like a librarian. As usual, her straight black hair was tied into a knot high on her head. She still looked sexy, though.

He watched her closely as she rose from the desk and pushed the door closed behind him. The black, skin-tight jeans she used to wear had long since been replaced by less provocative trousers, and her snug tops no longer had a button too many undone. In Vice, anything went in a dress sense, but there were limits when you became a Senior Officer in the London Met.

Her gun was holstered right up against her tailbone, but it was the two peach-like buttocks that Goodwin found himself focussing on. For a thirty-five year old, the divorcee still had a great ass. Even at her age, she could pass for a model. He sighed softly to himself.

These were thoughts he shouldn't be thinking. Not anymore.

"Grab a seat, Alex," she softly told him, pushing back into her chair and slipping her glasses back on as she picked up a file.

He grunted. It wasn't just for her—a grunt was Goodwin's normal response nowadays. Retirement couldn't come soon enough. "How's it going?"

"The normal," she told him with a sigh. "There are mountains of paperwork to get through. Every Divisional Head has their own agenda and it's all too political for there to be any cooperation anymore. And the courts continue to hand out the minimum sentences so the villains we catch are back on the streets before we can return to the office."

Goodwin grunted. "Bad day then?"

"No, Alex, as I said, it's normal" she repeated, laughing as she flashed those topaz coloured eyes at him.

He felt his body shiver at the sound. It was a soft noise, one he remembered so well. What he'd give for another session with his ex-lover, but that wasn't going to happen. She'd made that clear enough. All he had to look forward to now was an easy passage into retirement and he'd have taken it already had it not been for Alice. His last meaningful act in the Met would be to help her come to terms with the job.

He'd been completely against his daughter joining the Met, but she was stubborn as well as bright. And good looking, too. She had the body of a model and he'd often suggested she should try and head in that direction. So far, to no avail.

"What about you? Busy?"

He realised that Sandra was talking to him again and he shrugged.

"Stupid question," she conceded. "And don't worry, Alex. I haven't got more work for you. But..."

"But?"

Her smile turned softer as she removed her glasses again. She held up a file. "I could do with some help."

"From me? Why?"

She raised her eyebrows. "Various reasons, Alex. I find myself looking round nowadays, wondering who's in who's pay. It's getting worse."

"Bent cops? You think?"

She snorted. "I know, Alex and so do you. We just don't know who. Apart from Kirsten and Alice, you're the only one I can really trust around here."

"You trust me?"

"Of course, I do," she snapped, the irritation all too evident in her voice. "Hell, Alex, I trust you with my life. I just need you to get back some of the spark you had, forget about retirement for now and get your act together."

Goodwin grunted. "You were never one for smooth talking, Sandra."

"And you were never one for moping around, Alex. It's that hard exterior that drew me too you in the first place..." She paused. The way his eyes had suddenly brightened made her realise she was sending out the wrong signals. "That's behind us," she quickly said, "but you're a good friend and a bloody good cop. And right now, I need you."

He uncomfortably pushed a hand through his greying hair. It used to be white until he began to dye it. Sally had wanted him to. The act caused considerable mirth amongst his colleagues but he didn't care. He didn't like them much, anyway. Young kids who thought they knew everything...

"How can I help?" he asked, thinking more about the woman than the problem. Wilson would trust him with her life? That was the nicest thing she'd said to him in over a year. She was quite right to feel that way, too. Despite their split, he'd still do anything for her. He watched as she dropped the file in her hand back down on her desk. It wafted a few sheets of notepaper onto the floor and he bent to pick them up.

"I've been reviewing a number of cases—trying to find patterns, inconsistencies," she said. "And there's one thing that's come up time and time again."

The big man eased himself into the chair opposite her desk. He hadn't felt comfortable enough in there to take a seat. Not until now...

"What's that?

"It's a name. Donald Appleby."

"Donald Appleby? The Donald Appleby?"

"Not the man," she replied. "But one of his companies—Appleby Modelling. Now why would that name appear in every case I've reviewed?"

Goodwin nodded thoughtfully. He didn't believe in coincidences either, and he'd come to appreciate that Sandra's hunches were invariably correct. But Appleby was a well-respected, legitimate businessman. It was inconceivable that he could be involved in anything shady. Wasn't it?

"What else?" he asked, leaning forward.

"Not a thing, Alex," she said, stretching her body and rubbing her eyes.

Goodwin felt the old familiar stirring as her flowery blouse pulled too tight across her breasts. In his mind's eye he could see them—small and firm, capped with round little nipples that stuck out like eraser tips. The erection that had started when she'd said she trusted him grew further...

"In some ways it reminds me of the DeVere case, Alex. Jack's wife got sucked into Erin DeVere's modelling agency, didn't she? We couldn't prove anything, but I'm still sure there was more to the business than simply producing models. Maybe it's the same with Appleby?" She tapped the file in front of her. "Perhaps that's why his name crops up so often in these reports?"

"Maybe," Goodwin nodded. "So, what you're looking for from me is...?"

"I need your support, Alex. Someone to bounce things off. You'll always been a good foil for me and it's always helped to talk things through with you..."

She paused and he realised he was blushing. Damn—as soon as she gave him some praise he was taking it as a personal thing between him and her. Despite the eighteen month gap since they went out together, some things never changed.

"But not only that," she quickly added, sitting up so that her pose was more formal. It was as if she'd recognised his reaction and wanted to put a barrier between them. "I have Kirsten working on this case with us."

Goodwin nodded. "Good choice. She's experienced enough."

"Exactly. And she's attractive enough to secure a modelling audition at Appleby's. That will provide an opportunity to nosey around and see what she can pick up."

"Makes sense. When's the audition?"

For the first time in their conversation, Wilson looked uneasy. There was more to this, he could sense it.

"She hasn't heard back from them yet. But Kirsten's not the only one on the case and this time we do have an audition confirmed.

"That's good—" Goodwin stopped mid sentence. Realisation hit him. "No."

Wilson set her jaw. "It's a great opportunity for her."

"Great opportunity?" he half shouted, then lowered his voice. "Look Sandra, undercover work can be dangerous. Alice isn't ready for it yet."

The brunette leant back in her chair and tapped a pencil on her teeth. "Alex," she slowly drawled. "You've just said that it makes sense for Kirsten to go in. Alice knows her stuff. All she has to do is keep an ear open for anything untoward and report back. You have to stop wet nursing her. Try acting like a cop and not a father. How else is she going to get the experience?"

Goodwin stared silently at her. He knew that Sandra Wilson was right but that didn't make it any easier, nor did the fact that Alice hadn't confided in him. The two of them told each other everything so why should this be any different?

"Because I told her not to," Wilson said, demonstrating she hadn't lost any of her ability to read his mind. "This is an unofficial mission and the last thing I need is for anything to leak out."

"You think I would have—"

"Don't be stupid," she snapped, giving him that no nonsense look she'd developed over the past twelve months. "We're both too long in the tooth not to realise that the fewer people who know the better. Besides, you would have been a negative influence on her. She needs to know you believe in her, not talk about her lack of experience."

Goodwin gave a long sigh as he spread his legs out and rested his forearms on his knees. Ever since he'd known her, Sandra Wilson spoke good sense. "You said unofficial," he said, rubbing a hand across his chin. "Turner doesn't know?"

She shook her head. When they had something, she would raise the case with her boss. He'd close down the investigation before it started if she took it to him. Appleby was too important a figure to upset. There'd be a complaint straight through to the top and Turner would be in the firing line. "No, not until we have something concrete."

Goodwin nodded. He knew Colin Turner was putting the heat on Wilson, firing more and more paperwork at her just to get it off his desk. That wasn't the only reason he hated the man. Turner was instrumental in breaking up the team eighteen months ago, in getting rid of Donny Webster and Jack Palmer, in making them scapegoats. As far as Goodwin was concerned, he'd like to see something nasty happy to the bastard.

"What I'm doing is asking for your help, Alex," she continued, breaking into his thoughts. "I want you on this case. I need you to give Alice some confidence. And I need you to look after her like you used to do with me when we were with Donny and Jack. You know what I mean—a word in her ear when necessary, a nudge in the right direction if her enthusiasm gets the better of her. And I need you to help me, Alex. Because this is hush-hush, I need you to watch my back."

He stared at the brunette and slowly nodded. It wasn't just that she made sense. Nor was it simply that Alice was his daughter. He couldn't refuse this woman anything.

***

His secretary grunted as Donald Appleby's firm hands bent her forward over his desk. His immaculate trousers were around his ankles and his tailored shirt bunched up at his waist. Angela grunted again as his hard cock continued to thrust inside her.

"Good?" he murmured, as he slowed his pace. The hand in the middle of her back held her down against the desk, her naked round breasts pushing against the soft leather top. This woman was so fucking tight. "You like that, my little slut?"

"Ngh... fuck... yes," she gasped, her breath a harsh rasp.

Appleby grinned. Her posh accent came through even more when she was cursing. He imagined it would be how royalty spoke when they were on the job. Perhaps he'd have a chance to find out one day? The thought made him grow another inch and he lost timing for a second as he revelled in the thought.

"Fuck, c'mon..." she cursed again, when his juice-slicked cock accidentally withdrew. Her hand dropped underneath her body to slot him in again.

"Impatient little bitch," he playfully laughed, regaining his focus.

Her superb body felt warm and alive as began to fuck her again. With each thrust, the desk rocked on its legs. He leaned into her, his caressing hands savouring the feeling of the soft body that was firm and thick in all the right places. One hand slapped across her ass as he drilled her, creating a red mark. A second slap followed. When she moaned in half-hearted protest, his hand drifted down between her young legs. His experienced fingers softly rubbed her clit.

Angela groaned loudly as his fingers flicked at her sensitive nub. Her legs spread themselves even wider as her skimpy black thong stretched to its maximum around her ankles.

The way her young internal muscles squeezed his manhood sent a surge down to his balls. Burying his face against the top of her back, he gently bit at her shoulder. His teeth left a mark on her skin as he tasted her perfume and sweat. It broke the code between them but so what? She'd find a way to explain that to her husband.

Sliding both hands up her body onto her ripe tits, he loved the way her nipples felt between his fingertips as he cupped them. They grew harder as he upped the pace.

"Yes, Donald... oh, fuck..." her classy voice grunted.

The pony tailed man moved like a machine. He was sweating hard now as his groin slapped against her ass, maybe showing his age? One of her hands found his and dragged it down to her clit again. He grinned at the recollection that the upmarket bitch had originally turned down his advances...

He wanted her orgasm before his but he wasn't too far off. The way she was pumping her sweet ass backwards against his thighs to meet his forward thrusts was really getting to him. Leaving her breasts, he wrapped some of her short, dark hair in his hand and yanked her head up from the desk. He held it suspended in the air as he went for broke.

"Cum, you bitch," he grunted, thrusting hard enough for the heavy desk to move a couple of inches.

With one final backward shove of her aching legs and hips, she held herself still. For a moment, their flesh was super glued to one another in a remarkable stillness. As she came, her tight sex spasmed and contracted vice-like around his throbbing cock. Her thighs shook and trembled as she crested in her release and her entire body began to shudder. Pulling her head free from his hand, she sunk forward onto the desk as her orgasm rumbled through her.

The millionaire had paused to allow the little bitch to enjoy her moment, but now he wanted his reward. She knew that, too. With experience that belied her tender age, she kicked her thong free of an ankle so that she could plant her legs even wider to accommodate him.

"Yes, baby. Now..." she gasped, raising her ass and pushing back.

He pumped like a madman, racing himself to his orgasm. His young secretary made no effort to help, other than stiffening her body to allow maximum penetration. He grunted. She moaned. He whimpered. She groaned.

"Come on, Donald," she urged. "Come on..."

His balls tensed from her encouragement and with a grunt he sent two quick streams of cum into her clutching body. He anchored the soles of his feet on the floor, feeling his calves ache as he continued to fire. Each diminishing burst grew shorter, allowing him the chance to catch his breath. Holding onto her hips, he sank back down into his chair, exhausted from the effort.

Angela went backwards with him, her tight sex still gripping his cock as her weight fell onto his thighs. She delicately rested herself on his lap, keeping her legs spread wide.

"That was wonderful, Donald," she whispered, beginning to gyrate on his softness. There was an instant response. "That was good, baby," her classy voice murmured as she began to grind his manhood back to a state that would satisfy her again. "

The businessman grunted as his hands found her heavy tits again. Dominating women was his speciality and now that he'd broken this one in, his mid morning breaks were becoming a regular feature of his business day...

***

"Okay, people," Sandra Wilson said once they were all together. The women took the seats and Goodwin leant back against her closed office door. "I don't have much time so let's keep this as short as we can. Let me set out where we are so that everyone is clear..."

She paused, watching the look that Goodwin shot his daughter. There was something endearing about the way he wanted to protect her. His warm smile indicated that he'd listened to her counsel. For a second, she could see him standing there, eighteen months ago. Donny Webster too, and Jack Palmer. Webster would have a stack of files scattered across his desk and would be thrusting the half eaten sandwich into his mouth while he attempted to take a drink from his plastic cup at the same time. God alone knew how many shirt fronts he'd stained. But things were different now. This was her bag...

"First problem... this is unofficial," she went on. "If Turner or anyone else gets wind of it there'll be hell to pay, so let's keep it tight. Second problem, we have absolutely nothing to go on—just a string of coincidences where Donald Appleby's name continues to crop up. We don't have anything specific, but there are far too many references for my liking."

"Why are we doing it if Turner would object?" Kirsten naively asked.

Wilson and Goodwin exchanged glances. The young brunette was the only person in the room who was unaware of the history between them and Turner. The DeVere case was six months before she'd joined the division. Even Alice was aware of the background—her father had taken a lot of convincing not to resign there and then. Only his loyalty to Sandra Wilson had seen him decide to continue with Vice.

"Because this is proper police work," Wilson said carefully, stepping around the issue. She ran her fingers through her straight black hair, fiddling with the knot tied high on her head. "Turner is more intent on keeping the politician's happy."

Kirsten looked at the three faces staring at her. "Okay," she smiled, holding her hands up. "It was a stupid question."



"Yeah, stupid," Goodwin grunted, grinning at her when she gave him the finger.

"So here's what we're going to do," Wilson continued, ignoring the interplay. "Alex is going through all the files again to see if there's anything I've missed. Something specific we can follow up. Alice has her audition tomorrow." She turned her head to look at the blonde. "Just keep your eyes and ears open and suss out anything you can, anything we'd be interested in."

"What if I pass the audition?" she asked, pulling her hair onto the top of her head and struck a pose. "See, who could resist such a cutie?"

Everyone laughed, even Goodwin, although the roll of his eyebrows sent her a 'don't embarrass me' look. Alice just grinned back at him.

"If you pass the audition, that gives us the opportunity to get in even deeper," Wilson replied. "Hopefully we'll get a response to your Kirsten's application too—"

"It came this morning," the brunette interrupted. "A guy named Tony Daly called me—"

"He was the guy I spoke to," Alice jumped in.

Kirsten nodded, glancing at her watch. "He must have liked my photos better than yours. In a couple of hours, I'll be strutting my stuff or whatever girls do at this type of thing."

"No way," Alice said, sending them that sweet smile that touched the corners of her lips. "Maybe I'm not such a cutie after all? Hey, what d'you think, Kirsten, maybe you'll get a black model to work with?"

The brunette sent a scorching look at her young colleague. Alice was one of only a few people who knew that she'd fantasised about being with a black man ever since she'd seen Wesley Snipes is some movie or another. One Night Stand? It had made her look at black men in a different light. Heck, she'd even masturbated to those fantasies.

"Black man?" Goodwin cut in, his eyes immediately lighting up.

"Forget it," Kirsten snapped, forcing a smile at him before shooting Alice another look. There was a time and a place for such things and this wasn't one of them. Sandra Wilson recued the moment.

"You're two cuties," she told them. "But this is perfect, just perfect. Two bites of the cherry. Listen carefully, people. This may be our only chance of getting inside the organisation so let's make the most of it." She glanced at Goodwin, and then back at the two women. "Get a feel for anything we might be interested in. If we find anything, we discuss it and decide on the next steps. Understood?"

"Sure thing," the women chorused.

"And if we don't find anything, Sandra?" Goodwin asked.

"If there's nothing," Wilson replied, sending a meaningful stare around the room. "Then I'll close the case and we'll all get back to official work."

For a few seconds, the room fell silent. It was Goodwin who spoke next as he pushed up from the door and rested his elbow on the filing cabinet. "How do we all stay in touch?"

"Meetings here in my room at eight each morning," Wilson told them. "I want to give Kirsten and Alice as much flexibility to be there whenever the Agency want you both. That means an early morning meeting might be our only chance to get together as a team. Also, I want a phone call from each of you if you can't make that meeting, or as soon as you find anything, or last thing at night just to check in. Okay?"

Alice gave a soft chuckle. "To check in? You sound just like my dad."

The three women laughed at the exasperated look on Goodwin's face. He pushed a hand through his greying hair and grunted.

"As for us, Alex," Wilson continued, turning to him. She pulled off her small, rectangular, black-framed glasses and swung them in one hand. "We'll grab a quick coffee in the middle of each day, even if there's nothing to report." She glanced around at the keen faces staring at her. "I'm giving us a week. We either find something concrete in that time or we back off completely."


Appleby Blush Ch. 02

Chapter 2: Kirsten's Audition

The taxi pulled up outside the sumptuous looking building that boasted Appleby Modelling in red across the cream façade. Next to the words was the smaller red apple symbol that connected all Appleby businesses. Kirsten had spent an hour on the computer researching as much as she could before leaving the Met. Now she was on her own.

She raised her eyebrows as the driver told her the fare—was travelling to Croydon really that expensive? Maybe she should have taken the car after all, but then she'd have been worried about traffic, getting lost, being late. Still, there was no way Sandra Wilson would allow her to claim that amount on her expenses.

Not unless she came up with something useful...

The clean white foyer was surprisingly empty, with only a directional sign indicating the location of the reception. The heavy lift took her up three floors and opened directly into a spacious reception. The clinical white walls surprised her. She'd expected something different, more vibrant—maybe prints of successful models or photo shoots? Instead, only a single imposing framed picture on the opposite wall disturbed the equilibrium.

She knew from her internet research that the man smiling down at her from the wall was none other than Donald Appleby. He looked an imposing figure and she momentarily wondered if he was the successful businessman the financial world thought? Or a criminal mastermind who'd so far gone undetected?

With a confidence that she didn't really feel, she straightened her back and turned towards the curly haired receptionist. The near perfect make-up the woman wore made her look attractive enough to be a model herself and those thick red curls that sat just above her shoulders and matched her beautiful freckled face. The woman had no inhibitions about showing off her curvy body in that short, light blue dress—look at those tits!

What was she doing behind a desk when she looked like she'd be more at home in front of a camera? Was that the standard she'd have to compete with? Any thoughts of passing the audition drifted away immediately like a straw on the wind. If Appleby's employees looked so hot and sexy, what would their models be like?

"Kirsten?" the woman asked, shooting her the brightest of smiles.

Wow, that was impressive. They knew who she was. "Yes."

"You're expected," she softly said. "Just take a seat and Tony will be with you shortly. He's on his way."

"Thanks... Marcia?" she said, smiling back. Maybe she could gather some information before the audition commenced? Who better than a receptionist to have an insight into the workings of a business?

"Yes, that's right," the girl acknowledged, crinkling her nose. "You're welcome."

"Tell me—" Kirsten began, but as the young woman's eyes flickered over her shoulder she realised there'd be no room for conversation.

Swinging around, her heart almost stopped. She was face to face with an ebony bodied Adonis. Wesley Snipes, eat your heart out...

"Hi Kirsten," the deep voice boomed. "I'm Tony."

Kirsten felt a soft shiver flutter through her body as she shook his hand. He was definitely fairly muscular beneath the jeans and casual white shirt. Just her type.

"Tony Daly," he continued. "We spoke on the phone. Come on through."

Her eyes covered his butt as she followed his rolling gate along the corridor. Even in the jeans, it was obvious his ass was hard and muscular. She idly wondered what reaction she'd get if she pinched it. Giggling under her breath, she decided against telling Matt that particular thought.

Like the reception area, the large room they entered was minimalist in appearance. Apart from the heavy desk that contained a telephone at one end and a computer beside it, the only other furniture consisted only of a couple of chairs and a glass cabinet that seemed to be filled with videotapes and cd's.

The room needed a woman's touch...

"Centre of operations," he smiled, pointing to a seat and then casually perching on the edge of the desk beside her. It creaked ominously as he eased his muscular frame down. "Drink?" he asked, twisting around and reached for two glasses without waiting for a reply. He handed the one with the pink liquid to her.

"Thanks," she smiled, accepting the drink and taking a sip. All going smoothly so far, she told herself.

"First," he said, resting one hand on his knee, "we don't stand on ceremony here. We're a typical agency, short on the niceties but we're the best in the world at promoting our models. We're looking to find someone with the potential to be a real supermodel. Another Gabrielle Dubois, Alicia Styles, Kelli Palmer..."

She felt her throat catch. Daly had just named three of the most sought after women in the modelling world. It would be a short audition before they threw her out, she told herself. As for all this nonsense that had gone through her mind about trying to make it as a model rather than continuing in the Met. A girl could dream, couldn't she? But the harsh reality was that she'd never be able to compete at this sort of level.

"You're not tied to an agency?"

"No, not at all," she told him. Wilson had briefed both her and Alice on their stories and she had it off by heart. "I've done quite a bit of small time modelling but nothing in your league."

"Just what we're looking for," he answered, his keen gaze not leaving her sparkling brown eyes. "We need new, fresh talent, and for the successful few we offer a very competitive contract. And our organisation offers all the support to keep you on the right track—contracts and so on."

"That sounds great," she answered, taking another sip. She tried to place the drink but couldn't. It tasted kind nice, though. If she played her cards right, maybe she could get an insight into the business from Daly before the audition was finished? She could feel the start of a lick of heat between her loins just from looking into those dark soulful eyes.

They beamed at her. "It's all standard stuff. Depending on how things progress, we can agree the details later. But let's not get ahead of ourselves, I like to start with a positive but its one step at a time. You'll know, of course, what today's all about? You'll have auditioned plenty of times. We're no different."

"Yes," she confidently lied to him. It couldn't be that difficult could it?

He rested his hands on the desk behind him and leaned back. "I have to say, Kirsten, the photo you sent with your application impressed us. And I can tell you that you match up to my expectations."

She smiled at him—he was smooth as well as cute. No doubt he was giving her the same spiel he gave everyone else at this stage, but it did her confidence no harm. "Thank you."

"So we're off to a good start," Daly grinned. "Next step is the audition itself. I'll take some photos of you in the studio. How you look infront of a camera will determine whether there's any point in taking this further."

"Okay..."

Reaching behind him, he flicked on his computer. "I see hundreds of models every month, Kirsten. They're all beautiful and all have great bodies. The camera will tell me if you're something special." He suddenly swung his gaze away from the screen and back to her. "Are you?"

The question took her by surprise and she took another sip of her drink, feeling it hit that spot between her thighs. "I... don't really—"

"Whoa," he laughed. "Modesty has its place, but not in this business. If someone asks you that sort of question, you tell them you're the most special thing that's ever walked this planet. Okay?"

Kirsten laughed. She'd expected the whole process to be much more formal but Daly's free and easy style made her feel comfortable. Maybe that was why she was suddenly starting to feel horny, she wondered, taking another drink? Well... that and his muscular black body! "Okay," she agreed, crossing her legs as if that would contain the heat she was feeling.

"Good. Now then, let's see if the bod matches your looks. If so, we'll bring you back tomorrow..."

"Tomorrow?"

"Sure," he told her, fiddling with his computer. "We'll take a few photos that can be used for a couple of magazines we work with. So that'll bring you a small fee. But more importantly, it will give us a clear view of whether we think we can work with you going forward. Then we're into serious talks. How does that sound?"

"Sounds wonderful," Kirsten replied. He spoke so positively that she wondered if she was in with a chance after all. Or was this an act he put on with all the women he auditioned? Maybe she was writing herself off too soon? Could it be that she might actually have a chance of changing career? Calm yourself, she chuckled inwardly. Play it cool and then quiz him for more information before she left. And she'd chat to Marcia in reception, too. She had a job to do.

"Do I get to meet Mr. Appleby?" she casually probed, flicking her fingers through her dark wavy hair as she finished her drink.

Daly laughed. "Mr. Appleby? No, I'm afraid he has far more interesting things to occupy his time than the day to day running of his business. You will meet Carmella, though."

"Carmella?"

"You must have heard of her. Everyone who takes an interest in fashion has heard of Carmella Santiago..."

"Carmella Santiago!" Kirsten gushed. "She was Miss World before she became a supermodel, wasn't she?"

"Miss Universe," Tony Daly said, winking at her. "That was well over fifteen years ago—amazing isn't it? Another ten years of success as a supermodel and since then she's worked for Mr. Appleby. She manages the Agency and that's another reason why we're the best in the business. This is the chance of a lifetime, Kirsten."

The brunette nodded—the whole world had heard of Carmella Santiago. It was inconceivable anything untoward could be happening here if such a world renowned former supermodel was in control of the business. Wasn't it?

"Okay, Kirsten," Daly continued. "Time for the shoot. You're feeling good?"

"Very," she smiled at him. Much better than she had been when she'd walked into the place. Then she'd felt the buzz that always accompanied undercover work. That buzz was still there, but it was accompanied by a feeling of excitement that was parading between her thighs. The sensation worked itself up a couple of notches at Daly's next words.

"The bikinis are in the dressing room," he said, jumping energetically to his feet.

Bikinis? Neither she nor Sandra Wilson had anticipated that one.

"Something wrong?" he suddenly asked, crossing his arms over his broad chest. "Hey, I've seen a thousand of beautiful women in bikinis. But listen, Kirsten, to get through to the next stage, you've got to impress me. Show me something different. Ready?"

Kirsten hoped the smile she shot him portrayed more confidence than she was actually feeling. Her body was in pretty good shape so what was she worried about? Besides, the thought of displaying her body was actually quite a turn on. All she'd have to do to get through the session was to imagine he was Wesley Snipes. "Sure," she smiled.

"Good girl." He nodded at the door. "Okay, let me show you the way to the dressing rooms. If you shower first and then choose either of the bikinis, we can get down to business..."

***

Carmella Santiago was renowned for being one of the sexiest of supermodels, rather than the outstanding businesswoman she was today. The lavish party Donald Appleby was throwing in a couple of days was to celebrate her fortieth birthday—as well as being a vehicle to enhance his business interests, of course. She'd shared those interests ever since she'd left the catwalks behind her to oversee the running of his modelling agency.

Even now, the Columbian woman still turned heads wherever she went, and she'd made it a policy to stay low key publicly so that very few people realised she was the driving force behind one of Appleby's most crucial of companies.

She'd proven even more successful in the business field as she had in the fashion industry and had soon turned it into a successful agency in its own right, too. That gave it an air of legitimacy although it wasn't the primary purpose, of course. It was a wonderful vehicle through which they could entice young women into his escort and prostitution operation, and use the best of their unsuspecting prey in their lucrative online porn operation.

The business magnate had always appreciated talent whenever he saw it and his unerring eye had settled on Carmella during his time as a judge on the Miss Universe competition all those years ago. Offstage, they'd clicked immediately. It wasn't only her age, beauty or body that had attracted him—her IQ exceeded the rest of the contestants combined.

The Columbian beauty had won the competition hands down and had thrown herself into her Miss Universe duties for the following twelve months with her usual drive. Fulfilling those obligations had also allowed her to seek out and build up contacts that would be of value to her—and Donald Appleby—in the future.

Her foresight had been rewarded with a trusted place at the heart of his operations. Who else knew him and his business interests inside out? Who else had proven themselves to be so trustworthy and faithful over such a long period? Who else watched his back at all times? And who else fucked him with such abandon whenever he crooked his little finger?

It had been so romantic the way he'd flown her by private jet to Monte Carlo the morning after her Miss Universe success. She'd anticipated staying in one of the principalities top hotels but it turned out he had his own private villa, complete with servants. And making love in one of the four-posters overlooking the Mediterranean Sea had been unbelievable.

It had been the first of many such visits to the French Riviera.

Pushing the door closed behind her, the striking beauty flicked on the various screens dotted around the console, wanting to catch up on anything new. Her business trip to the Bahamas in Appleby's private jet had been fruitful as well as enjoyable, but had left her out of touch with developments over the last few days. Tony Daly would brief her, of course, but right now he was busy with one of their first time auditions.

Flicking a switch, she honed in on yesterday's online broadcast. Daly had auditioned the blonde the day before she'd left for the Bahamas and it appeared she'd been a great hit with the regular followers of Tony's show.

As the screen flickered into life, Tony Daly's onscreen head flopped back on the floor as the blonde took him inside her mouth, working his monster of a dick with all the enthusiasm of a young cheerleader. Smiling to herself, she ruminated that life was so much easier with Appleby Blush to smooth away any concerns their victims might have.

The aphrodisiac not only instantly heightened a woman's sexual need to fever pitch proportions but it swept away any inhibitions, too. Even when the sex crazed women knew it was wrong, it was impossible for them to resist the itch that the drug had created. That meant they would invariably follow any sort of direction or suggestion.

Bitches on heat, she laughed to herself. That was the name of the online show that Tony Daly starred in and that they broadcast live several times a week. Bring in new women who wanted to be models, give them some Blush, and then fuck them for the rest of the afternoon while broadcasting it on pay-to-view internet had proven an irresistible formula.

Bitches on heat. Even the name for the show was her idea.

And of course, once they had videos of their models performing with Tony, they had all the blackmail material needed to ensure the women stayed with them, often moving onto escort duties when a client needed to be satisfied, or a contact needed to be trapped.

They'd got it down to a fine art...

Her eyes returned to the large flat screen on the opposite wall, drawn there by the almost hysterical moans of the onscreen blonde. The woman was now on her hands and knees and Tony Daly was taking her doggie style. Blush was like that. It aroused women beyond anything they'd ever experienced and the young blonde was willingly having her brains fucked out by the black photographer cum porn star.

Photographer—now there was a misnomer if ever she'd heard of one. She'd seen some of the stuff he shot and it was amateurish in the extreme. But that wasn't the point. The hidden video cameras scattered all around the studio and dressing rooms were what really mattered. The camera in Daly's hand was simply a means to an end.

Her head jerked back to the action. "Harder!" the onscreen blonde was grunting.

Daly was raised up on one knee now, and his shaved balls bouncing lewdly across her wet labial lips. His large black hands left the woman's white hips and reached underneath her bent body to grab the gravity defying tits that demanded attention. She screamed at him again as she worked her clit, her voice becoming little more than a high-pitched shriek.

Carmella's hand dropped to her expensive slacks and eased the zip down before snaking inside. She had to admit it—Tony Daly might not be much of a photographer but he was a very good fuck. His shows had reached cult status in the underground porn market and their foresight in using an assumed name—Solomon Sloane—in his shows ensured the connection between him and the modelling agency was closely protected.

Maybe she'd allow herself to experience that black cock one day, despite her resolve never to mix business with pleasure. Even before her climax had run its course, the out of control woman had Jermaine on his back now, slithering her body down on his so that she could ride him like a rodeo bull.

Carmella ran her finger tips across her smooth mound and down into her wetness as she took one final glance at those bouncing tits. She needed to check on today's girl. Flicking another switch, the onscreen picture changed to a brunette in the shower. Perfect timing! The hidden cameras would remain on her throughout the audition... the live feed would continue to broadcast to their growing audience... and the more hits they had, the more money that would instantly find its way by credit card to the Appleby account.

The formula was simple yet potent.

From the way the brunette's hand was working across her shaved mound, the Columbian woman knew that Daly had already fed her a dose of Blush. The woman really was a sexy thing, a rare combination of heady beauty and a fabulous body. Carmella's fingers probed further inside her slacks, pulling the side of her thong out of the way so she could reach her clit.

The trip to the Bahamas meant she hadn't had sex for a few days. She'd be addressing that tonight as soon as she saw Donald.

***

Her orgasm in the shower had settled Kirsten's nerves, although she couldn't quite understand why she was feeling so aroused. Masturbating like that, in the tiled shower—she'd never done such a thing in her life. Was it the thought of slipping into one of those skimpy bikinis and showing her body to Tony Daly?

The dressing room was empty other than for the long the rack and the two skimpy bikinis that hung from it seemed out of place. Naked, her body was reflected in the large mirror that covered the entirety of the far wall. Only the flashing red lights at either end of the room disturbed the blandness. They must be for security?

Kirsten's eyes ran across her reflection in the mirror. Even if she said it herself, her curvy body didn't have an inch of excess fat and she nodded in appreciation as her dark eyes covered the contours of her full breasts, flat stomach and wide hips. She raised her hands to the thrusting swells that sat so beautifully high breasts and her thumbs casually flicked across her dark nipples. Despite her recent climax, a shiver of arousal flooded her body.



God, what was wrong with her?

Turning back to the rack, she picked up both of the bikinis in turn. God—neither left much to the imagination.

"Okay, Wesley," she muttered, slipping into the one that seemed to offer most protection. Even so, the tiny aqua bottoms covered virtually nothing and had she not been clean shaven it would have presented a problem. When her full cleavage thrust over the flimsy top, she giggled. If Daly wasn't impressed, he wouldn't be human.

The door to the left took her out into the studio and she was caught by surprise as she found him waiting for her, camera in hand, was as if he'd known she was about to leave the dressing rooms. Her nipples hardened even further than they already were...

"Flaunt it," he instantly barked, clicking off shots from the moment she entered. "Walk across the room. Then back. Look sexy. Think sexy."

Kirsten already was. The heat inside her body helped her give everything she had, supported by mental images of that scene in the movie where Wesley Snipes takes his wife doggie style. It had been some time since Matt had fucked her that way—maybe it really was time to move on, after all. They'd have been together six months next week. Much longer and it would be a new relationship record.

"More," Daly shouted at her as she walked. He followed her, crouching at different angles, never more than a few feet away. "Sexier..."

She put her heart into it, no longer a cop on an undercover mission but instead a supermodel wannabee who needed to impress her photographer. After three circles of the room, she obeyed his final instruction and stopped in front of him, one leg in front of the other and hand on her hip. The way his eyes devoured her breasts sent huge surges of arousal through her body. Did he look at every model that way?

She shook her dark wavy hair, knowing that the full breasts that spilled out of the skimpy aqua top in every direction would bounce and sway. Another puddle of desire formed between her thighs. God, she'd have to give these bottoms back...

"Impressive, Kirsten," Daly said as he dropped the camera to his waist. "Now go try on the other bikini. And put the heels on, too."

She beamed at him as she nodded, wondering if she had time to masturbate again before she returned to the studio again. Knowing his eyes would be on her ass, she put an extra sway in her hips as she walked, heading back towards the door that led to dressing room.

His deep voice made her glance back. "And walk out with a little more attitude when you return. I need the sexiest you've got...."

***

"Hey, Alex," Kaminski said. "What's up?"

The Homicide cop grinned to himself as Goodwin nearly jumped out of his seat. He'd been so engrossed in something on his computer that he hadn't seen Brendan approach. Despite the barrel chested man's clumsy effort to close down the screen as soon as he heard the voice, Kaminski had seen all that he needed to know.

Donald Appleby's name.

How big a coincidence was that? All Brendan Kaminski had wanted was to check if Goodwin was attending a late night party for Smithy's sixtieth. Living so close to one another, he could save some cash by sharing a taxi or even taking Goodwin's car. Instead, he might have stumbled across something that Mr. Appleby would pay good money for. If Vice were looking at something to do with Appleby, he needed to know.

"Fuck, Brendan, don't do that."

"Don't do that? Don't do what?" Kaminski joked, casually perching on the edge of the desk.

"Scare the shit out of me," Goodwin grunted, reaching for the white paper cup and pulling a face when he realised the coffee was lukewarm. "Creeping up on me like that."

"I didn't creep up," Kaminski said, shooting Alex that shifty smile of his. He adjusted his position on the desk slightly. "You know what—it's because you're guilty."

"Guilty?"

"Sure. Whatever you're up to," he said, tapping the top of the computer monitor, "is unofficial. I can tell. Hell, Alex, you even have your monitor turned towards the wall. How much of a giveaway is that?"

Goodwin swallowed the last of the tasteless coffee, giving himself time to think. He'd known Kaminski for a while but the swarthy cop was known as a bit of a loner. What the fuck was he doing over this part of the building?

"Come on," Brendan said, leaning forward conspiratorially as he watched the grey haired cop try and think of an excuse. "Own up..."

"Own up? To what?"

"You tell me," he said, fishing for information. "You'd better be careful, though—Sandra Wilson will have your guts for garters if she finds out you're moonlighting."

"Don't be stupid," Goodwin snapped, stabbing a button and watching the monitor fade into darkness. "I'm not moonlighting. This is for Wilson..." He trailed off, as if he realised he'd said too much.

Kaminski nodded and stretched. Don't look too eager, he told himself. "God, I'm stiff Alex. Met a little Mexican gal at a club last night—man, she was hot..."

Goodwin smiled wryly and shook his head as if he was thinking about what he'd give to be Kaminski's age again.

"So," the swarthy cop laughed. "It's a secret mission for the boss, eh?" He thought quickly—this was a situation he could take advantage of if he played his cards right. That was definitely Appleby's details he'd seen onscreen. "That's okay, Alex, I don't mean to pry. But look, I have a case I'm working on. That's why I came over to see you. It's pretty much hush-hush but I know I can rely on you to keep things under your hat."

Goodwin nodded. The surprised look in his eyes told Kaminski that the barrel chested cop was taken aback that he was prepared to confide in him.

"There'll be hell to pay if anyone finds out that I've spoken to you or anyone else," he continued. "But I know I can trust you, Alex—you've always seemed to be a straight guy to me." He theatrically glanced around, and then leaned further across Goodwin's desk. "The name of the guy I'm investigating will shock you. Donald Appleby."

The look on Goodwin's face was a picture. Schmuck, Kaminski thought.

"Donald Appleby?"

"Yup," the Homicide cop murmured, hopping down from the desk and sidling around to Goodwin's side. It gave him time to think of a believable proposition. Planting his palms on the desktop, he leant forward. "We don't have anything on him, Alex. But his name's cropped up a couple of times..."

The sudden look in Goodwin's eyes told Kaminski that he'd stumbled on the answer. Vice had nothing on Appleby, only suspicions. But they were looking into him. Why?

"I know cross divisional cooperation is a thing of the past at our level," he went on, pressing home the point before Goodwin had time to think. The barrel chested cop was reliable enough but he'd never been the sharpest tool in the box. "But that's crap. I know I can trust you, Alex. What I was wondering was whether Vice had anything concrete on the guy?"

He carefully watched the expression on Goodwin's face. He was definitely interested but seemed reluctant to respond. Under orders to keep it quiet, no doubt. Still, Donald Appleby would still pay Kaminski for letting him know of Vice's interest and in the meantime he could continue to work on this schmuck.

"I mean, he's too big a name for me to fuck up," he continued, trying a different tack just in case. "I'm going to have quiet word with Narcotics next, Alex. I'm desperate to find someone with a similar interest in Appleby, someone I can work with. You know, pooling information for the greater good. If my boss finds out I'm dead, but you know what, Alex? If we can't trust one another, what's the point?"

Goodwin paused, his brow furrowing as he stared back at Kaminski. The swarthy cop could only guess at the thoughts going on in the big man's head but was astute enough to know he couldn't push things further. Not unless he threw in something else...

"I'm getting some inside information, Alex," he lied, his narrow eyes focused on every reaction from the Vice cop. "Can't say anymore, but if you are investigating, I can help you as much as you can help me. We can help one another."

Bingo. Goodwin's expression changed instantly. Was that a look of relief that passed over his craggy face?

"You've got someone on the side?"

Kaminski nodded. He could bluff that through easily enough. Besides, Appleby would give him misinformation to feed back. That was for sure.

"I'm worried about Alice," Goodwin grunted, glancing around the room to check that their conversation wasn't drawing attention. He thought for a few moments, his eyes darting nervously between Kaminski and Sandra Wilson's office across in the far corner. "Someone on the inside would be a big advantage."

"Alice?" Kaminski's face creased in puzzlement. He crossed his arms and pushed up on the side of the desk again. Sitting there with his slicked back hair and beaming smile, he made sure he fired out a sympathetic look. "What about Alice? She's involved?"

The look on Goodwin's face confirmed the answer. Kaminski nodded slowly. If he had this sort of luck when backing horses, he wouldn't still be in the force.

"Looks like I can help you, Alex," he said, dropping a hand onto Goodwin's arm. "Where your daughter's concerned, you can't be to careful. Tell you what, I've got half an hour. Why don't I get two fresh coffees and we'll bring each other up-to-date? That's as long as we keep this between the two of us. Not even Wilson can know we're helping each other and my boss will string me up if there's even a whisper..."

***

Tony Daly smiled to himself as he watched the image on his computer.

Standing in just the Brazilian-cut red thong, Kirsten had wet two of her fingers in her mouth and was running them around her dark nipples, teasing them to an even harder state of erectness. When she slipped those majestic breasts into the skimpy red top, the two enticing buds poked through the flimsy material like two organ stops.

He clicked the screen into darkness when she gave a final look at herself in the dressing room mirror and turned towards the door. She'd been hot enough the first time but his request for a little more attitude always made the model give that little bit more.

"I need the sexiest you've got...." was a line he always used at that stage. He liked to push their boundaries, see how far they would go in their desperation to get through to the next stage. Not that it was simply desperation—the Blush he fed them during their pre-audition discussion always ensured they were willing to give their all.

Occasionally he had to back off from fucking them there and then, so eager were some of the little hotties he discovered—but that would never do. That would happen at the next stage, when the cameras were running and they'd pre-advertised the session over the net. Over the years, Carmella had taught him the best way to maximise revenue...

Picking up from where he'd left off, he began to photograph her as soon as she entered the studio. This time she wasn't taken by surprise, in fact she acted as if he wasn't there. Sashaying past him with one hand on her hip, those hard asscheeks swung from side to side as her fabulous tits threatened to explode from their flimsy covering.

Fuck, this one was even hotter than he'd thought...

He watched her tits bounce as she paraded around the room, snapping off photographs from all angles, attempting to capture the moment. Maybe he'd even get some good shots he could keep? If she kept this up for another ten minutes, those losers watching on pay-per-view would be queuing up to pay to watch him fuck her tomorrow.

"More attitude," he encouraged as his cock hardened at the thought.

Without pausing, she swung around and crossed the room diagonally, one foot in front of the other as both adrenalin and confidence surged through her. Daly grinned. There was nothing sexier than a woman who knew she was hot, especially when she lost her inhibitions. Appleby Blush made his life so much more interesting.

Her glossy dark locks danced loosely around her tanned shoulders as she walked. The skimpy bikini top that only just covered her full breasts allowed them to sway seductively with each step. Hands on her hips, she stopped to provocatively stare at the camera, her her perfect nipples proudly pointing at him through the flimsy red material.

Daly's huge cock lengthened further and it was all he could do not to stroke himself as she began to walk towards him with that sexy sway of her hips. Her sparkling brown eyes were focused on him rather than the camera.

"Take the top off," he grunted, dropping the camera to his waist as her hands went to the back of her top. Without even a second's hesitation, she pulled loose the tie and whipped off the flimsy garment, dropping it behind her.

Daly's eyes instantly covered her naked breasts. He'd seen similar images so many times before and normally he only thought of how much money he would earn at this stage. This time it was different. Her tits bounced erotically with each step, but it was the way she arched her back to thrust them proudly in his direction that made his mouth dry.

With the aphrodisiac inside her, he knew only too well what her reaction would be if he unzipped himself and offered his cock to her here and now. Fuck, he was tempted...

Nodding his head approvingly, he reluctantly contented himself with the certainty that such a pleasure awaited tomorrow. Business came first at all times and the live pay for view feed would significantly increase both ratings and revenue. Even so, it had been a long time since he'd anticipated the thrill of fucking a woman as much as he was with this one...

***

Brendan Kaminski watched the smoke float away on the breeze as he took another drag from his cigarette. The tobacco made him feel better. He didn't often meet with Donald Appleby but when he did, it always gave him goose bumps. The businessman wasn't a man to be trifled with.

Despite the rarity of their face-to-face meetings, Appleby always arranged a different venue. And he always had that bodyguard with him. Man, that driver of his resembled a grizzly bear. Today's meeting place was a quiet bank overlooking the Thames. He wasn't sure how the businessman knew such solitary places, but as ever there wasn't a soul around. That made him shiver, too.

He'd nearly finished the cigarette when the Silver-Grey Mercedes pulled up. He flicked the butt into the Thames below him as the man himself alighted from the back of the car. Hell, even the confident way Appleby walked across to the iron railings beside him was impressive—full of power.

"Brendan..."

"Mr. Appleby."

"And how are things in the Met?"

"It's the same as usual, Mr. Appleby, full of shit."

The businessman's glance told the Detective to watch his language.

"Sorry," Kaminski murmured, feeling like he'd just been banished him to the corner of an imaginary room. He slinked there like a dog with its tail between its legs.

"I trust my monthly retainer is coming in useful?" Appleby asked, pulling his stylish black coat more tightly around him as he cast his eyes out over the water. The couple of small ships were some distance away, but anyone onboard with binoculars would have the two men in full view. He turned away and rested his back against the iron railings.

"Very," the cop replied, with a hint of deference. This was Appleby's way of reminding him he was an employee.

"You know..." the impressive man began, pulling out a cigar and taking his time in lighting it. "You really shouldn't squander so much of it the way you do."

Squander? How the fuck did Appleby know about his gambling habits. "I—"

"Horses," the businessman continued. "And greyhounds. Such a waste..."

"Mr. Appleby—"

The pony tailed man held up a hand while he sent a plume of smoke curling into the gentle breeze. "If you want to invest in something on all fours, I know of a good little whorehouse in Soho, Brendan. But then, that's your choice..."

"I don't always lose," Kaminski defensively said, keeping his voice low so that Appleby didn't think he was arguing.

"Oh, yes you do," the smiling man retorted, turning sideways to flick some ash over the edge of the railings. "But that's one of the things that keeps you in my employ, Brendan, isn't it?"

Kaminski ground his teeth. If ever he won big, then...

"Your call said you have something for me?" Appleby murmured, staring at the front of his cigar. He blew on it until the orange embers glowed brightly. "That's good, because I pay you very well for the little I get back in return..."

Kaminski knew it was true. Things had been quiet lately. But this was payback time and Appleby would love him for this. "There's a woman in the Met, Sandra Wilson."

"Wilson? Sounds familiar. Should I know her?"

"She's runs the Vice division..."

"Ah yes," Appleby nodded as the recollection returned. "She got the job by default when Webster was forced out. Yes, that's right... just after poor Dominic's murder. You know, Brendan... you can't be too careful nowadays."

Kaminski shrugged. That was a long time ago now and things had moved on. "She's started to investigate you," he said, returning to the point. That's what would earn him money.

If Appleby was surprised he didn't show it, other than the pause while he allowed the news to sink in. He rolled the smouldering Havana between his fingers and then puffed hard, savouring the taste of the smoke on his tongue before allowing it to ease from his lips. "Investigate what exactly?"

"That's the thing, Mr. Appleby. She has no real idea. All she's done is see a pattern emerging with your business linked to various Vice cases. It's made her curious."

Appleby sucked his lips as he nodded. "And we all know that curiosity killed the cat. How many people are working on the investigation?"

Kaminski pulled a sly face. "Four of them, but it's completely unofficial, Mr. Appleby. There'll be hell to pay if her boss finds out. I suggest that you lean on someone and—"

"Leave the thinking to me, Brendan," the businessman dismissively murmured. "How do you know all this if it's unofficial?

"I caught a cop I know in Vice checking you out, Mr. Appleby—Alex Goodwin. It took me a while but I convinced him that Homicide had an interest, too and that we should work together." He curled his face into a disdainful grin. "The schmuck agreed to exchange information."

"Very perceptive of you, Brendan," Appleby dryly said, staring across the Thames. "What form is this so called investigation taking?"

"Two female cops have managed to get themselves an audition with your modelling company. They think they can get under your skin. Find things."

"An interesting approach," the businessman commented thoughtfully, turning to look directly at the Detective for the first time in their conversation. "Auditions..."

"One of those was today, Mr. Appleby," Kaminski gushed. "That's why I tried to get through to you earlier. She's called Kirsten Tobin though I think she's gone under the name of Watson for the audition. And get this—the other," he paused while he sniggered, "Is Alex Goodwin's daughter—a cute little blonde without any real experience. He's shitting himself that she might get in over her head."

"Then we'll have to make sure we look after her, won't we Brendan?" Appleby mused, rolling the cigar between his fingers. He glanced out over the Thames again. From the look of the heavy skies, a storm was brewing. "We'll have to make sure they're both looked after. Tell me, Brendan—is there any chance of getting to Goodwin?"

Kaminski snorted. "Nah, the guy can't be bought. He's—"

"In that case we'll have to think of something else," Appleby interrupted. "I take it you're staying close to this?"





"Yeah, I agreed to meet with Goodwin every day and share information. I might need something to give him, Mr. Appleby, just to maintain my cover. I said I knew someone on the inside."

The businessman nodded thoughtfully and flicked the cigar from his fingers. They both watched as it curled in the air and then somersaulted over the top of the railings and down into the murky waters below. "Even better. That way we can keep them moving in the wrong direction. I'm impressed, Brendan."

"Thank you, Mr. Appleby," Kaminski said smugly. Giving Appleby something useful would ensure that his retainer would continue for a long time yet.

"That's a cool wind, Brendan," the business magnate murmured as he began to fasten his coat. It was clear the meeting was over. "I need to think this through and will get back to you. But Brendan..."

"Yes, Mr. Appleby?"

"You've done a good job so far. Keep that up and there'll be a bonus in this for you..."

***

Sandra Wilson's phone call arrived as soon as Kirsten was seated in the taxi and on her way home. Her body was still tingling from the audition and the interaction with Tony Daly. Had she really flaunted herself like that? Had she really so uninhibitedly shown him her tits? Was that the way all models felt infront of the camera? Did they have an overwhelming urge to fuck their photographer the way she did?

The Wesley Snipes fantasy she'd always had played a part, of course. There was no doubt that Daly was just as well built as the movie star and would fit into any of the masturbatory fantasies she had of being with a black man. Maybe that was why the modelling test had quickly changed in her psyche to an opportunity to show off her body to him?

God, what was wrong with her? She'd never flirted like that since the days she was single, and even then she hadn't so blatantly displayed that wanton side that she kept hidden. Her only excuse was that she needed to do it for the mission, to convince Daly she was worth bringing back for the next stage. It had worked. He'd immediately told her she'd successfully passed the audition and arranged for her to return in a couple of days.

But it was more than that. A part of her had let go in there. And Daly had reacted, too. She could see it in his eyes and in the ever present bulge in his trousers. God, if she had been single she would have... never mind, she wasn't...

"Hi Sandra," she said, sliding closed the glass window that separated her from the taxi driver and settling back in her seat. She lowered her voice to ensure she couldn't be overheard. "Good timing."

"How did it go?"

"Very well," Kirsten responded, running her hand down her shin and brushing away some imaginary piece of fluff.

She heard Wilson's voice brighten instantly. "That's great. Don't keep me waiting..."

"It's not going to be easy to pick anything up from just the audition," she explained, pushing her body back into the seat again. "There's a receptionist who might be worth another chat to. I tried to get some background from her before I left but she was preoccupied with something Daly needed. Maybe Alice might have more luck."

"Who else did you see?"

Kirsten felt her heart quicken. How silly was that? "Someone called Tony Daly. He's their photographer and the guy who called both Alice and I to set up the audition."

"What did you get?"

"Not much but..." Kirsten felt her voice rise a little. She was proud of making it through to the next stage and why not? Amateur models with far more experience than her wouldn't have made it that far. "But I was successful, Sandra. He wants me back there in a couple of days."

"Good girl, now that is impressive!"

Kirsten grinned to herself as she heard Wilson's chuckle. The warmth in her boss's voice made her feel good. Heck, it was an achievement to be invited back...

"That will give you a chance to dig deeper."

Kirsten paused—damn, for a moment she'd lost sight of the main prize. This wasn't to do with her making a success of a modelling audition or flaunting her married body at a muscular black man. It was all about the case and finding as much information as they could on whether there was anything shady about Donald Appleby's business operations. The arousal running through her body was making her lose sight of that.

And Matt was away overnight, which meant she wouldn't be able to satisfy herself in his arms. God, she felt like she could fuck all night—her vibe was in for a busy time. If she could rid herself of some of this sexual energy, maybe she'd feel calmer at tomorrow's shoot. She wondered what that would look like. Daly still hadn't explained...

"Exactly," she replied, staring blankly out of the window as she collected her thoughts. "If I get the chance to meet a few people there, maybe a couple of other models, I'll be able to get a feel for the place and what goes on."

"Good progress, Kirsten," Wilson told her. It made the brunette smile—any praise from Sandra Wilson made her smile. Her boss was fair but didn't hand out compliments easily.

The most obvious thing of all hit her. How could she have forgotten that? "Oh yes, there's one other thing."

"Yes?"

"Carmella Santiago runs the agency."

"Carmella Santiago? The Carmella S—"

"The very same," Kirsten laughed and ran a hand through her dark, wavy hair, fluffing it up. "Though I can't imagine her being mixed up in anything untoward..."

She heard Wilson's sigh even as the words left her mouth. "How long have you been a cop?"

Damn, that was a stupid thing to say. The headiness of the last couple of hours seemed to be colouring her judgement. Too long, might have been a good answer, though not a smart one. Sandra Wilson already knew she was becoming disillusioned with the Met, even though they rarely talked about it.

"Well, the good news," she began, trying to cover her discomfort, "Is that if I get through tomorrow's stage I get a chance to meet her. That should make it easier to suss out what's going on."

"Good. I've been called to see Turner tomorrow, so our eight o'clock update won't last long. I take it you'll be able to make tomorrow's

"Yes, no problem. I'm not due at the Agency 'til ten." She hesitated. "By the way Sandra..."

"Yes?"

"I thought it made sense to get a taxi to the studio and back. But the fare is more than I anticipated. I was wondering—"

"Just this once," Wilson cut in, a hint of amusement in her voice. "That's because you got another crack at the place. But next time, drive there. Okay?"

***

Carmella Santiago looked up into Donald Appleby's eyes as he thrust down into her sinewy body. "Oh yes, Donald, I so missed this while I was away."

"Me too," he grunted as her heels forced him deeper.

"Really?" she murmured. "How's Angela?"

He smiled down at her. They both knew he fucked who he liked and when he liked, but his dalliance with his secretary was becoming a running joke between them. "Not in the same league as you, darling," he answered, his eyes sparkling into hers.

"Good answer."

"Though she is a sexy little bitch..."

She let out a squeal of mock annoyance and playfully pulled his pony tail. "Does she do this?"

He grunted as she clenched her vaginal muscles around him. If she kept that up he wasn't going to last much longer.

"I thought not," she murmured, her ocean blue eyes fixed on his. "Tell me more about Joseph Nmobu. You have a meeting set up?"

"With him and his brother," he gasped, painfully dragging his ear away from her teeth. She really was a wild, sexy bitch when she was in this mood. For a moment his pace slowed while he thought about the negotiations. The discussions with the African were crucial to both of their futures. After a series of delicate discussions, the Prime Minister had offered to mass produce quantities of Appleby Blush in his country. The cheap labour, facilities and the wherewithal to keep the production completely secret were all essential ingredients.

"He doesn't know what Blush does?"

"He has no idea," Appleby answered, easing up onto his knees. The new position allowed him a breather while still sliding softly into her velvety softness. "Though he's trying very hard to find out," he panted. "But as long as I can come up with the right price, I'm sure he'll go for it."

"The right price?" she responded, stroking her fingernails down his spine.

"Oh fuck, that's good," he whimpered as the nails dug in. "He wants a million a year for him and his brother."

Carmella broke out into laughter and reached up to grip his hard butt. Even at fifty her lover was in great physical shape. "Is that all? Donald, you are a genius as well as such a good fuck."

"A good fuck?"

"Oh, very," the Columbian beauty smiled at him, squeezing his manhood with her vaginal muscles again.

"You too, my dear..." he grunted, feeling his cock react. He began to pant a little harder. "But let's not count our chickens quite yet," he murmured. "Then we have this temporary problem to take care of."

"Yes," she murmured, pulling his head down to meet hers again. The kiss was longer, harder, telling him she was almost ready to continue their sexual journey. A few beads of sweat formed on his brow and he burrowed his face against her shoulder, wiping them on her skin. When he raised his head again, she lightly blew across his perspiring forehead. "I already have some thoughts on that."

"You have?"

"Mmm," she softly murmured, deciding on a whim to change positions. Twisting from underneath him, she pushed back the loose strand of blonde-brown-copper hair from across her left eye. "Here, let me on top, darling. You need to rest..."

He grunted at the joke but allowed Carmella to slither across his body and easily mount him. The dangling, diamond stars from her belly piercing caught the light as she settled over him and as she sank down and sheathed him, she sexily raised both hands above her head. He gasped out loud.

"Good..." she said, though it was unclear if it was a question or a statement. She undulated slowly, eliciting an upward whimper as she slowly gyrated on him. He groaned again, reaching up to fondle her swaying breasts. Their delicious fullness always excited him.

"You're thoughts on the cops?" he reminded her.

"Well, I'd say this Wilson woman requires a more imaginative solution, whereas the two undercover cops need more immediate attention. Want to hear more?"

"Yes..." he grunted, but her increase in pace stopped him. Leaning backwards, arms resting on his shins, she did an impression of a jackhammer. Her grunts with each short, fast down thrust mingled with his. He reached for her hips in an attempt to steady her movements otherwise he was going to blow...

"I'll tell you later," she whispered, slowing down briefly and allowing the air to return to her lungs. "Right now we need to finish what we're doing."

Leaning forward this time, her warm breasts pressed into his sweaty chest as she jerked her hips down hard. Once, twice, three times. Appleby tried to speak, but when she repeated her jackhammer impression he succumbed to the inevitable.


Appleby Blush Ch. 03

Chapter 3: Alice is initiated

Sandra Wilson glanced at Kirsten first and then Alex. "Where's Alice with the coffees?"

Goodwin craned his neck to peer out of the open door. "There's a queue at the machine. And the stuff is hardly drinkable. Can't we get another machine?"

"I'm campaigning for it," Wilson said dryly. "I'm due to see Colin Turner at half eight and he wants to brief me on how to complete 'his' quarterly report. To present him in the best light of course. Then he'll change a couple of commas and semi colons and pass it off as his work. Maybe that'll be a good time to mention it?"

Goodwin exchanged glances with Kirsten but wisely didn't respond.

"No?" Wilson asked. "Well maybe when I've got the report completed, assuming you can put up with the slosh they serve here until then?"

This time she stared at the two cops sitting in her office, as if wanting to provoke them into an answer. Geez, she sounded more and more like Donny Webster each day—although her ex boss wasn't quite so subtle. She knew what the problem was: she'd been in the office since six again and was beginning to feel the pressure.

The early mornings wouldn't bother her had they been fruitful, but instead the long hours she was working were necessary to keep her head above water with Turner's inane demands and had nothing to do with putting criminals behind bars.

Plus the fact that last night's pointless function had gone on far too long and tonight she was attending a ridiculously long seminar arranged on the back of the Government's new initiative to crack down on Vice in its Capital city. It was all rapidly becoming a joke.

Maybe that was why she was taking such an interest in Donald Appleby? It was a chance to get involved again, do what she was good at?

It wasn't just the job, of course. With her workload it wasn't possible to form any sort of lasting relationship and the need to fend off the not too subtle come-ons from smarmy politicians and fellow senior colleagues in the Met had become all too regular. Occasionally she thought that she should just give in and go with the flow—there were limits to the satisfaction that could be gained from her vibrator—but a series of meaningless affairs with married colleagues or connections was the last thing she needed.

She stood and stretched, catching her reflection in the small window that looked out into the alley. For a brief second, she caught Alex Goodwin's reflection and if she wasn't mistaken, his eyes were on her ass. If it weren't for the fact he'd want something more from their relationship, she'd even consider hooking up with him again just for the sex.

She glanced at him again as Alice returned with the coffees. No, getting it on again with Alex would be far more trouble than it was worth...

"Okay," she began, even as Alice passed around the coffees. "I have twenty minutes before I have to visit his Lord and Master. Let's make them meaningful. Alex—what do you have to report from yesterday?"

For a moment, she saw a flicker in his eyes as if he had something to disclose. But then the flash was gone again as quickly as it had appeared. "Nothing positive," he grunted. "I've been through all of the files again and there's nothing you've missed. Lots of mentions of Appleby Modelling but nothing individually that could lead to anything untoward."

Wilson felt the disappointment inside. "You think this is a wild goose chase?"

"No, I'm not saying that," he instantly responded, thinking of his conversation with Kaminski. There wasn't smoke without fire and with both Vice and Homicide interested, they were sure to find something eventually. He wanted to be the one that helped Wilson make the breakthrough.

"Then what?" She could tell from his expression that maybe she was riding him too hard, but hell, she wanted some good news if only to help her get through the meeting with Turner.

"Like you, Sandra, I'm not a great believer in coincidences," he slowly said, holding it in. "There's something there, I can smell it."

"My dad's sense of smell is powerful," Alice told them, trying to lighten the mood. That endearing smile touched the corners of her lips as she sent a grin around the room. She'd only been gone from the room for a few minutes to get the coffees and she'd returned to tension that you could cut with a knife.

Wilson nodded as she glanced at the young blonde. Alice had the same cute dimples as her father although that was about the only similarity she could think of. He was gruff and she was demure. He was slightly slow witted and she was bright. But on the other hand... both had hearts of gold.

"Okay," she murmured, turning to Kirsten. "Tell us how your audition went, Kirsten. Especially what Alice needs to know for her session today."

"I've briefed her already on what to expect," the brunette began. It was better to keep the details vague with Goodwin there, especially as Alice had insisted she make no mention of the bikini test in front of her father. "I passed the audition—"

"You passed the audition?" Goodwin interrupted. "How'd you do that?"

Kirsten batted her eyelashes at him but gave the finger as she turned towards him. "I thought of your best quality, Alex, and so I charmed them into submission."

"Touché," Alice laughed, grinning at her father as he sent a growl in her direction.

"While I didn't get anything specific yesterday," Kirsten continued, shuffling on the chair. "It's set things up going forward. The agency is run by Carmella Santiago and I'll get to meet her if I get through the second part of the audition."

"Carmella Santiago?"

Kirsten paused to look at Goodwin. "She was a supermodel years ago, Alex. When you were in your sixties..."

Wilson ignored the quip and glanced at her watch. Usually she loved the interplay but right now she only had another five minutes. "Go on..."

"If I can get really close to them, I'll have the opportunity to dig deeper. And there's a bubbly redhead at reception—Marcia—who'll be worth talking to. I've told Alice to look out for her, too."

"Okay, keep probing but be careful. I don't want them getting wind of anything," Wilson said, standing up and gathering her papers. "Alice, is there anything you want to cover before your audition?"

"Not a thing," the young blonde chimed. "I'm looking forward to it. And if all else fails, I inherited dad's sense of smell."

"Funny," Goodwin grunted.

***

"She's a cop?" Tony Daly repeated for the third time as he paced across his office floor. "That's unbelievable."

"It's true," Carmella breathed in that sexy Columbian accent. She looked stunning, sitting back comfortably in the chair, one hand brushing through her silken hair. Her short pleated skirt displayed her olive skinned legs to perfection, and the Kirsten Stiles tailored purple blouse that clung to her breasts left very little to the imagination.

"I can't believe she fooled me," Daly said, taking a deep breath to shake off his nerves. "I should have known, should have suspected something..."

"How could you?" she calmly responded. "Anyone would have been fooled in the same circumstances. That's why Donald invests in so many connections, so that we don't have too many surprises."

"What do you think the cops know?"

"Tony," the beautiful woman purred, pushing her sunglasses onto the top of her wavy hair. Her ocean blue eyes glimmered sexily at him in the cool, white light of the office. "Have a seat and stop fretting."

She waited until he crossed the room and plonked his muscular frame in his chair. It wasn't like him to react as nervously as this. There was frustration as well as anger.

"Okay, listen to me," she said, her unwavering brown eyes staring at him. "They're doing is slipping two undercover women in as models—"

"Two?"

"I'll come to that," she said patiently. "They know nothing at all. Not a thing. That's why they're trying to position the women inside the agency. In the hope of finding something."

"So we throw them out? Tell them they've failed the audition?"

"Not at all, Tony." Despite her sweet smile, Carmella's business head had been working overtime since her conversation with Donald last night. She had a clear plan of action. Who was it that said 'keep your friends close and your enemies closer? "What would that achieve—they'd only look at other ways to infiltrate us."

"But—"

"No buts, Tony. The plan is simple—we draw them in and feed them false information. That way we control what happens and we control them."

Daly's face changed as the simplicity of what Carmella was saying.

"Sounds good," he murmured.

"And we slowly bring them into the fold..."

He looked up at her quickly, a confused look on his face. "We do?"

"Of course," she huskily murmured, fluffing up her hair. It hung long and wavy over her shoulders. The colour tended to change dependant on her mood and today it looked sensational highlighted in hues ranging from light blondes to copper. "We just have to be a bit smarter as the chances are they'll compare notes."

"Smarter? How?"

"The other cop is called Alice and she's in reception now. Don't worry, I've asked Marcia to look after her for the moment so we have plenty of time. I want you to go through a normal audition, and be very careful. But if there's an opportunity to safely get usable information on video then I want it taken. Understand, Tony?"

Daly ran a black hand over his shaved head. "Okay..."

"Good. After the audition you tell her we want her back again but then leave it to Marcia and I from there. It's important we tackle the two of them in different ways."

He nodded again. "And the other one—Kirsten?"

His eagerness struck a chord with the Columbian woman. "So that's it, Tony," she said with a chuckle. "I do believe you're actually looking forward to servicing the brunette."

Daly's grin confirmed the accuracy of her observation.

"How silly of me," she laughed, holding up the papers in her hand. "Well, well... that explains a few things. These are the stats from yesterday. The viewing figures and ratings are the highest yet. And the advanced bookings for your forthcoming show with have exceeded all records. If she can turn my main stud on like that, it explains why we're getting such a huge reaction from our viewers."

"She's hot," he said, a sly look appearing on his face. "And the fact she's a cop adds a bit more spice..."

"Indeed," Carmella smiled, feeling her body react to the way he was talking. Watching her black stud fuck their new women each week was always a sexy sight, but seeing him with someone who genuinely turned him on should be something else. "But slowly does it. The last thing we want is for things to backfire and bring down the London Met on us."

"Slowly? What do you mean?"

She couldn't help but smile at his tone and the look that settled on his face—like a child who was being denied sweets. "Use the next session, Tony, to get her worked up again. No more than that. I want to make sure we have her gagging for it so that she practically begs you fuck her. Only once I'm sure she's ripe for plucking can we let loose the Daly beast..."

"But—"

"Patience, Tony," she murmured. "Some things are even better when you wait, don't you think? For example, I've always wondered about that black cock of yours."

His eyes narrowed. "Wondered? Wondered what?"

Carmella smiled at his slowness. Despite her long session with Donald last night, she was definitely feeling it. "Is it really a beast?"

His disdainful face stared into hers, as if she'd just insulted him. "Yeah, of course."

The Columbian woman grinned at his cockiness. "Are you hard right now, Tony?"

He nodded slowly as realisation dawned on his face.

"Come here and show me."

The way he jumped to his feet made her smile. It was amazing after all this time working together that she hadn't sampled the goods. That hadn't been her intention when she'd walked into his office but now it seemed an irresistible idea. When he made his way around the desk and stood in front of her, his hands went to his belt.

"That's it, Tony," she breathed. Her Columbian accent always thickened when she was aroused. "Show me."

Pulling the belt free, he yanked down his zipper and pulled open his jeans. With a triumphant grin, he dragged out his member and fisted it infront of her.

"Here, let me do that," she throatily told him, taking his impressive black flesh in her palm. He was so big she couldn't wrap her fingers around the thick girth. He was everything she expected and her searching brown eyes looked upwards to meet his. "Oh yes, Tony. It's every bit as big as it looks on screen."

Daly grunted as she slowly began to jerk him.

"Tell me, Tony," Carmella asked, licking around his large crown. "Have you ever dreamed of this?"

Before he could answer, she spat on his shaft and then linked a second hand to the first around the base. When her wet mouth descended, she took it slowly at first, savouring the sensation. She's waited a while to act out her fantasy and now the moment was here she wasn't going to be rushed.

"Good?" she murmured, coming off him long enough to spit again down one side of his length and then the other. The way he grunted in appreciation added to her excitement. She worked the saliva into his veiny flesh with both hands, corkscrewing them around his black shaft while her piercing gaze studied every expression on his face.

"Yeah," he grunted, dropping a hand onto her hair. He wrapped a few stands around his fingers. "Oh yeah..."

"Looks like you're about to blow..." she teased, sexily lowering her head again and taking the stiff member as deep inside her mouth as she could. Onscreen he could last for ages but she hadn't yet met a man who could resist her technique.

She sucked harder, her hair bouncing on her shoulders with each bob of her head. The way he raised his butt from the chair to shove himself deeper into her throat made her growl. Her intention had been to see if she could take him to the edge and then pull away just before he exploded. But now all she wanted his hot cum.

She yanked her head from him and looked up into his eyes. "Nearly there, Tony? Come on, baby... you've always wanted your Columbian mistress to give you head, haven't you? Want to cum in my mouth, Tony? Come on, give me what I want."

"Oh fuck," he moaned as her mouth covered him again. A combination of her words and sucking mouth was doing the trick. "Oh fuck... oh fuck..."

She sucked him hard for a good minute before slurping off his shaft again. "Come on, Tony. Or is it Solomon?" His porn name. He throbbed in her hand. "Come on baby," she encouraged, jerking him in both hands. "Give me it..."

His breath caught. Her lips covered him and her hands jerked him once, twice more. It was enough for him to burst like champagne from an uncorked bottle, sending the first blast of cum down her talented throat. Then he was pushing his hips forward, firing round after round inside the sexiest mouth he'd ever encountered.

Carmella almost choked, such was the creamy tide and the wanton way she'd instinctively taken what was hers. She accepted it all, swallowing his cum like the expert she was. Her hands continued jerking his cock to make sure she had it all. Satisfied, she wiped her mouth as she sat back.

Next time, she'd have to let him fuck her...

***

Alice was determined that nothing would prevent her from succeeding in her first undercover job and so when the red haired girl at reception apologised for the delay and offered her a drink, she jumped at the opportunity to engage her in conversation. This was Marcia, no doubt, and the chance to find out some background to the agency was perfect.

Kirsten hadn't oversold the woman's attractiveness. The curvy beauty looked stunning in that chocolate coloured top and the way her breasts bounced as she slid from behind the reception desk confirmed she was braless. Her glossy red lips added to her overall charm and her face reminded Alice of a Kayden Kross, Destiny Davis or Heather Kozar.

So did those magnificent breasts.

She might not be into the feminine sex, but Alice could appreciate a sexy woman when she saw one and she had to admit the redhead was something out of the ordinary. Quite why she was sitting behind a desk rather than in front of a camera left her dumfounded.

Her eyes fell to the rounded globes of Marcia's buttocks as they swung them from side to side as the redhead walked along the corridor. Alice tried to imitate the sexy sway so that when it was time for her audition she'd be able to replicate the movement. Kirsten had been asked back again and it was important that she was, too. Maybe then she'd be given some respect rather than being considered the inexperienced kid on the block?

Marcia kept glancing over her shoulder, making idle conversation as she led the way to a small coffee area. She took a glass of pink looking liquid from the small fridge and handed it to Alice. "My fruit energy supplement," she explained, nodding towards the small black sofa. "All the models here drink it. See what you think."

Alice took a seat and then sipped at the drink, trying but failing to place the distinctive taste. "It's good."

Marcia laughed, nodding at the glass. "Drink up. It'll help calm you for the audition, too. Even Carmella takes it."

"Carmella?"

"The boss," Marcia explained, folding her tanned arms beneath her large breasts as she leant back against the wall. They spilt even more over the vee of the chocolate coloured top. "So, you want to be a model?"

"Doesn't everyone?" Alice asked, returning the redhead's warm smile. "It's always been a dream of mine."

"Yeah. Mine too."

"But you're perfect, Marcia. How come you're at reception..." She paused for a moment, realising what she was in danger of appearing condescending. "Sorry, I mean, I'm sure it's a great job. I just meant that..."

The redhead laughed happily at her discomfort. "Oh, I do modelling, too, Alice—topless mainly. Here, what do you think?"

Before the blonde could react, her hands went for the bottom of her tee shirt and yanked it over her breasts. The large swells bounced before settling and Alice tried to contain her gasp. Marcia's tits were pretty much perfect—full, round and high, with the sixpenny sized light pink nipples melding naturally with her freckled, tanned skin.

"Hey, don't look so shocked," Marcia giggled. "You need to get used to some female nudity if you want to make it as a model." Stepping forward, she took one of Alice's hands and pulled it to her right breast. "Don't be shy," she laughed, those green eyes boring hypnotically into the young cop. "You can't tell the difference, can you?"

"Difference?" Alice stuttered, feeling the wonderfully soft flesh in her hand. Those nipples were so hard. For an absurd second, she was unable to stop herself from gently squeezing the flesh before shyly removing her hand.

"You were supposed to check it out, not fondle it," Marcia grinned, dragging the tee shirt down again. "But you have a nice touch. You wouldn't think they weren't real, would you?"

"Not real?"

"Nah. I had them done a couple of years ago." She stood with her hands on her hips. "Okay, you're turn."

The suggestion made Alice blush. "My turn?"

"Yeah, sure, we're all girls together. Like I said, Alice, this is a modelling agency and we're always dressing and undressing beside one another. Come on, I want to see yours, too."

She waited until the blonde had drained the rest of her drink and then took the glass and placed it on the side of the black sofa. Pulling Alice to her feet, the redhead's hands went immediately to Alice's blouse, making sure to stand just inside the girl's comfort zone. She grinned mischievously as she flicked open the buttons as casually as if she were peeling an orange.



Alice let her, her arms dangling down her sides. What else could she do? She could feel the heat between her thighs as Marcia pulled open the cream blouse.

When the redhead whistled, she felt her blush turn a deeper shade of red.

"Geez, they're fabulous," Marcia murmured, cupping a breast in both hands. Her thumbs stroked across each nipple as if it was the most natural thing in the world. "They'll look great on camera, honey. Sometimes I think mine are too big but yours are perfect."

"Th... thanks."

When Marcia's thumbs circled her nipples again Alice felt a shiver all the way down to her sex. This wasn't natural, even in a modelling agency, was it? Then just as suddenly the hands had pulled away and the redhead was buttoning up the blouse. "Tell me, are you into women?"

"Into women?" Marcia had said it so naturally...

"Yeah. My last girlfriend had tits like those." The receptionist giggled again. "I couldn't keep my hands off them."

Alice sat back on the sofa, trying to take in what was happening. This girl was like a whirlwind; she hardly had time to catch her breath, let alone think. She'd never been sexually attracted to women, of course, but there was no denying the sexual impulses dancing around her body right now. And her throat was so dry.

"Do you think I could have another drink?" she croaked.

"Water this time," Marcia told her, swinging around to open the small fridge door. Pouring Alice a drink from one of the large bottles, she handed her the glass. "Well?"

"Well what?"

The redhead laughed. "Are you into women, silly?"

Alice took a moment to compose herself. She'd never quite met anyone as vibrantly forward as the redhead and it was impossible to tell if she was coming on to her or whether this was normal girly chat in the modelling world. She decided to firmly set out her stall. "No, I'm not into women, Marcia. Men have always been my thing."

"Too bad," the redhead laughed, leaning back against the refrigerator. Her nipples were piercing the thin material of her chocolate coloured top. "We'll talk again after you get some experience in the modelling world." She winked. "So, how important is it for you to get through the audition?"

Alice paused, taking a long sip of the water. It didn't help quell the heat she was feeling between her thighs but it eased the dryness in her throat. "It's... it's something I really want to do," she gabbled, looking up into those sparkling green eyes.

"You've come to the right place, we're the best around," Marcia smiled. "You want to know anything, just ask me. And by the way," she added, her smile widening, "do you want a tip on how to pass the audition?"

The cop's ears pricked up. "You bet," she replied, crossing and uncrossing her legs. Damn, she was feeling horny again. Maybe she'd have to pick up someone again tonight?

"Act sexy. Be sexy. Tony loves that. That's Tony Daly—he's the photographer. If you have any inhibitions, honey, get rid of them—for the audition at least. Imagine you're the hottest diva on the planet and act accordingly." She winked, taking Alice's empty glass and topping it up again from the bottle. "Think you can do that?"

Alice nodded. The unaccountable surge of sexual adrenalin running through her body shouldn't make that too difficult. "If that's what it takes..."

"Believe me, it is. Sex is always in the air in a studio. The trick is not to be fazed by it, Alice. Like all the top models, use it to your advantage. Outside of the studio you can be yourself. Inside, you should become that sexiest vamp that always lurks at the back of every woman's mind. And don't be afraid to let go. Always remember, what happens in the studio remains in the studio. You're safe there."

***

Donald Appleby could feel the frustration inside as he found his journey slowed by even more road works. Travelling by car was unusual for him nowadays, but the six monthly overhaul to his private jet had been brought forward due to some hydraulic problems.

If the work wasn't completed in time for his return from Edinburgh tomorrow there'd be hell to pay. How the hell did the roads ever get into this state? There was only one consolation and that was the woman sitting next to him. Angela had been dozing for the last twenty minutes and when she awoke he'd be giving her the first of the tasks he'd set for her while they were away. His cock flexed at the thought of her mouth on it...

He'd keep her out of the way during his business discussions, of course. But given his libido, her eagerness to please him during their leisure time made her presence essential.

He used the delay to prioritise his thoughts. First, there was the most lavish of celebratory functions which would shortly be held at his mansion. It would be the biggest and grandest party he'd ever held—a fitting tribute for Carmella's fortieth birthday. All of their friends had been invited of course, along with their key business connections and a good number of the new potential contacts he and the Columbian beauty were cultivating.

Chief among those connections was Joseph Nmobu and his brother Emmanuel. The Prime Minister of the African country was close to signing a contract for the mass production of Appleby Blush and Appleby' would make billions from the arrangement. Armed with copious quantities of Blush, he could entice and trap politicians all over the world into granting lucrative deals to extend his business activities in their countries.

The ironic aspect was that the Nmobu brothers were only negotiating for a one million a year fee—cash that would be paid directly to the two men's Switzerland account rather than to the impoverished African country. Appleby had quickly sussed out in their preliminary negotiations that Emmanuel Nmobu was the power behind the throne and their meeting tomorrow would be a positive step forward to sealing the deal.

Holding the meeting inside the Scottish Parliament was a brilliant idea. Who would suspect anything untoward being carried out in the full glare of the legislative offices? It would be seen as a simple coincidence that Emmanuel Nmobu and Donald Appleby were at the Holyrood location at the same time and Sir Douglas McPherson would ensure they had half an hour together in a private meeting.

McPherson had benefited immensely from Appleby's support over the years and his knighthood was due in no small measure to the businessman's use of a couple of his women with two members of the Royal family who should have known better.

The Scottish knight owed Appleby big time.

As to the party, it would be the most extravagant they'd ever held and despite the function being in her honour Carmella was the driving force behind all arrangements. Donald was well aware it was the sort of environment in which she excelled and she already had marquees erected and the caterers and the party organisers working diligently to her instructions

What would he do without his long term girlfriend? She was worth her weight in gold...

Then there was the investigation by the London Met. It was a minor inconvenience, but with the Nmobu negotiations being so advanced it was one he could do without. Carmella's suggestions on the way forward were as enlightening as ever and even as he drove north she was implementing her plan. In addition, Kaminski's inside information would ensure there were no nasty surprises. He hated surprises...

The shrill ring of his phone disturbed his thoughts as he followed a diversion and pulled to a halt at the temporary traffic lights. Even his advanced satellite navigation system had been unable to find a way around the constant road works.

"The motorway is a combat zone," he snapped, touching the front panel of the car so that the conversation continued through his headphone. His Essex born secretary remained asleep in the seat beside him but he had no intention of risking her overhearing anything. "Do people really travel like this nowadays?"

"Only those without your sort of money," Carmella answered, her soft laughter floating down the line. "We can use the time by me giving you a brief update?"

"Of course," he answered, his mind clicking back into business mode. "You've spoken to Daly?"

"I have," she told him. "I've explained where we're coming from and what his role is."

"He understands?" Appleby asked, straightening his Armani tie in the driving mirror.

"Fully, though he was a little frustrated before I gave him his reward."

Appleby caught his breath. "You did?"

This time the laugh over the line was much louder. "Uh hum. You know how I've always wanted to sample the goods, darling? It was a blowjob only, of course, I'll sample the main course for some other time."

"Hmmm..."

"Hmmm indeed, Donald," her voice purred.

He engaged gear and followed the queue of cars ahead along towards a dual carriageway. "Maybe I should be jealous?" he mused. "Fooling around with the hired help..."

"Hired help?" she asked. "That reminds me. How is Angela?"

"Touché," he conceded, glancing at the dozing beauty. Carmella always had a way of trumping him. "She's asleep right now."

"Really? Shouldn't she be on the job?"

Appleby laughed softly. "She will be soon. Sometimes I think she's wasted as my secretary. I'm quite sure we could have her corrupting an official somewhere or other..."

"Possibly," Carmella responded. "But then we both deserve a little fun sometimes, don't we? Just think of her as your own reward, darling."

"Reward for what?"

"For being you, of course—the sexiest and smartest man I know."

"True," he jokingly replied and they both burst into laughter. "So tell me darling, what's happening with our two Vice cops?"

"Kirsten returns tomorrow and I'll make sure we initiate her slowly. We agreed last night to take them down different paths at the right pace. As for Goodwin's daughter, she's here now. She's a cute looking blonde and there's no doubt both women will appeal to our target audience. Marcia's already made contact with her. Watch this space..."

"Watch this space," Appleby laughed, honking at a dawdling woman in the outside lane before putting his foot on the accelerator and roaring past a BMW that only just got out of his way in time. He loved Carmella's exuberant approach.

"By the way, darling," she added. "I need the jet again."

"You do?"

"Absolutely—I have to fit in the Paris trip. There's this wonderful clothes shop on the Champs-Élysées that is screaming for my attention and I need another dress for the party."

"Another dress...?"

Carmella laughed again. "But of course. You do want me to look at my best?"

"You always look at your best," he chuckled.

"Why thank you, darling. And if everything goes to plan, this Kirsten woman will be accompanying me..."

Appleby smiled to himself. "Ah, yes. To see Pierre Laroche, I presume?"

"The very same," came the laughing voice.

"Consider it at your disposal, assuming it's ready in time. If I have to do this return journey tomorrow I'll pull my hair out. Oh fuck..."

"What's wrong?"

"More road works," he spat unreasonably, gunning past the slowing Merc so he could get to the head of the queue and then jerking recklessly to a halt. "Our British roads are so quaint."

"I'll leave you to concentrate and we can continue this conversation later," she thoughtfully told him. "Drive carefully, darling..."

"As ever..." he told her, ending the call and gunning the engine. The traffic lights had changed and he was on his way back onto the motorway again before the Mercedes behind was even in gear.

He heard the dark haired woman stir beside him and glanced at her as she stretched. When her sleepy eyes smiled at him, he reached for his zip.

"Just in time," he grinned.

***

The bikinis were much skimpier than she'd anticipated, though in reality she realised that she'd worn less as she'd wandered topless along the Copacabana beach in the summer. Her slender body was fabulous, she knew that. Okay, she wasn't as curvy as Kirsten, but her athletic frame held a different kind of appeal. And Tony Daly's eyes had practically popped out when she'd sashayed around the studio.

Things were going well and if they continued that way she'd be called back again the way Kirsten had been. Nobody would be able to complain she was the inexperienced partner any more. Wilson would be proud of her and so would her dad.

She'd taken her time during the bikini change, admiring her figure in the mirror as she'd tried to control the sexual heat inhabiting her body. Modelling was such a turn on! Marcia had told her that sex was always in the air in a studio and now she could understand why. Use it to your advantage, the redhead had said, like all the top models do. That wasn't difficult, especially with the way that Tony Daly kept looking at her between shots.

Sending a sultry smile at the camera, she pulled her long hair on to the top of her head and then allowed it to flop back down as she turned one way and the other. Dressed in just the tiny red bikini and tall black heels, she shifted her weight from foot to foot, allowing Daly to admire the perfection of her body. He'd taken enough shots by now, surely, but each subsequent click of the camera sent stronger and stronger jolts between her thighs.

Adrenalin surged through her slender body as she swung around to show him her ass. The bottoms of her round cheeks escaped the thin red thong in a wonderfully tantalising tease and she placed her hands on her hips as she cheekily shook her booty at him.

A part of her reminded her that she was a cop and that she shouldn't be acting in such a flagrantly uninhibited way. But the heat inside her body had other ideas...

Turning back, hands on hips, her nipples were hard and visible through her skimpy top. She didn't need to glance down to know that. Her perky breasts may not be as large as Kirsten's but they were big enough to draw admiring glances whenever she went topless on holiday. Men had often said that her succulent nipples looked like they were begging to be sucked. Maybe she should drag off the top and let Daly really see what was on offer?

God, she felt on fire. What would he do if she stripped naked?

***

Tony Daly grinned to himself. This one would be even easier than normal. She'd pouted, flirted, and her soft blue eyes had pretty damn near fucked the camera lens. Blush affected all women, but with some, a single dose didn't just remove their inhibitions, it deepened and enhanced their wild side. There was no doubt the blonde cop fell into that category.

Those sexy dimples and her smile that just barely touched the corner of her lips couldn't disguise she was a hot little bitch. She hadn't just been modelling for him—she'd been flaunting her body, pushing his reaction to the limits. It was a shame that Carmella had other plans for her. He hadn't the slightest doubt she'd be an amazing fuck.

"I need more," he snapped, moving closer. "If you want to pass this audition then I need more!"

She reacted the way he knew she would, putting even more exuberance into her poses. If he couldn't fuck her, then maybe he could push her to the limit?

"Don't you want this?" he rasped, as if what she was offering wasn't enough. "I have an idea.... one last chance. Get on the stool."

She looked startled, as if she was unable to fathom what she was doing wrong. That's right, Daly thought, get them off guard. He watched as she glanced around her and quickly grabbed the small white stool next to the table.

"The wall," he snapped, keeping up the pressure. Keep her off balance and don't give her time to think. He'd seen that dreamy look in her eyes many times before. Push the right buttons and she'd be putty in his hands. "Put it against the wall and sit on it."

Alice quickly moved into position. The smell the white paint covering the brick wall was strong but she forced herself to concentrate on the camera. It was a last chance, he'd said.

"That's better," he told her, alternating between carrot and stick. "Sexier. Give me more."

He clicked off one shot after another as she responded, knowing his memory card must be nearly full. That didn't matter; the hidden video cameras would be catching every move. The last thing he wanted to do was interrupt the spell he'd started to weave.

He dropped the camera to his waist, standing with his hands on his hips to convey the impression that he remained unsure. Then he nodded, as if he'd made a decision. "Sit back and face me," he told her, dragging a small box from underneath the table. He positioned it to her left. "Open your legs wide. Put your left foot on the box..."

She eagerly followed each instruction without hesitation, not caring about the provocative pose in those tiny bikini bottoms. He could clearly see the outline of her sex under the material and the small wet spot was evidence enough of the way she was feeling.

"Better," he encouraged, clicking away again. "Much better. Remove your bikini top—no, don't, drag it up with one hand so that the camera can see your breasts. Quickly..."

His cock lurched as her trembling hands dragged it under her chin. Fuck, that was hot... Legs lewdly spread, breasts exposed—this was way beyond anything they'd done so far and she'd followed each instruction without a second thought. He had her...

"Better, better. Look at the camera... make love to the camera... fuck the camera..."

Her dreamy gaze narrowed. The blonde cop wasn't just following directions, she was feeling them.

"Yes, hold that thought," he snapped, wondering what sexy image she had in her mind's eye. He grazed his hand across the bulge in his crotch, making sure she saw the movement. It was essential to keep up the pace, make everything fast and instant...

"Put your hand in front of your pussy... thumb on the top of the thong, fingers pointed down."

Her sexy blue eyes half closed as her palm touched her soft flesh through the thin material. Her expression was right out of a porn magazine—smoky, glistening, heart-shaped navel piercing, tussled golden hair. The look of a sexy babe who promised everything. It was all she could do not to rub herself.

Perfect...

Taking three steps towards her, his thick fingers pulled loose the tie on the left of her bikini thong and then the right. Like a magician with a tablecloth, he pulled the garment from under her before she realised what was happening. He was really pushing the boundaries but his instinct for such things had never let him down yet.

His eyes zeroed in on the thin, blonde landing strip and beneath he could see her arousal all to evident across her glistening sex. "Perfect, Alice. Stroke yourself..."

Her hesitation surprised him. For a moment he thought he'd been mistaken and had gone too far. But just for a moment. Then her hand returned to her sex, covering herself with her palm and gently beginning to rub herself. A soft moan escaped her lips as her eyes closed. Then her hips began to move. She was his...

When she bit down on her lower lip, he increased the pressure. "More..." he instructed. "Faster."

There was no holding her back. Her teeth began to grind as she rubbed herself harder, her fingers circling her clit. Her hips began to undulate faster and the front legs of the stool lifted from the floor. He was a genius—once they were into it they couldn't stop.

The idea of masturbating in front of him and being photographed doing it was akin to a lemming leaping over the edge of a cliff. The Blush made it inevitable.

Her eyes opened and then closed again, tighter this time. Was she thinking that if she couldn't see him, he couldn't see her? He heard the wet sloshing sound of her fingers before he realised that two of them had found their way inside her.

He'd long since dropped the pretence of trying to photograph her and was now rubbing himself through his jeans. Her knees came up as she somehow planted the soles of both feet on the edge of the stool. Head back against the wall, she was groaning in that way some women had just before they reached their orgasm.



"Like that... like that..." he blurted, not that she needed any encouragement.

She was in a world of her own...

The hand holding her bikini top had long since dropped to a breast, pulling and pinching on her nipple. The top hung at an angle, covering nothing. Her muscles tightened around the two fingers inside her—trapped them, held them and then released them again. Her breath came in short gasps. Her fingers moved harder, faster. A few strands of sweat-dampened blonde hair fell across her eyes as she began to tremble.

When she groaned out her orgasm, it was only the fear of Carmella's wrath that prevented Daly from dropping his jeans and fucking her there and then on the studio floor...

***

"I feel better for that," Sandra Wilson appreciatively murmured, pushing her empty plate away. The Slug and Lettuce pub had the benefit of being close to their New Scotland Yard premises, just the other side of the St James's Park Underground Station. It also served sensational food.

"Yeah," Goodwin grunted. "But two sausages with that curry?"

"Well, you know I have a healthy appetite..."

For a few seconds, the silence hit them like a sledgehammer. They both knew she wasn't only referring to food. Wilson groaned inside. If ever there was a comment that was inappropriate given their circumstances... that was it.

It had been her idea to go for an early meal straight from work. After all, if she and Alex were going to be working closely together again, she had to make an effort, didn't she? There'd been enough barriers between them during the previous eighteen months and it was time they were removed.

"So," she said, quickly changing the subject. Work seemed to be safer ground and Alex had had two days now to check and double check the files she'd given him. Surely he'd come up with something? "How have you gone today?"

His shrug flattened her. "I've been through everything you gave me a couple of times," he ponderously said, thinking things through in that way of his. "And I've followed through every lead I could find, however tenuous. Let me tell you Sandra, there's nothing to find in there."

"I get the feeling you're not really into this, Alex," she snapped, immediately regretting the words. She instantly held both hands up. "Sorry, Alex, that was stupid. I take it back unconditionally. I'm... I'm just frustrated, I guess. I spent an hour with Turner this afternoon and he's driving me mad."

Goodwin kept the pained expression on his face but nodded. He knew Sandra's boss was proving to be a pain in the proverbial and his desire in promoting his own career ahead of looking after their interests was well known. "What's up?"

Wilson let out a long sigh as she debated whether to get into this with Goodwin. It was a bit too early to be sharing her wider frustrations with him. Still... this was Alex, wasn't it? "Budgetary cuts are his latest idea," she murmured sadly, throwing a hand in the air in exasperation. "He thinks that if he reduces costs by ten per cent he'll be in the frame for the Commissioner's position when Sir Peter moves on."

"Ten per cent?" Goodwin asked, reaching for the remaining chunk of crusty bread and wiping the remains of the gravy from his plate. When he saw Wilson grimace, he held it up. "The best bit."

"I'll take your word for that," she told him, shaking her head in an exaggerated fashion but grinning all the same. "But be careful, I'd hate to think of you getting fat."

"No way," he grunted, gulping down the bread. His daily regime at the gym kept him in good shape and despite the way the punishing schedule got harder with each passing year, he was damned if he was going to change it. "Anyway, what's Turner thinking about? We don't have enough now to fund what we need to do. How the fuck's he going to achieve that figure?"

Wilson blinked at him. "He's not," she flatly said. "He wants me to—"

"You're kidding?"

The sympathetic look on his face as he stared disbelievingly at her was somehow comforting. She reached up to tighten the knot in her hair. "He's given me a week, Alex."

The barrel chested cop shook his head, pulling a face as he licked the gravy from his fingers. "Bastard."

"Bastard is about right," Wilson sighed, nodding at the brown stain on Goodwin's shirt cuff. "Were men born messy eaters?"

He grabbed the crumpled blue paper serviette and rubbed at the damp mark. "Yeah, I guess so..."

Wilson smiled at him, then sat back and folded her arms. "Sometimes I feel like telling him to just stick the job, Alex."

"No," he cut in, becoming animated for the first time. He rested a large hand on her arm. "The division can't do without you, Sandra. Let me tell him where to shove his job instead..."

Wilson laughed. It felt good to have her friend so unreservedly on her side again. For a few moments she looked fondly at him but then reality kicked in. "Okay," she said, reaching for her wine. "Lay it on the line for me, Alex. Do you think we're wasting our time?"

Goodwin quickly shook his head. "Something's up," he answered, thinking back to his conversation with Kaminski. If Homicide were onto Appleby too, that just confirmed Wilson's instinct. Brendan had promised to get back to him once he had more information from his contact on the inside. That was a day ago. "No doubt about that. It might just take a little time to pinpoint it..."

***

Donald Appleby had been thinking of his secretary all evening. They'd fucked as soon as he'd arrived in Edinburgh but then he'd had to get ready for his dinner with Sir Douglas McPherson and leave her on her own in the suite.

Her dark brown eyes had stared into his as he'd left the room and he could see the sparkling desire in them. She'd licked those pink lips and whispered exactly what she was going to do to him on his return. His cock hadn't been the same since.

Douglas was a key business contact but my God, he could bore for Scotland. Once they'd covered everything necessary regarding tomorrow's arrangements, the knight of the realm had gone on endlessly about his plans for entering politics, grouse shooting on his estate and some insane plan to invest in a diamond mind in Outer Somewhere-or-other.

But that was behind him now...

Returning to the suite, the blood raced through his veins as he pushed through the door and saw the look in Angela's eyes. He'd expected her to be naked—after all, he'd left her with a glass of Blush so that she'd be fully on the boil when he returned—but instead she was still fully dressed and provocatively leaning back against the far wall.

He'd taken three steps across the room towards her when the phone rang. Carmella?

Diverting to his right, the pony tailed businessman held a finger to his lips when he heard the voice. "Joseph. What a wonderful surprise. How are you?"

"I'm good," the deep African voice responded. "I thought a quick call was in order before your meeting with my brother tomorrow."

"Of course," Appleby softly murmured into the phone, glancing across the room at his secretary. Her body was swaying sexily.

The businessman flopped down in the heavy leather chair facing her, listening to the African Prime Minister's voice but with his eyes glued to the gently undulating woman. It was as if the little minx was dancing to some imaginary music, sexily moving her made-to sin-body as she began to unbutton her crisp white blouse.

So that was it... she wanted to strip for him! His cock lengthened...

"Indeed," he said, as Joseph Nmobu confirmed how important the meeting was to them both.

"An opportunity to meet both our needs," the Prime Minister was saying.

Closing her eyes, it looked like Angela was pretending that she was up on stage, dancing like one of those hotties in the clubs he occasionally attended. Her hips swayed sensually to the imaginary music as she walked towards him. With each long step, one leg in front of the other, she looked as hot as he'd ever seen her.

Where the hell had the Essex woman learnt such moves?

"Do you forsee any stumbling blocks?" Appleby asked, cutting to the chase. The sooner he'd ended the conversation, the quicker he'd get his prize. Angela's blouse was now over the back of a chair and had been joined by the white bra. She was cupping her ripe breasts, raising one to her mouth and circling the erect, deep pink nipple with her tongue.

His cock felt like it was going to burst from his expensive trousers.

"I think we're nearly there," Nmobu told him as Appleby watched those buoyant tits bouncing erotically with each sway of her hot body. She knew better than to interrupt him when he was engaged on a call but right now the hot little bitch looked like she was about to break all the rules. When she was only a couple of feet away, she shimmied out of her dark skirt and dragged her thong down her legs.

Appleby ran his tongue along his bottom lip. The sophisticated woman really did have a body to die for. He idly wondered whether she showed the same lack of inhibition with her husband.

"Nearly there?" he queried, feeling his temperature rise further at the sight in front of him.

Head back, Angela's tongue was running across her pink lips as she stood so close he could reach out and touch her. Those undulating hips were swaying even more sensually to the imaginary beat. She didn't need to speak, her curvy body was telling him to end the call. Her hands rose to her neck and then slowly began their downward journey, across her cleavage, cupping her breasts. Those long nipples looked so incredibly inviting.

He momentarily cupped the phone. How could he concentrate on a deal that was worth billions when she was teasing him like this? "Angela..." he hissed.

The look on his face must have told her he couldn't resist. Normally she'd obey any instruction but right now she was intent on one thing only. The Blush had really got to her this time. Widening her stance to bend once again at the waist, she swung her hips left and then right. Her hands ran down to her inner thighs, caressing them before locking behind her back, allowing the businessman to see her full, swaying body in all its glory. The smooth folds of her pussy, under the thin dark landing strip, were swollen and moist.

"I see," he panted down the phone as his eyes devoured the feast on offer. Nmobu still wanted to haggle on the price and he was showing an unhealthy curiosity in what they'd be producing. Neither aspect provided that much of a problem, not if he played his cards carefully.

"I thought it only right I should prime you before your meeting with Emmanuel," Nmobu continued. "That's only fair, after all..."

"Thank you," Appleby huskily said as Angela wordlessly sank to her knees, pulling down the zip of his trousers. She knew enough not to speak, and instead just smiled up at him, running her tongue over those pink, oh-so sweet, suckable lips. His cock was already erect, rising from his thick expanse of black, curly hair like a mini tower.

"I'm sure we can satisfy one another sufficiently to reach a successful conclusion," he grunted, placing one large hand on the back of the Essex woman's head and tightening it in her short black hair as she began to mouth-fuck him. He regularly reached agreements with people who negotiated for a living. The Nmobu brothers wouldn't be a problem.

"Good," he heard the reassured voice at the other end, but he really was struggling to concentrate now. Angela's tongue was making its way up one side of his shaft and down the other, bathing his length in her slippery saliva. She toyed with the ridge of his swollen head, all the while looking up at him with those playful, dark brown eyes.

He only just managed to stifle a gasp.

"I'm sorry I won't be available tomorrow," Nmobu continued. "State duties can be tiresome. But Emmanuel represents us both."

"Of course," Appleby grunted, trying to keep his voice even. His shaft pushed against her throat as his hot secretary slid her pink lips all the way down to the base. His body was already succumbing to her working mouth. Maybe he needed to take some Blush, too, if she was in this mood? Just to see him through the night?

"Good," Nmobu repeated. "Here's to a successful conclusion, Donald."

"Yeah," Appleby grunted. The sexy bitch was deep-throating him like an expert. He cupped the phone again to disguise his moan, and squeezed his eyes closed as she took him to boiling point. Angela's daring eyes danced upwards into his again, her eyebrows arched as if suggesting it were time to end the call. Don't cum, he told himself, desperately attempting to stave off the inevitable. Don't cum...

"See you at the party?" he managed to murmur.

"Of course," Nmobu responded. "That will be an enjoyable way to cement our partnership. And from what I'm told, your parties are fabled for their unique entertainment. I hope you'll have something lined up for Emmanuel and I?"

"Oh yes, Mr. Prime Minister," Appleby said, with a sigh of relief. Angela was sliding to her feet. For a moment he thought he had some breathing space but when she swung her body around he realised exactly what she had in mind. "I guarantee you won't be disappointed."

"That's good," Nmobu said as Angela reversed her sensational body down on his throbbing manhood. "Goodnight, Donald."

Easing her hand onto his cock, the sexy beauty slowly and sweetly guided him against her, teasing herself with his cock like a dildo. Two strokes along her soft channel, two taps against her excited button, and she had him impaled inside her hot body.

"Goodnight Mr. Prime Minister," Appleby managed to grunt before dropping the phone back in its cradle. Angela threw her arms back behind her and wrapped them around his neck. She gently began to gyrate her ass in sweet, delectable circles.

Oh fuck...

***

Alice dropped the mobile phone back into her bag. She'd called Wilson first, of course, and then her father. Both were delighted that she'd made it through the first audition and had been invited back again, although her father's congratulations had been tinged with relief that his little girl had emerged unscathed.

Unscathed? If he only knew...

Even now, it was difficult to comprehend that she'd actually masturbated in front of another man, especially when he was capturing every moment with his camera. It may have been the most thrilling sexual experience of her young life—in truth her body was still buzzing with excitement—but it was a dangerous step beyond anything she'd done in seeking partners for her one night stands.

Okay, when he'd told her she's passed the audition, he had also confirmed that nothing would be used without her agreement. She'd need confirmation of that when she returned tomorrow, and would also make a point of asking Marcia what was likely to happen to the photographs. There must be some standard process...

Right now, she decided to bury the thought to the back of her mind. Sandra Wilson was delighted with her, not only for passing the audition but also for establishing contact with Marcia. And the sexual buzz inside her body still needed feeding.

She turned back towards the bar and smiled at the two dark haired young men staring in her direction. She'd gone there with the intention of picking someone up for another one night stand and meeting twins had been beyond her expectations. The only question that remained was which of the two she was going to let ravish her body tonight.


Appleby Blush Ch. 04

Chapter 4: Tightening the grip

Jimmy was the older of the twins by less than a minute. He was also the more dominant of the two and his energy had been amazing. Tommy was a different kettle of fish. He needed a little longer to rest than his brother and wasn't so aggressive. Together, they were perfect. Alice had been able to go throughout the night, serviced by one and then the other, and had lost count of the numerous orgasms she'd experienced.

Despite her lack of sleep and the early hour, when the younger twin returned from the bathroom and glanced across at her, she crooked her finger. Her experience in the studio seemed to have triggered a passion inside her that just wouldn't go away.

"Come here," she sexily breathed.

Like his brother, Tommy's cock was an average size, but the sight of it swinging from his naked body as he returned to the room was irresistible. She reckoned she had an hour available before she had to leave to return to the office for her early morning team meeting and she intended to make the most of every single minute.

Even before he reached the bed, she heard a slithering noise behind her. Hands turned her from her side and onto her stomach. "Still up for it, Belinda?" Jimmy whispered in her ear as he raised her ass and positioned himself against her. It took a single thrust to bury himself deep inside.

The feel of Jimmy's cock as he began to take her doggie style made Alice groan. That was the thing with the older twin, throughout the night there'd been nothing subtle with him, just raw, unadulterated fucking. He grabbed her long blonde hair as Tommy approached, roughly pulling her head up like he would the reins of a horse.

Where was his whip, she giggled to herself?

Using his momentum to twist her body towards Tommy, she waited until the younger twin knelt beside her at the foot of the bed, his hard cock once more in front of her face. With a snarl, she wrapped a hand around the base and pushed herself up higher onto her knees, angling the hard cock into her mouth. Jimmy clutched her hips harder, his throbbing shaft pumping easily with the new position.

Her nostrils flared as she felt so wickedly, deliciously horny.

She couldn't remember ever being as turned on as this. Her session with Tony Daly had lit a fire inside her. Why hadn't she tried two guys before? Even though she'd insisted they could only have her one at a time, she'd never felt so used or dirty. Jimmy's grip on her hair tightened and he slapped her asscheeks with the flat of his other hand. She pumped back harder with each stinging slap.

"That's it, Belinda," Jimmy growled into her ear. "Show the Thompson twins exactly how much you love their cocks..."

Her lean body bowed like a suspension bridge between the brothers. Saliva drooled down Tommy's shaft before her jacking hand rubbed it into his hard flesh. Her left arm—her supporting arm—shook under the strain, but held her up enough so she could corkscrew her mouth around this young man's cock.

"Mmm!" she groaned, muffled, as Jimmy's spanking grew more aggressive. This was new, but she kind of liked it. She released his brother's cock from her mouth and slithered her tongue along the outside—more so that she could catch her breath than pleasure him, but he didn't seem to mind.

Jimmy, behind her, finally got serious. He took control of her slim hips, thumbs digging into her firm buttocks, and started yanking her back with each thrust.

Sensing a mutual orgasm, she slipped his brother's cock back into her mouth. Jimmy lunged forward, causing Tommy's cock to bury itself in her throat. She nearly choked before she was able to regain a pretence of control.

Pretence, because that was all it was. And she loved it. Holy shit, she loved it. She was their toy. Their fuck toy. She'd never felt so wrapped in pure virility. The masculinity assaulted her nostrils and saturated her.

"Oh fuck, you bitch!" She wasn't sure if it was Jimmy or Tommy who cried out. Someone grabbed her hair, pulled it hard. Someone—both of them—sandwiched her between them. A three car pile up. A spine numbing, earthshattering crash.

Her own orgasm exploded in her ears. The brothers pulled out in union. Before she could protest, she felt their hot tribute strike her face. Her ass. Her lower back. It went everywhere. She felt it run through her hair and down her neck. She felt it cool on its path between her taut cheeks.

Exhausted, nearly unconscious, she collapsed between them. At last, satisfied.

***

It was an hour and a half later when Alice rushed into the meeting.

"Man, you look rough," Kirsten told her.

The blonde shot her a look suggesting that the comment wasn't helpful infront of her dad.

He picked up on it straightaway, lumbering across to her. "You okay?"

She smiled sweetly. Her father had never been able to resist her dimples. The frown on his face was familiar and she didn't intend to go through any detailed explanations. "Of course, Dad," she softly told him, and then glanced at Wilson. "Sorry I'm late, Sandra. I was at one of my friend's hen night last night. It was quite an evening."

"Apparently," Wilson simply said, her disapproving eyes forming an instant opinion. Despite Alice's best efforts to appear casual, it wasn't difficult to work out what the young blonde had been up to last night. She'd have to have a quiet chat to her at some stage. Maybe she'd shied away from that due to her situation with Goodwin, but the fact Alice was single made it even more important to understand the girl's life outside the Met.

"Where did—" Goodwin began, only for Wilson to cut him off.

"Let's get on with things," she interrupted, saving Alice from any fatherly inquisition. "I don't have much time, so let's start with Alice."

The blonde shot her a grateful look. "Like Kirsten, I got through the first audition, too. They want me back at the studio today." She turned to her brown haired colleague. "You're there, too, Kirsten, aren't you? What time?"

"Not until lunchtime."

"Me too." She swung back to look at Wilson, excitement in her young eyes. "And I had a good chat to Marcia, the receptionist. We said we'd catch up again today and I'm sure I can get some information from her, find out some background to how things work."

"Sounds positive," Wilson said, nodding thoughtfully. Maybe they were getting somewhere after all. "What happens today? More photos?"

Alice shrugged. "I assume so. I really have no idea what the next stage is. They just said to be there by noon and we'd take things from there."

"What about you?" Wilson asked, absent mindedly pointing a pencil at Kirsten. Alice was the girl-next-door, but the dark haired cop—with her high cheekbones dark eyebrows and shiny, brown hair—was the shoo-in to play the fashion model. "Any idea what the second audition will entail?"

"A few more photos, I think. And then they'd decide if they wanted to do a shoot with me. I'll ask Tony Daly a few more questions, just to get a feel for what goes on, and see if it throws up anything worth following up."

"Sounds good," Sandra Wilson acknowledged, dropping the pencil back onto her pad. Their only legitimate hope of making a breakthrough was if either woman was able to sniff something out and they'd both made an encouraging start. "Anything to add, Alex?"

The barrel chested man shook his head. "Nah, nothing positive. I've been through the files twice now and followed up a few new areas but there's nothing so far."

"I guess it's down to us two girls finding something worth following up," Kirsten said, grinning at Alice. "There's not much new there, is there, hun? Or d'you think they'd have any use for a sixty-year-old male model? Of the grumpy variety, of course."

Wilson chuckled to herself as Goodwin snorted. Even back in the Donny Webster and Jack Palmer days, Alex had never been big on repartee.

"Take no notice, Dad," Alice chimed. Her cute smile touched the corners of her lips as she gazed affectionately at her father. "I think you'd be great in front of a camera. Just think... Richard Gere, Sean Connery, George Clooney and now—"

"Don't," Goodwin snapped, "push it..."

Wilson's approving glance ran across the three of them. Alex Goodwin wasn't used to playing second fiddle in an investigation and the banter would make him even more determined to turn something up. She needed that.

"Okay," she murmured, pushing to her feet and resting her hands on her desk. "I have a report to write. Be careful in there today, I don't want Appleby's people getting suspicious. The last thing we need is a complaint to Turner. But dig deep and see what you can find. We have until the end of the week to turn up something or we pull the plug."

***

Donald Appleby glanced over Emmanuel Nmobu's shoulder as they shook hands and watched Douglas McPherson carefully close the door behind him as he left the room.

"Good to see you again, Emmanuel," he said, pointing to a seat. "So what do you think of the Scottish Parliamentary building? Quite impressive, yes?"

"Very," the deep African voice boomed. His smile was warm and friendly. Like his brother, he was in his late forties, maybe, with crinkled black hair and an oval shaped face. The gold coloured suit was garish but undoubtedly expensive. "I had a tour of the Royal Mile earlier. And something I believe they call Arthur's seat. It's a beautiful location."

"I understand your country is beautiful also," Appleby said, reaching for the coffee that McPherson had arranged. "I hope you'll show me around when I visit."

"Of course," the African boomed as he lowered his powerful frame into the heavy chair. Appleby was aware that the African's eyes didn't leave him as he filled two cups and handed one to his guest.

"A barrier between us, Emmanuel," he said, tapping on the table top and then sitting opposite the African. "Hopefully today's meeting will see that barrier removed. We're almost at the end of our journey, Emmanuel..."

Nmobu took a sip from his crested china cup as he nodded. "Joseph and I have the same wish, Donald. That's why he took the trouble to call you last night, to show you our commitment." The African glanced at his watch. "My understanding is that we have half an hour before Douglas returns and ten minutes has already elapsed. Perhaps we should get straight down to business?"

Appleby smiled shrewdly. Emmanuel wasn't one for small talk, but then neither was his brother. "Joseph tells me that the fee remains the only outstanding point," he slowly said. "I thought we had an agreement?"

"The fee," Nmobu repeated, with a slight incline of his head. It was clear he didn't intend giving anything away. "But also we require an understanding of exactly what it is that we'll be producing."

"Ah," Appleby murmured, pursing his lips. So that was it. "That's a problem, of course. Commercial sensitivity prevents me from going into too much detail. I'm sure you understand?"

"Of course," the African said, sitting straight backed in that statesmanlike way of his. "Just as you'll understand, Donald, that we need more than that. We couldn't even begin to allow the production of something that would—how should I put this?—compromise any international laws. You'll understand we are an honest country. Our people and our government believe in doing the right thing—always."

"Of course," Appleby said, nodding deferentially. It was difficult not to smile at such a barefaced lie. So that was why Emmanuel and his brother wanted the money paid to their private bank account in Switzerland? "And I can assure you—"

"Assurances count for very little in today's world, don't you think," Nmobu interrupted, leaning forward and steepling his fingers. "Joseph and I need something much more tangible than simply assurances to provide the comfort that we—and our Government—require in order to proceed."

The smile on Appleby's face remained, despite the African's stubbornness. He'd always known that he'd be pushed on the point and had his story ready. Even so, it was important that Nmobu thought he wasn't giving in too easily. "Tangible," he mused, tapping the tabletop with his fingers. "Okay, Emmanuel, you drive a hard bargain. I'm prepared to disclose our business interest on one condition."

"Condition?" the African repeated. "We don't deal in conditions, Donald..."

Appleby smiled respectfully. "Of course, Emmanuel, I understand that. Just as you know that a partnership spreads both ways, does it not? My condition is simply that what I'm about to tell you remains between you, your brother and myself. That's all."

Nmobu's expression changed instantly. "You have my word."

Of course I do—until it suits you otherwise, Appleby told himself. If Nmobu thought that he trusted either of them he wasn't as bright as the businessman thought. But this was a game he was used to playing and he sent the African a beaming smile. "Thank you for your word, Emmanuel. The truth is, I'm manufacturing a perfume."

"A perfume?"

Appleby smiled to himself at the shock written all over the African's face.

It was partly true; all good lies were. His scientists had found a way to develop Blush into both a perfume and an eau de cologne. That would significantly increase the ease of using the aphrodisiac. But that development would take place in England, after the African's had developed the large quantities needed. 9

"Have you any idea how much the perfume industry is worth, Emmanuel?" he continued, leaning forward across the table to emphasise the point. "Millions. That's why I can afford to pay you the fee you're demanding." He threw his arms out wide in a beneficial gesture. "It significantly eats into my profits of course, but I believe it's important for us all to have a vested interest in the success of our venture."

Nmobu laughed aloud. "Have no doubts, Donald, as long as my brother is in power we share your interests. The combined fee of two and a half million is fundamental to ensuring that Joseph maintains control in our country."

"Two and a half million?" Appleby smiled to himself. He'd anticipated that the African would push for three million. "I distinctly remember we agreed one million each..."

The African spread his arms wide. "Let's call it inflation. The first payment is to be made in advance, of course."

Appleby frowned as if he was being presented with a major problem. Then he shrugged his shoulders, like a man who had been backed into a corner. "This is difficult for me," he slowly said. "I have lots of backers, of course, and need to balance everyone's interests. I need to give them something, so how about this? I agree to the revisions to the fee... and I'll pay half the money up front. In return, you bring the date for the first shipment forward by three months. Miss that date and we return to the original fee."

When Nmobu stared at him, Appleby shrugged his shoulders. The sound of the door opening interrupted the moment and both men glanced across the long room to see Sir Douglas McPherson's face peering at them. "Time is up, I'm afraid," the tall man nervously told them, glancing over his shoulder. "There's another official party on its way."

Appleby stood up and held his hand out towards the African. "It's the best I can do," he lied, staring firmly into Emmanuel Nmobu's dark eyes.

The African's pause lasted no more than a few seconds and then he reached out to shake the proffered hand. "It seems we have a deal, Donald..."

***

Kirsten was sure she'd seen Alice's car when she'd parked, but her blonde friend was nowhere to be seen when she'd entered the building. Not that she'd had much time to think about it. Almost as soon as she'd arrived, Tony Daly had met her and instantly escorted her towards the changing rooms.

"It's a heavy day," he'd said, leaving her at the door. "Have the usual shower before you put on the outfit and make sure you finish the drink I've left for you. It'll calm your nerves and the last thing I want during the shoot is for you to get dehydrated. Okay?"

She'd nodded and got on with it. Her mouth was dry anyway and the drink always seemed to help settle her, help her get into the mood to portray the sexiness she felt. Whatever the reason, she hadn't been able to resist touching herself in the shower again although this time she'd stopped just short of an orgasm. Keeping herself on edge, she reasoned, would bring out the best of her during the session.

What he'd omitted to tell her—deliberately?—was that the so called outfit consisted of just a skimpy thong. Rather than scare her, it simply enhanced her arousal. If only they knew that the hot brunette posing topless for them was a cop? The thought excited her and yet, if Sandra Wilson ever found out she'd be in for some heavy duty trouble. And if the Met discovered what was going on then her career would be at stake.

And then there was Matt...

That was a different story. She had no idea what it was in her, but holding on to a stable relationship seemed an anathema to her. She had itchy feet. Maybe the thrill that came with the audition was simply confirming that it was time to move on? Well... that and the fact that Tony Daly had replaced Wesley Snipes as her number one masturbatory fantasy. The muscled photographer was hot...

She'd stood in front of the huge mirror, posing on one foot and then the other, swivelling to check out her tight ass. Her hand went to her long dark hair, pulling it up onto the top of her head and then allowing it to fall. Dropping a hand to her hip, she practiced the coquettish look she planned to give Daly during the shoot.

She loved her curvy body. One of her boyfriends had said it gave truth to the hourglass expression and she was proud that her deep tan didn't betray any visible bikini lines. She knew the effect that her thrusting breasts had on men, too. Daly was no different. She'd seen the look in his eyes when she'd whipped her top off during the previous audition. They sat so beautifully high and her brown nipples were already hard. The anticipation of the expression on his face when she flounced into the studio made her shiver...

***

Alice Goodwin had thought she'd more or less be called straight into action when she arrived at the studio. Instead, it was Marcia who met her in reception with a warm hug.

"Come on through," the curly haired redhead said as she linked arms and led the young cop back to the same coffee area as yesterday.

"Drink up, girl," Marcia told her, reaching into the small fridge and removing a glass of Blush. She passed it to the blonde. "We need to keep your strength up if you're going to be a top model."

"Top model," Alice repeated, taking a sip. "Yeah, right!"

"You don't like the drink?" Marcia asked as the cop pulled a face. "It's the fruit energy supplement you tried yesterday."

"I like it," she answered, smiling sweetly. "It's just that it's cold."

The freckled redhead nodded slowly—for a moment she thought they had a problem. Then she grinned at the blonde. Alice was adorable. Like a living doll with her big blue eyes and round face. And she had no idea what came next...

"What time is my test?" Alice asked, taking a longer sip this time and allowing the pink liquid to warm her insides as it slid down her throat.

"You don't have a test," Marcia casually told her, pushing her body away from the fridge and plopping down on the sofa beside the girl. She tapped Alice on her exposed thigh, just below the hem of her skirt. "Yesterday was enough for you to convince them you have what it takes," she said, winking at the blonde. "And from what I hear, it seems like you took my advice."

Alice felt goose bumps. "Took your advice?"

Marcia's throaty laugh was infectious. "You put on quite a show, babygirl," she told her, squeezing Alice's thigh. Everything would appear to be innocent to the cop, she knew, but with the Blush already inside Alice's body and the fresh drink she'd just given her, the redhead knew only too well that any touch would enhance the young woman's arousal. "You had Tony in quite a state," she continued. "I had to relieve him afterwards."



"You had to..."

Marcia chuckled at the look of surprise on that cute face. "Yeah," she laughed. "He wanted a blow job but you can't always have what you want. I jerked him off."

The surprise turned to shock. "You..."

Marcia's fingers danced across the pale thigh. "Oh, Alice, you're such an innocent. Models and photographers get worked up all the time. That's only natural. So we relieve ourselves or get someone to help." She laughed again. "One good turn deserves another, you know?"

"Marcia...!"

The redhead tugged on the hem of Alice's skirt. "You know what, babygirl? I love that cute innocence of yours. Come on, finish your drink to celebrate. You're one of us now."

"One of us?" Alice asked, swallowing another mouthful.

"A model," Marcia laughed, pulling her hand away from that soft flesh and taking Alice's hand. "You're an Appleby girl. Congratulations."

Alice stared in disbelief. "You mean... just like that?"

"Just like that," Marcia told her, linking their fingers. Carmella had told her to keep things moving fast, make sure she kept the young cop off guard. "Today you'll get to meet Carmella Santiago, of course. And sign your contract."

Alice's sea-blue eyes grew wide. "Sign? I..."

"You told me how much this means to you," Marcia said with a frown. "Doesn't it?"

"Yes... of course..."

"Then don't put on that look when you meet Carmella. If you show any doubt, she'll throw you out. Do exactly what she asks and you'll be fine. Keep listening to me, babygirl, and I'll guide you through all of this..."

She watched the blonde's changing expression as the ramifications filtered through her mind. Just as Carmella had suggested, the young cop was itching to take advantage. She could practically feel the need flowing through their linked hands. She threw the blonde another line.

"What is it? You look puzzled."

Alice leapt at the opportunity, almost too eagerly. "I was just wondering... could you tell me everything that happens here? I mean, from what you've already explained, it's clear I have a lot to learn. What does the life of a model look like? What sort of things do we get involved in?"

"I'll tell you everything," Marcia said, her green eyes gleaming at the girl as she reeled her in. "Stick with me and I'll let you into all the Appleby secrets. How about that..."

"Fantastic."

Marcia giggled at the blonde's enthusiasm, finally unlinking their fingers and casually sitting back in the sofa. She studied the young woman. Alice's nipples were clearly visible through her bra and the thin green material of that blouse. The redhead didn't need to wonder how they'd taste in her mouth—she had a very good imagination...

"By the way, you told me yesterday that you'd never been with another woman?"

She watched the girl nervously pushed her blonde hair across her right shoulder, holding onto it as if for comfort as she shook her head. "No..." Alice said, a little too quickly. She were trying to prove something to herself, something Marcia knew would eventually break. She shifted on the sofa a little uneasily. "I mean... I'm not..."

"Well..." As Marcia dropped her hand to the young girl's thigh again, Alice's eyes followed the movement. It was no longer an innocent, casual touch. "If you ever change your mind..." Her fingernails crawled up the inside of her thigh to the edge of her skirt. "I'm sure there'll be plenty of opportunity..."

Her green eyes flashed at Alice as she spoke. She paused long enough to let the implication sink in.

And the sexual tension was gone, replaced once again by that friendly touch. Those welcoming eyes. "And incidentally, the photos from your session yesterday were hot." Alice shifted, most certainly conscious that her hand was still riding the blonde's knee softly.

Then the words Marcia had spoken struck her. She'd seen them?! The girl might as well have spoken the words of shock aloud. The blush flared up Alice's neck and consumed the entirety of her face. She hadn't anticipated that Marcia was fully aware of what had happened.

"The photos were sensational, Alice," the curly red-haired woman continued, giving another of those deep, throaty laughs. "No wonder Tony and Carmella want you on the team."

Her words brought the response Marcia expected.

"What happens with them?" Alice rasped, a despairing frown covering her forehead. "If they ever got out..."

"They won't," the redhead comfortingly explained, raising the hem of Alice's skirt and then allowing it to drop again. "We've all had compromising shots taken and you're no different. As long as you're an Appleby girl, no one will see the audition photos..."

As long as...?

Marcia could see a bead of sweat appear on Alice's. For the first time, the young cop would be beginning to wonder if she was getting in over her head.

***

Kirsten's body was so aroused she could scream.

The shoot had been far hotter than her first audition and in that thin, short sleeved tee shirt, Daly looked every inch her dream man. The black colour matched his dark skin and from the constant visits her searching eyes had made to his crotch in those tight jeans, she was sure he was feeling it the same way that she was.

The effect was that she'd put an extra oomph into her performance. The whole situation had gradually swung away from the need to gain approval so that her undercover mission could progress to the overwhelming need to tease him...

The sudden break helped ease the sexual tension. Daly had to change his camera, he'd explained, and he'd wanted her to oil herself for the finale to the audition. He'd only been out of the room for a couple of minutes and yet when he'd returned, she realised her thoughts had ventured to places they really shouldn't go.

"Come on, Kirsten," he snapped, the changed camera dancing at his waist from the straps around his neck. He pulled it off and laid it on the table before grabbing the bottle of oil from her. "Is that the best you can do?"

"Sorry—" she began, but he was already unscrewing the top from the bottle.

"I told you I need you gleaming," he said, emphasising the last word. "Raise your arms above your head and turn around."

The oil felt cool and invigorating as it hit her back. No wonder he hadn't been happy with what she'd done, he was using half the bottle. His hands were spreading it across her flesh, rubbing it in thoroughly as if it were sun tan lotion.

"That's better," Kirsten heard him say, and she tried not to purr.

Arms in the air and his hands on her body sent a shiver down her spine. All the way to her aching sex. She felt weak around him. Submissive. A soft sigh escaped her parted lips as his fingers dug into her lower back, running along the top of her thong before dipping underneath. She bit her lip.

When his hands cupped her asscheeks under the thong, digging into her flesh as he spread the oil across her skin, she involuntary moved her legs apart. For a startling, delicious moment she thought he was going to dip between them...

"Turn around, Kirsten," she heard him say in her ear, her hot breath on his neck. She almost tripped as she swung to face him, temporarily dizzy from the thought of what might come next. He wasn't going to... was he?

She moaned again as the oil hit her skin. His dark eyes held hers as he held the bottle high above her chest, allowing the liquid to splash onto her flesh. It traced its way down her skin, sliding in rivulets across her breasts and around her hard dark nipples before dripping in slow motion onto her stomach.

"Good," Daly asked. His breathing was almost as heavy as hers. His dark eyes searched hers as she gave another moan.

Kirsten nodded. They way her breath caught in her throat made it impossible to speak. Did he mean the effect he was creating for the rest of their shoot was good? Or was he referring to the feel of his hands on her body?

Was she being seduced?

The way he moved around behind her provided the answer. When his hands slid around her waist, the moistness between her thighs turned into a pool of desire. They felt remarkably soft as he caressed the oil in sweeping circles into her stomach. When his erect cock pressed against her taut backside, it was like leaning back against a tree trunk.

It settled in the crevice between her buttocks as his hot breath warmed the back of her neck. The heat that had been building between her thighs reached a fevered pitch. She told herself she was a cop and this was enemy territory. You didn't do this sort of thing on a mission. But when his oily hands slid under hers, unashamedly cupping and caressing her naked breasts, it was impossible to resist.

"Just go with it," she heard him breathe into her ear. He tugged on her nipples and she was arching her back and feeding her swells into his palms? "You need this..."

He was right, she did. Her head fell back onto his shoulder. He whispered something else into her ear but she couldn't quite take it in. She couldn't hear anything, only the sound of his panting breath on the side of her cheek. Kirsten grunted. One hand had left a breast and was slithering down her stomach. It was heading lower than it should.

She turned her head to explain that was a step too far but no words would come out.

Glancing down, she watched transfixed as his oily hand slip down inside her skimpy thong. The sight of his black fingers on her tanned flesh looked so incredibly erotic. God, she was close to an orgasm and he hadn't reached her throbbing sex yet. With one final burst of defiance, the cop in her tried to twist away. This was a mission and... and...

His muscular arm held her tight, his totem pole of a cock pushing against her buttocks. His hand reached her sex, spreading oil across the smooth mound. She gave in to the inevitable.

The first orgasm consumed her as he curled a finger into her slippery folds. The soles of her feet pressed into the floor as she bent back into him, spreading her legs as wide as possible as he slid a second finger inside. Her hands went behind her, meeting around his neck. The movement opened up her whole body to his hands.

One hand pulled on her nipple again while his fingers gently fucked her. When his thumb circled around the wet flesh of her clit, she knew she was in the hands of an expert. She had to stop this, she told herself... just... just... not yet. Her brow furrowed. Her face twisted. Her moist lips panted beneath the heavy lids of her eyes.

"Go with it," a deep voice from behind whispered into her ear.

Kirsten shook her head but despite herself, her body was somehow arching backwards. She could feel more of that wonderful cock pressing into her ass. She hadn't told it to do that! Her breath was so erratic she couldn't speak, but the moans were coming one after another. Her hips were thrusting forward on those probing fingers, creating a back-and-forward momentum despite the haze engulfing her. Teeth bit down on her earlobe.

This was too much... too much... and then she was cumming again...

***

"I thought..." Alice began, looking around the empty dressing room. "I thought..." The large bulb lights of the make-up station were off. The bottles of perfumes and creams neatly organized, each brush and pencil in its place.

"Carmella has been held up," Marcia explained behind her. Alice felt her breath tickle the exposed lines of her neck. "But the paperwork is ready to be completed before you leave. There's just one other thing..."

Alice followed her gaze towards the bowl of water and some shaving implements sitting on the small stool beside the swivel chair.

"You have the one thing no Appleby girl is allowed," the freckled redhead chuckled, wrapping an arm around the young woman's waist. "Sorry girl, but if you're going to sign that contract, it has to go."

Alice began to blush again. Despite her all night sex with the twins, her body was burning again and that familiar itch needed satisfying. Maybe she could look them up again tonight? No, that would break every rule she'd set for herself.

It would have to be someone new.

"I like my look," she slowly said, glancing nervously around the room. There was no doubt what Marcia was referring to and yet she loved the look of her thin blonde landing strip. How often had a man told her how sexy it was?

"I'm sure you look hot," Marcia convincingly murmured, her fingers gently caressing the tapered hollow in the small of her back. "But so is the bare look. You'll feel like a new woman, girl, believe me."

Alice tried to hide her reluctance. This was a mission and she had to do what she had to do. She could always grow it back again. "Okay, I'll do it," she reluctantly said, swinging her gaze back away from Marcia to the shaving implements.

The redhead gently prodded Alice towards the seat. "No, babygirl, I'll do it."

Alice felt the lick of heat start between her thighs and then circle her body. It took a few moments for her brain to comprehend Marcia's meaning but the wicked grin on Marcia's face confirmed the worst. "You'll... no... why—"

"First, it's kind of a tradition. Second, those are my instructions and I've already explained we never disobey Carmella. And third, I'll make a much better job than you could. Now just slip your clothes off and we'll make you feel special, okay?"

"My clothes?"

"All of them," Marcia said, giving one of those deep, throaty laughs that made the young cop's spine tingle. "You'll feel better that way, believe me."

Alice slowly turned away, wondering how she could escape from the moment—whether she wanted to escape. Getting naked in front of the redhead was almost as embarrassing as the thought of being shaved by her. But there was no denying the warmth that was growing between her legs.

She glanced up, realizing that Marcia would see everything in the wide make-up mirror. Their eyes met and Alice drew a trembling breath. She could do this. One hand went to the first button of her top. The redhead gave the briefest of nods. After that it became a little easier. Defiantly, she held the other woman's gaze as she stripped.

The curvy redhead picked up Alice's clothes when she'd finished undressing, placing them on the table. "Okay, sexy," she giggled, swinging back to her and placing her hands on her hips. "Sit in the chair."

Alice felt another shiver run through her. Marcia's tone, the look on her face, and her whole demeanour suggested she was taking pleasure in Alice's discomfort. Or was she just intending to enjoy her work?

"Nervous?" she heard the woman ask. She nodded, averting her eyes as she heard that throaty laugh again. "Here, this will help."

Her heart leapt into her throat. When she looked up at her new friend in the mirror, the redhead was holding out a small container of white powder. Wait until Wilson heard about this...

"Don't tell anyone," Marcia chuckled softly, pulling a small stool to the chair and easing down onto it. "Carmella doesn't approve and I'll lose my job. This is my own personal stash." She uncapped the container and ladled a small pile out on a tiny spoon. With a quick stiff, it was gone. Alice watched the redhead close her eyes and breath deeply. "It'll help you relax, believe me."

Pin-pricks of heat danced across Alice's scalp. She was in over her head. Drowning. She forced herself to breath. To concentrate on other things. To go to that rational part of her brain which was becoming harder and harder to reach.

Carmella didn't approve? OK, that was something to think about, just... just not now. For future reference, perhaps. There was something there, right? It didn't fit with the picture they were building up, but... but something. It might explain why it was proving to be so difficult to pin anything on the agency. Could everything be legitimate, after all?

Marcia had slotted the dipper back into the vial and held it out for Alice.

"No, thanks," she softly breathed. "I... I don't."

"You should," Marcia laughed, placing the container down beside her. "No one's going to judge."

In the modelling industry, maybe, Alice thought. For her, the thought was next to inconceivable. She was the law. There was little grey area for her, everyone judged. She was glad she had Marcia. The woman would be the perfect companion for helping her to understand more.

"Okay, spread 'em..." The words hit Alice between the thighs and then the redhead was laughing again. "You should see your face. So innocent. So sexy..."

Her hands slid along Alice's naked thighs and gently eased them apart. It was time to get started...

***

Marcia sat at an angle on the small stool so that the cameras would capture everything. She'd done this so often she could work blindfolded. There was no doubt how hot Alice was feeling—her labial lips were already glistening with arousal. Looking upwards into the blonde's face, she waited until Alice's gaze found hers and then winked.

"Enjoy," she breathed as she ran her fingers along the soft skin of the young cop's thighs.

For a few seconds, she gently glided her fingertips back and forward, allowing the heat to build inside her victim's body. In other circumstances, it would have been impossible to resist the urge to dip her head between those wide-open thighs and taste the elixir on offer, but she had her instructions. Picking up the warm cloth, she began to apply just the right pressure in the right places. Women could never resist that first touch.

"Hey, there," she grinned upwards, as Alice began to squirm. "You've got to sit still..."

Applying some shaving cream to the brush, she lathered the blonde's mound. Alice took care of herself and all that really needed tending to was that sexy blonde strip, but Marcia wasn't going to deny herself the full tease. She made her movements slow and sensual, listening to the soft sighs above her.

She picked up the razor and began to use it with the expertise of a master barber. Her fingers gently touched, rubbed and caressed the newly shaven parts after each stroke. It was as if she was testing progress, rather than the deliberate teasing...

As she pulled the slippery flesh taut, Alice's body began to shake.

"You have to sit still," Marcia said again, roughly pushing the cop's legs further apart and pulling that pale, slender body forward. "I'm almost finished." The final strokes removed the last blonde curls. The curvy redhead made two more passes, one up, one down, and was done.

Picking up the wet cloth, she made a show of cleaning the residue of shaving cream from Alice's now smooth mound. "How does that feel? Good?"

Alice whimpered as the redhead replaced the cloth with her fingers, tracing a soft pattern across the soft flesh. The girl's sex was a thing of beauty. Her swollen lips were small and tight, like the rest of her body, blossoming open around her pearl just enough to hint at the slicker pink inside. Marcia avoided touching her there, but only just so. She glanced up at the young cop, who had her eyes closed and was biting her lip.

"Here," Marcia softly, reaching for the small container beside her. One hand curled along the inside of Alice's chin, drawing her head up. The other finger was covered with coke. "Open your mouth."

Alice's eyes jerked open. Her slender body was rising and falling with the heat of the moment and the effect of the Blush. "I can't—" she began.

As her mouth opened to voice her objection, Marcia's finger slid between those soft lips and gently rubbed the cocaine on the woman's gums. Alice's mouth closed but it was too late. The wicked finger continued its work.

"That's it," Marcia sexily whispered, taking advantage of the moment as she worked her finger around the inside of Alice's mouth. "Suck on it... like that..."

Almost immediately, any resistance was gone. The mouth that had closed on Marcia's finger began to move, gently at first but then sucking on the digit as if it was a cock.



"Good girl," Marcia breathed, a little envious of the explosive feeling the girl was experiencing. Coke had the most profound effect when mixed with Blush. Like lights of pleasure, pushing her higher along the spectrum of arousal. If Marcia wasn't under strict instructions to only tease, she'd join her.

Exploiting the moment, she reached for the shaving lotion and began to caress the white balm into the newly shaved area. Alice arched herself up off the chair, trying to connect her sex to the caressing fingers. Marcia twisted her body so that her head was level with those perky breasts.

"Your nipples look so suckable," she sexily whispered, her hand sweeping up and down just above Alice's clit. This was one of the moments she liked best—capitulation. Tilting her head, her flicking tongue circled the cop's right nipple as her fingers did the same to her sensitive little nub.

When Alice whimpered like a baby animal, she sucked in the hard nipple at the same time as her fingers swirled around her captive's sex. At first she restricted her movements to the newly shaven rise of her mound, but then allowed her thumb to brush the cop's clit.

Alice's body jerked instantly at the touch. She sucked harder on the nipple, sliding two fingers inside. As she'd hoped, the blonde had a wonderfully tight pussy.

"Going to cum for me?" she murmured, pulling her head up from those perky breasts so that she could look into Alice's hazy eyes. "Come on, babygirl. Cum for Marcia. Now!!"

A flick of her thumb across that sensitive clit was enough to detonate the orgasm.

Her intense eyes savoured each expression on the young woman's face, committing them to memory as the climax overwhelmed her. When the blonde woman's hands found her curly red hair, gripping it tightly as her trembling body jerked and twisted, Marcia could feel the heat between her own thighs.

It made the anticipation of knowing what was eventually going to happen all the better...

***

"Have you got a minute?" Alex Goodwin asked as he put his head around Sandra Wilson's door. Her hands were flying over the keyboard as she stared at the computer screen.

Her instant smile as she pulled off her rectangular glasses made him feel better. "Sure, Alex. Come in."

He lumbered into the small office, turning and closing the door behind him before sliding his heavy frame into one of the two chairs opposite the desk. "How are things going with that report for Turner?"

"Report?"

"Yeah, the budget cuts."

Wilson's nodded at the screen. "I seem to have a dozen reports to do," she said, wrinkling her nose. "Turner likes to keep me busy. But that one can wait..."

Goodwin frowned. Hadn't she told him it was urgent? Maybe Turner was backing off? "It can? I thought—"

Wilson pushed back in her chair and coupled her hands behind her head. While she stared thoughtfully at the ceiling, Goodwin's gaze ran across her body. Her breasts were perfectly outlined under the stretch of her blouse. This was ridiculous, he thought, forcing his glance away. Time had moved on. Just accept the fact.

"It's a dilemma," she eventually said, shifting her body in the chair and leaning forward again. "It's not the report that's the problem, Alex, it's the fact that I can't manufacture those cuts out of thin air. Okay, there are definitely some administrative savings to be made, but to reach Turner's targets means losing front line people."

Losing people from the front line? That was bad news. They needed more as it was. "How many?"

The brunette shrugged. "One is too many, Alex. How can I recommend we cut numbers? It's simple, I can't."

"So..." he hesitated, trying to catch on. "You've thrown it back at him?"

She gave a wry laugh. "Yes, and he's passed it back to me again. I think we're at stalemate. Each time we discuss it we argue. He shouted at me this morning. If I won't do it, he'd bring in someone who would to replace me."

"Replace you?" He stared at her. "He's not serious."

The look on Wilson's face confirmed that the bastard was and Goodwin felt the anger surge through him. All Turner was interested in was feathering his own political nest at the expense of anything or anyone who got in his way. Sacrificing Wilson was nonsensical.

"I told him it was his decision," she went on, shrugging her shoulders.

"Sandra," he began. "I'm so sorry—"

Her expression changed. "I don't need sympathy, Alex."

The barrel chested cop took a mental step back. That was a typical Sandra Wilson response. Ever since Webster and Jack were forced out, she'd felt the need to take on the world by herself.

"You don't need to fight me, too, Sandra."

"Sorry..." She sighed after a few seconds. "He's demanded a report detailing the cuts by Tuesday. He won't get it so watch this space..."

Silence fell on the two of them as Goodwin tried to find the right words to say. He wasn't good with words and didn't want her snapping at him again if he came out with the wrong thing. If Turner did force Sandra Wilson out of the division, then he'd go, too. But first he'd make sure he got an appointment with Sir Peter Richardson so that he could tell the Commissioner a few home truths. What would he have to lose?

"Anyway, Alex," Sandra Wilson began again, interrupting the thought. Her tone seemed heavy with disillusionment. "I take it you didn't just come in here to discuss Turner and budgetary cuts?"

"No," he said, looking at his feet and then back at his boss again. This wasn't easy.

Since their meal together last night, he'd known that he should have mentioned Kaminski. She'd been adamant he shouldn't mention their investigation to anyone else and he knew she'd feel betrayed if he confessed about his conversation with the Homicide cop. But... it just felt dishonest not to—he shouldn't be keeping anything from this woman.

He sought out a compromise. "I've been thinking..."

Wilson's tired eyes widened. "Yes?"

"How do you feel about me checking with a couple of other divisions to see if they have anything on this guy, Appleby? I'd do it quietly, of course? But we're relying too heavily on Alice and Kirsten, putting too much pressure on them. If we can—"

The look of dismay on Wilson's face stopped his suggestion dead in its tracks. For a few seconds, Goodwin thought she was going to explode in rage. Then she pushed back in her chair, shaking her head at him before crossing her arms in front of her. "Alex," she slowly said, as if talking to a child. "After our conversation about Turner, you're suggesting we broadcast what's going on? You know how quickly word spreads..."

"Yeah, I know, Sandra," he answered, clutching at straws. Maybe he hadn't phrased that too well. "But think about it. How many times do different parts of the Met working on the same thing without others being aware..."

Her narrowed eyes told him it wasn't a line she was about to fall for. "Why would others be working on Appleby?"

He hoped his hesitation didn't give the game away. "He may be into other things," he tried, hoping it didn't sound too lame.

Her curse brought with it the realisation that he'd badly misjudged the situation.

"Alex," she began again, fighting to stay calm. "I've explained to you that Turner wants my head. Word of this getting out will give it to him. I've even been thinking that maybe we should just pull the whole thing so that he has no excuse. But why should I? That means he wins. This is our job, Alex. This is what we're being paid to do. But I'm not going to commit suicide along the way..."

Goodwin grunted, trying but failing to think of some sort of response. Instead, he simply nodded and ran his fingers over his two day growth of stubble. He might have been a fool for sharing things with Kaminski, but he was still convinced that if the Homicide cop helped get the breakthrough they needed, Wilson would see the sense in what he'd done.

He just had to make sure that Kaminski continued to keep everything to himself meantime.

***

Kirsten Tobin knew that she should have returned to the Met after her afternoon at the studio but how could she face that? She'd have to report in to Sandra Wilson and her boss would immediately be able to see from her face that something was wrong.

Instead, she'd headed home and thrown herself on the bed, burying her head into a pillow. What had she done? She could still feel Tony Daly's breath on her neck, his hard cock against her ass, and his fingers inside her. He'd made her cum three times before telling her they were finished for the day.

She was there as a cop and shouldn't have allowed her personal feelings to come into it. Instead, she'd given in to the sexual arousal that had lodged in her body ever since she'd met Daly. Was it the Wesley Snipes fantasy that had led to this? Was that why she was constantly aroused? Was the long held craving she'd had for sex with a black man turning from imagination to reality?

After her end-of-shoot shower, he'd been waiting for her in reception and told her they wanted to employ her as a model. That she'd passed the auditions. He'd told her the photos were terrific and given her a warm hug and a kiss on the cheek before sending her on her way. Same time tomorrow, he'd said.

The calm demeanour he'd displayed afterwards was as if the incident hadn't happened. Or perhaps it was a normal occurrence in the world of fashion?

She hated that thought. As stupid as she knew her feelings were, she hated the thought of this being a predetermined approach. She wanted him to want her, not take advantage of her the way he did with all new models.

Though... he hadn't taken advantage of her, had he?

She would have allowed him to do anything to her after he'd finger fucked her. As difficult as it was to admit it, he... he could even have fucked her, she was so worked up. Worse than that, the thought of that cock still had her aroused. She could imagine the wonderful feeling as she took him inside her mouth, his hands on her hair as she gave him a blow job, the sensation of him beginning to throb and then blowing his load down her throat.

She twisted onto her back on the bed and slid her hand down inside her jeans. It was very easy to imagine that the hand was a different colour, thicker, coarser. That it belonged to Tony Daly, not her. God, she was so wet...

If Sandra Wilson or anyone in the Met found out what had happened, her career could be at an end. Maybe she should seek out Wilson and explain? It had been on the tip of her tongue to confess when she'd called her boss from her car and given her an update on this afternoon's happenings. Instead, she'd made it sound so straightforward and had simply told her that they wanted her as a model and had arranged for her to return to the studio tomorrow.

And what had Wilson said? That she'd done a fabulous job and should stay as close as she could to Daly to see what she find. How ironic was that?

She pulled her working fingers out of her jeans and swung onto her stomach again. Maybe she should stop being so hard on herself and follow Wilson's instructions? If getting closer to Daly led to any other encounters, she could rationalise things as doing whatever was necessary to make a success of her mission. Her duty came first and that meant she should explore any opportunity.

Allowing herself that comforting excuse for the time being, her thoughts turned to Matt. They were heading to the theatre later tonight—how could she look him in the eye? Maybe all of this was some sort of sign, confirmation that it really was time to end that relationship?

Flopping over onto her back for a second time, her hand slithered back between her legs again. She could think about Matt later. Right now, she needed relief again...

***

Alice felt only relief when she returned to the Met and found that Sandra Wilson had left for the evening. It was some official function to do with the Lord Mayor's office, apparently, and Turner had asked for a full turn out of his senior officers.

"I'm proud of you," her dad said, patting the back of her hand. She smiled at him over the rim of her coffee cup. The Met restaurant was quiet but it seemed an ideal refuge after the events at the studio.

She'd made up her mind that when she'd returned to their offices, she'd confess to Sandra Wilson everything that had happened over the past couple of days. Instead, her father had cornered her and she'd found herself telling him half a tale.

And here he was, telling her he was proud of her...

"Why dad?" she rasped, returning the cup to the saucer and plonking both elbows on the small table as she defiantly stared at him. How could he say that when all she felt was guilt? And that damn arousal that just wouldn't go away.

"Why?" he grunted, reaching across the table and squeezing her hand. "Because I doubted that you had the experience to be thrown head first into this thing. And yet you're our best hope."

Alice wouldn't, couldn't let it go. "I am? Why?"

As far as she was concerned, she'd masturbated in the studio owned by the man they were investigating. And been photographed while doing it! She'd allowed herself to be shaved and then finger fucked to an orgasm by a woman she'd only met a couple of days earlier—the same woman who'd fed her cocaine.

Was all that something to be proud of? Worst of all, she liked it. All of it. She'd never felt so drunk with lust.

"Sandra said we pull out if we don't have anything concrete by the end of the week," he calmly explained, pausing as another couple of cops wandered by. "So far, I haven't found a thing at this end and while Kirsten is making inroads, we all know this sort of thing takes time."

She sat back in her seat, pushing a loose strand of blonde hair away from her eyes. For an instant, she wondered about telling him what had happened, seek his advice. But how could she? For the first time in a while his eyes seemed alive. The dull greyness that had characterised him since the DeVere-George Blair fiasco seemed to be lifted.

"But why am I our best chance?" she softly said, needing something more concrete to assuage her guilty feelings. "How do you work that one out, dad?"

Goodwin grunted again. "From what you've just explained, this Marcia woman seems to have taken you under her wing. You said she was prepared to show you the ropes, explain what the life of a model looks like—an Appleby model. That's the information we need, honey. That's our best hope of finding something to help decide whether to make this official or let it go."

Alice nodded slowly. Suddenly, she didn't feel quite so guilty. Maybe she'd been too wrapped up in the sexual side of things to think clearly? But he was right. So what if she was drawn into the sexier aspects of the modelling world? What was wrong with that? Perhaps she was having doubts because Marcia was a woman? Could that be it? Alice wasn't bi, never had been, but there was no doubt that the curvy redhead knew how to push her buttons...

"Go with it," her dad continued, squeezing her hand again. "You're doing great, honey. Go with your instinct."

She nodded again, but this time she smiled back into his eyes. It was good advice. Marcia was an opportunity to help Sandra Wilson crack the case and she wouldn't be doing her duty if she allowed it to slip by. That meant taking Marcia up on her offer to go clubbing together tomorrow night.

***

Sandra Wilson nodded to the various dignitaries as she circled the room. She made sure that any conversations were brief and then moved on. Tonight was pretty much a carbon copy of other functions. Jason Wilkins had already hit on her again and Simon Bradshaw had offered to run her home. Then there was Adam Bradford, always grinning at her and giving her the eye.

And they were all married, of course.

Evenings like this brought out the worst in her. She was only here to make Turner look good and the strutting peacock had ignored all of his direct reports in order to hobnob with Sir Peter Richardson and his senior colleagues. It was pathetic. She hated him and the ridiculously long days and heavy administrative workload he'd forced on simply to further his own interests.

She was beginning to hate the job, too, and maybe it was just as well that the budgetary cuts argument was bringing matters to a head. Little had changed since Webster and Palmer had been unceremoniously booted out of the Met and she shouldn't have allowed herself to be persuaded to take on the job.

Donny Webster had been forced into early retirement, but before he'd left he'd told her she could make a difference. Jack Palmer would have been thrown in jail were it not for his forced resignation and agreement never to publicly discuss the case. And he'd still taken the time out to endorse Webster's words.

Both thought she could do a great job but they were wrong. The politics had become worse over the last eighteen months and Turner made a point of taking credit for anything positive and shifting the blame to others when something went wrong. Her working relationship with him was close to breaking point and it was becoming ever more impossible to disguise her disgust for the man.

He didn't care about the police, the Met, or the Vice team. All he wanted was to advance his career and take over from Sir Peter when the Commissioner retired.

It constantly felt like she was wading through treacle and she knew in her bones it was time to move on, though what came after police work when that was all she'd known? Maybe she should call Jack and ask about the merits of following in his footsteps? At least PI work meant she wouldn't be sitting behind a desk.

In many ways, she envied Kirsten and Alice—what she wouldn't give for a chance to be involved at the hard end of an investigation again. But then again, it wasn't fair just to give them a few days to turn up something tangible. Undercover cases like this often went weeks or months before it was possible to achieve a breakthrough. Maybe she should just close the Appleby case now?

Or was that the irrational thoughts of a tired mind?

She'd talk to the team about it in the morning, assuming she could somehow get through tonight. If another married cop whispered anything suggestive to her she'd most likely kick him where it hurt the most...

***

"You've been quiet tonight," Matt said with a smile as he drove away from the theatre car park. "Something's wrong?"

Kirsten tensed in her seat. The heavy rain that had begun to fall seemed appropriate in the circumstances. Should she tell him now? That she wanted to cool their relationship? Instead, she settled back in her seat and ignored him.

"Come on," he persisted, switching on the window wipers. "What's wrong?"

"Why would something be wrong?" she defensively asked. Now wasn't the time, she decided. It could wait until they got home.

"Why?" he queried, glancing across and grinning at her. "Because normally I can't shut you up and yet tonight it was as if you were auditioning to be Greta Garbo."

Can't shut her up? The brunette felt her hackles rise but allowed the comment to pass. Despite her masturbation on the bed earlier, that same cloud of arousal had returned and settled on her. It made sense to wait until she was calmer before they fought. "Greta Garbo?"

"Yeah, you know... the Swedish film actress. She was regarded as one of the greatest and most inscrutable of all movie stars."

Kirsten pulled a face. Had she heard of her? "Really? I don't think I've seen her. Was she in that movie with Reese Witherspoon?"

He guffawed. "Hardly, she's an actress from Hollywood's silent film period. That's what I'm referring to. You were quiet tonight."

Kirsten pulled her coat closer around her body, as if that provided some protection from her thoughts. If they argued now, she'd end up sending Matt home with his tail between his legs and that meant she'd be sleeping alone. In her current state, that wasn't a welcome thought. The more she thought of seeing Tony Daly tomorrow, the hornier she became.



"Come on," he persisted. "You know you want to tell me. What's up?"

For a brief second she nearly told him. Instead, she twisted in her seat and dropped her hand onto his crotch. "I want to fuck."

"What!?" He quickly corrected the car as he swerved towards the centre line.

The feel of his manhood under her palm made her mind up. It was reacting nicely to her squeezing touch. "Take a left."

"Left?"

"There," she shouted, pointing to what was no more than a side road. The turning was almost on them.

"What the fuck..." Matt shouted as she grabbed the wheel and pulled it left. For a second he fought with the curling bend and then straightened the car along the narrow track. "Are you trying to kill us?"

"Don't be a wimp," she snapped, checking ahead. "Just park somewhere."

"Where?"

"For fuck's sake, Matt," she shouted, her hands already attacking his trousers. Her body was crying out for attention and she needed it now. "Any-fucking-where..."

"But it's—"

"Matt," she shouted, dragging his cock out into the open. "Stop the fucking car. Now!"

Pulling over in the darkness wasn't easy, especially with Kirsten's mouth on his hardness. No sooner had he stilled the engine than she had the passenger door open.

"Kirsten..."

"Outside," she shouted at him, throwing her coat back onto the passenger seat.

It was raining even harder as he followed her out of the car, stumbling as one hand held his open trousers up around his waist. "It's raining..."

"So what?" Somehow the heavy rain added to the moment. Wesley Snipes wouldn't object to fucking in the rain and neither would Tony Daly. Dragging her thong down from under her skirt, she rested her palms behind her on the wet hood of the car and pushed herself up into a sitting position on the bonnet.

"C'mon," she snarled. "C'mon..."

When he approached her, she pulled his hand to her right breast, her hand over his roughly kneading the firm swell through the white blouse.

"That's better," she grunted, pulling him into a passionate kiss and palming his cock with her free hand. "C'mon, Matt, I need this. Fuck me..."

With a grunt, she ripped her blouse and then the cups of her bra upwards, exposing her body to the rain. One hand dragged his head to her thrusting breasts while the other pulled his hard shaft to her and lined him up. The rain was heavier now, splattering against the bonnet and their bodies. It added to her frantic excitement. Gripping his hips, she helped him ram himself inside her.

Her cry as he entered her was so loud that she could have been heard by anyone around. In this storm, they were safe enough, but she didn't care. Even the thought of being watched was exciting. "C'mon, Matt..." she growled, her bottom beginning to rock on the bonnet of the car. "C'mon..."

Closing her eyes, she was on a movie set, being fucked in the driving rain. She laughed aloud, throwing her head back to feel the heavy rain against her face. Their clothes were already soaked, sticking to their skins. Would Tony Daly take her like this? Could his black cock have entered her so easily or would he have to take his time and allow her to adjust to his size?

"For fuck sake..."

"What?" Matt grunted.

Kirsten realised she'd said the words out loud as she'd thought of the photographer. She hadn't intended to.

"Fuck me harder," she told him, digging her nails into her skin. "C'mon..."

Her intensity amazed her. She began to rock her body against him, crossing her ankles around his back. Being fucked like this was so uncomfortable and yet so incredibly hot. The changed angle as she bounced on the bonnet saw her aroused clit rub against his shaft and her nails dug in harder.

Their heavy panting and the distinctive sound of their slapping flesh mingled with the noise of the rain.

"Faster," she grunted, locking her ankles more tightly around his pumping hips. Her palms rested flat on the bonnet behind her so that she could better pump upwards. This was just what she needed right now—raw unadulterated fucking that would drown out all her illicit thoughts.

"Fuck me... fuck me... fuck me..."

"I am," he grunted back. Kirsten didn't often talk dirty but when she did...

"C'mon, you bastard. Fuck me. Harder!"

The words had their effect. Matt pummelled her harder, trying to keep up with her out-of-control body. Her fingernails ripped across his skin, drawing blood across his back that was soon washed away by the driving rain.

"C'mon. Fuck, yes, like that... oh shit..."

She bit down on his shoulder as she came and then she was pumping again, seeking another. With her eyes closed, it wasn't Matt that she saw...


Appleby Blush Ch. 05

Chapter 5: Wilson receives an invitation

The soft pressure between Carmella's legs slowly brought her out of her sleep. Half conscious, she opened her legs wider so that the tongue running down the length of her labial lips had more room to continue its exquisite explorations. Arching her back, she thrust her hips forward to meet the lapping contact on her deliciously sensitive clit.

"Mmmm, yes, baby," she murmured, her lips parting as the pleasure shot through her. Her hands found the head between her thighs and she stroked her lover's ponytail.

"You like?" Donald Appleby murmured, pausing momentarily to stare up into her face.

"Oh yes, baby," she purred, luxuriating in on the sensations radiating around her sex. Her body arched higher and her hips pushed upwards. "Don't stop..."

She felt his fingers dig more tightly into her thighs as he held them apart, shuffling to make himself more comfortable on the oversized bed now that she was awake. Carmela rewarded him with another moan. Being brought out of her sleep like this was one of her greatest pleasures in life.

They both had lots of lovers, but Donald was easily the most inventive.

"I take it we're celebrating the deal," she groaned sexily, yanking hard enough on his pony tail to bring his head away from her wetness. Instantly, she pushed it down into her wet folds again. "Did I say stop?"

Appleby responded by reaching up and puling one of her legs over his shoulder. Carmella lazily curled her foot around his neck and jerked his hair again. He obediently worked his stiff and slippery tongue inside her and then began to thrust back and forward like a little cock. With each jerk of his head and pump of her hips, she could feel his morning stubble scrape across her skin.

The Columbian beauty moaned again. "Oh yes..."

Today was going to be such a good day, she hazily thought through the pleasure. Daly would fuck the brunette cop and that would complete her initiation into the Appleby world. There'd be no turning back from there. Marcia would deal with the blonde, too, though with her father being a cop they needed to take that one a little more slowly.

Then there was her plan for Sandra Wilson...

When Donald jabbed his tongue harder, faster, she moaned again. "Yes, there... just there..."

Her other leg bent at the knee as she planted the sole of her foot on the mattress and pushed her body even higher. Only her shoulders remained on the black bed linen. Her hands left his head and stretched out either side of her to claw at the sheets still crumpled from last night's lovemaking. Fortunately Donald's jet had brought him back home from Edinburgh in sufficient time for them to spend a good portion of the night fucking.

"Ah!" she cried as he rapidly shifted his focus to her clit.

Her palms were damp as they clung on to the sheets and her lover held her thrashing body more firmly as she began to hump his face. She loved being submissive like this and sent out a series of approving growls as he slid his mouth across her wetness and sucked up her hot uices.

"Yes... fuck, yes..."

Teetering on the edge, she felt his tongue go flat. God, she loved this moment. He knew just how to play her and he was so in control. She gripped his ponytail again with one hand, tighter this time, and whimpered like an animal on heat.

He lapped over her swollen button again and again and she couldn't take it any longer. The foot around his neck pressed down to drag his head even closer. One clawing hand gripped the sheets and the other held his hair, keeping him there.

Just there...

Squeezing his perspiring, juice stained face between her thighs one final time, she grunted in her native tongue as the orgasmic damn finally overwhelmed her.

***

"Still no sign?" Kirsten asked, swinging around to look at Goodwin as his head appeared in the doorway.

"She's still with Turner."

"It looks like the meeting's cancelled, then," Alice chimed in, glancing at the small clock on Sandra Wilson's wall. Ten o'clock. They'd been hanging around on and off for a couple of hours now. "What time are you due back at the agency?"

"Just after lunch," Kirsten answered, pulling a face. "I have an hour before I need to sort myself out." She glanced back at Goodwin. "Could they really still be talking about last night's do? For two hours?"

The barrel chested man leant against the doorframe. "No, the rest of Turner's reports left an hour ago. There's only Sandra in his office now."

The two women exchanged a nervous glance and then Alice turned to her dad. "D'you think Turner knows about our operation?"

Goodwin shook his head. They'd have heard by now if that was the case. Besides, he was pretty sure they'd be talking about the budgetary cuts Turner wanted, not that he could confide that to the others.

"I doubt it," he contented himself by saying. "I'm sure they have a million and one things to talk about."

"Doesn't sound like its good news, though," Alice persisted. "We all know how Sandra feels about that man."

"Half the force feels that way," Goodwin replied, pushing off the doorframe. "Well, I for one have some work to do..."

"Good," Kirsten grinned at him. "Close the door so that Alice and I can have a girly chat."

She ignored the grumpy look he sent her and waited until they were alone before turning back to Alice. "I thought it might be useful to compare notes."

"Sure," Alice replied, shuffling in her chair. "Good idea."

Kirsten's eyes narrowed a little. Was Alice feeling uncomfortable? If she was, there could only be one answer and that was that Tony Daly had done the same with her. Maybe that's what this was about? The agency lured unsuspecting women to an audition and ended up by dragging them into some sort of illegal sexual activity. Was that why Daly had come on to her yesterday?

The thought of being just another woman on his list hurt her more than it should.

"Can I ask you something, Alice?" she tentatively began.

"Of course."

Kirsten disguised her concern with a smile. There it was again, a flicker of nervousness across Alice's face. "Did Tony Daly come on to you yesterday?"

There was no other way to ask the question other than just to come out with it. She'd made up with Matt last night after they'd returned home and later, in bed, their lovemaking had been gentler. But she still knew that the man behind her closed eyes wasn't her boyfriend. In the early hours, when she'd lain awake, the same question had gone through her mind a thousand times.

For an excruciating second, she thought it was true. But after a momentary widening of those sea-blue eyes, her young colleague burst out laughing. "Come on to me? Heavens, no! I didn't even see Tony Daly yesterday."

"You didn't?" The brunette sat back, slightly shocked. How could she have got that so wrong? "I thought you were auditioning?"

"So did I." Alice turned squarer in her chair so they could face one another. "But Marcia told me I'd done enough the first time and that I was to meet Carmella."

"You met Carmella?"

"Well, no, not exactly. She was delayed somewhere."

Kirsten shook the cobwebs out of her head, trying to understand what Alice was telling her. "So what happened?"

"Marcia and I spent quite a while... chatting... and then I signed some pre-contract stuff."

"Good for you," Kirsten said, running a hand through her shiny, brown hair and laughing aloud. "You're making good progress, Alice."

As the two women grinned at one another, Kirsten gave a sigh of relief. Why did that conversation make her feel so much better? Was it because she wasn't just one of a number? That Daly just hadn't been able to resist coming on to her yesterday? That he fancied her? She had to admit that the thought did actually feel good. It was like having Wesley Snipes come on to you.

What girl would be able to resist?

***

Alice let out a sigh of relief. For a moment she thought the game was up, that Kirsten knew about what had happened between her and Marcia yesterday. That would have been embarrassing, especially after her chat with her dad.

She'd reflected on his words last night and come to the conclusion that the sexual turn of events should remain her secret. All they were interested in was results and no one cared how she achieved those. Okay, Marcia had shaved her, given her coke and finger fucked her...

But that's what went with undercover work, wasn't it?

"You're making good progress," Kirsten told her, smiling warmly at her younger colleague. "I've hardly seen Marcia since I first went to the studio."

"She said she'd bring me up to date with the workings of the agency," Alice gushed, seeing a chance to justify what had happened in her quest for information. She'd earn her stripes if she could make a breakthrough and intended to hold onto that thought. "If I can find out what goes on in there, that'll give us something to focus on."

"Good girl. You're not back there today?"

Alice shook her head and then blew a stand of blonde hair away from her face. "No, they said they'd let me know. But Marcia suggested she and I hit the town one night. That'll give us the opportunity to have a long chat."

"You two hit the town while I'm slaving away at another photoshoot today," Kirsten quipped, her dark eyes dancing. "It's okay for you youngsters..."

Alice laughed with her. "Yeah, it must be tough at your age. Anyway, they're definitely happy with you if they're already getting you involved in things. Is it Tony Daly that you mainly deal with?"

When Kirsten nodded but blushed, suddenly it all made sense to Alice. "He's come onto you," she half shouted, then giggled as she covered her mouth and glanced at the door. The last thing they needed was anyone walking in on the conversation. "He has, hasn't he," she continued, theatrically lowering her voice. "That's why you asked me."

"Look..."

"Go on," Alice chuckled, turning right around in her chair so that she could peer into her friend's deep brown eyes. "You can tell me. He's asked you out on a date, hasn't he?"

Kirsten laughed nervously. "No, Alice... he hasn't."

"Well, there's something there, I can tell," the young blonde murmured, her eyes gleaming with delight. "This is great, Kirsten. You get what you can from Daly and I'll do the same with Marcia. There's only one thing..."

The brunette gave her a quizzical look. "Which is?"

"You've got a boyfriend, girl," Alice laughed. "So no kissing on the first date."

***

"Brendan, I trust you slept well?"

The Detective practically jumped up from his seat at the sound of the voice. Shifting the phone from one ear to the other, he glanced around him. None of the other cops seemed to have noticed his sudden reaction.

"Can I call you back?" he softly asked, stifling his voice by turning to the wall beside his desk.

"Two minutes. No more."

"Hey Bren—" a voice shouted as he made his way across the room.

He turned. It was Flowers. "Give me five," he shouted back, waving his hand. "I have to make an urgent phone call. Something I shudda done but forgot earlier. Okay?"

"Your bookie?" the fair-haired Sergeant called after him.

Kaminski ignored the laughter that broke out. They were the schmucks not him. All putting their lives on the line for the pittance the Met paid. He was the smart one...

He took the stairs three at a time, heading down to the emergency exit beside the back loading bay. That's where he usually sneaked out for a quiet smoke. If the couple of others who also used that area were there, he was in big trouble.

To his relief, other than a couple of police vans parked at the far side, the place was empty. He lit a cigarette and called the private number. It was untraceable, but this morning Donald Appleby would be on the other end of the call.

"Five minutes, Brendan" the businessman smoothly observed. "You said two."

No, you said two, Kaminski thought. "Yes, I know. I'm sorry, Mr. Appleby. It's not easy to get some privacy in here."

"You have some now?"

"Yes, I'm outside in—"

"Good, good. I've been pondering on our meeting, Brendan. I trust the bonus arrived?"

"Yes, sir. Most unexpected and I really appreciate it." The timing of the unexpected money was ideal. There were two horses—absolute certainties—running in the next few days.

"I reward my employees, Brendan. Would you like to know what you have to do to earn it?"

"Yes, Mr. Appleby. Anything."

"You told this Goodwin you had someone on the inside."

"Yes, sir. He's been pushing me for something to help their investigation. I'm not sure I can keep—"

"Let me help, Brendan. Go straight to see Goodwin when we've finished this call. Tell him there's an open night at Appleby Modelling this evening. It's aimed at aspiring models over the age of thirty five."

"Yes, Mr. Appleby?"

"Think about it Brendan. How old is Sandra Wilson?"

"Er... around thirty five, I guess? You mean—"

"Indeed. There's no specific formula to the evening, just the opportunity to look around the premises, enjoy a glass of wine, and ask any questions that might be on their minds."

"Yes..."

"Ideal for someone who wants to see for herself what happens in enemy territory, don't you think?"

Kaminski smiled as the penny dropped. "I see, Mr. Appleby. And you want me to—"

"I want you to make sure Wilson attends, Brendan. For example, it could be that although attendance is strictly by invitation, Homicide had secured such an invite for one of its operatives. Unfortunately, they've now pulled that particular mission—I don't care why—and you can make the appointment available to Goodwin. He in turn should pass it on to Sandra Wilson."

"She might have other arrangements tonight..."

"She may, Brendan. In which case, we'll come up with something else. But think about it. She's investigating me and we're giving her an opportunity to check things out personally. Wouldn't you rearrange any prior appointments?"

***

Kirsten couldn't hide her disappointment. Why wasn't he there?

It was Marcia who'd met her at reception and escorted her to the dressing rooms. That wasn't how she'd pictured it all morning. The wavy haired cop had expected Tony Daly to meet her with the same hug he'd given her when she'd left the studios last night. She'd anticipated the same kiss on the cheek and for him to lead the way to the dressing rooms, with her eyes on that cute butt.

The curvy woman had handed her the usual drink when she'd entered the changing area and had told her that she'd have her outfit available after her shower.

"Drink up first," Marcia had told her in a way that suggested it was a requirement not a suggestion. "And then shower."

That had been ten minutes ago. Now she was in the shower and the water cascading across her body made her think of last night. Matt couldn't understand what had got into her and neither could she. When they'd got back to her flat, she'd ignored his questions and taken him to bed. Their lovemaking had been gentler, but she and hadn't let up until early morning.

Yet here she was, still horny...

She heard the door to the dressing rooms open and wondered what outfit Marcia would be leaving for her. One thing was for sure—whatever it was would cover more than yesterday. That skimpy thong had left nothing to the imagination and she was sure it was the way she'd flaunted her semi naked body at the photographer all afternoon that had kick started her arousal again.

Would it be the same today? And what would she be wearing? Maybe lingerie?

She'd like to dress up in underwear for Daly -- something black and sexy, with stockings. The brunette gave a little giggle as she imagined the look on his face. She was getting to know from certain expression when he was feeling 'it' too, and knowing she had that effect was a real turn on.

And Alice's admission that she hadn't seen the photographer yesterday made her feel much happier in herself.

"Hey."

The voice took her aback and her turn to look at him was almost in slow motion. For a few seconds, she couldn't decide if it was his nakedness that shocked her more than the fact he was there at all.

Whichever, Tony Daly's muscular naked body was even more impressive than she'd imagined.

His rich, ebony skin gleamed in the bright light of the shower room and his well defined muscular torso reminder her of one of the Olympic swimmers she'd watched on television. Then there was his cock. It was huge and swung provocatively as he walked towards her.

Just like she was, he was shaved clean—she'd never seen a man that way. The smooth effect was erotically surreal. So was the casual way he approached the shower and stepped inside, as if this were the most natural thing in the world.

"Let me," he said, picking up the gel and pouring some onto his palms.

Kirsten put a hand against the wall to steady herself as she watched him, stunned into silence both by his nakedness and his amazingly calm demeanour. He gave her that wide smile that displayed all his white teeth and she found herself wondering if this was normal activity in a modelling agency.

It can't be, her puzzled mind argued with itself. But then he was stepping behind her and when she nervously swung her head around to follow his movement, his warm eyes seemed to be telling her it was okay

His touch seemed much lighter than yesterday and pin pricks of heat found their way around her body when he slowly spread the gel across her shoulders and back. When his hands covered her buttocks, caressing the soapy liquid into her hard globes with a languid ease, the pin pricks turned into a furnace.

Just as she felt the dizzy haze about to envelop her he was turning her body around. Her sex began to overheat at the thought of his hands on her breasts again and those wonderful fingers slithering down her stomach.

Instead, he surprised her again.

"Now me..." he simply said, handing her the gel.

Kirsten mechanically took it from him, aware that she hadn't yet spoken a word. Should she have objected when he appeared? Should she have said something to stop him entering the shower? It all felt too late now and the casual way he was acting as if this was normal almost made her belief that it was.

His hands took the gel back as she stared at him, unable to move. He tipped the bottle so that the liquid covered her palms and then placed them on his broad chest. "Wash me," he instructed, dropping his hands to his hips.

His skin was so smooth, Kirsten thought, as her hands began to move. She made a point of staying away from his huge cock—though all she wanted to do was touch him—even though it rose impressively with each sweep of her hands across his pecs. When he held the bottle out again she cupped her palms, allowing him to squeeze more of the liquid for her to apply to his muscular body.

"My back," he told her, although he made no effort to move position.

It seemed he wanted her to reach around him and Kirsten obliged. His semi erect cock brushed against her as she caressed the liquid into his skin and she knew then there was only one outcome. Her hands flirted with the top of his ass and then, as if they had a mind of their own, dropped to his hard buttocks. When she worked the gel into the crevice, she couldn't contain herself.

She wanted this man, she needed this man and she was going to have this man.

Both hands slid back around his body, one cupping his shaved balls and the other his huge cock. His grunts of approval set off a heat wave between her legs and, leaning forward, she ran her tongue around his right nipple.

Kirsten indulged herself for a few moments, switching nipples while slowly jerking his shaft. Then she was slithering downwards, his impressive hardness pushing against her body as she licked her way down his torso and dropped to her knees. The water cascaded over her like a waterfall, reminding her again of last night but this time the black man in her fantasy was real.



She took her time as her head reached his cock, her eyes devouring every inch of his flesh like a child who'd been given a special treat. At first her tongue played around his crown—licking, sucking, tasting, teasing—and then with her eyes staring upwards into his, she took the black shaft inside her mouth.

At first she could only engulf half his manhood, but inch by inch she managed to accept more. When it became too much, she diverted her attention to his heavy shaven balls, sucking one and then the other into her hungry mouth. It was a journey of exploration—she'd never even seen anything this size before—and she savoured each fresh movement like a connoisseur relishing a fine wine.

She alternated between licking along the hard shaft, swallowing as much as she could, and sucking on the crown. Daly's hands went to her long wet hair, gathering the brown strands in his fingers and helping direct her movements. Not that she needed any help. Giving head was giving head, even to someone this size. It would just take longer because there was so much more to savour.

She lost track of time. All the brunette knew was that his groans were building, getting louder, and she was at long last fulfilling her Wesley Snipes fantasy.

His hands ran through her wet hair, gathering more around his fingers and pulling her harder against him. When he shoved himself deeper into her throat Kirsten choked a little, but only for a moment. Her lustful brown eyes stared up at him, confirming that she could cope with anything he had to offer.

With a throaty snarl, she took him as deep into her mouth as she could, deep throating him until she heard that familiar growl. She'd have his cum soon....

But then his hands were under her shoulders, roughly dragging her up to her feet. "Time to fuck," he simply said.

***

Alex Goodwin hid behind the mug of steaming coffee. The Met canteen wasn't the most private of places for any sort of meeting, but needs must. This way, he and Brendan Kaminski were just two colleagues sharing a break together.

"How's it going?" the swarthy Homicide cop asked as he eased himself into the seat opposite Goodwin.

"Slowly." Goodwin shrugged his broad shoulders. "We're making progress but maybe not fast enough. We both know these sort of things can take a while."

Kaminski pulled a sympathetic face, trying to hold back his desperation to blurt out his news. It needed a touch more subtlety to be believable, even with someone as thick headed as Alex Goodwin.

"What are your timescales?" he contented himself by asking.

Goodwin grimaced. "We pull out next week if we have nothing."

Kaminski's narrow eyes widened. Next week? Damn—that was early. He'd hoped the whole thing would last much longer and that way he might earn a few more bonuses from Appleby.

"I need something, Brendan," Goodwin continued, leaning forward aggressively and tapping his fingers on the rectangular table. "Surely your guys have come up with something I can use? And what about this contact you have on the inside?"

Kaminski smiled to himself. That was perfect—the schmuck had given him the 'in' he wanted without him having to try too hard. "That's why I wanted to see you, Alex," he said, smoothing a hand across his slicked back hair.

"Yeah..."

"An opportunity's come up," he said, twisting his face. "But we have a problem..."

He watched Goodwin's grey eyes harden as the Vice Cop gritted his teeth. Goodwin wasn't about to allow any problems get in his way. His internal smile widened. Feed it to him step by step, he told himself...

"What is it?" the barrel chested cop snapped.

Kaminski glanced around for effect, and then leant closer. It was time to dangle the carrot. "I got my contact to set something up," he explained, lowering his voice. "But Homicide is pulling back from the case. Not enough evidence and too many other priorities. I thought you might want it."

The steely look in Goodwin's eyes firmed up further. "Go on..."

"There's an open night at Appleby's studio tonight," Kaminski said, speaking slowly for maximum effect. "It's for aspiring models, Alex. We had someone lined up to attend until we pulled the case. But listen to this..." He edged further across the small table and dropped his tone to a whisper. "I thought of you, Alex, and didn't cancel the appointment. At eight tonight they're expecting to see someone called Sandra Payne. The slot's yours if you want it."

"What are you talking about?" Goodwin spat, leaning back and shooting him a look of disgust. "You know we have both Alice and Kirsten in there. Why would we need anyone else? That doesn't—"

"Think about it, Alex," Kaminski snapped back. "It's a perfect opportunity to look around, get a feel for the place, and keep their ears open."

"Fuck, Brendan," Goodwin mumbled, giving him a weary look. "I told you, that's what Alice and Kirsten are doing. We've already got that covered..."

Kaminski shook his head and grabbed Goodwin's forearm across the table. You had to spell things out to this schmuck. "This is different, Alex. They're looking for older models. Thirty-five years upwards.

"Thirty-five..."

"Exactly," he said with a look of triumph in his eyes. "Now don't tell me Sandra Wilson would turn down the chance to personally look around."

"Sandra..."

Kaminski nodded enthusiastically as Goodwin's expression told him that he'd finally caught on. He reinforced the message. "They don't know Sandra Payne from Adam. We both know that Wilson still has a fabulous body. Just ask any of the young guys around. She wouldn't look out of place, would she?"

He took advantage of the faraway look that came over Goodwin's case, pausing to let the heavy cop think it through before continuing.

"Getting Sandra Wilson in there would be a coup, Alex. She'll love you for coming up with this one. But listen, I need to know quickly, otherwise I have to cancel the invitation. What do you think?"

***

Carmella Santiago sat in Tony's office, enthralled by the onscreen action relayed by the hidden cameras. The session in the shower had been sensational and the brown haired cop had fulfilled every expectation the Columbian woman had.

Now that Daly had taken her back to the dressing room and bent her over the table, the record levels of online hits shown on the bottom right of her screen was substantively increasing with each passing minute.

Positioning her facing the mirror was standard. It increased the woman's arousal by watching him fuck her doggie style and more importantly, ensured she would be staring straight into the main camera hidden by the two way mirror.

Every expression on her face and groan from her lips would be clearly recorded.

Carmella licked her lips as she leant closer to the screen. Kirsten's hanging breasts as she bent forward against the shiny table top were magnificent. Cock in hand, Daly bent his knees enough to get into position between her spread legs and for a few seconds he ran his bulbous head along her wet folds.

"Do you want it, baby," the Columbian beauty could hear him grunting into the cop's ear. "Do you want this big black cock?"

The words were part of the performance of course. Their viewers liked to hear the woman beg to be fucked. But to the discerning ear, Carmella knew full well that there was something different this time. That's what excited her the most.

This wasn't just Tony Daly performing as Solomon Sloane. He was about to fuck her as much for himself as for the weekly internet broadcast. It was only a couple of days ago that he'd confessed to her how much he wanted the cop.

"Tell me again." He was whispering now and the look on Kirsten's face as she grunted back at him was pure one hundred per cent sexual.

"Yes... yes. Fuck me now... for God's sake fuck me..."

They were the first she'd uttered since Daly had joined the panting brunette in the shower. No woman yet had been able to resist that moment...

Carmella found herself caught up in the action as Kirsten raised herself on tiptoe, staring directly at herself in the mirror as Tony Daly held onto her hips from behind and slid his black cock into her tanned body. It seemed that the excruciating look of arousal on her face was specifically for the camera.

Her expression changed as he entered her—slowly, one thick inch at a time—and the Columbian woman could almost visualise being taken by the black stud that way, just as thousands of paying customers imagined themselves as Daly.

The ease with which the cop had succumbed had surprised Carmella. Okay, none of the hundreds of women Daly had fucked on camera ever resisted—how could they with the Blush feeding their wildest fantasies—but there was something about the way the brunette had so freely given herself that was extra special. Maybe it was just that she was a cop that made it seem that way?

Bent over the table, her luscious breasts hanging away from her body like ripe fruit ready for picking, there was no doubt that the sexy bitch was the hottest yet. The Columbian beauty vowed to herself that when she was fully under their control, she'd sample the goods. Maybe with Daly?

It had been some time since she'd had a threesome with anyone other than Donald...

Daly grinned into the camera as he quickly established an easy rhythm. He really was a magnificent creature, Carmella thought, with those impressive pecs and the sheen of sweat that was already covering his ebony skin.

Kirsten was pushing her ass back against him, moaning unintelligibly under her breath with each rhythmic thrust. Her bouncing tits made Carmella's mouth water and when the brunette glanced back at him, her long, brown hair hanging over her shoulder, it was impossible not to be caught up in the sexual spell.

Daly slowed his pace, their gazes on one another, fucking with their eyes as well as their bodies. That look of unbridled lust was rife in the cop's deep brown eyes. Carmella sighed in arousal. She so loved doggie. She'd need to remind Donald of that tonight when they watched the video together...

The number of hits shown on the bottom right of Carmella's screen continued to increase but the Columbian woman was no longer concerned with the money pouring into their coffers. The raw sexuality of the moment had progressed way beyond any monetary considerations.

Such was the ferocity of their fucking that the table was rocking hard now. Sweat dripped from the black stud and onto Kirsten's curvy body. Daly dropped his hand down her hard stomach and between her legs. With the practiced experience of a master, he rubbed her clit softly beneath his fingers, bringing on an orgasm was so violent that even Carmella felt the heat.

Sliding his hands underneath her trembling body, Daly cupped the brunette's bouncing breasts. He was like a machine as he fucked her harder, squeezing and kneading her wonderfully large swells. It was too much for the cop and her lust-fuelled eyes rolled into the back of her head as another climax tore through her.

The black stud grinned at the camera again in that sexy look he'd perfected for his audience. He allowed the panting brunette a moment to recover and then surprised her by pulling out. Before she had time to think, he'd swung her curvy body around to face him and picked her up as easily as if she was a paper doll.

Kirsten squealed in surprise, looping her long legs around his broad back as he jammed his cock back inside her. Her arms found their way around his neck as his hands cupped her sweet ass. Demonstrating his raw muscular power, he planted both feet on the floor and began to fuck her in mid air.

Carmella watched enthralled. This was always the final act in his Solomon Sloane show. Women normally hung on for dear life but not this one.

Without warning, the brunette began to fuck him back. Even when he dug his soles into the floor she almost rocked him off his feet. Sweat rolled off Daly's forehead as they fucked like animals, the momentum driving his cock as deep as it would go. Kirsten's heels dug harder into his ass, driving him on.

He grunted with each thrust, struggling against the onslaught but unwilling to give in. The cop's eyes stared into his, her deep brown eyes exploding with lust as she increased the pace of her out-of-control thrusts.

It couldn't last much longer... and didn't.

With three more violent pumps, Kirsten felt the waves overcome her and she screamed out as she came. For a moment, Carmella thought the brunette was going to topple the two of them as she threw her orgasming body backwards and precariously clung onto his neck with her fingertips.

But the black stud somehow steadied himself...

Gritting his teeth and ignoring the burning muscles in his legs that screamed out in protest, he gave one final upward heave of her ass and thrust one final time.

His bestial roar seemed to fill the room as he began to fire into her needy sex.

***

Sandra Wilson looked up as Alex Goodwin's head appeared around her door. The eager expression on the barrel chested man's face told her he was bursting to share something with her. "Got a minute?" he asked.

She hadn't. Everything was closing in on her and there just didn't appear to be a way out. This time next week Turner would have her out of her role and she'd thought that Jack Palmer wasn't returning her calls until she'd discovered that he and Roxanne were away at some exotic location or another.

Right now, she'd have given a lot to be there with them

In truth, she was feeling pissed off with Goodwin, too. Yesterday's suggestion that he should raise the subject of Appleby with other divisions still rankled with her. She thought he had more sense than that.

Plus he hadn't found a single thing when reviewing the files she'd given him. There must have been something to find in there somewhere. Getting Alex to help her had been a sound idea but it had been driven by his loyalty not his abilities. He was best when he was out on the streets, interacting with people. For such a gruff character, he'd built up an impressive network of contacts.

But that was his strength, not ploughing through paperwork. It wasn't fair to aim her frustration at him, she knew. He'd helped her willingly, in addition to his normal work—and God knows there was plenty of that to go around.

He'd done it for her.

"Sure, Alex," she said, her voice softening as she waved him into the small office. At the very least, the interruption would give her a much needed break. Trying to find the savings Turner wanted without sacrificing good cops was proving to be an impossible task. "What is it?"

He closed the door behind him before easing his bulk into a chair. "I've been doing some more digging," he uncertainly began. It wasn't an outright lie, was it? After all, he was the one who'd had the foresight to link up with Kaminski. He wouldn't have been able to find this opportunity otherwise. "How would you fancy a personal look around the modelling set up?"

Wilson's eyes widened instantly. He had her attention.

"I know Alice and Kirsten are involved," he quickly added. "But who knows, you might find something they don't."

She stared at his eager eyes. He reminded her of a dog that had just retrieved a stick, anxious for approval and wanting more. On the face of it, there was little point in the suggestion. Alice and Kirsten were already inside the agency, after all. But there was no doubt that the thought of getting back in the field rather than being stuck behind her desk was appealing.

"And how are you going to arrange this, Alex?" she asked, giving herself time to think.

He leant even further forward, his face beaming like a child. "There's an open night tonight," he jubilantly told her. "For aspiring models to look around, see what's going on."

"Aspiring models? Me?"

"You've got the looks and the body, Sandra."

For a moment their eyes said everything... about the past... about what had happened between them. It passed as quickly as it arrived. "That's very nice of you, Alex, but I don't think—"

"And this is for models thirty five plus," he grunted in that way of his. "It's not an audition, so you could get a different angle to Alice and Kirsten."

"Not an audition? What exactly is it then?"

"An open night," Goodwin said, pulling a face. He wasn't completely sure. "A chance to look around," he vaguely added. "That's got to be valuable."

Wilson thoughtfully stared at him again. "You found out about this? Or did—"

"Me," he quickly interrupted, almost bristling at the suggestion that this wasn't his work. "I've just asked Alice and its news to her. Kirsten's still at the studio. But there's no reason why they would know about it, I guess."

Wilson shrugged. "Maybe..." was as far as she was prepared to go.

Her instinct told her this was a waste of time and that she was unlikely to gain anything from a cursory visit to the agency. But on the other hand, with Turner about to pull the plug on her career, how many more chances would there be to get her hands dirty with some real police work?

***

"Hey, girl," Marcia cheerfully said into the phone. "How's it going?"

"Good," Alice replied, swinging around in her chair and keeping her tone low.

That was spooky. Her small desk looked like a combat zone and she should have been focusing on the piles of work she needed to catch up on. And yet it had been practically impossible to tear her thoughts from yesterday's shaving session with the curvy redhead. And here Marcia was, calling her out of the blue.

"How about you?" she asked, and then immediately regretted the lame response. Why did she feel so nervous?

"I'm feeling wonderful but then I always do," the redhead laughed. Her tone bounced—she always seemed so upbeat. "I just wanted to make arrangements for meeting up. Still up for it?"

"Of course," Alice said, standing up and turning her line of sight away from Sandra Wilson's office door. She'd been keeping half an eye on it ever since her dad went in there. But this conversation was too important not to give it her full attention and she needed to make sure they weren't overheard. The small coffee area to her right was quiet enough.

"Tomorrow night?"

"Suits me," Alice replied, leaning against the coffee machine as if she was trying to decide which drink she wanted. "You said you knew a club?"

"Yeah, I know a few. But you'll like the one I have planned. It's in Chelsea and is called the Aura. Meet you there?"

"Fine." It was more than fine. The chance to dig deeper into the modelling aspect was exactly what they were looking for and Wilson would approve. Doing so while they were clubbing was just an added, personal, bonus. Alice had always been a party girl. She wondered if Marcia was, too.

"Great. Just put yourself in my hands and I'll show you what models do." The redhead chuckled down the line. "Okay?"

Alice's heart beat a little faster. She'd already been in Marcia's hands...

"Yes," she quietly answered, glancing back at Sandra Wilson's door. "By the way, could I ask you something?"

"Anything."

"Do you have some sort of function at the agency tonight? An open night?"

"For older models," Marcia told her, chuckling again. "Why? Is your mum interested?"

Alice laughed. "No reason. I... I'm sure I heard someone mention it and just wondered if it was something you regularly did?"

"We come up with new ideas all the time," the redhead told her. "We can chat about it tomorrow night if you like. By the way—"

"Yes?"

"Wear something sexy. I always do..."

Alice stared at her mobile as the line went dead. The feeling inside her body was like static electricity before a lightning storm.

***

"It's all set up," Kaminski shrilled into the phone. He'd been calling Donald Appleby for a couple of hours now and was beginning to think he'd never get through. With Sandra Wilson already on her way towards the agency, that would have been a disaster.



"You're sure, Brendan?" the businessman asked, unscrewing the top from a small phial. He knew exactly how he intended to celebrate the welcome news. A single drop into the glass he'd just poured turned the drink into a pink colour.

"As certain as I can be, Mr. Appleby," the Homicide cop said, glancing at his watch. "She's on her way there even as we speak."

The businessman held the glass up to the light, peering at it intently and then holding the glass to his nose. The liquid was odourless. It amazed him that something so powerful could appear so innocent.

Once the Nmobu brothers met their part of the arrangement, the sky would be the limit. The fools were selling themselves cheaply. The Blush would help him blackmail politicians all over the world into lucrative deals allowing him to extend his business activities in their countries. He'd make billions.

"Tell me exactly what happened, Brendan," he said, wanting to make sure the message had been positioned in the right way. He didn't want any surprises.

"I explained to Goodwin just as you told me," Kaminski gushed. "I said that Homicide was dropping any interest in you but we already had an appointment booked for the open night which I could make available."

"And?"

"Goodwin swallowed the whole thing. I think he saw it as a chance to curry favour with Wilson. Probably presented it as his own work."

"Of course he did, Brendan," Appleby dryly commented. Kaminski could be amazingly obtuse. "He could hardly admit to any sort of liaison with you, could he? What makes you so sure that Sandra Wilson has fallen for it?"

"Goodwin told me. He said she'd jumped at the idea. Getting involved personally took her back to the old days again, whatever the fuck they were—"

"Brendan!"

Kaminski paused. He'd forgotten the businessman didn't like him cursing. "I'm sorry, Mr. Appleby. She's definitely on her way there now."

"Good work," Appleby said, placing the glass of Blush on his desk. "Stay close to it, Brendan. If she doesn't turn up, you and I will be speaking again and you know what that means?"

The sudden pause spoke volumes and Kaminski knew better than to interrupt the silence. The unspoken message sent a shiver through him. He'd carried out his side of the bargain by positioning the message so well with Goodwin. Of course Sandra Wilson would be there...

"This number will no longer be in use after this call, Brendan," the businessman eventually went on. "I'll give you a separate number to use going forward. I expect daily updates on their investigation until I tell you otherwise, even if there's nothing to report. Keep close to Goodwin and let me know anything out of the ordinary. I hope I'm clear?"

The cop pulled a face. What else did the businessman think he was doing? "Of course, Mr. Appleby. I'll keep you up-to-date."

"That's good, Brendan," the smooth voice responded. "No surprises. Keep that in mind."

"Yes sir."

"And Brendan..."

"Yes, Mr. Appleby?"

"It would be a shame to squander the bonus I sent to you by gambling it away, wouldn't it? It's just some friendly advice, but you should take it."

He hung up, leaving Kaminski wondering how he knew about his betting plans. Personally, he didn't care if the cop did squander the money on the two horses running at Chepstow. What was important was that Kaminski knew he was only too well aware of his gambling addiction.

He pushed the glass of Blush across to the opposite side of his desk—it was time to celebrate. Smiling to himself, he pressed the intercom. "Angela," he said, when the posh Essex voice answered. "Pop into my office. I have something for you..."

***

Tony Daly closely watched every movement on their monitors as Sandra Wilson wandered around their offices. He'd heard every one of the questions she'd asked Marcia so far during her tour. Carmella had insisted he assign the freckled redhead to Vice Head, knowing that she was smart enough to dance around any difficulties that arose.

That was just as well. From what he'd heard of their conversation so far, this was a smart cop. She was in a different league to the other two and had kept Marcia on her toes with a series of in depth questions.

And it wasn't just the nature of her probing; it was the way she was doing it. Asking the same questions one way and then another so that she could check and double check what her curvy guide was telling her. It was an interesting approach. See if the woman was lying to her and use that to probe further into any fault lines she could create.

When Marcia began to struggle, he decided it was time to step in personally. A video of the Vice Chief changing into a bikini was a prize worth having. Then maybe they could take her down the same path as the two cops working for her.

It took only a few seconds to create the glass of Appleby Blush and he grinned to himself as he left it on the top of his desk as he hurried from his office.

"Sandra," he murmured, his eyes running across her tight ass he walked up behind the cop. Despite her age, she had a good body. Maybe he'd eventually get to sample it? If she was as hot as Kirsten, that would be quite a treat.

His body was still warm from his heavy encounter with the brunette that afternoon. The insatiable woman had been everything he'd expected and more. Even after the live feed had ceased, Carmella had kept the cameras rolling to ensure every second of the action had been recorded.

They'd broadcast the rest at the weekend after some heavy teaser advertising.

He loved his Solomon Sloane persona, not that his show had been at the forefront of his mind at the time. He'd been preoccupied with the cop's burning need to fuck and be fucked. The rare moments they unearthed a gem like the spontaneous brunette made fucking all the other women seem routine. The Blush made them all uninhibited, of course, but the sheer abandonment with which Kirsten had taken control had been way beyond the usual.

"Yes?"

His gaze flicked back to Wilson. The Vice Head was staring at him. "Sorry," he smiled, holding out his hand. "My name is Tony Daly."

He carefully watched Wilson's eyes but this one was good. She'd know his name and yet there wasn't even a flicker of a reaction.

"Hello Tony. And you are—"

"I'm one of the team here," he easily said, shaking the slim hand she'd given him. "The Head of Photographic Productions, to be precise. But people round here usually refer to me as the photographer."

Wilson laughed. "The photographer has a bohemian ring to it, I like that. Marcia has been showing me around. I'm very impressed."

"Good," he said, taking her arm and dismissing the freckled redhead with a single nod. He grinned at Wilson. She was smart, this one—smiling at him with those butter-wouldn't melt-in-her-mouth-eyes and asking what appeared to be innocent questions when all the time her sharp mind was absorbing every word. "We aim to please. So, I take it you're an aspiring model?"

"I've always wanted to be."

"Is that right?" Daly responded, his grin widening enough to display his white teeth. It was time to turn the tables. Get her talking about herself and see how she handled that. "And what is it you do for a living right now?"

"I'm in Administration," she answered without a second's hesitation. "What would I have to do to get a job as a model here?"

Smooth, Daly thought, as she easily deflected his question and bounced the subject back to him. Okay, there was more than one way to skin a cat...

"Let me show you," he simply told her, taking her arm and walking her along the nearby corridor. If she was uncomfortable at the contact she didn't show it. Stopping at his office, he held the door open so that she could enter.

"My kingdom," he laughed, when she glanced around the room. "Please take a seat."

A nod of his head indicated the chair on the opposite side of his desk and he turned away from her to pick up the glass of Blush.

"More wine?"

Wilson shook her head. "I'm driving."

"Quite right," Daly said without hesitation. He handed her the glass and then perched on the edge of the desk. "This is a health supplement all our models take," he told her with that beaming smile again. "See what you think."

He watched her face closely as she took it from him and then picked up his own glass of wine from earlier. "Cheers."

"Cheers," she repeated, taking a sip of the drink and then nodding approvingly. "It's good. What's in it?"

"A secret," he laughed, "until you make it as an Appleby model, of course. Which brings me back to your question... what would you have to do to get a job as a model here?"

Wilson nodded. "Give me a quick précis, Tony. How do I become a model? And what does the life of an Appleby model look like?"

Straight to the point, Daly smiled to himself. He took another drink, waiting silently until she mirrored the action with her Blush. This was going well. "You'd have to audition, of course," he said, nodding thoughtfully. "If we thought you had potential, then we'd maybe use you for a shoot. Just to see whether you have any commercial appeal..."

"Aren't I too old for all of this?"

The flirty way she pushed a hand through her hair as she took another sip told him the Blush was already taking effect. The photo Carmella had sent through had shown her straight black hair tied into a knot high on her head. Tonight, she'd allowed it to fall down her shoulders. It made her face look softer.

Nor was it just her hair she'd changed. The casual clothes she wore on duty had been replaced by a red dress, short enough to hint at shapely long legs and yet without overstepping over any boundaries of decency her job might impose. Her nails were manicured too, though clearly not professionally. The Head of Vice had apparently hurried her efforts to match the colour of her fingernails with her dress...

Having said that, Daly had to admit she surprised him by looking the part. Okay, age had added a few more lines around her eyes, but that only added to her intrigue. It wasn't that she was devastatingly beautiful—she wasn't—and yet she had a certain quality about her. Her body was hot and that sexy maturity set her apart from the younger models he'd photographed—and fucked.

His cock flexed as he wondered if Carmella would eventually allow him to add the cop to his list?

"Too old—nah," he answered, casually swinging his legs. "There's a niche for older models and you could pass for younger. But that's why you're here, isn't it? To see whether we'd be interested in you as a model?"

There was that hand through the hair again. She nodded. "Of course."

"Are you hot, Sandra?"

"Hot?"

"Yes," he murmured, openly glancing at her body. When his eyes returned to her face, she was blushing. Rational thought would no longer come easily to her. "That's the key to success. It's not just about having a good bod, you know, it's also about personality. How hot are you as a woman? Could you look into the camera lens as if you were staring into the eyes of your lover?"

The confused look on her face was perfect. Coping with the conversation was becoming more difficult. The Blush did that.

"It's all about the imagination," he continued, taking a long gulp of his drink and nodding at her to do the same. "Thirsty work," he casually grinned. "You've had modelling experience, I take it?"

Wilson paused before shaking her head. It was no longer that easy to manipulate her answers. "I... No, very little. I guess that's a problem..."

"Not necessarily. What would be a problem is if you don't have a model's mentality."

"Mentality? I—"

Daly anticipated the question. "The Fashion industry is all about one thing, Sandra, and I don't mean clothes. It's sex. Sex sells, and all successful models have cultivated a sexual aura they're able to project."

"I see—"

"You do?" he asked, cutting her off again. He'd had this sort of conversation many times with different women, but never with anyone as intelligent as the Head of Vice. The trick was to encourage her to think sexually without her realising there was any sort of artificial stimulant running through her body. "To project sex, you have to think sex. Look at me, look at my body." He stood up. "What are you thinking?"

Her confused face told him he had her where he wanted. Her body would be feeling it and the only question in his mind was how far he could push things without scaring her away completely. "I'm not sure I understand..."

"Would you like to fuck me?"

"What!?"

Daly held up a hand as she half stood. Maybe that had been too much too quickly? "Please sit down Sandra. You're not thinking clearly. I don't mean just me. I mean any man. All men. I'm talking about what turns you on. What makes you aroused? You see, the best shots are where a model is able to conjure those moments in front of a camera, She uses them, projects them through her eyes and her body. Sex sells, Sandra."

He watched her eyes flick across his body as she took her seat again. He might have nearly blown it, but with the Blush doing its work inside her body, he had her now. "I mean here, in the mind," he continued, tapping the side of his forehead. "It's what models are trained to think. That's what the camera picks up, their feeling of sexuality."

Wilson nodded. The look in her eyes told Daly she thought she was onto something, but that dreamy look was present to. He was safe to press on...

"Good," he said, winking at her as he flashed that smile again. "It works both ways, you know."

"How do you mean?"

"A photographer has to think that way, too. I have to look at you and use my mind. Not to imagine you naked, though that helps. But more... let's say... I imagine you slowly taking your clothes off. What would your body look like? What sort of expression would you have on your face? How would you be feeling? What would you be thinking? All those things will help me take better photographs, Sandra. And that's what this is all about. So, in answer to your original question—no, it doesn't matter if you're inexperienced. What matters is your mentality."

The cop was nodding slowly. She uncrossed, and then crossed her shapely legs again. Her tongue flicked across her red lips. The subliminal messages had hit home and it was time to take advantage.

"I have an idea," he said, flashing that smile again. "How about this? I'll take a few shots for your portfolio. Just to get you started. I'll show them around the agency and if there's any interest, we'll bring you back again." He drained his glass. "Come on, finish that drink."

"What... now...?"

"Never pass up an opportunity, Sandra," he insisted, smiling in satisfaction as she nervously drained the glass. The expressions on her face, the body language, all told him she was ripe for plucking. It was unfortunate that Carmella had been so specific in her instructions. Still, there was always tomorrow...

***

"So..." Alex Goodwin began, reaching for his pint of beer.

"Yes?" Alice replied, her heart rise in anticipation of where the conversation was going. Her father's suggestion of an evening meal at the Slug and Lettuce had surprised her and meant her plans to seek a partner for the evening would have to be postponed. That was frustrating as she'd wanted to show off her new look. Marcia had been right—it was more liberating being bare.

Still, despite the needs of her body, an early night might not be a bad thing. She expected to be out into the early hours with Marcia tomorrow...

She paused long enough to take a drink of her red wine, wondering what was coming next. The look on her father's face told her he was coming to the point.

"You looked pretty rough when you arrived into work the other morning."

Ah, so that was it. Turning up in the office looking like she had was a mistake. If he knew about her casual sex life, he'd go mad.

"Is everything okay?"

"Of course it is, dad," she softly told him. Damn, this was a conversation she could do without. She smiled sweetly and showed him the dimples he could never resist. "I've already explained."

He nodded thoughtfully and took another drink of his beer while his grey eyes regarded his daughter carefully. "Where were you again?"

"Oh come on, dad," she laughed, wondering how to turn the conversation around. "I'm twenty two now. I appreciate you only want the best for me but stop worrying. There's no need. Besides, I wanted to talk about you. You seemed a bit frustrated in our last team meeting." Her hand covered his. "Is this case getting you down?"

Goodwin looked like she'd just insulted him. "No. Why?"

She gave a hearty laugh. "Oh, dad, I don't mean anything by it. Just that Kirsten and I have the glamorous bit while you're stuck with a pile of files." She squeezed his hand. "You know, it meant a lot to me when you said I was doing a good job."

Goodwin smiled proudly at her words. "It's true, Alice."

"And I'm proud of you, too, dad."

They smiled fondly at one another before he spoke again. "You know, Sandra Wilson is under a lot of pressure. If I am frustrated, it's because I'd love us to pull something off for her."

"Me too," she said, feeling happier now she'd steered the conversation away from her private life. "But maybe she'll find something herself tonight."

He looked into her sea-blue eyes and nodded. "Going there will do her good," he said, with a sympathetic grimace. "Sometimes you get so stale behind a desk you need something to reinvigorate you again."

"I know," she agreed. Being stuck behind a desk would drive her mad.

In truth, she couldn't see the point in Wilson visiting the agency. What was her boss going to find that she or Kirsten couldn't? At first, she'd thought it was because Sandra wasn't happy with their progress, but then her dad had explained how it had come about. He'd done a good job ferreting about and discovering there was an open night.

It couldn't do any harm, she supposed, as long as she didn't bump into Marcia—or Tony Daly for that matter. It was unlikely, she knew, but if Wilson ever found out about her being shaved, or what had happened during her audition, well...

The thought made her shiver.

***

Sandra Wilson stood infront of the dressing room mirror, slowly unbuttoning the front of her red dress. She stopped halfway. What was it that Daly had said?

A photographer has to imagine you slowly taking your clothes off. What would your body look like? What sort of expression would you have on your face? How would you be feeling? What would you be thinking? All those things will help me take better photographs...

She flicked the next button open with a flourish. Her reflection captured the sight of her lacy black bra peeking through the gap just the way Daly's camera would have done. He would have approved. His words had flicked a switch inside her body and she was thinking sex.

The Head of Vice attempted to come to terms with the heat in her body and she came to the conclusion that it wasn't just what he'd told her. She was feeling far too aroused for that. No, it was equally the fact that she'd gone far too long without sex and the constant whispered suggestions and invitations from her married colleagues had taken their toll on her withering libido. Daly's words had just ignited that dormant longing inside her.

Tossing her long black hair back, she half turned sideways so that she could look at her profile in the mirror. In her mind, she was undressing for a lover now and she sexily completed the strip, licking her lips as her slow movements tantalised her imaginary lover.

Completing the turn so that she faced away from the mirror, she glanced over her shoulder at her reflection as she allowed the dress to slip to the floor. She looked sexy, she thought, but then she was feeling sexy. Was that what Daly had been getting at? Even at her age, her peach like buttocks looked firm and taut in the black thong. She swung them provocatively from side to side, humming to herself as she danced in a half circle.



Facing the mirror again, she dragged the straps of her black bra down her shoulders, toying with them as she threatened to rip the bra from her breasts. Twisting one way and then the other, she tested one pose after the other before reaching behind her for the clasp and tossing the lacy black material to the side. For a few seconds, she stood with her hands on her hips, posing sexily as she admired her pale, lightly freckled body.

How many other women of her age still had a body like this?

Goodwin had once told her she was built like a tigress and she liked the description. Her small, firm breasts were capped with round little nipples and right now they were sticking out like eraser tips. She cupped them in her palms, planting her feet apart as— with only the black thong protecting her modesty—she sent a teasing smile into the mirror.

Eat your heart out, Tony Daly!

Think sex, the photographer had told her, and now she couldn't think of anything else. This was wicked, incredibly wicked, but her need was such that she couldn't stop herself. Digging a thumb into each side of her skimpy thong, she sexily pulled it down her legs and kicked it away. The dark hair between her thighs was trimmed into a wedge of curls.

Even if she said so herself, her naked body looked hot. As hot as she felt.

Her hands crept along her flat stomach, down the sides of her legs and then back along her inner thighs. All she could think of was getting off...

Her swollen clit had already emerged from her hooded sex and she gasped as her thumb flicked across it. No one would know, she told herself. Her gleaming eyes stared at her sexy image reflected back from the mirror as her fingers began to play along her moist folds.

***

Kirsten took another sip from the large glass of wine. She seemed to have a constant thirst since her afternoon session with Tony Daly. Maybe that was why she'd almost polished off the entire bottle.

Thoughts of what she'd done overwhelmed her again. They brought a blush to her face and a burning to her body. Had she really been that insatiable? Had they actually fucked for hours—and in all those different positions? Even the most extreme moments of her Wesley Snipes induced masturbatory fantasies couldn't approach the wildness of the real thing.

Plonking her glass down on the side of the tub, she gathered her hair in her hands and submerged her head beneath the bath water. It made no difference. When she emerged, coughing and spluttering, it still felt like the whole world was closing in and she had no idea how to cope.

It wasn't so much that she'd cheated on Matt. That relationship was so close to the end it wasn't worth even worrying about. Okay, he wasn't aware of that yet and she'd need to have that conversation sooner rather than later.

No, what worried her was the fact she'd compromised herself as a cop. And that opened her up to all sorts of dangers...

She'd fucked a suspect during an undercover mission. Yes, you could argue the matter in different ways. Daly wasn't technically a suspect. Her private life was her private life. What had happened was between her and the photographer. But when it came right down to it, if either the Met or Sandra Wilson found out, her career would swiftly come to a premature end.

Then there was the agency itself. Was it all it seemed to be? Were they into the sorts of things that Sandra Wilson suspected? Was it corrupt? If not, then any possible damage would be limited, not that it theoretically made any difference. She'd still fucked a potential suspect while on duty.

But if they were into shady dealings, she was treading a fine line. If they ever discovered she was a cop, they wouldn't hesitate to use what had happened against her. Maybe even blackmail her. That wouldn't work, of course. She'd immediately confess everything to Sandra Wilson and face the consequences.

But the end result would be the same. Drummed out of the force in disgrace...

Yet even that wasn't the worst of it. Her marathon session with Tony Daly had lit a fire inside her that wouldn't go out.

Resting her wet head back against the curved head of the round bathtub, she closed her bloodshot eyes. Luxuriating in the bath was still one of her intimate pleasures but rather than the relaxing bubbles soothing her troubled mind, all they were doing was fuelling the internal flames.

Swinging around and reaching for her glass again, she gulped down another mouthful. How many orgasms had Daly given her? And she'd made the black stud cum three times, too. It hadn't taken him long each time to get back on the job again and like a wanton whore on heat, she'd kept asking for more.

Begging for it...

Reaching over the side of the tub, she picked up the dildo she'd taken into the bathroom with her. It wasn't as large as Tony Daly and nor was it black. She'd rectify that situation at the shops tomorrow...

Lying back in the bath, she lifted one slender leg and allowed it to curl over the side of the tub. Fitting her other foot on the opposite rim beside the wall, she traced the dildo across her breasts, down her stomach and then along her inner thigh. She had a lot of thinking to do, but right now she needed to satisfy that burning feeling inside her.

***

Sandra Wilson gazed forlornly out of her car window, trying to rationalise what was happening to her. Not only had she masturbated before the shoot, but she'd practically flaunted herself infront of Daly. Within ten minutes of leaving the agency she'd found a nearby pub with one thing in mind. Thank heavens her courage had failed her.

How could she strike up a conversation with a stranger and then take him somewhere quiet? She could see the headlines now. The Head of the London Met Vice Squad arrested for soliciting. Her reputation in ruins, her career destroyed...

Was that why she was here, staring at the Empire Square Apartments beside London Bridge? Looking for Alex Goodwin's flat. The barrel chested cop had held a candle for her ever since she'd finished their relationship and however much she knew it was a mistake, she needed sex and he was her best option.

Her mind continued to dwell on what had happened. Had it really been necessary to pose for Daly? What had she been trying to achieve? Her intention had been to grill him about the business and yet he'd suddenly taken the initiative away from her.

She'd been away from field work for too long.

Yet, even now, she couldn't deny how exciting it had been. The thrill of posing semi naked for the black photographer was still running through her body. Neither of the bikinis had left much to the imagination and she'd chosen the aqua one because it offered just a little more protection. He hadn't said anything about swimwear when he'd talked about test shots, but it made sense. Who had a portfolio of themselves dressed in their work clothes?

Even so, if those photos ever found their way back to the Met... well...

Thank God Daly had no idea of her identity!

Her thoughts returned to Alex Goodwin as she slipped out of the car with all the stealth of a cat burglar. Locking the door behind her, she furtively glanced around as she hurried across to the apartment entrance. The pause before she entered lasted only a few seconds. Alex might be a safer option than any casual acquaintance, but the ramifications of having sex with him again made her shiver. But the way she felt right now, those consequences could wait until tomorrow... and that seemed a lifetime away...

Alex was on the third floor and as the lift commenced its upwards journey, it occurred to her that he might not be at home. Worse, he might be entertaining someone. Another woman? After all, she had no idea what he got up to in his private life anymore. Reaching his door, she decided that she didn't care.

He answered her sharp knock within a few seconds.

"Something's wrong," he said, staring at the urgency in her expression.

But then his eyes briefly shifted from her face to her hair, and down to her body. Her jacket was open and the outline of her hard nipples was clearly on display. The way his eyes lingered on them shot another bolt of excitement through her.

"Come in," he said, standing to one side.

What was it that made her hesitate? Despite everything she'd just gone over in her mind, the look in those hopeful grey eyes of his confirmed he'd expect so much more if this happened. Did she really want that? Then there was the fact he moved here when he'd married Sally. Did she really want him to fuck her in what had been their marital bed?

Suddenly confused, she turned on her heels and forced herself away from him despite the burning arousal inside her. She'd have to masturbate again instead...

She was halfway along the corridor by the time he started to follow her. As soon as the lift arrived she stepped inside, but then he was there, too.

"Stop, Sandra," he rasped, his hand stopping hers as she reached for the ground floor button.

She tried to shake it off but he powerfully gripped her wrist.

"Sandra, what the fuck's going on—"

They were the only words he was able to get out. She'd tried to resist it but he wouldn't let her. Well, he'd have to suffer the consequences too.

She reached for his shirt and pulled him inside the lift with her. Her hand pressed the first button she could find and the doors clattered closed behind them. In an instant, she had him pinned against the cold metal of the back wall. One arm around his neck, her lips jammed against his as her free hand frantically worked on his trousers.

Unzipped, her frenzied hands dragged his hardening cock out into the open before he could react. He grabbed her wrist but her clutching fingers were already stroking him and he was rising to the occasion.

When his grip tightened, she removed any doubt in his mind by sinking to her knees and jamming her eager mouth over his hardening flesh. She loved the feeling as he instantly grew between her lips with each soft suck. Her dark eyes stared upwards into his, her lewd movements now in slow motion.

She was defying him to resist and when his hand left her wrist to curl in her black hair, they both knew it was impossible. The lift door momentarily stopped them, clattering open to reveal an empty corridor. Wilson's heart missed a beat.

Fuck—that was close.

"Hit the button," she snapped, slurping off his cock long enough to get the words out before taking his thick girth back into her throat again. Even had someone been there, she wasn't sure she could have stopped herself.

But Goodwin was spooked. His hands gripped her dark locks and he dragged her head away. "Sandra—" he began.

She responded by scraping her body along his as she dragged herself upwards. Her hand cupped his testicles as she kissed him before breathing into his mouth. "Fuck me, Alex."

He shook his head, as if he was trying to think straight again. Even after eighteen months, she could still read his mind. He wanted to, but he didn't understand what was happening. Besides, the next time the door opened someone could be there. Everyone in the complex knew who he was. What he was. A cop...

Ignoring his hesitation, Wilson swung around and dragged the back of her skirt up to her waist. If the sight of her naked ass didn't do it for him, nothing would. She'd discarded her panties before entering the building.

Reaching underneath and behind her, she took hold his cock and fed him against her wet opening. Neither spoke as she felt him push inside, only soft gasps of pleasure at the exquisiteness of the moment.

When his hands found her hips, she knew all resistance was gone.

Her backward thrusts were frantic as she attempted to find a rhythm. His movements were different—more considered, gentler. She didn't want gentle.

"C'mon," she spat, saliva flying from her mouth. Her cheek pressed flat against the cold metal wall. "C'mon, Alex. Fuck me. Harder..."

Suddenly he wasn't hesitant any longer. Like a drug, her enthusiasm transferred from her body to his. They were back in the old days. His hand slid under her white top and dragged her bra upwards. His fingers squeezed her nipple.

"Fuck, yes," she gasped. It was about time he got involved...

Eighteen months of pent up sexual frustration flowed through her body. That feeling of his thickness inside her reminded her how much she'd missed this. The friction made her groan and she placed both palms against the wall as she pushed back so that she could gain more purchase.

"Come on, Alex," she rasped, twisting her head around to look at him. "You hear me? Come on... fuck me..."

Lifting up onto the balls of her feet, she pushed her buttocks even higher. His balls slapped against her as she forced a change of angle. Twisting slightly, the feel of the underside of his cock feathering across her clit sent her first climax shuddering through her. She tossed her black hair from side to side as it ravished her and then tilted her head forward against the cold metal wall again.

Recovering, she glanced over her shoulder again, making sure he could see the frenzied heat of her orgasm in her eyes. He grunted at the sight and began to thrust inside her again—faster this time. His breathing was heavy and ponderous and she was damn sure he wasn't going to last much longer either.

He tried to slow his pace but she wouldn't let him, rotating herself in circles on his cock. "Don't hold out on me, Alex," she shouted, her voice reverberating around the metal interior. "Fuck me. Come on. Harder..."

She pumped back, encouraging him with her body. The tightening of his face said he was finding it impossible to stave off the inevitable and she'd seen that expression a hundred times when he was close.

She tightened her muscles around him—just like she used to do. Her need for his creamy tribute was overwhelming. "Cum for me, Alex. Come on, baby..."

His eyes closed as he drove forward one final time. Then he was there, coating her insides. The sensation set Wilson off again and another orgasm ripped through her. As his head burrowed into her shoulder and his cock jerked inside her, she rotated her hips to ensure she milked every single drop from him.

Eventually, satisfied, she pulled away. She adjusted herself before hitting the door button. It was unreasonable, she knew, but the last thing she needed right now was to hear any guilt trip, protestations of love, or to have to explain her actions.

"Tomorrow, Alex..." she told him, rising up on her tiptoes to softly kiss his parched lips. "We'll talk tomorrow..."


Appleby Blush Ch. 06

Chapter 6: Kirsten and Alice head in different directions

Alice checked her lipstick in the dim light of the taxi one more time. Carefully reapplying a layer of gloss over the pale pink colour, the young blonde woman excitedly blew a kiss into the compact mirror. Out of the corner of her eye, she caught the driver check her out and smirked to herself. She felt hot...

Snapping the compact shut, she dropped it back into her clutch purse, squeezed her thighs together, and looked out the window.

Are we almost there?

Her body was buzzing with nervous energy and she felt like an impatient child. Tonight was important and it was impossible to sit still for long. She was excited about seeing Marcia again, of course, but her conversation with her father kept coming back to her. She was their best hope. That meant a lot was depending on what she could uncover tonight.

The driver's voice interrupted her thoughts. "We're here, Miss."

Alice glanced up to see that the taxi had pulled up to the curb of one of the few non-descript buildings in Chelsea. The tiny sign reading, Aura seemed as proportionately small as the queue outside was long.

She paid him with a crisp twenty pound note and slid towards the door, the hem of her little white dress riding high across her thighs. That somehow added to her excitement, it wouldn't take much movement on the dance floor to her fellow revellers a view of her skimpy thong.

"Good luck," the driver chuckled, nodding at the mingling line of smartly dressed clubbers.

"Thanks," she softly replied, her eyes following the queue along the narrow road until it reached the corner and disappeared right. It looked like she was going to need it.

Her eyes raked along the revellers, hoping she'd find Marcia waiting somewhere close to the front. She didn't spot the curvy redhead, but based on the outfits she saw, she was thankful she'd gone with her short white dress rather than the skinny jeans she was considering.

This group could be queuing for an award show. Or a modelling review?

A voice from her left alerted her and she saw Marcia waiving at her from her position beside the club doors. Hurrying across the narrow road, she reminded herself that tonight the redhead was not just her new friend, but the person who was going to provide all the information she needed about the Appleby agency.

"Wow, girl. You clean up well!"

Alice blushed, standing pigeon-toed and demure as Marcia appraised her. Her white dress was the smallest she owned, high on the thighs and strapless across her perky bust. The approving gaze reminded her of how the redhead had looked at her when she was naked.

Memories of their steamy encounter immediately returned—of Marcia's fingers curling inside her, the curvy woman's lips suckling her nipple. Her excitement immediately jumped up another level. She had to be careful not to lose herself tonight.

"And I love your hair!"

"Thanks," Alice mumbled, finally finding a voice. She'd debated on what to do with it, hoping Marcia would like it as she curled it into lazy, golden ringlets that were draped about her bare shoulders. "You look great, too."

She wasn't lying. Marcia's agency outfits had always hovered at the borders of what was professional, but the red mini-dress she wore tonight blew all of it out of the water. Tight, ruched and certainly too short to be legal, she oozed sex.

"I wish I could wear red lipstick like that," she said, mostly for herself. She'd tried, but just didn't have the proper colour. But on Marcia, with that warm tan and her copper curls, the bright red looked perfect. Aware that she was staring for a few seconds too long, she started to turn towards the long line of waiting partygoers.

Marcia caught her arm. "Where are you going?"

"The queue."

The redhead tossed her a wide smile. "You wanted to learn what the life of an Appleby model was like, right? First lesson. Girls like us don't stand in queues..."

***

Kirsten Tobin glanced at the clock. Matt had said he'd be there around nine so he couldn't be far away from her flat. It was a conversation she wasn't looking forward to but it had to be done. She really had no choice.

It had been a strange day in the office. Everyone had seemed so subdued—or was that just her? There seemed to be a lot of tension around Sandra Wilson and Alex Goodwin, as if the two of them had had a mighty argument and were unsure how to patch it up. She'd never seen her boss so nervous and Goodwin had been hanging around her office as if he was desperate to get time alone with her.

Their morning team meeting had been extremely low key. Wilson had more or less intimated that her visit to the open night had been a waste of time and that there weren't any angles she could follow through. Goodwin, as usual, had nothing to report. Kirsten wondered what he was doing at all on the case. Alex was very solid, but his strengths were out in the field, not behind a desk.

Only Alice seemed to have any bounce in her, and that was probably because she was meeting Marcia tonight. Her blonde colleague was excited about her opportunity to shine and it had maybe been unfair of Sandra Wilson to heap some extra pressure on the young cop. But she had. If nothing came from Alice's meeting, she'd said, they'd be closing down the unofficial investigation. Their simply wasn't the time to pursue it unless they had something concrete.

Goodwin had pulled her to one side later and let it later that Colin Turner was on Wilson's back, although Kirsten had no idea what that was all about. But there was no doubt her boss seemed to be feeling the pressure. Kirsten wouldn't be in her Wilson's shoes for the world. Turner had her on a string, bouncing her up and down the stairs to his office every hour or so for one meeting after another.

Who wanted that kind of stress?

She'd asked Goodwin what was up between him and Wilson, but he'd had just given her one of his usual grunts. Something wasn't right between them, but Kirsten didn't have time to work it out. She had enough stress of her own.

The only good thing was that if the investigation was closed down then her fears about compromising herself would be resolved. She could back away from anything to do with the agency in the knowledge that her 'on the job' sex with Tony Daly would stay between her and the black stud.

She'd been due back to the studios today for another photo session, but she hadn't turned up and had told Wilson the agency had dispensed with her services for the time being. That they'd call her if they needed her. It was the perfect out. Her part of the case was closed and she could relax again.

The brunette had ignored all attempts by Daly to contact her during the day. He'd left messages, asking where she was and reminding her she had an appointment at the studio. But how could she face him again after yesterday's events? No, it was better to make herself scarce for the time being.

Maybe when she'd dealt with Matt, when the case was formally closed, she'd call him. Perhaps even suggest they meet up for a drink? She'd like to see him again. Who was she kidding? She'd like to fuck him again.

Sex with the black stud had been the most incredible of her life and once she'd got rid of the guilt and been able to safely separate her private life from her job, she wanted more. In the meantime, the long, thick black dildo she'd purchased today would have to suffice.

Damn, she suddenly realised her hands were wandering dangerously close to her thighs and she reached for her glass of wine. Even just thinking about Tony Daly had her drooling at the mouth.

The doorbell rang and she glanced at the clock again. Half nine. Alice would be on her way to meet Marcia for a fun night out and she was about to tell Matt it was over between them. She knew whose position she'd rather be in, especially as the fucking horniness she'd felt all day was still overpowering her.

Maybe before she had her conversation with Matt...

***

The bouncer hadn't even consulted a list. He gave each woman a quick once-over and waved them through. When Marcia linked arms with Alice, the blonde cop felt like royalty as they sashayed into the unassuming club.

They descended a narrow set of stairs to ticket counter, where a young woman also just waved them through without payment. Marcia shot a warm smile at the young blonde. "Fun, isn't it? Get used to it, girl."

Alice had to admit, the feeling of privilege was more than a little intoxicating. She'd felt the same way when stepping onto a crime scene with her badge slung around her neck—only this carried with it a different sort of adrenalin. She had no idea what to expect to find behind the silver privacy curtains that marked the entrance but everything felt so exciting.

The low throb of the house dub vibrated along the walls and floor but it felt unstated. Was this a dance club?

"This place is fantastic," Marcia whispered to her, just before she theatrically tugged the curtain aside. She was like a showman, unveiling what was in store.

The wall of bass and beat crashed over Alice like an ocean wave that snuck up on her. She hadn't expected those curtains to absorb so much, how was that possible? Like a switch, Aura spread out before her. Her eyes jumped from one sumptuous detail to the other. There were silk curtains; cool, uplit black lights against the white furniture; curvilinear lines. It was discreet luxury and clean decadence.

"You approve?" Marcia asked.

She was standing so close that Alice could drown in that sexy perfume she wore and when the redhead's hand slipped down into hers and weaved their fingers together, the young cop felt the exhilaration of the moment flow through her.

She glanced around the room, squeezing Marcia's fingers in her own as she soaked in the atmosphere. Even at this relatively early hour, the intimate dance floor was already full, packed with expensively dressed partygoers who writhed as one like some well orchestrated mass of flesh. It had been ages since she'd been dancing and her hips quickly found the beat as if they had a mind of their own.

"Feel the itch, don't ya?" the freckled redhead laughed. "Come on, let's get a drink first. Go grab that table over there." She patted Alice on the buttocks as the blonde turned, then giggled as she weaved her way over to the bar.

It wasn't difficult for Marcia to discreetly add a drop of Blush to Alice's Cosmo. The opportunity was there as soon as the bartender pushed the martini drinks across the black granite counter and moved on to the next order without a second glance. She carried the two drinks across to the table.

"Sex in the City, right?" she laughed, handing Alice the Blush-laced Cosmo.

"Right." The blonde held up the pink drink. From the flushed look on her pale face, she was already in the mood to party. "To tonight."

"How about we toast to tomorrow morning?" Marcia challenged. She wasn't going to let this girl get comfortable with anything tonight.

"Tomorrow morning?"

Marcia chuckled. "Look around you, babygirl. This place is full of sexy, young hunks. And trust me. If they're in here, they're loaded."

She leant forward across the stand-up table, resting her elbows on the rim as Alice took another sip. As she'd anticipated, the cop's eyes lingered on her impressive cleavage before sliding back up to meet her gaze.

"Maybe we can find some stud with a limousine," she suggested, running a finger along Alice's bare forearm. She leant closer, pushing her curves against the young blonde. "Ever been fucked in a limo?"

Alice glanced shyly at her, their faces inches apart. "As a matter of fact," she said, whispering back, "I have. A year ago."

Marcia rolled her eyes and planted a soft kiss on her friend's cheek. "I can't wait to hear all about that..."

The two women laughed together. When Alice's face became a little more serious, Marcia knew she had something on her mind.

"So," the blonde said, taking a long drink and making no effort to move her body away from Marcia's curves. "Tell me all about the life of an Appleby girl."

The redhead gave a hearty laugh as she playfully clinked their glasses again. "Tonight's not about telling, girl... it's all about showing..."

***

"What's got into you?" Matt grunted.

His voice sounded strained as Kirsten grinded her body down on him. When she'd opened the door and saw him standing there, she'd made the instant decision that she'd fuck him one more time before breaking the news.

How could she not, the way her body was screaming for attention?

They'd made love continuously for the last hour and yet she still wasn't satisfied. Hell, they hadn't even made it to the bedroom. As soon as he was inside, she'd taken hold of his hand and had dragged him across to the sofa.

"I gave you five minutes to recover," she snarled as she rotated on his cock. Her hands on his chest dug in harder. "I thought you were supposed to be a stud?"

"Stud?" he grunted, reaching up to cover her bouncing breasts with his palms. "You've never used that word before."

She hadn't? That was probably true. Tony Daly was the stud, not Matt. God, what she'd give to be fucked again by the black photographer...

With her blouse pulled up to her neck and her skirt rucked around her waist, she felt incredibly slutty. Matt was still half dressed, too. She'd torn open the buttons of his shirt and had dragged his trousers and boxers down to his knees. Sitting on him like this made her feel so powerful—so deliciously wanton.

There hadn't been much conversation between them in the hour since he'd arrived but maybe the time was right to gently raise the subject.

"Just trying to work off some energy before we talk about things," she carefully told him, tightening her velvet vice around his hardness.

He moaned at the sensation, arching his body against the back of the sofa. His voice was little more than a growl. "Talk about what?"

Kirsten leant forward and fed one of her breasts to his mouth. When he sucked her hard nipple inside, she groaned in delight before switching breasts. "That's it," she gasped, stroking the back of his head as she allowed him to suckle each in turn. "They both need attention..."

His mouth pleasured her for a while before her movements began to quicken. The feeling of his cock inside her as she grinded down was good, even if nothing could replicate the way Tony Daly had filled her. Or just the sight of Daly's cock, for that matter! It wasn't just that he was huge—he was black, too.

Was she twisted, thinking that way?

"Talk about what?" he grunted again, his hands clutching her hips in an attempt to slow her down. Kirsten loved that look on his face, the way it tightened as he tried to hold off his orgasm. For a few seconds, she pumped down harder, making it as difficult as possible for him to resist the pressures that were building in his balls. Then she slowed her movements

"Talk about us," she said, wondering what the fuck had got into her. Why was it such a turn on to tell him about her intention to end the relationship while they were fucking? Why was she getting off on fucking him but thinking of Tony Daly?

"Us?" he grunted, staring up into her eyes.

"It can wait," she suddenly snapped, realising this wasn't such a good idea after all. The conversation could wait until afterwards and besides, she wanted to concentrate on the moment. Forget everything else. Her long brown hair swayed seductively as she raised herself until just the head of his cock was inside her.

"Steady," he told her, his hands clutching her hips even more tightly as he anticipated what was coming.

She powered down on him and his body bounced on the sofa. "Steady?" she mimicked, feeling her breath coming in short, heavy pants. She powered down a second time. "You want me to take things steady, Matt?"

His narrowed eyes filled with arousal as she tightened her internal muscles on him again.

"Or would you like it hot and fast," she grunted, bracing a hand on the nape of his neck and looking down at their union. If only he was black! Still, it was a sexy enough sight, her labial lips wrapped around the root of his manhood. Perspiration covered their bodies and his chest was rising and falling as if someone was pumping adrenalin through him.

She thought of yesterday with Daly again and then started to move, softly at first and then harder. As he grunted she began to grind faster, moaning with each rapid down-thrust. The sound of her skin slapping against his juddered through her and she knew this was it. Matt was staring up at her through dreamy eyes that said he wasn't going to last much longer.

Leaning forward, her lips found his and she licked her tongue across his mouth like a cat licking at cream. It was time to take them both there again...

The smooth flanks of her inner thighs were aching from effort and from the effects of yesterday's marathon session, but she ignored the minor discomfort. The speed of her thrusts increased. She fucked down on him hard, alternating between down-thrusts and rotating her hard body in circles on his cock.

His hands found her full breasts again, attempting but failing to still their bouncing motions. Her nipples were deliciously hard against his cupping palms, adding to her exhilaration. Leaning backwards, sweat bounced from her brow as she fucked him like a dervish.

Her hair bounced on her shoulders as her inner thighs tightened around his sides, controlling him like a rodeo rider on a bucking bronco. She threw her head back and gasped, tightening the walls of her pussy around him as she gave him the ripple.

His hands dropped to her waist, digging into the heated flesh as he unsuccessfully tried to hold back. "Kirsten..." he gasped, confirming the moment had arrived. "Oh fuck..."

He grunted, clenching his teeth and pulling her in until his arms held her tight. Kirsten's hands went around his neck to steady herself as he erupted inside her, loving the feeling as he blasted cum into her still writhing body. She took the first two jets and then she was cumming too, both of them grunting, moaning and cursing out their release.

The sexual moment was probably as intense as they'd ever had in their relationship. Kirsten wondered if that would make the forthcoming discussion between them easier or even harder.

***

Tony Daly glanced again at the blonde and redhead. The two energetic women had been in the throng of the dancers for an hour now. He tossed back his drink, the hard liquor sizzling in the back of his throat.

"Pretty hot, aren't they, Alonso?"

"Fucking hot," the smartly dressed man beside him agreed. The owner had seen thousands of sexy women here in his club. Impressing him was a difficult task. "You didn't undersell them, that's for sure."

Daly stretched his broad shoulders back, catching his reflection in a smoky mirror behind the bar and flashing himself a white-toothed grin. "Yeah, the blonde's the one I'm particularly interested in."

It was a nice bonus when Carmella outlined her plan to him. Okay, he'd have preferred to be fucking Kirsten again—that brunette bitch was the hottest he'd had yet—but he wasn't going to turn down the chance to sample her blonde friend, too.

Alonso grinned slyly at him before both men turned their attention back to the women. The curvy redhead was bumping and grinding against the tight-bodied blonde, as if putting on a show for everyone around them. Not that the blonde was objecting. "I've cleared the VIP room, Tony."

Daly ran a broad hand over his shaved scalp and nodded at the club owner. "Always helps to have connections."

Alonso grinned back at him. "That works both ways, my friend. Both ways."

It did. Daly knew the club owner could have had his pick of any woman in here, but he also knew he'd had had designs on Marcia for a long time. Being an Appleby girl, he couldn't indulge without permission, of course. Tonight, he was being granted his wish—in exchange for helping Tony set up the blonde.



"And the cameras?"

Alonso hesitated. "Set up. But I don't like it."

"Don't worry, my man. It's all there for personal records. No broadcasting, I swear." No broadcasting, sure, but if things went sour those recordings would be worth their weight in gold in compromising the cop. He nodded back to the dance floor. "What d'you think?"

The olive skinned man smiled.

The redhead was behind her friend now, a hand wrapped around the other girl's flat midriff, holding her close. The blonde tossed her golden ringlets about her sweet face, eyes closed, feeling the music. Her slim body arched against her friend, grinding backwards into Marcia's groin like they were fucking. He'd have liked to fuck them both, but tonight he'd finally get to sample his dream girl.

"Come on," Daly laughed, nudging him. "Time to hunt."

***

Kirsten washed her face for the second time in an hour. It was just as well she hadn't put on any make-up or her tears would have smudged it.

What did she expect?

Of course Matt had been mad with her. Mad wasn't the word—he'd been furious. Their intense fucking session had only fuelled his anger. He didn't even seem to want to understand her reasons for ending the relationship. He'd been more focused on how she could have fucked him like that before telling him the news.

Maybe if she'd just sat down with him when he'd arrived and explained the way she was feeling, she would have been able to make him understand. But even if they hadn't had sex, how do you tell someone you can't hold a relationship for more than six months? And how could she explain her long held fantasy for interracial sex?

She sensibly hadn't gone anywhere near that one...

The attractive cop bit her lip as she felt another tear form. What was that all about? She rarely cried. Why was she so emotional? It wasn't that she thought she was making a mistake breaking up with Matt. She knew that was the right decision, irrespective of any other consideration.

Walking back into the living area, she picked up the bottle of merlot and poured herself another glass of wine. She was drinking way too much, but it helped.

Okay, allowing her libido to get the better of her had been a big mistake. She hadn't intended for that to happen, she really hadn't, but he body was just screaming out in need. It still was. How could she be in such a continual state of arousal? The whole Wesley Snipes/Tony Daly thing was overtaking her...

She carried the glass of wine into her bedroom, spilling a few drops on the carpet as she unsteadily flopped down on the small stool. She should be thinking of bed but how could she sleep when she was feeling this way?

Her reflection bounced back at her from the mirror. Despite her best efforts to smarten herself, her skirt and blouse were all creased from her lovemaking. What was it about the slutty look that turned her on right now? Another though occurred to her and grabbing her make-up, she took a long gulp of wine and then went to work. How could she make her face match her appearance?

Working quickly, she blushed her cheeks into a mild rosy hew, and then decided on the light brown eye shadow and dark eye-liner. The thicker the better!

Her slutty, sexy look perfectly matched the way she was feeling, but just as she was admiring the finished product, he chimes of her doorbell stopped her mid thought. It could only be Matt. Returning to apologise for his outburst, and to ask for another chance? Or was he here to give her more well-deserved grief?

She paused, swinging around on the stool to stare at the open bedroom door. Through it, she could see the small hallway that led to the front door? Should she answer? Could she go through yet another argument?

The answer was no, but then again, it was the very least she owed him.

She'd run away from Tony Daly and as much as she wanted to do the same with Matt, that wouldn't be fair. She threw down the rest of her glass of wine, more for confidence than anything else, and reluctantly left the bedroom.

The sight when she opened the apartment door took her completely by surprise. It was a woman standing there, not Matt. And she looked as if she'd just stepped out of Vogue

"Miss Tobin?" the delicious accent said. "Kirsten? Sorry it's so late but I saw your light was on and I took a chance you might be available. I'm Carmella Santiago. Tony Daly's boss..."

***

Alice's white dress left nothing to the imagination and neither did her moves on the dance floor. Ever since they'd finished their Cosmo's and stepped onto the floor, she'd felt the same heat inside her that she'd experienced at the studio. The burning inside her body reflected itself in her uninhibited dancing. Arms above her head, she shimmied infront of Marcia, the two of them dancing so close it was like some kind of mating ritual.

All thoughts of pressing Marcia for information had long since left her. After all, the redhead had all but told her such details could wait for another time. Tonight was all about enjoying life as an Appleby girl. And how could you not have fun with Marcia around? The curvy woman was so wicked, practically spooning up behind her now as she ground her ass back against her. The uncomfortably hot feeling between her legs grew further.

She threw her head forward, blonde hair cascading across her face before she flipped it back. Chewing on her lower lip, she glanced at Marcia over her shoulder, feeling her friend's hands crawl across her rib cage and run in delicate circles over her body.

She also felt the eyes of the other dancers around them on her. On them! She could tell what they were thinking, too. It was just as Marcia had promised. If we do a little girl-girl act, she'd said, they'd have the whole room wanting them, fucking them in their minds. Men and women were watching them! It made her hot body perspire sex...

Maybe the two of them would go back to Marcia's later? Or perhaps the redhead would stop off at hers? What would happen if they did spend some time alone? Would the redhead try it on with her? How would she react if Marcia tried to kiss her? She giggled out aloud. More importantly, what would those red lips feel like? The redhead would be a good kisser, she was sure of that. The thought had been occupying her mind all night...

When Marcia had begun to entwine her curvy body around hers, the anticipation had grown. She'd made it clear that, despite what had happened while Marcia had shaved her, she wasn't into girls. Now, she was beginning to wonder if she actually believed that...

"Mind if I join?" A familiar, baritone voice drew her attention from her sexual thoughts. She'd lost count of the number of times they'd been hit on, and there'd been some attractive men, too. But Marcia had simply waved them away and danced closer. It was as if she was keeping Alice for herself. How had this one got through her guard?

"I don't..." she began, glancing around in expectation of the redhead cutting in and sending her suitor on his way. This time was different. Her voice faltered when she realized who it was, standing in front of her.

"Hi," Tony Daly grinned.

"Hi." Alice she answered, cursing herself for the expression on her face. She realised she must have looked like a deer in headlights. The photographer was the last person she'd thought she'd find here and if she remembered correctly, the last time she'd seen him she was masturbating in front of his camera.

If he sensed her discomfort, he didn't show it. "Fancy meeting you here," he said, with a laugh.

"You too," she flirted back.

"Oh, I'm here for a reason," he told her, his arms on her shoulders as she continued to move her body in front of him.

She watched his eyes flit across her undulating body and put an extra oomph into her movements. "Yeah?"

He grinned again, his vibrant white teeth beaming. "I heard you were here and wanted to see if you were just as sexy without a camera being trained on you."

Alice blushed. Their last contact was clearly on his mind, too. She thought of Kirsten when his powerful arms pulled her closer. Her fellow cop had asked if Daly had come on to her and clearly had some kind of soft spot for him. Maybe this wasn't such a good idea after all?

The feel of his thick cock as he pressed into her changed her mind. Was he really that big?

"So," she mumbled into his neck, trying to compose herself. "You're here alone?"

"No," he answered, practically rubbing himself against her now. He was growing against her body and it was impossible not to grind back. "I'm actually here with a friend of mine."

The blonde followed his eyes to the man currently dancing with a laughing Marcia. He was a good looking guy, although a little too thick-necked for her usual tastes. His hands were liberally surveying her full curves, just like Daly's were doing with her.

"I like you better," she murmured, pushing herself closer. Kirsten would hate her for this...

"I should hope so," Daly laughed, stepping back and relieving the pressure against her groin. His eyes swept across her heated body. "You look fantastic, by the way,"

The blush on Alice's cheek increased. So did the warm feeling between her thighs. "Thank you."

"You've got a great look."

"I have?"

"Very sexy," he told her. "Great in front of the camera, I could see that straight away. But it's pretty hot on the dance floor, too."

Alice felt her blush begin to colour her entire body and tried to dance away from him, but his large hands were already running up her hips, pulling her close enough that she could feel his erection brush her stomach. She gasped when they slid down her hips, eventually coming to rest on her ass as he pressed his penis against her stomach.

Alice began to speak again but only a croak emerged. It felt good in his arms—more than good—especially since she knew it was so wrong. Again, she thought of Kirsten, only this time it was her friend's interracial fantasy that popped into her head. Alice had never really thought about it, but now that she was in Daly's arms, she couldn't help but wonder...

It was Marcia's voice that interrupted the spell. "Hey, Alonso's invited us into the VIP Lounge," she said, resting her head on Alice's bare shoulder for a moment. "Come on, let's check it out!"

Alice hesitated, trying to think things through. Was all this getting out of hand? It was one thing getting up close and personal with a guy she was picking up for a one-night stand, but this was different. She was on duty in enemy territory.

"What's up, girl?" Marcia whispered, sliding an arm around her stomach.

"Um, think I'm going to pass tonight."

"Are you sure, Alice?" the redhead asked, looking at her with those green eyes and leaning close enough to whisper in her ear. "You wanted to know what this life was like, didn't you?" Her teeth bit down on the blonde's earlobe, pulling it down and then letting it go. "We'll talk about it tomorrow. But for tonight, come and find out."

With a giggle, she swung away and the man—Alonso?—began to guide her from the dance floor. Alice watched them go.

She paused again. There were so many things wrong about this situation. She was on duty. Daly worked for Appleby, and anyway, it was Kirsten who had this thing for him. Her logical mind and operational instinct screamed at her to turn around and leave.

But... her body was telling her she was so horny she could scream...

When Tony Daly took her hand, she obediently followed.

***

Kirsten's initial shock at meeting Carmella Santiago translated into an early defensiveness. If Tony Daly was under suspicion, this woman was a prime suspect. After all, it was unlikely anything untoward could be happening at the agency without the stunning looking Columbian woman being involved. The research Alex Goodwin had carried out had indicated that not only did she run the business for Donald Appleby, but also that she'd been closely tied to the businessman ever since she'd won the Miss Universe title.

Good old, Alex. He had contributed something to the mission after all.

Yet for the first half an hour, Carmella chatted so easily to her that she could have been a good friend who'd simply called to see her to check how she was. She made conversation about everything other than the agency itself and what had happened with Kirsten.

It was only when they were on their second glass of wine that she approached the subject. "Tony tells me you've ignored his calls today..."

Kirsten hesitated. Part of her wanted to declare that she was no longer interested, that something else had come up. Given the extent to which she'd succumbed to Daly, she knew that would have been the safest and most sensible course of action.

On the other hand, wasn't this the break they'd been looking for? It was a chance to get close to the heartbeat of the agency—Carmella Santiago herself. She couldn't pass this up because of her own fears, could she? If she'd let Sandra Wilson down as a result of her sexual encounter with Tony Daly, then this opportunity was a chance to redeem herself.

"I... I've been kinda busy..." It was lame, she knew.

"Didn't you have an appointment at the agency again this afternoon?"

"Yes, but—" Damn. Where did she go with this one?

Carmella cut through the hesitation like a knife sliding through butter. "I understand your dilemma, Kirsten."

The brunette stared into those knowing eyes. "You do?"

"Of course. You won't be the first model to get cold feet after fucking their photographer." For a moment she paused, allowing the effect of her words to wash over the blushing woman. When she continued she spoke softly, her voice matter of fact. "You're not married, are you?"

"No."

"Boyfriend?"

Kirsten hesitated. The woman was very direct and she needed time to think. "We've just split up."

"Because of what happened?"

"Not at all." Maybe Tony Daly had hastened the end of their relationship, and maybe not. But it was definitely on its last legs anyway. She just hadn't handled the ending very well.

"Good. In that case you should also know that what happened with Tony isn't an issue with me, either, or with anyone at the agency." Carmella paused, holding up her empty glass. Kirsten quickly refilled it. "Models often get involved with their photographer, or with other models for that matter. It makes the world go around. The only thing that's important is the end result. Fantastic fashion shoots and incredible fashion shows."

Kirsten replaced the bottle on the table, deciding against refilling her own drink. With the alcohol she'd consumed earlier, she'd already consumed far too much and it was an effort to stay as sharp as she needed to be. She stared thoughtfully at the Colombian woman, evaluating what she was being told. Did everyone in the fashion world treat sex so lightly?

"That's why I'm here, Kirsten," Carmella went on, comfortably stretching her body along the sofa. "Believe me, aspiring models are two a penny and I don't put myself out for just anyone. I have far too much on my plate. But we see real potential in you, Kirsten. It's up to you, of course, but it would seem such a waste to throw that potential away."

***

As soon as they'd had a chance to put their things down in the empty back lounge, Marcia had grabbed Alice's hand and dragged her inside the bathroom to 'freshen up'.

"Aren't you pleased you decided to stay?" Marcia beamed, their eyes meeting in the mirror. She handed the blonde a drink she'd acquired from somewhere. "Come on, drink up. It'll make you feel better."

Alice stared at the pink liquid in the martini glass. "Another Cosmos? I can't."

"You can," Marcia insisted, practically tilting the glass in the blonde's hand until the young blonde took a long sip. "That's better. Finish it first, and then we'll go back to the guys."

Alice took another sip, longer this time. What the heck—why not? She giggled to herself as she glanced idly around the room. If she'd ever formulated an image of what a 'champagne room' would look like, the private bathroom off the VIP Room was it. White couches, more purplish black-lighting, and gossamer curtains.

"Alonso owns Aura," Marcia told her, as she looked at herself in the mirror and touched up her glossy red lipstick. "God, don't you think that's so sexy?"

"Yeah." Surprisingly, Alice meant it. Shit, everything was sexy right now. The situation. The woman next to her. The Cosmos. The men waiting for them. Even the silvery white counter tops felt sexual.

"He's hot, don't you think?" Marcia said, replacing her lipstick into her purse. Alice felt tingly as the redhead grinned slyly at her. Whatever the curvy redhead had on her mind, it would be something sexy. "But not as hot as Tony. You like him?"

Alicia found herself nodding. She shouldn't be admitting that but it was obvious enough anyway. She stared in the mirror, barely recognizing herself. She looked so hot... she felt so hot... her need for sex was written all over her face. Could the others see that, too? Is that what Marcia was up to, pairing them off? She licked her lips and then finished the Cosmos, holding the empty glass up so that Marcia could see.

"Good girl," the grinning redhead murmured. "Feel good?"

Alice nodded again, resting back against the counter.

"Want something to make you feel even better?" The curvy redhead was already diving back into her purse and removing a familiar, powder-filled vial. With another mischievous grin, she tapped a little of the coke out and formed two short lines on the compact mirror. "You have a note?" she asked Alice with a crooked smile.

Alice's throat dried up as she remembered the pulses of light she'd experienced when Marcia had fed her some coke in the dressing room. Not trusting herself to talk, she dug into her purse and reached out with the first bill she grabbed. Marcia took it from her slowly, running up a thumb across Alice's hand.

"Thanks," she whispered, rolling it into a tight tube. Holding her hair back, she quickly did one of the two lines. "Mmm..." She breathed deeply through her nostrils, staring at the ceiling. Without looking, she handed the note to Alice.

The blonde licked her lips, remembering the effect it had had on her while she was being shaved. Thinking... thinking that she was Vice. She had sworn to protect the public against this! Somehow, that thought made her even more excited and she tried to comprehend what was happening to her. Still, she clamped her thighs together and shook her head.

"No. I told you, I don't..." she hesitantly said, staring deeply into those gleaming green eyes. "Aren't you afraid of getting... you know... addicted?"

Marcia smirked again, wordlessly finishing off the second line of white powder for her. "Nope," she smiled. "I just don't make a habit of it." Dropping the compact into the purse, she made for the door, but paused as she brushed by the blonde. "But if you change your mind, just ask." Her finger traced the side of Alice's face and ran across those heart-shaped lips. "You're one of us now, Alice. Remember that."

When she finished her pass and pulled open the door, Alice slumped against the counter, caching her breath. Before she could compose herself, she heard Marcia's voice calling out back to her through the open door. "You coming?!"

***

The conversation had gone even better than Carmella had anticipated. She'd wondered whether the reason for this woman's no show today was that the Met had discovered something. Even though Donald had questioned Kaminski, and the Homicide Cop had confirmed they had nothing, she still hadn't been sure.

She was now.

Kirsten's reaction confirmed that fact. This was simply a case of another woman getting cold feet following her session with Tony Daly. In normal circumstances, she'd have shown the woman the video and fed her more Blush. A second session was usually enough to convince them that their future lay with Appleby modelling.



With the brunette, it was different. Carmella had invested more time than ever before in carefully warming her up to the delights on offer. The woman's seduction had needed to be gradual and had required her to give herself rather than just be taken. It was the same with the next stage. With Wilson's investigation underway, Kirsten needed to realise that this was what she wanted, not that there had been any coercion involved.

Now that she'd had the opportunity to talk to the cop, she understood Daly's enthusiasm even more. Even though her appearance tonight—with those crumpled clothes and dark, heavy makeup—was bordering on the bizarre, the woman was the most perfect mixture of innocence and sensuality. And having reviewed the recording of Tony and the brunette, the woman undoubtedly had an uninhibited sexual spirit that was ideal for their needs.

"I want to offer you the chance of a lifetime," she softly said, watching Kirsten's deep brown eyes light up. She needed to dangle a carrot that made the brunette believe she was doing her duty, while appealing to every woman's baser instincts for fame and fortune. "If you're feeling a little embarrassed with Tony, I want to fast track you."

"Fast track?"

"Exactly." Carmella paused for effect. The way Kirsten was looking at her so eagerly made it difficult to hide a triumphant smile. "All of our models have a final assessment before the formally sign a contract. Have you heard of Dr. Pierre Laroche?"

When Kirsten shook her head, Carmella smiled sweetly at her. Of coursed she hadn't. Pierre Laroche was the King of Porn in France—a sex therapist who televised a new conquest weekly on the Eurotica French TV cable channel. She and Donald owned the rights, of course.

"He carries out all our assessments," she continued, her eyes twinkling. "I've made an appointment for you tomorrow."

"Tomorrow? That's very sudden. I... I'm not sure what to say."

"Just say yes," Carmella laughed. "How often do you get the opportunity to travel to Paris?"

"Paris?"

"By private jet," Carmella continued, slowly reeling the cop in. The brunette's eyes were widening further with each new piece of news.

"Private jet? Really?"

Carmella laughed heartily. She had her catch—it was now just a case of finalising the details. "Just you and I, Kirsten, and we can fit in some shopping, too. And of course I'm at your disposal to answer any questions you might have about becoming an Appleby model. It'll mean an early start, of course. A limo will pick you up here at six. What do you say?"

***

When Alice followed Marcia back to the VIP room, the redhead had already settled into Alonso's arms again as Tony Daly filled four full flutes of champagne. Somehow the fact she was about to drink bubbly felt normal to her. She gave a soft little laugh. How warped had her world become that it felt natural to be drinking a hundred pound bottle of champagne?

She hoped it made her feel as good as the Cosmos did. The arousal she'd felt in her body throughout the evening was at fever pitch now and the extra drink she'd taken in the bathroom only made her feel even sexier than she had before.

Alonso wasn't her type but Tony Daly... well... that was different. If the fantasy of being fucked by a handsome black man was good enough for Kirsten, it was certainly good enough for her. Enthusiastically taking the glass from him, she came together with the other three for a toast. The bubbles felt spectacular with her first sip.

When Daly casually put an arm around her waist and rested his hand on her hip, she rested her head back against his chest. Why shouldn't she—Alonso had his hands all over Marcia.

The redhead grinned sexily at her before holding her glass up for another toast. "To what is already a very fun night!"

The second drink felt even better.

"To two very sexy women," Alonso added. Normally, she hated men trying to be smooth but tonight it felt just right. The glasses came together, once again. And once again, they drank. The bubbles were going straight to her head.

"Your turn," Marcia said, winking at her.

Alice thought for a brief second only. "To two very sexy men," she said with a giggle as more dry champagne rolled down her throat.

Tony Daly shifted behind her—deliberately, it seemed. She felt his cock slide up against her buttocks and rest against her. He was hard. Very hard. And big. Very big. His next toast was spoken low, almost for her. Almost right into her ear. "To sex."

Alice shut her eyes as his tongue traced the lobe of her ear, tugging on the large, silver loop that pierced them. "Congratulations on joining the Appleby club," he whispered, his hand now openly caressing her butt. She squeezed a look at Marcia and Alonso, an arm-length away to her left. The way they were kissing was like lighter fluid on an open flame.

Her body heat soared into the stratosphere.

Daly's lips were on her neck and she took the initiative, just as she had when she'd picked up the twins. Swing around and cupping an arm around his neck, her mouth found his thick lips just as his fingertips snagged the top of her strapless dress.

"Yesss, oh yes..." she groaned as he peeled it off her body and cupped her perky swells. Her breathing came faster as he began to roll her nipples.

This was what she wanted, needed.

Opening her eyes, she was treated with the glorious view of Marcia's curvy body. Alonso had a finger under each strap, pulling the red dress down her body and, like Alice, leaving her naked to the waist. Marcia's head was half twisted so that she and Alonso could share a wet kiss over her shoulder as his hands caressed her perfectly sculpted breasts. So full...

For a moment it was surreal, the feel of Daly's hands on her breasts and the sight of Alonso's on Marcia's. It was as if the two men were coordinating their efforts. When the redhead's curly hair caught in her glossy lipstick, Alice couldn't resist. She reached out and brushed it away, tucking it behind her new friend's ear.

The other model had about five piercing in that one ear. Was the sparkling jewellery diamonds, she wondered? Marcia's soft chuckle made her realize that she still had her hand on the side of the woman's face and she blushed. She let it drop, wondering what was wrong with her. But the redhead caught it and held it against her cheek.

"You're so beautiful," Marcia mouthed, her voice so soft Alice barely heard. She didn't need to. She felt it. She saw it in the woman's green eyes with those too wide pupils. Sweat broke across her brow. She wasn't into girls...

"Kiss her." It was Tony's deep voice tempting her from behind. His tongue was curling behind her ear and he began kissing the back of her neck again. "Kiss her..."

The suggestion suddenly felt natural. Marcia's head was already moving towards her and she leaned forward, meeting the kiss the redhead gently planted on the mouth. God, her lips were full, soft and sticky. When Marcia tilted her head and opened her lips, Alice willingly accepted the playful tongue and offered hers. She felt so hot she wanted to curl her toes so hard they'd snap the straps of her sandals.

"That was nice," Marcia murmured, sexily running her tongue across her lips as she slowly pulled back. It was as if she was savouring the taste of the blonde's lipstick.

"Uh, yeah," Alice agreed, her breathing coming quick and shallow. If Daly didn't stop grinding his steely erection in the crevice between her buttocks, she'd have no option other than to turn around and fuck him. And yet... although she kept telling herself she wasn't into girls, the Marcia's lips felt so good. She wanted to drag the redhead into another hot kiss, but as she felt Tony Daly's hands on her tits grow a little harder, she growled out her approval. She wasn't into girls... and that meant she needed to drown in his masculinity.

Turning, she threw her arms around his shaved head and planted another scorching kiss on his thick lips. The sensation was completely different to that with Marcia—harsher—but very welcome all the same. Concerns of Kirsten and her job were gone, replaced by this man's hands on her body, now pushing her dress down, down, down, and off.

He pulled her across to one of the white couches, shoving her into it. She grunted, welcoming the rougher touch. She opened her legs, only her white, lace g-string protecting her modesty. It occurred to her that this was exactly how she'd been when she'd masturbated for him. Legs spread wide while she gasped with wanton need.

It was impossible to stop herself. Her fingers slid under her panties and ran across her unfamiliarly smooth pussy. Despite her original reticence, she loved being bare. Her hips rose towards her rubbing digits, seeking more. This is what Appleby girls did, wasn't it?

With a growl, Daly stood back, undressing as he watched her needy eyes. He snapped open his crisp, white shirt with purpose. His dark eyes danced over her working fingers as he yanked off his shirt, displaying his powerfully muscled upper body. Now it was Alice's turn to ogle the dark skinned physique. It glistened like chocolate brown satin.

When he stepped forward, looming above her as he began unbuckling his belt, Alice's fingers left her lace g-string and replaced his, yanking his trousers away. Her mouth watered at the sight of his towering cock. Incredibly, the skin was even darker than the rest of him.

"Suck my cock, white girl," she heard him order, gripping her long blonde hair. He shoved his manhood down her groaning throat with little ceremony, holding the back of her head tight against him.

Alice choked and spluttered at first, desperate to take as much of the wonderful black meat as she could but initially having trouble adjusting to his size. Gradually, she found a way and fell into a rhythm. The crown of his cock, the thick throbbing shaft and his heavy balls all received attention. Daly's grip on her hair tightened and he began to grunt.

Growing more confident, Alice slurped off with a throaty laugh. She beamed up at him sweetly, knowing exactly what that dimpled smile must look like just inches away from his saliva-coated cock. "You like that, Tony?" she mischievously asked.

Before he could answer, she jammed her mouth over him again. At the same time, one hand slithered down into her panties again. Almost as soon as she slid one and then a second finger inside her wetness she came instantly, coughing again on his cock as her body jerked.

Amazingly, when the first orgasm subsided, the second began to build. She worked him harder between her lips, her blonde hair dancing on her shoulders as she went for broke. This time it was Daly who spluttered as her throat muscles rippled around his crown.

"Oh fuck, baby, yes..."

"Cum—" she began to say, but it quickly became apparent that he had no intention of ceding control. Reaching down, his large hand gripped the waistband of her flimsy white panties and yanked them off. She squealed as he pushed her back against the couch and placed his cock at the entrance to her pussy.

She felt the second orgasm begin to overwhelm her even before he was inside her.

***

Kirsten lay in the dark, trying to come to terms with the way the evening had panned out. This wasn't at all what she'd planned in her mind. She'd thought her part of the Appleby investigation was over, and her intention with Matt had been to sit down as soon as he'd arrived and calmly explain the way she was feeling.

Instead, she'd fucked her boyfriend as soon as he'd walked through the door and as a result had ended up on the wrong end of a blazing row when she'd attempted to explain her feelings. Okay, giving in to the needs of her body before telling him how she felt was wickedly deceitful—but sometimes a girl needed to be as devious as the average male.

At least that was behind her now. That meant she could focus on more important things. Did the agency really think she had some sort of potential as a model? They must do! Why else would Carmella Santiago have taken the trouble to travel out to see her? As the Columbian woman had pointed out, her time was at a premium.

The thought excited her.

When she looked at the way things were at work, life in the Met was nothing like it was when she'd joined. Things were going backwards. Just look at Sandra Wilson and the pressure she was under. With each passing day, her stress levels increased. Then there was Alex Goodwin. His heart hadn't been in it for eighteen months now and his main aspiration nowadays seemed to be to reach retirement. Was that the future?

She couldn't make it as a model, could she? Was such a thing possible? She knew she had a great body and people often told her how beautiful she was. But there were thousands of women in the country who were much hotter than she was.

Then why had Carmella Santiago taken the trouble to call out to personally see her?

Maybe sticking with the case would offer her the chance to test out how far she could go? If she passed tomorrow's assessment in Paris, that could lead to wider opportunities. She'd called Sandra Wilson as soon as Carmella had left and her boss had confirmed she should follow this through. With Alice pumping Marcia for information tonight, she'd said, Kirsten should do the same tomorrow with Appleby's right hand woman.

The outcome of both would essentially decide whether they continued with the investigation. She'd do her job diligently, of course. She'd find out as much as she could and report back. But maybe that could lead to modelling opportunities along the way...

And there was something exciting about flying to Paris in a private jet. It was just a shame that Tony Daly wouldn't be with them...

***

"Yes! Yes YES!!!" Alice screamed again as Tony took her to yet another orgasm. How many had that been? How much time had passed? She had no idea. She didn't care. All she cared was getting back to another supercharged climax.

She loved being on top—and her half-squatting, half-reclining position over Tony's ebony skinned prone body allowed her to attain the maximum friction from his incredibly large endowment. Sweat poured from her forehead as she gently pushed up on his muscular body and then thrust down on that thickest of thick cocks.

Her position had the added benefit of allowing her to watch Marcia fuck Alonso across the room while she took her own pleasure. The redhead was incredible, reversing cowboy style on the club owner and with her thrusting freckled tits bouncing erotically with each violent undulation, drilled him like a jack hammer until he exploded inside her.

A smile spread across the curly haired girl's face as she pushed off his lap, treating Alice to an unadulterated view of her curvy, hourglass body. When she strutted slowly across the short distance to the two lovers, one long leg crossing in front of the other, her full breasts bounced with each great roll of her hips.

Alice blushed. Could a woman look any sexier?

She repositioned herself as the redhead approached, sliding her knees beneath her for support. Marcia smirked at her as she crawled up onto the couch, faced Alice and swung her legs across the black man's face.

"Kiss me," she told the blonde as she lowered her smooth pussy to Daly's waiting mouth.

Both females leant forward, one woman undulating on Tony Daly's tongue and the other on his cock. Marcia's arm reached around Alice's neck and pulled her into position. Her fingers scraped across the back of the blonde's neck as she turned and tilted her head into better position for the kiss. Alice took a deep breath and mirrored her friend, curling a hand behind Marcia's head as her lips parted. In what seemed to the young cop like slow motion, their lips came together for the second time that evening.

For a few seconds it was soft and tender. Then Alice surprised herself by taking the initiative. Her wet tongue slipped into the redhead's mouth and then both of their tongues were suddenly swirling around one another. When Marcia began to retreat a little, pulling her head back, she wouldn't—couldn't—let her.

Her mouth aggressively zeroed in on those glossy red lips again, determined to take her fill.

"Steady, girl," the redhead softly breathed when she eventually broke the sensual lip lock. One hand cupped Alice's perky right breast, her thumb running across the hard nipple. "Want me?"

Alice nodded. Her heart was beating so fast she could hardly breathe.

"Next time," Marcia whispered, her green eyes telling Alice that she needed to earn her prize. Her free hand dropped to the cop's clit. "Fuck him," she instructed.

Alice instantly obeyed, lost in her haze of sexual lust. With each of her downthrusts, Marcia's soft fingers rubbed softly across her sensitive clit. When she exploded yet again, she heard the redhead's voice whispering in her ear.

"If tonight was special," she whispered, "Just wait 'til we're alone..."


Appleby Blush Ch. 07

Chapter 7: Paris in the springtime

Kirsten glanced around her, marvelling at the hustle and bustle. The two kilometres Avenue des Champs-Élysées was one of the most famous streets in the world. The two women had finished their shopping and were enjoying coffee and a slice of cake in the open air, outside of the Restaurant Le Fouquet's Parisian brasserie.

On their journey by private jet over the English Channel, Carmella explained that Paris cafes were more than a place to sip coffee. They were an institution, a cultural phenomenon. She was pleased she'd worn her favourite coral halterneck dress with its bust ruching. The top displayed just enough of her tanned cleavage to be classically sexy, while the floaty skirt showed her long legs to perfection. She felt it matched the vibrancy around her.

"It's a dream," she softly breathed.

Carmella smiled warmly. "A wonderful one?"

"More than I could ever have imagined," the young cop answered, her deep brown eyes glowing with excitement.

"La plus belle avenue du monde."

Kirsten felt a shiver run up her spine. The Columbian woman's accent was delicious enough anyway, but when the mature beauty spoke in French it elevated her sexiness to another level.

"The most beautiful avenue in the world," Carmella added by way of explanation as she reached across to push a loose strand of dark hair away from the brunette's eye. "And this is one of the most famous restaurant and hotels. It's such a wonderful venue to relax after a heavy morning shopping, don't you think?"

Kirsten nodded. Carmella had outlined the role of an Appleby model on their journey to Paris and while it clearly involved hard work, it was every bit as glamorous as she'd imagined. There hadn't been a single thing to raise suspicion of anything untoward and it was already clear to her that the investigation was a wild goose chase. Sandra Wilson didn't get much wrong but she was way off beam with this one...

"What is it?" Carmella asked, noticing the change in expression.

Kirsten's faraway eyes returned to her companion. She'd felt a pang of guilt at investigating someone who had been so good to her. Carmella had even invited her to a gala party at Appleby's house in a couple of days. "Sorry, I was just marveling at everything." It wasn't exactly a lie, after all.

Her beautiful companion leant forward across the table and patted her hand. "You've enjoyed our day so far?"

The cop laughed aloud, pulling her long brown hair across one shoulder. "I've enjoyed everything, Carmella—the flight, the shopping, the city, the experience." She paused and then laughed again at her own exuberance. "Thank you," she murmured, giving the Columbian woman a grateful look. "I appreciate it."

Carmella's hand squeezed hers. "The life of an Appleby model is never dull," she chuckled, playing a finger over her red lips as if in contemplation. "Here we are in Paris. I was in Barcelona last week and I flew to Monte Carlo a couple of weeks before that. Next week it's New York. You won't get much rest, Kirsten, but it's a life I can recommend. And believe me, you wouldn't be here if I didn't believe in you."

"I can't tell you how much I appreciate that," she said, licking a finger and picking up some crumbs from her plate. That cake had been so light! When she caught Carmella's eye, they both laughed again.

"The pastry was a rare treat. We have to watch our figures," Carmella smiled, loving her young friend's enthusiasm. "Today, I'm showing you what's possible if you work hard enough, follow my guidance and are prepared to make sacrifices. After that, it's up to you."

"I won't let you down," Kirsten quickly replied, sitting forward. The excitement was back in her brown eyes. She paused for a few seconds to try and gather her wits. She was acting as if she'd morphed from a cop on an undercover investigation to an aspiring model overnight. Was she seriously thinking about this?

Carmella's voice brought her back to the present. "It's a dream we all should have," she said, her sexy eyes gleaming. "But there are those who dream, and those who make it happen. How do you feel about your assessment with Pierre Laroche?"

"I feel nervous."

Carmella laughed out loud again, tossing a hand through her perfect hair. "Oh, darling, you have no need to be. Laroche is an expert in his field and his techniques are the most advanced of anyone I know. And I've already told you—after all my years in the fashion industry, I'm a very good judge of these things. You'll pass with flying colours, believe me."

"I hope so."

The Columbian beauty smiled confidently as she delved into her bag and produced what looked like to be two miniature bottles of wine. Reaching for the two empty glasses on the table beside them, she poured the drinks and passed one to Kirsten.

"I stole them from the plane," she laughed, picking up the other glass. "Pink for you and white for me. We'll do it the French way and drink them in one go."

She'd finished her drink before Kirsten had time to react. The brunette giggled and then immediately followed suit, lightly coughing as it her drink hit the back of her throat. "There," she told Carmella, holding up her empty glass.

"A good sign," her host told her, before turning to her left. She pointed a finger at each of the shopping bags tucked away beside them in their small enclosure. "Eight in all," she said, laughing heartily. "Such a shame, I usually return home with twenty."

Kirsten joined in with the laughter. She could easily believe that. The Columbian woman had shown an extraordinary aptitude for finding and purchasing 'bargains'.

"Now," Carmella said, glancing at her watch. She smiled sweetly. "It's time for your meeting with Pierre. Just be true to yourself and go with what feels right. Trust your instincts and see where it takes you. What can go wrong?"

***

Sandra Wilson threw the buff coloured file down on her desk and tossed her small, rectangular, black-framed glasses on top of it. How could she concentrate? The Appleby case was going nowhere. Turner was applying more and more pressure. And then there was Alex Goodwin...

She'd tried to avoid spent the barrel chested cop most of yesterday and knew he was puzzled by her attitude. So was she. Her analytical mind had gone over it a thousand times and she'd come to the same conclusion. It wasn't the sex with Alex that was worrying her, it was the emotional attachment. He'd expect far more from her than she'd be able to give.

Casual sex was one thing, but another relationship was something else...

The frustrating aspect was that her body's burning need remained. It might not be as all consuming as after her session at the Appleby studios, but it was definitely there.

She'd spent the whole of the last thirty six hours—other than when she was masturbating—trying to come to terms with what had happened. There was only one conclusion. Exposing her body in a skimpy bikini during the photo shoot had brought alive the sexual yearnings she'd bottled up in the last eighteen months. It was that simple.

But if the happenings at the agency had lit the fire, her sexual encounter with Goodwin had really fanned the flames. She'd almost forgotten how good sex could be!

And now she'd had a taste again, she wanted more. Therein lay another problem.

Fucking Alex Goodwin might have been the safe option the other night, but the full ramifications of her decision to seek him out had come back to haunt her now. Re-establishing a connection she'd ended a year and a half ago was a backward step and she could see simply by looking at his body language that her fears were justified.

She wearily took to her feet and headed across the office towards the coffee machine in the far corner. Two of the younger guys were talking there as she approached and she saw them glance at her body before hurrying off. Laughter trailed in the air behind them and she knew what they were thinking. She knew what they were all thinking.

Leaning against the machine for a few moments, she glanced around the floor. Most of the eyes on her immediately diverted. They respected her because of her position and because she was good at her job. But most of them would fuck her in a second. She'd heard the whispers, how hot she was for someone 'of her age'. How she kept herself in good shape. How she must be gagging for it because she didn't have a boyfriend...

Usually she ignored the ever present sexual nuances. Today, they sent a tingle to her sex.

Turning back to the machine, she checked the small menu. What was the difference, they all tasted the same. She pressed for cappuccino, but pulled a face as the discoloured water spilt into the plastic white cup. For a few seconds, she stared at the murky liquid and then, holding the cup high, allowed the drink to splash down into the slop shoot.

Maybe she needed something stronger than coffee?

Turning back to her office, she took her time sauntering back across the floor, aware that she was putting an extra swing in her hips as she walked. God, even her thoughts made her feel horny. Let them look, she told herself, feeling her body react to all the eyes that would be staring at her ass. If you're man enough, come and get it boys...

***

Pierre Laroche's deep voice resonated around his large office. "So, Kirsten, has Carmella explained the process?"

The brunette uncertainly shook her head. "No... not exactly."

"But you know it's an assessment."

She nodded. "Yes."

"My methods are unusual but very rewarding," he explained, pouring a drink and handing it to her. Giving her another glass of Blush after the one Carmella had fed her was a calculated risk, but after the session she was unlikely to have much of a recollection of anything outside of the sex. And he wanted her body to guide her reactions, not her mind.

"Passing the assessment means you're officially eligible to become an Appleby model," he continued. "Carmella will take care of the contract details, of course."

Kirsten took a sip from the glass, her gleaming brown eyes covering Laroche. The feeling of arousal that had begun to consume her during the short taxi ride after leaving Carmella was now at a fevered pitch. He wasn't anything like she'd visualised. It wasn't that he was much older than she'd thought—she had no real expectation. Nor was it the fact that he was handsome in a mature sort of way, despite the thin, salt and pepper hair.

She just hadn't anticipated that he'd be black...

"What I'm interested in is your mental attitude, your aptitude to be a successful model. Believe me, Kirsten, many young women like you have aspirations but few have what it takes." He walked across to the padded table beside her chair and rested his hands on the rail at the top. "You're willing to put yourself in my hands?"

It was the opening line to all of his weekly shows on the Eurotica French TV cable channel. What made today's show out of the ordinary was that the young women were usually primed to act the part. The seduction of an innocent was always special and he'd watched the recordings of this woman in action on the Solomon Sloane show. That performance—aided by the advanced publicity—guaranteed a huge pay per view audience.

He'd ensure they weren't disappointed.

"Yes," Kirsten replied, gulping down more of the drink. It eased the nervous dryness in her throat. "Whatever it takes..."

"Indeed," Laroche smiled, pulling a chair across to the table and resting his hands on the back of it. "I think we need to understand a few things first. Please lie down here on the table." His face was a picture of calm as he watched her comply. "Comfortable?"

"Yes thanks," she hesitantly said, smoothing the floaty skirt across her thighs as she settled herself. She was and she wasn't. Her position reminded her of lying on a therapist's couch. She felt vulnerable, too, and that thought sent little bolts of excitement through her.

When he stood to remove his suit jacket, she couldn't prevent herself from checking out his package. The bulge suggested that he was at least as big as Tony Daly.

Her nipples hardened at the thought...

"Fashion and pornography have one thing in common," he rasped, pushing his rimless glasses up his forehead as he stood beside her. "Do you know what?"

The brunette's eyes widened. Pornography?

"Sex," he continued, watching her reaction. "A pornographic actress indulges her body and a fashion model indulges her mind. Both are essential in order to produce the highest quality of performance in their respective spheres. You understand?"

She nodded slowly, even though she wasn't sure what he was getting at.

He smiled at her as he circled behind the table. Resting his hands on her shoulders, he leant forward and kept his voice low. "For this session, Kirsten, I need you to do two things. I want you to indulge your mind and I need you to think of yourself as a pornographic actress. Your ability to demonstrate that will determine the outcome of the assessment. Understand?"

She hadn't thought of it that way. Feeling sexy had helped during her audition with Daly and the subsequent shoot afterwards. It would help her through this. And the feeling of the fingers gently stroking her shoulders was already making her feel sexy...

"Yes," she said. Her voice was little more than a whisper. Fixing her gaze on the ceiling, she wondered why anyone would place a mirror there. Staring at her reflection, she realised that her prone body presented a sexy image. The sight, and Laroche's rhetoric, was definitely affecting her. So were the fingers he was digging into her shoulders.

"What I want you to do," he continued, walking around the table and casually sitting in the chair, "is to coordinate the thoughts in your mind with the feelings inside your body." His voice was low and soothing. "I'll guide you with a series of questions. I hope that's clear?"

She nodded, more in an attempt to move things forward rather than confirmation of any understanding. Her palms were clammy and her body was practically screaming for attention. Whatever he had in mind was okay by her...

***

Alex Goodwin took a sip from his mug of coffee and pushed forward in his chair. The Met canteen seemed to have become the norm for his brief meetings with Brendan Kaminski. Two colleagues sharing a break together...

"Well?" the swarthy Homicide cop asked, shuffling in his seat opposite Goodwin.

"I don't know," Goodwin said for the second time, this time accompanied by a shrug of his broad shoulders. "I told you, I didn't get the chance to talk to her yesterday."

The acute feeling of frustration still burned strongly in his body. Sandra had deliberately kept out of his way yesterday, though to be fair she was heavily involved in some more of the shit that Turner was piling on her. He could tell the signs. Turner had decided he wanted her out and was now placing unreasonable demands so that he'd have some evidence to prove she wasn't satisfactorily doing her job.

"Why not?" Kaminski snapped out the question.

The barrel chested cop almost reacted, but choked back the annoyance he was feeling. Okay, it was natural that Brendan should want feedback on Wilson's open night—he'd supplied the lead after all. But what could he tell him? Sandra hadn't even confided in him yet.

"There's a team meeting this morning," he responded, taking another gulp of coffee. "I'll know more after that."

Kaminski grimaced. "Hell, Alex—"

Goodwin leant forward aggressively and tapped his fingers on the rectangular table. "Look, what else can I tell you, Brendan? You'll have to be patient like the rest of us. This is a delicate fucking operation, you know."

The Homicide cop backed off. "Okay, Alex. I hear ya."

Goodwin thought back to Turner and Wilson's broken relationship. Why the fuck had he allowed himself to get drawn into telling Brendan Kaminski about everything? If this got out, there'll be hell to pay. "Good. Just chill out and I'll update you later, okay?"

Kaminski twisted his face into a smile. "Okay... okay, Alex, it seems to me like I'm not the only one who needs a couple of chill pills..."

Goodwin's grey eyes hardened. The Homicide cop's words had really hit the spot. What the hell was wrong with Sandra Wilson She'd called out unexpectedly at his apartment, fucked his brains out in the lift, and then left without a word. And she hadn't said a thing to him in the day and a half that had passed since then. What was he to think?

He realised Brendan was tapping the back of his hand.

"What?" he snapped.

"Geez, Alex," Kaminski said, lowering his voice and glancing around the room. "I've never seen you this uptight. I just said I was out this afternoon but I'd call you later. Okay?"

Goodwin's frustration dropped to simmering point. He leant back in his chair again and shot Brendan a half apologetic look. There wasn't any point in taking it out on him.

"Okay," he wearily conceded. The sooner he and Sandra talked things through the better.

***

Kirsten had been vaguely aware that Pierre Laroche's soft tone had helped her descend into a meditative state. Maybe she should have resisted, but she'd felt better as her mind sank deeper. Her body remained on fire but now she was in her own world.

And it felt reassuring to listen to that voice in the distance.

"You like black men?" the voice suddenly asked.

She felt the surge of heat between her thighs. How did it know?

"And you like Tony Daly. You showered with him, didn't you? Think about that, Kirsten."

Within a few seconds, she returned to the moment. The heady aroma of the scented shower gel filled her nostrils. She'd rubbed it across his skin, taking her time as she covered his chest, back and hard buttocks. His muscular body had felt so smooth under her hands.

"You liked the feel of his body, Kirsten," the voice said.

She couldn't understand how it knew. She hadn't spoken, had she? These were just thoughts passing through her mind...

"Why don't you touch his body again," the voice said. "Remember how it feels."

A hand was taking hers and placing it on a naked chest. Someone was standing to the side of her. It couldn't be Laroche—he was wearing a shirt—it must be Tony Daly.

She stroked her fingers across the chest, seeking those nipples again. For a few silent moments she caressed one, tweaking it between her thumb and forefinger. Did a man experience the same sensations as a woman when having his nipples pleasured, she wondered? Would he moan like she did when having them sucked?

"Why don't you see?" the voice asked. "Go ahead."

A body was bending over her and his skin was against her face. It was Daly's ebony skin. Her tongue reached up, tracing a path to his right nipple. Yesss...

He did moan as she sucked on it!

"That's nice, Kirsten," the voice confirmed. "Now the other."

She left a wet trail as she slid across to his left nipple. Her movements were rougher now, flicking it with her tongue, worrying it between her teeth, just the way she liked Matt to do with her. Daly's hand slid to the back of her head, holding it up from the padded table. Her fingernails trailed lightly across his hard stomach as she licked around the hard bud.

God, she was so horny...

"So good," the voice growled. It must be enjoying watching what she was doing to Daly. "How does that feel?"

"Incredible," she grunted, beginning to float on a bubble of arousal. She had to widen her legs to allow the heat to escape. They brushed against Daly's thighs.

"Remember when Tony Daly oiled your breasts, Kirsten? He can't do it now because you're wearing a dress. Why don't you pull it down your body? That would make you feel better..."

Her hands were on her straps as soon as the words left his mouth. As soon as she'd dragged the dress down to her waist, she was fumbling with her bra. The feeling of the cool air on her breasts was breathtaking, but nothing like the sensations of the hands that immediately covered them. Tony Daly's hands. She gasped at the touch. They were rubbing something into her flesh and across her hard nipples.



"That's oil," the voice explained. "You love having your breasts oiled..."

God, yes she did. Daly's hands were all over her breasts now, massaging the tantalizing heat of the oil into her skin. They were delicate, firm and strong, his sensual touch feeling even better than in the studio. Her fingers dug into the table, steadying herself. The excruciating heat between her thighs wouldn't go away.

"What did Daly do next?" the voice asked.

She spread her legs wider, her mind firmly recalling the action in the studio. He'd slipped his fingers inside her panties... only... only... the hand that had slithered down her body now wasn't sliding inside her thong. It was pushing up the floaty material of her skirt and gripping the garment. With a sharp twist, it tore the flimsy material from her hips.

Her entire body shuddered. Daly hadn't done that, had he?

"No, but you'd have liked him to," the voice explained.

Yes, that was right. Treat me rough. Make me beg for it.

The hand was stroking across her smooth pubic mound now. Yes, that's what she wanted. Fingers slid along her labia, stroking her wetness. She pushed her legs further apart, granting the hand better access. Yes! Yes... please...

"That's good?" the voice asked.

Oh, yes. It was so fucking good. She began to squirm, bucking her hips as the teasing fingers ran back and forth over her labial lips. One gradually worked its way inside her, and then a second. A thumb flicked across her stiffening clitoris. Yes... yes... make me cum...

Her fingers dug deeper into the table as she leant back. She pulled her knees up to her chest, widening her legs. Yes, like that. Her heart began to palpitate as she began to hump back against the fingers. The flicking thumb felt so good.

Oh, God! She was going to cum...

***

The meeting was every bit as awkward as Sandra Wilson had anticipated. Every instinct had told her to talk to Alex first, but she'd gone against them, convincing herself that it was much safer territory if Alice was there for their first real contact since their late night fuck.

It hadn't taken long for her to realise her mistake.

He'd been difficult from the moment he entered her office, refusing the chair and standing with his back to the door, arms defensively crossed over his stomach. Alice gave her one of those 'what can you do when he's in this mood' looks, but the young blonde had no way of knowing her father had genuine cause for his grumpiness this time.

She would have told him to take a seat, but even that simple command might start a conversation she didn't want. It would be better to keep the meeting short, focus on the investigation, and then talk things out without Alice being there. She couldn't put off the confrontation much longer, that was for sure.

"Okay," she started, keeping her eyes away from the big man. "Let's just summarise where we are. Alice, how was your meeting with Marcia?"

"I didn't get a thing," the blonde quietly said. The uneasy way she shuffled in her seat gave away her nervousness. Wilson knew why—they'd put too much pressure on her young protégé. She shouldn't have told Alice that the meeting with Marcia was the key to them making a breakthrough. That had been unfair.

"Nothing at all?" Goodwin's voice sounded as irritated as Sandra Wilson felt. She knew why.

"No, dad," Alice said, twisting her nose as she glanced up at her father. "Or rather, I didn't find a thing that would make me suspicious." She turned to look back at Wilson. "The thing is, Sandra, maybe that means there's nothing to be suspicious about?"

"Could be," the brunette reluctantly conceded—it was beginning to look that way. Had all this been a wild goose chase after all?

"What about your open night," Goodwin cut in, turning his attention back to Wilson. It looked like he wanted to get rid of some of his frustration in the meeting.

She shrugged, not wanting to go there. "I didn't pick up anything either," she blandly said.

Goodwin wouldn't let it go. He pushed his frame off the door so that he could use his hands to emphasise the point. "Is that right? From what I understood, you were pretty excited afterwards?"

Wilson groaned inside. She'd seen lots of different sides to Alex over the years and this was the one she liked least. When he couldn't get his own way, he came out swinging punches, just like a playground bully. "It was an interesting night," she slowly said, choosing her words carefully. She glanced at Alice. "Tony Daly's an interesting character, isn't he?"

The blush that spread across the young cop's face sent warning bells off in Wilson's head. That meant something, but what? Before she could internally digest the thought, Goodwin was making noises again.

"Interesting? What does that mean? I thought you said you hadn't found anything?"

As she slowly swung her head towards the barrel chested man, she hardened her gaze and flattened her voice. "It means he was interesting, Alex. As in, he had a certain fascination about him. But no, I didn't find anything out that would help. The only thing to come out of the evening was an invitation to a party at the Appleby's. Or rather, a Gala ball..."

"I have one, too," Alice gushed, her eyes gleaming as she excitedly sat forward on the edge of her chair. "Marcia said it's probably the biggest event on the social calendar this year."

"Whoopee," Goodwin said, unable to disguise the sarcasm. Both women stared at him as she shook his head. "So the grand result of all our work is that you two have an invitation to a party? Are you kidding me?"

Sandra Wilson stood up and planted both palms on her desk. Two could play that game. Leaning over, she stared into Goodwin's grey eyes. "That seems to be the case, Alex, unless you've come up with something. Let's analyse your contribution. You've found nothing in the files other than what I gave you? And you secured me an invitation to an open night that's led to a dead end. Anything else to offer?"

Goodwin came back at her. "I wouldn't say the open night led nowhere," he sarcastically grunted. "Seems to me that—"

"It was a waste of time," Wilson rasped, staring at the grey haired man. He had every reason to be angry with her but she had so much crap piling on top of her right now, she wasn't going to take any more. "Both before and after..."

The standoff lasted a few seconds, and it took an intervention from Alice to break the sudden tension. "I have a feeling I'm missing something," she said, swinging her head from one to the other. "We're all on the same team, aren't we?"

Sandra Wilson's gaze stayed on Goodwin. "I'd thought so, too," she coldly said. "So let's put a stop to the bickering. Here's the position—if Kirsten has drawn a blank from her Paris trip, we'll close the investigation. Or maybe, we'll do it after we've attended the party, Alice," she pointedly added. "A girl has to have some fun, after all. Now if you'll excuse us, your father and I have something to discuss."

***

"Tell me," the voice was humming again. It had been silent for a few moments while she recovered from her orgasm. "Tell me, Kirsten. In the shower, what came next? After you'd soaped him? What happened then?"

The brunette's mind took her back to the moment. She'd sunk to her knees, and the recollection of the shower water bouncing erotically off her body as she'd studied his cock sent spasms of delight through her, even now. She'd loved his hardness, the way his black cock had felt in her hand and the power she'd felt when she'd gone down on him. His fingers had gripped her hair as she'd worked on him, urging her on.

"Like this?" the voice said.

She felt a hand wrap her hair around its fingers, roughly dragging her head up from the padded table. It was pulling her up and then forward, twisting her body.

"You want Daly's cock now, don't you?" the voice rasped.

Oh yes... fuck yes...

She willingly complied as the grip tightened, pulling her head forward. Losing her balance for a second, the hand that was gripping her hair held her steady. It hurt her. That felt good.

"Daly's wearing his trousers. Unfasten them."

Kirsten reached out, finding and fumbling with his belt. She dragged it open before frantically tearing down the zip. Daly kept his fingers firmly in her hair as she forced his trousers and then his boxers down his muscular thighs.

"Now—" the voice began to say, but there was no need. Her mouth was already covering his cock. His hardness between her lips sent another tremor through her hot body. She took his thickness as far into her throat as she could and then began to work on him. Even though his thrusts made her gag, she refused to give up her prize.

"My God," she heard the voice say. It was more of a growl.

She smiled inside. The angle he held her head made her contorted body ache with discomfort, but that curiously enhanced her pleasure. When she began to massage the throbbing shaft with her tongue, his groans reverberated all the way around her body.

"Like that," the voice told her. "Like that..."

Kirsten reached one hand around his body to clutch his hard butt as her mouth worked ceaselessly. For a second she wondered where all the well-defined muscles had gone, but she didn't really care. She was too busy to think about such things. Easing back, she gently licked around the crown. That allowed her to better hear his grunts.

She loved that sound. One hand continued to twist around the base of his thickness as she teased his cockhead. Her other dug more firmly into his buttocks.

"Fuck, woman..."

Yes, yes... oh, yes. Soon he would be fucking this woman. But not before she'd sucked out his cum. He'd shown her in the studio how good his recuperative powers were. As she corkscrewed her hands around the huge black phallus, he began to moan again.

"I want your cum," she grunted at him, and then her mouth engulfed him again. Her dark hair bounced as she sucked hard, both hands jerking on his shaft now. The insistent sucking noises of her mouth and his continuous moans, mingled like an erotic cocktail of sound.

Daly's cock began to throb in her mouth. It was reacting to her—to every suck, lick and slurp. Her mouth slid as far down as she could again, her head bobbing as she increased the pace. Saliva dripped from her mouth onto his hardness and she frantically rubbed it in. The hand in her hair was hurting now, pulling tighter as his hips started to buck against her.

That felt so very good.

She slurped off his cock for a brief second, trying to decide whether to go for broke or make it last. Give him time to recover.

The voice answered for her. "Make me cum..."

She gurgled out a laugh. Make me cum? The voice was confused. It was Daly she was going to make cum, not the voice. That was only watching.

Her wet fingers stretched as far around the black shaft as they could. Her movements were fast, hard and no longer subtle as she pumped up and down. On each upstroke, her thumb rubbed the underside of his crown, making him flinch.

"Oh, God..."

That was better. His body was tensing, vibrating. Not long now. Her body was howling for attention too, but not until she'd completed her mission. Her mouth hung open just over his cock as she jerked her fists up and down his shaft.

"Oh, fuck!" the voice groaned. "I'm gonna—"

I'm gonna? That was the voice again. She shook her head, trying to rid herself of the disorientation. It was Daly she was about to make cum, not the voice. Wasn't it? The irrational thought left her as quickly as it had arrived.

Her next thought found its way to her sex. Maybe she could make them both cum?

Her hand found his heavy testicles as her tongue flicked up and down the shaft. When she deep throated him, a warm spurt of musky fluid warned her that there was more to follow. Daly's body arched as if it was about to pull away. She stayed with him.

Despite his efforts, she managed to keep the head of his cock in her mouth as the first thick burst hit her throat. Then his hand was yanking her head away from him and the next burst hit her face. She frantically opened her mouth, widening it in search of his creamy manjuice. When the next burst hit her across the nose and slithered downwards, she sucked it inside.

The grip in her hair loosened and she ducked her head forward to capture his throbbing cock again. Her hand found and held the base of his thick shaft, tugging it to extract the last drops of creamy juice and sweeping them away with her tongue.

It had never been quite like this before...

***

Sandra Wilson nodded at the seat opposite her desk and pushed her glasses firmly up the bridge of her nose. They afforded some protection.

Goodwin reluctantly pushed himself from the wall to the chair, moving as if in slow motion. It creaked as he dropped his weight onto it. "Why?" he asked, before she could speak. His voice was weary. "Tell me, Sandra. Why?"

She pulled a face, trying to come up with a reason that would make sense to him. Despite the anger she felt, there was no escaping the fact it was her fault they were in this situation. Why hadn't she been able to anticipate this when she asked him to help with the case? "I'm sorry, Alex," was the best she could come out with.

"Sorry?" the big man barked; those grey eyes of his temporarily flicking into life.

The word spoke volumes. Wilson felt a lick of heat around her neck and hoped the faint flush rising across her cheeks wasn't obvious. Every instinct told her not to be pushed on the defensive, but this was Alex she was talking to. Her old friend would do anything for her, and how had she repaid him? "Yes... I'm sorry."

His eyes grew wider. "That's it?" he asked, holding his hands out wide and then slapping them downwards against his thighs. His anger was evident with every gesture. "Don't you think you owe me a little more than that, Sandra?"

She could feel the frustration rising inside her—at Goodwin, at Turner, at Appleby, but most of all at herself. All of a sudden, she didn't feel up for this conversation. She was tired. "What else do you want me to say?"

Goodwin jumped to his feet and for a moment, he just stood there, as if undecided on his next move. It made her smile, though she kept a straight face. "Sit down, Alex," she quietly told him. If they were going to discuss this, they'd do it sensibly.

He backed down onto his chair and the look in his eyes changed from anger to disappointment. "What the fuck were you doing, Sandra, coming to my flat like that?"

"You mean, what were we doing?" she snapped back, meeting his gaze. "As I recall, you didn't need much coercion, Alex!" The look on his face made her feel bad. That one might have been below the belt.

"I admit I couldn't resist," he calmly responded, standing up again. He couldn't keep still for more than a few moments at a time. He walked across to the small window, staring at the little pinpricks of drizzle that were starting to spot the glass. "I never could, Sandra, and I think that you knew that, too. You took advantage of my feelings and all I'm asking in return is to understand why. Don't shut me out."

"I guess eighteen months without sex caught up with me, Alex." She chose to ignore the shocked look on his face when he spun around to face her. "That's right," she confirmed, having to force the words from her mouth. "Eighteen months."

For a few moments, he said nothing, as if trying to take in what she was telling him. Then he simply asked, "Why me?"

That was the million dollar question. She didn't want the emotional attachment, but she had fucked him. And right now, with her body still feeling the effect of the last couple of days, the thought went through her mind that she might fuck him again if he backed off a little. "I didn't come to yours looking for sex," she lied, keeping her voice flat and to the point.

He stood with his back to the window, his intense stare taking in every expression on her face. It was as if he was checking to make sure they were congruent with what she was telling him. She looked away, trying to disguise her feelings before he saw through her.

"So what happens next?"

Her heart sank. Oh fuck, here it came—the sentimental stuff. It made her back away completely. "Nothing happens next, Alex," she coldly said, refusing to return his stare. "What we had is over and done with. What we—I—did was an aberration. It won't happen again."

The silence was painful. This time her eyes did meet his. He looked as tired as she felt. And old—was he sixty, yet? What the fuck was she doing, playing with his emotions like this? Yet he still frustrated the life out of her. Anyone else would have accepted it as the quick, casual sex it was—but not Alex. He had to read undying love into what happened.

"An aberration," he said, reaching out and putting a hand on the door handle.

Damn, she hadn't phrased that very well. "Look, Alex—"

That was as far as she got. The way his face curled in anger stopped her. He stared at her for a few seconds, the look on his face a clear manifestation of his feelings. Shaking his head, he wrenched open the door. "Fuck you," he grunted, a second before he slammed it closed behind him.

She let out a long sigh, frustrated with herself for handling the situation so badly. Especially with the way her body was reacting. Hell, had he handled the discussion in a more sympathetic way, she'd have been tempted to push him down on the desk and let him have her again. Curling her hand into a fist, she slammed it down onto the desktop.

What the fuck was wrong with her?

***

Kirsten's fingers ran hazily across the white specks on her face and body. She'd swallowed most of Daly's creamy cum but it still wasn't enough. She wanted more.

"That was hot, Kirsten." The panting voice had a growl to it.

She smiled lasciviously as she raised her fingers to her mouth and lazily sucked them clean. The voice must have enjoyed what it had seen. Knowing it was there, watching her pleasure Daly, made her shiver with excitement. Being watched was such a turn on.

Maybe it could watch Daly fuck her? Heat seared through her aroused body as the thought exploded in her mind. Was he going to fuck her now, just like he had in the studio? Giving him a blow job had been sensational but her body needed satisfaction, too.

"You want to fuck?" The voice sounded breathless, just as aroused as she was. If it stayed to watch, she might let it fuck her, too...

"Yes."

"Not yet," the voice told her, still sounding heavier than it did.

Not yet? What did that mean? She bit her bottom lip like a petulant schoolgirl. Not yet, what?

"You'll see," the voice calmly said.

She wanted to ask another question, but hands—Daly's hands—were on her body again. They were tugging at her dress, pulling it completely away from her body, leaving her naked on the table. Her eyes were closed but somehow she could still see her reflection in the mirror above the table. Could the voice see her, too?

God, she looked hot. Her body wouldn't stay still, undulating sensuously on the padded surface as it tried to cope with the need flowing through it. Her hands ran across her nakedness, cupping her breasts, pulling on her nipples, sliding down to her wetness.

When Daly's black hands replaced hers, the image faded. Instead, her hot body felt rather than saw what was happening. He was leaning her back on her elbows so that she was partly lying and partly sitting. Moving closer, his tongue was on her, licking across the underside of her breasts, teasing its way up and around the full swells.

Please, she begged, as he circled her hard nipples but not quite touching. Please...

This time it was her fingers sliding into his hair, pulling him closer, encouraging him to take her hard bud in his mouth.



"Please what?" the deep voice asked.

My nipples. Please. Suck on them...

Daly's hands cupped both her swells, pushing them together. His mouth alternated between her breasts—licking, lapping, flicking and biting. Taking her nipple between his lips, he sucked it into his warm mouth.

Kirsten's moan came from the back of her throat. Arching her back, she fed more of her breasts to his lips. The way his swirling tongue suckled, licked and taunted each nipple sent pin pricks of heat across her body. Before she knew it, her fingers tightened in his hair while her free hand was snaking downwards, searching out her wetness.

When his hand found hers and pulled it away, she groaned. "What—"

"Wait," the voice persuasively murmured.

It took a few excruciating seconds to realise what it meant. Daly was moving, his hands still reaching up to cup her breasts, but his mouth sliding down her body. Yes, yes, yes...

His tongue teased across the soft skin of her thighs, his faint stubble following behind. When his strong hands pushed her legs even wider apart, Kirsten bent her knees and planted the soles of her feet on the very edge of the table. She lifted her hips and ass from the table, offering her sweet, smooth pussy to him.

"Beautiful," she heard the voice.

That was good, it was still watching. She raised her hips even higher so that the voice had a better view, so it could see her in all her splendour. Look, she told it. Look...

Hot breath immediately covered her skin and a soft tongue flicked across her clit. She wailed and the sound circled the room. Pushing upwards, she thrust her wet sex into his mouth. When Daly's tongue slid the full length of her wet opening, she could hear his lapping sound as he devoured her juices. Fuck, he was even better than in the studio.

She fell back, flat on the table, unable to support herself any longer. Her hands replaced his on her breasts, cupping them and twisting her nipples. When his lips closed on her clitoris, sucking it inside and chewing on it, her body jerked. His hands were never still—under her buttocks now, supporting her as she grinded her pussy upwards against his face.

Yes. Oh fuck, yes......

His mouth had worked up to a steady rhythm, his lips burrowing into her labia. The way his tongue drove deeper and deeper took her to the edge. She bit her lip, he bit her clit. Her hips bucked higher, his tongue thrust further. She moaned, he grunted.

The tide was sweeping over her.

She thrust upwards, trying to impale her smooth pussy on his tongue. Her breath came in great, laboured gasps. Her hips were pumping upwards like a machine. Her hands had left her breasts and were pulling on his thin, greying, curly hair. She was close... very close...

When his fingers joined his mouth, two of them curling inside her, It became too much. She threw her head back and came, screaming out her orgasm. Behind her closed eyes, in the darkness, fireworks exploded inside her buzzing body.

***

Alice Goodwin aggressively grabbed her father's hand and began to pull him across the floor. "Come with me," she told him in that no nonsense way she'd always had when—even as a little girl—she was curious and needed answers.

"No," he grunted, jerking them to a halt when he saw they were heading back to Sandra Wilson's office. The last thing he was going to do was involve his daughter in his and Wilson's situation.

"She's not there, silly," she snapped back at him over her shoulder, those sparkling sea-blue eyes flashing at him. "Turner called her up to see him."

He hesitated again as she pulled him the rest of the way and closed the door behind them. For a few seconds, his thoughts dwelled on what he'd said, as if it was a Eureka moment. It was a factor he hadn't really considered, but maybe her behaviour with him was simply down to the stress factor? Turner was putting her under a lot of pressure. Was her moment of weakness simply a way of letting off some steam?

After all, she hadn't had sex for eighteen months. He'd thought about that—it was when they'd split up. She'd really gone that long without sex? The knowledge that he was the one she'd sought out when she'd needed to fuck again made him feel good about himself.

"What's going on?"

His blank, thoughtful eyes switched on again. Alive was staring at him, hands on her hips. She'd always looked cute when she was angry and he was a sucker for those dimpled cheeks.

"In what way—"

"Oh, fuck, dad!" That was unusual. She rarely cursed and never when he was around. "Something's going on, and I have a pretty good idea what it is."

Goodwin felt a thud in his chest. Alice knew nothing of his previous relationship with their boss and it wasn't something he wanted out in the open. "You do?"

"I'm not stupid," she snapped. "It was quite clear that you were both expecting me to find out something from Marcia, something that would help the case. That's it, isn't it? You and Sandra have had an argument, about me."

A hearty chuckle came out before he could stop it. It was sheer relief. That was another one of his daughter's traits. Everything was about her—it always had been.

"Dad!" she shouted, hands on hips again as she stamped one foot on the floor like a petulant child. At times like this, she so reminded him of her mother.

"No," he softly said, covering the distance between them and pulling her into a bear hug. He kissed the top of her long blonde hair. "No, Alice, for once it's nothing to do with you."

She wrapped both hands around his waist and looked up at him. "Really?"

He nodded. "You've done a great job so far, honey. I'm proud of you."

Her large eyes stared up at him. This time her tone was softer." Then what is it?"

He shrugged his large shoulders and pulled her tighter into his barrel chest. "I'm really not sure, Alice. Truthfully, I'm trying to work it out, too. I think she saw the Appleby case as a way of breaking through all the crap she has to cope with. Turner's putting her under far too much pressure and she's worried about keeping her job—"

She pulled away, as if he'd smacked her across her face. "Her job!?"

Damn, he shouldn't have said that. Wilson had confided that in him and the information wasn't for public consumption, even to his daughter. "Keep it to yourself, honey," he softly told her. "Right now, Sandra Wilson needs all the support we can give her."

It was true. Why hadn't he seen that more clearly before?

So what if she had fucked him? And what if she was struggling to explain why? She would eventually, when she was able to. He knew her far too well to think anything else. Causing that scene in her office had been stupid of him. And he'd actually told her to fuck off!

He could be unbelievably stupid at times.

***

Kirsten's eyes slowly fluttered open. It took a few moments before she could orientate herself. The brightness in the room surprised her and she blinked her brown eyes a few times to confirm she was returning to normal. The voice was no longer talking to her. Was that why she could see again? Had Laroche brought her out of her meditative state?

She didn't want that—her body was still pounding with need...

She pushed up on her elbows into a half-sitting position and twisted her head to look for Daly. They had unfinished business. He wasn't there, but Laroche was. Her heart pumped in her chest as she stared blankly at him. He was naked, and his black chest was covered with the same sheen of perspiration that stood out on his forehead. The realisation of what had happened hit her and she shook her head, once, twice, as if in denial.

"No," she grumbled, her voice croaky and hoarse. "We... couldn't... you couldn't..."

"Don't you remember how we started," he asked. His tone was so soft it was as if he was explaining something that should have been self explanatory. "We agreed that a pornographic actress indulges her body and a fashion model indulges her mind... and that both were essential in order to produce the highest quality of photographs. Yes?"

She blinked twice as she stared into his calm eyes. That was what they'd said...

"I asked you to indulge your mind and think of yourself as a pornographic actress. I said your ability to demonstrate that would determine the outcome of the assessment. I'd say you did that rather well, wouldn't you?"

She closed her eyes as if to check she wasn't still dreaming. This couldn't have happened, could it? He was playing with words... confusing her. "You tricked me..."

"No I didn't, Kirsten."His persuasive tone continued. "You know that, don't you? We agreed that a successful model needed to find the right mood for a shoot. I simply helped you find that mood. Sex is good, Kirsten. It stimulates the body as well as the mind. You did well, Kirsten. You've shown you have what it takes to become a successful model."

"But—" she mumbled. Laroche was running his hands along her long legs as he talked to her. His words made sense, but it was difficult to focus on them when his touch was heading straight to her needy sex.

"But nothing, Kirsten," he continued, trailing the back of his fingertips back and forth along her inner thigh. "You successfully completed your assessment and you proved yourself capable of thinking like a successful model. You should be proud of yourself."

She slowly nodded. The soft touches along her skin had already found their way to her overheated sex. His nakedness should have horrified her, but his ebony skin against her white flesh was overwhelmingly sexy. Like a drug...

"And believe me, that uninhibited passion you have for sex is healthy. It's what makes the fashion industry go round, Kirsten. You mustn't deny that..."

She opened her legs wider to accommodate the twirling fingers. Was it because he was black? His hand was inches from her throbbing sex. Why didn't he touch her there?

"I told you I'd guide you," he continued, taking a step closer. She felt faint as his erection brushed along her thighs. "You did the rest. Your body yearns for sex, Kirsten, but you're no longer in a meditative state. You have the freedom to do whatever you wish."

Her eyes glazed as she stared downwards. Cock in hand, Laroche was running the thick head of his crown along her wetness as he spoke. She groaned—a deep throaty noise from the back of her throat—and raised her buttocks to gain more friction.

"Tell me what you want," he went on, teasing her wetness with his cock, threatening to enter and yet holding back. "What do you need?"

"I want..." she gasped, unable to say the words. This was torture.

"You want me to fuck you."

Laroche finished the sentence for her as he gripped her hips and pushed the head of his cock inside her. Kirsten gasped aloud as she curled her feet behind his back. They stared at one another, the erotic silence crackling between them like electricity. Kirsten's were wide and alive with need. Neither moved other than her heels gently applying more pressure.

"Yes," she rasped, spitting out the word as her heels pulled him forward. Inch by inch, his thickness began to slide inside her. When Laroche pulled one of her legs up and over his shoulder, she wrapped her hands around his thighs and dug them into his flesh. Her aroused, breathy pants confirmed her need. There was no going back.

"Fuck me," she told him through gritted teeth. "Fuck ME...!"

Laroche's tongue licked along her ankle as her breasts rose and fell in anticipation. Nodding in satisfaction at the concealed camera over her shoulder, he slowly pulled her right leg over his other shoulder, settling it there while he bent forward to find a nipple with his teeth. She was gagging for it now, just as Carmella had told him she would.

"FUCK ME," she shouted again, this time without any prompting. The line had been crossed and all that mattered now was abandoning herself to that black cock...

Settling back on the table, her eyes slid down the contours of her body and found what she wanted. The way he slid in and out of her stimulated her need further.

"Fuck, yes," she grunted, beginning to thrust back. He wasn't as big as Daly, but he felt every bit as good. With each withdrawal, his manhood was glistening with her juices. She could feel every inch of his length as it filled her and she fucked him faster, harder—her urgency fuelling his. The table began to bounce.

Kirsten tightened her vaginal muscles around him, wanting to keep the warm, pulsating, veiny intruder right there, deep inside her.

"Fuck me," she croaked. The words were little more than a gurgle. "Fuck me," she grunted again. "C'mon, fuck me..."

Laroche's eyes narrowed as he withdrew his hips and then slammed forward again. He repeated the action, bottoming out with each forward thrust. His balls slapped against her buttocks and yet it still wasn't enough.

"Harder," she grunted, locking her ankles around his neck so that she could power her ass off the table with each upward pump of her hips. "Harder."

Her full tits bounced on her body with each hard thrust. Laroche leaned forward to clutch them, squeezing them gently at first, and then harder. She stretched her slender body backwards, running her fingers through her luxurious hair as she humped back.

Words left her and instead it was her wild eyes that spoke to him. Yes, like that...

Laroche grunted. The King of Porn was pleasuring his live audience as well as himself but he needed to pace himself to protect his reputation. The sexy bitch was coming back at him so hard he could only manage short bursts before catching his breath again. His large hands shifted from her tits to her hips, steadying her body against his machine like thrusts.

"Oh shit. Oh shit... oh shit..." God, she was going to cum. Her curvaceous body bounced on the slim table and she just couldn't take it. She wanted him to stop, just to retain her focus. But she needed him to continue too. Her building orgasm wouldn't wait.

Her eyes found their reflection in the ceiling mirror. She'd forgotten it was there. Oh fuck! The sight made her wail and gasp. Her hands covered his on her hips. Her feet tightened behind his neck and she watched herself pump upwards like the wanton bitch she was.

The orgasm exploded rather than simply broke. Her juices drenched his hard cock and the table. Her breath caught in her throat and it felt like her heart had stopped. Waves of rippling pleasure radiated form his sweating body into hers. Darkness descended, but she just held it off. She could feel, she could hear, but she could hardly breathe.

Laroche didn't let up. If anything, his paced quickened. For a few seconds he sent his trademark smile at the hidden camera. The meaning was well known amongst his regular followers. This time she was no longer a participant. She was his to be used...

His balls thumped against her buttocks like the loud beating of a clock. He knelt forward over her, their lips clashing for the first time in a hard passionate kiss. His face stayed inches away, his hot breath panting into her face as his hip thrusts continued in a lightning blur.

Kirsten felt a second orgasm rolled through her body but it made no difference to the man above her. She could hear his animalistic grunts and wrapped her ankles around the nape of his neck, desperately trying to breathe. She was out of control. Her wails and grunts grew louder. Her eyes blinked and she saw Tony Daly's face. Then Wesley Snipes. Then she was back to reality, staring into the elderly man's eyes again.

She'd never been fucked as hard or as rough as this. The third orgasm saw her howl like an animal...

Her eyes opened when she heard a familiar throaty growl. It was the sound of a male who could last no longer. His face was contorted into a black mask. His lips were biting on one another. She felt his cock balls tighten and his cock begin to vibrate. At the moment of truth, his head bent upwards to the ceiling as he roared, a beast in the wild discharging its hot seed onto the maiden he'd stolen, conquered and fucked.

***

Sandra Wilson headed straight for the Slug and Lettuce pub after her meeting with Turner. He'd laid it on the line for her. If she didn't have that report with the budget cuts on his desk next Tuesday, he'd have no option other than to replace her.

Thank goodness she'd managed to restrain herself and maintain her dignity. The urge to tell him where to stick his job had been overwhelming.

Her first gin and tonic hadn't lasted long and this glass wasn't going to, either. Then she'd have a third. She hadn't even gone back to her desk after the meeting with Turner—walking out of his office, through the secretaries and along the narrow corridor to the lift. Thirty seconds later, she'd been heading out of the building, replying politely to the 'good nights' she heard in her ear but without any recollection of who had said them.

She'd meet up with Jack Palmer on his return to England and seriously talk about life as a private investigator. Or maybe he'd have other thoughts on what she could do? She'd always valued his opinion. Until then—unless Kirsten discovered anything from her time with Carmella Santiago—she'd close the investigation.

They'd spent enough fruitless time on it, and by a quirk of fate she could use the Gala ball at Appleby's as a sign off to her life in the Met. She pulled the invitation out of her handbag and studied at it again. It was a work of art. If that was an indication of the type of evening that was in store, Alice was right about it being the social event of the year.

Her thoughts turned to Alex Goodwin and she cursed herself. She should have been able to have had a more productive discussion with him than that. What was wrong with her?

She laughed to herself. What was wrong apart from being desperately tired, getting nowhere with any of her cases, working all the hours that God sent, and having that shit Turner all but confirm he was firing her?

Her fingers wrapped tightly around her glass as she downed the rest of her drink and waved at the bartender. Oh yeah, and if that lot wasn't enough, she was now in a permanent state of arousal. A bitch in heat! She'd stopped wondering why she was so permanently excited and instead focused on what she could do about it. Masturbating was no longer enough.

She thought of Alex Goodwin again...

"Can I buy you a drink?" The voice came from the side of her just about to order a refill.

Her surprise increased as she turned towards him. The blonde haired kid couldn't have been much more than eighteen. Still, that cocky expression of youth on his face was cute.

"Why?" she asked, raising an eyebrow.

There was that cocky smile again. "I've been watching you for the last half an hour."

Her immediate reaction was one of amusement, but there was no doubt that a flicker of heat ran through her. "You have? Shouldn't you be in school?"

The blush that ran across his face made her smile. As her response temporarily knocked him off guard, she had the opportunity to run her eyes across his body. A single glance took it all in. Apart from his unkempt, greasy hair, he fit her image of a clean cut kid. His red tee shirt under the thin leather jacket was thin enough to demonstrate a good physique and the reasonable sized bulge in his jeans left her wondering.

The trouble was—despite the needs of her body—she was old enough to be his mother.

"You can afford to buy me one of these?" she teased, holding up her empty glass.

Instead of answering, he turned to the waiting bartender. "Same again for the lady. And another Bud."

Tilting his head, he switched his gaze back to Wilson. The way he carried himself and the way he smiled confirmed he was cocky, no doubt about that.

"So," she said again. "School's out?"





"I'm not in school," he snapped, standing an inch or two taller as if that would age him.

His reaction made Wilson smile. And those incredibly blue eyes made her heart beat a little faster. Must be contact lenses, she thought, smoothing her hands through her hair again. She was aware that her blouse pulled tighter across her breasts as she fiddled with the knot on top of her head. She held the pose a few seconds longer than necessary. God, was she actually flirting? That was stupid—half the Met would soon be in here after work.

When his eyes flickered across her breasts, she felt her body react. Be careful, she told herself—nothing more than a little harmless flirting. "You're not?" she said, raising her drink in a silent thank you. "Let me guess. Politician? Rocket Scientist?"

He shook his head and gave her that cocky grin again. "Nah. Even better. I'm a porn star."

Wilson involuntarily spit out half of the mouthful of gin and tonic she'd just taken. If nothing else, he was original. But—despite the heat circulating her body—he was still far too young. "Well, Junior Porn, let me wish you luck," she reluctantly told him, grabbing her coat and easing herself to her feet. "But it's an early night for me."

***

"You're quiet," Carmella remarked as they settled back in their luxurious seats. The private jet was remarkably quiet as it purred into the air. She'd ensured that the cabin lighting was subdued. "You have been ever since we met up again."

Kirsten glanced sideways at her, wondering how to reply. To buy some time, she sipped at the flute of champagne their stewardess had just provided immediately. "I've just been thinking," she eventually said.

Carmella fixed her with a soft smile. "About Laroche? He's very good isn't he?"

The brunette hesitated. How much did her host know? "Yes," she replied, her voice little more than a whisper. "Yes, he is."

"Welcome to the club," her beautiful host said as she reached across and patted her hand. "I've never had a better fuck..."

Kirsten coughed and spluttered as the champagne went down the wrong way. Had Carmella really said that?

The Columbian woman chuckled as she reached over with her serviette and wiped the spilt bubbly from the cop's dress. "Don't be so shy," she laughingly told her. "We've all been fucked by the good doctor."

The brunette coughed again and wiped a tear from her eye with the back of her hand. She stared back at Carmella, opening and closing her mouth without a sound coming out.

"Yes, even me," Carmella continued, sexily clinking their glasses together in an unspoken toast. "That's the wonderful thing about life as a top model. We can have whoever we want whenever we want. The entire male species wants to fuck us and we hold all the cards."

Kirsten allowed the words to filter into her mind. Was it possible to feel this aroused again after the long session she'd just had with Laroche? "You... you knew what was going to happen?" she eventually asked, sweeping a lock of wavy, brown hair back behind her ear.

"With Laroche? No one could know that," her host answered with a shrug. "He simply provides the platform for you to express yourself. Different women have different reactions. Yours confirmed what I thought."

"Which was?" The words came out softly.

"That you have all the attributes to be a successful model," Carmella replied, stroking her fingers along the brunette's thigh. With the Blush still in Kirsten's system, she could do anything she wanted right now. But there was no need to rush things. "And it seems that you enjoy sex as much as I do, and neither of us is afraid to show that. You've fucked Daly and now the good doctor. It seems that black men are your thing?"

"I... I..."

Carmella laughed heartily, tracing her fingertips in little circles. "Oh, Kirsten, you look so sexy when you're bashful like that. There's no need to try and disguise it, none at all. Never try and hid anything from me, I'm your friend. And besides, if your encounter with Laroche was anything like as hot as mine, it's not something you'll easily forget.

"I'll not," the cop involuntarily blurted, and then covered her mouth in embarrassment.

Both women laughed and Carmella took immediate advantage. "For a man of his age, he is in good condition, yes?"

"Incredible," Kirsten responded. It was a relief to be able to share her excitement with her Columbian mentor. "And the thing is..."

She stopped suddenly, as if the secret might be too much. Carmella shifted her body closer, her stroking fingertips pausing on the woman's thighs. "What, darling?"

"When..." Kirsten hesitantly began and then paused. The deep breath helped calm her nerves. "When I thought the voice was watching, that was an unbelievable turn on..."

"Ah, yes," Carmella's smooth, accented voice agreed. "It was the same with me. It still is. I like an audience."

"You do?"

The older woman laughed as she reached up to press a button above her head. "Of course. Lots of women like to be watched when they fuck. It enhances the moment."

The pretty blonde stewardess entered the small seating area from behind the dark blinds as Kirsten shuffled in her seat. Carmella's words were having the desired effect and she smiled at her friend as she took the silver tray from the stewardess.

"Thank you Inga," she murmured, placing the tray on the small table between their seats. "You are still on a sexual high, yes?"

The brunette stared at the two lines of coke. "I..."

Carmella picked up the straw and smiled. "Believe me, this will help."

"I can't." The shock on the cop's face was mirrored in her voice.

"Why not?" By asking the question directly, Carmella knew she was putting the brunette on the spot. What could she say? She was a cop working for the Vice squad? Bringing out cocaine was a calculated risk, but one she could turn to her advantage if she persuaded her to partake.

"It's just that... I mean... I never have..."

"Then there's no better time to start," Carmella said, her tone firm and strong. "Besides, all models do." She smiled sweetly at the brunette as she picked up the straw and dipped her head. Cleanly taking one of the lines, she threw her head back as the chemical buzz hit her. "Mmmm, wonderful," she sighed. "Your turn."

Kirsten hesitated as she took the straw, wondering how to extract herself from the uncomfortable position. Carmella gave her no room for manoeuvre. Her hand found the back of the brunette's head, gently forcing her into position. "Come on, darling," she whispered into her ear as she leant closer. "You'll love it."

With a purr of satisfaction, she watched as Kirsten slowly raised the straw to her nostril and held it above the white powder. A deep breath later, the cop took the other line like a pro.

"Such a good girl," Carmella encouraged, observing every expression as Kirsten's eyes closed. The brilliance of colours would be washing through her mind and it was time to press home her advantage. Placing the tray on an adjacent seat, she licked the tip of her finger and picked up the few remaining grains of powder.

"Imagine its Laroche's cock," she persuasively whispered, stroking the finger across the woman's half open mouth. The Blush in her system would make it impossible for Kirsten's hazy mind to resist any implanted suggestion.

Kirsten immediately took it between her lips, tentatively licking the white residue and then finding her tongue was running around the fingertip. If she closed her eyes, it felt like a cock and she could hear Laroche's groans in her imagination. She sucked on it hard, fellating it the way she had to both Daly and the doctor.

"You are a sexy little thing," Carmella murmured, eventually pulling her finger away from the glossy red lips.

She wrapped a long arm around Kirsten's neck and pulled her so close that a mere incline of her head would see them kiss. The temperature in the cabin instantly shot up a few degrees. Under the influence of the aphrodisiac and the cocaine, the cop was virtually powerless to resist. Sliding her free hand along the brunette's cheek, Carmella cupped her chin. Her fingers behind Kirsten's head had spread out and gently stroked her silken hair.

When the captivated woman breathed heavily and closed in for the kiss, Carmella pulled her head away.

"Just relax..." her soothing Columbian voice murmured, while she shifted her mouth to Kirsten's ear. "Relax while I tell you all about the party in a couple of days. I have a real treat in store for you..."


Appleby Blush Ch. 08

Chapter 8: Marcia initiates Alice

Donald Appleby replaced the phone and relaxed against the leather interior in the back of his limousine. The conversation with Emmanuel Nmobu couldn't have gone better. All that remained was for the two brothers to sign the contract and the biggest deal of his life would be finalised. That ceremony would take place during the forthcoming party at his house.

Immediately afterwards, he'd ensure that he met the brother's final request. Carmella was already putting the finishing touches to that...

He turned to Angela. After their late end to the day, he'd offered to drop her home as a reward for her diligence. That wasn't the only reason, of course.

"I don't think you've been in the limousine since that first time, have you?" he asked, flicking his ponytail in a gesture of quiet satisfaction. He was being provocative, he knew.

"No," she quietly whispered in that upper class voice of hers. He understood why she refused to look him in the eye. Her face had turned red, but that had nothing to do with the Appleby Blush. For the first time in their sexual relationship he hadn't fed her any tonight.

The symmetry tickled him. She'd succumbed to him in the back of the limo that very first time primarily because he'd given her a dose of Blush. She might have been able to resist his persistent advances up to that point, but it hadn't been possible for her to withstand the effect of the aphrodisiac. In a few moments time she'd freely give herself to him because of the hold he'd established over her, rather than the effect of the aphrodisiac. His mind went back to those early days. Dinners, gifts, exotic locations, even thinly veiled threats had all failed to bring the desired result. She'd only recently married, she'd naïvely told him, and would never dream of cheating on her husband. Her stubborn resistance to his advances had been such that he doubted that—even with his persuasive powers and money—she would eventually have given in. Not that he cared...

A single drop of Blush made the question hypothetical.

On the rare occasion a woman had resisted his advances, he'd instantly dismissed them from their well paid job. But this stunning black haired beauty was so stylish, so classy and so sexy that he'd persevered. Not the sharpest tool in the box, but her body more than made up for it. And she'd displayed a wild side even he could never have imagined.

"What made you give in?" he teased, even now unable to resist the opportunity to play with her. It made him feel more powerful. Even working as closely with him as she did, the Essex woman still had no idea of the existence of the liquid aphrodisiac.

"Donald..." she began in that posh accent of hers. Her sexy body shuffled on the seat beside him. "I... I don't know..."

"Personally," he told her, running a hand over her knee. "I can't understand how you held out for so long. I assume your husband still has no idea of all the duties you perform for me?

"That's not fair..." she told him, sending a concerned look into his eyes. She'd never dream of upsetting him, but he knew she hated talking about her husband. It made her infidelity more real, and as ridiculous as it was, she tried to keep her sex sessions with Appleby separate from her life at home.

"I understand," he told her, the hint of coldness in his voice confirming that nothing could be further from the truth. "Take your dress off, Angela."

The sideways glance she shot him was accompanied by a few second's hesitation. It was the only time since their first tryst that she'd shown any uncertainty. That was fine, he decided. Without the Blush to remove her inhibitions, this was another first step of sorts. And one he'd enjoy all the more because of that fact.

"Now," he prompted. The cold, hard tone brooked no argument.

This time she reacted, although her movements were less certain than on previous occasions. Reaching behind her, she unzipped herself, keeping her unusually bashful eyes on an imaginary spot in front of her as she reached for the straps of her dress. She pulled them down until it was bunched around her waist.

Appleby licked his lips as his gaze devoured her Playboy-like breasts that spilt over the top of her black plunge bra. Like much of her lingerie, it was one of his purchases. With a sexy twist of her body, she eased up and dragged the rest of the dress down her hips until it pooled on the floor beside her, revealing the skimpy matching panties.

The businessman's cock instantly lengthened.

"Take it off," he said, nodding at her bra. She shouldn't have needed to be reminded.

This time her searching eyes did find his. Was that defiance he saw there? He was becoming irritated—maybe she'd need to be taught a lesson...

Her full breasts bounced free as she discarded the bra. Her nipples were already hard. Other than Carmella, had he ever seen such a sexy sight? His erection twitched.

"Now the panties," he impatiently told her, reminding himself to stay calm. He was becoming so used to having women under the influence of Blush that he'd almost forgotten how some conquests needed to be coerced. Still, that made it all the sweeter. Conquering a woman's mind was far more preferable than just feeding them the drug.

The Blush simply helped ease the path to supremacy.

***

Marcia ordered another two Green Vesper's from the cute waitress in dimly lit bar. She'd chosen the location carefully and the small table in the far corner was perfect for their meeting. Couples were all around them—all women, such was the nature of the club—but there was no chance of being overheard. Everyone was concentrating on themselves.

She'd used Alice's visit to the restrooms to surreptitiously add a drop of Blush to the blonde's first cocktail. It was all too evident from the young girls' dreamy eyes and flirty gestures that the aphrodisiac had already done its work.

"It was a sexy night," she laughed, running her hand along the soft flesh of Alice's thigh.

She'd already pushed the hem of the light blue dress so far up that the girl's panties were almost exposed. Instead of embarrassment, the arousal in Alice's sea blue eyes had increased further. She loved the way the girl's pale flesh was so different to her own tanned body. That erotic contrast would be even sexier when they were both naked...

"Girl, you were so hot," she added, pushing her curvy body a little closer.

Alice giggled and opened her legs a little wider to accommodate the feather light touch. Her blonde hair bounced on her shoulders as she threw her head back and drained the remains of her second cocktail. Marcia wasn't only a sexy woman, she was so easy to talk to, too. She couldn't believe how much she'd already confided to the curly haired redhead.

No one else in her circle of friend's knew about her one night stands, and confessing to Marcia in the corner of the intimate club increased her arousal further. Whatever the reason, she was really feeling it tonight. She'd elaborated a little on some of the stories, just to see if her new friend would be as turned on by them as she was. From Marcia's constant questions, and gleaming green eyes, it appeared she was.

Of course, she'd explained that her love of one-off sex was a personal preference. Confiding that she needed to keep her anonymity because she was a cop was a step too far...

"You were so hot too, Marcia" she replied, not the least embarrassed any longer to admit it. She pushed a hand through her hair in another flirty gesticulation. Memories of being fucked so comprehensively by Tony Daly filled her mind, but so did the recollection of the redhead's sexy body as she'd writhed on Alonso and taken him to yet another orgasm.

Alice kept telling herself she wasn't into girls, but there wasn't any doubt that naked, with those full tits and array of curves, Marcia had made a mouth-watering impression.

Then there were the intimate moments she and the redhead had shared...

The kiss had been unexpected and maybe even hotter because of that. Marcia's lips felt softer, much different to any man she'd ever been with. So was the way the curly haired woman had instructed her to fuck Daly again while she'd rubbed Alice's clit. The cop still wasn't sure if it was Daly's cock that had got her off or what Marcia was doing to her.

All she knew was that had been the strongest orgasm she'd had in a long time.

Marcia kept her hand on Alice's thigh when the waitress returned with their third set of cocktails. "Nice butt," she whispered, loud enough for the woman to hear as she placed their third set of Green Vesper's on the table beside them. The waitress sent the couple a cheeky grin as she turned away and Alice could swear she put an extra swing in her hips as she returned to the dimly lit bar area.

"What did you think of Daly?" Marcia asked, returning her attention back to the blonde. "Have you ever had anyone as big?"

"Never," Alice said, with a sexy giggle. She'd been with lots of men but no-one had ever approached Daly's size. No wonder Kirsten had long held her fixation for black men. She felt guilty that she'd been the one who'd got it on with Daly rather than her fellow cop. She'd never be able to let that particular cat out of the bag.

"Wait 'til you have another black man," Marcia chuckled, stroking her fingers to within a fingernail of Alice's thong covered sex. Implanting the thought was essential in view of Carmella's plans at the party. "Other than being with a woman, being fucked by a black man is my favourite activity."

Alice felt the flush of heat rise and flutter inside her. Other than being with a woman...

"God, this is good," she mumbled, slurping at her new drink so that she had time to gather her breath. It had suddenly grown very hot in there.

Marcia took the glass from her, keeping her gaze firmly on Alice's as she made a show of taking a sip of the drink. Slipping her free hand around the blonde girl's neck, she pulled the young cop into a kiss and transferred the liquid from one mouth to the other.

Alice gasped as the redhead slowly eased their mouths apart. The tender kiss had reached all the way down to her toes. Marcia softly rested her forehead against Alice's, prolonging the intimate moment. "Remember what I told you?" she sexily breathed into the blonde's panting mouth. Her gleaming green eyes where sending out a clear message.

Alice's eyes widened. She couldn't quite remember what Marcia had said. With this level of arousal consuming her, it was difficult to think clearly. Her heart was beating so fast she could hardly breathe. What she knew with an absolute certainty was that it was no longer a question as to whether she was going to have sex with the redhead. It was inevitable.

The redhead slid a finger onto Alice's thong, finding the curve of the blonde's labial lips and provocatively trailing her finger up and down the opening. She could feel the heat permeating from the blonde's sex as clearly as the panting breath on her face.

"I said you could have me next time," she explained, her eyes shining mischievously. "Well, girl..." She planted another soft kiss on those heart shaped lips. "Next time is now..."

***

There was no hesitancy now. Perched on his lap, Angela was demonstrating her wild side yet again. Now that she'd given in to him without the need for the artificial stimulant, it would make life so much more simple going forward.

Head back, eyes closed, arms around his neck, she undulated on him with as much need as she'd ever shown. Maybe this was a special moment for her, too, one that felt a different form of submission without the Blush inhabiting her body?

Her wonderful breasts were erotically bouncing in front of his face with each downthrust. His hands went up to still them, cupping the heavy mounds. Leaning forward, he swiped his tongue across one hard nipple and then the other, flicking them from side to side, just the way he'd come to learn that she liked.

Her mouth half opened as she gasped. "Yesss..." Even the hiss sounded upmarket.

She responded by tightening her internal muscles around his hard shaft and grinding herself even harder down on him. For a while, she indulged herself, savouring the delicious friction as her peach-like ass made tight little circles in his lap.

She was gasping like a long distance runner. But then, he was too...

The pony tailed man redirected his hands to her slender hips to steady himself. He'd ceded control for long enough. Before she could prepare herself, he began to thrust upwards, grateful for the stamina of a younger man as he pile drove her in his lap.

"Oh fuck," she grunted, the words coming out in a throaty warble. Sweat had broken out on her forehead and he could feel the perspiration on his.

He slowed for a few moments to gain a second wind and then began to thrust again, feeling his cock penetrate as far as he could go with each thrust. Once Angela had recovered from her surprise at the sudden ferocity, she went with him. Planting the soles of her feet on the limo floor, she flexed her legs and matched him thrust for thrust.

"Oh God," her vibrating voice gasped into his ear, over and over again. "Oh God... oh fuck... oh yeah... oh God..."

Appleby lost himself, driven on by her Blush-less surrender and the sight of those superb breasts dancing up and down infront of his face. Gripping her hips more tightly, he held her while she arched her body and threw herself backwards. Semi horizontal, her hands reached out wide to grab onto something—anything—that would help steady her pulsating body.

One final glance at those heavy, animated tits did it for him. He came with a roar and jerked as he began to disgorge one shot after another of hot cum inside her sweet pussy.

It was a roar of triumph...

***

"Make yourself comfortable," Marcia said casually, throwing her apartment keys onto the nearby table as she walked into her lounge. She dropped her red jacket on top of them and turned to watch Alice as the young blonde stared goggle-eyed around the huge room.

"This is incredible..." Alice gasped. Her blue eyes were alive with excitement, like a child experiencing Disneyworld for the first time. "It's really yours?"

"All mine," Marcia told her, crossing her arms over her chest as she leant back against the table. Her West End apartment was impressive, courtesy of Carmella Santiago. As long as she remained in Appleby's employment, she'd be allowed to live here. The hidden cameras were only in operation for times like this, when 'evidence' was to be collected on someone particularly useful to their operation. "Appleby models are well paid, Alice."

The young cop nodded as she removed her own jacket. Marcia green eyes smiled as her young guest wandered around, mesmerised by the spacious room. The light green walls perfectly matched the mostly antique furniture and the plants, cleverly positioned around the room, added a nice, homely look. The suggestive photographs of women adorning the walls had been Marcia's own choice.

"Want a tour?" she asked, walking across to take Alice's jacket from the blonde's arm and nonchalantly dropped it on to a chair. She slipped an arm around the blonde woman's waist as she led her to a room to their left. "I don't spend much time in here," she chuckled, nodding around the state of the art kitchen.

"You don't?" Alice laughed. "I would. I love cooking."

Marcia tightened her grip on her waist. "Well, well," she giggled. "Who would have thought—domesticated as well as sexy. D'you fancy cooking a meal for us?" The look on Alice's face made her laugh out loud. "Not now, girl, I have other things in mind. Next week, maybe? I'll supply the drink and you bring the food."

Alice nodded eagerly. "It's a deal."

"Good," Marcia smiled, walking to the large, American style refrigerator and removing a bottle of chilled Chablis. She poured two glasses and handed one to her guest. "C'mon, there's more..."

The fabulous bathroom was next.

"You've got to be joking," Alice gasped, staring around the Victorian style room. "This is bigger than my whole apartment." Her head swung around the room. "Look at the cast iron bathtub... the shower... God, I love those mirrors... those two sinks... and you even have a bidet..."

"Slow down," Marcia laughed, taking her hand. Impressing the young girl was only part of this. She wanted to get to the bedroom. Two other rooms came first, each provoking similar reactions, before she moved onto the coup de grâce.

"Oh... My... God..." Alice gurgled, struggling for breath. Her eyes were as large as saucers as she took a huge drink from her wine. "This is incredible..."

The ornate, four-poster bed dominated the room, with every other item of furniture playing off the large bed. It made the perfect setting for the hidden filming that occasionally took place, supported by the ornate mirrored ceiling that never failed to enhance the regular fucking sessions that took place in the large four-poster.

Marcia pushed the bedroom door closed behind them and handed Alice her glass. "Hold this," she simply said, pressing her curves against the blonde as she pushed her back against the bedroom door. "Tell me," she softly said, her glossy red lips so close that both women could feel the others breath. "Have you ever been fucked in a four poster?"

Alice held a glass in each hand, keeping them either side of the redhead's body as she shook her head. Her voice was thick and husky. "No..."

Marcia rested their foreheads against one another. Her hands dropped to Alice's hips. "And you said you've never been fucked by a woman?"

She watched as the blonde's heavy breathing increase in line with her electrifying line of questioning. But that was the point, after all. Their mouths were so close that their breaths intermingled. Alice's excited sea blue eyes were speaking to her and that enthralled gaze provided every answer she was looking for.

"Then tonight..." she continued, whispering breathily into the young woman's attractive mouth. Those lips were so inviting. "You have a double treat waiting. Want to kiss me?"

Alice felt light headed. Tilting her head, her mouth found those sexy red lips. It was a soft kiss at first, with Marcia allowing her to make the running. Everything was in slow motion and she grunted into Marcia's mouth as their noses nuzzled. As the flames of passion were gradually ignited, the intensity increased and their flicking tongues joined the action.

Marcia's fingers found the hem of Alice's dress and the hands holding the wine glasses over her shoulders began to tremble. She had the cop pinned against the door as pushed her full breasts against her. Their mouths collided, urgent, as her hand snaked underneath Alice's dress. Alice was gasping as it continued its unavoidable path, sliding to the waistband of her thong and then down inside while they made out like two bitches on heat.

"You're mine," she provocatively whispered, licking her way from Alice's mouth, down her chin, across her neck and nipping at her earlobe. "Not just tonight. Always."

The Blush made it inevitable that any suggestions firmly resonated inside the victim. Alice would regularly think of those words in future, as if belonging to Marcia was an inescapable fact. All that remained was to reinforce those thoughts with actions and Alice's gratifying carnal response to the first step had even the experienced redhead panting in anticipation of what was to come.

She teasingly skimmed her fingers along the ridge of Alice's wet labia, her soft movements matching the lightness of her lips as she kissed her way across the tender flesh of the blonde's neck. The girl had raised her head, allowing her full access and was pushing her hips forward to gain a better contact with the two stiffened fingers inside her needy pussy.



"Uh goddd," she cried as her body overheated. She was sure she was going to drop the two half full glasses as her climax approached. Marcia recognised the moment and curled the fingers in search of the blonde's g-spot. When she lightly thumbed the young cop's clit, Alice sent out a series of throaty groans as the orgasm broke.

The glasses hit the floor.

***

Sandra Wilson balanced on her toes like a ballerina, stretching her body as she stared at herself in the long bedroom mirror. There were things inside her she couldn't explain.

This felt like going on a date again and yet that was the last thing her logical mind wanted. Her body was desperate to be fucked again, but tonight was not the night.

Her idea of meeting Alex Goodwin for a curry was in part her way of making up for what had happened between them. She'd treated him badly by not talking to him about her visit to see him and their subsequent sex. But his emotional attachment to her had always frightened her. It still did. Perhaps it was her guilt that insisted she tell him face-to-face about her decision to leave the Met—to jump before she was pushed.

And what better way to do that than over an innocent curry in one of her favourite Indian restaurants? It was important to her that she was the one to break the news before any of the rumours broke surface. Rumours spread like wildfire in the Met offices. Plus she needed to tell him she was closing the investigation. What a waste of time that had proven to be.

She hoped Alex didn't have any other expectations of the evening than a harmless chat between two friends. The one thing she was clear on was that she wanted Goodwin as her friend again. How could you continue to ignore someone as loyal and devoted as the barrel chested goon? Okay, he could be gruff and to the point, but that was what made Alex what he was. That side of him often infuriated her, but she loved it, too.

Then why, she suddenly asked herself as she smoothed the red dress across her flat stomach, had she put so much effort into looking as good as she did? Her reflection in the mirror told her she looked hot, and the flush of excitement on her face complimented the colour of her dress. Not only that, but this was the same red dress she'd worn to the open night at Appleby's modelling agency. And the same one she'd fucked Goodwin in.

She swung away from the mirror in disgust. Everything was crowding in on her, she admitted to herself. That was why she was experiencing such a variety of contrasting thoughts. And that was why she'd allowed that young teenager to fuck her last night.

Pin pricks of arousal overwhelmed her body at the excited recollection of their hot encounter, at the same time as her confused mind recoiled in disgust. On the one hand, the sheer, utter wickedness of their dangerous sex still sent shivers through her. Even at the peak of her affair with Goodwin—when discovery would have seen both of them publicly disciplined— the incredible exhilaration hadn't reached the levels of last night's brief tryst.

The hand job, the feel of his young hard flesh, the enthusiastically boyish yet very grown up way he'd fucked her. Out in the open, too...

Yet... every one of her experienced cop's instincts inside her mind screamed that she should never, ever, have placed herself in a compromising situation. What if she'd been seen, recognised? It would have become public or worse still, her one-off mistake could have been taken advantage of by anyone unscrupulous enough to do so.

How fucking stupid had she been? What the hell had got into her?

Her hazel coloured eyes glanced down her body, but she hadn't needed to look to know that her nipples had begun to pierce through the thin material of her dress. She needed sex, again, there was no doubt about that. And Alex Goodwin was much the safest option. But she'd have to be careful tonight. The idea was to win him back as a good friend, first.

After that, well... she'd see.

***

"You don't believe in wasting much time," Alice mumbled. Her pale face was covered in the sort of heavy blush that came with the heady mixture of embarrassed excitement.

Marcia just stared at her, that mischievous look of smiling arousal all too evident in her green eyes. She raised an eyebrow that reminded the blonde this was just the start.

Alice pulled her gaze away as another heated flush ran through her and glanced down at the stain on the floor. Neither glass had broken but wine was splattered across the plush carpet.

"I'm... I'm so sorry—" she began. Her nostrils flared as she forced air into her lungs, trying to come to terms with what was happening, to present a calm, collected exterior when inside her body was screaming out for more.

It seemed that Marcia understood. Grabbing her hand, she pulled the blonde across to the four-poster and roughly pushed her flat onto the bed. Ignoring Alice's gasp, she crawled onto the multi coloured sheet beside her and threw a leg across the young cop's lap. Sitting there, she half stretched her curvy body so that she could reach the bedside table, she giggled as she removed a baggy filled with white powder.

Alice's stomach bottomed out and all of a sudden, a searing heat shot through her body and out of the top of her head. Marcia had dipped her long fingernail of her pinky into the bag, scooping a bit of the coke on the end and sniffing it quickly. Her glistening green eyes never left Alice's.

The blonde licked her lips, once again remembering the sensation at the modelling agency. And her temptations the other night. How could anything so good be bad? What was the big deal, anyway?

Marcia's fingernail returned to the baggy. Light flashed through her eyes. She held her coke-covered nail to the cop without a word. The blonde licked her lips, felt heat dance across her scalp, and leaned forward.

"Are you sure?" Marcia asked at the last second, pulling her hand away. Pulling the drug away.

Alice felt a flash of annoyance, silenced quickly as Marcia closed her glossy red lips over Alice's cute mouth and stunned her with a passionate kiss. It was hard, wet and sexy. Just as the blonde's tongue responded with the same aggression, Marcia sat back upwards. Again, the drug was there, tempting.

"You'll love it," the redhead reassured. This time, she didn't draw back as Alice leaned forward. She lifted her finger and held it against the young blonde's nostril. Just as Alice did the unthinkable—snort the powdery chemical—Marcia stroked the girl's sex through the damp thong. When the young blonde gasped, involuntarily raising her ass from the bed, Marcia pushed her finger into the blonde's mouth and the girl began to suck.

"That's a good girl," Marcia breathily murmured. Pulling her finger away from Alice's mouth, she sucked the wet residue into her own mouth before adjusting position on the blonde's lap. Suddenly both hands were on Alice's dress, her wide green eyes gleaming in that sexy way that was becoming so familiar. She held the cop's gaze as she began to undo each button, raising herself a fraction so that she could pull both sides of the dress open.

"Marcia..." Alice grunted, her chest heaving.

The redhead responded by ripping Alice's bra cups upwards and the blonde's body jerked.

"Oh fuck, Marcia..."

"Exactly," the redhead sexily murmured, bending her head to one of those modest sized tits. The contrast between Alice's pale flesh and her tanned skin was so sexy.

Before attacking the hard bud, her knowing eyes slithered back up her willing captive's body to meet her hot gaze. They talked to the blonde, telling her dirty things about what was going to happen tonight. Holding the gaze, she let Alice watch her sweet lips open and suck the small, dark nipple into her mouth.

The young cop moaned like an animal on heat. Her body began to move, seeking as much contact with the redhead as she could. Marcia's mouth didn't so much suck on her hard bud, it fucked it. When the redhead pulled it between her teeth, her body jerked.

"You've been naughty," Marcia whispered, sliding her mouth away. She licked her way back upwards towards Alice's lips, but stopped a tongue's lick away. "You didn't tell me you were a cop."

This time the shudder that ran through the blonde's body was shock rather than arousal.

"I don't mind," Marcia whispered. Her husky voice was low and persuasive "It's kind of sexy seducing a cop, especially one who likes coke and sex. Quite a potent combination..."

Alice's heart palpitated. Her cover was blown wide open. Marcia could see the panic in her sexy eyes. The Blush and cocaine inside her body would make it difficult for the girl to think clearly. The redhead's timing, as usual, was perfect.

"You're secret is safe with me," she told her, adjusting her body so that she could fit her thong covered pussy against Alice's. Give the girl some reassurance whilst upping the sexual temperature. "I understand," she breathed, pulling one of the blonde's legs up to her shoulder. "The Met don't know you're trying to get yourself into the fashion industry. You want to see how far you can make it before you say anything. That's good."

Relief flooded through Alice's eyes a fraction of a second before Marcia began to grind. The look of relief turned to one of heat as the redhead began to move her hips.

The teasingly slow pace made her feel suddenly faint...

"Being a cop is very sexy," Marcia whispered as her padded pubic bone found Alice's clit. "I hope you have a uniform. I've always dreamed of fucking a cop in a uniform."

Words wouldn't come. Alice began to pant.

"And handcuffs," Marcia added, her hot breath burning Alice's skin. "Being fucked when you're tied up is so very sexy..."

Alice tried to speak, but she could only grunt.

Within seconds the slow pace had changed and the redhead on her lap was circling her hips faster, increasing the intensity. Holding Alice's raised leg against her shoulder, she gripped the cop's toned ass as her pumping hips upped the ante.

"Come on, girl," she gasped to the blonde. "Show me how hot you can be."

The words hit the spot. Marcia could see that in those sexy sea blue eyes. Alice's slowly undulating hips moved faster, seeking out and then matching the pace. Grabbing Marcia's leg, she leveraged herself under the moaning woman and increased the friction.

"Oh, fuck, yes..." Marcia grunted. The sexy blonde was every bit as hot as she'd expected and they were only just beginning. The night was young...

Reaching out, she roughly yanked the blonde hair. Alice screamed, "Yesss..." as her nerve ends triggered. Her body vibrated.

"You like it rough?" Marcia rasped, feeling the heat overpowering her own curvy body as well as the blonde's. Her grip on the blonde hair tightened as her free hand slid downwards and danced across both their clits.

"Oh fuck... oh, God..." Alice's thighs started to shake and her throbbing, drug fuelled body couldn't hold back.

This time she screamed out her orgasm...

***

"I appreciate this, Alex," Brendan Kaminski said, as Goodwin negotiated the heavy London traffic. He hadn't really needed the lift, but it gave him the opportunity to keep himself up to date with the Vice Squad's investigation. From what he'd learned so far, the schmucks hadn't found a single thing. "Where did you say you were heading again?"

"I didn't," Goodwin said. His mind was on other things. He was only around fifteen minutes away from the Moti Mahal Indian restaurant in Covent Garden and had mixed feelings about his meeting with Sandra Wilson.

For a start, why the fuck hadn't he taken a taxi? He wouldn't have had to listen to Kaminski drivel on, and could have had a few beers. A curry without beer wasn't worth having, was it? Except... he wanted to be on his best behaviour tonight.

Besides, he knew a few of the traffic boys. If he had one or two beers, it shouldn't be too much of a problem. If he was stopped by them, a word or two in their ear would be all it took. No, what was more of a concern to him was the conversation he was about to have with Sandra Wilson. She could have spoken to him in the office, why did she want to talk to him over a curry? At the back of his head, he wondered if sex was on her mind again.

Was that why he'd brought his car—to make it easier to go somewhere more private?

Kaminski's nudging arm stirred him from his thoughts. The Homicide cop whistled through his teeth as he craned his neck to stare out of the window. "Hot, eh?" he gurgled, slapping his thigh as they drove past three young girls dressed only in skimpy tops and miniskirts.

Goodwin ignored the comment. It was typically Kaminski.

"So," the Homicide cop continued, swinging back into his seat and checking their location out of the window. "You have nothing else to tell me? Just that the investigation is all but closed? Bit of a waste of time, wasn't it, all this?"

Goodwin forced back his anger at the patronising question and slammed his foot on the brakes. He'd almost overrun the lights. Tossing Kaminski a frustrated glance, he waited until they turned to green before he spoke again. "It's never a waste of time, Brendan," he spat out, unable to disguise his irritation. "You should know that."

It wasn't just Kaminski's comment that troubled him. It was his attitude, too. The cop seemed to be taking a delight in their failure. But then again, there was more than a grain of truth in what he'd said. It had all been a waste of time. Basing a mission on nothing more than a hunch had been a mistake—and a big one at that. Maybe the stress that Wilson was under had been evident even then? Her judgement had certainly been faulty...

It was partly his fault, too. Sandra had asked him to help, told him she valued his support. He should have recognised the signs instead of jumping onboard like a love struck teenager. The way he'd felt had blinded him. He should have been more alert. Had he been able to think logically, he could have counselled her more wisely.

His head was beginning to ache. Other than providing information on the open night, Kaminski hadn't offered much of value to their supposed partnership. In hindsight, there hadn't been any point in involving him. It had only increased the risk of something leaking out on their investigation and that would have harmed Sandra immensely.

He turned to snarl something at the Homicide cop but Kaminski beat him to it. "Drop me over there," he was saying. "By the pub. How's Alice by the way?"

"She's good," Goodwin snapped. He had no intention of talking to Kaminski about his daughter. He might have had doubts about her inexperience to handle the case—going undercover was a task for senior, experienced professionals, not rookies learning their trade—yet she'd shown a maturity beyond her tender years.

He was proud of her.

***

Alice's eyes burned into the sexy redhead's.

That same look was in Marcia's sparkling eyes again—the one that promised so much. Neither woman spoke. Only their heavy panting filled the bedroom. The redhead was every bit as excited as she was and that pushed her own arousal levels even higher.

She pushed up on her elbows, glancing down her own body as she did so. Her crumpled dress was wide open, her juice covered thong was pulled to the side and her bra was around her neck. The sight should have made her feel ridiculous, she thought, but instead the sluttiness of her appearance only inflamed her further.

So did the sight not more than a few feet away from her. Marcia's naked body was spectacular. Maybe it was her diminutive height that accentuated her curves? She could have stepped right out of a Playboy magazine. Her large breasts hung perfectly on her tanned frame and those light pink nipples melded with her freckled skin.

They were hard and erect—and suckable.

But the redhead's nakedness wasn't the only reason for the heavy thumping in Alice's heart. It was the large strap on dildo that she'd just watched Marcia fasten around her hips. It flapped lewdly in front of her as the redhead rubbed up and down the shaft with her hand. One thing was for sure, she wouldn't need any help to take it inside. Her flowing wet juices would be enough to do the trick...

And now she was moving towards the bed, reaching out to hook her fingers into Alice's thong and dragging it down her body. Pulling the young woman's legs so that they spilled over the edge of the bed, she sank to her knees on the lush carpet.

"I want this," she breathed, running her thumb across the cop's wet folds. Alice groaned. When Marcia's soft tongue ran along the trembling inner thigh, she lifted a leg and placed it on the redhead's shoulder. Marcia smiled approvingly. "I guess you want it, too," she growled.

Leaning forward between the wonderfully spread thighs, she ran her tongue across those juice covered labial lips, savouring the texture and the taste. Alice grunted, her body shuddered, her hands found Marcia's red curls and then she couldn't hold back.

"So quick," the redhead softly murmured, lapping at the tasty orgasmic juices like a cat slurping from its bowl of milk. Alice's body twitched with each sweep of the magical tongue. Raising her head for a brief moment, until the blonde was forced to look downwards into her hot gaze, she grinned. "You want Marcia's tongue to give you another?"

Without waiting for an answer, she went back to work, licking faster, changing the pace. Not content with the throbbing sex, she worked her tongue from Alice's pussy all the way to the little rosebud between her tight little buttocks and then back again.

The blonde whimpered and jerked as if she was being given an electric shock. She tried to say something but it came out in an unintelligible moan.

Marcia understood.

She pulled Alice's other leg over her shoulder, creating an even sexier target to work on. Her tongue wasn't still, licking up and down that sensitive crevice, jabbing inside the cop's hot pussy, lapping around and then sucking in that needy clit.

"Oh God... please... yes..."

She didn't let up. By the time she was finished, the helpless to resist blonde would be totally under her spell. The young cop's head shook violently from side to side as she brought her to the boil again.

"Fuck... don't stop... don't stop..."

She didn't. Fingers joined her tongue. She knew exactly what to do, where to go, how much pressure to apply. Her experienced touch was perfect—playful, wet and mischievous as she tantalised and teased the blonde's erogenous zones.

Three stabs in the puckered opening were enough to make Alice shriek again.

***

Kirsten Tobin lay in her hot bath, her juice covered black dildo temporarily lying on the edge of the tub. That last orgasm had been sensational. She poured more bubble bath into the bath and turned on the hot tap. It would replace the water that had splayed over the sides and onto the floor as she'd climaxed.

She'd used 'Wesley' daily since she'd purchased it. Last night's workout, after she'd returned from Paris, must have lasted a good couple of hours. And here she was, less than twenty four hours later, putting 'him' through his paces again.

She'd thought of naming the phallus after Tony Daly. After all, he was her first. Then she'd decided to christen it after Pierre Laroche. The Paris experience had been unbelievably hot. But Wesley Snipes had been her first 'love', her initial masturbatory fantasy, the person who—in some odd way—had sparked her desires and made everything possible.

So 'Wesley' it was...

With each usage, her fantasies grew wilder. Nothing could beat the feeling of being fucked by Tony Daly that first time in the studio. The sexy way he'd stepped unannounced into the shower with her! The feel of his body as she'd soaped and then gone down on him! The way he'd subsequently fucked her in every conceivable position. Not only had that been an experience to savour, but it was one she intended to repeat on a regular basis.



Then there was the elderly Pierre Laroche. He was old enough to be her father. Heck, he was almost old enough to be her grandfather. Had he really done all those things to her while he'd put her under? Had he really hypnotised and done everything apart from fucking her? The thought of being taken against her will was strangely erotic.

But it hadn't actually been against her will, had it? Then there were the feelings engendered by the voice. She'd really thought she was being watched and the appeal of that wanton thought had increased ever since. It was another fantasy she intended to fulfil.

When the French doctor had eventually brought her out of her trance, she hadn't just given in and let him fuck her—she'd practically begged him to.

The sexy thoughts inflamed her further. When she'd climaxed in the hot bath, both Daly and Laroche were there with her, taking turns with her. One had fucked her while she'd sucked the other's cock. Then they'd changed places. She'd even visualised being sandwiched between them, giving her pussy and ass at the same time. Ass-fucking had never appealed to her. Now she was wondering...

Carmella had painted a rosy picture of her future during their flight back—her plans for Kirsten as a model. How successful she was going to be and how she was going to take her with her to the New York Fashion Show. A catwalk debut there, she'd told her, would provide a wonderful platform for her future.

She'd have to resign from the Met, naturally. But that course of action had been growing in her mind for long enough now. Poor pay, undervalued, little job satisfaction. She loved Sandra Wilson to death, but who wanted to be in her position? Thank goodness Carmella had no idea she was a cop, or that she'd been investigating them. That thought haunted her but once she'd left the Met to start her new career, she'd be able to put all that behind her.

Her Columbian mentor had gone into some detail about the party, as well. She'd explained what lay in store, what Kirsten would enjoy, and how she would make it all happen for her. My God, she thought, it would fulfil all her current fantasies. The pace of her breathing sharpened. One hand went to her breasts while the other reached for 'Wesley' again...

***

Alice lay back on the bed, grunting incoherently as Marcia thrust the thick phallus inside her and then withdrew.

"I promise you," the redhead had told her when she'd entered her. "You'll never forget the first time Marcia fucks you..."

She now knew it wasn't an idle boast.

"Oh fuck," she gasped again, throwing her head back onto the pillow.

"Exactly," Marcia chuckled as she paused to bend forward and slide her tongue inside Alice's mouth.

Even in the missionary position, the redhead was the most inventive lover Alice had ever experienced. She was never still—leaning forward to plant more kisses on her lips and neck, sitting up so that her full breasts danced so erotically, leaning back and grabbing her ankles so that Alice had a clear view of their union.

Each shift in position brought a different angle and with it a different friction. Alice had climaxed twice already on the thrusting dildo and the sensations in her body confirmed that a third wasn't too far away. She began to whimper again.

Marcia thrust harder. She'd already explained to her conquest that the vibrating dong she inserted into her own sex resulted in her experiencing almost every sensation Alice was feeling. The knowledge enhanced both their bliss like states.

"Oh fuck..." Alice moaned again. The feelings were becoming just too much again, and once the orgasm began she knew it wouldn't stop.

Marcia bent down and allowed Alice to lap at the sweat glistening on her forehead. That was the third time she'd done that and each time she rewarded the blonde with a series of machine-gun like thrusts. Alice whimpered again.

Quite how a woman could prefer a strap on to a real cock, she'd never understood. It was very clear now. She wrapped her legs around the redhead's back, urging her on. Her hips thrust upwards, pushing up to meet Marcia's hard strokes in a rhythm so perfect she was on the verge of screaming with joy. Maybe that had something to do with the second hit of coke, this time done properly, with a line and a straw and a very illegal snort?

She didn't know and she didn't care.

"Another one," she heard the throaty growl in her ear. "C'mon, girl. One more... one more for Marcia."

The orgasm started when the redhead licked her neck and as the full force began to unleash itself, she began to wail...

***

Carmella Santiago luxuriated contentedly in the lounger beside their indoor swimming pool. It was the perfect setting for her to relax, enjoy some champagne and finish all those phone calls required to ensure that all arrangements for the forthcoming Gala party were finalised.

She'd made so many calls that the mobile lying on the tiled floor beside her was almost out of battery. The marquees were already erected, the music, food and drink was organised, the helpers for the evening were arranged and security was in place.

And of course, there would be plentiful supplies of Blush and cocaine.

That last thought reminded her. Twisting her nigh perfect body in the lounger, she reached for the dish beside her and gathered her perfectly groomed hair into a ponytail to keep it out of her face. Leaning forward and bending low, she took the silver tube and snorted one powdered row for each nostril. Fuck, yesss...

Her nipples hardened as the rush hit her. Pushing up so that she sat on the edge of the lounger, she allowed the wonderfully exhilarating feeling to wash over her. She'd never tire of that sensation and the thought of introducing a few innocents to it at the party enhanced the satisfaction inside her. She so loved corrupting the naïve. Sometimes she wondered if that pleasure exceeded the gratification gained from enhancing their business interests.

Rising to her feet, she felt her body glowing as she stepped to the pool's edge. Stretching her fabulous figure in her tiny striped bikini, as if posing for a photographer, she dived fluidly and gracefully into the heated water.

Her thoughts wandered to Kirsten as she swam. Their Paris visit had been an outstanding success. The live broadcast had again achieved a record number of hits, resulting in even more revenue finding its way into the Appleby coffers.

But Carmella was too shrewd an operator to only think in such simple terms. The bigger picture told her that Kirsten's usefulness lay in her worth as an escort to the rich and famous. Once she became recognised worldwide as a sought after model, that value would be vastly enhanced. The New York Fashion Show would be the first step.

She completed her third lap and then pulled herself up to the pool's edge. Gracefully climbing out onto the heated tiled floor, she allowed the water to run down her bikini covered body as she reached for a towel. Then there was Alice...

The young blonde's importance to the Appleby Empire would be through her role in the London Met Vice Squad, although they'd supplement that through occasional modelling assignments. Just to pull the blonde even deeper into their world.

Not that she'd willingly give them information, of course. Unlike the Brendan Kaminski's of this world, the young girl had ethics. But acquiring information through a permanent lover was a routine they'd perfected on several occasions.

Marcia would be well advanced in the process of establishing that relationship right now, all recorded by the hidden camera for future use, if necessary. The thought sent a lick of sexual heat through her. Donald would be home soon and the recordings from Marcia's apartment would serve as an invigorating backdrop to their lovemaking tonight.

Watching real life conquests on the large screen in their bedroom while they fucked always made the night extra special.

***

The evening hadn't quite gone as Sandra Wilson had hoped. She'd been nervous and so had Goodwin. Instead of one of the intimate conversations she remembered so well, the atmosphere had been tense at times, with them both skirting around one another.

Not that it would take much to get them both on the same wavelength again—just a clear the air conversation about the other night, and about their feelings. And it was a conversation that was long overdue. But however much she needed sex, she wasn't sure whether resurrecting anything between them was a forward or backward step.

The look in Goodwin's eyes confirmed he was still in love with her and while that devotion gave some comfort, she just wasn't capable of dealing with emotional entanglement right now. Even though the burning need inside her body just wouldn't go away...

Her frustrated sigh seemed to echo around the restaurant. Maybe it was better to change the subject? "I'm leaving the Met, Alex," she said, pulling a face.

He put down the diet coke he was drinking. She'd teased him about that all night—Alex Goodwin without a pint in his hand took some getting used to. Maybe he'd been trying to create a good impression? Her eyes carefully stayed on his, evaluating his reaction to her statement. He wasn't surprised.

"I've seen it coming but you don't have to," he quietly said, reaching across to touch her hand. "If you do what Turner wants then—"

A shake of her head stopped his objection. "Don't go there, Alex. What he wants is wrong. It's based on personal gain, not what's best for the force. I can't be part of that."

He nodded, his grey eyes blazing. "Fight him, then," he instantly retorted.

That was more like it, Wilson thought. People like Alex Goodwin didn't give anything up without a fight. She smiled wryly over the top of her glass, idly running her finger around the rim. It was a good idea but destined to failure. She was realistic enough to recognise that. "We both know I can't win that one. He's too powerful."

Goodwin grunted. "I'll help you, Sandra. I'll—"

"No, Alex!" She snapped out the words, angry at something. Turner? Goodwin? Herself? Alex was close to retirement and he'd need that pension. She couldn't let him fuck that up, not for her. "We're both too long in the tooth to pretend to one another. There's not a thing you, I, or anyone else can do. Beside, my decision's made."

He pushed back in his chair, searching for something to say but unable to find the words. The look he shot her was one of resigned acceptance. "What will you do?"

She drained the rest of her wine and shrugged. "I'm going to speak to Jack Palmer and see what he thinks. Maybe being a PI is worth considering? Life on that side of the fence can't be any worse than this. The one thing I'm not going to do is to allow Turner the satisfaction of getting rid of me. I'm seeing Sir Peter Richardson next week to tell him I'm resigning. I just haven't decided exactly what to say yet."

The weary shake of his head indicated Goodwin's frustration. But he understood and that was good. When he leaned forward and squeezed her hand, she realised he'd still been holding it. "Sandra, you know I'd do anything for you..."

"I know that, Alex." Wilson turned her head away. Stop looking at me like that. She could feel the heat between her thighs—would it never go away?

"I'm serious," he told her. This was the caring side of him that other's rarely saw. Most people didn't get past his gruff exterior and his grunt. "I'll go with you to see Richardson, show him my support..."

"Don't, Alex," she rasped. The last thing she needed right now was any tenderness. If he just told her she was being a fool and that she was stupid, they could have a row and she could stomp out of there and head home. That would make life easier. Her vibrator was waiting, that would take care of her body's needs. Those needs were growing.

"It's so fucking wrong," he grunted, closing a second hand around hers. "Look, you have to do what's right for you, Sandra. But whatever help you need, you just say. I know you hate being pushed, so I'll back off." His hands gently squeezed hers. "But from one good friend to another, you know I'm here for you. Okay?"

Wilson closed her legs and squeezed her thighs together. Oh fuck. Don't, Sandra, she told herself. Don't!

***

It was just like giving head to a man. No, it was better than that. The heady experience of giving a blow job to a woman was somehow sexier, especially when that woman was Marcia. The redhead's throaty groans drove her on...

"That's a good girl. Just like that," Marcia encouraged.

She ran her fingers through the hot little cop's blonde hair, attempting to guide her movements, but Alice didn't need or want any help. She was fully into this and the thought of making Marcia cum this way had her own libido ready to burst into flames.

Every so often she eased the pressure, provocatively licking her lips and savouring her own flavour from the juices still on the strap on phallus. But then Marcia's hands would drag her head back to her task again and the redhead's need transmitted itself to her own sex again.

"Oh, yesss, girl..."

Alice's fingers shook with excitement as she stretched them as far around the phallic monster as they would go. Her pink lips devoured the cock, swallowing it deep into the back of her throat and then easing back so that she could lick around the big, purple crown. The sweet taste of her own juices was infectious. So were Marcia's grunts.

"Yes, babygirl... just like that..."

The redhead fell back onto her elbows, allowing Alice full control. The blonde cop murmured her approval as she lost herself. Her mouth practised everything that men enjoyed, but with more emphasis on the things that made Marcia moan loudest. She loved sucking cock but had it ever been as arousing as this?

She choked a little as Marcia bucked her hips off the bed, shoving her cock deeper into her throat. The redhead scrambled up, pushing her young lover backwards as she half squatted on one knee and gently began to fuck her mouth. Alice gagged again, but quickly adjusted. One hand went up to the redhead's breasts, cupping and squeezing as her other hand corkscrewed around the hard phallus, keeping it in place.

"You're the best little cocksucker I've ever had," Marcia told her as she grabbed her blonde hair again and pulled her upwards for a heated kiss.

One of Alice's hands found Marcia's nipple while the other stroked her cock. She couldn't get enough. "Fuck me again," she grunted, sinking down onto her elbows and deliberately raising her perfect, peach-like buttocks. She'd scream in frustration if the redhead didn't get that cock inside her right now. Glancing back over her shoulder, she sent Marcia a smouldering look. "Fuck me. Please..."

Marcia's green eyes gleamed with the heat of the moment. "So the little girl wants to play," she murmured, moving into position behind Alice's body. "Like this?" She began to rub the phallus along her heated furrow, purring like a cat with each stroke.

"Yes," Alice grunted, breathing heavily as she gently pushed back against her friend. That was exactly what she wanted.

Marcia gently adjusted the angle as her right hand snaked down between them. When she eased the cock home, their simultaneous groans spilt the air. The young blonde's body was so wet that she entered immediately. She stroked Alice's trembling hips as she began to thrust.

Alice moaned. "Oh, fuck, yes. Harder..."

Marcia moved faster. The heat in both their bodies told them this wouldn't last long. She drew backwards until she was almost free before powering forward again.

"Oh fuck..."

"Take it," Marcia grunted, increasing the pace. "You like that?"

Alice looked back over her shoulder again and nodded. "Fuck me," she repeated, although the words came out as a whisper. "Fuck me..."

Marcia obliged. Her grip on Alice's hips tightened as her forward momentum began to build. Alice's eyes didn't leave hers as she stared backwards. The young blonde really was a sexy little bitch.

"Fuck me," Alice said again, hardly loud enough to be heard. She was pumping herself back in time with Marcia's thrusts. It became a chant. "Fuckmefuckmefuckme..."

Marcia's grip tightened. Alice's hands grasped the bedsheets as she drove her hips backwards. The blonde finally tore her gaze away from those mesmerising green eyes and buried her face in the pillow beside her head. For both women the moment had changed into a frenzied, out of control fuck and it was simply a matter of who got off first...

***

Every instinct in her body told Sandra Wilson how stupid this was. Any other night and she wouldn't have even thought twice about thanking Alex for a nice evening and heading home. And yet here she was, getting out of his car with him and walking up the steps to his apartment. The same journey she'd taken after her visit to Appleby's open night.

The need in her body was exactly the same as it had been then. That's what was driving her actions, she knew, not logical thought. Ever since leaving the restaurant, she'd felt like she was some high classed prostitute going with her trick. That should have sounded warning bells but instead it made her hotter.

Somehow, she managed to keep her hands off her old and new lover as they headed upwards in the lift, the same one that they fucked in so recently. Alex had slipped his arm around her waist as they'd entered the building and had kept it there. Other than that, he made no other move on her. It was as if he knew he had to let her do this her way.

The lift doors clunked open with a sound that reverberated through her body and she obediently followed him down the narrow corridor, waiting patiently until he unlocked the door to his apartment. As soon as they were inside, she turned and grabbed his smooth-shaven face in her hands. The kiss was hot, frantic, but didn't release any of the pressure that had been building all evening. Instead, it made things worse.

"Tomorrow, this never happened," she said breathily.

"I know." Goodwin grunted, staring at her for a brief second.

The look in his eyes told her he'd finally got it. She felt his hands slid down her back to cup her hard buttocks. He pulled her even tighter against him, forcing her to clutch his broad shoulders for support as he ground his hardness against her.

Suddenly, she needed to see it. To feel it. To taste it.

"I want this," she whispered, smoothly sinking to her knees and tracing the outline of his impressive cock through his trousers. With the clink and zip, his belt was open and his fly down. Her breath caught in her mouth. He was already rock hard. For her!

Her hand slowly jacked him as she looked up and watched the expression on his gruff face. His mouth was open and he was gasping with each stroke of her hand.

Their eyes met as she eased the pulsating flesh into her mouth. She sucked as much inside as she could before letting go. "Alex," she slurped, staring up at him. He needed to understand her need, otherwise he'd be thinking he needed to tread on eggshells around her. "I need you to take me, Alex. Fuck the living shit out of me. Like you used to. Okay?"

"Oh, fuck..." he grunted as her mouth descended again. She swallowed him to his root, taking his heavy crown into her throat. "Oh, fuck! Oh fuck"

Her eyes flashed upwards, her look reinforcing her words. Goodwin responded instantly, capturing her bobbing head between his large hands and beginning to control her strokes. He shoved himself harder into her wet mouth and she almost gagged.

Yes, that was it. That was better...

She curled her hands around his ass, marvelling how hard his buttocks still were despite his age. Holding onto his muscled flesh gave her some support as he mouth-fucked her. He was really into this now, taking her at her word. Or maybe this was his way of punishing her for treating him so badly? She loved it.



She kept up dutifully, swirling her tongue along his crown when he retracted and tickling the top of his balls when he slid home. Saliva drooled out the corners of her mouth and down his scrotum with each hard thrust.

"Gah!" she cried, pulling back hard enough to free herself from his forceful grip and gasp for air. A string of spit hung between her red lips and the bulbous tip of his cock. Her mind screamed and her ears burned. Her breathing was too shallow to support the tiny breaths she was able to steal. Her vision narrowed. Oh fuck...

"More," he grunted, grabbing her head and forcing her mouth back over him. Wilson realised she'd been right, this was his way of releasing the tension and hurt of the last eighteen months.

Wrapping her right hand around his glistening shaft, she squeezed and jerked in time with his forceful thrusts. He raked his fingers through her silky hair. The band holding her hair back began to loosen. She must look like such a slut. Yes. That's what she wanted to be. For this man. For Alex Goodwin. Paying her penance. A slut, slut, SLUT!

Her orgasm caught her by surprise, a throaty grumble escaping around the cock lodged in her throat. Her left hand, she realized, had undone her snug trousers and had plunged itself into her thong. Fucking shit, when had she done that?!

The vibrations of her orgasm pushed Alex over the edge, too. Latching onto her hair, he grunted like he'd been struck by a club and then roared out his release. She choked, savouring the salty cum of his lava-like man-juices as they splashed down the back of her mouth. It had been just what she needed. But it still wasn't enough.

Rising to her feet, she wiped some cum from her lips with a finger and sucked it into her mouth. Without a word, she took hold of his juice covered cock and dragged him by it towards the couch. He grunted painfully but she could feel the half erect shaft harden in her hand. Sitting down, she settled back on the edge, reaching behind to free her long dark hair. It spilled over her shoulders, shielding her face as he set himself beside her.

"Ah!" she grunted, flipping her hair to the side as she lay backwards on the couch.

Her hazel coloured eyes burned as hot as her body. Goodwin steadied himself with two hands on her hips. His cock wasn't fully erect yet after his orgasm, but she was so wet and juicy that he was stiff enough to enter her.

"You like that?" he asked, gritting his teeth as he bent at the knees and pushed further into her tight opening.

God, that felt good, his cock was actually growing further inside her. This was what she wanted, Alex taking control of her. Her sex crazed body demanded it. As he rose halfway up onto his toes and powered hard into her, the couch creaked and jolted a couple of inches under the force. She gave a throaty growl and began to thrust back against him, making it bounce further. Her eyes practically rolled up into her head.

"Oh, fuck yes, Alex," she grunted, looking up at him from her prone position on the couch. "Come on, you big bastard, show me what you can do..."

***

Marcia let out a long mewing sound as Alice's tongue pleasured her sensitive clitoris. The young woman's enthusiasm had amazed her. She raised her head on the four poster bed to watch the bobbing head, only to see those sea blue eyes wickedly staring upwards into hers. She flopped back on the crumpled sheets, purring in satisfaction.

The blonde cop was proving to be a fast learner. It was as if she'd memorised the way Marcia had use her tongue on her, and those deliberately long, circular, licking motions were exquisite. She raised her ass from the bed, presenting more of her pussy to the girl.

Alice panted as she worked. Going down on the redhead was even hotter than giving head to Marcia's strap on cock. She tested different techniques as she licked, lapped and sucked—memorising what made her curly haired lover arch her back and lift her hips, and what made her purr like a happy kitten.

Who would have thought satisfying another woman could be so gratifying?

As Marcia had done to her, she lifted one of the woman's legs over her shoulder and dove deeper. At first she revelled in the long, slow, laps of her tongue over the moaning redhead's wet folds, but Marcia's frantic grunts told her she was close.

"Like that, girl... Oh my God, like that..."

When she began to grind upwards into Alice's juice covered face, the young cop had never felt a moment of such sensuality. Control had passed in an instant. Marcia was using her now, and her hands dropped to hold on firmly to the redhead's trembling buttocks.

"Fuck, yes... lick me harder..."

It wasn't easy to comply when her entire face was being smothered in juices.

She allowed Marcia to grind harder, lapping at and sucking the juices as the curvaceous woman climaxed across her face. She could feel an orgasm flash through her own body at the same moment, brought about by the incredible hotness of the moment. She'd actually made the redhead cum with her tongue and mouth...

"More," Marcia instructed, once the peak had passed. "Come on, girl, more of the same..."

Alice twisted her body, wanting to be in control again. She pushed Marcia flat so that she could whirl her head downwards and renew the laps along the sensitive, wet lips. Another burst of the wonderfully tangy juices assaulted her mouth and her senses.

With exaggerated slowness, her tongue licked around and across the waiting clit, bringing shudder after shudder from the woman beneath her. Both Marcia's hands were on her head now, gripping tightly. Her sweaty body undulated, pushing up into Alice's mouth.

"Fuck, but you learn fast..."

Alice smiled to herself. Pulling the redhead's legs upwards, her tongue did a long, slow lap, from her clit to her ass, and then back again.

The redhead's body jerked in shock.

"OhfuckohGod..."

The words were barely intelligible, more like a throaty growl from the back of her throat. Alice felt the same surge of power through her own body as when she had a man on the verge of cumming in her mouth. But even that wasn't as intense as this moment.

The thought of tonguing the panting woman's anus was a step too far. Maybe she'd try it one day, but not now. Instead, she used a finger, gently pushing it inside as her needy mouth sucked on Marcia's clit.

The redhead's sweaty body shuddered and she came with a howl...

***

Glistening with sweat, Sandra Wilson's taut body was on fire. The large, firm hands of her lover from yesteryear dug into her buttocks, yanking her hips from the bed. Somewhere in the midst of their lovemaking they'd made their way from the living area to his bedroom.

How long had they been fucking? She didn't know or care. Alex was giving her everything she needed and that was all that mattered. Tomorrow was tomorrow. She tightened her grip on the headboard behind her. The back of her head and her shoulder blades banged against it as he fucked her. It was a delicious sort of pain.

His hands tightened on her hips, his fingers digging into her ass. He tugged her body higher, crashing his man flesh like an industrial piston inside her inner core.

"Come on, Alex," she exhorted, still wanting more. She opened her eyes just enough to stare up at her barrel chested lover. Her voice was heavy and hoarse. Like her own body, his was beaded with sweat from their exertions. "Fuck ME!"

"Yeah?" He wrenched his cock from her wet pussy, ignoring her loud groan of protest. "Turn over," he grunted, grabbing her trim hips and spinning her before she could react.

She crashed back on the bed with a grunt, onto her knees, ass pushed high in the air. She'd never seen Alex so turned on or so rough, even in the old days. He eased himself down, bracing on the bed with his knees, brandishing his swollen erection like a weapon.

"That's your truncheon?" she asked, sending out a throaty laugh as she stared at him over her shoulder. Beads of perspiration ran down her forehead. "You gonna fuck me like a doggie with that, Officer Goodwin?"

Even she didn't know where the words came from. Her teasing changed to a whimper as he trailed the purple head down along the deep crevice of her buttocks. She shuddered as he ran the ridge of his cockhead underneath her. Pushing her hips backwards, her lean body went rigid, arching up on her arms as he thrust home.

"Oh fuck, yes, Alex, like that..."

Goodwin grunted throatily as he plundered her. His balls swung against her taut buttocks and he reached forward to grip her hair, dragging her head upwards.

"Fuck, yes," she huffed, letting the inner animal come out. Her hips drove backwards to meet each of his down thrusts.

Alex pulled her hair more tightly, feeling her pussy spasm on his cock with each drag on her dark locks. He slowed down, both to give his body a rest and to let this wild woman calm, but Wilson was having none of it. Catching him by surprise, she began to pump back even harder. One moment, he was driving down into her. Now she was dictating the pace.

It was all too much. She fucked like a goddess on speed. She was insatiable. "Come on," she panted, her hips blurring in frantic pumps. "Give it to me... I need it. I need to feel IT!"

He couldn't hold back. "Gonna cum," he grunted.

Sandra Wilson came with him, screaming out like a banshee. She vaguely wondered how soundproof the walls were and then gave out another shriek. Head back, pulled by the fingers he'd wrapped in her hair, face to the ceiling, breasts swollen and clit aching, she came harder than she had for a very long time.


Appleby Blush Ch. 09

Chapter 9: The Party

"You both understand what's expected?" Carmella asked Marcia and Tony Daly as they stood outside the heavy oak front doors of Appleby Mansion.

Their position at the top of the downward curving concrete steps allowed the three of them a clear view of the cars making their way along the drive. The vast array of trees bordering the long drive were decorated with a variety of coloured lights, all adding to the ambience as well as cutting through the looming darkness.

The limos laid on for their most valued clients would be asked to park to the left beside the stables. Valets were on hand to take the keys from the owners of other cars, with the field normally reserved for clay pigeon shooting serving as a car park for other guests.

The open air orchestra was already in full flow and the large expanse of ground close to the house was filled with marquees, each hosting a different theme. It would be the mansion itself where most of the real action would take place, of course. As usual, Carmella was leaving nothing to chance—hence the last minute instructions.

The place was already alive with the hottest and sexiest Appleby models. Their allure would be impossible to resist and the guests each woman was targeting would all provide the Appleby Empire with valuable connections worldwide. Their cooperation would be ensured once the hidden cameras had recorded the compromising evidence.

And in the unlikely event that anyone should show even the slightest inclination of resistance, a dose of Appleby Blush would be available to break resistance.

"I don't think anyone could resist you in that sexy little number," Carmella continued, her approving gaze covering Marcia's body. It was clear she wasn't wearing a stitch beneath the green dress and her magnificent breasts threatened to spill out of a deep V front.

"Definitely fuckable," Tony Daly drooled, adjusting his black bow tie. He looked the business, too, in his black tux.

"Why thank you, Tony," Marcia giggled, glancing at her host. Carmella looked fabulous, too, in her Giorgio dress. The perfectly fitting black strapless number hugged her full curves in a sexy yet classy way. Simple, yet very sophisticated. She didn't need to show flesh to look hot. "I'd say we'd make a great threesome, wouldn't you?" the redhead cheekily added.

"Maybe..." Carmella smiled, idly running her fingertips along Marcia's cute butt, "that would be a reward for a successful evening. You both know what's expected?"

Daly gave one of his self-satisfied smiles. He'd fucked both of the junior cops—and planned on repeating the dose with Kirsten, that hot bitch was special. But adding Sandra Wilson as another notch on his belt definitely made his cock twitch. "I know, Carmella," he said, with that arrogant grin of his. "Just leave it to us."

"We're on top of it," Marcia quickly added, leaning closer to the Columbian woman. Sometimes Daly only though with his dick—Carmella needed more than cocky answers, she wanted reassurance. "Tony will prep Wilson while I'm getting Alice into position. We have the timing off perfectly. Once he gives the signal, I'll take over."

"You're my warm up act," the black photographer laughed.

The redhead sent him a wry smile. "It'll be my pleasure, Tony. When I'm finished, she'll melt into your arms."

"And Alice," Carmella interrupted, her cutting tone reminding them who was in control. "I don't want her to have any second thoughts. We all know how much is riding on this."

Marcia's face snapped to attention. The warning was gentle but very real. Carmella herself was grooming Kirsten for tonight's events and expected Marcia to do the same with Alice. The two cops had a major role to play in more ways than one. But that wasn't a problem, ever since their marathon lovemaking session, Alice had been putty in her hands.

Tonight would be no different.

***

Alice was on edge as their taxi sat in the queue waiting to gain entry to the magnificent grounds. She'd told Marcia she would be there half an hour ago.

She straightened her dress as she shuffled nervously on her seat in the back of the cab. The short, sequined cream number was perfect, even if the plunging neckline displayed an indecent amount of her perky breasts. Marcia might have more curves, but Alice was determined her new lover would appreciate the effort she'd made.

Maybe sharing a taxi with Kirsten hadn't been such a good idea? Her friend's lost earring had cost them valuable time before they'd even started their journey to the Appleby's. The intention was to separate immediately on arrival—despite Sandra closing the informal investigation, it was still important that they weren't seen together.

"What's going on?" Kirsten asked, as if on cue. She peered out of her side of the window. "We're hardly moving."

"Security," Alice replied, jerking her head around as their taxi edged forward. The two heavyset men by the wrought iron front gate were stopping every car and checking each person's name against their list. Where they had a query, they used a handheld transceiver to check things out before allowing the vehicle to proceed.

It took another ten minutes for them to finally get through.

"Looks like we're okay now," Kirsten said, leaning back contentedly in her seat and glancing out of the window as they eased along the long drive. The heavy artillery of security cameras made her feel like they were entering the set of a James Bond movie. Some were fixed, while others were sweeping back and forth across the area in one-eighty-degree arcs.

The heavily-lit tree lined drive was impressive enough, but as the road led to a clearing that swept downwards to their venue for the evening, the imposing mansion below them was something else. They had a perfect view from their elevated position as each new arrival rolled to a stop in the large quadrangle. No sooner had their guests alighted from their vehicles than they were greeted by champagne carrying male servers, immaculately dressed in white tuxedoes.

"Now that," Alice chuckled, pointing at the flotilla of giant Marquees off to their right that were already buzzing with people and sound. "Is impressive."

Kirsten nodded. The scene below them was breathtaking, and so was her expectancy of what lay in store tonight. Carmella had created a wonderfully decadent picture during their discussions and her anticipation of another session with Tony Daly—or maybe Pierre Laroche?—had been growing in her mind all evening.

She looked hot and she felt hot. Wesley Snipes, you don't know what you're missing...

***

Sandra Wilson had been wandering around for an hour and a half, casually chatting to anyone who looked like they might be able to provide snippets of information. Okay, the investigation was closed, but the cop inside her couldn't prevent her automatic reaction to search for clues. Nothing appeared out of the ordinary, but then what had she expected?

The grounds were enormous and it had taken her all this time to move in and out of the various marquees, each one different but equally spectacular to the previous. She'd thought only royalty, movie actors or rock stars could afford a place like this. If Appleby was on the level, he must be an incredibly astute businessman.

She wondered where Alice and Kirsten were, not that there was much chance of any of them bumping into one another in a location like this. Would they be simply enjoying the evening—a reward for the work they'd put in to the investigation, she'd insisted—or would they be unable to stop their own instinct for seeking out anything of interest?

That's what differentiated a good cop from the rest.

She handed her empty glass to a passing waitress and made her way up the curving steps and into the large mansion. She'd already had her normal quota of alcohol for an entire evening and told herself to slow down. The trouble was it was impossible not to be caught up in the self-indulgent atmosphere—there were flutes of expensive champagne wherever she turned.

She'd never seen as many beautiful young women as there were here tonight. Even the waitresses were stunning in their Columbian Flamenco dresses, though Wilson doubted if the traditional outfits were that low cut. She chuckled to herself as she wondered if she could wear one. That wasn't likely—a pair of Page Three-sized tits was a pre-requisite.

Still, she was pleased with the dress she'd hired for the party. The white number might not be quite as extravagant as most others she'd seen tonight, but she loved the way the material felt against her skin. From the front, it hung loosely from its haltered neck whereas from behind it swept low and backless. Going braless hadn't been a conscious decision; it was simply that the style wouldn't allow anything to be worn beneath it.

"Sandra!"

Her name cut through the air like a knife. She recognised the voice instantly and hesitated for a second before she swung around to face the smiling man.

"Tony," she warmly responded, feeling instant moisture between her thighs. He really was an attractive man. Thank goodness she'd sorted things out with Alex, or at least had begun to progress down that road. If she hadn't had such a healthy sex session with him after they'd met at the pub, she felt that she might easily succumb to the black photographer's charms.

***

"You look stunning," the woman said from behind Kirsten.

The brunette started in surprise. Even though she couldn't see Carmella at first, there was no mistaking the Columbian woman's distinctive accent. She'd been so preoccupied watching a couple kissing in the corner that she hadn't heard her approach. Damn, that was close. She and Alice had only headed off in different directions a short time ago.

"I told you the dress was perfect," she continued, her eyes gleaming as she took Kirsten's arm and turned the woman towards her.

Kirsten blushed as Carmella's eyes swept across her body. It had been during their visit to Paris that her mentor had helped her choose the scandalously short red dress. She knew from checking herself out in the mirror before leaving home that it gave the impression only her breasts held up the strapless garment. And the glances she'd already received tonight had confirmed that her twin assets looked their best encased in the soft material. Had it not been for Carmella, she'd never have dared wear anything as audacious as this.

"Thanks," she mumbled, trying to hide her embarrassment. Were her hard nipples on show?

"And me?" the Columbian woman asked, going into a model-like pose that displayed her body and the sophisticated black dress to perfection. She burst into laughter. "I think we might just be the two hottest women here tonight."

"You look sensational," Kirsten truthfully told her. The woman was stunning.

"We both do," Carmella chuckled, taking the half empty flute from Kirsten's hand and handing her a pink drink. "Here, I got you a fresh drink. Believe me, too much bubbly too early, is not a good idea. Drink up while I show you around."

Kirsten obediently took a long sip. "You have the most wonderful place," she said, looking around as Carmella began to guide her across the room. "All the rooms I've been in are so large, and have the most incredibly high ceilings."

"Thank you," her beautiful host purred, waving a hand airy-fairily as if it were the most natural thing in the world. "It's Donald's house of course, but we spend a lot of time here. He said he's looking forward to meeting you, by the way."

"He knows about me?"

"Of course," Carmella replied, laughing at the surprised expression on the brunette's face. She loved that naïvety. "You're going to be one of our top models, how could I not make him aware? I've told him what a wonderful catch you are and he wants the three of us spend some time together. He doesn't make that suggestion often. Would you like that?"

"Yes," Kirsten instantly replied, surprising herself. There was something about the twinkle in Carmella's eyes that told her she wasn't simply suggesting a getting-to-know-you meeting. Was she really suggesting something more intimate? The idea fed its way to her sex and she took another drink. "Yes," she said again, as if repeating the word was necessary to adequately convey her eagerness. "Yes, I would."

"I'll arrange that, then," the Columbian woman purred, pausing at the foot of the stairs. "But let's concentrate on tonight, shall we? I promised you a treat, remember?"

Kirsten nodded. Carmella had painted a wonderfully decadent picture during their return flight from Paris on the private jet. The possibilities had been on her lust-fuelled mind ever since. Sex was as natural to the fashion industry as eating and sleeping, she'd explained. Work hard and play hard—that was what top models did.

"Finish your drink before I show you around upstairs," Carmella instructed, observing the faraway look in the brunette's dreamy eyes. "I have a wonderful evening planned for you."

***

"Guess who this is," the giggling voice breathed into Alice's ear.

The hands over her eyes prevented the blonde from seeing her, but the young cop would recognise Marcia's bubbly voice anywhere. Not to mention the curvy body pressing into her back. "Hi," she instantly beamed, swinging around to face her lover.

Without any hesitation, she linked her hands around the curly haired woman's neck and—despite the people around them—surprised Marcia by pulling her in to a long kiss. The redhead fed her tongue into Alice's mouth, playfully twirling it around the blonde's. Alice showed no sign of embarrassment—if this was how she was feeling before she'd been given any Blush, she'd be on heat after a single dose.

"That's a hot greeting," she murmured into her Alice's mouth, cupping her cheeks as she stared into the young cop's sea blue eyes. "We have a suite here tonight. You have no idea what I'm going to do with that fabulous body of yours."

"I think I might," Alice chuckled, her fingers gently caressing the red curls. "Why don't we go there now?"

"Or we could just do it here on the floor?" Marcia giggled. "In front of everyone?"

For the first time, Alice's eyes shifted beyond her lover as she suddenly became aware of the smiling faces around them. Her face coloured. "God, did I kiss you like that in front of everyone?"

"You sure did," Marcia confirmed, laughing out loud. This time it was her mouth that closed in on the blonde's, sending out a message that there should be no inhibitions tonight. "Would you like to know what I have planned?" she eventually breathed.

Alice nodded dreamily. She could feel Marcia's hot breath on her face and those sexy curves that were pressing against her body. Her eyes dipped down into that wonderful cleavage. Spilling over the top of her dress, Marcia's breasts looked enticing. She could still feel their firmness in her hands, the wonderful sensation of those nipples in her mouth. Memories of their night together came flooding back and another shiver of desire passed through her.

"Remember how good it was with Tony and Alonso?" the seductive redhead whispered into her ear. "I have something similar planned. Just think of it, two men and another woman—only this time there'll be no holds barred. You told me that group sex was something you'd always wondered about. Tonight's the night to find out."

Alice gasped. "But—"

"No buts," Marcia persuasively continued. "Afterwards, you and I will spend the night alone in our suite. We have a king sized bed and there are lots of mirrors, too." She giggled as she planted a soft kiss on Alice's neck. "But before then, I want you to fully participate in your foursome. Don't let me down."

Her hand slithered to Alice's waist, pulling her even closer while she nodded at the waitress standing nearby. The attractive woman had been briefed on which glasses to serve them.

***

"Heading outside?" Tony Daly asked. He casually handed Sandra Wilson one of the champagne flutes he was carrying. "Pink bubbly. Try it."

She smiled at him as she took the glass. Okay, she'd just told herself to slow down but one more wouldn't hurt, right? "I've already been outside," she smiled, her eyes widening as she thought of the ground she'd covered during the last hour and a half. "I've never been to anything quite as spectacular as this before. Every marquee is offering something different and there are beautiful people everywhere. I can't even begin to imagine how much this has all cost."

"I think the business deals that can come out of nights like this more than cover any cost," he said with a chuckle. "By the way, you look great in that dress. Didn't I tell you that you had a hot bod?"

She felt the heat gather between her thighs as he spoke. His eyes were making a deliberate point of running across her body—a provocative glance, holding nothing back, the look of a sexual predator as they settled on her breasts. She didn't need to glance down to know that her round little nipples were sticking out like eraser tips through the blue material. Going braless offered no protection, but it was sexy, too.

But then, he'd already seen her body in that skimpy bikini. Parading in front of him had made her so horny she'd had to go seeking out Alex Goodwin. Was that why she was becoming aroused now?

"Thank you Tony," she breathed, sipping at her drink as she eventually acknowledged the compliment. "You look good, yourself."

It was true. The well built black photographer wore his tuxedo well—apart from the lopsided bowtie. On an impulse, she handed him her glass and then stood on her tiptoes to adjust the tie, stepping back to admire her work. There was nothing wrong with a little harmless flirting was there?

His response was a large smile, displaying his white teeth.

Wilson felt her breath catch as thoughts she shouldn't be having floated across her mind. Whoa girl—steady, she told herself, swinging her gaze away from him and around the large hallway. The sweeping marble staircase to her left seemed to go on forever and was complimented by the two huge glass chandeliers that hung from the high ceiling.

"The house is breathtaking," she said, quickly changing the subject. The conversation was heading into dangerous territory. Damn, she'd finished most of her drink—so much for taking things more slowly. It was going to her head.

"You like the art?" he asked, nodding at the paintings on the walls.

She tried not to squint as she stared at them. Wearing her glasses at a function like this wasn't on, not if she wanted to look her best. But it did make life more difficult. "I'm sure they're very impressive," she answered, smiling at him. "But I've never been into abstract art. I prefer something more traditional."

He nodded, arching his eyebrows in that way of his. "You're not into erotic art?"

It was difficult to prevent her mouth from falling open. "Erotic art?"

Daly nodded. A finger pointed at one of the paintings over the curve of his glass. "The secret," he softly drawled. "Is to cast your eyes across the whole scene and envisage what's happening. Do you have a good imagination, Sandra?"

The moistness between her thighs increased. When the evening was over, maybe she'd head across to spend the night at Alex's instead of going back to hers?

***

It occurred to Donald Appleby that this was only the second time he'd simultaneously negotiated face to face with both of the Nmobu brothers. Up to now, they'd played one off against the other, all designed to secure the best deal from him.

He'd allowed that, of course. It gave them the false feeling that they were in control.

But with the deal all but done, bringing them together was essential. Let them see the whites of his eyes. It had been clear from their attitude the moment they'd entered his large office that they were looking for something extra. The trick was to convince them they'd successfully squeezed out every pound of available flesh.



The similarities between the two brothers were even more apparent as they sat opposite him in the large armchairs. With their crinkled black hair, powerful frames and oval shaped faces, they clearly came from the same stock. Then there was their overstated appearance, with Joseph's light blue suit a garish contrast to Emmanuel's canary yellow.

Yet, the biggest difference came in attitude. The Prime Minister was more realistic than his Foreign Secretary brother. Emmanuel was the bulldog whereas Joseph was much more statesmanlike. He understood when enough was enough and looked Appleby straight in the eyes when he spoke—just as he was doing right now.

"Emmanuel tells me the fragrance market is a lucrative one," he mused, taking a sip from the champagne that the businessman had provided.

Appleby nodded calmly. He could see the way this was heading.

"It must be, for you to go to all of this trouble," Joseph Nmobu continued. "Surely you can produce the volumes you need in a country closer to home?"

"Of course," Appleby replied, meeting Nmobu's gaze. There wasn't the slightest chance of producing the Blush in Europe at anything like the cheap cost agreed with the Africans, but he'd keep that information to himself. "However, the commercial reality is that it would be disastrous should news leak to any of my rivals. By manufacturing the perfume in your country, I can keep the venture confidential and that's why I'm paying you over the odds."

"So," Emmanuel interrupted. "We're that important to you?"

Appleby glanced at the Foreign Secretary. "Of course you are, Emmanuel. That's why you were able to push me to my very limits. Any further concessions would be untenable and to protect all of our interests, none of us want that, do we?" He switched his gaze between the two African politicians. "I take the view that a successful partnership is one where we all have a vested interest in the success. The two and a half million fee stretches me to the limit, but I'm bending over backwards to meet your needs."

The brothers exchanged a quick glance.

"My needs are straightforward," Appleby continued, reaching for the bottle of champagne and standing to refill all three glasses. "We all agree that the deal is an equitable one. For my generous outlay, you meet all the delivery volumes and timescales we've agreed. It really is that simple. Now then, gentlemen," he smiled, remaining on his feet. "Is there anything else you'd like to clarify before we sign the contract?"

***

"What do you think?" Carmella asked, as she walked Kirsten along a wide hall lined with alternating white panelled doors.

She'd shown the brunette inside a couple of the large bedrooms, each equipped with large beds, ceiling and wall mirrors, erotic art adorning the walls, massage tables and even a range of toys. Everything that two lovers could need for a night of passion, she explained. There wasn't a need to say more, the flushed look on Kirsten's face told the Columbian beauty that the tour was having the desired effect.

"I think it's the most amazing place I've ever been in," Kirsten simply answered as they stopped at the last door on the hall. It was the only room without a number.

She couldn't stop herself from leaning against Carmella as they stood there, feeling the warmth of that olive skinned body against hers. The hot woman looked even sexier than before. She smelled good. It was some kind of spicy perfume that sent shivers to her spine. And her lips were moist. Kissable.

Staring into those sparkling eyes that conveyed that anything was possible, she felt her body scream out for attention.

The older woman recognised the signs. She turned face on to the heavily breathing cop, her hands sliding behind her and downwards to settle on Kirsten's cute ass. "I know what you want," she whispered into her ear, stroking the soft lobe with her tongue. "You want to kiss me, don't you?"

Kirsten felt a blush cover her face as Carmella read her thoughts. How could she have known that? She remembered the moment she'd thought that her beautiful host was going to kiss her on the private jet. Why hadn't she?

"You may," the Columbian woman whispered, as casually as if she was granting the cop permission to take a cookie from the jar. She leaned into Kirsten's lips, nuzzling their noses but making no move to cover that final, short distance.

It was left to the brunette to make that final move.

Kirsten grasped the sexy woman's head in her hands and closed the gap between their mouths, bringing her open mouth to Carmella's in a quick, fervent kiss. She briefly pulled away, as if deciding she couldn't take the kiss further, but not before feeling the other woman's wet tongue pass between her lips. The sensation fanned the fire.

Those magnificent breasts felt warm and wonderful against her chest. She wondered what Carmella would do if she cupped them, but instead dove in for another hard kiss. Her first passionate kiss with another woman was a thrilling feeling. Their mouths opened to one another, their tongues danced, and then she was cupping those breasts, feeling Carmella's nipples rise under her touch as the kiss became even more aggressive.

It was only when the orgasm swept through her voluptuous body that Kirsten pulled her lips away, trembling in the other woman's arms. That wasn't possible, was it?

Carmella smiled at her as she leant the brunette against the wall and then produced a key from somewhere. Opening the door, she stepped aside to allow Kirsten to enter and then followed her into the room. A flick of a switch brought the large flat screen on the wall to life. Kirsten's gasp at the sight was gratifying. If Alice was proving as easy to manipulate under Marcia's guidance, the night would turn out even better than expected...

On screen, a thin redhead was being taken doggie style by an older man on a large bed. Their reflections bounced off the mirrors on the walls of the kaleidoscopic room, creating a mesmerising hypnotic effect of raw sexuality as Kirsten watched.

Carmella pointed at the number in the corner of the screen. "Room three. That's Count Borasvak with, if I'm not mistaken, the wife of one of his business rivals."

The man was raised up on one knee now, drilling the woman for all he was worth. Kirsten could hear the sound of their flesh slapping against one another and the woman's panting exhortations as her apple sized tits bounced underneath her.

"You have cameras?" the cop asked, realising the stupidity of the question as soon as it left her lips. How else was she watching what was happening down the hall? Her head tried to come to terms with the implications but she couldn't quite take it all in.

"Only for security purposes," Carmella explained as her amused look bored into the brunette. "We must always make sure our guests are safe, don't you think?"

Kirsten nodded. That made sense. But...

The Columbian woman put a finger to her lips, as if the gesture would stop any further thoughts. It did. "Sssh, darling," her soothing voice whispered. "Why don't you just watch while I make a quick phone call? Then I'll take you for your treat. You'd like that?"

Carmella left, leaving Kirsten alone in the voyeur's dream. The brunette touched her lips as she thought of the kiss. Pushing a strand of brown hair from her eye, she wondered if maybe Carmella was going to be her treat. Who would have believed the thought of being with another woman could be so exciting? She'd been curious in the past, but never truly considered the possibility. Now...

Now, on screen, she watched the Count's manhood sliding in and out of the redhead and realized she wanted more. A cock. Long and thick—and preferably a black one.

Daly's? Laroche's?

She searched the screen until she found what she was looking for: two black men, close enough in appearance that they must have been related. The room they were in wasn't a bedroom, but what must have been an indoor pool. Behind them, steam brewed up out of a bubbling Jacuzzi.

Kirsten barely saw it. She was busy watching them strip. Her pussy watered at the sight of their muscular, ebony skin. Their cocks swung, semi-erect, between their thighs. Before she could do so much as think about touching herself, they were pulling on robes and hiding that which she so desired.

Her eyes swivelled towards Carmella as she re-entered the room, dropping her phone back into her bag. The sexy host followed Kirsten's eyes to the Jacuzzi room and the two Africans. "Ah, I see you've already seen your treat..."

Kirsten nearly jumped up and kissed the woman once again.

***

"Where are we going?" Alice asked as they swept across the room. Marcia had her by the hand and was leading her towards the far door.

She was aware of the eyes on them, all of the men and even some of the beautiful women. Her short, sequined dress perfectly complimented Marcia's green number, and both sets of breasts—Marcia's magnificently full swells and her own perky tits—threatened to spill out of their respective plunging necklines. She'd never felt quite as sexy as she did right now.

The redhead stopped when they walked through into a smaller room. This one was equally as impressive but in a different way. The lights were much dimmer and the atmosphere was more intimate. Whilst couples weren't engaging in anything outlandishly inappropriate, their hands were touching one another as they talked, or softly kissed, in that mating ritual that suggested they'd soon be leaving the room for somewhere more private.

"You told me about your one night stands," Marcia said, answering Alice's earlier question. "And you said being used by the twins was your hottest experience so far."

So far... The words reverberated around Alice's mind. She was getting to know her friend only too well and Marcia had something definite in mind. Whatever it was, it would be sexual. Her body warmed at the thought.

"Yes," she confirmed, in a voice so low it was little more than a whisper.

"That is," Marcia chuckled. "Apart from our session with Tony and Alonso..."

She left the thought hanging there. It would be enough. The Blush the young girl had just consumed would do the rest. Images of being taken by two men... Recollections of being fucked by Tony Daly while she watched Marcia undulating on Alonso...

Smiling at the faraway look in Alice's eyes, she discreetly waved over the waitress waiting patiently in the corner. It had been some time since she'd spent a night with Yolanda. Maybe the three of them could hitch up together? It would be fun to initiate Alice into the delights the mocha-skinned girl could provide.

"Doesn't she look sexy," she murmured to Alice as the stunningly dark girl sashayed across the floor towards them.

Alice pulled away from her daydream to stare at the waitress. She'd thought that she and Marcia were showing an indecent amount of cleavage but even they couldn't compete with this young girl. Her dark skinned breasts were pushed so high above the low cut of the sexy Columbian Flamenco dress that a simple tug of the top would see them spill free.

They looked so inviting...

It took a moment for Alice to realise what the girl was carrying on the silver platter and she wondered if the coke was being offered to everyone or only a select few. She should make a point of mentioning it to Sandra Wilson later, but if she did then she'd have to mention her own habit. Habit—is that what it was?

She shook her head to herself. All she'd done was to take a few hits while she and Marcia were making love and there wasn't any doubt it had heightened each orgasmic moment. Anything that made her feel so awesome, that brought everything so crisp and alive, couldn't be wrong, could it? It was the misuse of the drug that Vice investigated, not the occasional recreational hit that beautiful people like Marcia took.

"Hi, Yolanda," she heard Marcia say, and watched breathlessly as the redhead took the platter from the waitress. "Say hello to Alice."

She turned to greet the girl, but almost before she knew what was happening the mocha-skinned beauty had one hand around her neck. The sexy girl had deep red lips—so kissable—and they homed in on Alice's like a heat seeking missile. When she opened her mouth, those sexy lips found her tongue, sucking on it as if she was pleasuring a cock.

Alice's hands momentarily fluttering by her side, like butterfly wings, as the stunning girl gave a sexy blowjob to her tongue. A hand in her hair broke the kiss, pulling her head away. It was Marcia's fingers wrapping around her silky hair and gently tugging her head forward towards the platter.

Alice immediately understood.

Taking the platinum tube, she leant over and snorted the cocaine as professionally as Marcia had taught her. Tossing her long blonde hair back with one hand, she pinched her nose with the other as the powerful narcotic washed through her body.

Marcia sent a sexy grin to Yolanda. One that said she'd be calling on her again soon. For now, she had other things to accomplish. Even by the Carmella's high standards, this plan was a stroke of genius.

***

Sandra Wilson twirled the empty glass between her fingertips. She held on to it in case she was offered another. Her mind and body were already struggling to cope with the effect of the alcohol she'd already consumed. Why hadn't she stopped drinking earlier, when she'd told herself to? The champagne was definitely affecting her thinking.

Tony Daly's right hand was tracing little circles along her forearm and his left rested casually on her bare thigh. She should have removed it by now, but his touch felt comforting. Comforting? She was fooling herself. The touch felt blatantly sexual.

"What would you like to know," he asked her.

"Know?" Her mind was blank. She knew she'd asked him a question, but what was it? As soon as she finished this conversation she'd call Alex and ask him to collect her from the party. Her barrel chested lover was in for a treat tonight—she hoped he was up to it.

But right now, she allowed the black photographer to gently caress her as the spoke. In other circumstances, she'd be unable to resist giving herself to this man.

"You asked about our models," he reminded her, playfully running his fingernails down to her knee and back up again. If he kept doing that, she wouldn't be able to wait for Alex!

"Oh, yes." She had. Even in her highly aroused state, her instinct as cop was still attempting to gather information on life as a model. Sometimes she just couldn't let go.

"So," he asked her again. "What would you like to know?"

What did she want to know? How could she concentrate with that slithering hand doing wonderful things to her skin? It was edging under the short hem of her dress now and all that mattered was the pressure building between her thighs. Damn. She had to concentrate.

"I... I'm not sure," she told him, pushing a lock of dark hair behind her ear. How had they found a room empty of other partygoers? She was aware that she was settling back into the sofa, letting her legs fall apart. That wasn't an invitation to Daly's hand, she told herself. She was just making herself more comfortable.

"You said you wanted to be a model," he softly said, half turning his body into hers. His hand rose higher.

Wilson shook her head. No, that was wrong. "I didn't," she contradicted, feeling like she was slurring the words. Was she really that drunk? Anyway, he had been the one who'd said she could make it as an older model, not her. "I just wondered what the life of a model consisted of. Behind the scenes..."

"Ah, behind the scenes," he murmured, one hand finding its way around her shoulder, holding her steady while his right hand stroked along her inner thighs. His voice had lowered to a persuasive whisper. "Like the rest of the world, most of our models are preoccupied with one thing. Some like the soft touch of a woman. Others prefer the rather more muscular male models they come into contact with, and some like to fuck their photographer." His lips found her neck. "What about you, Sandra?"

Fuck their photographer? Daly had been her photographer, hadn't he? She could feel her legs opening further. Was he pushing them apart or had she done that? With his lips on her neck, it was impossible to think clearly. She tilted her head to allow him better access.

"This is what the beautiful people of the fashion world do," his voice was whispering into her ear. They work hard and in their free time they fuck. That's what makes the world go round. Wouldn't you like to fuck your photographer, Sandra?"

His searching fingers were rubbing her through her skimpy thong now. Her legs were wide apart. Sweat broke out along her brow and the hazy lust began to dull her vision. When he pushed the material away and stroked along her wet lips, she moaned and thrust her hips upwards to meet the wonderfully soft touch.

"Oh God, sorry," she heard a voice in the distance. Someone had entered the room by mistake. Her eyes sprung open just in time to see a head disappear and the door close behind him. For a few seconds, the spell had been broken and somehow the interruption infused her with the last vestiges of willpower she'd thought had long since gone.

"The bathroom," she mumbled, pushing away from Daly and lurching to her feet. She rested a hand on the arm of the couch to steady herself. "I need the bathroom..."

***

Joseph Nmobu had to hand it to Donald Appleby. If either he or his brother were seen at the businessman's mansion, not only would the deal be blown wide open but so would he and Emmanuel's standing in the African community. Particularly so if it was revealed that the Gala party taking place was as decadent as this one.

By making the indoor Jacuzzi room at their disposal, the business magnate had given them the privacy required to sate their needs without any fear of being exposed. Or so they thought. Neither man was aware of the hidden cameras that were already rolling.

That evidence was essential to Donald Appleby should either brother renege on their agreement. The threat of exposing the sexual activities of the African country's Prime Minister and Foreign Secretary to the world would be sufficient to ensure they toed the line.

It was precisely because of the debauchery, of course, that Joseph and his brother had wanted to partake. The two and a half million heading to their Swiss bank accounts was reward enough for completing the deal, but tonight would be the icing on the cake. Adding to his satisfaction was the fact that, as the British Government had never done a single thing to support their country, it would be two female members of the famed London Met at their disposal. That was an exceptionally satisfying way to gain some sort of revenge.

The submerged lamps shining their rose coloured tints up from the luminous waters added to the ambience, while the brown lanterns along the walls provided just enough light to create a sensual atmosphere. Not that sensuality was on either brother's mind. Black women were plentiful in their country and they both took their fill. But fucking a white woman, especially when they were as hot as Appleby promised, was a rare treat.

And the brunette who walked into the room lived up to the promise. With her high cheekbones dark eyebrows and shiny, brown hair, she was every bit as stunning as Appleby had promised. His lustful gaze ran across her body in the short red party dress. Anticipation was such a powerful aphrodisiac, he'd always thought.

With a nod that told Emmanuel to stand back and allow him to take the lead, he smiled at the woman. "Good evening, my dear," he said as his hands went to the belt of his robe. Appleby had said she liked black men so what better way to introduce himself than by exposing his body. He watched her eyes grow wider as he let the robe fall to the ground.



He kicked the robe away from his feet. Emmanuel had undressed too, but she didn't even appear to be aware of his brother's presence as he obediently stood at the back of the room. Instead, her brown eyes were staring unashamedly at his pendulous cock. That told him everything he needed to know.

"Why don't you come over here, my dear?" his deep voice suggested. The firm tone was that of a command and not a request.

She moved hesitantly at first, but there was no doubt the hot bitch was putting an extra sway into her hips as she walked towards him. The short red dress bounced provocatively around her tanned thighs with each step. His raised hand stopped her a few feet away.

"And now you," he told her, licking his lips at the thought of the fabulous body she was about to unveil. "Take the dress off..."

The woman didn't hesitate.

Maybe he'd mistaken her earlier nervous? Perhaps it was anticipation? The way she confidently kept her eyes firmly fixed on him as she unzipped her dress suggested she had no inhibitions. As she let it fall to her ankles, he smiled in satisfaction. Her body was magnificent. This one was Kirsten, he remembered Appleby saying. The blonde who'd soon be joining them was Alice. He'd remember their names—white women liked that.

Her hands went to the waistband of the plunging black thong even without him asking and she casually eased her thumbs into the material. When she pulled them over the gentle curve of her hips and down over her thighs, she cocked her hip to one side, resting one hand on it as she struck a sexy, teasing pose. She was daring him not to approve.

He nodded in unspoken satisfaction as his eyes devoured her body. Her brown nipples proudly pointed upwards from the crest of jutting breasts that sat so beautifully high, and her smooth pussy was already providing evidence of her arousal.

And he would soon be fucking her...

The Prime Minister fisted his cock, watching her eyes explode in need as his manhood rose impressively under his stroking hand. "Come here, Kirsten, and show me what you can do."

The brunette almost rushed as she closed the distance between them and dropped to her knees. My God, she really was up for this. Her long fingers wrapped themselves around his girth as she spat on his cock, rubbing the saliva in with both hands. When her wet mouth descended on him, he knew she was about to live up to Appleby's promise.

***

Sandra Wilson leant against the cubicle wall and dropped her mobile phone back into her small bag. She'd been able to get through to Alex Goodwin first time and her hero was already on his way to collect her. Her need for sex was beginning to overwhelm her and had Daly not been interrupted, it frightened her to think that she would have willingly surrendered her body to him. That had been close.

It concerned her to think that she was as constantly aroused as she was. The thought that somehow the Appleby people had fed her something had occurred to her, but she'd been in a constant state of arousal for days now. No aphrodisiac could have that effect.

No, it was her eighteen month abstinence from sex that was at the root of her problems, inflamed by her sex in the lift with Alex. That had lit the fires again and she just had to go with the flow until she could control them. If that meant resuming her relationship with her former lover again, she'd go with the flow and see where it led. In her position, the last thing she could allow herself to do was to fall into casual sex with other people.

That included Tony Daly.

Alex had said he was half an hour away. She'd noticed a couple of dark lanes nearby when the taxi had delivered her to the mansion and any would do. They'd park there after he'd collected her and she'd work off some of sexual the tension that had reached fever pitch. After they got to his apartment, she could indulge herself for the rest of the night.

Her chest was heaving as she rested the back of her perspiring head against the wall behind her. Even the restroom was impressive with its tiled walls, large mirrors and marble fittings. Tilting her face tilted to the high ceiling, one hand slithered to the hem of her blue dress, dragging it up to her waist while her other hand found her damp thong.

One orgasm before Alex arrived, she told herself. That might calm her.

The fingers that had slid inside her thong began to work faster. At first she concentrated on her clit but quickly she eased to inside her wetness. Little pulses ran through her body with each stroke. As her hips began to rotate, she braced the soles of her feet on the floor. Thrusting fingers and strumming thumb—that was the secret!

She bit her lip as her body trembled. The hazy mist was beginning to descend again. She could hear her own throaty moans, as if they were echoing around the restroom in stereo. Low and guttural, like the bitch on heat she was right now.

"Need some help?

The voice was soft and teasing but it sent tremors of foreboding through the cop. She'd been caught—masturbating in the restrooms—like a... a...

Dropping her hand away from her throbbing sex, she pushed off the wall, looking for a way to scurry out of sight like an embarrassed, frightened animal. The woman's voice stopped her in her tracks.

"Sandra, isn't it?"

Wilson's heart nearly exploded from her chest. She'd been recognised...

Staring at the redhead, she realised she knew the woman. Marcia, wasn't it? The redhead she'd spoken to at the agency on the open night at Appleby's studio? Relief flooded through her. As horrendous as the situation was, the woman had no idea she worked for the Met.

"I... I..." she began, searching for words that wouldn't come.

Then Marcia was walking across towards her, the sound of her high heels bouncing off the hardwood floor. "It's okay," her reassuring voice whispered. "Why don't you let help?"

"No," Wilson heard herself whimper as the redhead closed in on her. This was absurd. She looked for a way past her but the curvy woman had her cornered. "No..."

"Oh, yes," Marcia responded, leaning in to kiss Wilson's neck. The touch of her tongue on her skin was softer than Daly's had been less than ten minutes ago.

"No," Wilson gasped again, but this time with less conviction. A hand was already between her thighs and her legs were somehow widening to welcome the caressing fingers.

Unlike Daly's, they slid down inside her thong rather than just pushing it to one side. The touch confirmed that the redhead knew exactly what she was doing. Her thumb was doing things to her clit that Wilson didn't think possible and the two fingers that had easily slid into her wetness created a tender, insistent rhythm that was finding its way inside her overheated body and her imaginative mind.

"Fuck them," Marcia encouraged, lashing her tongue in long sweeps across Wilson's neck. "C'mon girl, fuck my fingers."

It was a command that couldn't be ignored. Pushing her firm buttocks back against the cubicle wall, Wilson began to hump back against the working hand, slowly at first and then more quickly. Marcia matched each wild thrust, upping the pace of her finger fucking.

"C'mon, girl," she rasped again, her mouth on the Vice Head's ear now. "Cum for me."

Wilson felt her body tremble at the words. She so wanted to, needed to... Her head fell forward, dropping onto the redhead's shoulder as she began to shudder. When the redhead's teeth bit down on her earlobe, it was like pulling the trigger.

A shriek exploded from her throat. Her body arched and shuddered as if someone had fed electricity through her. She'd escaped from Daly only to be finger fucked by an Appleby models in one of the mansion's restrooms. The thought was as powerfully exciting as it was frighteningly real.

"That's what my fingers can do," she heard the redhead whisper as she ran her juice covered fingers across Wilson's open lips. The cop couldn't help herself. She sucked them inside. "The next time I'll use my mouth..."

***

Alice had walked slowly inside the room, feeling her anticipation build with each step. Marcia had taken her to the ante room that led to the Jacuzzi area before hurrying away. The sudden text message was unexpected but urgent, apparently.

"I'll catch up with you later," she'd quickly explained, before leaving. "Think of this as my present to you."

It hadn't taken long to realise what Marcia's present was. As soon as she'd opened the glass door and entered the Jacuzzi area, the sound of the male grunts had led her gaze towards the kneeling brunette. She was giving an older man a blow job.

From the back, the naked woman had a strangely familiar look—maybe she was a model? She certainly had an awesome body. And she was good at giving head—very good. There wasn't an inch of the man's cock or balls she wasn't covering with her mouth and tongue.

Alice was unable to resist the urge to slide her fingers beneath her short cream dress as she watched. Why not? The coke had kicked in and she felt empowered. She was a sexual predator, a girl who swung both ways and one who could enjoy the pleasures of both men and women now. Sexually, she could do anything she wanted...

Pressing back against the door, her hand snaked down inside her thin panties. One finger inside her sweet pussy wasn't enough, but two felt just right.

Her moan came from the back of her throat.

"Sexy, aren't they?" The voice came from the left and should have startled her. But it didn't. Somehow she wasn't even surprised, though she had to do a double take. The two naked men could have been twins. A different colour to the twins she'd picked up and let fuck her a few nights ago, and much older than them, but they looked hot all the same.

Realisation suddenly dawned. Marcia had set it up for Tony Daly to fuck her at the night club. Now she was giving her two black men to enjoy...

The man grunting under the brunette's skilful mouth looked across at her. The smile on his face revealed his white teeth. Alice returned the beam, but it froze on her face when the brunette suddenly turned towards her. Fuck...

The look of shock on Kirsten's face matched the disbelief registering inside Alice's body. This simply wasn't possible, was it? She knew of her friend's fantasies about black men, but here at the party, so quickly? It had to be pre planned, didn't it?

And yet Kirsten hadn't said a thing about it on their taxi journey together.

Emmanuel had stepped behind her while the women's gazes were still locked and his fingers began to work on the zip at the back of her sequined dress. The sight of Kirsten's blow job made her even wetter than she already was and she sexily shook the cream dress down her body. She wanted her friend and Met colleague, as well as the men, to see her naked.

Reaching down, she stripped her thin panties down her legs and stepped out of them.

Kirsten looked around, as if searching for an exit. The panic in her eyes was clear. But the man beside her had no intention of allowing his conquest to go anywhere. Instead, he rested his arms on her shoulders and eased her backwards onto the tiles.

Alice took three steps forward towards a table close to them as she watched the man mount Kirsten. Should she really be finding the sight as hot as she did? Resting her palms on the tabletop, she spread her legs and glanced backwards over her shoulder. The way her blue eyes gleamed with arousal made her intention quite clear.

Emmanuel gave a grin of approval. Alice purred. His semi-erect black manhood wasn't as big as Tony Daly's, but in profile it looked magnificent.

Another lick of excitement fed through her body.

When he began to rub his cock underneath her, Alice caught it with her hand and immediately fed it to her sex. This was no time for teasing. She needed to be fucked. Turning her gaze back to Kirsten, she allowed him to push inside her.

Joseph had simultaneously straddled Kirsten and far from objecting, the brunette wrapped both legs around her lover. Her ankles locked around his back and as she at last tore her gaze away from Alice, she began to hump upwards.

Alice stared at her friend. The look of passion on her face made her high cheekbones even more prominent. She'd never really appreciated how beautiful Kirsten actually was.

But soon there was no time for further rational thought. Instead there was only pleasure. As the two lovers fucked on the tiles in front of her, Emmanuel reached underneath her arms to squeeze her perky breasts. Alice lifted her buttocks, feeling his hardness slithering against her clit as he began to thrust in and out. When he pulled on her nipples, her body burned.

She groaned as she thrust back against him. The sound of his animalistic grunts was almost as much a turn-on as the sight of her brunette cop friend being fucked so hard in front of her. She whimpered as Emmanuel's hips violently began to slap against her and dropped her right hand down her body, rubbing it against her swollen clit.

When Kirsten's eyes opened and stared at her again, the intense feeling of arousal was too much. Thumbing her clit one final time, her orgasm erupted.

***

It took Sandra Wilson a few moments to persuade Alec Goodwin to park the car in the dark lane and another few to persuade him to get into the back with her. When she'd ripped his cock free from his trousers and reversed onto his lap, he didn't need any further persuasion. She began to undulate on his thick manhood like a series of waves on the sea.

The Vice Head had remained in the restrooms for some time after her encounter with Marcia—long enough to give Goodwin a chance of reaching the mansion, but more to compose herself. Her body had felt like it was experiencing the aftershocks of an earthquake, with little mini tremors resonating around her sex long after the moment.

They'd still been there when she'd somehow escaped unnoticed from the house. She still didn't quite know how she'd done that, her mind was still trying to find a way through the fog. But Alex by some means had gotten through security and was waiting for her as he'd promised. She'd ask him how he'd done that later. It wasn't the first time in her life he'd rescued her and right now she was giving him the first part of his reward.

The rest would follow when they reached his apartment.

She looked back at him over her shoulder as she rotated on him. "Is that good, Alex?" she asked, arching her body and pushing her breasts into his palms. With her arms extended on the seat infront of her, she had the perfect platform to control the pace.

"Yeah," he responded, sending wheezy grunts into her ear as she built the friction between them.

She relaxed her tempo until just the tip of his hardness was inside her, before plunging down again. The feel of his thick girth was just what she needed to counteract the images of Marcia that kept returning to her mind. She grunted as he bottomed out. That was better...

"You like that?" her strained voice asked again, increasing the pace of her downward jerks. The car began to rock underneath their movements.

"Yeah."

His voice was hoarse. Glancing again over her shoulder, the familiar look on his face confirmed what she feared. "Not yet," she rasped at him.

"Close," he instantly replied, his breath coming in heavy pants.

"Not yet." She shouted out the instruction and lifted her ass so she could feel his cock brush across her clit. Oh fuck, that was good.

"I'm trying," he mumbled, clenching his teeth.

She felt her own orgasm begin to bubble at the change of angle. That was better, almost there... almost there. She just needed to time it perfectly, like the old days. She could tell from the way he throbbed inside her that he was ready to erupt and yet he somehow held back, just for her. She loved that.

The friction of his shaft on her clit fed through her and suddenly she was there. She jammed down harder. "That's good, Alex," she yelped, leaning back against his chest. "Yes. Now. C'mon. You can cum now. Come on baby, for me, nowwwwwwwwwww..."

***

Kirsten pumped her head along Emmanuel's thick girth, feeling his crown hit the back of her throat. She'd already sucked both men's cocks, been fucked by both of them, and still wanted more. The men had taken turns with her and Alice and the two cops had been driven on by the inflammatory sight of the other being taken so wantonly.

Fuck... how many orgasms had she had?

The shock of seeing her blonde friend watching while she gave head to Joseph seemed a long time ago. She still couldn't work out how the four of them were together like this, but then her confused mind was having trouble focusing on anything other than the need to give and receive pleasure.

Twisting away, up onto her knees, she let Emmanuel's cock slid from her mouth and stroked it with both hands, loving the way the glistening, black flesh remained hard for her. For their ages, the men were remarkable. She pushed the rigid member to the left and ran her tongue around the base, provocatively looking up into his dark, lustful eyes.

When his hands went to her head, pulling her closer, she reached behind him and clutched his buttocks. His hard muscles tightened beneath her fingertips as she slithered her tongue along his hardness and then took him back into her mouth.

"Oh fuck!" She heard Joseph's cry to her right and swivelled her eyes in that direction.

It looked like he'd been fucking Alice doggie style, but her young friend had whirled around and was pushing the unresisting man onto his back. With a soft grunt, Alice perched on his lap, reaching between his legs to place his juice covered cock against her wet opening. For a few moments, she teased him by stroking his hard shaft along her labial lips, teasingly pulling upwards as he tried to enter her.

When Kirsten's eyes met hers, it was impossible to miss the unmistakeable dreamy glare of lust as Alice grinned at her. Their gazes locked as Alice stroked him with her athletic body, still not taking him inside. She wasn't going to give him what he wanted until she was ready.

She nodded at Kirsten, as if confirming to the brunette that the time had arrived, and then sank down. Her eyes fluttered shut as she guided his cock into her moist pussy. Her pale body provided an erotic contrast to the black man's glistening skin.

"Oh, fuck," Joseph groaned, clutching at Alice's hips as she tightened her hot sex around him.

She pushed herself back up to a straddle and bucked down on him. There was no more teasing, this was hardcore, and the young blonde raised her hands to her hair, pulling it onto the top of her head as she grinded down on him.

"Slow down," he whispered, attempting to rein her in. He was wasting his time.

Alice bounced harder, lost in her arousal. Flesh slapped on flesh. The older man grunted under each downthrust. The sight of the young blonde's pistoning body, her perky swaying tits, and the way she half raised up from the black hardness before jamming back down again, all found their way into Kirsten's psyche.

The hand she had around the base of Emmanuel's cock inadvertently tightened.

Joseph was losing it now; there was no doubt about that. Alice had further picked up the pace of her lap grind, riding him so fast and hard that the poor bastard's attempts to hold his orgasm at bay didn't stand a chance.

"Slow down," he grunted again, gasping out air with each of the undulating woman's violent downthrusts. "Oh fuck...oh fuck..."

Alice felt his approaching orgasm and was off him, sliding back down between his legs. She timed it perfectly, catching catch the first blast of cum between her open lips. She took it all, her long fingers stroking his juice-slick cock as she coaxed out and devoured every drop.



"Sexy," Kirsten heard in her ear. It was Emmanuel's voice. They'd both paused to watch the action but now he was gripping her hair more tightly, pulling her closer.

Enthusiastically, she took the throbbing erection deep into her throat, her lips widening to accommodate him. He was even harder if anything—watching Alice at work had clearly affected him, too. When he bit his lower lip, she knew he was close. He was nearly there and she wanted his cum the way Alice had taken his brother's.

Sliding back, she began to bob her head faster along his black shaft, swirling the crown with her tongue before jamming down on him again. His hands fell behind him, palms down on the tiled floor. But... other hands took their place. Her mind tried to make sense of it but couldn't. They took control, moving her head now, making her gag as they jammed her head down onto his pulsating cock.

"Cum," she heard a voice from behind her. It was Alice's. She realised it was the blonde's hands in her brown tresses, too, guiding her. "Cum on her face..."

Kirsten felt Emmanuel's balls tighten as if in response to Alice's exhortations. His groan was low and guttural. She tried to keep her mouth on him as he began to explode but Alice's hands were dragging her head back. Creamy cum splashed across the bridge of her nose and another fired across her cheek, then her chin. She climaxed with it, each rough tug on her hair and splash on her beautiful face heightening her own orgasm.

"Oh yesss...." The lustful voice was Alice's again.

Kirsten was astonished by the ferocity of her young friend's response as Alice's tongue swept across her face. She lapped at the cum, drawing a creamy blob into her mouth and swallowing it before diving back for more. The sensation reminded Kirsten of a cat licking cream and she felt another mini tremor run through her.

She turned to look at her assailant and for a second, the two panting women stared at one another. Then Alice bent her head again.

This time it was the brunette's lips she wanted. The kiss started slow and grew harder, more passionate. Kirsten responded tentatively at first, but the fact this was so wrong made it so right. Within seconds, she was into it as much as her young blonde friend and their tongues were flooding into one another's mouths.

Alice's hands were on her breasts, squeezing and kneading, playing with her hard nipples. Kirsten could hardly breathe. Then the younger girl was straddling her thigh, panting and grunting with the headiness of the moment as she ground herself on Kirsten's flesh. All the while, each woman attacked the other's delicious mouth, lips and neck like two wild animals.

When Alice began to slither down her body, Kirsten felt the pinpricks of heat break out all over her body. No, she wasn't... she couldn't. It wasn't possible...

The hands lifting one of her tanned legs upwards and placing it across her pale shoulder told her otherwise. Alice's lips licked along her skin as she raised the other. With a grunt, her mouth closed in on Kirsten's clean-shaven mound, blowing softly.

The brunette whimpered.

The first lap of Alice's tongue across her wet pussy made Kirsten's body jerk. The second lick made her moan aloud. She orgasmed at the third sweep. Hard.

Alice grunted her approval but didn't stop. Lapping at the juices, she worked her tongue in patterns of bliss across Kirsten's pulsating sex. The brunette's body couldn't stop shuddering and when Alice rammed two fingers into her pussy, she came even more violently.

Her hazy eyes blinked several times as she watched one of the men line himself up behind Alice. It was clear what he had in mind and from the gasp the blonde gave, he'd already thrust himself inside her hot, needy sex. The motion pushed Alice's face back into her pussy and she grabbed the blonde's hair, raising her hips as she forced the fucking tongue even deeper into her wetness.

The other man—was it Joseph?—suddenly appeared, lowering his cock to Kirsten's mouth. She took it between her lips greedily. Both men had only just cum and yet they were hard again. They must be on Viagra. And turned on by the lesbian interplay they'd just witnessed.

So was she...

***

Carmella reached across Donald Appleby's chest to pick up the unfinished glass of champagne from the bedside table. The bubbly tasted all the better after their bout of lovemaking. She handed the glass to her half prone lover and glanced at the clock—seven in the morning. The party had only finished a couple of hours ago and they'd fucked solidly since then. It had been the perfect way to celebrate her fortieth birthday.

That and the expensive diamond necklace Donald had bought for her. She'd worn it immediately, loving the way the light glinted from it as they'd fucked.

"You're such a dear," she murmured, running her fingers around the edge of the gemstones for the umpteenth time. "And so clever too. You tied up the Schwimmer deal?"

"All agreed," he told her, smiling as she sat up on her knees so that she could admire the present in the far mirror. His hand reached out to run across her tight buttocks. "But that was never in doubt. And neither was the Pandini arrangement. Tonight just sealed them both."

"And we have enough evidence on Van Bommel to force his hand," Carmella added, flopping back on the bed beside him. "And on Damian Eto, too. It's just a matter of deciding when we turn those particular screws."

Appleby's amused eyes fixed on hers. Carmella's ability to seamlessly switch between sex and business was a talent he'd long admired. "I'll leave those arrangements to you, my sweet. You have such a flair for that side of things."

"I do?" she laughed.

His strong arm slipped around her naked shoulder as she snuggled into his chest. "Tell me, Carmella, is there ever a time when you're not scheming?"

"I really don't think so, darling," she murmured, twisting her neck to look up at him with that sexy smile. "It's such fun."

Tilting the glass, she spilled some of the bubbly onto his chest and dipped her head to lap it from around his nipple. Appleby winced as her teeth nipped at him. What would he do without his beautiful lover?

They'd shared some astonishing success together since he'd met her at the Miss World contest all those years ago. On first sight, she was the hottest woman he'd ever seen. Subsequently discovering her talent for business had been a wonderful surprise. All these years later, she'd displayed her shrewdness and business acumen time and time again. And she remained just as stunning.

"And you have the Nmobu's where you want them," she said, her eyes glinting as she slurped off his flesh. "Agreeing the deal so cheaply was a masterstroke."

"Two and a half million for them," he chuckled, stroking her hair. "And billions for us."

Carmella's hearty laugh filled the air. "You are so clever, darling. And thanks to Kirsten and Alice, we've all the evidence we need to rein them in if they ever try to step out of line."

"That wouldn't surprise me, they're a couple of devious bastards," he laughed. "But as long as they need us, they'll keep playing ball. As for the women, you've unearthed two gems..."

"Kirsten will definitely become one of our top escorts," she told him, rubbing her hard nipples against his chest. His cock was definitely showing signs of life again. "She'll leave the Met to join us but we'll keep Alice there. Marcia will be our link to whatever information we need to gather without the poor girl knowing a thing about it. And we'll use her for other activities in future, too."

Appleby gave a soft moan as her tongue found his nipple again. "Whoever could resist Marcia's charms? Or yours for that matter," he added, as her hand circled his cock. "So Wilson was our only failure?"

The Columbian woman idly brushed her thumb across his crown. "I'd hardly say that was a failure. Okay, I have to say I underestimated the woman. Who'd have thought she could withstand Tony Daly's charms, especially when Marcia prepared her so well."

"We gave her some Blush?"

She tipped the rest of the champagne over his cock, watching the liquid spill and fizz on his interested-again manhood. "Of course," she said, shuffling down the bed until her mouth could lick at the sticky liquid covering his groin. "But there's no need for concern, we have enough evidence with her encounter in the restrooms. I just have to decide how to use it."

"You'll think of a way. Oh fuck..." His eyes narrowed as her mouth covered his erection.

She sucked gently until he was hard enough to mount. Satisfied, she nodded to herself as she slid back upwards. Throwing a leg across him, she planted her palms on his chest. "Oh yes," she added, as if it was an afterthought. "There's another problem."

"There is?" He moaned as she took his erection in her hand and positioned him at her entrance.

"It's to do with her boss, Colin Turner," she said, pushing down until just the head of his cock was inside her. "Would you like me to explain?"

Before he could respond, she sank down and took him halfway inside with one pass.

Appleby grunted. "Later..."


Appleby Blush Ch. 10

Chapter 10: The Aftermath

The invitation had come as a surprise. Sandra Wilson had almost refused, but that would have been unwise, she decided. After Saturday's Gala party, she needed to understand why Donald Appleby wanted to see her. It was unlikely the businessman knew her true identity, so that pointed to her modelling audition, or an outside chance that Marcia had told him about their encounter in the restrooms. Or both.

Did that mean he'd try to threaten or coerce her in some way?

That would be ironic. On the day she was to see Sir Peter Richardson and hand in her resignation, she might actually be about to stumble across the sort of evidence she'd been searching for during their undercover investigation. If she really did secure proof that Appleby was blackmailing women for immoral purposes, she'd hand that to Richardson as her final act before leaving the Met. Then it would be someone else's problem.

Her disappointment at Kirsten's resignation had faded. It shouldn't have come as a shock—the brunette had occasionally dropped hints of her dissatisfaction. In fact, morale was so low right now it was unlikely she would be the last cop to turn their back on the Met.

Even Alex was close to taking his retirement options. Good old Alex. He'd been a rock for her over the last couple of days. She hadn't been able to explain to him what had happened at the mansion, of course—he wouldn't understand. But they had made love every spare moment ever since he'd rescued her from the party.

Despite the turmoil invading her life as a cop, her sexual libido wasn't harmed in any way. She'd never felt so continually aroused.

If she hadn't resumed her sexual relationship with Goodwin, she would have done something out of character. Like letting Tony Daly fuck her, perhaps, or succumbing to one of the married officers who were always sniffing around her at the Met.

The timing had been ideal and she took confidence from the fact they'd agreed to keep the emotional side out of things and just see where it led. And treat the sex as a bonus...

When she'd completed both meetings, she'd take Goodwin back to her flat and fuck him silly. She'd take him to bed or, better still, maybe let him take her on the kitchen table? That was probably the only location they hadn't used yet...

"It's so good to meet you, Sandra." Donald Appleby's voice was warm and welcoming.

Staring out of the large floor to ceiling window, sipping the drink his secretary had given her, she hadn't even realised the businessman had entered the room. The drink had warmed her insides as it slid down her throat and her thoughts had inevitably turned to sex again.

She swung around, her body framed in the window against the London skyline behind her as if she were positioned for a photo shoot. The bespectacled Appleby looked much younger than his fifty years and the way his silvery grey hair was pulled back behind his head into a ponytail gave him a youthful, rebellious look. Even under the expensive looking pin striped business suit his muscular build was clear.

As his gaze took its time sweeping across her figure, she felt her body began to tingle, followed by the unmistakeable feeling of her sex beginning to moisten. Good God, calm down... she told herself. Remember where you are!

Her handshake was firm. "Hello, Mr. Appleby. How can I help you?"

***

Marcia growled out another orgasm. Alice didn't even need any Blush. The sexy young blonde had developed an insatiable need for the redhead's curvy body. That craving would pave the way to bring other female cops into the Appleby web. Using Alice to identify key personnel and then help seduce them was a fundamental part of the plan.

She reached up, pulling Alice into an open mouthed kiss. The young cop's cock shifted with the movement and she gasped aloud. Alice had never even seen a strap on until a few days ago and yet was using one with all the experience of a veteran.

Like a duck in the water, she was a natural.

"You like that?" she teased, picking up on the signs and sweeping her tongue along the soft skin of Marcia's freckled neck.

"You little bitch," the redhead responded, snaking a hand into Alice's hair and dragging her into another kiss.

When Alice slowed the pace, easing the large cock out of her until only the tip was buried in her wetness, she gave a throaty growl. It deepened into a guttural cry when the blonde thrust it back inside her again.

Marcia twisted her head to the side, catching their reflections. The mirrors along the wall were impeccably positioned so that every conceivable angle was covered and reflected back. The sight of Alice's near perfect buttocks flexing and gyrating with each forward push rushed the redhead towards another orgasm.

"Oh, God!" Marcia's voice became strained. She wrapped her long legs around Alice's back, pulling her deeper and deeper with each thrust. It was hard to think. Only the slapping of their flesh and the sound of their heavy breathing registered.

"Now you know what I want for my birthday," Alice murmured, increasing the pace. "My own strap on."

Marcia tried to growl out a laugh but it emerged as a grunt. "It's yours," she gasped, blinking her eyes as the orgasm closed in. "Mm... fuck... a little harder." She shifted her curvy body beneath her grinding lover, watching those pale, pumping buttocks reflecting back at her from the angle of the mirrors. "Fuck me harder."

"Like this?" Alice panted, sitting up straight. She reached her hands down to cup Marcia's bouncing breasts and changed to short, fast, stabs of delicious torture. "You want me to fuck you like this?"

"Oh, yes... Oh, God, baby..." Marcia tightened her legs around her lover, the pressure from the backs of her heels pulling Alice even deeper inside. "Yesss... I'm so close!"

"Cum for me..."

"Shit... Oh yes," Marcia mewed. It wasn't just Alice's words—it was the sheer wanton look in her young eyes. The sweet little bitch had never been with a woman a week ago and she was rapidly becoming an expert. Reaching up, Marcia cupped the small breasts, both of the women's hands on the others tits now. The muscles in her neck tightened as she half raised herself from the bed and, with a growl, began humping her hips upwards..

Alice leant down for another kiss and as soon as their lips locked, she began to pump harder, in shorter, faster bursts. Marcia tried to moan but her young lover's tongue was circling the inside of her mouth. The faster she pumped, the harder she tried.

Her hands left Alice's breasts, reaching out sideways. Her fingers curled as they gripped at the silken bedsheets in sheer desperation. The orgasm was going to be even fiercer than all the others.

"Oh fuck... oh fuck... oh fuck..."

***

Donald Appleby feasted his eyes on Sandra Wilson's firm buttocks. The taut round globes were clearly defined against the tight skirt of her business suit as she walked to the seat he indicated opposite his desk. At most, she wore a thong, he imagined. He'd soon find out.

The remnants of the Blush from the party would still be circulating around her system, reinforced by the further dose Angela had unwittingly provided fifteen minutes ago. Her nipples so temptingly in evidence against the material of her thin cream blouse confirmed her arousal. So did the way her breasts heaved in time with her breathing.

The businessman took the empty glass from her without a word. Walking to the drinks cabinet, he poured himself a whisky and then refilled her drink from the water jug with his back her. That made it easier to drop a single splash from the small phial into the glass.

Another dose of Blush was overkill, he knew. But he wanted her begging for it.

The overheating cop crossed her legs as he turned back to her. The movement was slow, almost deliberate, as if she was already flirting with him. Perfect. He'd drop the bombshell first, and then build up from there.

"It's a soft drink," he nonchalantly told her, handing her the refilled glass. "I'm aware you can't drink on duty."

His words had the desired effect. Even someone as experienced as the Vice Head couldn't disguise the instant look of shock that flickered across her face.

"Oh yes," he murmured, walking around to his chair with that steely gait. The one that said he was in control. "I know who you are. So to answer your question, Sandra—I can call you Sandra, can't I? Please call me Donald—to answer your question, it's not what you can do for me. It's what I can do to help you."

He smiled at the baffled expression on her face. She was trying to work it out, search her brain for clues, but there weren't any. And even had there been, her befuddled mind would be too busy attempting to cope with her raging libido, to be able to work it out. If anything, her nipples were even more prominent than before. She was feeling it, all right. He let her see his gaze rest on them for a few moments and then watched the growing pink colour fill her cheeks. When she took a long drink, his grin widened.

For a while, the silence hovered in the air between them, like a raincloud. Hers was dark and stormy looking. His had a rainbow at the end of it.

"How do you know?" she eventually asked.

Appleby tutted. Was that the best she could come up with? Still, as it wouldn't take her long to wonder if he knew of Kirsten and Alice, he'd better take her off the scent. "You were recognised at my Gala party, Sandra. It was a shock, believe me. I wasn't aware we'd invited such an esteemed member of the London Met. Not only that, I believe you attended an open evening, masquerading as a potential model, if I'm not mistaken."

Her body shifted on the chair and she crossed her slender legs again. He knew why—the Blush was even more effective in stressful situations. Her mind was attempting to deal with his revelation, while controlling the burning inside her body. It wasn't possible.

"I can help you, Sandra," he repeated, easing to his feet. Her gaze stayed on his movements as he removed his suit jacket and carefully placed it over the back of his chair. He smiled back at her as he casually removed a piece of fluff from the shoulder. When he unknotted and pulled off his red silk tie, her eyes widened.

"Help me in what way?" she eventually said. Her voice was so low he could hardly hear her.

Appleby gave a reassuringly soft smile. "Let me correct myself," he slowly said, picking up his whisky and walking around the desk. He took a long sip and licked his lips. Wilson took a longer drink from her glass. "I rather thought we could help one another. Let's say... an alliance..."

"An alliance?" Now he really did have her puzzled.

"I'll put my cards fairly and squarely on the table," he told her, stopping a couple of feet away. He raised his glass and pointed a finger over the rim. "Your little charade suggests you've been checking me out, Sandra. I have no idea why, but naturally you've found nothing of value. There's nothing to find, you see. I'm a legitimate businessman."

He paused, observing her reaction. She was trying to concentrate but inevitably finding it difficult. He unbuttoned his top shirt button, and then a second. "Warm in here, isn't it?" he suggested, implanting the thought. Wilson's hand went to the collar of her blouse and she quickly threw back the rest of her drink. There'd be no holding back now.

"At first, I was angry," he continued, putting the glass on the edge of the desk beside her. "But anger can be such an unproductive emotion, don't you think?"

He placed both hands on her shoulders, rubbing his thumbs into the skin through the material. Wilson twisted in the chair, as if trying to shrug his hands away. That was impressive, he conceded. Her body shouldn't have been able to resist any sort of touch.

"Tsk, tsk." His thumbs resumed their caress. "Hear me out, Sandra. The way I see it is that you have contacts who provide you with information. There may be times when I can provide that service.

"How?" Her breathing was much heavier.

"I have ways," he smiled, easing his strong fingers around the front of her trembling body, flicking open the top button of her blouse. Her chest heaved at the contact and her head fell back slightly so that it rested against his stomach. "It's amazing how much a man in my position gets to hear." His voice was low and persuasive. "For example, I've already fed some information to your Commissioner..."

"Sir Peter?" Her voice was hoarse.

"The very same," he whispered, leaning closer. His fingers flicked open the next button. He could feel himself growing hard.

"Please, stop," she said, her voice a strained whisper. Her right hand lifted onto his.

"You don't want me to stop, Sandra," he quietly told her. "You want me to tell you what I told Sir Peter, don't you?" Her hand stayed on his, but made no move to stop him as he flicked a third button open. "You'll find there'll be no need for you to leave the Met."

"No need? What do you know? I don't understand." Her voice was an uncontrolled whimper. "I can't think straight."

"There's no need to think," Appleby whispered, quickly unfastening the remaining buttons and pulling the blouse apart. The bra was front fastening and he deftly unhooked the clip as he continued. "You just need to know I'm on your side, helping you. Trust me, Sandra."

His hands cupped each naked breast. When he flicked her aching nipples, the panting cop let out a long sigh. Her head pushed back into his groin. She was his, now...

"I know what you need, Sandra," he whispered, quickly unzipping himself with one hand. It took only a few seconds to drag his erect cock from his boxers. He gripped her hair, holding her head in position as he rubbed the thick shaft against her cheek. "This is what you want, Sandra," he persuasively murmured, pushing the throbbing member towards her lips. "Why don't you show me just how much?"

***

Marcia could feel Alice's hard nipples press into her back as they luxuriated in the hot tub together. It was a time to relax after their extensive sex. And an opportunity to take their relationship to the next stage—Carmella's instructions had been quite specific.

"So," she murmured, resting her head back into the curve between Alice's neck and shoulder. She pulled the blonde's hands onto her breasts and held hers over them. Her nipples instantly reacted to the warm palms. "Tell me, miss policewoman, what cases are you working on right now?"

Alice's hands tensed, long enough for Marcia to realise she'd struck a nerve. Of course she had. It wasn't that her young lover would be worried about the Appleby investigation—she'd have figured there was no way Marcia could find out about that. Her dilemma would be more fundamental—Alice's cop's instincts would instantly rebel at the very thought of sharing information on confidential police cases with anyone. Even her...

"Nothing much," she nervously replied, taking a nipple between each forefinger and thumb.

Marcia purred her delight. The attempt to distract was obvious, but still sent a lick of heat through her warm body. She turned her face towards her young lover, sexily pursing her lips for a kiss. It was long and sensuous, and sent out a promise of even more to come—despite their morning's lovemaking—if Alice played ball.

"You mean we're going to have secrets from one another?" she asked, eventually pulling away and settling back against Alice's body again. The water sloshed around them like ripples on a pond. "That's no fun. Ask me anything, and I'll tell you. You know that. What are you worried about? I have links to the Mafia?

Alice laughed with her. But she clearly remained nervous. "Really, I can't..."

Marcia turned her head again, but this time it was that deliciously perky breast her lips sought. They closed on a nipple, sucking it deep inside her mouth. When her teeth circled it, Alice let out a growl. "Okay, okay. But if you ever tell anyone, I have to kill you."

"It's a deal," Marcia slurped, releasing the hard bud from her mouth. She trailed her fingers under the water along Alice's legs either side of her. "Providing you use your body as the weapon. That's second only to death by chocolate as my favourite way to go."

The blonde gave a mock gasp of disbelief. "You prefer chocolate to my body?"

Marcia laughed out loud. "Okay, your body is way top of the list, babes. But chocolate is number two. So, come on, I want to hear all about the cases that is Vice working on. All the juicy details, please..."

***

Donald Appleby moaned aloud as Sandra Wilson's near perfect mouth continued to work on his cock. She was good, very good. The Blush had taken full effect and the sexy bitch couldn't get enough, saliva dripping from her lips as she took him as far inside her mouth as she could. One hand dug into his ass, whilst the other dropped to caress his balls.

He moaned again and tightened his hand in her dark hair. He'd pulled it free from its clasp and a few strands kept falling across her face with every sultry bob of her head. At first, she'd brushed them away. Now, she didn't bother.

If he wasn't mistaken, she had one hand under her skirt, rubbing herself while she pleasured him. He'd check the recording later.

His fingers dug into her scalp as she took even more of his thick cock down her throat. She was growling continuously as she worked on him, the saliva dripping from her lips and running down her chin. She wiped it away with one hand and rubbed it into his hard shaft, before pumping him with her mouth again.

Appleby groaned and dragged her head upwards so that he could gain some temporary relief. But as her sexy gaze stared into his, it was more and more difficult to hold back. He slowly began to buck his hips. "I'm going to cum in your mouth," he brazenly grunted, knowing the words would inflame her. "Would you like that, Sandra?"

Her response was to scrape her teeth along his hardness. She whimpered. One hand left his ass to corkscrew around his shaft as she sucked him harder, deeper.

"Oh yes, like that," he groaned. He could feel his orgasm begin to build. "You like that thought, Sandra? You're thirsty?"

Her upward looking eyes stared up at him. They gave her answer. She sucked harder, twisting her head from side to side as her mouth sought out its reward.

Appleby cupped his hands around the back of her head as his hips bucked harder, fucking her mouth. She stayed with him, fondling his balls with her hand as she accepted each thrust. For a moment, he paused, trying to contain the rush. Sandra Wilson had other ideas. A final suck between her lips, squeeze of his testicles, and he was there.

"Oh fuck..."

The brunette growled her approval as he fired the first blast against the back of her throat. He was right, she was thirsty. She hungrily accepted the offering as he fired again, then again, filling her mouth with his thick tribute. The sexy bitch took it all, swallowing greedily and then coming back for more. She was sucking him dry.

It took a while for him to finish and Wilson licked around the head, cleaning him, making sure she had it all. Finished, she sat back and wiped a drop of cum from her mouth with the back of her hand. Her unwavering hazel coloured eyes were wild as she licked her lips.

They didn't leave his.

He nodded downwards towards his glistening manhood. The double dose of Viagra would keep him hard for as long as necessary. The sexual fire was even brighter in her aroused eyes as she stared at his hardness. It would stay that way for a long time after he'd finished with her but that didn't concern him. Only the present mattered.

"Don't worry, Sandra," he said, a huge smirk covering his face. "You didn't think we were through yet, did you? My cock doesn't think so. And you need it so badly, don't you my little slut? Why don't you stand up?"



She didn't hesitate, even for a second. Pushing up to her feet, her eyes held his gaze as she leant back against the cool leather top of the desk. Her growl came from the back of her throat as she dragged the tight skirt up to her waist. He didn't need to tell her, she'd read his thoughts. Her hands went to her black thong and roughly yanked it down her thighs.

As Appleby's eyes were magnetically drawn to the thin dark wedge above the entrance to her sex, she spread her legs and ran a shaking hand along her labial lips. Another growl escaped from her throat.

"Show me," he commanded, stroking his lengthening shaft. His eyes stayed on her smooth mound. "Show me how much you want it."

The hand between her legs stroked along her wet folds again. Her fingers found her clit, rubbing the slippery nub as she began to pant. Her eyes narrowed and her spare hand reached inside her open blouse to clutch a breast. All of a sudden, it wasn't enough. She slipped her middle finger inside her wetness, moving it slowly at first and then beginning to ram it in and out. The sound of her palm slapping against her pussy, and the wet sloshing sound of her juices, intermingled into a sexual cocktail of mesmerizing sound.

The businessman's cock grew further. He didn't think that was possible.

With a snarl, he covered the short distance between them and pulled her legs up to his waist. He rubbed his hardness against her sex but Wilson had no intention of allowing herself to be teased. She needed more and she needed it now. Reaching for his shaft, she dragged him to her opening and gasped out as she easily fitted the head inside.

Appleby lunged forward and he drove into her. Her frantic need for him was infectious. He wanted her. This was the Head of the London Met's Vice Squad and she'd been unable to resist his clutches. No woman could. He was invincible...

The sexy bitch clutched his heaving back as she hiked her left leg up and wrapped it around his back. His large hand supported her thigh as he slowly withdrew until just his crown remained inside her. Their eyes met, Wilson whimpered in anticipation.

Thrusting forward, he drove his rigid manhood back inside her tight sex again. The large desk creaked under her weight. He began to fuck her with an easy rhythm, but her bucking body refused to let him have all his own way. She needed it hard and fast and was determined to get her own way. Suddenly everything was desperate and frantic.

Wilson shuffled back on the leather desk top, giving more room to thrust back against him. Her throaty growls increased. Appleby gripped under her thighs, holding her in position as her right leg joined her left around his broad back. Her hands circled his neck just as her ankles locked around his muscular body.

"Fuck me," she grunted, pulling him into a kiss. It was hot, their tongues entwining and their teeth clashing. His thickness felt wonderful sheathed in her tightness.

She was squeezing him as she thrust upwards and for a moment Appleby nearly lost it. He gripped her hair again, roughly jerking her head as if in warning. If she didn't slow her pace, the familiar sensations he could feel building would overwhelm him.

His lips curled back in a snarl. He was the one in control, not her. His jaw set and his teeth clenched and unclenched as he began to fuck her again. Wilson arched her back with each pump of his hips, letting go of his neck and falling back. Flat on the desk, she grabbed her small firm breasts and flicked her thumbs across her round little nipples.

Appleby roared again. He drilled into her harder. In all the times he'd fucked Angela on the desk it had never creaked and moved like this. He closed his eyes. The feeling as his veiny cock drove into her London Met pussy and the way she responded by increasing the pace of her upward pumps, was intoxicating, even for him.

His fingernails dug into her thighs, going for broke. He grunted like an animal. Wilson screamed. Her body began to shudder. Reaching down, he wrapped some of her sweat stained hair in his hand again and yanked her head up, suspending it in mid air.

"Cum bitch," he spat out, unable to disguise the triumph in his tone. "Cum..."

His command reinforced the climax building inside her. She wasn't just on the edge. She was way beyond it. When he yanked her hair a second time, her sex spasmed and contracted around his cock. When her flowing juices covered his pumping member, he loosened his grip on her hair and let her collapse back down onto the desk.

His well-worked balls tensed as he stared down at the sexy bitch. She'd never forget this fucking...

Three more violent pumps and he was there, too. He grunted again and again as he began to fire into her body for a second time. Her clutching pussy felt even better than her thirsty mouth. Wilson gasped. His grip on her trembling hips tightened with his release. Grunting hard with each new explosion, he emptied his balls and roared again.

He was Donald Appleby—Master of the Universe...

***

Kirsten giggled like an excited schoolgirl. The Jumeirah Essex House hotel, nestled between the beauty of Central Park and the buzz of Broadway, was simply perfect. And the deluxe suite she was sharing with Carmella was like out of a dream. She'd never stayed anywhere as grand as this in her life. Nor had she ever travelled first class before. It made up, so Carmella had said, for the unavailability of Donald's private jet.

She'd already visited every room in the suite—twice—and the sunlight pouring in provided a magical feel. "I can't believe this," she shrilled, staring at the stunning view from the windows for the umpteenth time.

Carmella smiled like a benevolent parent as she revelled in the brunette's excitement. "Didn't I tell you?" she asked casually, pushing a hand through her perfectly groomed hair. "I keep my promises. That's why we're here. Today, we relax. Tomorrow, it's rehearsals."

The Fashion Show opened in two days time, which was long enough to coach the brunette in what was required. It would be the first step in establishing her as a world renowned model. That would vastly increase her worth to the organisation as an escort.

Kirsten dragged her gaze away from the captivating view and turned towards Carmella. It hadn't been easy to tender her resignation, but after a couple of meetings Sandra Wilson had understood and granted her the holiday leave she was due. She hadn't explained—how could she?—exactly why she was leaving. She'd worry about that some other time.

All that remained was for her to call into the Met next week, to tidy up all loose ends. She'd spent so much time on the Appleby investigation that she didn't have much other work on her plate. Okay, there were reams of paperwork, but who cared? She was here in the Big Apple and would soon be featuring in a Fashion Show.

Right now, she'd do anything for Carmella.

Her eyes flitted across the Columbian woman's body. That was something else—since her session with Alice at the party, she'd begun to look at women in a different light. Everything about Carmella was classy and hot, from her accent to the way she dressed, from her could-do-anything attitude to her voluptuous body. Kirsten had found herself wondering...

"Have you decided what you'd like to do tonight?" the older woman asked, breaking into her thoughts. She was beaming as she picked up the bottle of champagne on the table.

There was no doubt about it, Kirsten re-affirmed to herself. Carmella was a sexy woman. She was braless under the haltered top of her light green dress and it wasn't difficult to visualise her topless. Was that why she was growing moister by the second?

"Let me see," she breathlessly answered, trying to concentrate on the question. "What were the options? We could have dinner in a top restaurant or see a Broadway show?"

"I said dinner and a show," Carmella laughed, a second before she uncorked the champagne. It foamed over the sides of the bottle before she could direct the bubbly into the two glasses and a few fizzing drops found its way onto her dress.

Unfazed, the Columbian woman replaced the bottle on the table and reached behind her neck. With a simple flick of her fingers, she untied the flimsy top, letting the halter dress slide down her body and pool on the plush carpet.

Kirsten's breath caught. The olive skinned beauty wore nothing beneath except for the lacy thong.

"I have an idea," Carmella continued. Her hands were already freeing the tie in her hair and she shook out the silken locks so that they hung long and wavy over her shoulders.

The brunette's gaze covered the near naked body. Her full breasts were the equal of women half her age and those deep chocolate brown nipples looked like they were begging to be sucked. "Yes?" she asked. Her voice was hoarse. Had she really just had that thought?

"Before we get ready for our evening, we have some time on our hands," Carmella purred in that sexy accent. She closed the distance between them and her hands went to Kirsten's cream blouse. Her fingers confidently opened one button, then another, as she spoke. "Let's relax in the Jacuzzi while we think about how we can work up an appetite. I don't think we'll need a bathing suit. Do you?"

***

"You're tied to an agency?"

"No, not at all." The young woman was tense, but her coy grin and attractive giggle were infectious.

Tony Daly found himself warming to her. Quite how Donald Appleby's secretary knew this girl puzzled him. Ellen had an Eastern European accent—Russian if he wasn't mistaken. It was quite a contrast to Angela's upper class tones. Yet it was Appleby's secretary's recommendation that had brought the woman here.

"But you've done some modelling work?"

"A little," she told him, apprehensively running a hand through her tinted blonde-brown hair.

"That's good." His keen gaze didn't leave her sparkling brown eyes. There was something about her warm innocence that was particularly sexy. And years of experience told him that under the unpretentious clothes, she had a body to match. "You're just what we're looking for."

"Thank you." There was that giggle again. His cock flexed.

"We need new, fresh talent," he continued, pushing the glass of Blush towards her. She uncrossed her legs to lean forward, and took a quick sip. When Daly smiled, she took a longer gulp. That was better. "It's Ellen, right?"

"Yes."

"And you know Mr. Appleby's secretary?"

She gave him that bashful smile again. "Angela. Yes. She recommended me.

He chuckled. "I know that, Ellen, and I'm pleased she did. How did you two meet?" Not that it mattered. But he was interested.

"Through her husband," she eagerly answered. Her Eastern European accent sounded even cuter. She nervously crossed her legs again and took another drink. "You really think I might have a chance of making it as a model?"

"That depends on you," he answered, with a shrug. Let's not get ahead of himself, at least not until he'd tested the waters. "Tell me, Ellen, we do all sorts of work. Glamour, topless, even some stuff a little more risqué."

"Risque?" Even her frown was adorable.

"A little riskier. For an adult audience, shall we say? Where are your limits?"

Her smile instantly returned. This time her shuffle on her seat was to enthusiastically emphasise her answer. "I'm happy to do anything, Mr. Daly, if it means becoming a model."

The black photographer's smile broadened. She really was too good to be true. He flicked the switch on his computer, watching as the screen changed from dark to light. It gave a clear view of the dressing rooms, and served as a signal that they'd shortly be broadcasting to their pay per view audience. "The next step is the audition. How you look infront of a camera will determine whether there's any point in taking this further."

The patter was so familiar he could say it in his sleep.

"Okay..."

"Good, good. Let's get started then. I'm sure you'll look good in a bikini..."

***

"Are you okay?" Alex Goodwin asked, pushing his head around the doorframe to Sandra Wilson's office. She'd buried herself in her room ever since she'd returned from her appointment with Appleby and hadn't even emerged for a lunchtime sandwich. Even her window blinds were closed. "I'm sorry to disturb you, but I was worried..."

"I'm fine," she told him, trying to ignore the fire burning between her thighs. The sex with Donald Appleby still had her body raging with need and just the sight of Alex made her want to drag him into her office, close the door and fuck his brains out.

Going back to the Met hadn't been easy. Not after what she'd done. Had it not been for her forthcoming appointment with Sir Peter Richardson, she'd have found some place to hide away. She'd needed time to compose herself, to try to work out what was happening.

Shutting herself away in her room had given her time to think and she'd reached the only conclusion possible. Appleby had fed her something and it was still in her system.

It must have been in the drink. On reflection, she'd experienced the same wanton need for sex at her open night audition. And at the party, too. That was why she'd been easy prey for the redhead. And why she'd given herself so willingly to Donald Appleby. At one stage, she was sure he'd called her his slut. That's what she had been. It was how she'd felt.

It must have been some sort of aphrodisiac, and yet in all her years in the Met she'd never come across anything with as powerful an effect. But it was the only realistic assumption.

Dammit, on the day she was about to resign, she'd stumbled on the very thing she'd set the investigation up to find. She'd known her instincts had been good!

The problem was what to do about it.

She could tell Richardson during her meeting with him, but it was likely the Commissioner dismiss the accusation without formal evidence. It would be political suicide to support unfounded allegations against someone as powerful as the business magnate. That meant she'd have to disclose all the gaudy details. That wouldn't be the brightest move when she'd soon be formally looking for another job. People wouldn't touch her with a barge pole.

Then there was Kirsten and Alice. It was inconceivable that they hadn't been drugged, too. Yet, like her, they'd kept it to themselves—probably afraid of the consequences. If she confided in Sir Peter, their part in this would come out, too. It would be held against them, particularly as the investigation had been unofficial. That would lead to the same situation as with Donny Webster and Jack Palmer. Careers ruined—unfairly—only in this case there'd be the added complication of a sex scandal being broadcast across the national media.

She couldn't do that. She'd seen Donny, Jack and Taffy's careers destroyed and she wasn't going to be responsible for doing the same to the two young women.

Then there was Alex. He'd be devastated if news leaked out of his daughter, and he'd rightly blame it on her. With Kirsten on holiday in New York and Alice on her day off, she couldn't quiz the two of them. But her gut told her they'd been given the same aphrodisiac. What a fucking mess. And it was one of her own making. That meant that protecting them was even more important to her than exposing Appleby.

Yet there had to be a way of bringing the businessman to justice!?! How many more innocents would be affected otherwise? He'd become overconfident and, if she had her way, his desire to add her to his list would be his downfall. Now that she knew what she was up against, it placed her in a stronger position. Except that she was about to resign before Colin Turner could make an example of her...

Or would she? Another memory flickered back into her mind. "I've already fed some information to your Commissioner," Appleby had said. "I think you'll find there'll be no need for you to leave the Met." What the fuck did that mean? How did he know?

"Sandra. Sandra."

It was Alex's voice, sounding urgent. She realised he'd been repeating her name, trying to attract her attention. God, was she really that far gone?

"Come in, Alex," she said, her aroused eyes homing in on the barrel chested cop's groin. "And close the door."

She pushed up from her desk as the door clicked shut behind him. Giving him a blow job would set her up nicely for her meeting with Sir Peter Richardson. Then afterwards, she'd take him straight back to her apartment and keep him there until she'd obliterated the burning need from her system

***

"Oh, Goddd..." Kirsten raised her head from the bed to stare into the knowing eyes looking up at her. With a soft grunt, she flopped it back down onto the pillow again and whimpered like a tiny animal as yet another orgasm swept through her.

Carmella smiled appreciatively. She had the big, black vibrator on high and continued to twist it inside the brunette as she spent, twisting and moaning on the damp sheets. Her free hand kneaded the wonderfully full breasts as she pleasured the younger woman and her tongue swept up and down her sweat-dampened neck as Kirsten came again.

They'd been fucking in the large bed for the last hour and, to begin with, she'd allowed the eager brunette to lead the way. Kirsten's over enthusiastic technique may have needed a little fine tuning, but she would turn the girl into an expert by the time they left New York.

Then she'd taken over...

Every time Kirsten screamed out that her body couldn't take any more, she took the former cop to another sexual high—stretching out her climaxes like plugging in a battery charger.

"You like that?" she teased, changing position so that she could roll the very tip of her experienced tongue around Kirsten's slippery clit. She knew just the right amount of pressure to keep her younger lover's hips bucking upwards in search of yet another release.

Kirsten's clutching fingers dragged their way through her long dark hair. Her sweat covered body thrust upwards on the bed. She was there again. "Oh shit... of fuck..."

Carmella lapped at the delicious juices, feeling her own need returning. Her whole body was buzzing and her damp hair clung to her perspiring brow. Wiping it away, and then blowing a strand away from her eyes, she switched around with the grace of a cat. Her full breasts bounced deliciously as she repositioned her fabulous body over the younger woman's face.

"Lick me again, baby," she encouraged.

The ferocity of Kirsten's response made her growl like a cougar. But that's just what she was, she chuckled to herself. She and Donald adored young flesh. The sexy bitch was wrapping her hands around her olive skinned buttocks now, frantically dragging her glistening sex downwards to her waiting mouth. Fuck, that was good.

"Slower, a little slower... like that... that's it... like that..." she guided, her accent always more pronounced in the throes of sex. At first, she'd slotted Kirsten into a specific category of the escort side of the business, but the wider capabilities she'd shown with Alice—and again this afternoon—confirmed she could be used in any situation.

The thought enhanced her arousal. So did the quickly learning tongue that was flicking all around her smooth mound. Was there an inch of her saliva covered flesh that Kirsten had failed to worship? "Oh, God, that's good, honey. I need more..."

Pushing upright onto her haunches, she began to rotate her hips. Small, circular rotations, slowly at first but building as her need increased. Kirsten stayed with her—good girl— slurping at her flowing juices. Carmella's heart raced. Leaning forward, she grinded down a little harder, running her overheated sex up and down the hard tongue that continued to offer itself.

The pace grew. She could hear Kirsten's slurps with each sweep of her flesh.



Reaching behind her to grasp her young lover's heaving breasts, her arched body humped down faster. Oh God. She could feel it. The lid was about to be lifted from the geyser. Her grip on the majestic tits behind her tightened as her thighs grew taut. One final grind took her there... the climax was going to be huge. She might even...

Kirsten gasped as the first unexpected squirt of juices covered her forehead and hair. Carmella twisted her hips, adjusting the angle so that the second blast hit the brunette flush in the face. The third covered Kirsten's chin and neck and the squirting woman aimed the next at the shocked girl's partly open mouth.

God, how long had it been since someone had made that happen?

***

Sandra Wilson was waiting to be beheaded. Or so it felt. The grey haired secretary's austere eyes smiled at her, but the older woman hadn't spoken other than to offer her a seat outside the Commissioner's office. The brunette preferred to stand.

She'd been waiting to see Sir Peter for over half an hour. That suggested there was trouble ahead. No doubt he was being fully briefed, possibly by Colin Turner.

She'd used the delay to try to find a way to stay in her role, so that she could take Appleby head-on. But that wasn't going to happen. Colin Turner's ridiculous demands made any compromise with him impossible. Nor could she expect any support from Richardson if she explained the problem. He'd see that as her being disloyal, of course.

In the Met, you didn't run down your fellow officers and certainly not your seniors. Well, maybe not, but she'd be telling Richardson exactly how she felt. It wouldn't make any difference to the outcome, but she'd leave the job with a clean conscience.

The phone on the grey haired secretary's desk rang startled her from her thoughts. The way the older woman's gaze flickered at her confirmed it was time to face the music.

"You can go in now," she said, those narrow eyes remaining impassive.

A sharp rap at the door, a shouted 'Come in,' and then she was inside the room. As expected, Sir Peter was behind his desk, but she certainly hadn't anticipated such a heavyweight presence. Anthony More and Thomas Hancock were both at the same level as the Commissioner. A welcoming party such as this always indicated trouble.

He kept her waiting while he finished his conversation with his two colleagues, the three of them conferring in low, hushed tones. Finally, he turned to her. "Afternoon, Sandra."

"Good afternoon, sir."

The tall, distinguished man glanced back at his two colleagues. This time his voice was back to its normal, smooth tone. "Thank you, gentlemen. I'll take it from here."

Wilson acknowledged the two men, her puzzlement increasing as they both rose to their feet. Neither of them gave her so much as a glance as they walked to the door. It seemed they were the judges rather than the executioner.

"Have a seat," Richardson told her, launching into conversation as soon as the door was closed behind them. "We've interviewed Colin Turner this morning."

The brunette bit her lip. Now there was a surprise, she sarcastically thought, trying to control her frustration at the mere sound of that bastard's name. Hear him out, she told herself. Maintain her dignity. She'd have plenty of opportunity afterwards.

"Have you heard any whispers?" Sir Peter continued.

"Whispers, sir?" That wasn't the sort of question she was expecting.

"Clearly not," Richardson said, tapping his fingertips on the top of his desk. His eyes didn't leave hers. "Some information came to our attention last night. Documents. Photographs. There's a strong possibility they'll be in the national papers tomorrow. We're preparing a statement. You'll be fully briefed of course, but not just now."

"I don't understand, sir."

"Of course you don't," he snapped, his high forehead creasing in a frown. It was unusual for him to look flustered. "Let's keep it that way until I can give you a formal briefing. That will take place at seven tomorrow morning, in this office. Be prompt. There are a few items to attend to before we get to that stage."

"Yes, sir," Wilson said, disguising her confusion. What the hell was going on? The Commissioner was known for his straight talking but right now, he was speaking in riddles.

He poured himself a glass of water but didn't offer her one. Instead, he stared vacantly at the window. She glanced more closely at him as he took a sip. There wasn't a single one of his admittedly few grey hairs out of place, and the tiny knot on his old school tie perfectly bisected the crisp white collar of his shirt. He was definitely one of the 'old boys' network.

"In a nutshell," he continued, swinging his gaze back to her. "The position is that Colin Turner has been photographed in some compromising situations. With another man. Maybe that wouldn't be so bad in this day and age, except that this man is a well known male prostitute. Turner's resigned immediately, of course. That discussion was held this morning."

The shock hit her between the eyes. It was disastrous news for the Met, of course, but not for her. She thought of Appleby again. Could he really be behind this?

"I've already fed some information to your Commissioner. I think you'll find there'll be no need for you to leave the Met."

"Sandra..." Sir Peter had started speaking again. "I want you to temporarily step into Turner's shoes." He paused, as if he didn't need to say more. "We'll have a much longer conversation tomorrow once we've fully prepared our position in relation Turner's activities. Until then, you know nothing. Is that clear?"

"Absolutely, sir," she answered, trying to think it through. Documents and photographs, he'd said. How could Appleby possibly be involved?

"Well?"

Dammit, he was talking to her again. "I'm sorry, sir?"

"I said I'll see you tomorrow morning, Sandra. Seven o'clock. Don't be late. That's all."

***

Donald Appleby picked up his phone and leant back in his chair. "Hello, darling," he warmly said, sipping at his whisky. "How are things in New York?"

"Perfect. Kirsten's dozing right now," she chuckled down the line. "I think I've worn her out."

"I've no doubt," he replied with a self satisfied smile. He'd rarely seen Carmella look forward so much to a trip to the States. That was partly to do with the Fashion Show, of course. Establishing Kirsten as a leading model was essential to their plans to position her in their elite group of escorts. But Carmella had wanted to initiate the brunette ever since their Paris trip and the recording of her and Alice together had fuelled that need. "She met your expectations?"

"I think we could say she exceeded them." He could hear her satisfied giggle. It was such a shame he hadn't been able to catch that action on camera but a threesome when they returned would fill in the blanks. "We had dinner and a show planned but I think we may need to cancel." Carmella's giggle turned into a throaty laugh. Even after all these years, that sexy accent still reached his groin.

"Go easy on her," Appleby quipped. "Remember the Fashion Show."

"Darling," came the murmured answer. "After all these years, don't you think I know how to pace these things?"

He laughed heartily. "I know that only too well."

"That's better. And don't keep me waiting, Donald. You know I phoned to hear about our friend from the London Met." Even over the phone, he could sense her anticipation. "I take it everything went as planned?"

"I gave her an extra dose of Blush," he triumphantly laughed. "What could go wrong?"

Carmella purred down the line. "And how was she?"

How was she? His cock was still buzzing from the intensity of the sex. "She was a hot little bitch, but then they all are with the aphrodisiac inside them. And fucking one of the Met's finest added a certain je ne sais quoi..."

When he'd eventually let her go, Sandra Wilson had hurried away from his office, too embarrassed to even speak. With that amount of Blush in her system, she'd want to fuck anything that moved right now. But her session with him would be at the forefront of her mind. Blush did that. Best of all, whether she knew it right now or not, she'd be back.

"What's her next move?"

Appleby pursed his lips. "She'll discover that Turner's no longer a problem. It won't take her long to realise I was behind that. And she'll probably work out that I fed her an aphrodisiac, too. She's smart enough."

"But..."

"That's not an issue," he said confidently. "What can she prove? In her new position, she'll come looking for revenge, and that's just what we want. It won't be long before we have Blush converted to a fragrance, remember."

"Carmella is such a perfect name for the perfume," she laughed down the line.

"And Appleby's Revenge is so appropriate for the eau de cologne," he chuckled. "A single spray will have the same effect on women as if they'd taken Blush. I'm rather looking forward to my next encounter with the Vice Chief."

"You're so clever, darling. Oh, sorry, I have to go."

"Problem?"

"If you call a naked, sleepy looking brunette who's just emerged from the bedroom a problem, then yes. It definitely looks to me like she needs some attention."

Appleby laughed heartily as they ended the call. A couple of seconds later, he picked up the phone again. "Angela, pop into my office..."

***

"I want to be on top, Alex," Sandra Wilson said, slipping out from under Goodwin's sweat-coated body.

They'd been fucking for well over an hour and how many different positions had she'd insisted on? She knew her need was fuelled by the drug Appleby had given her. This was a safe way of getting it out of her system. Maybe then, the unwanted yet lust-fuelled flashbacks of her morning fucking would leave her, too?

Pulling loose the knot that held her straight black hair high on her head, she shook her hair free as she settled herself on Goodwin's lap. Her small, firm breasts danced with the movement and Alex reached up to rotate the round little nipples in his sweaty palms.

Try as she might, she couldn't shake some of the images from her mind. Her guilt at giving herself so wantonly to Appleby was confused by the way the memories enhanced her arousal. It was the drug, she told herself, feeling her body react to the recollections. Suddenly, fucking wasn't enough. Her wanton body needed to impose itself.

Panting heavily, she rubbed her silky wetness in a sensual, damp trail across Alex's stomach and chest as she headed upwards and settled her thighs either side of his face.

"Make it good, Alex," she told him, not caring that this moment was purely for her pleasure. Her muscles flexed as she rode his face and good old Alex proved up to the task. His arms curled under her thighs, groping at the taut swell of her hard ass as his tongue probed.

The thought of face fucking Appleby occurred from nowhere and with it, oh God, the orgasm burst inside her like a damn exploding. Fuck, was that a result of the image of riding Appleby's face, or the way Goodwin had run his tongue across her juicy sex?

Wilson decided that, right now, she didn't care. Letting the orgasm ride out its need like the tide ebbing and flowing across wet sand, she gave a moan and leant backwards. One arm rested on the bed behind her and the other circled his thick erection.

She jerked his cock in time with her undulations as she grinded her clit down onto his lips in search of yet another climax. This wasn't fair on Alex, she knew but... oh fuck... her face tightened and her eyes closed... she was cumming again!

This time she didn't wait for her body to recover from the orgasm. Slithering backwards down his body, her hard nipples scraped across his skin as she settled on his lap and took him inside. She was so wet it was as easy as sliding a knife through butter.

"Come on, Alex," she rasped, jerking down on his hardness. Once she had his creamy cum, she would let him rest to regain his energy for their next session. That would be their pattern for the night until her early start in the morning, she'd decided.

Tomorrow, she'd temporarily step into Colin Turner's shoes. There were two immediate priorities. After reversing the budget cuts her former boss had tried to impose, she'd assign Alex to the Appleby investigation she was restarting. However much he'd tried to disguise the fact, her instinct told her there must have been an internal leak.

Who better than Goodwin to find it?

Then she'd consider a new strategy to find out exactly what the businessman was up to. This time, she'd make sure she was at the front of the investigation. The fact she knew about the aphrodisiac meant she was one step ahead of the game.

Donald Appleby had no idea she was about to tackle him with all the power at her disposal...

THE END for now...
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Fifteen Minutes Ch. 01

CHAPTER ONE — RELATIONSHIPS

Illicit thoughts

"Well?" the pouting young woman asked, pulling her short blonde hair onto the top of her head with one hand and resting the other on her hip. "Sexy?"

Madison Cooper flicked her appreciative eyes across her best friend's body. In her multi coloured tube top, short black skirt and thigh length black boots, Peaches looked hot.

But then, Peaches always looked hot.

Her fair skin was brought alive by the sprinkling of freckles across her face and there was something about the way her nose crinkled when she laughed that made her seem like the proverbial girl-next-door. But as many a young man could testify, her cute face belied the wonderful wickedness that lay underneath. Peaches oozed sex appeal.

The two nineteen year old girls had known one another since they'd entered the teens, and had become inseparable over the years since then. Maybe it was their different qualities that attracted them to one another? Peaches always seemed to wrap men around her finger, while the brunette had never quite inherited the same self-confidence. Whatever scrapes they'd got into with men over their formative years, it was always Peaches leading the way.

"Yeah," Madison giggled, smoothing her short red dress across her flat stomach. "Like a model. But what about me?"

Her short dress fluttered around her long, shapely legs as she twirled in front of the mirror.

"You?" Peaches murmured. "God, Maddy, what do I keep telling you? If you were bi like me I'd take you to bed and fuck you myself."

The girls giggled at one another. It was a comment Peaches had frequently made. There'd been times on the dance floor, or even when Peaches had stayed over at Madison's flat, that they'd shared a cuddle and more than a friendly kiss. But that was as far as Madison was ever likely to go.

As nice as Peaches looked and smelled, women weren't her thing.

She swung around again. In the tight dress, the heart shaped curve of her wonderful buttocks was a sight to behold. But it wasn't her ass that Peaches' clear blue eyes were focused on.

"Those tits," she sighed, creeping up behind her friend. Her hands reached underneath Madison arms and slithered upwards to cup her unfettered breasts. "Fuck, I wish I had tits like these..."

Madison deep brown eyes narrowed as she looked at the sexy sight in the mirror. The black haired young woman felt her toes curl. The way Peaches' fingers were kneading her swells and manipulating her nipples was sending shockwaves down to her sex. She spun away, panting a little as she turned to face her blonde friend. "Peaches, you are wicked..."

"Of course I am," Peaches grinned, picking up the glass of wine they'd been sharing and reaching for the bottle again. "That's why we make such a good team."

Madison shook her head in wonder. Peaches was the most confident person she'd ever known—and the sexiest. She glanced back in the mirror, seeing that her high nipples were standing out proudly on her full breasts. The sight would blow Nate's mind. Her boyfriend of three months had this thing about her tits. Heck, most men had this thing about her tits. Even Nate's dad had told her she should be in Playboy last week. But Mr. Robson always had been a perv.

"You want to share tonight?" Peaches casually asked, topping up her glass of wine from the nearly empty bottle. Her preference was red, but the supermarket white was adequate enough before they met their boyfriends. She winked at the brunette as she sighed and shook her head.

"You know the answer to that one," Madison murmured, walking across to her friend and taking the glass from her. Peaches' natural effervescence made it impossible to get really annoyed at her. She swigged down half the contents in one mouthful. "You might be into boyfriend swapping, you slut" she giggled. "But you know it's not my thing..."

"Only too well," her friend laughed. The boys had occasionally mentioned the idea, encouraged by the intimacy they shared. Madison flat contained only one bedroom, with twin beds. That usually meant they fucked their boyfriend's at the same time in full view of one another. The situation leant itself to sharing, but the brunette had always drawn the line at the idea.

Shame, Peaches would have been quite happy to 'road test' Madison's boyfriend. Nate was much cuter than Ethan, even though his cock wasn't as big. Hell, she would have taken them both on, for that matter. But her friend's reluctance meant the idea would always remain a non starter.

"I know what you're thinking," Madison grinned at her, cocking her head to one side. "The answer is still no." She loved her flat, even though it was so small. And in more ways than one, getting her own place had proven to be a Godsend. With her parents divorced and her mother living abroad, life with her father had only just been tolerable.

Mind you, it had been less so when he and her mother were still together and arguing so much. She couldn't remember a time when they'd been happy. Her father was often out with friends, boozing, gambling, and chasing women. Not that her mother had been any better. Madison knew of a couple of affairs she'd had, so there must have been others she wasn't aware of.

Eventually, it had all proven too much for them. The divorce had been acrimonious and Madison had lived with her dad for the best part of twelve months until neither of them could stand it any longer. The daily arguments were wearing them both down. Besides, she was cramping his style. How could you bring women home when your teenage daughter was around?

The job she secured working for the controversial PR guru, Jay-Jay Kazan, gave her the freedom to rent somewhere on her own. She loved the work, too. The English publicist was infamous for representing the underdog, turning them into celebrities by selling their 'kiss-and-tell' stories to the tabloid newspapers. His Personal Assistant, Lucinda, had taken Madison under her wing and the nineteen-year-old brunette was already proving her worth.

"You know what I'm thinking?" Peaches queried, sidling up behind her friend. One of her hands ran through the lustrous black hair that fell in waves onto Madison shoulders, while the other slid under the hem of her short red dress. "What am I thinking?"

Madison gasped as her friend's fingers slid across her thighs. For a moment, she thought of opening her legs. That would call Peaches' bluff. The trouble was it might call her own, too. The tingling between her thighs was building with each teasing caress. She swung around. "Peaches..." she croaked, although she didn't move.

"Why not experiment? Just a little?" Peaches teased, giggling as she planted a kiss on the brunette's' nose. "I'd be the perfect partner..."

Madison rolled her eyes. "You can be a right little slut," she laughed.

"Can be?" Peaches giggled, putting one hand behind her neck and the other on her hip. She rotated her groin like a stripper. "Baby, as you know full well, I am a slut..."

The brunette shook her head again and tapped her watch. "Well get that sluttish ass into gear. We're meeting Nate and Ethan at the pub in half an hour."

***

"Where are we going to take them?" Nate asked, digging his fingertips into the dashboard as the red mini swung precariously around a corner. "For fuck's sake, mate—slow down."

Ethan grinned back at him as he straightened the car. The red traffic lights ahead stopped his progress. "Takes corners like a dream, doesn't it?"

"Good luck with your driving test..."

The ginger haired twenty-one year old gunned the engine as he waited impatiently for the lights "Hey," he laughed, playfully punching his friend's arm. "I passed first time with flying colours. Which test is it you're taking next month? Third? Fourth?"

"Second, as you well know," Nate said, pulling a face that couldn't disguise his good natured grin. "It's a good job I don't have you teaching me."

"You could do worse," Ethan told him, pushing the car into gear as the lights turned in their favour. "Mind you, that Mrs. Waterstone is a hottie. Everyone says so."

"Absolutely right," his friend agreed, checking his mobile phone in case of one the girl's had sent a text. They'd told the boys not to be late and yet here they were, as usual, breaking all speed limits in an attempt to reach the pub in time. "She always wears something low cut when she's taking a lesson. Man, it's hard to drive with a boner."

"You think she's up for it?"

Nate shook his head as he glanced out of the window. Darkness was closing in. "Nah, I think she's a cocktease."

"Just like Peaches was at first," Ethan responded, shooting his friend a smile. "But she was worth waiting for. Fuck, Nate, that girl oozes sex..."

"Don't I know it," the younger boy answered. "Watching her fucking your lights out while I'm doing Maddy is pretty hot."

"And watching your girlfriend is pretty hot, too. I mean, Peaches' fit, but what a fucking body Madison has. Those tits..."

The two young men went silent for a moment, luxuriating in the image of Madison's naked breasts. That was one of the incredible things about their relationship with the two girls. Simultaneously fucking their naked girlfriends within a few feet of one another was such a turn on...

"Do you think—" Ethan began.

Nate sent him a regretful smile. "You already know the answer to that one."

Ethan thumped the steering wheel. Damn it! Peaches was up for it, no doubt about that. She'd practically told him as much. But she wouldn't do anything to upset her friend. Yet the constant thought continually had him drooling at the mouth. As much as Peaches was the sexiest damn girl he'd ever been with, the sight of Madison's fantastic tits bouncing as she rode Nate remained firmly embedded in his mind. What he wouldn't give...

"It's no good imagining it," Nate's voice cut in. "Maddy is a one man at a time girl."

"Yeah?"

"Especially when the man is me," he grinned, running a hand through his dark curly hair. "But then I'm man enough for any woman."

Ethan shot him a sideways glance. "Yeah, right. Peaches will eat you alive."

"Unlikely," Nate laughed. "Because it's not going to happen. For fuck's sake, Ethan..."

He gripped the dashboard again as his friend took another corner a little too fast and had to swing back to his side of the road when a lorry suddenly loomed in their sight. They fell into their own silent thoughts again. When they simultaneously sighed, both young men laughed.

"What," Ethan grinned. "You think I should go for remedial lessons with Mrs. Waterstone?"

Nate shook his head ruefully. "You wish..." he smirked. "So, where are we taking the girls tonight?"

Ethan slowed as they hit traffic. "A quick drink at the pub and then we're heading for that new nightclub that's opened. Goodfella's..."

"Goodfella's?!?" Nate barked out the word. "You're kidding? That's for the rich and famous, not the likes of us. It'll cost an arm and a leg."

His ginger haired friend patted the pocket of his jacket. "And if I was to tell you I'd secured complimentaries..."

"You have?" Nate's voice lifted a notch in his excitement. He turned in his seat to look at his friend. Ethan shot him a sideways grin. "How the fuck...?"

"Tommy got them," came the explanation. "They're only valid for tonight and he's in Sheffield."

The grin spreading across Nate's face threatened to never end. "Hey, man, I've always loved your older brother!"

"A quick drink here and then we can make our way down to the club," Ethan told him, practically swinging the car into the Fleece car park on two wheels. "The drinks will cost a fortune, mind, so we'd better go easy. But the girls will be impressed and when we get back to Maddy, who knows..."

He wiggled his eyebrows at his friend.

"You live in a dream world, Ethan...." Nate disdainfully snorted. "It's not going to happen..."

***

Madison and Peaches' lush bodies glistened with perspiration as they whirled and spun about on the dance floor. Nate and Ethan had long since retired to their table at the side, already worn out by their girlfriend's exuberance. Once the girls had found out that Ethan had tickets for the club, they hadn't stayed at the Fleece for even one drink.

Since then, the two young women had been continually dancing.

Goodfella's was alive with the music, and Madison and Peaches were determined to make the most of the experience. The double-tiered nightclub was filled to capacity with beautiful people and the young teenager's knew full well that they fitted in perfectly. They mightn't have as much money as others here, but they were the equal of any of the attractive women.

"You move very well," the guy on their right shouted. Peaches smiled, meeting the large, dark eyes of the ebony skinned man. From the way other women were staring at him, it was clear he was well known, even if she had no idea who he was. "I'm Leon," he told her, keeping his voice above the music. "This is Frankie. But then you probably already know that."

"Should I?" the petite blonde casually said, swinging around to face Madison.

She was well aware that the two men had been watching them since they'd begun dancing. That's why she'd been even raunchier than usual in her movements. Once Nate and Ethan were out of the way, she'd expected them to move in. She hadn't been disappointed.

As she'd anticipated, turning her back didn't discourage her admirer. Especially when she provocatively swung her hips from side to side to each beat of the music.

He'd need to be a Saint to ignore her...

"Sure you do," he whispered into her ear, moving in close and finding her hips with his hands. "We're actors. Old Oak Street."

"Never heard of it," she lied, throwing her head back so that their faces met.

"Is that right?" he grinned, grinding himself into her ass. Everyone knew of the three times a week soap that dominated the ratings. "Where've you been hiding?"

Peaches swung back to face him, away from the wandering hands that sought out her breasts. Sliding her hands to her short blonde hair, she provocatively shimmied lower until her head was level with his crotch and then back up again. "You're famous, then?"

"Absolutely," his smooth Caribbean tone cockily told her. He swung his hips with a natural rhythm, matching her move for move. "Next time you're coming here, just tell them you're friends of Leon and Frankie."

She tantalisingly swung away as he reached for her again. "Next time?"

"Yeah." He nodded across to where Nate and Ethan were sitting. "But don't bring the losers..."

She laughed, swinging away again and locking her hands around Madison's neck. The two women danced close, putting on a show for their admirers. Within seconds, the two men had moved in again, Leon grinding into Peaches' ass and Frankie into Madison's.

"Says he's an actor," the blonde shouted at her friend, grinning at the way Madison was blushing.

"Let's get back," the brunette told her, glancing across at their boyfriends. The problem was that with the man behind her and Peaches in front of her, there was no way to go.

"You don't want to go yet, baby," Frankie shouted into her ear. "We're just getting started."

"You're in Old Oak Street as well?" Peaches asked, staring past Madison at the grinding young man.

"Where've you been hiding?" he cockily replied, winking at the blonde while sliding his hands up onto Madison tits.

The brunette knocked them away immediately. "Peaches..." she hissed.

"Shy," Frankie grinned. "I like them shy..."

"You're sure you're not policemen?" Peaches quipped, ignoring her friend's discomfort. She glanced over her shoulder at Leon. "That's a mighty impressive truncheon..."

"Wanna check it out?" he arrogantly grunted into her ear.

Madison's eyes widened. She could see from the look on Peaches' face that she was actually going to take him up on the offer. That's when she heard the voice from the side.

"Can we have your autographs?"

To their left, several young girls were queuing up beside the two actors. The black bodies that had been grinding into theirs temporarily backed away.

"Sure," Frankie was saying, taking the slip of paper and pen from the first in the queue.

Madison saw the escape route and grabbed her friend's hand. "C'mon. Nate and Ethan will be wondering where we've got to..."

***

The atmosphere in the car heading back to Madison's flat was lined with sexual tension. The boys were anticipating the benefits of treating their girlfriend's to Goodfella's, while their girlfriend's were still feeling the heat from their flirtation with the two black actors.

The boys had watched the encounter, and once inside the front door it seemed they both had something to prove. Nate immediately took Madison's hand and dragged her to the bedroom, while Ethan picked up Peaches and followed them in.

The room was small, with the twin single beds taking up most of the space. The couple of feet gap between them was just big enough to accommodate a small bedside table against the wall. The beds had rungs instead of a headboard—ideal for tying someone up, Peaches had quipped—and the picture of Marilyn Monroe above the bed completed the sparse furnishings.

When Ethan flung Peaches down on the bed to their right, the petite blonde giggled. "Mmm... my caveman" she told him as he began to unbutton his shirt. She wrenched the black skirt down her legs, and then yanked her skimpy red panties after them. In just the tube top and thigh length black boots, she lewdly spread her legs. "Come and get it baby..."

Her ginger haired boyfriend dragged at his jeans and almost fell over in his haste to pull them over his feet. "Shit," he grunted, holding onto the pole at the bottom left of the bed to steady himself. His boxers followed.

"Is that for me?" she teased, eyeing his hardness. "Not as big as those actors, but it'll have to do I suppose."

"Bitch!" He half-laughed as he headed for the bed. Peaches began to giggle again.

"Slow down, Nate," Madison panted at her boyfriend, though his urgency was a turn-on in itself. He'd already pushed her dress up to her waist and dragged her thong down her legs.

"Nate..." she repeated, but his mouth stopped her. The dark haired youngster had pulled her legs around his shoulders and pushed her flat on the left hand bed. As his tongue went to work on her baby-smooth pussy, she slipped the straps of her dress down her body and moaned as she cupped her naked breasts. "Oh, fuck, yes..."

"Hey, concentrate on me," Peaches rasped as she saw Ethan's narrowed eyes devour Madison's naked body. She stroked his cock and growled approvingly. "Mind you, I swear you've just grown a couple of inches at the sight of those tits."

They both glanced back at the couple on the other bed. Madison's body was shaking as her first orgasm overpowered her. Peaches grabbed Ethan's hair and forced his gaze to meet hers. "Think you can bring me off like that?"

He took it as a personal challenge. Dragging up the tube top, he sank his mouth onto her perky breasts and sucked in her deep pink nipples.

Peaches growled her approval into his ear, gripping his ginger hair even more tightly. Her legs, half covered in the thigh length black boots wrapped around his body, the heels settling just above his hard butt. No foreplay was needed...

Ethan positioned his cockhead against her clean shaven entrance and her boot heels did the rest. He sank inside her. She groaned as each inch disappeared, enjoying the sensation as he let the steady pressure slowly push him deeper until he was buried to the hilt.

To her left, Nate groaned. Madison had his jeans and boxers around his thighs and half of his hard cock was engulfed in her mouth. From the look on his face, and his rhythmic 'oh fuck' chants, it seemed clear he wasn't going to last long. Madison eased off twice to stave off what appeared to be an imminent orgasm, but just as he calmed a little, her teasing mouth returned him to the edge before backing off again.



Ethan sneaked a look at the couple. On the bed next to him and Peaches, they were so close he could reach out and touch them. But that was taboo...

Peaches dragged his head to hers for another kiss. It was long, deep and passionate. When he pulled away to breathe, her gleaming blue eyes held his gaze while her heels locked in position. "C'mon stud," she moaned, her hips beginning to buck up against him.

He grunted with each of her upthrusts, feeling himself encased in her velvety vice. Resting his elbows on the bed beside her shoulders, he matched her movements, plunging as she was rising. They talked in a series of grunts, Peaches' hands around his shoulders as she sought for more leverage. Her perky tits bounced with each move and he growled and nipped at her neck and ears. The bed began to creak.

Rolling away from her boyfriend, Madison turned towards the noise. The sight of her two friends rutting on the other bed slotted into her psyche. If Nate was going to cum—and he was—she wanted him inside her. "Doggie," she directed, dropping forward onto her elbows.

It took only a second for Nate to scramble behind her. With two passes of his cock against her wet furrow, he found the mark and pushed. "Yeah..."

Madison groaned at his entry, and then again as he instantly began to thrust. "Fuck me," she simply said, looking back over her shoulder.

Her eyes alighted on the other couple as Nate grabbed her hips and pumped. She could see the tightness in Ethan's eyes as Peaches undulated her body beneath him. Her blonde friend looked as sexy as hell when she was in control like that. She caught Madison's gaze and winked.

"Too hot for you, stud?" she teased her boyfriend, using her internal muscles to grip his manhood more tightly. She squeezed once. "Wanna cum?" She squeezed again. "Wanna cum, Ethan?" She squeezed a third time. "Wanna cum, stud?"

The words fired into Madison brain on the other bed. She thrust backwards against Nate. One, twice, and then rat-tat-tat like a machine gun. His fingers dug into her flesh as he tried to match her backward thrusts. On both beds, they were all going for broke. It was touch and go as to who would break the finishing line tape.

Ethan grabbed Peaches' hands, pinning them above her to the bed as his body stiffened. Nate felt his cum gather and pushed Madison's thrashing head down into the white sheets. Both grunted out their releases in a dead heat. As they let loose volley after volley, the two women twisted their heads to look at one another. The look of utter gratification in both pairs of eyes detonated their own orgasms. Eyes close now, their trembling bodies merged with their partner's.

Nate thought he'd never stop cumming. Ethan asked himself if he'd ever get to experience Madison's body. Madison held her lover tightly, enjoying his aftershocks. Peaches wondered what sex with the two black actors would be like...

***

The Agency

The whole office was a hive of activity when Madison arrived. That meant one thing—the agency was working on a potential new case. Lucinda had been telling her they needed to find a big new client soon. Things had been too quiet for too long. From the way people were scurrying back and forth, it looked like they might just be on the verge of finding one.

It was Jamal who confirmed the fact.

"Mr. Kazan wants to see you," he told her, grabbing her arm as she hung up her jacket. They'd started working at the agency around the same time and she'd already developed a bond with the down to earth Indian youngster.

"What is it?" she gabbled, feeling the excitement rise in her as she asked.

He nudged her in the direction of Jay-Jay Kazan's office. "Mr. Kazan!" he repeated, but with more emphasis. "There's a big story breaking, so you'd better get in there. He's been looking for you."

"Me? Why me?"

Jamal shrugged, grinning at her as he swung around and headed for the fax machine. She let her eyes linger on his cute butt for a moment and then hurried to Kazan's plush office. She'd never dealt with him, nor had she even held a one-on-one with him. All her dealings were through his Personal Assistant, Lucinda. Where the heck was she?

An uncomfortable lick of heat lodged itself across her neck as she hurried into his swanky office. It was at least as big as the room three doors away that housed her, Jamal and two others.

"You wanted to see me, Mr. Kazan?"

He put a finger to his lips but waved her in. She saw the phone lodged between his shoulder and left ear. His other hand was working the computer.

"Half an hour," he grunted into the mobile. "No more than that, understand?"

He flicked it closed and held it against his cheek for a moment. "You know how to work that thing, Madison-baby?" he asked, nodding at the percolator in the corner of the room.

"Yes, sir..." she stuttered. Madison-baby? Where did that come from?

He grinned. "Good. Get it on the boil and pour us two coffees."

Two coffees? Us? Her mind whirled. "Er... yes..."

"Lucinda has gone down with swine flu. Fucking swine flu!" he rasped, as she began to set up the percolator. "Can you believe that, and on today of all days? Emily is working on the Bronson case so I need some help in here. Think you're up to it?"

"I'm up to it," she confirmed, though she had no idea what the 'it' was. Lucinda's previous tutorials on how the inner office worked would help of course, but this was the real thing. The deep end. She took a deep breath to compose herself and watched in amazement while the silver haired fox went from thoughtful to action man in a few brief seconds.

By the time the coffee had brewed, he'd handed her a dozen things to do, made another three phone calls, asked Jamal to collect a package waiting at the central Post Office and disappeared into his partner's office to pass on details of another case he was working on.

Madison had the two coffees on his desk by the time he returned and was halfway through completing the first of the tasks he'd set.

"Good girl," he smiled at her, and then gave a simple nod toward one of the chairs in front of his desk. "C'mon then, we don't have all day. Don't you want me to tell you what this is all about?"

She took her seat, watching as he rifled through a file. Suddenly she no longer felt an insignificant cog in the wheel; she was a fully-fledged member of the team.

He really was impressive, she decided. Until then, she'd only seen him in action from a distance. The other girls in the office swooned over him and until now, she'd never really understood why. Okay, he was invariably charming and always larger than life. He dominated the office whenever he was there. And with his slicked back silver hair, tailored suits and expensive shirts and ties, he looked every inch the playboy he was portrayed in the media.

But now, springing into action, there was an extra edge about him. An exciting one. This man knew what he was doing. He was firm, decisive. A James Bond type figure, except that he was moving in for a different type of kill. Madison felt dampness between her thighs. She'd heard the saying about getting off on power. Is this what it meant?

"This," he said, holding up a photograph, "Is Fiona Farmington-Smyth. What do you think?"

Madison took the photo from him as he passed it across the desk. The redhead was a classy looking woman in a Nicole Kidman kind of way. Her body reminded her of Peaches'—slender and athletic. The shocked look on the woman's face suggested she'd been caught by surprise.

"Attractive," she said, passing the large photograph back.

"You think so?" he asked, twisting his nose to one side. He held the photo up between them, turning it from one angle to another. "Perhaps... but then I prefer my women with a sexier look, and with curves. Just like you, Madison-baby."

Her?!? Madison nearly slurped her coffee, but before she could respond, he'd moved on.

"If we're to believe it, our friend Fiona Farmington-Smyth has slept with the some important people." He tossed the photo onto his desk and steepled his fingers. "She's looking for someone to represent her and is trying to play us off against Barry Foster's mob."

Madison nodded, watching his dark eyes as he spoke. They were alive, like a hunter after his prey. She could feel her nipples harden and was grateful for the jacket over her blouse. Kazan expected all his workers to dress professionally. She knew that Foster's agency was considered second to theirs, and was also aware that her boss didn't much care for his rival.

"I'm going to see her this afternoon," he told her, tapping his fingertips on the desk. His direct stare met hers and he winked. "Let her see the whites of my eyes. That's the secret, Madison-baby. Look them in the eye and see what you find there. You think you can complete everything by the time I get back?"

"Yes, Mr. Kazan," the nervous brunette told him, hoping her voice sounded more confident than she felt. She'd never dealt with half of the stuff he'd given her before. "I'll give it my best shot."

"Good girl." He nodded across to the corner of the room. "Use that..."

A shiver ran through her as she glanced over at the desk by the window. Lucinda always used that desk when they were involved in a case. It gave his PA privacy and allowed her boss to keep her close to the action. And now she was going to occupy it. Some of the girls in the office suggested that Kazan also bent his Personal Assistant over the desk when he had other needs.

"Watch out for the blinds closing," they said.

Another shiver hit her. This one was different.

***

"How's it going?" Jamal asked, popping his head around the door. Jay-Jay Kazan had been gone for an hour and Madison hadn't even emerged from the room to visit the bathroom.

"Busy," she replied, blowing a loose strand of black hair from in front of her face. She fixed it back behind her ear but didn't pause in her typing. "He's given me a lot to do and I'm trying to make sense of some of it."

"Want to bounce it off me?"

"Thanks, Jamal," she smiled. "But you know I can't. I'm in here because Mr. Kazan wants everything kept under wraps. You know that."

The Indian youngster gave a cheeky grin. "He'll never know."

"Oh, yes he will," she told him, glancing across out of the corner of her eye. "That man has eyes in the back of his head. Besides, that's not the point..."

"It isn't?" he said, stepping inside and starting to close the door behind him.

"Stop there," she snapped, reaching out and holding up an outstretched palm. The last thing she wanted was someone telling her boss that Jamal had joined her in his office. He'd go ballistic. "Go on," she ordered, her flashing eyes reinforcing her concern. "Open that door and go away."

Jamal pulled a face. "You're no fun..."

Madison raised her eyebrows. "Hey, I'm a lot of fun," she grinned. "Just not now. Look, Jamal, I'm trying to work my way through this, and there a few inconsistencies. I don't know if that's because I don't understand what I'm doing, or if this woman's story doesn't add up."

"Which woman?"

"Fi..." she began, stopping suddenly as she realised the trap. "Very funny," she sarcastically told him, though the amused look in her eyes conveyed her warmth. She liked the young Indian lad. But her boss had made that clear before he'd left the office that careless talk, even internally, costs contracts.

"You'd better have it worked out for when he returns," he unhelpfully told her. "Lucinda would."

"I'm not Lucinda," she sighed, switching her eyes back to the computer screen. "What a time to go off sick. But I'm going to make a couple of phone calls and check things out."

Jamal drew a finger across his throat and laughed. "Don't overstep the mark."

She crinkled her nose. "Tell me about it. Either I do nothing and just point out my concerns, or I use my initiative and try and add some value..."

"I'd opt for the doing nothing," he told her, running a hand through his afro hairstyle as he grinned at her. "Safer that way."

Madison swung back on the chair to face him. "You really want to lend a hand?"

His large eyes widened. They both knew he had a crush on her and that, beneath the banter, he'd do anything to help. "Of course, Maddy."

"You'll keep it to yourself?

His voice was eager. "You know I will."

"Great, Jamal. I'm starving. How about you help me out by getting me a sandwich? Oh, yes, and some orange juice. But you'd better hurry before the boss returns."

The Indian youngster playfully stuck out his tongue. "No problem at all," he ruefully said, starting to close the door behind him. "And I'll be out her when you need anything else..."

"That's a dear," she laughed, swinging back to her computer.

"By the way," she heard his voice as he held the door slightly ajar and stuck his head back inside. "I'll watch out for those blinds being closed..."

***

"How's it gone?" Madison asked. The question was out of her mouth before she had time to think about it and her flashing eyes flickered at her returning boss to see his reaction. She didn't want him thinking she was being presumptuous.

"Not sure," he replied, tapping on the desk as he sat down. He looked confused "Something about this smells fishy, Madison-baby. I just have to work out what that is."

She nodded. "I think that, too."

The silver haired man suddenly looked up. Surprise was written all over his face. "Oh, you do?" He lifted one foot onto his desk and then the other. "Now why is that?"

She suddenly felt exposed. It wasn't up to a nineteen-year-old to tell the master of his profession how to run his business. But he did need to know what she'd discovered. Making those phone calls had confirmed her suspicions. She tapped a blue file on her desk. "It's all in here. Everything you asked me to do but some additional pieces I found out."

"You found out?"

Madison blushed. She didn't like that look. "Yes..."

Resting his hands behind his head, he casually stretched out between his chair and desk. "Well, why don't you pour me a coffee while you elucidate."

She frowned. "Elucidate?"

"Explain why, Madison-baby."

With a gulp of air, she hurried across to the machine, thankful she'd made another brew in anticipation of his return. Adding the three sugars she'd discovered he liked, she handed him the china cup.

"Shoot," he said, nodding at the chair opposite his desk.

Taking a deep breath, she realised there was no way out. He'd probably think she was stupid, but things didn't make sense and he needed to know. "Okay," she began, taking another deep breath. The way he was staring at her made her nervous. "Fiona's story is that she's been simultaneously dating a newspaper editor and a politician, but neither knew about it. And she's been sharing their secrets with one another."

"That's it in a nutshell," Kazan murmured, crossing one leg over the other on his desk as he sipped at the black coffee. "And..."

"The first thing I noticed," she hesitantly began. "Is that the story Chapman printed about the Conservatives was published a few days before she says she first met Nelson. So how could she have given him that story?"

Kazan dropped his feet to the floor. She had his attention.

"She also said she was given a House of Commons security pass arranged by Nelson. I did some checking. That's a downright lie."

"You did some checking...?"

Madison felt that lick of heat around her neck as he warily leant forward in his chair. She knew what he was thinking. It was important it was to keep things under wraps and he didn't want her giving the game away by asking questions she shouldn't.

"Don't worry," she quickly tried to assure him. "I knew I couldn't do anything directly. That could make people suspicious of why I was asking questions. So I checked on the internet. On the date she said he secured her the pass, Nelson was in California. In fact, he travelled there two days ahead of that time and was there for a week."

The concerned look on his face eased slightly. "You checked on the internet?"

"Just to see if I could find anything that contradicted the information she'd supplied you with," she nervously told him. "It'll be easy to confirm the dates through his office, but I didn't want to set off any alarm bells."

Kazan nodded slowly, his face changing to a grin as he thought it through, and then into a large smile. "Well, well, well. My little stand-in PA is more than just a pretty teenage face. I'm not sure that even Lucinda would have picked all of that up... well, not so quickly, anyway."

Madison smiled for the first time since he'd returned. It suddenly felt very warm in the room. Maybe she'd done the correct thing after all. "I didn't do a thing that would arouse suspicion," she began, "but—"

"That's okay, Madison-baby," he cut her off, jumping to his feet. He wandered across to the floor to ceiling window and stared out thoughtfully. "Little Miss Farmington-Smyth seemed very nervous when I questioned her. Enough to make me wonder. You get an instinct for these things. Now I understand why. If Barry Foster takes her on, he'll end up with egg all over his face." He gave a huge guffaw and turned back to the brunette. "That'll be a shame..."

Madison stared happily at him. His dark eyes were gleaming with approval. She wondered if she should speak again, but decided that she'd said enough. It was better to let him take the lead.

"Have you spoken about your thoughts with anyone here?"

Her brown eyes widened as she shook her head.

"You're sure? A little office gossip?"

"Careless talk costs contracts," she said, shuffling nervously in her chair. He had a way of talking that made you feel guilty. "That's what you told me..."

"Indeed I did," the silver haired man smiled. "You've done well. Trust is a strange thing in this business," he murmured her, walking across to her. As he leant down, he brushed his hand along her black hair and planted a kiss on the top of her forehead. "You've just earned mine. Never give it away."

As he wandered thoughtfully back to his seat, she felt the rush of adrenalin run along her curvy body. He held her eyes as he sat down and turned back to her. It made her wonder if he was going to ask her to close the blinds. Right then, she probably would have done anything. Whatever it was that was pumping around her body settled between her thighs.

Then he sat back in his chair, linking his hands behind his head. His mind was back on the case. "Pass me details of what you've found and leave me alone for a while," he eventually told her. "Once I've reviewed everything, we'll discuss it again. Okay?"

Madison beamed as she stood. Her entire body felt alive. Today was the best day she'd had in a long, long time. "Okay, Mr. Kazan," she answered, feeling a mixture of relief and elation as she headed for the door.

"Madison-baby," she heard when she'd got half way.

"Yes?"

"It's Jay-Jay," he told her as she turned. "From now on, it's Jay-Jay."

***

Beginning of the End

"I'm not sure what to wear," Madison complained, hurrying out of the bedroom in her underwear. Peaches had only just arrived and the boys were collecting them from the flat in ten minutes or so. It had been late when she'd left the office, but she didn't mind. She was in Jay-Jay Kazan's good books and that's all that mattered.

"Something hot," her blonde friend suggested, dropping her brown jacket onto the back of a chair and sauntering across the room. "C'mon," she said, taking her hand and leading the way back into the small bedroom. "I'll choose."

Pulling open the white slatted door on the tiny fitted wardrobe, she rifled through Madison's clothes until she pulled out a pink jumper. It was the same as the green top she was wearing, other than the colour. "Hey, I'd forgotten we'd both bought the same jumper. Wear this and we can pretend we're sisters."



The brunette laughed, but took the jumper all the same. It might be a bit too dressy for a night at the pub, but what the heck. She wanted to celebrate her successful day. "Yeah," she grinned. "Identical twins."

"Wait," Peaches stopped her as she began to slip it on. The blonde pulled up her own jumper and held it just above her naked breasts. "You said identical," she smiled, dropping it back in position. "Off with the bra."

Madison pulled a face, but her friend was already behind her, unfastening the hook and pulling the lacy black thing from her tanned body. Feeling the cool air harden her nipples, she quickly slipped the top over her head and checked her reflection in the mirror.

"Perfect choice," Peaches told her, crossing the small room and smoothing the jumper. When she mischievously pulled it tight, Madison's breasts were framed against the material. "Fuck, look at those."

"Peaches!"

"Can't help it babe," the blonde grinned, with more than just a hint of lust in her blue eyes. Her hands rose to cup the thrusting breasts over her friend's jumper, but quickly slid underneath. "When I make enough money I'm going to have mine done exactly like these," she murmured, caressing the naked globes.

"Peaches..." Madison repeated, though her voice sounded less certain.

The petite blonde simply squeezed them more tightly. Madison chest was rising and falling with the excitement she felt and she couldn't stifle a moan. Her friend could be unbelievably wicked, but occasionally she evoked such incredible feelings of arousal in the brunette.

Peaches smiled that sexy smile of hers as she watched Madison's reaction. She was into girls as much as men, and had been ever since she could remember. The fear of destroying their friendship had been the only thing that had stopped her making a move on Madison, but it was getting tough. Her friend was sexier than any other girl she'd known.

"You're feeling it as much as I am," she whispered, flicking her thumbs across each hard nipple. It brought moan. "Why don't we forget the boys tonight?"

For the first time in their friendship, Madison was actually tempted. Elated after her day at the office, she wanted to act out, and her breasts felt so full and warm in those wonderful hands. If Peaches' soft palms didn't stop rotating them, she'd probably have been unable to stop herself...

Heck, she couldn't stop herself.

Snaking a hand around her friend's head, she brought her open mouth to Peaches' in a quick, fervent kiss. It felt good, almost too good. With a tinge of embarrassment, she pulled away, but not before feeling her friend's wet tongue flicker inside her mouth.

"Fuck," that was hot," Peaches murmured approvingly, leaning in for another kiss. This wasn't her making the move, it was her friend. That made it okay...

"Too hot," Madison gasped, reaching up to remove the wonderfully caressing hands from her breasts. She held them for a moment, staring into Peaches' narrowed eyes. "Too bad I'm not bi like you..."

Her friend laughed sexily. "That's okay, babe. I like a challenge," she murmured, trying again for another kiss.

Using the willpower she didn't think she had, Madison playfully pushed Peaches towards the wardrobe. "The boys will be here any minute," she said, desperate to find a reason not to continue this. Who knows where it would end? "Pass me the black skirt, please. If I'm going braless in this top, we might as well wear the same colour skirt, too."

"Good thinking," Peaches sighed, her eyes drinking in Madison curvy body as she slipped on the short skirt. That had been close. Maybe next time...

"Told you," Madison laughed, holding her hands above her head as she theatrically spun around. "Identical twins."

Peaches leant back against the closed wardrobe door. "Not quite," she sultrily said, edging her skirt up her thighs.

"Fuck, Peaches!"

The petite blonde smiled. Madison only cursed when she was aroused. "Okay, baby," she sexily murmured. "Identical, you said. Lose the thong..."

***

The excitement of her successful day, her subsequent encounter with Peaches, and the copious amounts of beer she'd consumed since they'd been in the pub, all contributed to Madison's feeling of invincibility.

She'd been canoodling with Nate all night and their affections had become more blatant as the evening had neared its end. Even Ethan had got in on the act, giving her a hug a few times in acknowledgement of what she'd described as her best day ever. That's what he'd said, but she knew better. With each hug, his hands had wandered further. She'd smacked them away the last time. What was it about her tits tonight that made people want to touch them?

"One more drink," Nate declared, as he heard the last orders call.

Madison squinted at her boyfriend. "I've had too many, already."

"Then one more won't hurt," Peaches laughed, draping her arms around her friend. She'd had more than her fair share tonight, too. They all had. And they were making way too much noise, as usual. But apart from the odd disapproving stare, no one had chastised the group. Why would they—the Fleece was used to them.

"Four more Buds," Ethan shouted as Nate made his way to the crowded bar.

Sitting between the two nineteen year olds, the ginger haired lad spread an arm along both their backs and pulled them both in against his body. His lips found Peaches' for a long kiss, but when he tried the same with Madison, she swung her head away. It was one thing for her to fool around a little with Peaches at the flat, but she drew the line with her friend's boyfriend.

She'd seen Nate trying it on with Peaches tonight, too, and knew exactly what was on the boys mind. Even though her blonde friend seemed comfortable enough with the situation, she wasn't. How often had she insisted that she wasn't into swapping boyfriends?

She was a one man at the time girl, she nodded to herself, though she was unable to prevent a giggle when she thought that she might relinquish that principle if Jay-Jay Kazan was involved.

"You know your trouble," Ethan said to her as Nate set the four bottles of Bud down on the round table in front of them. "You're too much of a prude."

Madison banged her drink down on the table, watching transfixed as the frothing head poured over the top of the bottle and ran down the side.

"Premature eruption," Peaches giggled, nudging her arm.

The others all laughed, but Madison wasn't going to be deflected. She swung back to fix Ethan with those deep brown eyes. If she could remember what she was going to say, she wasn't going to let him off the hook. She'd been insulted, hadn't she?

"Your trouble," she responded, feeling a wooziness at the sudden movement of her head. God, she really had had too much to drink. Her hand swept back the lustrous black hair that fell over her eyes. "Your trouble," she repeated, narrowing her eyes to get a clearer view of his grinning face. "Is that you're a randy alley cat out for what you can get."

The other three collapsed in laughter.

"Yeah, you're an alley cat!" Nate repeated, playfully thumping his friend's arm and then swinging his arm around Madison shoulder.

"A toast," Peaches slurred, holding up her bottle. They all followed the motion, knocking their Buds against one another's. "To alley cats..."

"Alley cats!" they chimed in unison.

"So..." Nate said. "I was getting the drinks. How did we get onto this subject?"

"I don't know," Madison garbled, taking a long drink. Looking down, she saw that a few loose drops had landed on her jumper.

"Here," Ethan said, reaching towards her. "Let me help..."

"That's it!" Madison exclaimed, pushing his hand away and then pointing her finger at him. "That's why. He's too touchy feely. Tell him to leave me alone, Nate."

Nate smiled merrily. "Yeah, mate, leave her alone. Or maybe pass Peaches over to me..."

Madison tipped her head back and looked at the grimy ceiling. A fan lazily rotated, covered in years of dust. She shook her head and crossed her arms. There they went again! She knew exactly where this was heading and glanced imploringly at her friend. "Peaches, talk to them, will you?" she asked without taking her eyes off the fan.

The petite blonde shrugged her shoulders. "Boys will be boys," she laughed, flashing a mischievous smile at both boyfriends.

"Hey," Ethan cut in, wiping away the beer slithering down his chin. "Honestly, girls. Wife and girlfriend swapping is all the rage right now. And it's pure, harmless fun."

"Pure?" Madison scoffed, crossing and uncrossing her legs. She finally looked back at Peaches' lecherous boyfriend. "Harmless? How old are you two morons?"

"Morons," Ethan grinned happily, raising his bottle into the air. "That's us."

"Peaches?" Madison murmured, squinting at her friend for more support.

The blonde pushed herself to her unsteady feet. "What my beautiful friend is trying to tell you," she slowly pronounced, swaying as she glanced down at each of them. "Is that there's more chance of her and me getting it on together. Sorry to disappoint you."

"Yeah," Madison agreed. Her drunken mind fantasised that another girl-girl kiss might be in order before the night was out.

"Sit down," Ethan grunted, pulling on Peaches' skirt and then running his hand along her bare thigh as she hit the seat. "Are you two girl's really suggesting—?"

Madison punched his arm. "What sort of world do you live in, moron?"

"Yeah, moron," Nate laughed, swigging at his beer.

"They've probably both got their rocks off to that thought one time or another," Peaches chuckled. "I think they call it their masturbatory world."

Both women burst into laughter, high-fiving each other.

The remark didn't faze either of their two half-drunk boyfriends. Nate took a long pull at his bottle, emptying it. He wiped his mouth on his cuff and nodded brightly, as if admission was some sort of badge of honour. "What we do in the darkness of our bedrooms is our secret."

"Yeah," Ethan mumbled, sliding his hand further up Peaches' thigh and under her skirt. "Besides, women do it, too." "True," his sexy blonde girlfriend agreed, pulling his hand away and kissing his fingers. "So why don't we head back to the flat? You guys can have the cream masturbatory room and Madison and I will take the pink. Agreed?"

"We'll agree to anything you girls want to do," the boys chorused as they rose unsteadily to their feet. "As long as we can watch..."

***

"I'll get us some water," Madison mumbled as soon as they entered the flat. Her head was spinning. If they were going to have a long session in the bedroom, a regular intake of fluid would be essential. Though she didn't think she could do anything for long.

She watched the two boys pull a giggling Peaches towards the bedroom and then headed to the open plan kitchen at the other end of the room. The way their hands were all over one another, Ethan and his girlfriend would be at it well before she got there. Nate would have to content himself by watching meantime. Her head was about to burst and she needed that water.

Besides, she was so horny she desperately needed to give herself time to think. They were all so drunk, and Ethan and Nate were at their worst when they were in that state. It wouldn't surprise her if they asked to swap again sometime later in the night.

It wasn't going to happen...

She drank a full glassful of water before carrying more on a tray towards the bedroom. It was an effort to walk in a straight line. What she saw when she pushed open the door made her gasp.

Peaches was bent over the rail at the foot of the bed, bottom in the air, legs spread wide, and her skirt flipped up to her naked waist. Her mouth was rising and falling on Ethan's cock, as he sat further up the bed, just as she'd seen on so many occasions.

The difference this time was that Nate was on his knees behind her, hands on her hips and his mouth buried under her rounded little buttocks.

"What the..." The tray and glasses clattered as she dropped them onto the floor and water soaked into the carpet.

Three heads swivelled around to her. Peaches eyes were drunk and heavy lidded, if a little guilty. Ethan's too, minus the guilt. It was Nate that the brunette focused on. His glazed eyes squinted at her, his mouth and chin glistening with her friend's juices. It was as if his befuddled mind was attempting to work out what to do. When he sank his face back between Peaches' near perfect ass, he chose the wrong option...

Ethan saw the horrified look on Madison's face and pushed his way off the bed. His cock looked stiff enough to hang a coat on. "Hey, it's okay..."

Peaches rose too, only for Nate to roughly push her back down onto the centre of the small bed. She made a token effort to get up, but the eager young teenager already had her legs apart and was resuming his oral.

"The little bastard," Madison rasped, feeling her body begin to sway as a fever of betrayal swept through her. It was all she could do to stand up. After everything she'd told him...

"I know," Ethan told her, putting an arm around her. "Here," he said, helping her sit down on the opposite bed. "You look flushed."

She was flushed. Her body was hot and her head was spinning. Nate should be comforting her, not Ethan. She could feel his hardness against her thigh. One hand was around her, under her armpit. His fingers were brushing the underside of her breast. She pulled it away.

"No, Ethan." Despite her drunken state, her voice was firm, decisive. Unlike Peaches. Her blond friend was moaning now and had curled a foot around Nate's neck. Madison grunted. Who wouldn't when you were horny and a fit nineteen year old was eating you out? But that was her nineteen year old!

"He's cheating on you," Ethan whispered. She turned her head to look at him. His head nodded at her. His eyes seemed to sympathise with her predicament, too. That was strange. She hadn't expected him to be so understanding. "You know what you should do?" he asked.

"What?" she asked. The word came out like a croak. Her mouth was dry. Where was that water?

"Get even with him," he told her, slipping his arm around her again. She glanced at the couple on the bed so close to them. One of them had swung round, she didn't know who, and they were lying along the full length of the bed, 69ing. If she reached across, Madison could touch them...

She tried to shake her head at Ethan's suggestion, but it only made her feel dizzy.

"It'll serve him right," he continued. "Makes sense, don't you think?"

She did and she didn't. She couldn't decide. Nor could she stop the cool fingers running up her warm stomach. When had he slipped his hand under her top? "No Ethan," she told him, but the hand had reached and covered her left breast now. God... that felt good. She rested her head against his shoulder as he mauled her left breast. Her nipples were rock hard.

"Teach him a lesson," he grunted, pulling back so that he could stare into her wide eyes.

"No," she slowly responded, trying to think. When he suddenly twisted on her nipple, all thought left her mind. Oh, God...

"He needs to be taught a lesson," he murmured.

His lips were on her cheek, her ears, and her neck. The way his hand continued to caress her breast sent tingles through her body. God, she'd had far too much to drink. His other hand was on her bare thigh. She tried to close them but he was too strong. Or was she not trying hard enough? She couldn't decide. All she knew was that he was pushing her legs further apart and she wasn't doing a thing to prevent him.

"Teach him," he continued to whisper into her ear. "Show him two can play at that game."

"Ethan... no..." she protested. Her voice sounded unconvincing, even to herself. Oh, God, he knew exactly which buttons to press. She whimpered then bit her lip as his hand ran along her wetness. His fingers were teasing her clit and then continuing to her wet folds. One slid inside her. She spread her legs further. When he slid a second inside, she pushed her hips forward.

"That's it," he kept whispering. "Show him... show him..."

She reached for his wrist, but only to adjust the way he was finger fucking her. "Like that," she moaned, burrowing her head against his shoulder. "Like that..."

Her breath came in pants. Her tongue flicked out occasionally across her dry lips. Her hand squeezed his wrist tighter. The whimper turned into a moan, and the moan turned into a growl.

"Fuck, Ethan... fuck yes... fuck yesssssssss...."

Nearly there...

Her hips humped back as she searched for release. When it came, her moan came deep—harsh and throaty, and her body just wouldn't stop shuddering.

The darkness lasted a few seconds. When it began to clear, she could see Nate across from her. He was fucking Peaches, pumping hard as she wrapped her feet around his back. Madison could hear their sweaty, wet skin slapping against one another. The bastard!

Turning her head slowly, to avoid the wooziness that came with any sudden movement, she felt Ethan's hot breath on the side of her face. It took her a moment to grasp that Peaches' half-drunk boyfriend was rubbing himself against her, seeking her entrance.

With the growing awareness, came the realisation that this had been planned. Maybe not exactly this way—but the two boys had manipulated the situation. Got what they wanted.

"You want to fuck me, Ethan?" she almost snarled, feeling the need to be in control. "Is that what you really want?"

"Oh yeah, Maddy," he grunted, trying to kiss her.

"On your back," she told him, pulling her head away from his mouth. He could fuck her but he couldn't kiss her. He was so eager it was comical. But she had to admit his enthusiasm was a turn on, too. Especially with the sound of serious fucking coming from the bed a couple of feet away.

Swinging a leg across his body, she positioned herself and then eased down, taking just the head inside. Sweat broke out on her forehead as she paused. Was she really going to do this? Why? For revenge? For her own gratification?

Or maybe it was for closure?

"Come on then, Ethan," she told him. "This is what you've been waiting for, isn't it..."

She pushed down harder until he was fully sheathed inside her. They both gasped. Madison realised that even in moments like this, there was nothing quite like the feel of a man's cock inside you. Pulling her long, dark hair back over one shoulder, she began to move in slow, circular motions, fucking him gently. Her eyes closed. His cock felt good...

Taking his hands, she pulled them up to her swaying breasts, holding them there. He rotated her nipples in his palms. His touch was perfect. Her circular movements changed to up and down thrusts as she changed the pace. The need inside her couldn't wait any longer.

"This is what you wanted?" she grunted. "To fuck me, Ethan...?"

He grunted at her words. His face was twisted, as if in pain. Then he began to thrust back. His hands left her tits to settle on her curvy hips. They gave him more purchase to pump upwards at the same time as she slammed down against his legs.

It was just what Madison wanted, needed. The situation had changed. She was using him. Her tits began to bounce in time with his thrusts. She arched her back, pushing her breasts out further.

"Like that?" she gasped, out of breath. Another orgasm was speeding towards her. She dragged his hands to her tits again, unable to stop herself. "Squeeze them," she rasped.

Turning her head to the side, she saw Peaches' hand reaching across the divide. It looked like her best friend was on the verge, too. She took it, their fingers entwining and tightening against each other's as the tide rose. The contact was enough to spark both releases...

Madison's body trembled and bucked throughout her orgasm. She heard someone moan. It was a male voice. Was it Ethan? Or Nate? She didn't really care.



She hoped they both enjoyed tonight's fuck. It would be their last...


Fifteen Minutes Ch. 02

CHAPTER TWO — THAT FATEFUL NIGHT

A New Start

"I don't understand!" Nate spat out the words.

"You don't?" Madison asked in a matter of fact way.

It surprised her how cool she felt about this. She and Nate had enjoyed some fun times in their three months together. Heck, the four of them had. Ethan and Peaches had become inseparable from them and most things were done as a foursome. But her mind was made up.

"I've explained it twice," she continued, keeping her voice calm and flat.

He ran a hand through his dark hair. Why did she want to end their relationship right now? It didn't make sense. Just because they'd got up to some drunken fun last night, she was coming over all high and mighty. What did it matter which of them fucked who? "Maddy, I can't believe you're doing this. You wanted last night as much as—"

The words were like presenting a red rag to a bull. "Don't!" she shouted, half rising up from the small couch. "Don't you dare! I've told you both time and time again, but no... Boys will be boys... you both had to push it until you got your way, didn't you?"

How many times did he need to be told? The frustrated teenager had thought it all through during her sleepless hours last night, and had made her feelings clear to him when he'd called round that afternoon. She'd just spent the last half-hour explaining it again. They'd both betrayed her trust.

What part of that continued explanation could his muddled brain not take in?

The youngster pushed a lock of dark hair back from his eye. His eyes widened as he searched for the right combination of words. He'd already apologised. What else could he do?

When he flopped down beside her and reached for her hand, Madison pulled away. There really wasn't much more to be said.

"Another chance..." he began. "Now that..."

"Now that?" she repeated, crossing both arms over her chest. "What, Nate? Do you mean now that you've had your fun? Now that you've fucked Peaches? Now that you know what it feels like? Is that what you mean?"

"It just happened. We were drunk..."

"How many times did we talk about it at the Fleece?" Her tone had changed. The anger had gone, replaced by bitterness and disappointment. "I'd said NO—"

Nate's hands were out in front of him, trying to add emphasis to his words. "But we were all fooling around, Maddy. I thought..."

"You thought what, Nate?" she spat. "That you wanted to fuck my best friend? What was it? Curiosity?"

"Of course not—"

"Then what?" Her voice was rising. The anger had returned. "The two of you manipulated Peaches last night. And then you did the same to me."

"Didn't you enjoy—"

"FUUUUUCK!" Madison yelled. In an instant she was on her feet. When Nate jumped up too, she placed both hands on his chest and pushed him across the room. "Have I been talking to myself all this time? I thought we were having a conversation where I was trying to explain how I felt? I might as well have talked to the frigging wall."

She flopped back down on the couch, burying her head in her hands. Nate just stood there, as if waiting her out would see her anger dissipate and they could then return to normal. But it was finally dawning on him that she was serious. This wasn't one of those arguments between couples that were resolved by going to bed, as he'd hoped. There was no going back.

He stared at her, at a loss to know what to say. His face was like a little boy lost. Then he bent down to pick up the flowers he'd brought for her. He hadn't expected her to throw them back at him. Ethan's suggestion that a bouquet would help smooth the way after last night had backfired. And he'd spent fifteen quid on those...

"Maddy, I'm so sorry," he tried again. He began to offer her the flowers again but the look in her eyes told him it was a bad idea. "Look, I just didn't think. Neither did Ethan. Please, tell me what I can do to make things right. Then tonight we'll—"

"It's been fun, Nate," she told him. Her voice was cold. Resigned. There was a hint of sadness around her eyes. "You're a nice young man and we've enjoyed ourselves. But it's over."

His gaze pleaded with her. "Maddy..."

"It's over, Nate. I want us to leave on good terms if we can. I only want the best for you. But I'd like you to go now."

His shoulders sagged. He stuttered a few times without saying anything. Then he fell silent, his defeated face staring at hers. He took half a step forward, as if wanting a final hug, but Madison just sat there, immobile. At long last, he let out a sigh that seemed to go on forever. Finally, he turned towards the door.

As soon as it was closed behind him, she took a long breath as the feeling of emptiness ran through her. Then she began to cry.

***

"You've had that whole bottle of wine?" Peaches asked incredulously. The petite blonde had pulled Madison into a consoling hug, even though she had to stand on her tiptoes to do so. Ethan had told her how badly the conversation with Nate had gone, and her subsequent brief conversation over the phone with Madison had suggested that her friend had been drinking.

"Exactly!" Madison exclaimed, her flushed face beaming as she stared into Peaches' soft blue eyes.

"But it's only eight. We have a long evening ahead."

"Yeah, I know," Madison laughed, unsteadily holding onto her friend. "But I wanted a drink after seeing Nate and one led to another. Besides, now I feel good again. So that's that."

Peaches grinned as she brushed one of Madison's sweeping black bangs from her eye. "So that's that? Okay, babe. But maybe some black coffee wouldn't go amiss?"

"Pooh, fooey!" her friend grinned, leaning forward. Her trembling hand picked up her unfinished glass, but before she could take another drink Peaches had taken it from her.

The blonde placed it back on the table and looked intently into Madison's brown eyes. Giving a soft giggle, she pulled her into another hug. Madison always looked adorable when she was inebriated.

"Black coffee," she said again, smoothing the black hair like a mother would. "You're drunk."

"I'm not drunk," Madison giggled, pulling her fluffy robe closer around her body. She didn't feel drunk, she felt happy. After Nate had left, she'd sat down on the couch watched some old movies. She always did that when she was feeling down. She'd only meant to take the one glass of red, but one had turned into another. Heck, she hadn't showered until Peaches had phoned her and told her they were going clubbing again.

It would cheer her up, she'd suggested. She was right.

"Yes, you are," Peaches insisted, suddenly aware of how close they were. Their breasts were resting against one another and she was unable to resist stroking her hands around to Madison's cute butt. Apart from some skimpy panties, it felt like she was naked underneath the robe. "You always get morose when you're drunk," she breathed. "And horny."

"I'm horny now," Madison answered, sending a long, loud sigh around the room. She pushed away from her friend to flop down on the couch. It was suddenly an effort to stand. "But not morose. The bastard deserved what he got."

"Well," Peaches sighed, dropping down onto the couch next to her. She picked up a strand of Madison long black hair and curled it between her fingers. Before they went any further with the conversation, she had to admit to her part. She hadn't exactly been innocent in the whole thing? "I kind of started it..."

"You mean you gave in more quickly than I did?" Madison giggled, resting her head against the back of the couch and closing her eyes. "You always were a slut..."

The two girls giggled together. Peaches' eyes took in every feature on that beautiful face. Yesterday's kiss was still fresh in her mind. She leaned closer to those pouting lips.

"They've wanted to do that for a long time," Madison continued, though her eyes remained closed. Her voice sounded sleepy, unsurprising after all the red wine. "I've never really had a problem with that, but I always thought they'd respect my feelings. Last night they didn't."

"You're really finished with Nate?" Peaches murmured, watching those lips.

"Absolutely," Madison softly mumbled, opening her eyes as she felt her friend's hot breath on her cheek. "Hey..."

"Hey what?"

"I've seen that look before..."

"What look?" Peaches innocently asked. She dipped her head and licked her tongue across one of her friend's cheeks.

Madison let out a soft moan. "Your seduction look," she mumbled. Her body shivering as she savoured the sexy wet touch.

"Seduction look?" the blonde softly whispered, flicking that long tongue along the other cheek. "But you said you were horny..."

"I am." The words came out soft and throaty. "But I thought we were going clubbing?"

"We are, babe," Peaches confirmed. "Back to Goodfella's to look for those actors again. But not quite yet..."

Madison stared into the sexy eyes; they wanted to devour her. Her breathing was coming heavier now and it was impossible to control. She could feel her friend's fingers stroking along her bare leg under the robe.

"Our taxi arrives in half an hour," Peaches softly murmured, running her tongue along the underside of Madison's chin. "Leon gave me a password to tell the bouncers. 'Black beauty'."

Madison's dissolved into a sexy fit of laughter. "Black beauty?"

"Yeah," Peaches giggled, nudging her friend's face with her own. "Think he was talking about his cock?"

They burst into laughter again.

"Maybe that's what I need," Madison murmured, turning her head to meet Peaches' provocative gaze. "Some black cock."

"Maybe we both do," Peaches began. "Maybe that's what's in store tonight? But I think you need warming up first."

"Warming up...?"

The words had no sooner slithered out of her mouth than her voice came to a dead stop. This wasn't really going to happen, was it? After all this time? She knew it was the drink, and yet she badly needed some sort of comfort after her earlier conversation with Nate.

Slowly, gently, beautifully, she watched Peaches' warm lips close the distance between them.

Madison kept her mouth closed, but it only took one flick from the probing tongue for her to allow it to pass between her lips. When her own wet tongue responded, she realised she was practically mauling the blonde's face as they kissed. She couldn't help herself.

Her breath was threatening to stick in her throat as she felt Peaches' hand on the robe of her belt, pulling it free...

"Fuck, look at those," the blonde murmured a second before she sank her mouth to Madison's voluptuous tits. Her pink lips sucked in one of the golden brown nipples as her knowing hand glided deliciously over the warm, sensitive flanks of her friend's inner thighs. With a feather-light touch, she rubbed the very tips of her fingers over the red lace protecting Madison's sex.

Feeling her friend begin to pant with arousal, she repeated the soft caress. They didn't have long, but it would be long enough for her to make her mark.

Madison felt a fever rise inside her as the wonderful fingers worked their magic. Her heart thumped in her chest. Involuntarily, she eased her curvy hips forwards and opened her long legs wider in encouragement. Sharp shivers of pleasure ran through her as those gentle fingertips found her clit and stroked the swollen bud through her wet thong.

Her eyes opened to watch her friend sucking on her nipples. This felt like heaven...

Her hand moved to Peaches' forearm, urging her on. She adjusted her position to allow the blonde's fingers to slide down inside her thong, whimpering as the exquisite hand found the jutting bulb of her clitoris. The sucking mouth on her tits and the circular patterns of Peaches' fingers on her clit was already taking her close to orgasm.

"Oh, God—"

"You like Peaches pleasuring you, babe?" the blonde asked, pulling her hand away for a moment and sliding her fingers upwards to Madison mouth.

She licked eagerly, desperate to taste her own juices. "Oh, Peaches—" she grunted, her voice barely audible.

The blonde bit gently on Madison's nipple as she slid her hand back down to the Promised Land. Peaches stiffened two fingers and pushed them into her friend's soaking wet pussy. The half drunk woman's hips began to buck as she searched out the orgasm. When Peaches' thumb lightly strummed her clit, the brunette practically took off into space.

Even as the force of the orgasm began to subside, she could hear Peaches' distant voice whispering in her ear. "Tonight, after the club, we'll spend the night doing this properly. If my fingers can make you cum, just imagine what my tongue's going to do..."

***

Goodfella's was alive.

The need to ply Madison with black coffee after their brief session on the sofa had resulted in the two women arriving later than they'd anticipated, but their concern over being allowed in had proven unfounded. Leon's password had not only seen them gain entry, but they'd been escorted to the dark alcove inhabited by the actor's group of friends and acquaintances.

It seemed the entire party consisted of sexy, beautiful young women, all determined to use their wiles to ingratiate themselves with the two black TV stars. Like any typical Saturday night at the club, drinks were flowing and it hadn't taken some of the female 'guests' to rather too obviously release their passions and inhibitions in front of the two men.

"Play it cool," Peaches had giggled at her friend when they'd joined the group.

It hadn't been that easy for Madison. The drinks they'd consumed had already negated the effect of the black coffee and the raw, pounding music was infusing the whole group with an intense sexual energy. Each girl seemed to be competing with one another other for Leon and Frankie's attention and the two men's leering eyes were taking in every provocative sexual movement. Not only were they flaunting themselves, but their states of undress seemed to be competitive.

Eventually, the lack of attention the two women paid their hosts began to draw the two men to them. They began to ignore the other young women in their group and gravitate towards the two friends. As the smirking actor's made their way towards them, Peaches grabbed Madison's hand. "C'mon babe, time to dance."

The brunette frowned. "But..."

"No buts," Peaches told her, dragging the brunette onto the dance floor. "They'll follow. Just look at us. We're the hottest women here.

It was true. Peaches' insistence that they dress similar again had paid dividends. The blonde was wearing a taupe bra with a plunging, open grey top and a short pink skirt. While Madison had been drinking black coffee, she'd chosen a dusky pink bra for her friend. It looked sensational, on show between the gaping front of her turquoise blouse and an equally short burgundy skirt.

"And remember," she told Madison as their hips quickly found the beat. "That cute Leon is mine."

It didn't take long for her prediction to be proven correct.

"Hey," Frankie grinned, moving in behind them. "It's the two hotties from the other night. Come back to see what you were missing, ladies?"

"Look at her," Peaches shouted, whirling closer to him. She nodded at Madison. "And tell me who's missing who..."

Catching Frankie's eye, the brunette swirled and twisted her curvy body, grinding her hips to the music. When she provocatively flicked up her short burgundy skirt, flashing her black thong, even Peaches was surprised. Even with the drink, she wasn't usually this uninhibited.

The blonde protectively took a step between Frankie and her friend. The way the actor was almost drooling as he stared at Madison fabulous body was almost obscene. But then a hand was dragging her away and she turned into Leon's arms.

"Never mind them," the grinning man told her. "You and I are going to have some fun tonight."

Peaches glanced back at Madison as Leon pulled her close. Her friend was a big girl now and, despite the drink, could take care of herself. She locked her fingers around the black man's neck at the same time his hands found her buttocks "Fun?" she laughed into his ear as she ground herself against him. "Sounds interesting. And what exactly does that mean?"

He cockily raised an eyebrow. "Some more fun here," he told her. "Then we can head back to mine."

"We can head back to yours?" Peaches laughed, loving the feeling of their bodies merging together. "And what can we do back at yours that we can't do here?"

Leon's grip on her ass tightened. They weren't even pretending to dance now. Instead, their bodies lewdly ground into one another. "There'll be a party," he murmured. "You like parties, don't you?"

"Maybe," she teased, running her fingers through the back of his hair.

"More drink," he explained with a grin. "Maybe some weed. Then I can show you the bedroom."

"Bedroom? Oh, yeah?" she laughed. "Are you going to show me your etchings?"

"I'll show you anything you want, babe..."

"Maddy will have to come too," she teased. "We do everything together."

Leon flashed his white teeth at her. "That's okay. Frankie will be pissed, but it's been a while since I've had a threesome."

"Threesome?" Peaches purred, dropping one of her hands onto his chest and then sliding it down between their bodies. The way she traced the outline of his erection made him gasp. "On second thoughts, I think I want this black beauty all to myself..."

***

It had become a competition between Madison and Frankie. Neither of them spoke but their eyes remained on one another as their grinding hips and extravagant moves showed each other what was on offer. The deep throbbing of the hip-hop bass swelled around them as they competed with one another, and with the dancers around them. The stage-lights jumped in time with the beat, catching in the rotating disco ball above the dance floor.

It eventually became like a mating ritual. Every time Frankie tried to close in again to rub himself against the tall brunette, Madison allowed his hands to wander for a few seconds before spinning away. She was lost in the sensation, oblivious to anyone else other than the two of them. Their 'game' was turning them both on...

She glanced around for Peaches but her friend had long since left the dance floor. She and Frankie must have been dancing for well over half an hour. The sweat was pouring from his brow and he pulled off the already loose tie. He arrogantly threw it away across the floor, as if he was discarding a sweet wrapper.

Then he was behind her, his large black hands unashamedly wrapping themselves around her thrusting breasts as they danced. She covered them with her own as if to move them but held them there. She could feel him thick and hard as he pumped against her, as though fucking her through his jeans. Her earlier words to Peaches came back unbidden.

"Maybe that's what I need... some black cock."

"I need a drink," he eventually told her, taking her hand.

"Drink?" she laughed, provocatively glancing down at his groin. It surprised her how forward she felt. That kind of talk came naturally to Peaches. She was usually much more reserved. "Is that what you need?"

Frankie grinned back at her. "We both know what I need," he grunted, pulling her with him from the floor. His sweating face wore that arrogant expression again. "Seems to me like you need it too, honey..."

It took only a few seconds to reach the rest of his party. Some of the girls immediately flocked around him but he held Madison's hand tightly as he pushed his way through to a table at the rear. The ropes around it made it out of bounds to all but the two actors.

"What I want to know," he leered, picking up one of the glasses on the table. It looked like rum. "Are those tits real?"

Madison normally hated coarseness with men, but tonight it felt exciting to be spoken to in that way. Besides, the words matched his cocky attitude. She took the glass from him before he could raise it to his lips and took a sip. Heck—that was strong...



"That's for me to know," she coyly told him, flicking her black hair back over one shoulder. The fact he was ignoring the other girls staring across at them and concentrating on her only made her arousal more acute.

"And for me to find out," he grunted, reaching for her.

Madison took a step back and shook her head. Her smile confirmed she was being playful. "Uh-uh. You think I'm that easy?"

Frankie grinned and nodded over her shoulder. "Looks like your friend is..."

She followed his gaze. Peaches was leaning back against the black wall, her arms around Leon's neck. His hands were under her top and he was grinding his body into hers. Occasionally, the orange spotlight flicked across them before moving on. The sight made her shiver.

"She ain't as hot as you," he commented, raising his eyebrows when she switched her gaze back to him.

Madison took another drink and looked at him over the rim of her glass. Her other hand fell across her waist. "How do you know?"

His smile made her shiver again. It occurred to her that if—when—they had sex later, she would have been with three different men in successive nights. Then she'd be heading back home to spend the night with Peaches...

"I have an instinct for these things," he said, interrupting her thoughts.

Madison tried to shrug casually, but knew she was fooling neither of them. She shifted her weight from one foot to the other, emphasising the full breasts that were proudly encased in the dusky pink bra. The way he stared at them made her moist. "Thank you," she lamely responded, wishing she could think of something cleverer to say.

Frankie reached across and stroked her black hair. His soft touch sent a bolt of excitement right between her legs. "Want a pill?" he asked out of the blue.

She blinked as her voice caught in her throat. "What?"

"What do you think," he laughed. "Everyone here has had some, honey. Even your friend, I'd imagine."

"But you're an actor."

His laugh made her realise the crassness of her remark. Without asking again, he picked up one of the pills on the table. God, they were just lying there. How had she missed them? The hand on her hair pulled her head towards him while the other fed the small white tablet to her mouth.

Even though she knew she shouldn't, her lips automatically opened. For a few seconds, she allowed the white Ecstasy tablet to sit on her tongue, staring at him like a rabbit caught in the headlights. Then she swallowed. If everyone imbibed, she should, too. The last thing she wanted was for the muscular actor to think she was uncool...

He nodded approvingly and leant for a kiss, pushing his slippery tongue into her mouth as he mashed her tits. At first she felt nothing other than the mouth on hers and the way his fingers tweaked her hard nipples through the material.

"I guess they are real, after all," she heard him say as he pulled out of the steamy lip lock.

Madison thought that the sudden movement had made the drink go to her head. The thought of it being the drug didn't really occur to her. It felt like she was on a boat. Everything was swaying and the music that was still blasting across the club seemed louder. Even the strobe lights had taken on an altogether different hue. The colours were suddenly very bright, very beautiful.

"What do you think?" a voice was asking her. It was Frankie again.

"They're beautiful," she answered, blinking her eyes to adjust to the sudden changes.

"I know, but that's not what I meant," his voice told her. She felt him take her hand and place it something warm, thick and hard. It took her a few moments to realise that he'd unzipped himself. "Ever seen one that big?" he boasted. "Why don't you stroke it?"

She stared down at his manhood. Everything was suddenly in slow motion. The dark crown was already glistening with pre-cum. She slowly reached out and instinctively smeared the clear, slippery liquid across the tip with her thumb.

"Oh, baby, yeah..." His hands went to her hair, tugging her head downwards. "Ever tasted black cock," he persuasively whispered.

Madison closed her eyes for a few seconds. Lights were exploding behind her eyelids. He was helping her sink to her knees and that gave her some respite from her spinning head. When she felt his thick penis brush across her lips, instinct took over. She brushed away the long black locks that fell over her face and took him between her glossy red lips.

This was what she wanted...

Holding the base in her left hand, she began to suck as if her life depended on it. The swinging motion of the boat was still there, but she no longer cared. Her mouth had never felt so full.

"Fuck, baby... steady..."

Steady wasn't in Madison vocabulary right then. Saliva dripped from her lips as she worked on him. She sucked down on him even faster and felt his cock twitch in her mouth. It felt wonderful.

"Wait..." he grunted, trying to pull her head from him. She was like a leech. One hand corkscrewed around the base while her other fondled his cum-laden balls. The way his body tensed confirmed what she already knew. When he exploded in her mouth, she gripped his testicles more tightly, coaxing every last drop from his balls into her throat.

Somewhere in the distance, Madison heard cheers and the sound of applause. Her head slowly turned to see that every action had been observed by the others in the party. She felt a swell of arousal rather than embarrassment course through her.

Maybe she could do it again...

When Frankie grabbed her under the shoulders and yanked her to her feet, she smiled and waited for him to tell her how well she'd done. Instead, he'd grabbed a hand and was pulling her with him across the floor. "C'mon..."

"What... where are we going," she slurred, wondering where Peaches was but trying to keep her feet as she lurched after him.

"Outside," he grunted, without even turning to look at her. "You're going to get fucked..."

***

Discovery

Madison hadn't been able to understand how Frankie was able to drive. Surely he'd had too much to drink, not to mention the Ecstasy? But he'd told her he was okay and so that was fine with her. Besides, the BMW was impressive. A seven-series!

He'd told her that they were going to a party at Leon's house and that it was only a fifteen-minute drive away. That was just as well because she was burning with arousal.

She squeezed next to him in the passenger, one arm around his shoulder as he drove. He smelled so good. The taste of his cum lingered in her mouth. She'd wondered if his black cum would be that much different to Nate's but, other than being thicker, it tasted the same.

One hand stroked along his thigh as he drove, her eyes becoming more turned on as the bulge in his jeans began to grow with each touch. That was good. He was ready to go again.

"Fuck, you're an insatiable bitch," he grinned as she traced the outline of his erection through the material.

"Yeah," she agreed. He was right, and she loved that he was right. She loved being the insatiable bitch. She loved being the slut. Was that what Ecstasy did for you, she wondered?

He looked like he was doing his best to keep his eye on the road, but with each touch of her fingers, his cock grew and his attention wavered. Madison didn't care. All that mattered was that she had that black cock in her mouth again and the sooner the better. She leant across and grabbed his head, turning his face to hers and closing the gap between their mouths. She gave him a quick, fervent kiss, her open mouth threatening to consume his as she slid her tongue inside and began to unzip his jeans.

"Fuck," she heard him shout and suddenly the car seemed to be veering across the road. By the time she'd taken his wonderful black manhood between her lips again, he'd slammed on his breaks and parked by the side of whatever road they were driving on.

"Back," she heard him gasp, digging his hands into her hair and pulling her head upwards. She shook her head and tried to jam her mouth back down on him. Why stop now? "Back," he repeated, though this time his tone was louder. There was urgency in his voice as he opened the car door and began to exit. "Get in the back of the fucking car," he shouted.

Madison took a few moments to realise what he meant, but once she did she almost stumbled in her haste to join him. All she'd cared about was getting that long, thick cock inside her. As she pulled open the rear door and slid onto the back seat beside him, she bumped her head on the cream ceiling. He turned her to face away from him and dragged her across his body. His jeans and boxers were already around his knees.

Such was their frantic need that neither bothered to take her thong off. Reversing her down on him, Frankie simply dragged the material to one side and pulled her body down onto his needy weapon. It occurred to Madison as she slowly encased him in her velvet vice that both Nate and Ethan were still boys. This was a man. A real man.

His hands had already pulled her bra up to her neck and were caressing her thrusting swells as she settled on him. Her nipples were rock hard. When they eventually reached their destination, she'd get him to suck them. Lying back against his chest, her heart shaped ass gyrated in tight little circles in his lap like she imagined a lap dancer would.

When he began to groan, she leant forward in the car, easing her peachy ass upwards before slamming it back down on him again.

"Fuck, honey," Frankie gasped, redirecting his hands to her curvy hips in an attempt to regain some sort of control.

Madison clutched her magnificent swells, pulling on her golden brown nipples as she lost herself. Her adrenalin was feeding her overheated body. Arching her back, she could feel his black monster burrowing as deep into her sex as he could possibly go.

Resting her hands on the back of the seats in front of her and pushing back, her proud breasts danced erotically with each down thrust. Her black hair bounced across Frankie's face. His breathing was laboured now and so was hers. She was going to cum...

Control changed in the split second her orgasm burst. Frankie felt her body tremble and began to slam her down against his legs. Her juices covered his cock.

"You like that," he grunted in her ear. "You like black dick?"

She tried to tell him she did, but as his monster burrowed deeper and deeper, penetrating as far as he could possibly go, the vibrating words stuck in her throat. Her orgasm seemed to go on and on and all she could manage was a series of whimpers.

"Girls never forget it when Frankie's fucked them," he sneered, bouncing her down again.

Madison could understand why. Lights were exploding in her mind, even when she had her eyes open. They were moving across her vision. There was a yellow light, and then something blue shining behind it. Only, like the lights in the club, the blue was flashing.

When the yellow light knocked on the window, she heard Frankie curse. He was pushing her off him but she wouldn't allow it, jamming herself back down on his cock again. There were more curses as his fingers dug painfully into her skin.

"Get off me, you stupid fucking bitch," his falsetto tones screamed. "It's the fucking police..."

***

"Your agent, I assume," Peaches quipped, her seductive voice floating across from the doorway of the en-suite bathroom. Freshly showered, she'd wrapped the Egyptian cotton towel around her body, loosely fastened between her perky breasts. Resting back against the door, one shapely leg extended, the towel hung sufficiently open for Leon's eyes to feast on the delights underneath.

Even in the low light of the bedroom, she looked like sex on legs.

The actor had been telling the truth when he'd said there'd be a party underway at his house, though he'd ignored the partygoers spilling around the place and immediately taken her upstairs. He'd just stripped down to his boxers when his mobile had rung and she'd taken the opportunity to freshen up while he was responding to whoever it was on the other end.

"It was Frankie," he told her, tapping the mobile on his teeth. For a moment, it looked as if he was going to tell her more, but then he dropped the phone onto the bedside table. "Says to tell you he got your friend home safely," he said.

Peaches sighed her relief. She felt guilty at leaving Madison at the club, and more so for switching her mobile off. She hadn't wanted to be disturbed at a time like this but had decided in the shower that she needed to call her friend, just to ensure she was okay. Fortunately, that was no longer necessary. She could concentrate on this gorgeous black stud.

"You know what that means?" she heard him ask.

"Do I?" the petite blonde responded, her teasing blue eyes locking onto the erection forming in his black boxers. "Remind me..."

"Sure," he answered, shooting her a cocky grin. With a deliberate swagger, he flopped onto the bed, cupping his hands around the back of his head as he lay on his back. His cock rose in his boxers like a pole holding up a tent. "See anything you like?"

"Oh yes," she murmured as she sauntered sexily towards him. Even through the towel, he could see her nipples rise. Standing a couple of feet away, she unfastened and dropped the towel, pausing to allow his eyes full access her slender, athletic body. "What about you?"

His gaze covered her small perky breasts, devouring her deep pink nipples, before dropping past the diamond stud adorning her belly button to her smooth sex. He simply nodded in approval.

Crawling onto the bed and stopping between his legs, Peaches reached into his boxers, freeing the hard shaft. It looked even bigger in the light than it had during the taxi ride home. The outcome was the same. Without a word, she curled her hand around the thick girth and looked him in the eye. "You want an Peaches special?

His grin covered the whole of his face. "Yeah baby..."

With a sexy smile, she fed him between her lips, gagging slightly as the hard cock flesh brushed all sides of her mouth. God, he was thick. She tongued the crown of its head, taking her time to familiarise herself with his size and work out how to adjust her technique accordingly.

"God..." she moaned, tearing her mouth away in a loud slurp. "You're big..."

"You better believe it, baby," Leon grunted, sliding a hand into her short blonde hair and dragging her back to his manhood.

Peaches' teasing eyes grinned up at him as she cupped his swollen balls. Without another word, she pushed a loose strand of hair away and returned to her task. This time she took even more of him between her bow like lips and his fingers tightened approvingly in her blonde locks.

Ringing the base of the black cock with her free hand, she focused her mind on taking as much inside her mouth as she could. She worked on him slowly, his gripping fingers in her hair encouraging her further with each dip. The sound of his breath catching and quickening spurred her on and her hand corkscrewed around the base as she sucked.

"Yeah, baby," he grunted, staring down into the gleaming blue eyes she kept locked on his as her head bobbed along his shaft.

Her nostrils flared as she sucked in air. Sucking Ethan was one thing, but pleasuring this black beauty was something else again. She marvelled at how sexy the dark throbbing veins were, the plush ridge of its head, his masculine musk, and especially at the way he kept himself completely shaven. His smoothness was like an aphrodisiac running through her veins.

"You like that, baby?" she asked, coming up for air again. A trail of saliva dangled from her mouth down onto the dark cockhead and she collected it into her palm and rubbed it into his hard flesh. When he moaned, she sucked him into her mouth again, squeezing the base with her fingers as she went back to work. Her short blonde hair fell forward over her face and she pushed it back with one hand while the other cradled his balls again. "Mmm, I see you do..."

***

It was the early hours of the morning—God knows what time—and Madison hadn't been able to sleep. Not a wink. She glanced around the cell for at least the hundredth time since they'd deposited her there. To say the small, cold room was basic was a misnomer. She'd given up lying on the small bed, if that's what you'd call the contraption, and sat on her hunkers with her back against the metal wall. She'd been that way for at least an hour, with her overtaxed mind repeatedly working through what had happened since she and Frankie had been discovered.

They'd been held at the scene for at least half an hour, though it had seemed much longer at the time. Thank God she wasn't in a state of undress. All that was required was for her to drag her bra back into place and adjust her black thong. Still, it had been humiliating...

The policemen had waited for a second squad car before taking them separately to the station. The two coppers with her hadn't said a great deal, but the amused expressions on their faces as they'd looked at her and then spoken to one another said volumes.

No doubt the arrest made a welcome change from the more routine aspects of their job.

As bad as she felt for herself, she felt worse for Frankie. She'd have to prepare herself to face the consequences, and didn't even want to begin to think about what they would be. But for him, well, the whole of his acting career was at stake...

There'd been no sign of the actor once she'd arrived at the police station, and her requests to see him had fallen on deaf ears. No one would tell her a thing. It had taken at least another hour for the formalities—as the kindly old sergeant had referred to them—to be completed.

Her belongings were taken from her, with every single item being meticulously recorded in the heavy book on the worse-for-wear desk in reception. The photographs came next, followed by fingerprints. It was only then that Madison began to realise the enormity of what was happening. Photographs and fingerprints—that made a person a real criminal, didn't it?

Adding insult to injury, they'd taken a swab from her mouth. How would she explain away the Ecstasy?

It was only then that the old sergeant had patiently gone through everything, explaining exactly what was happening. The irony was that he was wasting his time. None of it had sunk in at the time and she certainly couldn't remember anything he'd told her now. It was as if her brain was stuck and she just wanted them to complete what they needed to do so she could go home.

Instead, they'd led her to the cell...

When she was offered a phone call, she'd tried Peaches, but either her friend's mobile was switched off or she was in an area with no reception. Three back-to-back attempts had elicited no response and she knew how worried her friend would be for her. She shouldn't have just gone off with Frankie without telling Peaches what was happening.

It struck her that, after dumping Nate, there was no one else to call. Her dad would probably be shagging whoever it was he was going out with now and anyway, he'd hit the roof when he found out what had happened. That was one conversation she wasn't looking forward to.

Then there was work. Despite the good impression she'd just created, Jay-Jay would be bound to let her go when news of this leaked out. It was probably that single thought above all others that prevented her from sleeping. Fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck! How could she have been so stupid?

She jumped in shock at the sound of the narrow gap in the door being slid open. A pair of partially bloodshot eyes stared through the small rectangular space. "You all right, Miss?"

Madison shook her head, but it made no difference to whoever it was on the other side.

"Better get some rest," he simply said.



She felt her heart pounding more quickly. Now that she had contact, she didn't want to let it go. "When can I leave?"

"In the morning, Miss. Once you're charged."

Charged? Oh fuck.

"Frankie..." she began. "Is he—"

The voice paid no attention to the question. "Like I said, you'd better get some rest. Just lie down and go to sleep. A few hours will make the world of difference to how you're feeling."

No it won't, she screamed to herself. Her world had just come crashing down and there was no way it could be repaired. The slate gap closed before she could speak again, as if the man on the other side was escaping from the conversation while he could. Conversation? That was a laugh. Other than taking a statement, no one was interested in talking to her.

But then, she was a criminal, after all.

With a sigh that came from the bottom of her heart, Madison glanced around the cold, depressing cell for the hundred and first time.

***

It was just as well that Peaches had told her parents she'd be sleeping over at Madison's flat. There wasn't the slightest chance that she could have arrived home at this hour. And in the state she was. Even another shower hadn't totally refreshed her. She shouldn't have split that joint with Leon. Or allowed him to feed her another Ecstasy tablet, though the effect on their fucking had been incredible.

And that boy really knew how to use his black cock...

Making her way gingerly down the stairs, she could just imagine how shocked Madison would be when she turned up at her flat. What was it—five o'clock in the morning? She'd called her friend twice after showering but her phone was turned off. Probably asleep.

What amazed her was that music was still coming from one of the downstairs rooms, though there didn't seem to be any people around. And from in the room to her left, that was. Her mobile was already in her hand, ready to call a taxi. Except that she didn't quite know what her collection address was. Leon was flat on his back, snoring. There'd been no point in asking him.

Peaches took a few hesitant steps towards the noise she could hear. At first she'd thought the muted sound was talking, but as she approached the slightly ajar door, she realised they were moans. She told herself to leave it and just go. But she couldn't. Watching Madison and Nate fuck while she was doing the same with Ethan had always been a major turn on for her. If she was right about what was going on, here was an opportunity to watch strangers.

The blonde's heart raced faster.

Her trembling fingers carefully eased the door a little wider and she peaked around the gap. It was a small study, adorned with bookcases around the walls and with just enough space for a computer desk and a chair. Peaches was sure she recognised the seated older guy from Old Oak Street. His bald head and stubble looked so familiar—didn't he own the fictional pub in the popular television series?

For a moment, the teenage girl kneeling on the floor pulled her head up and turned towards her. A drop of saliva hung from her sweet, pink lips. It was Leticia, the pub owner's on-screen daughter. Both were naked.

Albeit fictional, the father and daughter vision in front of her sent a rush of adrenalin to Peaches' still moist sex. It wasn't a scene likely to be broadcast on TV.

"Hey, sweetie," the man grinned, taking advantage of the moment. He'd spotted her as soon as her head had peeked around the door. "You're a little overdressed. Why don't you get rid of those clothes and join us..."

The eighteen-year old smiled lasciviously across at her as Peaches paused as if frozen in time. Keeping her wanton dark eyes trained on Peaches, she sensuously lowered her pink lips back to her on-screen father's manhood, impressively engulfing a good portion with her mouth.

Peaches' gaze flicked to the man and then back to the teenage girl. Her naked body looked sensational. The flawlessly tanned skin, peachy ass, full breasts and brown nipples reminded her of Madison. And there was something so sexy about the way the girl's flaxen blonde hair bounced as her mouth worked its magic.

Peaches shook with excitement as she watched the older actor's hands rubbing the girl's neck and back. Inside her taupe bra, her nipples hardened further. She knew that the last thing she should do was get involved, but every sense inside her was screaming to join them.

"Want some, baby?" she heard a voice ask, and lowered her eyes to the teenage girl again. She'd slurped off the throbbing penis and was offering it to her. "Come on, Leticia likes to share..."

Fuck, Peaches thought. The girl was actually using her screen name. Was she going to tell her this was her father next? The thought brought a surge of wetness between Peaches' legs. Her heart began to beat even faster as her arousal deepened.

"Come on, baby," the girl enticingly whispered again, turning her body enough to flash the side of one of her firm breasts. She watched Peaches' gaze follow her movement and her dark eyes widened. "Or you can have these if you prefer," she grinned, cupping her thrusting tits.

The man crooked a finger at her. "Come on sweetie, don't be shy."

Peaches wanted to leave but felt an overwhelming force guiding her as she took a step forward into the small room. She wordlessly sank to her knees beside the teenage girl. Leticia snaked a hand behind her head and insistently pulled her towards a kiss. Peaches didn't know what made her temporarily pause, but when the girl tightened her fingers in her short blonde locks and jerked their mouths together, she didn't resist.

"So sexy," she heard a male voice say from above them, and then the girl's lips had left hers and the hand behind her neck was leading her to the erect tower. "Suck my daddy," the soft teenage voice told her.

The words sent another shiver of arousal through Peaches. Recovering from her initial hesitation, she took the saliva-covered cock between her lips. Her hand gripped the bottom of his shaft as she went to work. He wasn't anything like as big as Leon, but there was something about this situation...

Varying the pace of her sucking, she swirled her tongue along his veiny underside, just the way she had upstairs with Leon. But just as she was beginning to warm to her task, she felt hands unfastening her bra. Fingers covered her perky breasts, homing in on her hard nipples.

Then... oh God... The girl's wet lips had replaced her caressing fingers...

When Leticia sucked one of Peaches' nipples into her mouth, a mini orgasm instantly consumed the blonde. For an instant she imagined she was in the TV show with them, sucking on the on-screen father's cock while his daughter pleasured her tits. She almost choked on his hardness as her mind's eye succumbed to the image of cameras recording every sexy second.

"Let's share," the girl said, her lips running around Peaches' ear now. Almost before she realised what was happening, Leticia was manoeuvring her wet tongue along one side of his hard manhood while Peaches licked along the other.

The man's fingers crept around both necks, caressing each woman's silken locks as the willing accomplices worked their double blowjob. As their tongues zigzagged up his shaft and across his swollen cock head, his grip on the backs of their necks tightened. Peaches opened her mouth as their lips met over top of his head and instantly she and Leticia were locked in another passionate kiss, their tongues doing to each other what they'd just been doing to his cock.

Both pairs of hands caressed one another's breasts as they eagerly devoured each other's mouths. This girl wasn't new to kissing. The small room was filled with the sounds of their slurps, moans and soft grunts as they concentrated on one another and ignored the man beside them. Only his roughly jerking fingers in their hair brought them back to their original task.

"Take care of daddy," he croaked, his voice thick from the sight he'd just witnessed. "Then daddy's two girls can take care of themselves..."

Peaches felt her saliva deliciously mingle with the precum that she and Leticia teased from his dark crown as he dragged her head back to his shaft. Her tongue and lips spread it along his hardness, bumping into Leticia's every so often in the erotically charged atmosphere of the small study.

The teenage girl's wet mouth engulfed the throbbing shaft, her smiling eyes on Peaches as her hand stroked his balls. When more pre-cum formed on the tip of his cock, she lewdly lapped it off. When his moan told them he was close, the teenager kissed Peaches again as she slithered away.

"Want to finish my daddy off?" she whispered.

Peaches didn't need a second asking. Swallowing the hard cock again, it took only three long sucks to race him over the edge. Her hands went to the base of his cock, steadying him as he erupted. She grunted with the first blast of cum down her throat, but then her attention was diverted by a pair of hands dragging her thong from under her skirt. The second burst of pearly man-juice splashed across her cheek as she felt a tongue slither along her glistening folds.

She glanced down. Leticia was already prone on the floor, her mouth and tongue tracing patterns along Peaches' wet folds. Oh fuck! Another jet landed across her closed eye. Mewing like a contented kitten, she widened her legs as her mouth instinctively found the thick shaft again to suck in the remaining spurts.

The teenage girl's hands were around her body now, gripping her tight ass and pulling her down as she sought out the love juices that Peaches was ready to share. It didn't take long...

***

The short distance from the cell to the reception was the longest walk of Madison's life. The policeman's boots clattered on the floor as she followed him along the thin corridor, and the sound reverberated around her head. An awful feeling of claustrophobia closed in. Her lack of sleep didn't help, though she didn't feel tired. It was as if she was undergoing an out of body experience.

Perhaps it was the effect of all the drink? Or the small white tablet...

"What happens next?" she asked, choking back a tear as she was deposited in the reception area. She wasn't going to let them see her cry.

"You're being charged, my dear." It was a familiar voice. The same kindly Sergeant was on duty again. His big eyes smiled at her and his tone was almost apologetic. It was the first hint of compassion she'd felt since her arrest.

She tried to smile at him, but couldn't quite meet his eyes. "What... what with?"

His eyebrows shot up as he rested his palms on the desk in front of him. "You're being charged with indecent exposure, my dear. What did you think?"

Madison tried to give a casual shrug, but knew she wasn't fooling anyone. The blush spreading across her face was proof enough of her embarrassment. Thoughts of explaining what had happened to her father, and then to Jay-Jay Kazan, were like lead weights attaching themselves to her mind. A tiny part of her had hoped she'd simply be given a caution and then set free. Weren't there enough real criminals for the police to be chasing? What harm had she done?

"Is... is that all?" she croaked.

"All? What else was on your mind?"

She stared at her feet. Did that mean they weren't taking any action on the Ecstasy in her system? Or hadn't they found any traces? It wasn't a question she could pose, of course. "Not a thing," she mumbled, taking a couple of deep breaths to compose herself. The sudden weakness in her legs made her reach for the edge of the desk. It provided some extra support.

"Are you okay, my dear?" he asked. There was that concern in his voice again. He was old enough to be her father, but her father didn't have any compassion in his soul.

She nodded again, holding back the tears that were desperate to escape.

"Let's return the things we took from you last night," the Sergeant told her, as if that would make her feel better. He fixed his wire-rimmed reading glasses in place and opened the heavy book beside him. He called out each item, waiting until Madison nodded before ticking them off. "Just sign here, my dear."

Scribbling her signature, Madison instantly switched on her mobile phone and fired off a text to Peaches. Her hands were trembling so much she could hardly work the small buttons.

"What happens next..." she began to ask the Sergeant, but the question trailed away. Frankie Dennis had just emerged from the male cells and was sharing a joke with a tall policeman and a smooth looking man in a suit. The black actor's face changed when he saw her. The pleased-to-see-you look died on Madison's face as his unwelcoming scowl hit her smack between the eyes.

Marching across the room, he took Madison's arm and pulled her across into the far corner of the reception area. His fingers hurt her forearm as they dug into her skin.

"What?" she asked again, trying to pull her arm away. His grip tightened.

"Let's get one thing straight, sweetheart," he snarled. "You don't know me. We never met. We weren't at Goodfellow's together. I'll have lots of witnesses confirming I was somewhere else."

"But..."

"No fucking buts," he hissed, shooting a glance over his shoulder to see if the conversation was being overheard. His eyes were wild, almost menacing. When his mouth tightened further, he lowered his voice. "This is my career and marriage on the line. Understand?"

"Marriage? You're married...?"

He held up his left hand, showing her the thick gold band. "What the fuck do you think this is then? Didn't you see it last night?"

She felt her mouth go dry. "No... I—"

"Of course you fucking didn't, you slag," he snarled, saliva spitting from his mouth and onto her cheek. "That's because we weren't with each other last night."

Slag? How dare he? All he had to do was talk reasonably to her and she would agree anything to help him. She felt confused, hurt and sick all at once...

"Listen," he rasped, moving a menacing step closer. "And listen good, whatever your fucking name is. If you say a word about this to the press, my lawyer will be all over you." He nodded across at the smooth looking man in the suit who was watching them closely. From the frown on his brow, it looked like he wanted to intervene but that something was stopping him. "Then you'll end up back here again. But for a much longer stay, next time."

Whatever her name was? End up in jail? Her head struggled to take in the whole situation. How could he be such a shit with her? After what they'd done? She stared back at him, her face blank.

"After all," he spat, his finger pointing aggressively at her to emphasise his final point. "I'm not the one being charged!" With an acerbic grin at the look of shock on her face, he turned on his heels and swaggered back towards his lawyer.

Madison took a deep breath to shake off her nerves. What the fuck did he mean, he wasn't being charged? She gritted her teeth. He was going to get away scot free? What about her? Her anxious brown eyes travelled the spectrum of emotion from horrified to fearful to disgust. The bastard...

She glanced down at the message that had just come through on her phone. It was Peaches answering her earlier text. She'd be there in ten minutes to pick her up.

"You okay, my dear?"

Madison glanced up to see that the Sergeant had moved out from behind the desk and was halfway towards her. The other policeman had all disappeared. "He said he wasn't being charged," she said, aware that the words weren't much more than a whisper.

He shrugged. "I can't comment on that," he told her, his grey eyes giving nothing away. "Look, you need to get yourself home, my dear. Want me to order you a taxi?"

She took a deep breath and shook her head. If anything, she was more confused now than ever. "No... thanks... my friend is on her way to get me..."

The Sergeant smiled and gently took her arm. His touch was much more comforting than Frankie's. Her skin still hurt from where the bastard had dug his fingers in. "Come on," he told her. "A little fresh air will help."

It did. Despite the early hour, it felt warm outside. For the first time, Madison self consciously realised she was still in her outfit from last night. What must she look like, standing there with het tits hanging out of her bra? Quickly buttoning up the buttons on her turquoise blouse, she felt safer, less exposed.

The Sergeant stood with her for a full five minutes, although they didn't speak again. Madison couldn't decide whether he was concerned for her welfare or making sure she left the grounds. Whichever it was, she was grateful he stayed with her until Peaches arrived. After Frankie's diatribe, she felt out of harm's way with him there.

When the taxi arrived and Peaches rushed over to her, she realised in amazement that her friend remained in last night's clothes, too. Her puzzled frown asked the question.

"Long story," the blonde told her with a shrug. "But then I guess you have one, too?"

Madison held back her tears until they were safely in the back of the taxi, and it was heading for her flat. Then she couldn't stop them...

The Sergeant waited until the taxi drove away before reaching into his breast pocket. Pulling out his mobile phone, he soon found the number he wanted. "Sammy?" he asked, turning away from the entrance to the station and wandering a few feet along the path. There was no one else around, but experience told him not to take any risks when speaking to a leading national newspaper. "I have a story for you. Usual fee?"


Fifteen Minutes Ch. 03

CHAPTER THREE – CONSEQUENCES

The gutter press

Sammy Ferris pulled the brim of his hat further down across his narrow eyes as he stood nonchalantly opposite the block of flats. This was where he loved to be, in the thick of the action. Not that there actually was any action as yet. But he'd be ready when it came his way.

He likened himself to one of the newspaper hacks from yesteryear. Or rather, his approach was styled on one of the private eye's he'd seen at the movies. Sam Spade. Bogart always was his favourite. How many times had the overweight tabloid writer seen The Maltese Falcon?

That was why he wore a trench coat, exactly as his hero had. It matched his wide brimmed hat. He even smoked like Sam Spade. That was one of the reasons he enjoyed becoming personally involved in his work. In his world, there weren't newspaper stories to be written by Sammy Ferris. They were cases to be cracked by Sam Spade.

Robbie Macpherson was one of a few police officers he paid for information and the old Sergeant had certainly come up trumps this time. It appeared that Frankie Dennis, aka Wilson Mitchell from Old Oak Street, had been caught on the job in the back of his car. The stupid sod was less than ten minutes from his home and it appeared he couldn't wait to get his rocks off.

That didn't surprise Sammy Ferris, just as it wouldn't have fazed Sam Spade.

These cocky kids who shot to stardom from nowhere thought they could get away with just about anything. And in this case, had it not been for Sergeant Robbie Macpherson, he might have done just that. It seemed that no charges were being made against the young actor because of the connections his smooth-assed lawyer had with those in high places.

Sammy pulled the trench coat more tightly around him and snorted. It pissed him off that the so called big-shots thought they could get away with it. They couldn't. Sam Spade would never have allowed that and neither was he. It wasn't the only thing that pissed him off, of course.

The broadsheets looked down their noses at the likes of Sammy. The gutter press was how the snooty journalists referred to tabloid reporters. Brought them all a bad name, they sneered. Well, how many of the high-and-mighty tabloid hacks broke stories like this? Stories that were in the public interest and which uncovered truths that the rich and famous tried to hide?

Their superior attitude made him sick.

So did people like Frankie Dennis. Thought they were celebrities, did they? That such a status brought them some kind of privileges? The official police line would be, as usual, that there was insufficient evidence to charge the star. That way, they could release him and protect their precious backs, too. Well, tell that to the girl involved. She was a slag, of course, they always were. As much as it went against the grain for Sammy to give her any sort of notoriety, it was a necessary evil if he was to expose people like the cocky black actor.

And sell a few million extra copies of his paper in the process...

***

Madison fidgeted in her chair, sipping at her hot drink. That was typical Peaches—making black coffee was her initial reaction to any mishap. Except this wasn't a mishap. The events of the previous night had replayed themselves over and over in her mind as she'd told her friend everything that had happened. The explanation had brought even more tears.

In the confines of her own flat, she'd initially felt safer, more secure. But as she'd recounted the story, all her insecurities resurfaced. It wasn't what had happened that was so much on her mind—though if she closed her eyes she could still see Frankie's face spitting venom at her in the police station—it was the lies and the ramifications.

How could someone married behave in such a way? And according to the magazines that Peaches had produced, he had kids, too. He was described as a 'family man'. That was a laugh! A family man who fucked around and introduced his conquests to drugs! The bastard...

"Hey," Peaches' positive voice interrupted.

Madison looked across at her friend next to her on the couch. She'd been so lost in her thoughts that her mind had drifted off again. Peaches' brow was knotted with concern and her blue eyes were sending wave after wave of sympathy towards her. Tears formed again. The world was horrible. She just had no idea how to deal with all this.

"Tell me again about your night," she said, trying to focus on anything except her own reality.

Peaches' face twisted. "My night doesn't matter..."

Madison grabbed her hand and squeezed it tightly. The way things were panning out, it felt like the warm contact was about the only support she was likely to get. "You spent the night with Leon?"

The blonde shook her head, as if what she'd experienced was superfluous. "Really, Maddy..."

"Please!" the distraught girl pleaded. "Give me something to take my mind off what's happened, if only for a few seconds. You went back to Leon's? I tried to call you..."

The guilt washed over the blonde. "I know I know, and I'm so sorry. Leon said that Frankie had phoned to tell him you were safely home and—"

"That doesn't matter," Madison sighed. What could Peaches have done, anyway, other than provide some sympathy? "You fucked him how many times?"

Peaches reluctantly smiled. "God knows, Maddy. All I know is that he took me in just about every position imaginable. And a couple that even I'd never thought of..."

The brunette pulled her black hair back behind her head into a perky ponytail as she gave a soft chuckle. "I didn't think there were any positions you were unfamiliar with," she joked.

Peaches released a giggle. "Yeah, me too. I can't wait to..." She trailed off. Telling Madison she couldn't wait to try them out with Ethan wasn't the best idea in the circumstances. She checked her friend's face for a reaction but she hadn't seemed to notice. The look in her eyes was distant again. "You okay?" she asked.

Madison nodded forlornly. Her own situation just wouldn't leave her mind. The warm shower she'd taken immediately on returning to the flat should have refreshed her, but all it had done was wash off the grim reality of her overnight stay in that horrible cell. As well as removing all traces of that bastard, Frankie. She'd already balled up her outfit and deposited each garment in her outside bin.

To hell with the cost, they were clothes she never, ever wanted to see again.

"And after you'd finished with Leon," she said, trying to return to their conversation again—anything to take her mind off her own horror. "You fucked half the cast of Old Oak Street..."

Both girls laughed. It seemed to help.

"Not all them," Peaches joked, stroking her friend's soft cheek. "Only the father and daughter. I do the rest of the main characters next weekend."

"I might join you," Madison responded, but the thought made her bury her head in her hands again. "Oh God, Peaches. What's going to happen to me?"

It took a few seconds for the blonde to rush to the kitchen and return with two half-full glasses. "I know," she said, handing Madison one of the whiskies. "I said black coffee would help and we've both had way too much to drink over the last twenty four hours. But this is for medicinal purposes. Get it down you."

Madison took a sip as she watched her friend swallow a mouthful. Peaches seemed to be feeling this as much as she was. She had to admit that the warmth the liquor created as it slid down her insides helped. Reminded her a little of the way Frankie's cum had felt as she'd sucked it into her throat at the club! Why the fuck had Nate and Ethan betrayed her? If they'd behaved themselves, instead of allowing their sordid fantasies to take over, she wouldn't be in this position.

"The bastards!" she spat out, feeling her hairs on the back of her neck rise as she took another sip.

"Absolutely," Peaches agreed, sending her a sympathetic expression. "That Frankie—"

"Not him," Madison snapped. "Nate and Ethan."

Peaches felt a surge of embarrassment hit her face. The same thought that was apparently occurring to her friend had already run through her mind. She couldn't help but feel some responsibility.

"If they hadn't..." Madison continued, but then tailed off. What was the point?

Peaches took a long drink and then crushed her friend to her in a motherly hug. "I'm so sorry..." she whispered as the brunette began to sob again.

"Can you imagine how my dad will react?" Madison asked. She pulled out of the hug and took another drink, before staring into space like a zombie.

Peaches felt a shiver pass through her. She knew exactly how Mr. Cooper would react and it wouldn't be supportive. The way he'd treated Madison over the years had been nothing short of disgraceful. Even since the two girls had met, Peaches had sympathised with what her young friend had had to put up with. Yet she'd handled it all so well...

"Even more important, what they'll say at work?" Madison continued, feeling the weight of the world on her shoulders. "If I lose my job, I can't afford the rent on this place. Then what the fuck am I going to do? Where will I live?"

Peaches shook her head, searching for words of comfort. Something Madison had told her earlier made her think that maybe this wasn't all as cut and dried as they both feared? "What I'm thinking," she slowly said, "is this. You said Frankie told you he wasn't going to be charged. That's grossly unfair. But maybe it's a blessing in disguise?"

"Blessing?" Madison bloodshot eyes were wide. It even looked like she might strike her friend.

Peaches immediately regretted her clumsy phrasing, and softened her voice as she continued. "Think about it. If he isn't, there's unlikely to be any publicity. Unless you're unlucky, no-one will know. Not your dad, your work or anyone else."

She could practically see the weight on her friend's shoulders peel away. It was as if she'd thrown her a lifeline. When Madison looked at her with those large, brown eyes, they were filled with genuine hope. "You think so? Really?"

Peaches nodded as she clutched the brunette's still trembling hands. "I'd say it was very likely," she told her, even though she realised she was clutching at straws. "This sort of thing must happen all the time and anyway, who's interested in a little girl from Newtown?"

***

The thing that set him apart from every other journalist, Sammy Ferris told himself, was few others would actually get off their fat asses when they received information like this. Within half an hour of receiving Sergeant Robbie Macpherson's telephone call, he was on the scene.

Sam Spade would have been fucking proud of him...

Pulling a small mirror out from the inside pocket of his trench coat, he carefully inspected the angle of his hat. It was so difficult to get just right and he prided himself on his fastidiousness. He adjusted the brim three times before he was satisfied and then slipped the mirror back into place. The trench coat was easier. Check the buttons and the belt, then pull it tighter, and the job was done. If you were going to look the part, do it properly.

Okay, the parcel he'd hidden under the coat had spoilt the perfect effect he was looking for. But the concealed spoils of war were worth their weight in gold.

Reaching into one of the outside pockets, he produced a packet of cigarettes and a thin box of matches. Tapping the pack on the back of his hand, just like they did in the movies, he extracted a cigarette. It took three attempts to light it but eventually, cupping his hands and turning away from the slight breeze, he was successful.

For a few moments he observed the bright orange tip before slipping the cigarette into the corner of his mouth. A single drag sent smoke spiralling skywards.

Yes, Sammy, he told himself, you are one smart cookie...

Had he not been astute enough to hurry across to the woman's block of flats, he wouldn't have known to check her bin. Fuck, he wouldn't have even known which bin was hers. Okay, he'd hurried there in the vain hope that he might be able to intercept her on her arrival, but things had worked out much, much better.

From Macpherson's description of the girl, there'd been no doubt that the brunette who'd stomped out of the flats was Madison Cooper. He hadn't known what the contents of the plastic bag were that she'd angrily thrown into the rubbish bin.

But previous experience suggested he might have hit paydirt...

He'd waited a few minutes before casually sauntering across the road from his position in the corner of the bus shelter. The trick was to remain inconspicuous.

Glancing around a couple of times, his heart had begun to beat faster as he'd furtively opened the bin. Even before he'd retrieved the carrier bag, he could see the clothes inside. A few seconds later, he'd liberated his prize and nonchalantly returned to the bus shelter. A quick examination confirmed that items matched Sergeant's Robbie Macpherson description.

Ferris patted the findings secured inside his trench coat and congratulated himself. There wasn't any doubt in his mind that her clothes would have semen stains on them. They always did.

***

"I can't sleep," Madison complained.

Peaches' suggestion of a quick nap had seemed sensible, especially after the nights they'd both had. Neither woman had managed much rest last night, albeit for different reasons. But try as she might, sleep just wouldn't come.

"Me neither," Peaches softly answered. She pushed up onto her elbows and glanced across at the other single bed. Like her, Madison had stripped to her underwear for the nap. Her friend's voluptuous, honey-tanned body was a sexy sight in that vivid red. How could she be feeling horny again after her escapades at Leon's house?

"I'm never going to drink alcohol ever again," Madison sighed, rubbing her eyes.

"Me, too," Peaches laughed, reaching for her glass of water and passing it between them. "Plenty of fluid, that's the answer." Jumping up, she swung her body onto Madison's bed, settling behind her friend. "Move across and let me rub your shoulders. Take some of that tension away."

The brunette gulped at the water as Peaches' fingers dug into her skin. "God, that's good."

"I've always been good with my hands," her friend giggled, unfastening the hook at the back of Madison's bra before her friend could stop her. The opportunity to touch that fabulous body was too good to resist. Maybe they could pick up from yesterday?

"Hey..." Madison objected, twisting her head around. She held the front of the bra to her breasts as Peaches pulled the straps from her shoulders.

"Don't be shy," Peaches cooed, dragging the red top away from the clutching fingers. She dropped it over the side of the bed. "These tits look like they need some attention, too."

"Oh no, you don't," Madison murmured, covering her breasts with her arms. "After what I've gone through last night, I'm definitely not in the mood for any hanky panky."

"Hanky panky?" mocked Peaches, dropping her chin onto her friend's shoulder. "Is that what the posh birds go in for?"

The two girls laughing eyes found each other's. "That's me," Madison grinned. "A posh bird."

"Well, posh bird," Peaches murmured, kissing her friend's shoulder. She took hold of the protecting hands and pulled them away from Madison's swells. "Give them up...

"Peaches!" the brunette warned, though it sounded like a token protest.

"What, baby?" the grinning girl asked, rubbing her own warm bra-covered breasts into Madison's back. The way their warm bodies rubbed against one another during their brief struggle had increased her excitement and her friend's soft moan suggested the brunette was feeling it, too. She slid her hands around her friend's waist and upwards onto the undersides of her breasts. "Doesn't this feel good?" she murmured, cupping them.

"I never want to be with a man again," Madison murmured. Her voice was thick with arousal.

Peaches smiled knowingly and kissed her neck. "I understand, baby," she whispered into her ear. Her hands cupped Madison's swells and rotated the golden brown nipples in her palms. "But who needs men when we have each other?"

The brunette turned her head to look imploringly at Peaches. It was as if the events of the last twenty-four hours had caught up with her. She needed comfort. And she had to find a way of releasing the tension inside. "Love me," she simply said.

Peaches felt the swell of arousal reach the tips of her toes. After all this time, Madison was giving herself to her. She closed her mouth over those glossy red lips. Her tongue pushed inside. They kissed for a long while, softly at first and then more frantically. Their mouths were wet and alive and made for one another. All the while, Peaches' soft hands continued to caress those thrusting tits that she loved so much.

"Lie down," she encouraged when Madison whimpers of delight increased in volume. She smiled into the aroused, deep brown eyes and gently eased her friend back on the bed. "I'll make you feel much better..."

It surprised Peaches how easily her friend complied. They'd both enjoyed little moments of sexual teasing over the years, and while she'd always been prepared to go that one step further, Madison hadn't. She'd thought she never would. And yet here, right now, the beautiful brunette was allowing Peaches to guide her back onto the mattress.

Each action was slow, calculated, as if the blonde was concerned that any sudden movement might break the spell. She smiled encouragingly into those wide brown eyes as she dipped her head for another soft kiss. Tipping her head to one side, she provocatively flicked her tongue across that sexy mouth. She curled it along Madison's lips, encouraging her friend to take it inside again. All the while her soft hands ran across the tanned skin, caressing her breasts, nipples, flat stomach and ever so gently easing those long legs apart.

Madison eyes closed. "Oh, Peaches..."

The blonde adjusted position to slide a leg between her thighs. When she rotated it harder against Madison's pussy, her friend couldn't help herself. Her thighs widened. Her hands found their way under Peaches' panties to her athletic ass, pulling her more tightly into the embrace.

"Yes, baby..." Peaches whispered into her ear. Her tongue danced around Madison's earlobe as she pressed harder, increasing the compelling pressure. Now it was here, she wasn't going to let the moment escape. "You want Peaches to make you feel good?"

Her friend didn't speak, but responded by pushing her body upwards. Her hips moved in circular motions against Peaches' thigh, seeking and finding the magical sensations on her clit.

"Tell me," Peaches whispered again, pulling her leg away. She began to kiss down that fabulous body, maintaining eye contact as she went. When she swirled her long tongue around Madison's nipple, her friend's body jumped at the jolt.

"Oh God!"

The blonde grinned wickedly. Her friend was widening her legs and gripping Peaches' short hair. She was hers, now...

She licked down the brunette's flat stomach, leaving a light trail of saliva behind her. When her mouth reached the top of Madison red panties, she grasped each side of the skimpy garment and dragged them downwards. There was no objection and she hadn't expected any. Settling comfortably between her friend's thighs, her own arousal grew even further at the sight of the baby-smooth skin and glistening lips.

She blew across the clean-shaven sex. Madison had always been so reserved with her and yet here she was, begging for it. The blonde gripped Madison's ankles and held them apart, as if it was a final, confirmatory act of what was about to happen. Holding them wide, she provocatively flicked her tongue into empty air—a sign of things to come.



Madison whimpered.

Their gazes locked as her lips slowly descended. She licked along the tanned inner thighs to begin with, feeling the body underneath her shudder as her mouth closed in on its goal. Madison's huge brown eyes stared down, as if she was savouring every movement. Peaches' teasing blue eyes sparkled upwards as she lapped the full length of her friend's downy opening.

Madison's long groan was intoxicating. "Oh, fuckkkkkkkkkkkk..."

Tightening her grip around her friend's ankles, Peaches widened her legs as far as she could. Staring upwards, she licked her lips, allowing Madison to see that she was savouring the tangy taste. The wantonness of the action made the brunette moan.

Flicking her tongue across the silky folds, Peaches went to work. She was as gentle as she could be, using just the tip of her tongue to start with in teasing feather-light touches. Her friend's body shuddered as she drew little circles around her slippery clit. Her hips involuntarily lifted up from the sheets as Peaches' tongue probed more deeply.

She varied her technique, sometimes licking the length of her wet labial lips and occasionally pushing her tongue inside, but always ending by circling the sensitive clit that was begging for attention. Madison's eyes were no longer focusing. They were rolling around in her head. Her body was moving involuntarily now, her hips rotating against the pleasuring mouth.

"Fuck, Peaches..." The words came through gritted teeth. "Don't stop..."

Peaches felt a surge between her own thighs. This was such a turn-on!

Her hands left Madison's ankles to allow her to slip a finger, then a second, inside her captive. She gently twisted them as she built up the pressure. This was an orgasm she wanted her friend to remember forever. Her hand and mouth worked in unison. She curled her fingers and lapped softly, ramping the sexual tension to fever pitch...

When she located and caressed her g-spot, Madison lost control. Her body twisted, bounced and undulated. She began to curse, begging for more, telling Peaches to never stop. Her hands gripped the blonde hair so tightly she threatened to pull it out by the roots.

Peaches' other hand ran along the crevice underneath Madison's frantically pumping buttocks. Her fingers found her friend's anal opening, just as Leticia had done to her last night.

Madison began to tremble. "No..." she grunted, and then screamed the word. "No!!!"

She was too late. When Peaches teasingly rimmed the opening and rammed a finger inside, the brunette went off like a firecracker...

***

Sammy Ferris lodged the cigarette in the corner of his mouth as he took the call. Sam Spade, his fictional hero, could smoke and talk at the same time. So could he.

"Tiny?" he said, in a thick Bogart like growl. Tiny Johnson was the best goddamn ferret in the business. And he was trustworthy. There wasn't a chance of the little man allowing anyone else to pick up on the story and steal Sammy's thunder. That's why he was using him.

"Are you still there, Sammy?"

"Am I still here?" The question was almost an insult. "Tiny, I've been here for three hours. My balls are freezing. I've kept calling you. Where've you been?"

"The Chief has had me helping Spading out. And I couldn't tell him I wasn't fawkin' able to, could I? 'Cos he would have asked why and—"

"Yeah, yeah," Sammy cut him off. That was the thing with Tiny. He could go on for hours. "Well, I've got you now and I'm a happy man. Want to know why?"

"Why, Sammy?"

Ferris took a sly drag from the cigarette and glanced at the approaching bus. He knew the schedule better than the people who lived in the vicinity. Stepping back into the shadows, he allowed the vehicle to continue interrupted on its journey before continuing the conversation.

"I hit pay dirt, Tiny. I have the clothes she wore last night..."

"Fawk! You're kidding me! You've spoken to her? She gave you her fawkin—"

"There are ways and means if you know how to go about it," Ferris said mysteriously. "We haven't made contact yet, that's why I've been calling you. I need you to get your ass into gear..."

Johnson's voice picked up. "Don't worry, I've already got the wheels rolling. All the checks are in place, Sammy, just like you wanted. Within a few days we should have the lot. Her phone records, credit card receipts, medical and dental records. Thanks to the fawkin' wonders of modern technology..."

Ferris joined in the little man's laughter. "Good job. Anything you turn up, I want to know immediately, right?"

"For fawk's sake I know that, Sammy," Johnson's squeaky voice sighed. "I'm a professional, you know."

Ferris's grin widened. That was another one of Tiny Johnson's sayings. The word was he'd cribbed it from a male cleaner some years ago. He growled in true Sam Spade fashion. "Okay, listen, Tiny. I want a photographer down here, tout de suite. And a runner to collect the clothes. I need them examined for you know what..."

"Evidence," Johnson chuckled.

"Yeah, evidence." Ferris laughed, taking another drag. "Get a freelance photographer, but someone who can be trusted to keep schtum. We can't use Jackson or Smith as we'll be here a while. I don't want the Chief asking what they're up to." That was always the way with Buster Martin. He wanted to know what everybody was up to. "You got the address?"

"Of course."

Sammy ignored the condescension in his little ferret's voice. An elderly couple were making their way towards the bus shelter. "I've gotta go, Tiny. Get someone down here as quick as you can. As soon as our young lady emerges again, I want as many photos as we can. That'll spark her into giving us some quotes. It always does..."

Ending the call, he sent a friendly nod to the couple as they entered the shelter. His eyes flickered back across the road towards the apartments. Get them off guard—that was the secret. The teenage girl would be no match for his experience.

***

Madison carried two mugs of tea across the room from the kitchen and plonked them down on the small table next to Peaches. Her body was still tingling. She'd amazed herself.

Peaches had always been sexually playful with her and although she'd enjoyed the teasing, she'd never really been tempted to go any further. Women just weren't her thing. That's what she'd kept telling Peaches. Yet with each teasing kiss or hug, she had to admit she had been wondering. On reflection, it had only been a matter of time before the dam broke...

Quite why that time was now, she wasn't sure. Maybe it was because she felt all alone in the world? Or possibly it was because she needed to release some of the clawing tension that inhabited her system after the shock of being discovered by the police? Spending the night in that horrible cell and then being confronted by Frankie this morning had been horrendous.

Whatever the reason, she had no regrets.

Peaches had been as stunning a lover as she'd known she would be. Some of the things she'd seen her do with Ethan had been so sexy they had even got her juices flowing from just watching. Now she knew what it was like to be on the receiving end. It had been incredible!

"Thanks, babe," Peaches grinned. "Well, what does it feel like?"

"Feel like?"

"Knowing you're official bi," she said, throwing her head back in a delicious giggle. "After all, it's taken long enough to get you to that point. You could at least thank me..."

"I thought I just had," Madison laughed, plonking herself down beside her friend. "In the shower."

Peaches shifted on the couch, crossing her legs under her. Madison felt a soft heat run through her as the blonde's right hand strayed along her thigh.

"You did," Peaches told her with a wicked smile. "Want to thank me again?"

Madison felt her pulse quicken. She'd astounded herself by taking the initiative in the shower, pinning her friend against the wall and finger fucking her while sucking on her delectable nipples. She couldn't believe how good that had been. She'd even had a mini orgasm herself just from the feel of Peaches' pussy and the sound of her moans.

"Yes," she said, giggling at the surprised look in Peaches' eyes. "But maybe later..."

"You little tease," Peaches laughed, her fingers dancing higher.

Madison couldn't help herself. She slid open her legs, giving tacit permission for her friend to do whatever she wanted. Their eyes seductively held one another's for a brief, sexy moment. When Peaches ran a single finger across her thong covered opening, she gasped.

But then the blonde pulled her hand away and giggled. "But two can play at being the tease..."

"You bitch," Madison murmured, playfully crossing her arms under her heavy breasts and pouting.

"You bi slut," Peaches retorted with a grin.

For a brief second they stared at one another. And then they were making out again. Their tongues entwined, fingers wrapped themselves into one another's hair, bodies pressed closely against the other. It was a while before they came up for air.

"How's this for an idea?" Peaches eventually murmured. "How about we go shopping?"

"Shopping?"

"Yes, to cheer each other up." She jumped up and checked her scuffed up hair in the mirror. She smoothed it back into some sort of shape. "My car's outside," she continued. It had been there since last night. "We can drive to mine first, so I can change out of this track suit you lent me. Then continue on our way."

"You want to go shopping at this time?" Madison frowned, realising she was looking for some sort of excuse. After the events of the last twenty-four hours, going out into public again suddenly seemed like a much bigger deal than it should have been.

"Yes..." her friend insisted. Glancing at Madison's reflection in the mirror, she blew a kiss. Grinning, she swung around. "We need a little treat. How about we go to Victoria's and buy each other some sexy lingerie? Then we'll just have time to call into Harvey Nic's for a celebration cocktail."

"Celebration?"

"Au naturellement," Peaches giggled. "It's a double celebration—the end of the nightmare, and to your initiation into lesbian sex."

Madison's big eyes widened further. Was it really the end of her nightmare? Everything Peaches had hypothesised made sense. If they weren't charging Frankie, then there wouldn't be any interest in her. "I hope so," she softly said, and then mischievously glanced at her friend. "And by the way..."

"Yeah?"

She giggled. "You speak French about as well as Del Boy does."

"Mais oui, Rodney..." Peaches laughed, in what she hoped was a passable impression. They laughed out loud. "What we'll do," she went on, walking behind the couch and leaning down to cup her friend's voluptuous breasts, "is buy each other something. How about that?"

Madison hands covered Peaches' hands and held them there. Heck, all she wanted to do was take Peaches to bed again. They'd slept between the lovemaking and their shower together, and since then she'd been wondering what it would be like to go down on Peaches the way her friend had with her. What would she feel like, taste like?

"Oh, Peaches," she grunted, as the blonde pinched her nipples through her jumper. She turned her head for an over the shoulder kiss, but Peaches was already dancing away, her wicked little laugh lingering in the air between them.

"I'll buy you the sexiest matching bra and thong I can find," she breathed. "And you... you can buy me a strap on."

Madison's heart almost jumped out of her chest. She and her best friend had once watched a blue movie where one of the women had worn a strap on. Peaches had known it had turned her on, and that was the first time she'd allowed the blonde to feel her breasts. She'd been so turned on that if she hadn't been so shy back then, she would have let things progress further.

"Think about that, you sexy slut," Peaches provocatively whispered, coming up behind her friend again and planting a kiss on the top of her head. Before Madison could grab her, she'd spun away again and was looking at her watch. "Come on, if we're going we'd better shift gears. We don't have long."

"I guess so," Madison replied, realising she had no other option. Peaches had already collected her belongings and was heading for the door. But when they got back to the flat later, the brunette would be taking her sexy friend straight to bed. It was as if a fire had been lit inside her...

"Come on, slowcoach. You ready?"

"Bossy boots," Madison grimaced, reluctantly rising to her feet. After checking her face in the mirror, she picked up her coat and keys to the flat.

"That's because you've always needed organising," Peaches grinned, pulling the front door open for her friend.

The flashlight caught Madison unawares. The photographer had three shots captured before she could take in what was happening.

"The Daily News," Sammy Ferris growled, like a PI catching his prey bang to rights. "Can you spare me ten minutes, Miss Cooper? It'll be worth your while."

Peaches slammed the door in his face before a shocked Madison even had time to think. The brunette could feel her whole life passing before her eyes...

***

Facing the music

The first thing Madison did when Peaches drove her to her father's house was to visit the downstairs bathroom. It didn't help steady her nerves. How could it when she could hear her father and his girlfriend in the kitchen? It was clear his raised voice was talking about her.

And what the heck was Janet doing there?

He'd been going out with her ever since Madison had left home and that in itself was some sort of record. After he'd separated from her mother, there'd been a succession of girlfriends. Some were one night stands, others seemed to last a few weeks. This woman clearly had something special, even if Madison couldn't decide exactly what that was.

She wanted to turn around and go back outside to Peaches' waiting car. But the face-to-face confrontation was necessary. Attempting to have any sort of conversation with him over the telephone had proven impossible. He'd sounded so angry.

She understood that, of course. Her photograph had been plastered all over The Daily News for the last couple of days. On Monday, they'd used the photos taken at her door. She'd looked like a frightened adolescent. Today, the photographs were of her in lingerie. She'd recognised them immediately. Nate had taken them on his mobile phone less than a week ago.

The little bastard! The papers hadn't wasted any time in tracing him. How the hell were they able to do that? She wondered how much they'd paid him for betraying her.

Two full pages had been devoted to the story on each of the days. Mostly they were aimed at Frankie, of course. Or 'Love Rat, Dennis,' as the headlines screamed. But there was plenty about her too. The description of what had happened was more or less correct, minus a few details. But ninety five per cent of everything else was downright lies. How could reputable newspapers get away with that sort of thing?

Until today, she hadn't stepped foot outside of her flat since the two newspaper men had confronted her at her door. Once the story had broken, other reporters had joined the two camped outside of the flats. Peaches had been mobbed by them whenever she'd visited Madison's flat, and had even been offered money for 'spilling the beans.'

She'd told them where to go...

Madison had heard of situations like this, but had always believed the stories were exaggerated. She knew differently now. And she was the one in the middle of the media frenzy!

Peaches had been wonderful support throughout. Her only support. She'd even produced a hooded coat so that Madison could visit her father without a clear photograph being taken. Stepping out of the flat had been a frightening experience, almost as bad as arriving at her father's house. And she had a showdown meeting with Jay-Jay Kazan arranged later.

Oh fuck...

Her father was seated next to Janet at the small table when she entered the kitchen. Both were drinking coffee. Janet's small eyes stared at her. Was that a look of disgust on her face?

"So, madam's deigned to call down to see her old dad, has she?"

Her father's voice was louder than normal and sounded threatening. Just like it had in the past when he'd had too much to drink. His girlfriend's hand reached out and covered his. She always wore low cut tops, but this one was so tight that her enormous breasts threatened to spill over the top. As usual, her face was caked in make-up. Everything about the blonde woman was the opposite of her mother. Even her dyed hair.

Madison's brown eyes pleaded for some warmth. "Dad..."

"Do you have any idea how people have been looking at me?" he snorted, pushing back in the chair. With his black hair and scowl, and the triumphant way he rubbed his hands together, he looked like a pantomime villain. The only thing missing was the costume. "They're all sniggering behind my back!"

Madison didn't immediately answer. She forlornly looked around for the coffee to ease the dryness in her throat. There wasn't any. Tears welled up behind her eyes but she held them there. He wouldn't make her cry, not again. Not like the last time.

"I'm sorry, dad—" she began.

"Sorry!" he rasped. The way he jumped to his feet and thumped his fist down on the wooden kitchen table reminded her of the arguments he used to have with her mother. And with her, after her mother left home. "Sorry? Is that the best you can do?"

"I... I wanted to explain..."

"Oh, you did, did you?" He was as angry as she'd ever seen him. That took some doing. "No need, is there? I've read the papers."

His threatening stance as he leaned across the kitchen table reminded her of the day her mother walked out. She instantly blotted out the memories.

"It's mostly made up," she said, taking a deep breath. The hard look in his eyes told her she was wasting her time. What else had she expected? But she had to try...

"Mostly? Is that right?" he spat. "You were arrested for indecent exposure. Which part of that is untrue, eh?"

His sideways glance at Janet as he eased himself back down into his chair was one of triumph. Why? This wasn't a battle. There were no winners or losers. She was his daughter...

"You should be ashamed," the dyed blonde woman said, patting her father's hand as if he was in need of some sort of comfort.

For the first time, Madison raised her voice. "What's it got to do with you?" Madison saw red. It was one thing taking it from her dad, but she wasn't going to accept any shit from this woman.

"How dare you?" her father shouted, instantly on his feet again. Spittle flew from his mouth across the table. "Janet belongs here—"

"Belongs?" she yelled back, meeting fire with fire. She'd gone there to explain, not to be bullied. "It's nothing to do with her."

"Of course it is," he spat. "We're going to be—"

The shock hit Madison between the eyes. She took a step back and leant against the counter for support. "What? Married?"

"That's nothing to do with you," he sneered, thrusting his chest out in that way of his when he was spoiling for a fight. "I think you have enough on your own plate, don't you? Opening your legs like some cheap whore..."

It was as if he's slapped her face. She wondered if he could see the hurt in her eyes. Even if he could, he wouldn't care. Her mouth tightened. Coming here had been a big mistake...

"It's nothing different to what I expected, of course," he continued, sending a what-did-I-tell-you look to his girlfriend. You've made me a laughing stock around here."

The range of emotions that flooded through her system brought her close to tears, despite herself. "You're a laughing stock? Dad, I've made one mistake. One! They're crucifying me. I came here to explain to you, so that you'd understand!"



She wasn't sure what response to expect, but it certainly wasn't his mocking laugh. "A mistake?" he spat. "You mean you were caught out in one mistake. How many other mistakes have you made that haven't been discovered? Yet?"

Madison swallowed hard as he sat back down and slipped his arm around Janet's shoulder. She wanted to fly at him. Why was she taking second place to this woman? "Don't you want to hear what I have to say?"

He sent her a contemptuous half-smile. "No I don't. Not a word. Not... one... fucking... word. You made your bed, you lie on it."

"Dad..."

"Did I say bed?" His sarcastic smile cut into her heart. "It was the back of a car, wasn't it? Dirty little bitch, just like your mother..."

"You bastard!" Madison couldn't help it. How dare he criticise her mother? "Don't talk about my mother like that."

The upset teenager waited for him to jump up again. Hit her, even. It wouldn't be the first time. She was prepared for it. Maybe it would have helped?

Instead, his chilling smile told her everything she needed to know, even before he said the words. "I always knew you'd grow up to be an absolute slut..."

When the tears began to flow, she turned on her heels and ran out.

***

Madison yanked open the passenger door and jumped into the seat. Despite the tears running down her cheeks, her eyes spat fire. "That bastard!"

"Oh, baby, I'm sorry," Peaches murmured, shuffling across in her seat to slip a comforting hand around her friend's shoulder. She'd feared the worst. Neither of Madison's parents was worth a fig. Both were selfish, intent on pursuing their own happiness at their daughter's expense. Ever since she'd met Madison met, her friend had lurched from one identity crisis to another. It was only when she'd moved into her own flat that she'd begun to regain her self esteem.

It was one reason Madison had always been so adamant about having only one boyfriend at a time. Peaches knew she hadn't wanted to follow her parent's promiscuous path.

"Don't be," the brunette spat, banging a fist down on the dashboard. The action helped stem the tears. She threw her head back in frustration. "I never want to see that bastard again."

"Here," the blonde softly murmured, pulling her into a comforting hug. Her hand softly stroked her friend's shoulder length black hair. "Want to talk about what he said?"

It took a good couple of minutes for Madison to answer. Reaching for the box of tissues at her feet, she wiped the tears from her face. "It's all unravelling, Peaches."

"You don't belong in that house," her friend simply said. It might not be the most helpful comment in the circumstances, but it was true.

"I know," Madison said, blowing out a long sigh. Her head was clearing. "I'll never go there again."

"What did he say?"

"Basically.... I'm a dirty little bitch, just like my mother," Madison answered, swallowing hard. She was absolutely not going to cry again! "That he always knew I'd grow up to be an absolute slut..." Damn, there were those tears again. She took another tissue and fought them back.

"The bastard!"

Madison nodded. "We're agreed on that one. He's still with that Janet, you know?"

Peaches pulled a face. "Which one's Janet? Is she the poison dwarf or the one with the moustache?"

Despite herself, Madison giggled. "Neither. They didn't last long. This one's the dyed blonde with loads of make-up."

"And over-sized tits? I remember her."

"Yeah. He's going to marry her..."

The two young women stared at one another. Silence filled the inside of the car. "You have got to be joking," Peaches eventually gasped. "He's marrying that trollope?"

"Trollope?" Madison burst into laughter. It was infectious. Soon tears were running down both their faces, but this time they were happy ones. "Gosh, I wish I'd have thought of that word," she said, holding her sides. She could hardly speak. "I... I could have called her that."

"You're welcome to my father, you trollope," Peaches boomed in a deep voice, as she wiped her eyes. It set them off again and they both reached for the tissues

"Oh, Peaches," Madison chortled, reaching across to hug her friend again. "You do make me feel better. Thanks."

"You're welcome, baby" Peaches murmured. Despite the mirth, she knew this was all so unfair. It wasn't easy to rid herself of that guilty feeling. She'd known Nate and Ethan had wanted to swap partners, and yet hadn't tried to dissuade them. And she'd been the one who'd suggested the club that night.

"Okay..." Madison sighed, glancing at her watch. She'd completely lost track of time. Her stomach lurched. "I'm meeting Jay-Jay in twenty minutes..."

The two young women exchanged anxious glances. It never rained but it poured.

***

Jay-Jay Kazan sat silently in his sumptuous office, staring at the young girl across from him. Everything about her features screamed out her unease. But then, she'd been apprehensive ever since she'd arrived five minutes ago. Her face twisted, her voice trembled, her hands rubbed together. Even the way she nervously played with a lock of her black hair was a clear sign of how anxious she was feeling.

He hadn't helped the situation, of course. His ruse of keeping her standing, while he responded monosyllabically to her apologies, had only made the young brunette more edgy. It was a tactic he'd used many times in similar situations. Keep 'them' on their toes until he decided which way to go.

Leaning back in his plush leather chair, he steepled his fingers against his chin. It was a question of balance. On the one hand, Madison had broken most of the rules he set out for his employees. That put him in a difficult position, even if he did feel sympathetic. If he didn't come down on her like a ton of bricks, his other workers would think he was going soft, and that would make it open season for all sorts of misbehaviour.

And yet...

The girl was beautiful, and had the sort of curvaceous body that men fell over themselves for. She could easily be a Page 3 model. But this one was smart, too. The teenager had already proven her value in the office. She'd shown good instincts and an initiative he'd normally only expect from someone more experienced. And she was loyal, trustworthy.

It was quite a dilemma.

"I'm sorry," she said again. That was the third time. As if she felt she had to fill in the silences with an apology.

Glancing at his watch, he picked up his phone and called through to his PA. "Lucinda, I'm due in a meeting with Tony at four. Push it back half an hour."

Replacing the phone, he plonked both feet on his desk in what Madison recognised as a typical Jay-Jay pose. The last time she'd seen it he was delighted with her. This time, the meditative expression on his face had her confused.

"I understand why you look so nervous," he said, his pensive eyes staring at her. "This is a fine mess you've got me into, as Laurel said to Hardy. Or was it the other way round?" He nodded towards one of the chairs in front of his desk. It was time to ease the tension. "Have a seat."

"Thanks," she said, meeting his gaze.

He nodded at her. When she'd arrived, she hadn't been able to meet his eyes. Now, despite her anxiety, she was showing some spirit. He liked that. "What are we going to do?" he asked, tapping his fingers on the desk.

"Jay-Jay—" she began, leaning forward, but his upraised hand stopped her.

"It was a rhetorical question," he said, his smile thoughtful. "It was meant to indicate that this situation, even for someone as experienced as me, is quite a predicament."

For a moment, it looked like she was going to speak, to apologise again probably. But wisely, she kept those glossy red lips closed. His demeanour, as well as his words, suggested silence was the best route until he spoke again. He was pleased she was sufficiently intelligent to pick up on that.

Sweeping a hand through his silver hair, he continued. "All I know is what I've read in the papers. Tell me more..."

"Most of that—"

"Is crap," he finished for her, curling his face into a so-what gesture. "I know that. This is my territory, remember. They get the germ of a story and suddenly it's a three act play. But that's what sells newspapers, Madison-baby. It's what makes the world go round. It's what makes me money and—until now—it's what has paid your wages."

Until now? Madison shivered. Closing her eyes for a brief moment, she hoped that when she opened them this would all be a dream. Instead, he was pointing at her.

"Skip the sordid detail," he snapped at her. "And explain what actually did happen. Just the key points."

The deep breath she took helped her to stay calm. Only just. She'd replayed this conversation over and over in her mind. "We'd bumped into Frankie and Leon—"

"Leon? Leon Baxter?"

"Yes."

"He was involved?"

"The papers don't know about that part. He and Peaches went off together, and Frankie and I did the same. We didn't see them again..."

Kazan nodded thoughtfully. "So, you met them at the club that night? Goodfella's?"

"We'd met them once before and went back to the club that night. I'd just finished with my boyfriend." It was important to her that Jay-Jay understood she was unattached. Her father thought she was a slag and she didn't want her employer to feel the same.

"Go on..." There was that finger again.

She gave a deep sigh. This really was painful. "One thing led to another. I agreed to go back to Frankie's but on the way there..." She could feel her chest tighten. She wasn't explaining this the way she'd rehearsed in her mind. "Well," she tailed off, "I'd had far too much to drink..."

The PR Guru shrugged. "Often the way," he casually said, as if it was an everyday experience. It probably was. "Any drugs?"

Madison hesitated. Damn, now there was a question! Her voice softened to little more than a whisper. "He gave me an Ecstasy tablet."

His face didn't change. "You're into drugs?"

The way she shook her head was almost violent. "I've never taken any before... ever!"

His leather chair creaked as he dropped both feet to the floor. "You didn't have to tell me about the drugs?" His unwavering eyes stared into hers.

Madison choked back the bile rising in her throat. "You asked me," she hesitantly answered. "You told me I'd earned your trust. Never give it away, you said."

For a few moments he didn't speak, and then he rattled his knuckles on the top of his desk. "Madison-baby, there aren't many around like you. There's no doubt about that."

A smile creased her face. That was a good sign, wasn't it?

"So basically, on the way back to this asshole's place, the two of you couldn't keep your hands off one another. You parked up, and in the middle of your sexual aerobics the men in blue came along. Very careless, wouldn't you say?"

Her smile disappeared.

"Another rhetorical question," he snorted. "Tell me this. Having broken just about every rule in the book, do you seriously expect to keep your job here?"

Madison saw the trap, but couldn't avoid it. "I know it's asking a lot—"

"Oh, it's asking a lot?" he asked, his eyebrows rising in emphasis. "Let me tell you my problems. One—what the other worker's will think? Do I have one rule for them and another for you? They'll see this as gross misconduct. Two—what will the press do? Camp outside my offices like they're doing at your flat? What will that do for my business, Madison-baby?"

It felt like someone had gripped her stomach and was squeezing tightly. He was right, of course.

Kazan nodded, seeing that she was catching on. "Then there's my standing in the media world. The finest of reputations painstakingly built up over twenty years. My clients have always been thought of as innocents, haven't they? People who've been taken advantage of. And yet I'll be seen to condone what you've done by continuing to employ you. Tell me, as a businesswoman, does that make sense to you?"

Her head threatened to explode. A moment ago she'd thought the conversation was about to take a turn for the better. Now he was kicking her while she was down. Her eyes returned to meet his, but he just shrugged his broad shoulders and walked across to his drinks cabinet.

"All of those reasons make it impossible for you to continue to work here," he admitted, reaching for the whisky decanter. "There's only one conclusion."

"I understand, Jay-Jay..." she softly said, almost choking on the words. There was nothing else to say. It felt like the world was on her shoulders. She rose to her feet.

"Whoa there," she heard him say. "Where are you going? We have terms to discuss."

"Terms?" She hadn't expected any leaving payment. Gross misconduct, he'd said.

"Absolutely," he said, holding up two drinks. "We've just acknowledged that I've always represented innocents, people who've been taken advantage of." He walked across to the confused girl and handed her one of the two glasses. "I'd say the description fits perfectly, wouldn't you? I'm not losing an employee. I'm gaining a client..."


Fifteen Minutes Ch. 04

CHAPTER FOUR – OPPORTUNITY KNOCKS

Celebration

"This is incredible!" Madison exclaimed as the smartly attired maître d' led the two young women across the polished oak floor of the rooftop restaurant.

The view of Newtown, with its mish-mash of high buildings, television masts and industrial estates wasn't anything to write home about. But the restaurant had all tables cleverly angled towards the view of the large scenic park surrounded by the flowing river. From their vantage point, it was breathtaking.

"I never thought I'd ever eat here," Peaches giggled, flashing a smile at one of the cute waiters.

"Me neither. Jay-Jay says Toppers is a favourite of his."

"And he's paying for the meal?"

"Yeah!" Madison emphasised. "And we have champagne." She nodded at the bottle in the cooler beside their table. "He says it will help us loosen up for the afternoon."

"I'm loosened already," Peaches laughed, sitting back as the waiter opened the bubbly and filled their glasses. "Salute," she said, raising hers in a toast.

"Yeah," Madison grinned. "Whatever that means..."

"It means your life has changed for the better," the blonde told her, running a hand through her short blonde hair. "So..."

"So...?" the brunette replied, sneezing as the bubbly hit her nose.

"Tell me again. How much did he say you could earn?"

Madison felt a shiver run up her spine. "Half a million in one year," she breathlessly said.

"I still don't get it."

"Me neither," Madison said happily. "But as long as he delivers, who cares? My hero!"

"Your hero?" Peaches laughed, gulping at her drink. "I should think so. Have you fucked him yet?"

Madison's eyes widened as she glanced around at the nearby tables. "Ssssh," she whispered, rolling her eyes and putting a finger to her lips. She leant forward. "Of course I haven't... not yet, anyway."

The girls dissolved into giggles.

"Well hurry up," Peaches told her. "Or I might get in first. But honestly, Maddy, how on earth can you make that sort of money? It's not possible."

"That's what I said..." the brunette began, pausing as the waiter approached. They picked up the menus and ordered as simply as they could—some pasta for Madison and poached salmon for Peaches. Once he'd departed, they huddled across the table again.

"Go on," Peaches encouraged.

"He said I'd get half of that by selling my story to the highest bidder," she explained. "It'll be an exclusive. That's why I'm doing the photo session this afternoon..."

Peaches' eyes widened. "I can't believe you're photo is going to be in the paper. And those magazines..."

Madison felt her blush rise, this time accompanied by goose bumps. She didn't know exactly what was entailed, but had a good idea. When she'd told Jay-Jay she had limits, he'd just laughed and asked if she wanted to be rich. Then he'd told her she would have the final say in what would be published. She only hoped she had the nerve to go through with it.

"Neither can I," she said a little uneasily. "Do you think I really should go topless—"

"For the money they're offering, I think you should do whatever they ask," Peaches cut in. "How much did you say?"

"The lad's mags will pay up to thirty thousand for each publication," Madison breathlessly answered. Her brown eyes were wide in astonishment. For photographs of her!

"I'd show my tits for much less than that," Peaches said, giving another hearty laugh. She wiggled her eyebrows. "Though they don't compare to yours. Think he could get you a Playboy deal?"

The girls giggled again. When the wine waiter refilled their glasses, Peaches sent a knowing look across the table. "Think I should ask his opinion," she wickedly murmured as he walked away. "Maybe we should get them out and let him compare?"

"I wouldn't put it past you," Madison smiled. "Anyway, you'll be giving them an airing this afternoon..."

"Sure will," the blonde laughed. "Your Mr. Kazan sure has some great ideas."

"You're okay with it?"

Peaches nodded emphatically. She picked up her champagne, swirling the bubbly in its glass and giggling like a schoolgirl. Was she okay with it? She was brimming with adrenalin at the thought. "Are you kidding? After what those two boys have done? Selling their stories... and bringing me into it! This is revenge, baby!"

Madison nodded thoughtfully. Nate and Ethan had sold her and Peaches out. They had what was coming. She wasn't normally vindictive—that wasn't her style. It surprised her how hardened she'd become since her meeting with her father. Besides, Jay-Jay had insisted it was primarily a commercial decision. If their ex-boyfriend's weren't discredited, their stories would be published and that would reduce his earnings potential, as he'd put it.

The quality of the meal was the best she'd ever had. She wasn't sure that the second bottle of champagne was wise, but what the hell. Jay-Jay had told them to enjoy themselves. And they had a lot to celebrate. Just when her life had reached her lowest ebb, her knight in shining armour had rescued her. She had such a lot to thank Jay-Jay Kazan for.

"I think I'm half drunk," she whispered to Peaches, holding onto her friend's arm as they eventually made their unsteady way from their table. Her head was happily buzzing with the effect of the champagne. It was just as well they both had taxis ordered. "C'mon, I want to thank you for being my best friend."

"Thank me...?"

Madison had her pinned against the wall before the door closed behind them. Their mouths crushed together and within seconds they were making out.

"I owe you this," Madison grunted, sliding her hand under Peaches' dress. "Want it?"

"Oh, yes," the blonde gasped, her hands gripping around her friend's neck as if she were holding on for dear life. Her legs widened to accommodate the probing fingers. Madison had been like a bitch on heat since Kazan had laid his plans out. And she'd been the beneficiary. They couldn't get enough of one another. How times had changed! She didn't know or care where her shy friend had gone—she much preferred the new, liberated version.

When she felt the hand slide down inside her thong and cup her baby smooth mound, her senses went into overload. "Uh... Goddd, Maddy ..."

"Cum for me," the brunette grunted, licking from the base to the top of Peaches' neck over and over again.

Peaches whimpered like a lost puppy as Madison stiffened two fingers and worked them into her pussy. Her body bent backwards against the wall and she began to shudder. This was all so unexpected, so quick... and so fucking hot. When the fingers curled and found her g-spot, she shrieked loud enough for the whole restaurant to hear...

***

"You drive a hard bargain," Jay-Jay Kazan told Sammy Ferris and his editor. He poured them both another drink from the decanter in his office and sat on the edge of his desk. Whisky was the staple diet for newspaper men.

They glanced at one another as they accepted the drink. "Does that mean we have a deal?" Buster Martin asked.

"I was hoping for more," Jay-Jay lied, holding his arms out wide. The offer was already more than he'd expected. "You couldn't push it up a little higher?"

"You're pinning us to the floor as it is," Ferris complained, nudging his editor's knee with his own.

The movement was almost imperceptible but Kazan's keen eyes missed nothing. That meant he could get another ten. "Sammy did a fantastic job of ferreting out the story, I have to give you that," he smiled, swilling back a mouthful. A bit of verbal stroking never did any harm. "But I'm offering you the exclusive."

"Maybe," Buster Martin said, ignoring Ferris's preening. There was time enough for that sort of thing after the negotiations. He wanted a deal, but at the cheapest price possible. "But we already have the boyfriend's stories lined up. That reduces the girl's value, we both know that. We can stretch out what they've told us for a few weeks yet."

"That would be true," Kazan acknowledged, "were it not for one thing."

The two newspaper men exchanged a quick glance again. "Which is?"

"One—Madison and her best friend hardly know them. Two—most of their story is made up. Three—did you know they were gay? Four..." He picked up a piece of paper from his desk and held it out between two fingers. "Four—get a photographer to this address at the time I have written on it and you'll have proof..."

"They're gay?" Both men sat up. The boyfriend's hadn't mentioned that fact.

"They didn't tell you? Sounds like they're two young men looking to milk you for all they can," Kazan said, with a sympathetic shrug. "You don't need them. I guarantee that Madison will give you the inside story on those relationships..."

"This is kosher?" Martin snapped.

Kazan nodded and twirled the piece of paper between thumb and forefinger. "Don't just take my word for it, fellas. I'm giving you the evidence on a plate."

Buster Martin ran a hand across his chin. This presented things in a different light. He held his hand out for the piece of paper. "If we get the photos," he said, "I'll go up to three hundred. That's my top offer."

Jay-Jay Kazan threw his arms wide again. "Now who's pinning who to the floor? You drive a hard bargain, Buster," he conceded, with a forlorn look. Inside, he was grinning. It didn't take long to calculate twenty five percent of three hundred grand. "But you've got yourself a deal."

***

Contrasting afternoons

The set was incredibly basic. Not that Madison had a specific expectation. But it wasn't this.

"You look disappointed," Camille told her, using both hands to smooth her long, glossy brown hair back over her head as she stretched. "It's not the setting that counts, it's the photographs.

When the beauty held the pose for a few moments longer than necessary, Madison found herself staring at the tanned breasts that her tight top was offering.

"Sexy?" Camille asked.

Madison found herself blushing. "I'm sorry, I—"

The photographer grinned as she dropped her hands onto her hips. "That's my point. A simple stretch, done the right way, can look so sexy. I didn't need any props for you to look at my boobies, did I? Neither will you, darling. Believe me, I know what it takes."

Madison thoughtfully nodded. Jay-Jay had told her that Camille was the best.

"In here, we have no inhibitions," the beautiful Latina continued, folding her tanned arms beneath her pendulous breasts. They spilt a little more over the tight top. "Everything we do in the studio must create the right atmosphere for you to perform in front of the camera. I want you looking and feeling sexy..."

Madison smiled happily. If the photographer knew how much champagne she'd had, and what she and Peaches had got up to, she wouldn't need to worry. Her libido was telling her she should have allowed her friend to return the compliment.

Still... the good news was that her state of arousal should bode well for the session ahead.

***

Peaches wandered around the hotel suite, familiarising herself with the layout. The camcorder that Jay-Jay Kazan had supplied was already hidden in the bedroom. It simply required a flick of the switch for recording to commence. It shouldn't be necessary, but the PR Guru wanted a backup in case the arrangement with the press went awry.

The blonde smiled to herself. Madison's boss thought of everything.

It astonished her that people actually stayed in places like this. It was simply overwhelming. She'd already filled her bag with some wonderful toiletries from the amazing bathroom. Well, they were souvenirs, weren't they! She'd share them with Madison later.

After the deed was done!

She giggled to herself. The young blonde felt like a spy, put in place to seduce the villains who were threatening to damage the country. Or in this case... her best friend.

The outer suite room was incredible. The furniture was much plusher than in her parents' house and she'd already decided she wanted a similar sized flat screen television when she eventually found her own place. But it was the bedroom that particularly appealed to her. If it weren't for the specific instructions, she'd probably have allowed Ethan and Nate to fuck her on that four-poster. She'd never seen a bed quite like that before.

Maybe they could persuade Jay-Jay Kazan to let her and Madison use the suite sometime? If champagne loosened her best friend's inhibitions the way it had in the Topper's restrooms, they'd need a couple of bottles of that, too. In all their time together, she'd never known Madison take the initiative like that.

It augured well for the future...

She decided not to touch the complimentary bottle of wine waiting on the table. She and Madison had actually each consumed a bottle of champagne at lunchtime! She giggled again. A whole bottle each! It had left her on a high, and unable to shake off a fit of the hiccups.

This afternoon was going to be so much fun...

***

"Very hot," Camille said, allowing the camera to drop to her waist as she smiled. She adjusted the leather strap around her neck so that it settled properly. "You're feeling it, darling?"

Madison nodded mischievously. For the last hour, she'd given the woman and her camera every sexy look and pose she could come up with. She'd even surprised herself with how easily she'd fitted into the model role. Sex was pouring out of her body and into the lens.

"But I want more," the Latina photographer told her. "Flirt with me,"

Madison's eyes instantly went to the woman's body. Her full breasts were stunning in the black, sleeveless tee and the gap that displayed the dangling belly button piercing on the deep brown skin around Camille's midriff was so sexy. With a soft sigh of arousal, she pulled her long silky hair onto the top of her head and pouted. "Like this?"

Camille burst out laughing and picked up the camera again. "That's sexy, darling..."

Madison grinned. She felt sexy. A couple of photographs would appear in tomorrow's The Daily News if Jay-Jay's negotiations this afternoon went well. The sexier shots were to be aimed at the lads' mags. Two had already lined up deals for centrefold spreads.

For her! Little old Madison Cooper! The world had gone mad...

One hand adjusted the strap of the cream bikini top. It accentuated her thrusting breasts while the skimpy string bottoms left very little to the imagination.

"Let's take advantage, darling," Camille murmured, positioning Madison against the painted wall. The white background was perfect. "Narrow those beautiful brown eyes—that's it. Put one of your fingers in your mouth. Like that... yes. Suck on it and imagine there are a dozen men looking at you right now and jerking their cocks..."

Madison felt the image overpower her...

"Women will desire you, too," Camille went on. "You like women? Sexually?"

The model's pulse quickened. She thought of Peaches and found herself nodding.

"Ah, I see some extra sparkle in your eyes," the Latina said, with a knowing smile. She'd have some fun with this one after the shoot, she thought. She began to move from one side to another. With each shot she stood tall, and then dipped, swayed left and then right. Each time she changed the angle she fired off one shot after another. "That's much better, Maddy. Much, much better. Can you feel it?"

The teenager nodded. She most definitely could. Her nipples were practically tearing through the thin material of the bikini top.

"Sit on your knees now, darling, and look straight into the lens." She took hold of Madison and gently pulled her into position. Leaning forward, resting her forearms on her thighs, her tanned swells pressed together. "Yes, that's it, smoulder at the camera..."

Madison began to pose as if she'd been doing this all her life. All of a sudden she was alive. She was going to be a star. Despite her insistence to Jay-Jay, when Camille told her to remove her top she did so immediately. Eagerly. She had beautiful breasts so why not show them? The camera captured every movement.

"Wonderful, wonderful. You have a female lover, yes?"

Madison felt a blush but it was fainter this time. She was Madison Cooper, the supermodel. And supermodels didn't feel shame. "Yes," she proudly answered.

"I am her," Camille told her. "Show me your breasts. Offer them to me..."

The young girl felt the adrenalin run through her as she followed the instructions. Her hands cupped her tits, holding them out to her lover. She could feel her hard nipples and without being told she was pulling on them.

"Yes... like that..."

Madison bent her head and took a nipple in her mouth. She so loved doing that, and demonstrating her technique to Camille felt like the sexiest thing ever. Her lustful eyes clouded with each sexual thought that flitted through her mind. Camille barked out instructions so fast that she didn't have time to think. Sexual images passed through her mind.

Peaches was naked. And so was Camille...

Suddenly the clicking had stopped. The woman was changing cameras but before she slipped the new one around her neck, she wriggled her nose in that thoughtful way of hers. Then, in a split-second, the photographer had crossed her arms and yanked her black, sleeveless tee over her head.

"These are my tits," she unnecessarily said. Her voice was throaty as she cupped them and squeezed the hard brown nipples. They sat wonderfully high on her small areola. "I am your girlfriend and these are her tits," she continued, picking up the camera. "Stare at them, darling. Want them..."

Madison couldn't help but admire the magnificent swells. The surge of desire running through her body reflected itself in her face.

"Yes, fantastic," Camille murmured, her breasts swaying as she moved this way and that. She fired out encouragement and instructions until, at last, she had what she wanted. "Time to relax for ten minutes."

She removed the camera from around her neck and turned towards the small round table beside the painted wall. "Tell me," she said over her shoulder. "Have you ever done drugs?"

Madison felt a blush hitting her cheeks even before she got the words out. "Ecstasy, that's all," she whispered, trying to control the embarrassment. "But just the once."

The beautiful Latina's eyes widened, as if she was surprised by the answer. "Never cocaine? Really, Maddy!" She picked up her bag and began to busy herself. "It makes you feel crisp and alive. Like a supermodel. That's what we want you to be today—a sexy supermodel."

"A sexy supermodel..." Madison repeated. Was such a thing possible?

"We all have dreams," Camille explained from across the small room. "Kelli Palmer did. So did Alicia Stiles. Kirsten Tobin, too. Look at them now. Supermodels. I'm not saying you're in their category, Maddy. But you have something about you. A sexy sort of innocence. They used that quality to earn them a fortune. What about you? Are you really up for it?"

Madison nodded breathlessly. Camille made it all sound so easy. Only a short time ago she was in despair and now she was here, at the centre of a photo shoot, and possibly a lot more. While she had no idea where this journey was going to take her, she was determined give it everything she could until it eventually came to an end.

"So pretty, isn't it?" the photographer asked, breaking into her thoughts. The Latina was glancing down at the two lines of coke she'd carved on the small tray. Without another word, she dipped her head over the table and expertly sniffed a line. Then she held out the straw to Madison. "Time to indulge, don't you think..."

***

"Can you believe this?" Nate asked Ethan. The two of them stared wide-eyed around the impressive room before turning to Peaches. "This is where you and Maddy are staying?"

"Mmm-hmm," the blonde happily lied. "Your ex is a celebrity now. Isn't it incredible? If you think this room is impressive, come in here."



They followed as she skipped towards the bathroom.

"Fuck..." Ethan gasped, staring at the large Italian Jacuzzi bath in the corner.

"Exactly," Peaches giggled. "We'll be fucking in the bed, in that bath, and anywhere else you fancy! Providing you two boys can get it up, that is."

Nate's excited face became serious for a second. "We can get it up, don't worry about that," he mumbled. "But you're sure that Maddy is into this? She was pretty angry the last time I saw her. And after everything that's happened..."

Peaches' grin widened. "That's the point," she said, leading the way back into the main room. "This wouldn't have happened had it not been for you two. That's why Maddy wants the four of us to get together again. After all that's happened, she needs some normality right now."

The two young men stared at one another. "Er... you know the papers have contacted us," Ethan hesitantly said, watching her eyes for a reaction. Selling their stories wouldn't go down too well when they told the girls. Maybe they should hold back that information until after today's session? Why cause complications?

"Really?" Peaches responded, playing her part to perfection. "Well, I know you'll have told them to fuck off, right?" The boys' eyes flickered at one another again. "Good. But don't mention that to Maddy. Not until we've had our foursome."

Their jaws dropped. "Foursome?"

She wiggled her eyebrows. "Maddy's on a high," she answered, her lips curling in amusement. The two youngsters were looking at each other as if it was Christmas and they were about to unwrap their presents. The holes in her story were clear if they stopped to think. But she wasn't giving them time to reflect and their needy dicks were overriding their common sense. "What can I tell you?"

Crooking a finger, Peaches sauntered across to the bedroom door. She wiggled her toned ass as she went and then pushed the door open. Turning to the two young men obediently following her, she crossed her arms and nodded into the room.

They walked past her and stared inside. "Fuck..."

"There's that word again," she laughed at Ethan. "Just think guys. A double bed this time and a four-poster at that. Have either of you ever fucked in a four poster?"

Nate gulped as he stared around the room. "I've never even seen a four poster."

Leaving them beside the door, she slid her hands onto the top of her head. Slicking her short blonde hair back in a sassy way, she swung her hips from side to side as she made her way towards the bed. She paused with each second step, sexily glancing back over one shoulder and then the other before making her way forward again. Their eyes didn't leave her ass...

"God, just the thought makes me feel so sexy," she murmured, crawling onto the bed and then turning back to face them. "Who wants a blow job before Maddy gets here?"

For a nanosecond they stared at one another. "She's my girlfriend," Ethan grinned at Nate, his hands going to his belt.

"But I thought you wanted Maddy," his dark haired friend laughed as he tried to push past him.

Ethan jostled him away. "Look—"

"Boys! Boys!" Peaches' laughing voice stopped them in their tracks. "First one to get completely undressed," she giggled, sinfully running her tongue around her mouth, "Wins the prize..."

They practically tore off their clothes. Their cocks were already lengthening in anticipation. Naked, they stood for a moment, as if they were awaiting her verdict.

"Dead heat," she said, giggling again. They were like two puppies, an animated look of expectancy in their eyes as they awaited her next words. Neither had stopped to think for even a second. They were so excited, their dicks were already hard. She loved that. If she hurried, she might be able to fuck them both before the press arrived. God knows her body was screaming out for some cock.

Common sense overtook her. That wasn't part of the plan. A blow job would keep their minds occupied until the press arrived and that was as far as she could go. The clock on the wall told her she had twenty minutes to help assuage her own frustration and she didn't intend wasting a moment.

"Get on the bed," she told them, shuffling up onto the pillows. "Let's take it in turns. First one to cum loses..."

Ethan reached for her as he bounced onto the bed. "Get undressed, too."

She smacked his hand away with a giggle. "Maddy and I are going to treat you to a striptease when she gets here. Until then, you both do as you're told. Understand?"

The two young men nodded eagerly. Nate was already fisting his hard cock.

"Here, baby," she murmured, turning towards him and pushing him flat on the large bed. "Why don't you let me do that for you?" She took hold of his hardness and gingerly fondled him for a few moments, before lowering her head.

"Oh fuck," he mumbled as her mouth covered his hardness.

"Feels good?" she slurped, raising her head for a second to look at his contorted face. He didn't reply, other than to moan his approval.

To her side, Ethan traced his hand through her blonde locks, as if urging her on. She rewarded him by reaching for his cock without breaking her mouth lock on Nate. Her hand fisted him while she sucked his friend, taking her time in case either of them should race to the finishing line. That would put the cat among the pigeons...

She gave the dark haired youngster a good few minutes' worth of her best work, her arousal increasing with each groan she elicited. When he began to pant, she changed positions. Give him a chance to cool down. Her hand took the place of her mouth, softly keeping him just below simmering point, but it was Ethan's turn...

Her lips traced the fleshy contours of his erection—the way she'd done with him so many times before. When he groaned, she slurped off his shaft and dropped her mouth to his balls, sucking them inside one by one.

"Fuck, Peaches..." he grunted, gripping her hair.

She couldn't help herself. The situation was a complete turn-on for her. Nate was softly grunting as her soft fingers massaged his shaft and Ethan was busy telling her what a fabulous cocksucker she'd always been. When she eventually swopped partners again, she was so wet between her legs she could scream in frustration.

As soon as she took Nate's manhood inside her mouth again, he began to thrust his hips up from the bed. He was as aroused as she. His cock hit the back of her throat and she had to refocus to prevent herself from gagging. When Ethan pulled away from her masturbating hand, she groaned in annoyance but redoubled her efforts on Nate. Within a few seconds, she realised what the ginger haired young man had in mind. His hands were under her dress, pulling her damp panties down her legs.

She tried to resist, but both of Nate's hands were in her hair, holding her head tightly in position. Ethan was behind her now. His cock was rubbing across the underside of her smooth pussy and she knew he had only one thing in mind.

Blind panic consumed her. This wasn't what she'd intended. It could destroy the plan! These two bastards were selling their stories to the press, selling Madison and her down the river. She needed revenge... and yet, she also needed that hard cock inside her. She was almost palpitating at the thought and made no objection when Ethan parted her legs wider.

The loud knock on the outside door saved her.

"What the fuck?" Ethan grunted, beginning to get up.

Peaches swung around and pushed him back. "It's Maddy, bonehead," she rasped, her heart pounding. This was it. "Now you get the chance to fuck both of us. Stay on the bed."

She slipped from the bed and hurried to the door. Her hand casually flicked the button that started the hidden camcorder as she turned back. "She won't know you're here yet," she said, as if it was an afterthought. "I'll bring her straight to the bedroom. As soon as you see the door begin to open, put your arm around each other's shoulder and start fisting your cocks. That'll be a real turn on for her..."

They looked uncertainly at one another.

"For fuck's sake," she growled, slipping her hands to her hips. "Tonight is going to blow your minds. You've both fucked up with Maddy once—don't make the same mistake again! Grab those cocks and get ready, boys..."

***

Madison was drooling with desire. The effect of the earlier champagne, the sight of the sexy bare breasted woman, her encounter with Peaches, and the sheer thrill of modelling were all having an effect. The cocaine pushed things over the edge. The brilliant colours were still washing through her mind.

Camille's earlier words had come to fruition. "In here, we have no inhibitions... Everything we do in the studio must create the right atmosphere for you to perform in front of the camera... I want you looking and feeling sexy..."

She arched her back, just like the photographer had taught her. It accentuated her breasts. "Yes. Hold that pose," Camille confirmed. "That's perfect, just perfect. Now... hand in your hair, pull it on top of your head. That's it..."

Madison took hold of her lustrous, shoulder length black hair and pulled it onto the top of her head. Without the need for further instruction, she twisted her face one way and then the other. Her gaze was on the camera, but also kept flickering to Camille's pendulous swells. They swayed each time she changed position. Her own breasts were full and firm, but they surely couldn't look as hot as those...

"Your other hand," the Latina murmured. "Slip it inside those bottoms."

Madison felt a surge of heat lick its way from the top of her head to her toes and then back upwards again. Goose bumps covered her tanned skin. Her hand moved slowly, making her entire body shiver as it entered the forbidden zone.

"Good," Camille encouraged, clicking off shot after shot. "Don't worry, it's the look on your face I want, not what you're doing." She moved in for a close up of Madison's face and breasts. "That's good, darling. Touch yourself now. Let me capture the reaction..."

The brunette did. Or rather, her hand did. She had no control over it. Her fingers were moving of their own accord, rubbing her glistening labial lips that so needed some attention. And her hips were moving, too, so that her clit rubbed against the heel of her palm as she pleasured herself.

"God, that's so sexy," she heard Camille gasp. The woman's reaction sent Madison's temperature soaring higher. "More..." she rasped, though she didn't say more of what. "Faster."

Madison obeyed the needs of her body as well as Camille's instructions. Her thumb flicked across her clit, while two of her fingers had found their way inside her sweet folds. Her teeth began to grind. Her hips began to rise. She began to moan.

"Perfect. Absolutely perfect..."

The encouraging words inflamed her. Camille had told her that men and women would masturbate over her photographs. Now she was masturbating in front of this sexy woman. Oh, fuck, how hot was that? The thought sent a thrill through her the like of which she'd never felt. Her eyes closed again, tighter this time.

She needed release...

The sound of her soft moans filled the small studio. She realised she could hear them clearly because the insistent click, click of the camera had stopped. The thought registered with her at the same moment she felt a hand on her legs.

Looking down, Camille's face was staring up into hers. The woman was on her knees in front of her. Without breaking the gaze, the photographer sexily leaned forward and planted a butterfly kiss on her thigh. Then another. Madison shivered.

Her tongue flicked out with each soft kiss, and then the Latina was running it steadily upwards along one leg, and then the other. Madison took a deep breath to steady herself. She realised she was still masturbating and stilled the movements, though she kept her trembling hand inside her bikini bottoms.

Camille's eyes smiled up at her. The sexy woman slid her hands across Madison's tanned flesh towards the ties of the bikini bottom. The brunette's heart beat in her chest as she watched the fingers untie one strap, and then the other. The material fell away, exposing the shaking hand that still covered her pussy.

The Latina licked her lips in encouragement as she reached for Madison's hand. Pulling it upwards, she made a show of taking the juice-covered fingers between her full lips and sucking them clean.

Madison whimpered.

Sex with Peaches was one thing but this was something else entirely. This was a relative stranger. A hot one, at that! A voluptuous woman of the world, whose photographic technique had brought the best out of her and taken her arousal to fever pitch.

She swallowed hard as she felt the heat of Camille's breathe on her sex. The other woman's provocative gaze still hadn't left hers. Enjoy it. Another shiver ran through her body. If this was her new life then it was one she intended to embrace with open arms.

Perhaps her father was right, perhaps she was a slag?

After all, it was only a couple of hours ago that she'd fingerfucked her best friend in the restaurant's restrooms. Anyone could have walked in. And now she was going to be eaten by someone she'd known less than a day...

Camille raised one of her legs upwards as she watched helplessly, settling it over her shoulder. The woman's dark eyes at last left hers and gazed at her smooth pussy. It was as if she was admiring a painting, her head tilting one way and then the other. Heat consumed the teenager. A soft smile of approval crossed the Latina's lips as she glanced at her eyes again and nodded once before leaning forward.

Madison's moan seemed to echo around the small room when she felt the first touch of the dazzling tongue.

Camille lapped softly at first, allowing the teenager to grow accustomed to the feel of her soft tongue. The woman was a classical musician, playing her instrument with wonderful precision. She gently exposed Madison's clit with her finger and then flicked the nub several times with her tongue before licking it softly.

When she drew figure eights around the soft flesh, the young model's moans changed into a series of shuddering little whimpers...

Madison ran her fingers down into that silken brown hair. Her body began to tremble and she couldn't stop it. Her eyes closed to allow her drug-fuelled mind to better savour each new sensation.

Peaches was good. This woman was masterful.

In the darkness of her mind, every touch was magnified. She felt the very tip of that wonderful tongue flick her clit back and forth. Her whimpers grew louder. Camille's teeth began to tease her aroused petal. Madison bit her lip and began to gently thrust her hips forward into the pleasuring mouth.

She was standing on the edge of a precipice, savouring the sheer feeling of exhilaration as she was about to fall off and soar into the sky...

Those wonderful fingers spread open her glistening labial lips, allowing the magical tongue to easily slide between her juicy folds. It ran slowly along each side of her baby-smooth lips before dipping inside her.

"Oh God...!" Madison's hands tightened in her lover's hair.

Her eyes flickered open to find Camille's dark eyes gazing up at her. She pushed her tongue deeper and slid her face up and down across Madison's wet, swollen lips. Her nose aroused the teenager's clit, massaging it with firm strokes and pushes as she tongue and face-fucked her whimpering young captive.

Madison felt her orgasm grow. Almost without realising it, her clenched fingers were pulling the woman's head into her while her hips were pumping back harder. Her back arched against the wall as she tried to speak. She couldn't. All she could do was send a series of loud moans around the room.

When she came, the orgasm engulfed her in waves. One after the other crashed through her shuddering body. Her eyes closed again as she attempted to force some breathe from her lungs. Camille had lowered her leg to the floor but she was having trouble standing. She pushed back against the wall to stop herself from falling over while little bolts of electric desire exploded inside her.

The panting teenager had no idea how long she rested there. Her body continued to vibrate and heave and she had to ride out the storm or lose her sanity.

When the mists finally began to clear, a delicate sheen of sweat covered her body. As her clouded eyes squeezed open, she realised that Camille was naked now. The woman had placed a blanket on the floor and was lying on it, with two more lines of coke cut on the on the small tray beside her.

"Want some?" she sexily breathed at Madison, licking her finger and running it through the white powder.

The teenager felt herself nodding. She wanted anything and everything.

"That's good, darling," the Latina sensually grinned. Holding Madison's lustful eyes, she provocatively widened her brown legs, revealing her barely there landing strip. She opened her legs wider and smeared the coke along her smooth, wet labial lips. "Why don't you come and get it..."

***

Peaches took another sip from the large glass of wine and then rested her head back against the curved head of the large Italian Jacuzzi bath. The suite was booked until seven, so why not use it? She closed her eyes and luxuriated in the foamy water and the heady feeling of success.

A photograph of Ethan and Nate's stupidly grinning faces when she'd reopened the bedroom door was painted across her mind. They'd been kneeling on the bed, one arm around the other's shoulder, jerking their cocks just like she'd insisted.

The stupid boneheads had even shouted, "Surprise!"

She had to hand it to the photographer and the guy who was with him—some creep dressed in a trench coat and a hat you saw in old movies. They'd understood immediately when she'd put a finger to her lips. Both men practically tiptoed behind her as she'd taken them to the bedroom. They even understood her 'get ready' gesture as she was about to throw the door open.

The guy with the long lens camera must have got some great shots. He'd fired off one after another as the two boys initially froze in shock, and then raced off the bed, grabbed their clothes, and scurried out of the suite. They were probably still half-bollock naked as they'd raced down the long hotel corridor.

"I'm not sure exactly what's going on," trenchcoat had said to her afterwards. "But I know a setup when I see one. Still, we have some great photos so it looks like we both got what we wanted. Be sure and tell Mr. Kazan that..."

She had. The PR Guru had instructed her to call him as soon as she could and he'd been sufficiently delighted to promise her a little bonus for her efforts.

It seemed The Daily News wouldn't be using Ethan and Nate's stories after all. And if the two boys attempted to find an alternative publisher, the paper would print the photos they'd just taken and run a counter story. They'd be discredited.

A win-win, he'd called it.

She'd removed the film from the camcorder and handed it to the runner he'd sent over. The portable video camera was in her bag. She had no intention of handing it back unless she was specifically asked for it. Why shouldn't she have a keepsake?

The blonde sighed happily to herself as she took another sip from the glass of wine. She'd already consumed half the bottle and the rest would follow before she eventually made her way from the plush suite.

It had been quite a day...

There was only one remaining problem and she was determined to resolve that immediately. Hooking one foot over the rim of the tub, she positioned the other against the ledge on the wall. One hand cupped her perky right breast, while the other trailed down between her spread legs. Closing her eyes again, she allowed the heat of the moment and her imagination to overtake her...



***

Sealing the deal

Jay-Jay Kazan beamed when she arrived in his office. "Just in time," he told her, popping open the champagne and chuckling to himself as it spilled over the two glasses. "Though you are quite late, Madison-baby. It's after seven you know."

"Yes," the breathy girl simply responded. Her session with Camille had considerably overrun but she wasn't complaining. If she hadn't considered herself truly bisexual before, she did now. Afterwards, the beautiful Latina had insisted on exchanging telephone numbers. Madison had never felt so high.

The photographs, she was told, were exceptional. The sex with Camille had been even better and, reinforced by the champagne and cocaine already in her system; she was feeling like a star. The drug had sent her confidence soaring and if it made her feel this good, she knew it wouldn't be the last time she'd partake.

"Mind you," the silver haired man said, handing her one of the glasses and softly clinking them together. "When Camille finds someone special, her sessions tend to overrun. You should be honoured my dear."

"I... I am..." Madison agreed, taking a sip and hoping he was only talking about the photographs. He couldn't know about the afters, could he? But then, what did she care? She was a free bird, able to do whatever she wanted.

When he nodded towards the couch, she strutted to it. Wasn't that how models would walk? It made her heart beat a little faster when he sat beside her. He'd always sat one side of his desk and she the other. But she was a client now! It was almost as if he was signifying that things were no longer the same.

"The photographs are hot," he began, his all-seeing eyes homing into hers as he half-shifted to face her. "Or so Camille tells me."

"She called you?" Madison's voice was full of surprise. She'd left the photographer less than an hour ago and Camille had still been naked. She looked so good naked...

"Of course," he answered, sipping at his drink. "People in my employ always keep me informed. That's why I pay them. Do you know what she said?"

The thumping in Madison's heart immediately etched a beat higher. "No..."

"That you're a natural," he complimented her, raising his dark eyebrows and grinning. "The photographs are as hot as any she's taken."

"She did? That's such praise. I—"

"High praise indeed," he agreed. "Camille knows her stuff. Creates the right mood..."

I'm in the mood again right now, she thought, staring into those powerful eyes. His grin was contagious. She leant towards him, not caring that her low cut dress ensured there was a good amount of cleavage on display. She felt comfortable with this man. Not just comfortable. In that expensive dark suit, crisp white shirt and red tie, he looked every inch like Richard Gere in Pretty Woman.

She loved that movie.

Her big brown eyes conveyed her arousal. Could he tell? It felt like her sessions today with Peaches and Camille had just tapped into her sexual psyche. Dare she make a pass at someone as powerful as Jay-Jay? Her drug-enhanced mind suggested she could do anything. She enjoyed the way his eyes dipped into her healthy cleavage. But what if he didn't find her as attractive as she found him? Or what if he didn't mix business with pleasure?

She reluctantly decided that any first move would have to come from him.

"You've spoken to Peaches?" he asked, interrupting her thoughts.

The sly smile spreading across her face confirmed that she had. Her best friend had called her a couple of times while she'd been 'busy' with Camille. When she'd eventually returned the calls, Peaches had given her the good news. And had told Madison what she intended doing to her once they'd both returned to her flat...

"She pulled it off to perfection," he told her. "Those little shits won't get in either of our ways again."

Madison laughed. They'd got what they deserved. It amazed her how cold she felt towards them. How could they even have considered trying to make money out of her? It felt as if her relationship with Nate was a lifetime away.

"I've been thinking," Jay-Jay murmured, draining the contents of his glass and lazily reaching for the bottle again. He refilled their glasses. "You'll need someone to act as a PA for you. Handle bookings, make arrangements, keep you company. I'd normally assign someone, but it seems to me your friend would be perfect..."

"Peaches... Yes... Absolutely..." Madison's bright eyes widened. Then reality kicked in. "But... she couldn't afford to give up her job..."

The silver haired man's hearty laugh filled the office. "Madison-baby, you are such an innocent. It will be a paid job. Leave the finances to me. That's part of why I get twenty five percent. Ask if she'd like the job. If she does, get her to speak to Lucinda. She'll train her on what needs to be done."

Madison's heart soared. Things were just getting better and better. Throughout everything that had happened, Peaches had been so incredibly supportive. The idea of having her friend constantly by her side going forward was just thrilling...

"Want some more good news?" he asked, his eyes dropping briefly into her deep line of cleavage again. "The Daily News has signed up for your exclusive. Three hundred grand."

"Three hundred..." Madison felt dizzy with shock. Her chest tightened and she breathed through her mouth, taking one deep breath after another. He'd already told her what she was likely to earn, of course. But now... now... this was really going to happen...

When she looked back at the PR Guru, he was grinning.

"Jay-Jay," she stammered, "I... I don't know how to thank you..."

"You don't?" he smiled, running the back of his fingers from her calves up over her knees and out along her thighs. He nodded across at the windows to the outer office. Despite the lateness of the hour, people were still scurrying around. "I have a tradition, Madison-baby. Close those blinds, would you..."

***

Holding her bent over his desk, his trousers around his ankles and his shirt bunched up at his chest, Jay-Jay Kessen let out a deep growl. He clutched her hips as he drove into her, her whimpers of delight acting as an aphrodisiac.

Not that he needed any artificial help. The sexy teenager had voluntarily stripped once she'd closed the blinds. Her hands had gone to the lustrous black hair that fell in waves to her shoulders. Pulling it onto the top of her head, she'd posed for him, allowing his eyes to drink in her beautiful honey-tanned body. Those wonderfully voluptuous breasts with their golden brown nipples had him instantly hard.

She'd known what to expect and had even taken the initiative. She'd leant over the desk without a word, wiggling her sexy ass at him. He fucked her harder, cupping both magnificent breasts, delighting in the way her nipples were rock hard.

She glanced back at him, her long, black hair hanging over her shoulder. That look of unbridled lust was rife in her deep brown eyes. She was on a permanent high. When they came back from a session with Camille, they usually were.

"Fuck me, Jay-Jay..." the sexy young bitch groaned. "Fuck me..."

Narrowing his eyes, the silver haired man clenched his teeth. How many women had he fucked in this position? Over this very desk, with the blinds closed? Madison's body felt warm and alive and the way she fucked back made the desk rock on its legs. Camille was right, this one was special.

Maybe her friend Peaches would be, too? He'd have to find out.

One hand caressed down her hard stomach and between her legs. He rubbed her clit softly beneath his fingers while he squeezed her nipple with his other hand. She reacted as they all did, groaning like an animal in heat and thrusting back harder. By the time the glare of publicity had left her behind and it was time for him to move onto the next young innocent, he'd make sure he'd had his fill.

Her juices soaked his cock as he continued to pump inside her. The sight and feel of her writhing back against him had him close to the edge. He'd expected Madison to be shy. She wasn't. The sexy teenager was revelling in it.

"Oh fuck..." The words tore violently from his throat as he gripped her hair, dragging her head upwards. Fuck, he was close. Her young cunt muscles squeezed his thick cock more tightly. She was bucking back against him so wildly he knew he wouldn't be able to hold out for much longer...

"Come on Jay-Jay!" she mumbled as she looked over her shoulder again. Her deep brown eyes were practically exploding with lust. Sweat covered her pretty face. Fucking this man was the culmination of her dreams. It was sealing the deal. A three hundred thousand pound deal...

He grunted again. "Oh fuckohfuck..."

She increased pace of her backward pumps. She wanted this man's cum and she wanted it now. "Give it to me... give it to me..."

Jay-Jay's clutching fingers wrapped around her dark, black locks as he gave into the inevitable. He yanked her head back, holding it suspended in the air as they stared at one another. When his face registered his impending climax, it was as if they both knew exactly what to do...

Jay-Jay pulled out and Madison spun around, dropping to her knees.

Her eyes closed and her lips opened as he held his cock over her face. When the dam broke, his hot seed splashed across her young face. A rope of heat struck the bridge of her nose, her cheek... and then her mouth. She closed her lips around his crown to ensure no more escaped, swallowing hard with each jerking burst.

The deal was sealed...


Fifteen Minutes Ch. 05

CHAPTER FIVE — SUCCESS

Television

Madison knew what to expect. She'd done so many TV talk shows over the last twelve months they no longer daunted her. This would be a typical production, with the studio audience of fifteen to eighteen year-olds all standing in little groups around the set. When the interview got underway, they'd be close enough to touch her.

At one time that had made her nervous, claustrophobic. But after three previous appearances on The Early Breakfast she knew what to expect and enjoyed the youthful enthusiasm generated by the teenage audience. They loved her, after all. In their eyes she could do little wrong.

As soon as she and Peaches stepped out of the limo sent by the TV Company to collect them, the young blonde production assistant greeted them. With her clip board in one hand and the pair of large headphones resting around her neck, she looked every inch the professional.

"Hey girls," she cheerily said as she ushered the two women along the corridor towards the make-up room. "How's it going?"

"Wonderful, Janine," Madison replied, breaking into a smile. "Is everything under control here?"

"Oh, you know," the blonde responded, raising her eyebrows. "Running around in circles trying to make sure we catch up on the time we lost earlier. That's the problem with having a boy band as our first guests. They never know how to behave..."

"Anyone we know?" Peaches asked, pushing through the door to the familiar make-up room.

"Nah." Janine screwed up her face. "They're just out of school and think they've already made it into the big time. I'll leave you with Goldie for now. Got to get back..."

"My favourite customers," the red haired girl smiled, pulling a seat out for Madison as the production assistant departed. "It's nice to see someone normal. All I've had lately are prima donnas."

"We can do that," Peaches laughed, perching herself on the long counter beside her friend's seat. "Where's the champagne and caviar?"

Goldie grinned. "I finished it before you got here. You're on set in half an hour, so I thought I'd remove temptation. I have water though..."

"Perfect," Madison smiled as she accepted the small bottle from the girl's outstretched hand. Plenty of fluids beforehand—she'd learned that trick at her first interview. Because of the early start, she hadn't applied any make up. Besides, who needed to when this girl was such a perfectionist? "Okay, make me beautiful..."

The three laughed and then chatted for a while as Goldie performed her magic. It didn't take the redhead long to complete her task. Peaches nodded approvingly.

"Fancy doing me when Maddy's being interviewed?" she asked with a grin. The way Goldie had subtly accentuated her best friend's high cheekbones was a work of art. "Failing that we want to hire you to come to the house and do us every morning."

"I've told you before," the redhead said, glancing out of the corner of her eye as she began to brush out Madison's long black hair. "I'll do you anytime, Peaches..."

Madison rolled her eyes. Peaches and Goldie always flirted during their visits to the TV studio. Quite why it had never gone beyond that surprised her. After all, neither she nor her friend had exactly become angels over the last twelve months. Booze, drugs and sex were all part of their newfound lifestyle.

"What about me?" she teasingly asked, twisting in her seat to appraise the two young women. Other men were out of bounds since she'd met Ralph, but women were fair game...

"Yeah, Goldie! What about Maddy?" Peaches grinned, arching her eyebrows. Sitting forward, she made a show of deliberately uncrossing and then crossing her shapely legs. The short skirt rode further up her thighs. As she'd expected, both women couldn't resist checking her out.

"The whole world wants to do you, Maddy," the cute make-up girl replied, after a slight hesitation. It was as if she was unsure as to how far she could go. She was actually blushing. "And I'm no different..."

"She's unbelievable in bed," Peaches softly giggled, taking advantage of the moment. "But so am I. And its ages since we've had a threesome..."

Although the jocular atmosphere mood, there was no denying that a sexual edge had crept into the atmosphere. Before any of them had time to progress it, the sharp knock broke the brief silence.

Janine poked her head around the door. "Time to perform, Maddy. You up for it?"

"Not as much as these two," the brunette quipped, gracefully easing herself to her feet. She made her way to the door and then glanced back over her shoulder. "Be good..."

***

Perched on the high stool beside the breakfast bar, Madison was in her element. The young audience around her had cheered and applauded enthusiastically as she'd been introduced and walked onto the set. All they'd done so far was to get the formalities out of the way and yet they were already in a positive mood.

"It's been an unreal year," she agreed, in answer to Pete Thomson's first question.

The long-haired young interviewer had become well known on both television and radio, scoring highly with his zany, irreverent sense of humour. He was incredibly popular with the younger generation. The short spell he'd spent in prison for drug related offences had also, curiously, helped him establish a cult following. Pete Thomson didn't much care for 'the establishment'. It was another reason why the kids loved him.

"It's been a dream come true," she continued, smiling contentedly at the young audience around her. "Sometimes I need to pinch myself."

"Madison Cooper needs to pinch herself," Thomson quipped, looking around the small studio. "Hands up who'd like to help..."

Another cheer went up.

"See me later," Madison grinned at the youngsters. "But seriously, Pete, it was only twelve months ago today that I spent a night in a prison cell..."

"I know all about that sort of thing," Thomson said, nodding at the audience. His criminal background was well known. More cheers.

Madison laughed at the interviewer. "And here I am, twelve months later, appearing on your wonderful programme again. Like I said, it's unreal."

"Okay," Thomson said, tapping his knee with his cue cards. "Let's review the year. First, there's been the glamour modelling. You're now the UK's best known model. More so than Kelly Brook, Gemma Atkinson, Keeley Hazel, Louise Glover, Lucy Pinder—as much as we love all of those babes."

"They're all wonderful..." Madison began, but Thomson was warming to his theme.

"No false modesty, please." He turned to the young audience and held out his hands, as if asking for agreement. It brought another round of cheers. "There," he told her, nodding in confirmation. "It's official. You've recently launched a new lingerie range..."

"I'm very proud of that."

"And so you should be," Thomson acknowledged. He turned to the audience again. "Hands up anyone who's wearing something from the Madison range..."

The brunette giggled as a good portion of the audience raised an arm.

"See," he said, turning to allow the camera to capture his cheeky grin. "Half of the girls here are wearing something of yours and if I'm not mistaken, one or two of the guys are, too." Cheers ran around the studio. He turned back to the camera and wiggled his eyebrows. "Including me..."

More laughter rang out. It was just the sort of adolescent humour for which Thomson was famed. It went down a storm with the young teenagers.

"Now then, Madison," he continued, leaning an elbow on the breakfast bar and pretending to whisper. "Can I ask you a personal question?"

She nodded. You never knew quite what was coming from the interviewer, but he'd never embarrassed her yet. "Anything, Pete..."

"You have a boyfriend."

"Ralph. Yes."

"A Premier League footballer."

Madison smiled bashfully. "Yes."

Thomson grinned at the audience before wiggling his brows at the camera again. "And yet... you're just about every hot blooded male's wet dream. How does that make you feel?"

She smiled and took a sip from the glass of orange juice on the bar beside them. It was true. God, she'd come such a long way. Frankie Dennis had called her a slag in that police station a year ago. Her father had told her she was a slut.

Well, who was having the last laugh? She'd made a career out of her sexuality.

Back then, she couldn't believe she was actually dancing in a hot club like Goodfella's with celebrities around her. Now, she was a celebrity in her own right. She'd turned from being a naïve, innocent into a confident young woman who was at ease on TV, radio, or when making one of her many personal appearances. How times had changed...

"It makes me feel..." she began.

***

"Very good," Peaches whispered, her narrowed eyes flicking towards the small television screen in the corner of the make-up room. Madison was giving her usual unassuming yet flirty performance in front of the camera. But it wasn't her best friend's abilities her words were aimed at. It was the woman on her knees in front of her.

She reached down to touch the young woman's face, stroking her soft skin. A second hand ran through her red hair. Madison hadn't been out of the room for more than a minute when Goldie had locked the door and turned back to the blonde. She'd yanked her small red tank top over her head and then released her bra. Her tits were small but eminently suckable.

Peaches had obliged.

The make-up artist pushed the blonde into the chair Madison had so recently vacated. When she'd dragged Peaches' black g-string down her legs, not a single word had been spoken between them. Until now...

Peaches purred, pulling the redhead's sassy, short hair away from her forehead so that she could better see the tongue was working on her. The sexy girl was proving her expertise extended beyond the art of make-up.

"FFFFF—fuck...!" the blonde mumbled, trying but not quite managing to keep her cries within the privacy of the room. She lifted her hips from the chair as Goldie's tongue did some delicious things to her clit. They'd quickly passed the teasing, foreplay stage. This was hardcore.

She gripped the red hair more tightly as she began to rotate her hips.

Fuck, that was good...

"Goldie..." she mumbled, beginning to warn the girl that she was close. "Goldie..."

The girl added a couple of fingers to the mix. They curled inside her.

Peaches' body jerked. "Goldie... Goldie..." She couldn't get passed the word.

The redhead's fingers found her g-spot. Her tongue swirled around her clit. Peaches had no chance. Flexing her long legs, she jammed Goldie's sweet mouth tightly against her as the orgasm burst. She grinded one last time into the pleasuring face before screeching out her climax, no longer caring if they were overheard or not...

***

"Calendars," Pete Thomson was saying. "Who has a Madison calendar?"

Arms shot up into the air again. Cheers accompanied the motions, some louder than others just in case one of the several cameras caught their expressions. The Early Breakfast programme was big on capturing their audience's reaction.

"Everyone here," the interviewer exaggerated, turning back to Madison and glancing down at his cue cards. "Now," he softly said, lowering his voice as if sharing a secret between the two of them. "I have it on good authority that your calendar sales have exceeded a million?"

Madison gave him and the audience her most unassuming smile. "Well, so I'm told..."

Thomson turned to the camera again, slowly nodding his head. He half covered his mouth with the cue cards, as if he was confidentially whispering to the person next to him, rather than speaking to the millions of viewers. "Hear that, folks? Over a million calendars sold."

"I'm very pleased—" Madison began.

The grinning interviewer interrupted her. "I should say that's an understatement. I don't have this calendar, of course. But I'm told that March is special."

Madison laughed.

"And so is June, August, October and December..."

The young audience joined in with the laughter. Thomson sent a deadpan stare at the camera before covering his mouth with the cue cards again. "Mind you," he spoke into the lens, "my personal favourite is July."

"Your personal favourite?" Madison repeated, grinning over her shoulder at the laughing teenagers behind her.

"Yep!"

"But you don't have the calendar..."

"Nope," Thomson slowly drawled, pursing his lips in mock seriousness. "But my girlfriend has. She thinks you're as hot as I do..."

The audience cheered. Madison's grin widened. "I've met Joanne. I think she's pretty hot, too..."

Thomson wiggled his eyebrows at the camera again and the young audience shouted their approval. "How many women here think that Madison is hot?"

The thunderous cheers filled the small room. Thompson nodded slowly again as he looked back at his guest. "I rest my case."

"The best thing," Madison said, waiting for a moment for the noise to die down. "Is that ten per cent from every calendar sale goes to one of my charities. That's one of the things that makes all this so worthwhile..."

She smiled humbly as Thomson held his hands high over his head and led the applause. Jay-Jay had told her to make sure she got that point in. Not that she'd needed to be told. She was becoming an expert at this sort of thing.

***

Lunch

Ralph watched Madison cut the lines of coke as he lounged on the bed. She flaunted her naked body, still covered in a light sheen of sweat from the power-fuck she'd just given him. Straightening up, she held the platter of white powder at shoulder height, like a waitress, and sashayed across the room. They were supposed to be having lunch together, but they'd spent the last hour fucking.

She'd met the footballer at one of her personal appearances six months ago. Whereas his teammates had been over the top and very touchy feely, Ralph had been more reserved. He'd treated her like a woman rather than a sex object. They'd seen one another later that week, and again the next night. That had been the first time they'd made love.

They didn't make love any longer—they fucked. Like animals. It was so hot!

Sitting beside him on the bed, Madison took her hit from the tray with an exaggerated flare of her nostrils. When she held out the straw, Ralph dutifully accepted it. She ran her hand through his thick locks as he snorted his line. The drug enhanced their already overflowing libidos. The first time she'd used coke with him, he'd objected. He was a footballer, he'd told her. Footballers didn't take drugs.

It hadn't taken her long to win him round. Sex was so much better when they were high.

"Well, babe," she murmured, the thrill of the cocaine bursting through her senses. She slipped an arm around his shoulder and slowly licked along his neck. He loved that. "My boyfriend is going to be an England international?"

"Being called up to the squad doesn't guarantee anything," he said, though the smile on his face confirmed his delight. He'd told her often enough of his dreams. With the goals he'd been scoring lately, he was certain to play in the match at some stage. They always looked to try out new faces in a friendly game.

"We both know that isn't true," she whispered, taking his earlobe between her teeth and pulling down on it. Her excitement was contagious. It had only been a few minutes since they'd fucked and he was growing hard again. "My baby's going to be a star. More champagne?"

Plucking the bottle from the nightstand beside them, he pushed her flat onto her back. "Yeah. I want to celebrate..."

Madison let out a squeal of delight as she adjusted the back of her long black hair so that it fanned out on the pillow underneath her head. Ralph was pouring some bubbly onto her neck and it felt deliciously cold. Her body shivered as he dipped his head and lapped at the fizzy liquid as it slid down her smooth skin.

"Yeah, baby..."

He poured more of the drink on her, this time across her breasts. Even as Madison squealed again, his mouth and tongue were following the sticky trail.

She groaned in delight again, her hands gripping his trademark long locks as he pleasured one wet nipple then the other. She curled her legs around his thigh so that she could rub her slippery pussy against him. Ralph was content to allow her to pleasure herself, pressing against her as he suckled on her breasts. But just as she rubbed herself towards a climax, he swung his body away.

She moaned in frustration. Not for long.

Picking up the bottle again, the footballer covered her smooth mound in champagne. Slipping both hands under her ass, he lifted the brunette to his lips.

"Ohfuck... ohfuck..." She came with the first sweep of his tongue, gripping his hair as she pushed her pussy upwards into the lapping mouth.

He didn't let up, slurping at the combination of champagne and juices from her smooth shaven folds. A jerking orgasm ran through her as he sucked in her drenched clit, rolling the little bud around the inside of his mouth before chewing on it. She came again before twisting away.

Reaching out for his cock, she spread her legs. "That was so good, babe," she told him, stroking his hardness across her sweet, wet folds. "But I need this thing inside me. Then Maddy's gonna take you to heaven."

He slid home easily, just like he cut through opposing defences. She thought of all the men in the world who'd like to do this with her—of all the men and women who slavered over her photographs and her calendar... who wanked themselves silly at the mere sight of her.

It was such a turn on. Sometimes she'd finger herself at just the thought...

"FUCK!" The expletive tore from her throat as the images in her mind brought on another climax. How many had she had already? The heady cocktail of champagne and drugs sent her flying higher and higher. When she was like this, there was no satisfying her. She shifted angle, so that his cock brushed her clit. Fuck, she loved that! His mouth dipped to suck on her breasts.

She moaned, curling a foot around his back. His cock edged deeper. "Good boy," she panted. "You like fucking your hot glamour model?"

"Hell, yes," he grunted, playing her little game. It always aroused her further when he played along and he loved the benefits it gave...

Her other leg reached up around his back, digging into the top of his ass with her heels. He sunk in another couple of inches. She gave him the pussy ripple.

"Fuck. Oh fuck..." he grunted.

"But we already are," she teased, giving him the ripple again. She could feel his throbbing cock react inside her.

"You like that, babe?" she asked, gripping the back of his hair and pulling his head up. His aroused eyes found hers. "D'you like that?"

When she rippled again, his hands slid under her and squeezed her hard ass. She moaned, loving the way he reacted to her words.

"Come on Ralph," she encouraged. "You can do better than that. Fuck your baby..."

He began to pound her harder. Every part of her body could feel him begin to jackhammer inside her. His cock—his hard, footballers cock—hit parts of her that he hadn't achieved for a while. He was grunting hard. The bed had begun to bounce underneath them. Sweat dripped down his face. He was close...

"C'mon, babe," she encouraged, raking her fingers down his spine. They dug into his flesh, drawing blood. "C'mon..."

His body began to tremble. She recognised it, knew what it meant. It wouldn't be long now. Not long at all. One hand gripped the back of his head and pulled his face to hers. She kissed him deeply and then stared into his eyes.

"Cum, baby," she grunted. "Cum inside me..."

It took only one more pussy ripple for him to go off, groaning deeply as he released inside her. "Oh fucccccckkkkkkk....."





Madison's drug fuelled eyes narrowed in ecstatic pleasure. He was firing inside her, burst after burst of sticky cum filling her up. His toned body was jerking with each release, and his teeth were biting down on her shoulder.

If she gave it half an hour, he'd be ready to go again...

***

Jay-Jay Kazan moaned happily.

After what had been a quiet couple of years, the last twelve months had been phenomenal. His earnings in that time exceeded any single year since he'd established his agency and his slightly tarnished reputation had been repaired. He was back at the top of the tree.

It was all down to his business astuteness, of course. Discovering someone like Madison Cooper and turning her into an overnight success required skills of the highest order. Yet the silver haired man conceded that the extent of her success had taken him by surprise. The naïve innocence of her personality, combined with the sexiness of her body, had struck an instant chord with the great British public.

It all hung on the way he'd enhanced her story, of course—a young teenager, abandoned by her parents and subsequently taken advantage of by one of TV's best known soap stars...

How could they fail?

He moaned again and stroked the girl's short blonde hair as her mouth worked on him. "That's it baby. Like that..."

This girl was fucking good, though to be fair, he'd had plenty of opportunity to show her what he enjoyed most. Fuck! There was that rolling of her tongue again. Closing his eyes, he sighed contentedly.

Madison had turned into a gold mine. He'd known the money they could earn from selling her story, personal appearances, and photo shoots for the lads' mags. But what he hadn't anticipated were all the spin off opportunities. She'd become so popular they'd even been able to successfully promote her brand of lingerie and—within the next couple of months—her own perfume.

His expectation of a six months tops lifespan for her popularity had proven way off the mark. Even better, there were no signs of it abating. The producers of I'm a Celebrity had already made contact with him, as had the people involved with Celebrity Big Brother.

The twenty-year old had become a phenomenon. More so than any other client he'd ever been involved with. Mind you, this girl had savvy. Under his tutelage, she'd learnt the celebrity ropes very quickly. Most celebrities were manipulated by the press and burnt themselves out achieving their fifteen minutes of fame. It was the other way around with this girl.

She'd understood very quickly how to use the media to her advantage.

If anything, Peaches had understood the ropes even more quickly. Lucinda had given the girl a crash course in every aspect of working with a celebrity and she'd picked up the lessons with an impressive ease. She was streetwise, that one. She was a great cocksucker, too. The little bitch had arrived unannounced today, drawn the blinds of his office and unzipping him without even a word.

He stared down at her as she slurped off his hard cock. Her hand continued to jerk him as she licked around his crown. Those teasing blue eyes grinned upwards.

Without a word, she rose to her feet and dragged up her black tank top to expose her perky breasts. Jay-Jay's hungry gaze devoured them for a few moments before he took each of the erect, deep pink nipples between his lips. His mouth moved back and forth between both breasts and his hand slid under her skirt.

As he'd expected, she wasn't wearing panties.

The two fingers he worked inside had her gasping and she shuddered when she came. He continued to suck her tits as her hips continued to hump his hand until, satisfied, she sunk to her knees and took his erection between her soft lips again.

Jay-Jay grunted as he placed one large hand on the back of her head, tightening it in her soft blonde locks as she began to mouth-fuck him again. This time there was no effort to tease and work him into a harder state. She'd already gone that route. She wanted her reward and they both knew it wouldn't be delayed for long.

His shaft pushed against her throat as she slid her bow-like lips all the way down to the base. He grunted again as her eyes danced upwards into his, telling him he couldn't resist. She left his hardness with a slurp and widened her mouth around each testicle. Sucking gently from one to the other, his grip in her hair tightened.

The sexy, fucking bitch knew exactly what that did to him...

Then she was on the move again, never still. Her lips and tongue gently ran around his purple crown. Looking upwards into his eyes, she spat onto his thick shaft and worked the spit into his skin. Taking just the head between her lips, one hand stroked his glistening length and the other cupped his testicles. She paused for a split second, allowing him to catch his breath before deep-throating him again.

Jay-Jay's body jerked as his thick seed surged into her greedy mouth. Her soft lips took every last burst, her head pumping on his shaft until he had nothing left to give. Only then did she look up, grinning as she slowly licked and cleaned the PR Guru's diminishing manhood.

"Thanks for lunch," she told him as she rose to her feet.

***

The photo shoot

"Can life get any better than this?" Peaches asked, sipping at her vodka martini. It was a vast departure from her usual choice of drink, but that's what they were serving on the yacht. It was their home for the day. It fitted the ambience perfectly. So did the blue haltered bikini that matched the colour of her eyes. It looked devastating on her athletic body.

She and Madison had flown first class to the Male International Airport two days ago and had enjoyed their time relaxing at and around the Centara Grand Island Resort & Spa. Located on the South Ari Atoll in the republic of Maldives, the new five star resort was beyond even their wildest imaginations.

Two young women from Newtown, hobnobbing with the rich on one of the most exclusive islands that Europe had to offer...

After today's photo shoot, they had another couple of days booked in and would use the time to explore the fabled sunken ship wreck, and take advantage of what were described as the top dive spots in the Maldives. And sunbathe, of course.

"It's unbelievable," Madison said, sipping from her own martini. Their position on the top of the luxury yacht was ideal for looking out across the sea. The soft breeze added to the moment as it serenely made its majestic way through the blue waters.

The photo shoot and holiday came all expenses paid from the Girls Today magazine, seeking to propel itself to the top of the lads' mags by using the phenom that was Madison Cooper as part of their launch. The brunette's outfit was perfect for the photo shoot. The little cream, thong bikini displayed her body to perfection, accompanied by her matching gold waist chain and black heels.

Camille was busy setting up 'things' on the deck below them, though they'd be taking shots from every location on the yacht. The dark haired photographer looked hot, too, in her black bikini top and tight pair of tailored white shorts. They hadn't had much of an opportunity to catch up yet as the Latina had only arrived that morning. The three of them were heading out for dinner tonight at one of the resort's most expensive restaurants.

Then afterwards...

Her body shivered at the thought. She was looking forward to the reunion and Peaches had already explained in detail exactly what she wanted to do to the sexy photographer.

"Thirteen months ago we were two innocent teenagers," the blonde said, linking arms with her as they stared into the beautiful distance. "Whatever happened?"

"You were never innocent," Madison giggled. The two girls burst out laughing.

"True," her friend agreed. "But I knew a lot less then than I do now. Just think back to Ethan and Nate. And our nights at Goodfella's. Remember how badly you felt when I picked you up from the police station? The world was coming to an end then. Look at us now."

"Look at us now," Madison wistfully repeated. She thought back to what had happened. Finishing her relationship with Nate, meeting Frankie, spending the night in a cell, being confronted by a photographer when they'd opened her door. She'd felt almost hysterical at the time. It seemed like yesterday and yet, in other ways, it felt like such a long time ago.

Now, she had more money than she'd ever have dreamed possible. She was recognised wherever she went. Her relationship with Ralph was six months old. Her life had changed in so many ways and throughout it all, the one constant was Peaches. That meant so much to her. She and her best friend were even more inseparable now than ever.

***

"You should have been a model," Peaches told Camille during a break in the shoot. She'd been flirting with the Latina throughout the last couple of hours. They'd completed the shots inside the cabin and were now on the lower deck.

"Really?" the smiling woman replied, sipping at her drink. Water only during the shoot, she'd insisted. There'd be plenty of time for alcohol later. As for cocaine—there were no such restrictions. They'd all imbibed earlier and Camille was in the process of cutting another three rows. "And why's that?"

"That body," Peaches sexily murmured, not the least bit bashful. She sat down next to the photographer and allowed her right hand to stray along the woman's thigh. "It's perfect. I mean, look at you and Maddy. How on earth did you both get tits like those? It's so unfair..."

Camille laughed, teasingly opening her brown legs a fraction. The Latina loved another woman taking the initiative almost as much as she enjoyed the seduction of an innocent. Madison had been naïve that very first time, though much less so ever since. Peaches was the opposite. The thought of making love to both the brunette and her sexy friend tonight was intoxicating.

"Maddy wasn't exaggerating about you," Peaches continued, staring into the woman's dark eyes. Her fingers danced higher, sliding across the inside of Camille's thigh. "She tells me everything..."

"Peaches!" Madison was already blushing. When her friend was half drunk and half stoned like this she had no limits.

Camille smiled reassuringly. It would take a lot more than a twenty-year old to faze her, even if she was a sexy, self confident little blonde. She wetted her finger with her tongue and scooped some of the white powder onto the tip. "Here, honey," she said to Peaches. "Open up..."

She slipped the finger into the blonde's open mouth, caressing narcotic across her gums. She rubbed slowly, turning the movement into a sexual act. Peaches hand left Camille's leg and took hold of her wrist, holding it while she provocatively sucked on the finger.

The photographer smiled into the blonde's dreamy eyes, watching closely as they reflected the different colours exploding in the twenty-year old's head. She could hear her heavy breaths and soft growls, like the purring of a petted cat.

"That's good," Peaches murmured. The sea air had taken on a sharper, more vibrant quality and even with the sunglasses it seemed much brighter.

Camille nodded satisfactorily. She'd give Madison some coke in a moment but first she had plans for the blonde. Let her know who was in control. "Time for you to get back on the lounger while Madison and I resume..."

"Already?"

"Already," Camille grinned, taking Peaches arm and leading her across the few steps to the white lounger. As the blonde unsteadily sat, a quick flick of her wrist had the tie at the neck of the blonde's bikini free. She pulled it away, allowing it to flutter down onto the hot deck surface. "Here, let me get you comfortable. Some oil, I think."

She already had the bottle of sun tan lotion in her and poured a good portion into her palms. Peaches groaned as she smoothly rubbed the oil into her washboard flat waist. She ran her hands upwards to the undersides of the small, perky breasts and then back down to the top of her bikini bottoms.

Peaches caught them in her own hands and yanked them onto her tits. The prone girl moaned softly as Camille spread her palms and rotated them against her hard pink nipples. The feeling complimented the chemical high.

Her libido was in overdrive...

"Oh fuck," she grunted, pulling a hand away so that she could raise her sunglasses onto the top of her blonde hair. Her narrowed eyes squinted at the Latina.

"Tonight," Camille promised, leaning forward and planting a soft kiss on those bow like lips. For a few moments she teetered on the edge of temporarily suspending the shoot and starting the threesome there and then. Common sense prevailed. She pulled herself back up to her feet and picked up the platter of cocaine as she glanced across at Madison. "Right now, I have more photographs to take..."

***

"That's hot!" Peaches exclaimed for the umpteenth time since Camille had recommenced shooting. Lying on the warm deck, she was naked except for the small bikini bottoms.

The brown haired Latina smiled happily. Their position on the top of the yacht was the best location yet. Madison was posing with her back to the lens, nude but for the small bikini bottoms that clung sexily to her hard buttocks. The photographer had rested her hands on the rail, facing the sea, but had arranged her face so that she looked back at the camera lens over her shoulder.

"It is," she agreed, winking at the blonde before swinging back to her model. "Yes. Just like that, Maddy," she said, clicking away. "But open that mouth just a little more... flick your tongue across your lips... think sex..."

"She always does," Peaches shouted, sending a girlish laugh into the sea air.

Madison's grinning eyes flicked sideways and then back to the camera. Her bikini-clad body was uncomfortably twisted like a contortionist, but you couldn't tell that from her expression.

"Hold that pose. Exactly like that!" The attractive Latina tossed her glossy hair as she changed angle with each shot. "Now, turn around. Face the camera. A million eyes are looking at you, darling. Flaunt those boobies..."

Madison perched precariously on the edge of the rail and then self confidently thrust her tits out. Impervious to the forces of gravity and crowned by the golden brown nipples, she looked every man's wet dream.

"Oh yeah..." Peaches raised her drink into the air to toast the sexy new pose. The way the sea wind rippled through Madison's black hair added to the shot. "Love that..."

"More," Camille told her model, firing off shot after shot. "Do what comes naturally."

The brunette struck a carefree pose. Hands on hips, head thrown back, full breasts jutting. She strutted a couple of yards one way along the rail and then the other. It gave the photographer different angles to work with. It wasn't just the uninhibited way she posed. She gave herself completely to the camera. It amazed her how all this came so naturally now.

"Perfect. Perfect..."

Following the movement in the corner of her eye, Madison glanced across at Peaches. Her blonde friend had one hand was inside her bikini bottoms as she watched the shoot. She was slowly and languidly rubbing herself without even a hint of embarrassment.

"Yes, that look..." Camille shouted, capturing the arousal in Madison's eyes as she watched Peaches masturbate. "Keep giving me that!"

How could she not? Peaches was moaning now. The sight of her best friend, lying on her back on the deck, legs apart, made her feel weak at the knees. It was frustrating. She felt like she was in a blue movie but being denied the sex. Tonight couldn't come soon enough, she thought, feeling the blush rise up her body.

***

Whenever Madison closed her eyes, she found herself being hurled through a multicoloured tunnel at breakneck speeds. It was as close as she'd ever come to flying, and it felt better than she'd ever imagined. Whatever those tablets were that Camille procured, she'd have to get some back in London.

When she opened her eyes and the luxury suite materialized before her, she experienced a brief bit of vertigo. Things were still moving quickly in her peripheral vision, but she found she could focus on what was directly in front of her.

And that was a delicious sight all by itself.

Camille and Peaches writhed in a tangled mess of damp, naked flesh. The photographer was on her side, facing Madison. Her legs were scissored between Peaches' thighs, grinding against the young woman's.

Madison watched the Spanish woman's breasts bounce and sway as threw her head back and moaned out an orgasm. Peaches twisted, humping her smooth mound along Camille's sex, teasing her clit with the other woman's narrow landing strip.

As the glamour model crawled across the bed, she felt lighter than air. Like someone with soft hands was helping her along. She eased right up against Camille's curvy body and silenced her moans with a wet kiss. Lights popped and fly as she closed her eyes again. She didn't want to open them anymore.

She felt fingers pawing at her pussy. Index and middle finger, rubbing sharp circles across her clit. The lights began to pulse and surge. They grew brighter. Her French kiss became more demanding. Harder. She jammed her tongue down Camille's throat. The fingers on her flesh intensified as well. No longer just rubbing, but slapping. Patting. Flicking her clit as the pleasure bordered on pain.

She reclined on the bed, pulling her mouth away as a cry tore from her throat. Camille followed her, the woman's sensual tongue tracing her neck, her shoulder, the outer swell of her breast. As soon as she felt the tip circle her golden nipple, all the lights behind her eyes went white. It was like staring into a nuclear explosion.

When she came to she was fully on her back, and Camille's mouth had been joined by Peaches. She opened her eyes and watched her beautiful lovers suckle her nipples. As if sensing her gaze, they turned and looked at her. Their eyes were smiling.

"Having fun?" Camille asked throatily.

Madison simply nodded. She didn't trust herself to speak. She wasn't sure that she could. Peaches giggled, shooting a glance at the photographer. "If she's half as fucked up as I am, then you don't have to ask."

The older woman returned the laugh. Madison watched as she reached out and drew her blonde friend in for a deep, lingering kiss. Once upon a time, she'd resisted Peaches offers of experimentation. Now, she couldn't remember why she had...

"Come on," Camille said at last. "Let's show Maddy here what it's really like to be pampered..."

***

The auction

Jay-Jay Kazan could smell the money in the large room. The all-male charity auction event was held every year at the Dorchester, but after a wonderfully successful few years was treading water.

The function was unique in so far that it allowed captains of industry—invariably CEO's or MD's who entertained their top clients and paid for the evening from their marketing budgets—to enjoy the company of a celebrity for the whole of the evening. Once the clock struck eight, the auction got underway and the 'paid for' celebrity would remain with their table until the event closed in the early hours.

All that was required from the 'purchased' celebrities—apart from staying power—was to do what came naturally. Some of the hosts, who'd paid thousands for their table of twelve, traditionally went for the comedians. Others would bid for the sportsmen or women, while others preferred the raconteurs.

But tonight, there was one prize that interested them all.

The advance publicity emphasising Madison's attendance as one of the celebrities to be auctioned had thrown the event a lifeline. Last year, a third of the tables had remained unsold and the TV cameras hadn't even bothered to attend. The unappealing outcome had been that, after all costs were deducted, the charity involved had done little more than break even.



This year was different. Interest had built in the weeks leading up to the bash and all tables had been sold. The event was being covered by television again. Other celebrities, who'd been reluctant to put themselves up for a function that was going downhill, had suddenly been attracted again.

Madison's enormous popularity had made the difference. She and Jay-Jay were agreed that it was great publicity for her, especially as the PR Guru had signed an exclusive with a weekly magazine to publish photographs. That was another thirty grand in the bank. Plus another twenty thousand that the organisers were paying them in what had proven to be a successful attempt to revive their declining fortunes. For them, it had been money well spent.

For Jay-Jay and Madison, it had been a masterstroke.

***

Putting Madison up first for auction was essential. Otherwise tables would have delayed bidding for other celebrities in the hope of capturing the main prize. Names were drawn out of a hat, of course—or in this case, out of a glittering glass ball. It added drama to the evening and prevented any perceived insults from celebrities who'd been placed down the order.

But as arranged beforehand—by a sleight of hand that even David Copperfield would have been proud of—it was the glamour model's name that had miraculously first emerged.

The audience quieted as the organiser proudly held the card containing her name above his head, so that everyone present—apart from those in the know—could see that everything was above board. From his position behind the large wooden podium, the smooth master of ceremonies waited for the murmurs to die down before holding his arm out towards the side of the stage.

It was the cue for the chosen celebrity to walk onto the stage.

The cheers and catcalls reminded Madison of one of her TV appearances on The Early Breakfast. Despite the older and much more sophisticated nature of the audience, it seemed that boys would be boys the world over. Or in this case, men would be men. Rich men.

She'd hoped to persuade Ralph to join her, but as he was in Hungary gaining his second cap for England, he had other more important matters to attend to.

Naturally enough, the brunette had dressed specifically for the occasion. The light, sequined cream dress was a little more sophisticated than for other personal appearances, but still short enough to just barely conceal the tops of her thigh high black stockings. It bounced and fluttered about her long legs with each long, confident stride. And the plunging neckline displayed her healthy cleavage so well.

She'd ensured she'd be a prize worth winning...

"Our very first auction, folks," the austere organiser cried, resting his hands on the wooden podium in front of him. Once the cheers died away, he held up a card. "I have details of each celebrity to read out before you bid," he explained, then tore the card in two with a flourish and threw it over his head. "In this case all I have to say is... give us a twirl, Madison."

The brunette shot the audience the innocent yet sexy smile she'd perfected. Twirling in her black heels as she was instructed, the cool air sneaked up her legs as it was released through the small grate. The Marilyn Monroe effect they'd created was delivered to perfection. Madison gave a mock look of shock and pretended to push the bottom of her dress back into place, but not before it fluttered upwards to fully display her skimpy cream thong and the tops of her stockings.

"I think that says it all, gentlemen," the master of ceremonies grinned as the young girl completed the three hundred and sixty degree turn. The seemingly natural yet choreographed action turned the volume of noise up several notches. He took Madison's hand and waited until the cheers, whistles and catcalls began to settle before continuing. "Everyone is aware that all proceeds from tonight's charity auction go to the prevent child abuse foundation and that the PCA is a really great cause. So don't hold back. Who'll start the bidding?"

***

At forty-five, Jonathon Roberts was the undoubted king of television chat shows. Had he deigned to lower himself, he would have brought a considerable amount for this auction. Instead, it suited him just fine to be a guest at one of the tables—especially when that table had 'purchased' Madison Cooper for the evening.

He'd watched the young woman carefully as the night had progressed. She knew how to handle herself. After the expansive meal, the glamour model had made a point of dutifully dancing with most of the men in their group. From what he'd been able to see, she'd put up with the incessantly wandering hands throughout.

It was an impressively mature approach in one so young—always keep your fans happy! Their table host had paid a vast amount for her in the auction, after all.

Only the blonde twins had fetched anything like the money that had been bid for Madison. They'd been a late addition when swine flu had hit one of the comedians. Although they'd appeared on Britain's Got Talent, their main claim to fame appeared to be the fact they wore very little. He'd have to check them out at some stage, but for now he had the delicious looking young brunette on his mind.

"They tell me you're about to launch a new perfume," he murmured, helping himself to more wine. "Congratulations."

"Thank you," Madison smiled sweetly, shaking her head politely when he offered to refill her glass. "Everything has gone so well this year that we thought it would be fun to test the market."

"Fun," the chat show king repeated. Youngsters nowadays had some interesting ways of expressing themselves. Everything this girl touched had turned to gold lately and he had no doubts that her own perfume would add to the small empire she was building. And she thought of it as 'fun'. "Indeed," he smiled. "I assume you have a promotional tour arranged?"

"We have several marketing outlets lined up, Jonathon and—"

"No, no," he interjected, waving a hand in the air. "I don't mean advertising. I'm sure your people have that strategy carefully worked out. I'm talking about personal appearances, interviews, that sort of thing."

"Jay-Jay's putting a plan together..."

"Ah, yes. Mr. Kazan. How is the rogue?"

Madison laughed, although it was difficult to tell from Roberts' blank face whether he approved of the PR Guru or not. "He's doing well, thank you," she noncommittally answered, pushing a stray lock of black hair away from her eyes.

"Far be it from me to offer advice to someone so young and beautiful," he continued, not caring to disguise the fact that his gaze had dipped into her low cleavage. If anything, she leant further towards him. Smart girl! "But what you need is a headline appearance. Somewhere you're guaranteed a large audience. And dare I say a different demographic to that which you've been able to attract..."

His glance stayed on her wonderfully full breasts as he paused and sipped at his wine. That heavy tanned cleavage was exquisite and when the little tease leant a little further forward—like that—he caught just a glimpse of nipple. His cock flexed.

"Are you really suggesting...?" the attractive brunette hurriedly asked, her gleaming brown eyes betraying her excitement.

Roberts smiled that superior smile of his. The one that said all things are possible. He'd already spent some time earlier in the evening explaining to the young woman just how successful his chat show was. Not that it should need any promotion. Everyone knew that Saturday night prime time was Jonathon Roberts' territory.

"I'm suggesting it's a possibility," he vaguely told her, picking up the bottle of wine again. This time she accepted the offer to top up her glass, just as he knew she would. He clinked glasses and then took a sip, keeping her waiting until he was ready. "A possibility not offered to that many people..."

He smiled as Madison stared into his poker-player eyes. She could look all night but she'd find nothing in there. They both knew she'd have to ask the question.

"What exactly would I have to..." she began, before deciding to change direction. It seemed that was too direct a route. "How would I go about it?"

For the moment he ignored the question and followed the movement as she ran a hand through her glossy black hair. If she thought all it took was for her to bat those big brown eyes and flash her tits she'd have to think again.

"Do you know how much companies pay for advertising slots in the commercial breaks during my show?" he asked instead.

Madison shook her head.

Roberts rubbed his close-cropped grey beard. "A fortune—for two minutes worth of advertising. But then they're able to reach around fifteen million people. The sort of people who buy expensive perfume..."

The forty-five year old shuffled around in his chair so that he could push away from the table and face her openly. As expected, she mirrored the action. It gave him a view of her long legs as well as her cleavage. When she crossed them, he saw a flash of thong. His hard cock lengthened even further. Normally he'd need Viagra for that sort of reaction.

He was beginning to gain a better understanding of the young woman's appeal.

She seemed on the verge of speaking, only to be interrupted when some burly young man swayed across to their table and temporarily interrupted their conversation. "Perhaps later," she softly told him when he asked her to dance. She smiled sweetly at her disappointed suitor as he edged away from them but then immediately turned her attention back to the chat show host again.

That was good. He all but had her...

"A fortune for two minute commercial slots," he repeated, driving home his point with all the finesse of a sledgehammer. "Yet my guests get twenty minutes of airtime for free. Just imagine how much that's worth..."

"Jonathon..." she responded immediately, leaning forward in her haste to take advantage of the opportunity. The pictures his words painted had done their work. The strap from her dress fell down her left shoulder but Madison made no move to pull it back into place. With such a prize at stake, who cared if half her breast was exposed? "I'd be honoured to be considered as a guest on your show. Would such a thing be possible?"

"All things are possible," he smugly told her, reaching across to take hold of the errant strap. His wrist brushed across her breast as he pulled it back into place.

They really were quite magnificent. His voracious sexual appetite had seen him encounter more young females than he could remember over the years. This one was a match for any of them. She was blushing a little, too. That was interesting. Perhaps the sexy innocence she portrayed in interviews and articles might not be quite as manufactured as he'd thought?

How quaint.

"You'd like to discuss the possibility further?" he simply asked, picking up and draining his glass.

Madison nodded eagerly. "That would be wonderful."

"Indeed," the forty-five year old smoothly answered, reaching forward to pat the back of her hand. It was his favourite word. You could never be sure whether Jonathon Roberts was agreeing or disagreeing with you when he shot that word in your direction. "It so happens I have a spot available in around a month. That horrid illusionist from Australia has broken his leg trying out his latest stunt. The fool..."

Madison wasn't sure whether to laugh or sympathise, but she knew enough to hold his gaze and allow him to make the running.

Roberts took his time. He enjoyed the thrill of the chase and a spot on his TV show invariably meant that the chase didn't last long nowadays. "Tell me, Madison," he smoothly asked. "How are you getting home tonight? Taxi?"

She nervously shook her pretty head. "My car will come to get me when the night is over, Jonathon," she told him.

Her voice was uncertain. A little breathless. Good.

"The TV people always send a limo for me," he told her, stroking his well-cultivated beard. "I think they believe I'll get lost without it... and they're probably correct."

They both laughed. A little humour always put a woman at ease.

"How's this for an idea?" he continued, as if it had just occurred to him. "I'll give you a lift home and we'll see if we can firm up arrangements on the way."

Madison's large, luminous brown eyes blinked rapidly. "Well, actually..."

Roberts smiled through his surprise. She was actually in two minds! Fascinating!

"I promised my producer I'd have a name for him tomorrow," he quietly said, giving her the spiel he always used on such occasions. "There are two candidates I promised to call in the morning. Unless, that is..."

***

As she washed her hands for the third time, Madison knew she was close to breaking every rule she held dear. That's why she couldn't leave the Dorchester restrooms. Not until she'd fully thought through the implications.

Yes, being a guest on Celebrities Unleashed primetime TV chat show was a prize worth having. In some ways, it would be the culmination of an astonishing year. Being one of the three celebrities invited each week onto Jonathon Roberts's chat show left the public in no doubt that you'd finally arrived.

And as a platform to launch her perfume... well, who could ask for more? As the chat show host had emphasised, she'd be reaching a completely different demographic audience. And fifteen million of them! It was perfect!

And yet...

Despite his squeaky clean public persona, those in the business knew the forty-five-year-old was partial to pretty girls. Rumour was that he'd had so many blow jobs in his dressing room, he was going blind. Was that what he was looking for in the privacy of his limo? Curiously, she wasn't averse to the idea. The thought of giving head to a relative stranger for career advancement actually had her moist.

She fished out a little brass casing, no larger than a bullet, and uncapped it. Holding it up to her nose, she took a quick snort of coke. She badly needed the high the drug would provide.

Was a blow job cheating? She'd never been unfaithful before. Not once in her life, if you ignored the incident with Nate and Ethan that ended their relationship.

Except for women of course, and that didn't count. She and Peaches still indulged regularly when Ralph was away. And she'd slept with Camille from time to time, too. She turned to look at her face in the long mirror. It was flushed. Thoughts of their threesome in the Maldives came back unbidden.

What a night that had been...

But she had other things to think about. What might happen in the back of Jonathan Roberts' limo, for one. It definitely had her on edge, despite the rush of chemical confidence. Okay, she'd put up with a lot of pawing since she'd become a glamour model, but that went with the territory. Ralph had been okay with that and besides, she'd always ensured it never got out of hand. This was different.

Or was it? Perhaps she was mistaken? Maybe Jonathon wasn't looking to take advantage of her? Possibly all he wanted was to give her the chance to appear on his show? It wasn't all one way, after all—she'd be a big draw for him, too!

Everything had already lasted much longer than she'd anticipated. At the outset, Jay-Jay had told her to expect a six months max lifespan before the public tired of her. They should aim to make as much as they could during that time.

Well, her she was, still going strong!

One of the reasons was that she—with Peaches and Jay-Jay's support—continually sought out and took advantage of new openings. Kept evolving. And Celebrities Unleashed was the biggest opportunity of all. It would result in respectability, rather than just being regarded as a glamour model that men masturbated over.

She'd give the world for that recognition...

***

They'd been in the limo for less than thirty seconds when Roberts had ripped open his trousers. His cock was larger than average. "Want to show how much appearing on my show means to you?" he'd leered.

The rumours were true.

Madison had instantly thought of Ralph. But instead of guilt occupying her mind, she'd found she was comparing sizes. The chat show host was more impressive than she'd anticipated. She'd known she should slow things down. Tell him she wanted to talk about the show first. Or press him for something more concrete than his an anything is possible vagaries.

Instead, she'd felt a surge of arousal warm her body. She could feel it now, sitting in the dark interior of the vehicle. Her gaze met his and his arrogant eyes grinned back at her. They were telling her he understood exactly how she was feeling and he was right. The sexy smell of the leather seats was assaulting her nose and the effect of the cocaine was still massaging her senses. Somehow the raw, basic way he was offering himself was such a turn on. He looked an enticing sight.

"Go on," he encouraged, reaching out to wrap his fingers in her long hair. "You know you want to..."

Madison waited for him to pull her head downwards, but he didn't. He just kept stroking her hair, twisting it this way and that. It was as if he knew she couldn't resist and wanted her to come to the same conclusion herself.

She stared at his cock again. He was already fully erect and the way the veiny shaft rose so impressively from its thick, hairy base almost made her salivate. Ralph kept himself shaved. She leant forward and wrapped a hand around the thick base. It took just a single moan to encourage her to take him in her mouth.

So much for all her soul searching in the Dorchester restrooms...

He moaned again as she worked her glossy red lips up and down and then around his girth. If she was going to do this, she intended to show him how good she could be with her mouth. His groans increased in line with the tightness of his hands on her hair.

Her pussy was so wet with need right now. If Ralph hadn't been in Hungary, he'd benefit when she got home. Instead, she'd get Peaches to attend to her.

But not before she'd sealed her place on the chat show...

He rested both hands on her bobbing head. "Ngh! That's fucking good, Madison..."

Good wasn't enough. It had to be great. Her appearance on Celebrities Unleashed depended on it. With a gurgle of arousal, she started to throat-fuck him. Her black wavy hair danced against her cheeks.

"Easy baby," he told her, pulling her hair to one side. She took no notice.

The feel of his hardness sliding in and out of her mouth was intoxicating. Knowing it was wrong only seemed to make it better. So did the fact they were in the back of a limousine. Could the driver hear? Everything was vibrant, alive. His manly aroma... the hardness of his shaft in her mouth... his low moans... even the smell of leather.

"Fuck, baby," he grunted as her head bounced faster. "Oh fuck..."

Without warning, he tried to pull her away.

Madison looked up in surprise. She'd been so into it she hadn't realised he was that close. She stopped moving but resisted his attempts to drag her head upwards. Instead, she held his pulsating cock in one hand while she stared into his aroused eyes. When she flicked her tongue around his crown, his shaft throbbed again.

His eyes narrowed. "Oh fuck..."

She held his gaze, letting him watch as she teased his loaded cannon. A lick... a soft flick of her tongue... a quick suck of his cockhead between her lips. His body jerked. So did his hard shaft. The grip on her hair tightened as if he wanted to wrench it from her head, unable to draw his eyes away from the sexy sight in front of him.

She let him see her spit on his manhood and then worked it around his shaft with her tongue. He throbbed again.

"You fucking tease," he grunted through gritted teeth.

Madison felt a surge of heat overwhelm her body as she watched him try to resist. Her eyes told him he couldn't. The way the very tip of her tongue ran up and down his length had him so close to the edge. A harder touch would see him explode and for a few excruciating seconds she wouldn't allow that.



Her tongue licked... flicked... teased...

The sexual tension was almost screaming out in the silence. She could almost feel the need bubbling inside him. His hips pushed upwards. "Please... please..."

Madison's eyes stayed on his, holding them prisoner. Then, with a growl, she covered his cock with her glossy lips and slid her mouth down to the base again. It was like removing the cork from a bottle of champagne.

She took as much of the unleashed torrent as she could, loving the way she could feel his creamy cum hit the insides of her mouth. Her hand corkscrewed around the base of his shaft, urging more between her welcoming lips. Every few seconds she swallowed and then sucked out more.

When the fingers in her hair roughly dragged her head upwards, she reluctantly complied. Maybe he'd be up for it again before their journey ended?

But then his lips found hers, his kissing urgent. His scruff felt tickly against her bare skin. He must be able to taste his own cum, she thought, but that made no difference to him. He was pushing her back along the bench seat of the limo as his fingers slipped under her sequinned dress. They ran along her inner thigh.

Madison moaned.

"Open up," he grunted, jamming his tongue down her throat.

This wasn't what she'd expected but she widened her legs willingly. How could she resist when her body was crying out with such need? She'd let him make her cum and then go down on him again. A surge of wetness accompanied the thought.

His experienced fingers found her engorged clitoris through her skimpy cream thong. When his hand slipped under the material and onto her smooth sex, her gasp turned into a moan. He knew exactly what he was doing. She bit her lips as he slid a finger inside her and flicked his thumb against her aching clit.

Her palms were damp as she planted them on the leather upholstery behind her. They supported her curvy body as she humped back against the probing hand. His fingers worked faster, taking her towards her orgasm she needed so badly.

Then he pulled away.

"Jonathon," she mumbled, grabbing his wrist and trying to force him back. It was no use. His arms were under her shoulders, turning and pulling her. "What..."

It took a few seconds only to realise what he had in mind. Her hand went down to his cock to reaffirm her thoughts. He was hard again. Oh fuck. No. She couldn't.

"That's it," he murmured as he dragged her thong from her and manoeuvred her body to face away from him. "You want this as much as I do."

She did! Did she?

Somehow he'd pulled one of her legs across him and settled her back into his lap. When he took hold of his cock and ran it along her wetness, she groaned.

The bastard wanted to fuck her!

"I can't, Jonathon," she protested, closing her eyes to better feel his hardness against her glistening folds. Oh God...

"No?" he grunted, raising his hands and yanking the straps of her dress down to her waist. Even as she felt the cool air hit her naked breasts, his hands were covering them. His mouth was on her shoulder. "No?"

"I can't," she whispered, repeating what her mind was saying. The problem was her body was telling her something different.

She mewed like a cat as he began to knead her voluptuous breasts. Her nipples were rock hard. She was naked except for the dress that was bunched around her waist and his hard cock was insistently pushing against her, edging closer to its goal.

Madison moved her hips, telling herself she was escaping the pressure. But all she'd done was bring his shaft to her glistening opening. She looked back at him over her shoulder, a couple strands of her dark hair catching in her lip-gloss. Her lips parted as she tried to tell him this was wrong.

His hips moved before she could speak. The head of his cock slid inside her.

Liquid heat engulfed her body.

When he pushed upwards again, she found her body responding. She sank down, taking him half way, then again, letting out a long deep breath as he bottomed out. Her hands reached forward to steady herself. His fingers twisted and pulled on her nipples. Only the sound of their heavy breathing filled the air.

For the briefest of seconds, they paused. It was as if they were at the beginning of a race, waiting for the signal to start. His mouth on her earlobe was the signal.

"God, yes!" she whimpered, jamming down on him. "Fuck me!"

Roberts tried to steady himself to meet each powerful downward undulation. He didn't have a chance. Something had been let loose inside her. She was like a dervish, the seat practically bouncing in time with her downward thrusts.

"Steady," he grunted, dropping his hands to her hips. It made no difference. She pounded down harder, giving him the pussy ripple. "Oh fuck," she heard him say in her ear. "Where did you learn to... Oh fuck..."

She fucked him steadily, driven on by his groans. Control had passed from one to the other. "This is what you wanted?" she asked. He grunted.

When the first orgasm overwhelmed her she rode it out, and then suddenly climbed off him. Before he even had time to object she'd quickly twisted around to face him. Resting the soles of her feet on the leather seat, and her hands around his neck, she pushed her tits in his face, as she sank down on him again.

Fuck, that felt so good...

She went at him like a jackhammer, her breasts bouncing erotically with each thrust. Now and again he'd catch one in his mouth and bite down on her nipple. Both were grunting like animals. It couldn't last long.

"I'm close," he grunted, his fingers gripping her hips.

Madison saw the look on his face just in time. She was off him in a nano-second but he was exploding before she get could get her mouth on him. The first blast of cum found her tits and the other her neck. Then her lips had him covered. She wrapped her fingers around the root of his juice-slicked cock as she coaxed out further creamy ropes, stroking and milking him as she swallowed every drop.

Eventually, she'd taken all he could offer and her satisfied gaze stared up into his. She felt invincible. She was Madison Cooper—soon to be the respectable star of Celebrities Unleashed...


Fifteen Minutes Ch. 06

This is the final chapter of a story about a young woman who finds fifteen minutes of fame, but wants more...

CHAPTER SIX — FIFTEEN MINUTES

Confrontation

Madison was furious as she jerked her silver BMW convertible to a halt. Everything was going so well in her life and now this. What the fuck did Ralph think he was up to? She pressed the bell on the stone pillar and waited for the gates that guarded her boyfriend's country house to judder open.

Flicking open the paper on the passenger seat beside her, she glared again at the photograph of Ralph and one of those two blonde twins. Both were drunk, that was for sure. You could tell that by their bleary look in their eyes.

She had lingerie that covered more than the girl's outfit. What a slut!

From what she could gather, it fitted her and her sister's reputation. Joanne and Julia Driscoll, the two twins from Britain's Got Talent, had spent the last couple of months proving that they didn't have any. Except for their hot little bodies. From what Madison had heard, they thought nothing of sharing those bodies with anyone who could give them a step up the ladder...

That thought made her shudder. Her lapse with Jonathon Roberts didn't exactly make her a saint. And the bastard hadn't kept his promise to feature her on his chat show. How naive had she been, giving in to him as easily as she had? Letting him fuck her, too! That's what made her feel really mad with herself.

A blow job was one thing, but going all the way had been dumb!

As the gates parted, she eased the car forward and purred along the tree lined drive. The house she and Peaches had bought nine months ago was impressive enough, but nothing compared to Ralph's mansion. There seemed to be no limit to the amount of money that footballers earned nowadays.

Heading around the curve that led to the large courtyard, she glared down at the photograph again. How could he do that to her? She'd been carrying out a personal appearance in Cardiff and when they'd spoken, Ralph had told her that he and a few teammates were heading out for a quiet meal.

One that had apparently led them to the Fantasy nightclub. The article suggested that the photo had been taken at half past two in the morning.

"Stupid bastard," she said aloud as she parked the BMW beside Ralph's red Porsche. She looked around at the well manicured lawns that ran off the courtyard, attempting to compose herself before she headed for the door. Let's not make a scene. Not until she understood what he'd been up to and whether he and this Driscoll twin had been an item that night.

Still trying to contain her feelings, she grabbed the newspaper and slammed the car door closed behind her. She took the steps up to the front door two at a time and rang the bell, her foot tapping in frustration on the welcoming mat as she waited.

She was passed him before he'd finish opening the door. He was shirtless, wearing only a pair of tracksuit bottoms and the dark marks around his eyes were clear evidence of his late night. Her brown eyes flashed as she stomped along the hall and then angrily swung back.

"Have you seen this?" she shouted before he could speak, pushing the newspaper in his face. So much for not making a scene.

He took it from her and stared silently at the photo for a few seconds. "Not that one," he casually told her. "But if you go in the lounge, the Daily News has a similar picture and Newtown Today has a different angle. You'd think they'd have something better to do with their time, wouldn't you?"

"You're in all the papers?"

"Seems like it," he shrugged, tossing the newspaper onto a chair and pushing her in front of him towards the luxury kitchen at the far end of the corridor. "Coffee?"

She felt hysteria creeping in as she shrugged his hand from her arm. How could he treat it so casually? He could at least have shown some consideration for her feelings. It wasn't difficult to appreciate how upset she was.

"Listen—"

"Don't!" he snapped, leaning back against the breakfast bar. "Not now, Maddy."

"Don't?" she repeated. Her voice was barely a whisper. It grew stronger. "Don't? Don't fucking what, Ralph?" She was shouting now. How dare he treat her like this?

He waved an airy-fairy arm in the air and dropped two headache tablets into a tumbler of water beside him. "Don't make a big thing out of it," he quietly said. "My head is absolutely thumping."

"Fuck off, Ralph," she rasped, turning on her heels and heading back along the corridor. Okay, her attitude might be unreasonable but if he didn't want to discuss it there was only one conclusion.

"Maddy, hold on. Let's talk about this!" he shouted as he followed her out of the house. His voice was more urgent now.

"Talk about it?" she snapped, stopping halfway to her car and swinging around. "That's what I came here to do..."

"I know, I know," he responded, swallowing the drink and then throwing the tumbler across the gravelled yard. He covered the distance between them and wrapped his strong arms around her. "I'm sorry. It's just..."

"Just what?" She had tears in her eyes now. "What were you doing at that fucking club, Ralph? Especially at that time?"

"That's what my Manager's asking," he softly said, holding her against his chest and stroking her black hair. "It's a fucking nightmare."

"Tell me!" Her voice was shrill. She didn't care what his fucking Manager was asking. She wanted to know!

"Come inside."

She shook her head and stared up into his bleary eyes. "No, tell me first," she petulantly said. "Then I'll decide if I want to come inside."

His hand went to her cheek and brushed a tear away. "It was Paddy Johnston's birthday," he explained, his voice suddenly soft and comforting. "The lads suggested going to the club when the meal finished. I said no at first but you know what it's like. So I went."

Her tear stained eyes stared up into his. That had a ring of truth to it—he was easily led. "And?"

"And we had too much to drink, as usual. It just happened, Maddy. One thing led to another, you know. Mind you, nothing went on. There were the usual women around us but I swear nothing happened."

Her keen eyes focused on his. There was nothing in there except his pleading for understanding. The flood of relief as she realised he was telling the truth was overwhelming. But what about Joanne Driscoll?

"The woman?" she quietly asked.

His eyes didn't change. "She was there with her sister," he explained, dropping his hands down her back and onto her buttocks. He pulled her closer. "They were right pests. The two of them went with Paddy and Jimmy D'Arcy. We all left the club together of course, and somehow the photo of me next to her appears in the paper. It's fucking typical, Maddy. They cut off the rest of the shot to show that! The last thing I saw was Paddy, Jimmy and the two girls jumping into a taxi together."

Her hands stroked down the front of his bare chest. Was that really all there was to it? "And that's it?"

"Yeah, except the gaffer is carpeting us all. That'll be a right story, that one. Fined a couple of week's wages and dropped from next week's match. And I didn't fucking do anything..."

"Oh, Ralph," she softly said, nuzzling his chest. "Why didn't you tell me?"

"You hardly gave me the chance," he laughed, pulling her into a soft kiss.

Her tongue found his. That was better. It was true, she'd stormed in there looking for a battle and he was the innocent party in all this. The kiss deepened and all of a sudden there seemed one way to make this right again. His hands were under her skirt, stroking her thong-covered ass now, and she could feel him growing against her stomach. He had the same idea...

"Looks like you need some attention," she giggled, all anger dissipated now. Her hand traced the hardened outline of his cock over his tracksuit bottoms. "Come on inside and I'll see what I can do. It'll help your headache, too..."

She took his hand, but instead of allowing her to pull him towards the open house door, he dragged her across to her car.

"Thought you liked the outdoors?" he laughed. "Turn around."

"Not here," Madison protested, her head twisting around the grounds. Although it was private enough, you were never sure exactly who was snooping around. The last thing she wanted was to give the press any more juicy photographs.

"Come on, Maddy," he persuasively whispered, grinding himself against her again. God, he was nice and hard. And after her morning's angst, she needed to get rid of some of that tension.

"Ralph, this is so wicked," she murmured, allowing him to turn her towards the car but not before she'd dragged his zip down. Her excitement was overriding her common sense. Fucking in the open air was hot! With a deliberate wiggle of her toned ass, she bent over and rested the palms of her hands on the bonnet.

He took immediate advantage. Sliding a thigh between hers, he roughly nudged her legs apart. "Who's a sexy little animal," he grunted into her ear. He didn't even try to remove her thong, he just pulled the material to one side and then he was sliding inside her. Her wet labial lips smoothly accepted him—she felt hot, on fire.

"Bad boy," she whimpered, twisting her head to urgently find his lips with hers.

"I'll show you who's a bad boy," he mumbled as he began to thrust inside her. "Come on, Maddy. Cure my headache"

His hands went over her tee shirt and yanked her bra from her breasts. Only the thin red material of the top separated his palms from her naked flesh. He cupped her swells through the tee and bit down on her lobe. Each thrust pushed her against the bonnet and her arms ached as she tried to hold herself in position.

"God, I need this," she mumbled, pushing back.

"Me too, baby." He dropped his hands to her hips and widened his stance to give him better purchase.

Madison whimpered again as she looked around, though she wasn't sure what her eyes were searching for. All she could see were trees, lawns and shrubs. It might be even more exciting if they were being watched but it was quiet apart from their heaving breathing and the sound of birds. There was nothing to feel except for the cold metal under her palms and the hard cock that was pumping into her.

It was so fucking sexy...

When he began to growl she knew he wasn't going to last much longer. She dropped down onto her elbows, raising her ass higher. His fingers tightened on her hips as he took advantage of the changed angle. The car began to creak and rock as he went for broke. Madison tried to go with him, pump back, but the position had ensured all the control was his.

His hand went to her neck, forcing her head downwards. Suddenly it was her breasts pressing into the metal bonnet rather than her elbows. Her hand snaked around her waist and down between her thighs. She dropped her head even lower and as soon as she felt his fingers on her clit, she came.

It was a split second before he did.

They stayed in position until he'd finished jerking and only then did his hand leave the back of her neck. It was aching from the force of his grip. He'd never taken her as violently as that before. Maybe she'd have to get angry more often?

"C'mon, babe," he eventually mumbled, pulling away and turning towards the house. "How about we take a shower together?"

It was the first time since she'd arrived that she'd seen his back. Madison froze.

He turned to glance back at her when he realised she wasn't following. When he saw the look on her face, he stopped mid stride. "What?"

"Those scratch marks," she said, hardly able to get the words out. "On your back."

His eyes changed and then she knew...

"You bastard," she spat. "She did that. Joanne-fucking-Driscoll."

"Maddy..." he began and stopped. What could he say? Guilt was written all over his face.

She jumped into the car and slammed the door closed, barely able to see through her tears as she looked through the window. He took a step towards her but her flashing brown eyes stopped him.

"Stay away from me, you cheating, lying asshole!" she screamed through the glass.

***

Out with the old, In with the new

Jay-Jay shifted up the bed, licking his lips as he watched the blonde snake a hand behind her sister's neck and pull her into a long kiss.

The Driscoll twins had made an unashamed play for him and, well, who could resist those luscious bodies? Two for the price of one! Except that there wasn't a price. The two hotties had made it clear that all they wanted was for him to represent them—and the public reaction to their appearances on Britain's Got Talent was a clear enough indication that there was money to be made...

That meant Madison would have to take a backseat, but then her popularity had been fading lately anyway. He could see the signs.

Dumping that footballer boyfriend of hers had been a big mistake. Why hadn't she spoken to him first? So what if he had spent the night with Joanne Driscoll—or had it been her sister? He could have helped her make capital out of it. He could just see the headlines: Madison cheated on by footballer love rat. It would have been just what she needed to kick start her popularity again. Then he could have got the two of them together again and filled even more column inches.

And then there was the perfume launch. They'd made a huge mistake by timing the introduction as her popularity waned; especially with the higher than average price they were seeking. It was no one's fault, just an unfortunate combination of circumstances that had led to it bombing badly.

By jettisoning her popular England international boyfriend, she'd cut her own throat and had reinforced the fact she was heading down the road to nowhere.

Still—under his astute guidance—the brunette had had a much longer run than he'd originally anticipated. It had been just what his business had needed at the time, too, though experience told him that something was always waiting around the corner when business was at a low ebb. But... there was no room for sentiment in this profession and while he was still very fond of her, it was time to move on.

The two hot young women on the bed beside him where amply demonstrating why they'd make fantastic replacements. The media were already over their every action and the twins' enthusiasm for fucking anything that moved was great copy.

He sighed with arousal as one sister broke the kiss with the other and slid her lips to his. Madison Cooper was immediately forgotten. His nostrils drank in that heady scent. It was the only way he could tell them apart. Joanne's aroma was spicy and Julia's was sweet. But just as he turned into her curves, she pushed him back with that schoolgirl giggle of hers and slid an arm around back around her twin.

The blonde temptresses kept their eyes on him as they kissed each other again—slowly putting on a show. His eyes stroked each body. Both of their full, succulent breasts were impervious to the forces of gravity. Each upturned swell was capped with a long, pink nipple that sat proudly on the top of each curve.

His cock was so very hard...

"It looks like he wants to watch us fuck again," Julia huskily murmured as she pulled away from her sister's lips. Leaning forward, she ran her hand up his hard shaft and giggled. "Or did you have something else in mind, Jay-Jay?"

He licked his lips, his burning eyes sweeping along the sexy contours of both naked bodies again. They both had a belly piercing, one the shape of an angel and the other a devil. Joanne was the devil. The tattoos sitting on the sides of their hips were the opposite. This time it was Julia who was the devil.

So far they'd acted the parts, too, taking turns as to who was which. His aching hardness suggested it was a routine they'd perfected...

By the time his enthralled gaze returned to their eyes, they were kissing again. Julia's hands were all over her sister's tits. The aching in his loins intensified. He sat up on his knees as she pushed Joanne flat on the bed beside him.

"Want to join us?" she sexily whispered, running her fingers along her twin's cleanly shaved labial lips. They were moist with arousal. When she crawled between Joanne's thighs and lowered her mouth, Jay-Jay couldn't help himself.

Sliding across the bed, he fed his thick girth between Joanne's opens lips, sliding it all the way into her throat. As she began to suck him, he twisted his body so that his mouth could reach the breast that Julia's outstretched hand wasn't kneading. He'd already discovered that both blondes liked having their tits pleasured.

Hiring the hotel suite for the afternoon had been a good idea. Getting one with mirrors on the walls had been a brainwave. Made for moments like this...

Moans filled the room as he watched their reflections through eyes hooded with lust. If there was a photographer present, the picture of Julia eating her sister while Joanne sucked his cock would be worth a million.

Joanne began to grunt on his cock as her sister's long tongue speared inside her. The noise sent vibrations down his shaft to his balls. From what he could see, Julia had at least two fingers helping her tongue. He pulled away as the moans intensified; wanting to watch the sexy sight as the prone sister came.

The orgasm wasn't going to take long to arrive. The little chipmunk sounds he'd heard earlier confirmed it was only seconds away. Joanne's hips lifted from the bed. Her head thrashed from side to side. She spread her legs wider and then wrapped them around her sister's neck as she detonated.

Julia grinned happily at Jay-Jay as she lapped at the river of juice. She really was a sexy little thing. Twisting around, she switched her lips from pussy to cock so quickly that Jay-Jay's throbbing shaft was engulfed inside her mouth before he knew what was happening. She kept her gaze on his as she sucked...

"Oh fuck," he grunted. If watching the performance had him throbbing, those sexy lips were taking him to the very edge...

"Not yet, Jay-Jay," she slurped, pulling away before he could explode.

Leaning back, she allowed her recovering sister to slither across his lap. Joanne sheathed his cock in an instant. Julie kissed him and then swung her body over his head. She slowly lowered her pussy to his lips.

"Time for you to do some of the work," she murmured, her voice husky with need.

***

Madison fidgeted in her seat. The Starbucks in the centre of Newtown wasn't the most salubrious location she'd been in over the last eighteen months, but the need for some sort of normality had led them back to one of their old haunts.

She only hoped that the cocoa coloured Columbian beanie hat, combined with the sunglasses, was enough to prevent her from being recognised.

Peaches' pink sunglasses were her only concession to anonymity, but then she didn't need to be quite so careful. Her face wasn't plastered all over magazine after magazine. Madison sighed. Thinking about it, neither was hers. Not any longer.

She gave a faint smile as Peaches returned to their table by the window with the two black coffees. The blonde plonked them down unceremoniously.

"They have some great donuts over there," she said, nodding across at the counter.

Madison ignored the comment. "Maybe I've had my fifteen minutes of fame," she gloomily said.

Peaches gave a wistful smile. Her friend had an expensive house and yet she'd insisted on revisiting the cafe to discuss their problems. This was where they'd met Nate and Ethan. Maybe Madison was becoming nostalgic for those days?

"It's never over," she eventually said, a look of determination on her face. In truth, even her natural optimism was close to evaporating. Unusually for her, she'd even had trouble sleeping lately. Inside two months, Madison's personal bookings had died out. Where there was some interest, the fee they usually charged was halved. Requests for articles in the lads' mags had dried up, too.



It seemed that the Driscoll twins were the new flavour of the day.

"Feels like it," the brunette sighed. She'd had an eighteen-month magic carpet ride of nonstop excitement and glamour. That's what made the crash landing so difficult to cope with. That and the fact it had happened so quickly. Her sudden demise served as a painful reminder of the world she'd left.

Maybe that's why she'd wanted to come back here?

"Let's work through the facts," Peaches said, reaching for her friend's hand. Her voice was as determined as ever, even if some of the bounce had gone. "As far as I can see, there are different forces at work here."

A hot flush hit Madison's face. The conversation was important, but was she ready for it? She felt as she had the night she'd spent in the police cell. Defeated...

Peaches gave her a sympathetic expression. "First... ending your relationship with Ralph didn't help."

"The bastard cheated..."

"I know, I know," Peaches answered. Despite her best friend's unusual lapse with Jonathon Roberts, she knew full well how principled Madison was. Or had been. This business had a way of changing the look of things. She quickly went on. "All I'm saying is that it's a factor."

Madison pulled a face. "I know."

"And you were right to dump him," the blonde continued. "It's just that publicity wise, the two of you had filled the gap left by Jordan and Peter and—"

"Move on," Madison snapped. This was too painful.

Peaches raised her eyebrows and twitched her nose. "Okay, then there's your perfume launch. The stuff was crap, too expensive, and badly promoted. Not only did it flop, but it damaged your image, too. The public thought you were trying to rip them off."

"That good, eh—"

"Jay-Jay took his eye off the ball."

"No—"

"Yes!" Peaches' voice was emphatic. "I have a pile of uncomplimentary press cuttings if you want any evidence."

Madison crossed her arms and pushed back in the chair. "Okay," she reluctantly said.

"Then there's the competition..."

Her head jerked up. "Competition?"

Peaches pulled a face. "Doh! The Driscoll twins..."

Madison's face came alive again, but not in a good way. Her eyes spat venom.

"I know... I know... two little talentless sluts who'll fuck anything with a pulse. But they got publicity on that talent show and now they're seen around town every night. That means they're in the papers every day. Since you and Ralph finished, when was the last time you were at a night club?"

"I—"

"Exactly! They're giving the papers what they need and getting publicity by the bucket loads. The problem is that it's your publicity they're getting."

"But—"

"No buts..."

Madison sat up and then flopped back in her seat again. "Things started to cool before they came along."

"I know," Peaches agreed. "But then they couldn't keep going at such a pace and they've cooled before. You know what the difference is this time?"

Madison's brown eyes stared into hers. She shook her head.

"Jay-Jay."

"Jay-Jay?" The brunette's brows shot up. "No..."

"Oh, yes. He cocked up the perfume campaign. He took his eye off the ball. And now he's thrown his weight behind the twins."

"The twins..."

"For fuck's sake, Madison, you sound like a bloody parrot. He's no longer concentrating on you, on your career. And worse than that, any opportunities that come along are going to the Driscoll girls now instead of you. You said that maybe you'd had your fifteen minutes of fame. You haven't. Instead of rolling over to die, I suggest we actually do something about it..."

***

Things had got worse, not better. Madison's scheduled appearance on The Early Breakfast had been cancelled and she'd almost screamed with rage at being replaced as the headline guest by the Driscoll twins.

Those two sluts were becoming a nightmare.

It wasn't the only example of the changing order. Bookings, personal appearances, photo shoots that she'd once considered as her domain had practically dried up and instead it was the little blonde horrors that were filling the gap.

The offer of this morning's radio interview had come out of the blue and she'd grabbed it with both hands. Okay, it was only a commercial radio station, but any publicity was manna from heaven right now.

Debbie Michaels was recognised in her industry as not pulling any punches. That's what made her early morning radio show so popular. She chose interesting guests and produced memorable interviews. If she liked you, she brought out your best side. If she didn't, the claws came out. The latter were the interrogations her audience enjoyed best. Madison knew it was a risk but decided she had nothing to lose. Besides, she'd always been able to charm interviewers, hadn't she?

It was a naive assumption. She knew after Debbie Michael's introduction that she was in trouble. "Madison Cooper, the former glamour model."

"So," the plump interviewer pleasantly said, following a series of innocuous questions. She'd just played a 10cc hit from the seventies. The smile on her face contrasted with the sly look in her eyes. Like a predatory animal after its prey. "Life is a Minestrone. How apt. Tell me, Madison, when did it start to go wrong?"

The question hit the brunette between the eyes. Up to that point everything had been so amiable, so gentle. They'd talked about the positive things in Madison's career. In fact, she'd been surprised at how knowledgeable the plump interviewer had been. The radio station's research assistant had done her work.

She hesitated. "Wrong..."

"Yes," Michaels beamed at her. "Wrong." She adjusted the headphones around her ears. "I mean, it's a familiar story, isn't it? Rising from being a nobody to having fifteen minutes of success. No real talent required, of course. It's been a career built on your looks and your body. And as all our listeners will already be aware, you have a phenomenal body..."

Despite the woman's pause, Madison didn't immediately respond. Why should she? Coming on the show had been an act of desperation and if this line of conversation continued it was about to backfire badly. All she could do was to keep her decorum and get out of this as quickly as she could.

"Curves are sexy," she said, leaning into her own microphone. She put on the lower, breathier tone she used when talking direct to fans. "And I love mine."

"Is that right?" Debbie Michaels continued. "I guess that with my body, I am too..." She paused, presumably so that her legions of regular listeners could chuckle at the joke. It was well known she was overweight and she made some sort of reference each show. It was almost a badge of honour. "So, Madison, tell me, how did it feel being a sex object?"

There it was again. Past tense. "I enjoy my life being a glamour model," she answered, trying to cut off that line of questioning.

"Glamour model? Interesting description. I'm really interested in this, Madison. By that I suppose you mean having your photos taken in the skimpiest of outfits, in the expectation that men everywhere will have a good wank over you."

It was the use of the language as well as the question that shocked the brunette. She felt a lick of heat run up her body. She had three options. Sit back and allow this woman to wipe the floor with her. Try and justify things. Or fight fire with fire.

"Not just that," she replied, her voice much more cheerful than she actually felt. "I understand women masturbate over me, too."

If Michaels was thrown for a second, she didn't show it. "Ooh, confidence. I like that, listeners." Her eyes didn't leave Madison's while she spoke into the microphone. "And I can tell you this girl is so hot I'm going to take her photo to bed tonight and have a good wank, too."

The brunette's heart pounded harder. This woman seemed to be able to turn around whatever she said and gain the upper hand. She preferred not to get into a verbal joust with her, but she wasn't going to roll over either.

"I hope you enjoy yourself," she smiled warmly.

"Always do," Debbie Michaels easily responded. There was that pause again for her listeners reaction. "How about you?"

"I've no idea," Madison responded. "Send me your photo and I'll check it out."

"Wonderful," the woman laughed. "Maybe we can agree a time? That way we can do simultaneous masturbation. And that neatly takes me nicely on to my next record. Baby Did A Bad Bad Thing by Chris Isaak. Then we'll ask my special guest—Madison Cooper, the former glamour model—a few listeners' questions before we let her go..."

Madison stared at her as they took the break, ready to give as good as she got. But if she expected to engage her in conversation while the record was playing, she was wrong. The plump interviewer ignored her completely as she left the studio for a few moments, as if letting the brunette stew in her own juice would further unnerve her. She returned with a single mug of tea as the song faded away.

"Chris Isaak," she pleasantly said into the studio microphone. "I wondered if he's wanked over your photograph, Madison?"

Madison nearly fell into the trap, choking back the words before they left her mouth. Instead, she smiled sweetly. Michaels paused for a few extra seconds, just in case she could elicit a response, and then pressed on.

"Okay, let's hear from our first listener." She flicked a switch.

"Madison, I'm you're biggest fan..."

The first question was positive and made the young brunette feel better. The caller had apparently met her before and been impressed by the time she'd spent talking to her. The second and the third calls followed similarly encouraging lines. Unlike her host, the listener's seemed intent on being kind to her. Maybe her reputation wasn't as washed up as she'd allowed herself to believe?

"It seems my listeners like you," Debbie Michaels eventually said, her narrow eyes showing some frustration. "Let me ask one final question before we let you go, Madison. Now that the celebrity bubble seems to have burst, what happens next?"

"I—"

She held her hand up to stop the instant response. "I mean," she added sarcastically, "You have no qualifications, so I assume you've ruled out being a nurse, or teaching or the legal profession."

"Well, Debbie," Madison replied, breathing more heavily as she gazed across the instrument-strewed desk into her persecutor's eyes. The woman was supposed to be in tune with her listeners. Why was she so aggressive? "Let's hope it's some time before the bubble does burst. As you say, I have no real qualifications. So I actually thought I might become a radio show host..."

***

Peaches watched excitedly as Madison exited the building and hurried across the car park. Listening to the interview, a plan was forming in her mind. In some ways, it was so obvious. She just needed to think it through...

"Bitch," Madison rasped as she slammed the passenger door. Slumping back in her seat, she turned her frustrated eyes on her friend.

"You were wonderful," Peaches said, surprising her with a big grin. She tapped on the car radio. "I heard every word. Honestly, Maddy, it was fantastic. You were fantastic. That stupid woman came over as a smart-arsed bitch and you handled everything brilliantly. Here give me a hug."

Madison let out a relieved sigh. Had she really performed that well? It felt like it had been a disaster. Her heart was still pounding. She started to pull away but Peaches held her close. The hug felt comforting.

"I really did okay?" she whispered into her best friend's ear.

"Fantastic, Maddy," Peaches replied, planting a kiss on her neck. "Telling her you wanted to be a radio presenter was priceless."

Madison giggled at the recollection.

"See," Peaches continued, sliding her lips from one spot to the next, "feels better doesn't it..."

Madison gave a gentle moan in agreement. She needed an outlet for the adrenalin running through her body and those lips were providing one. It had been a while since they'd made love and when they returned home, she was already thinking of scented candles, chilled wine, and a shared bath...

"And did you hear the tone of those calls?" Peaches whispered, turning the butterfly kisses into gentle laps with her tongue. "There's still a lot of support out there for you, baby."

"You think?"

"I know."

The brunette breathed softly. That tongue had her on the verge of distraction. She'd expected the callers to give her every bit as hard a time as Debbie Michaels had done. Listeners were supposed to reflect the chat show host's views weren't they? Or was that the other way around? Either way, it had been a welcome bonus.

"Maybe there's life in me yet," she gently sighed, her needy gaze turning to look at her teasing friend.

"Oh, there's a lot of life there," Peaches giggled, sliding a hand downward between her tanned legs. She brushed her fingers against the black material of Madison's thong, gently tracing the smooth mound underneath. "In fact," she breathed, her hot breath hitting her friend's cheek. "I'm sure I can feel a pulse..."

Despite their location, Madison's long legs opened wider in encouragement. She couldn't help herself. The grey concrete car park was small but Peaches had parked in a spot in the far corner. It would take someone to retrieve a car near them for them to be interrupted. It wasn't the most romantic location she'd ever been in, those fingers had found their way to her nerve centre. "Oh, Peaches..."

"You need a reward," the blonde murmured, gently biting on her friend's neck just the way she knew Maddy liked. The fingertips were now rubbing a little harder across the black thong and Madison was whimpering. "Feel good?"

The brunette could feel her nipples jutting like pegs through the thick cream top. She was already halfway to an orgasm. How did Peaches do that? Sharp shivers of pleasure ran through her body and her voice was almost breathless. "Yeah..."

"Good," Peaches whispered, turning her head to meet Madison's lips. The brunette tried to kiss her deeply but she held back. She wanted this to be soft, gentle. When she brought their lips together again, the kiss was tender.

Madison moaned into her mouth.

Teasingly slowly, Peaches flipped up her friend's skirt and slid her hand inside the thong. She continued to pepper Madison's mouth with tiny little kisses as her gentle fingertips instantly found the needy clit.

"Oh, God..." Madison's fingers found Peaches' forearm as her friend stroked the swollen bud. "We can't! Not here..."

Peaches ignored the protest, her head a fraction away so that she could watch Madison's face. She moistened her lips with her tongue as her teasing blue eyes stayed on each changing expression.

"Peaches... we can't..." Madison's eyes were pleading but her curvy hips had already begun to hump back against the pleasuring hand. "No... we can't... oh fuck... oh fuccckkkkkk..."

She went off like a firework soaring into the distant sky.

***

Fighting Back

"Why?" Madison asked.

"Because your time is up," the PR Guru said with a shrug.

The young brunette gritted her teeth. Confronting the silver haired man was important to her. She had no intention of just fading away without giving it her best shot. Jay-Jay was her first port of call and if his response proved to be as expected, she'd start to implement the alternative plan she and Peaches had come up with.

"It is?" she asked, unwilling to accept so trite an answer. He owed her more than that. "And why is that? What exactly have I done wrong?"

"Believe me, it's not a question of rights or wrongs. The public is fickle..." he sighed, propping his feet up on his desk in that typical Jay-Jay pose. He was on one side of the desk and she was on the other—a symbolic demonstration that their agent-client relationship was at an end?

"From where I'm sitting, Jay-Jay," she calmly said, crossing her long legs. She'd rehearsed the conversation in her mind and was determined to ensure her emotions didn't take over. "This has nothing to do with the public."

His considered eyes stared at her. Without a word, he dropped his feet onto the floor and eased himself up from his chair. Tapping his fingers on the desk, he thoughtfully walked past her towards his drinks cabinet.

Madison watched as he poured two drinks but shook her head when he offered her one. He wasn't going to soft-soap her.

He shrugged his broad shoulders again and placed the drink on the desk beside her. "It has everything to do with the public," he slowly drawled, hitching up his right trouser leg and perching on the edge of the desk. "You think it's me?"

"No, I don't," she firmly answered, being careful not to apportion blame. Despite Peaches' opinion that he was now focusing exclusively on the Driscoll twins, Jay-Jay had done so much for her. She'd never forget that. The point of her visit was to determine if he was still on her side—though she couldn't help thinking that his opening remark had given her the answer even before the conversation had begun.

Because your time is up...

"Good," he responded. The look on his face suggested her words actually meant something to him. "One day you're flavour of the month and the next you're no longer in vogue. That's the life of a reality celeb, I'm afraid. We talked about life spans when I first took you on as a client, Madison-baby. I said six months. Just be grateful that you've had so much more... and move on."

"Move on," she repeated, feeling the disappointment inside.

"It's a hard message to take but I've had to give it lots of times over the years—"

"What about you, Jay-Jay?" she interrupted, picking up the whisky and taking a drink. Why not? She coughed as it burnt the back of her throat, but it helped her ask the question. "You've already moved on, too, I understand? The twins..."

She expected a different reaction. But instead of the anticipated anger and defensiveness, he smiled. It wasn't one of those false smiles either. She'd seem him give those to so many people over the last couple of years, she'd recognise one from a mile away. There seemed genuine warmth in his eyes. His voice was soothing, reassuring. "Madison-baby, have I ever lied to you?"

She shook her head. He hadn't. Not once. Jay-Jay could be a chameleon when he wanted, that went with the job. It was why he was so successful. But he'd always been straight up with her. She knew it stemmed back to the loyalty she'd shown that day she'd stood in for Lucinda.

"Yes, I'm representing the twins," he continued, "because they're the future and you're the past. That's what I do, we both know that! I roll with the punches and move with the times. We've made a lot of money together, Madison-baby and I've helped you invest it wisely. Haven't I?"

Another nod. He hadn't said anything she could disagree with. Except that she was the past. She'd show him.

"The journey's been a lot of fun," he continued, leaning across and taking her hand. Sincerity shone out of his eyes. "But it was always going to end. There're lots of factors—your bust up with Ralph, the perfume campaign, over exposure maybe, and then there's your little dalliance with Jonathon Roberts..."

He paused as her eyes registered shock. He knew about that?

"I know most things," he softly told her, as if he could read her mind. "Roberts is a snake. He's fu... been with... hundreds of women on the basis of how he was going to help them. He has it off to a fine art. If the public ever find out his career is finished and if his wife gets wind, she'll cut his balls off. But he's too smart..."

Madison threw back half her drink, squeezing her face as the whisky hit the back of her throat. It brought tears to her eyes.

"But he's not the point," Kazan went on. She wanted to respond, to fight back, but she didn't have it in her. "None of those things are. Ultimately it's the public who decide when they've had enough. And there's nothing you can do..."



Didn't have it in her? She chewed for a second on that ridiculous thought. "Isn't there, Jay-Jay?" she finally said. Her voice was firm and determined. Standing up, she collected her coat. "Watch this space..."

***

The idea had been to discuss Peaches' plan over a late lunch in the outdoor café. The light salads had been accompanied by cocktails... and then more cocktails. By the time they'd worked the plan around their minds, they were pleasantly sozzled.

"So..." Peaches' asked with a grin.

"So...?" Madison laughed. Her twinkling eyes were alive in anticipation.

"D'you think he'll go for it?"

It was Camille who replied. "He'll go for it," she reassured them, raising her glass so that her two accomplices could triumphantly clink it with theirs. She'd checked Jonathon Roberts out with a few contacts and they had all said the same. With the right inducement, he'd be unable to resist following his dick into action.

"And it will work?" Madison asked, feeling her heart rise in anticipation of turning the tables. The stakes were high. Success meant not only that she'd be back at the top of the tree, but she'd also be getting her own back.

She momentarily wondered how many other young women had he fucked after dangling the illusionary carrot of appearing on his show? He executed the technique with such confidence, it was almost impossible for any young hopeful to resist the opportunity? She realised that in her case, sex in a limo in exchange for furthering her career—or in this case, rescuing her career—had given her an indecent thrill. God, she'd changed so much since she was going out with Nate.

"Of course it will work!" Peaches exclaimed, running both hands through her hair and pulling it onto the top of her head before allowing it to cascade down again. "If you were a horny toad, could you resist?"

Camille laughed at the blonde's exuberance. She loved that confident demeanour. It was the same when the three of them were in bed. Peaches was the one leading, Madison followed. It made for a sexy combination.

"Want to go through it one more time?" she asked the brunette. A final walkthrough could do no harm.

Madison swirled the remains of her cocktail in its glass and then swallowed it in one go. She held up her empty glass. "Only if we get three more," she giggled, waving across a waiter. "I'm thirsty."

"You're drunk," Peaches laughed, waiting until they had their refills before continuing. "Okay, I call his PA and explain the opportunity. From what we know, he'll be intrigued enough to fall for it."

"His cock will..." Camille added with a theatrical wiggle of her perfect eyebrows.

Peaches grinned as she slurped some of her drink. "Maddy can already confirm that..."

"Very funny," Madison sarcastically replied, though not without a grin. She'd grown up considerably in the last couple of months. One of the things she'd discovered since becoming a celebrity was that sleeping around was as accepted as lunch meetings and spa treatments. She was part of that world now...

***

Execution

"Hi," the blonde said, opening the door and formally shaking the wary man's hand. Booking the same suite she'd used with Nate and Ethan hadn't been easy, but there was a perfect symmetry to it. "I'm Peaches. I spoke to your PA."

Jonathon Roberts' distrustful eyes glanced past her into the room, as if expecting to see the unexpected. Peaches understood. You couldn't be too careful in his position. She stood to one side but he made no move to enter.

"Who else is here?" he gruffly asked, meeting her gaze as if he might find something in there.

She smiled sweetly at him. Butter wouldn't melt in her mouth. "We've kept it tight, Mr. Roberts. There's only the photographer—Camille—and Maddy, of course. It's essential the calendar shoot is kept as confidential as possible," she explained. "We don't want anything to leak out until we hit the shops at Christmas."

His response was straight to the point. "Then why invite me?"

"I explained that to your PA," she brightly answered. But then he knew that. It was why he was here, after all. He just wanted to ensure he wasn't walking into a trap.

As if...

"We wanted someone with a heavyweight television presence to see what we're doing," she told him, leaning sexily against the open door. "Madison said she'd met you at a charity event some time ago and told us you were charming. You'd told her about your show and we just thought that..." She smiled bashfully. "Well, when the time comes, that you might give the calendar a mention?"

He scratched his close-cropped grey beard and glanced behind him, as if he was half expecting to see a film crew capturing his every move. There was nothing out of the ordinary other than an elderly couple leaving their room at the far end. He watched them suspiciously until they disappeared towards the lobby.

"I don't do plugs," he told her, swinging back. His eyes darted around the empty room behind her.

Peaches smiled again. He was interested enough in seeing what was going on, that much was obvious. He just needed enticing inside. "We do understand that, Mr. Roberts. And there's no obligation. We just thought if you watched some of the shoot and liked it... well, you never know..."

She tailed off, letting him know he was the one in control. His thoughts were written all over his craggy face. There wasn't a cat in hell's chance that these dumb women could manipulate him into promoting the calendar, but the chance of watching such a sexy photo shoot was impossible to resist. Especially as it was Madison's calendar. Hadn't she so willingly given herself to him in the limo?

She stretched languidly as she yawned. Her perky breasts were framed against the backless white halter-top. So were her nipples, hard and long.

"Darn, I'm sorry," she giggled as his leering eyes drank in the sight. "We've been at it since first thing. It's been pretty hot, too. I think we're all really horny, you know? Anyway, Mr. Roberts, it's up to you, sir. If you'd like to come inside and see what we're doing, even just for a few moments, we'd be honoured."

***

The suspicion Jonathon Roberts had felt when entering the suite had long since dissipated. The warmth and deference with which both photographer and model had greeted him had confirmed what he'd thought. They needed his support.

Madison had kissed him on both cheeks, her coy smile confirming she remembered their last encounter only too well. He'd thought she might be pissed at him for not following up on his offer but instead, it seemed she wanted to try a different tack.

He liked that idea. Perhaps when the shoot was over...

The photographer was hot, too. Camille-something-or-other. The Latina had stopped the shoot immediately and explained what they were trying to achieve, where they were up to, and what came next. She clearly understood how important he was and he liked that. It served to confirm how influential he was.

Madison and that sexy blonde had constantly sent smiles in his direction and that made him feel good, too. He wasn't stupid—rumours in the industry suggested the brunette was on her last legs. Clearly the calendar shoot was a desperate attempt to revive her flagging career and they were relying on his support.

That put him in a powerful position. One he could capitalise on. He had no intention of promoting anything to do with the young model, of course. He didn't align himself to losers. But they didn't know that...

The blonde had been the most obvious of the three. He had the feeling that if he'd suggested they spend some time chatting in the outer room, he'd have been able to fuck her there and then. When the shoot had recommenced, she'd poured him another glass of champagne and then perched on the chair arm beside him. Her short skirt had revealed the shapeliest legs he'd seen in a long time.

It hadn't taken her long to explain that she'd split up with her boyfriend a couple of weeks ago. Demurely batting those big blue eyes, she'd told him for a second time how horny she was. She hadn't needed to confide that she was practically gagging for it. It had been written all over the way she was acting.

Young women like that were so easy to manipulate...

As the shoot had progressed, Camille had built up both the pace and the mood. If the photographs already captured were hot, these were scorching. The Latina had shown the good sense to involve him throughout, constantly asking his advice.

"What do you think about this pose, Jonathon..."

"I'm in two minds here, Jonathon, what do you think..."

"Do you think that really works, Jonathon..."

He'd removed his jacket and become fully involved. Why not? It helped him get up close and personal with Madison again. The brunette was even sexier than he remembered. And he remembered a great deal. Her body was perfect in that cream lingerie and even through the bra it was impossible to ignore the nipples that had been standing to attention since he'd arrived.

It hadn't take long to feel like his cock was about to burst through his trousers.

***

"I thought I'd put Peaches in a couple of shots," Camille said, turning again to the TV chat show host. "She'll provide some contrast. What do you think, Jonathon?"

He smiled at the eager blonde. She was on her feet in a second, her blue eyes pleading with him. He felt like a Roman emperor at the Coliseum, being asked to give the thumbs up—or down—signal.

"Good idea," he murmured, nodding at Peaches. He wanted her to understand this was his decision. She'd be more grateful that way.

Her fingers went to the tie at the back of her halter-top and in a second the garment was on the floor beside her. Roberts stared at those perky breasts. They weren't in the same league as Madison's but they were sexy enough all the same. And the long deep pink nipples looked just like they were begging to be sucked.

"I didn't want topless," Camille began, but trailed off as the Roman emperor sat forward.

"I'd say it was a good idea," he persuasively murmured. "You said you'd be moving there eventually so why not now?"

Peaches swung around, thrusting her small tits in his direction as she did so. She stood, hands on hips, as if posing for him. "Good idea," she giggled, reaching for the zip on her skirt. She shimmied out of it, leaving her in just the see through white thong. She glanced over her shoulder at Madison. "Off with the bra."

His gaze swung from the blonde to the brunette as Madison unveiled her breasts. He'd forgotten just how magnificent they were. As she dropped the bra to the floor she threw her long, glossy hair back and thrust her breasts outward.

Fuck...

"On the bed, behind Madison," he heard the photographer tell Peaches and the blonde eagerly slid into position.

"Like this?" she asked, resting her head on her friend's shoulder. Her hands snaked under Madison's arms and cupped the voluptuous tits.

"That's a bit too sexy, I think," Camille hesitantly said, checking her camera and looking over at the chat show host for confirmation. "Jonathon?"

He licked his lips. It was quite clear the petite blonde was up for this and his hard cock was insisting she should be unleashed. "Why not let them improvise?" he shrugged, taking a long sip of bubbly to assuage the dryness in his throat.

Camille nodded. It was clear she wanted to please him. "Why not indeed? You heard, ladies. Do what comes naturally and I'll keep shooting. Okay?"

Roberts' hand brushed his erection as he returned his glass to the table beside him. He'd been right. Peaches wasn't just cupping Madison's breasts now, she was openly kneading them. Her expressive eyes were gleaming at him, telling him she was putting on a show just for him and that he should relax and enjoy.

He'd just have to fuck that sexy little blonde bitch before he left there...

"Perfect, perfect..." Camille encouraged, creeping one way around the bed and then the other. "Keep improvising..."

The blonde did. Or it seemed that way. She was planting kisses along the back of Madison's shoulder now, while her fingers pinched those golden brown nipples. The brunette's head was in the air, mouth parted, eyes half closed.

"More?" Peaches asked. There was no doubt the question was aimed at the chat show host.

Her wild eyes held his as he nodded and her hand slithered agonisingly slowly down the tanned body. When her fingers slid inside the front of the cream thong and curled under the lacy material, his cock shifted uncomfortably in his trousers.

The room had suddenly gone very quiet.

Roberts watched transfixed, his breath quickening at the sexy sight before him. He could feel his heartbeat. Was she really masturbating the brunette?

Peaches looked right at Roberts and said, "She's so smooth. Don't you love shaved?" She withdrew her fingers, glistening with her friend's juices, and brought them to the model's mouth. At first, Madison tentatively licked, but like her blonde lover, she found his eyes. With a provocative grin, she sucked each finger as if it was a cock—his cock.

"Sexy?"

Jonathon Roberts glanced to his left to see Camille sitting on her knees beside his chair. The camera was no longer around her neck. He could see her chest heaving as he looked down her body. Her hand ran along his thigh and then covered his crotch.

"I can see you think it is," she softly murmured, her dark eyes held his as she slowly unzipped him. "These sessions often finish like this, but usually we don't have a man around to help." She pulled his cock free from his trousers. It stood full and proud now, the swollen head glistening with anticipation. "And such a big man, too! Perfect..."

He groaned and spread his legs.

"That's it," Camille persuasively whispered as she began to jack him. "Why don't we watch them for a while?"

Their eyes turned back to the bed. Peaches had Madison on her back now and had crawled between her legs. The brunette tipped her head to the side, her long, dark hair rippling off her shoulder as she dreamily smiled at him. He might have smiled back had he not been gasping as Camille took his thick girth inside her mouth.

He watched Peaches head bob between Madison's legs, just as Camille's was doing between his own. Someone was emitting long throaty growls and he wasn't sure which of them it was. He couldn't see everything but in a way that was better. He could tell from their sounds, and the way the brunette's body jumped and jerked, exactly what was happening. She was purring like a cat now.

That meant the throaty growls must be his...

He momentarily tore his eyes away from the two women to watch Camille's mouth work on him. The beautiful woman was pleasuring him with relish. He ran his fingers through her dark brown locks, holding her in place. She choked a little as he shoved himself deeper into her throat, but quickly resumed her rhythm again. He pulled her harder against his crotch as his eyes returned to the bed.

Madison's fingers were reaching out to grasp the bed sheets. Her eyes were closed now as Peaches gave a performance to be proud of. He watched closely, turned on by the sight in front of him and the feel of the full lips that worked around his cock.

The brunette's ass lifted from the bed. Her legs opened wider to grant better access. She was humping upwards, unable to stop herself. She was on the brink of an orgasm and that realisation took him close to his. His teeth clenched as he thrust upwards. He had no idea which of them came first, all he knew was that Madison was wailing the way she had in the limo and he was firing into the Latino's mouth.

He groaned again. "Oh, fuckkk...!"

***

Roberts wasn't aware how they had all ended up on the bed. Perspiration covered his brow and a thick hazy mist was floating across his brain. Despite his orgasms—how many?—he was still as hard as he could ever be. And the three women who had given themselves up to the physical delights of the four of them showed no signs of letting up.

Beside him, Camille and Madison were engaged in a sixty-nine. He turned his head to watch them. Both women were totally immersed in the moment, hands around the others hips, heads between each other's thighs, tongue and fingers working the other hard in a frantic desire to win the race for orgasm. One was moaning and the other was grunting.

"My turn," he heard someone say and looked upwards. Peaches had shifted over him, gathering his erect cock in her soft hand. Straddling his lap, she rubbed him along her smooth folds. Setting him in place, she braced herself on his broad shoulders and sank down onto him.

"You've been looking forward to this," she said breathily, leaning down so that she could whisper into his ear. She pumped him slowly, matching each word with a downthrust. "I can tell from the way you've been looking at me..."

Roberts clutched her athletic waist, just above the flare of her hips. He felt her hot muscles writhing beneath his fingertips. The sexy little blonde bitch was built for fucking...

"Is that good..." she teased, rising up onto her haunches. "You like Peaches' pussy best of all..." With each bouncing question, she allowed his cock to nearly escape before she thrust back down onto him. Her smooth sex gripped him like a vice. "You man enough...?"

"Uh! Uh! Huuhhhhh..." He tried to hold back but the blonde had him in her spell.

Arching forward, she fed one of her perky breasts to his mouth. Her hands dug into his chest, gripping painfully as he lightly nipped the tight bud between his teeth. When her internal muscles squeezed him tightly he moaned and let go. It was all he could do to hold out...

"Close?" she asked with a mischievous smile, pushing her thick blonde locks away from her eyes as she sat up. Her hips had shifted down to a slower rocking. "Want to cum?"

He shook his head, but the throbbing of his cock betrayed him. With each squeeze she gave him, he twitched in her pussy. He couldn't hold out much longer.

Bending down, she kissed him lightly on the lips. "I thought you were quite the stud..." she teased. "No...?"

He tried to respond to her teasing with some caustic remark, but if he lost concentration for even a second it would be all over. She'd established a slow and steady rhythm again, hands back on his chests, her head thrown back now as she looked to the side. He followed her gaze.

The other two women were slithering across the bed towards them. When Madison lowered one of her jutting swells to his mouth, he took it and sucked greedily. His lips tightened around her nipple the way Peaches' sex was encasing his cock.

For a while, he lay in his wonderland, luxuriating in the different attentions of the two women. But then he felt another touch and knew it was Camille. He nearly lost it when she swallowed his entire scrotum in her mouth, gently rolling his balls with her tongue.

Peaches moved from him just before he burst and a few deep breaths allowed him to compose himself. Camille's mouth covered his shaft now and the blonde had slid down between the Latina's legs. These women were never still...

Madison was the next to move and it took a moment to realise her intentions. Before he could object, her sex was sinking down over his face and he was trying to find a way to breathe through the engulfing wetness. His tongue slid out but she wasn't looking for him to pleasure her. She was using him, grinding her sex across his nose, mouth and chin.

The wet juices that suddenly covered his face told him she'd cum. Suddenly there was light again as she lifted herself from him and the mouth on his cock left him, too. Another body was taking its place on his thick tower. His hazy eyes looked up to see Camille's lascivious smile staring down at him.

Peaches lay on her back beside him and Madison was spilling something across her breasts. He cocked his head towards them. It took him a few seconds to realise what it was and then the brunette's hands were on his hair, helping his head across towards the cocaine covered tits.



His resistance lasted a second, and then he was painfully craning his neck sideways to take the offering.

His tongue took one tentative lick, and then another. Peaches turned her body towards him so that he could more easily access the narcotic and his tongue followed the white powder as it spread across her flesh. When he sucked the residue from her pink nipple, the chemical rush went straight to his brain. It wasn't just his cock; it was his entire body that was throbbing.

"That's better," he heard someone say.

It was. He felt invincible...

***

"This is yours," the blonde said, surprising Jay-Jay as she suddenly appeared beside him at his table.

The silver haired man looked up in surprise. "Well, well, if it isn't Peaches..."

She smiled sweetly. The same smile she'd given Jonathon Roberts when he knocked on the door to their suite. It was the first time she'd returned to Toppers roof top restaurant since she and Madison had dined there more than a year ago. That was a happy memory and despite the fact that the PR Guru was dining with the Driscoll twins, her return was full of positive vibes, too.

Madison had been about to embark on her new career, then. Now, everything was in place for her best friend to soar even higher. Almost everything. Maddy would still need a guide and mentor. And Jay-Jay Kazan was the best in the business...

I have something for you," she said, placing the camcorder on the table. "You gave it to me a long time ago, remember?"

He pushed back in his chair a little and nodded. Despite the way he glanced at the twins and smiled, there was a nervous look in his eye. It would stay there until he knew exactly what Peaches was up to. "For a special mission, as I remember. I had no idea you'd kept it."

For a second she ignored him and her eyes swept across the two sisters. One was dressed in pink and the other in turquoise. Their tits were practically spilling out of those low cut dresses. "Cute," she said, swinging her gaze back to Jay-Jay. "I did," she answered with another smile. "Just until it was useful again."

He shifted in his chair, crossing his legs as he leant back and appraised her. To all intents and purposes he looked comfortable and in control. But his eyes were wondering. "And it has been?"

"Oh yes..."

That was an understatement. Once she'd confronted Jonathon Roberts with a copy of their sexual encounter, it had been child's play. He'd ranted, of course, but then quickly succumbed. She hadn't needed to explain the likely implications should the recording—cleverly edited to disguise the women's faces—find its way to certain elements of the media. Not to mention the Internet.

The ramifications for his career, and his marriage, were self-evident.

"Something tells me you know something that I don't," Kazan slowly said, waving towards a waiter. "Let me get you a chair. You can join us for a drink and tell me all about it."

Peaches shook her blonde head. "I think it's a discussion we need privately, Jay-Jay," she calmly answered. "I have a wonderful opportunity for you. Something that will require your full attention." She glanced pointedly at the twins. "Why don't you call me on Monday? Right now I'm heading for the television studios to watch a chat show that'll shortly be going out live."

"Chat show?" His brow furrowed and then realisation hit his face.

"Mmm-hmm." She made a point of glancing at her watch. "If you're home in an hour, you might just catch it..."

***

The familiar strains of Jonathon Roberts theme tune ran out around the studio as the bearded presenter danced down the curved stairs and gave a little bow. He gave a perfect smile into camera A.

"Hello, good evening, and welcome to my show..."

It was an entrance, and an introduction, he'd made a thousand times before.

"Tonight we have an Oscar winner, an American Senator, and... my first guest... a beautiful young woman with a difference. This twenty-year old is a role model for many young girls who aspire to be her. She's a stunning beauty who most boys would like as their girlfriend. She's the epitome of the girl-next door who most parents would want as their daughter. And despite her work as a glamour model, she does an incredible amount of charity work behind the scenes."

He gave the camera another one of his winning smiles and pointed at the red door from which guests entered the set.

"Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome a young woman with an incredible future ahead of her. Madison Cooper..."

THE END
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Lighting a Flame Ch. 01

This is the first part of a two part story

Kindred Spirits

Beth Goddard checked one dress after another from her closet, held them against her body and then replaced them. "What do you think," she asked her husband each time and then ignored his suggestion. He liked them all but she was looking for perfect.

That turned out to be the yellow sundress.

"Okay," Luke laughed, watching her from the bed. "That's the one I had in mind all along..."

"Is that right?" the brunette smiled, walking to the long mirror and holding the dress against her body. She turned this way and that and then eventually nodded her satisfaction. "This is your boss who's holding the barbeque and I know you want me to look my best."

"You look sensational," Luke growled.

"I do?" Beth playfully responded, raising an eyebrow. "With or without the dress?"

Walking halfway across to her husband, she placed the dress over the back of a chair and fluffed up her dark brown hair. Dropping her hands to her sides, she cocked her hip to one side and threw back her head in a provocative pose. "Maybe I should go like this?"

Luke felt his cock grow as his eyes covered his wife's toned body. He loved her in this teasing frame of mind. The pink and black half cup bra accentuated the fullness of her breasts and allowed a good deal of the perfect flesh to escape over the top. She gave him a twirl and his eyes narrowed at the sight of her peach like buttocks that seemed designed for the plunging material of the matching skimpy thong. God, she was hot...

"I know that look," she laughed, swinging back to face him and placing her hands on her hips.

"Look? What look?"

"The one that says you'd like to fuck my brains out..."

He was on his feet and across the bedroom in seconds. Beth smiled. In just his white boxers, Luke had a great body, too. Hard and athletic, with pecs he'd honed in the gym. Physically, they were a perfect match for each other. Their attitudes and interests were in harmony, too, although their jobs were sufficiently diverse to keep the lives together fresh and alive.

"Do we have time?" he asked, pulling her into his arms. Even before she could reply, he had his hands under the cups of her bra, pushing the sexy garment upwards. He cupped her breasts, loving the firmness and the way her nipples rose under his rotating palms.

"Let me think," she groaned, nuzzling his neck. Her hand slid down inside his shorts and found him already stiff. "Mmm... it seems my show has had the desired effect. I think that at the very least we need to do something about this, don't you?"

Sliding to her knees, she pulled his boxers downward. Both hands went to his butt, holding him steady as her tongue swirled around his thick girth. Within a minute, she was easing him into the back of her throat, one hand cradling his testicles as her dark soulful eyes watched his reaction. The way he groaned and grunted always gave her shivers...

She masterfully worked him, saliva dripping from the corners of her mouth as she got into her stride. God, she so loved cock! Since giving head to her first boyfriend in the corner of the physics classroom one evening, she adored these moments. Eagerly rubbing the saliva into the long shaft to provide more lubricant, she built up the pace. His hands were in her hair, though she needed no guidance. She knew exactly what she was doing.

"Fuck," he grunted.

Her deep brown eyes smiled up at him. The word was shorthand for if you keep that up I'm not going to last. She gagged a little as he jerked in her mouth and one hand squeezed his balls while the other held him just under the crown until he calmed a little.

"Too hot for you, huh?" she murmured, sliding a finger into the crevice between his buttocks. His whole body jerked as she teasingly rimmed his anus.

"No... no..." he grunted, grabbing her by the wrists and lowering her luscious tanned body backwards onto the sheepskin rug that lay across the carpet. The white and fluffy mat was the perfect location for what he had in mind.

As she settled he held her wrists above her head with one hand as the other yanked her thong down her body. His eyes covered her smooth sex as she spread her legs wide for him. She was already wet and ready. Dropping his lips to the breasts he loved so much, he sucked first one nipple into his mouth and then the other as he crawled between her inviting thighs.

"Yes?" he asked, biting down gently on one hard nub as he rubbed himself against her.

"Oh, yes," her husky voice agreed as she wrapped her long legs around his hips. She groaned as he buried himself inside her without another word. Even though his fingers left her wrists, she kept her hands above her head, grasping onto one leg of the bed behind her as if they were tied there.

"Fuck... that's good," Luke grunted as she tightened her velvet grip around him.

"Yes, baby, yesss..." she whimpered, locking her ankles at the top of his butt. When she dug her heels in, his hardness eased even further inside.

Pushing up on his elbows as he angled over her, Luke dropped his mouth to meet his wife's in a wet, passionate kiss. They didn't have much time and that was just as well. Neither was going to last long. In their haste, the perfect rhythm they'd quickly established moved from slow to quick to fever pitch inside a few short minutes.

Sweat began to drip from his forehead. "Fuck..."

"Cum, honey," she whispered, her hands leaving the leg of the bed to grip his hair. She pulled hard. "Now, Luke... now, baby..."

"My neck," he grunted. "My neck..."

Her tongue obediently went to his skin, licking up and across the flesh just the way he liked. The both knew it took him from one side of the line to the other. Cheek-to-cheek, he thrust one final time and then felt the train leave the station.

Beth came with him, stretching her body backwards on the fluffy rug and dragging his head into her shoulder. They jerked together, their groans simultaneous, his cum mingling with her juices. She jerked on him for as long as he could maintain his erection inside her.

"Darn," she playfully whispered in his ear as the moment eventually faded. "I need another shower before we head for that barbeque..."

***

"That dress is perfect," Luke whispered to his wife as they wandered around the large gardens. He took a sip from his drink and cheekily wiggled his eyebrows.

"You're driving," she told him, nodding at his beer.

"Non alcoholic," he cheekily grinned. "And don't change the subject. You're definitely the sexiest woman here..."

"You're only saying that because I let you have your wicked way before we left home," Beth laughed. "But I like the flattery. Keep it up the rest of the night and I'll reward you when we get back."

"That's a long time to keep it up," he joked. "How about I just get it up when we return?"

"Funneee," she said, grinning at him. They stopped at the end of the path, glancing around at the groups that had casually formed across various parts of the perfectly manicured lawns. Beth nudged his arm and nodded across at a stunning looking woman in a low cut flowery top and black jeans. "What about her? She looks hot..."

"Hmmm," he slowly murmured, focusing on the woman in question. In her mid twenties, the blonde had a familiar look. His eyes took in the deep brown cleavage the V-neck offered. "You might be right," he said with a twinkle in his eye. "I must have missed her when I scanned the crowd. Okay, you're the second sexiest woman here..."

She playfully dug her elbow into his ribs, accidentally sending some wine spilling over the rim of her glass as she did. She wiped the drops from her dress with her hand while Luke stared at the blonde. The way her full swells moved as she swayed from one foot to the other suggested she wasn't wearing a bra. That was probably why three young men were surrounding her, hanging on to every word.

"Okay, okay," Beth eventually told him, slipping a couple of fingers inside his shirt and turning him towards her. "I'm over here."

His boyish grin spread all over his face and she returned the smile. That Michael Douglas dimple still made her swoon. He leaned in to kiss her lightly on the lips. "Just window shopping."

"As long as you don't buy," she bounced back, her dark eyes hinting at the consequences.

"You're the only woman I'd ever spend money on," he laughed. "In fact, if think about it, I've already spent quite a bit..."

One eyebrow rose threateningly. "And you haven't spent wisely?"

His eyes roamed across her body. "Oh yes. You're the best present a man could ever have. And I'm looking forward to unwrapping you later."

"Twice in one day?" she good-humoredly laughed, her eyes twinkling. "It must be the lager. I'll have to keep you on non alcoholic more regularly."

"Hmmm," he sighed, holding the glass up and peering intently at the gold colored liquid. "There was I thinking I'd drawn the short straw by offering to drive, but I actually think it might have aphrodisiacal qualities..."

They both laughed loudly, but instantly turned at the sound of his name.

"Luke..." The voice was deep and confident. And familiar.

Beth had only met the dark haired man on a couple of occasions. Each time Luke's boss had called by their house to discuss some problem or other that couldn't wait until next morning. That was the problem with the legal profession, of course. Exemplified by Roger Mantle. There was always something that couldn't wait until the next day.

His black moustache tickled Beth's skin as he kissed both cheeks. "My dear, it's lovely to see you—and looking so enchanting, too. What a wonderful dress."

"Thank you, Roger," she beamed, wondering how he could comment on her dress when it was her cleavage his gaze was attracted to. He looked different out of a suit, though there was still something uncomfortably formal with the blazer and crisp blue shirt.

"And you, too, Luke," he added, planting one hand on his guest's broad shoulder while the other briskly shook the younger man's hand. He had a big beam on his face as he nodded around the impressive grounds. "What do you think?"

"Love it," Beth enthused. "I want to live here."

The straight backed man laughed as he fiddled with the button on his blazer cuff. "I can recommend it. I hope you're both having a good time."

"Absolutely," Beth smiled, sensing that the question was a precursor to some sort of conversation about their latest case. As Senior Partner, the dark haired man took his responsibilities seriously. From what Luke had told her, Roger focused on his work even when he was asleep. Being a journalist, she understood. You followed the story whenever and wherever it took you and it was the same principle with the legal profession.

The difference, of course, was that even in these enlightened times journalists spent a good proportion of their time ensconced in a pub somewhere. That's where Beth drew the line. Yes, she'd have the occasional after work drink with some of the journalistic team, but whereas they invariably turned a drink into a long evening out, she'd always head for home.

She glanced at the two men and smiled. It had taken less than thirty seconds for them to become involved in a conversation about work. Some breaking case where the local councillor had made unwelcome advances to more than one of his constituents, apparently. She'd have to get all the juicy details on that one later. Luke had kept that case quiet...

It was clear from the earnest way that Roger looked at her husband that he regarded him highly. He occasionally rested that friendly hand on Luke's broad shoulder as he made a point. Beth felt a surge of pride as she watched her fair haired husband respond.

He really was a handsome devil...

Being movie buffs, they jokingly referred to themselves as a young Michael Douglas and Jeanne Tripplehorn—Douglas because of Luke's dimple and Tripplehorn as a result of Beth's uncanny resemblance to the beautiful dark-eyed actress. Plus the fact they'd re-enacted the Basic Instinct scene between the two actors whenever they were feeling particularly horny.

Come to think of it, it had been a while. If the mood was still with her, she'd let Luke take her over the chair again when they got home...

They often quipped that had it not been for fate they'd have met on a film set rather than in a bar. Luke insisted that she'd approached him, but that was a lie. She'd gone to the bar to get another drink for her friends and he'd done the same for the guys he'd been with. They'd tried to order at the same time and ended up laughing over it. Being the gentleman, he'd allowed her to order, but only if she gave him her mobile number.

Beth had compromised and taken his number. He told her she wouldn't call but she had, four days later. That had been a respectable enough period to ensure she didn't appear too keen. At twenty—two years younger than Luke—she'd quickly realised she'd met her soul mate. Taking her to the Comedy Club on their first date had been unusual to say the least but it had broken the ice and they'd laughed all the way through.

Marriage followed two years later and here they were, after another eighteen months, as happy as they'd ever been. Life was pretty much perfect.

***

"Penny for them?" The voice drew Beth from her thoughts.

With Roger and Luke still talking 'shop' she'd been studying people across the lawn. Most of the men had dressed more conservatively than Luke, although she thought his smart jeans and a jacket were ideal for the occasion. The women were dressed conventionally, too and while there were some stunning dresses, none showed quite as much cleavage as hers.

She swung around to find a blonde woman smiling at her. The same woman she and Luke had admired in the low cut flowery top.

Beth beamed back. "I was just people watching."

"Mmm, I like to do that, too," the woman said, handing Beth one of the two glasses of wine in her hands. "You looked in need of a refill." She nodded at Luke and Roger. "Men, eh?"

Beth placed her empty glass on a nearby table and rolled her eyes. "That's the legal profession for you."

"I know. Still, we can have a chat seeing we're kindred spirits..."

"We are?"

The woman ran the back of her fingers across the top of her breasts and then nodded at Beth's. "You've been people watching. Have you seen anyone else here showing this much cleavage?" she smiled knowingly.

Beth broke into a self conscious laugh even though she was aware she'd coloured slightly. The woman was holding out her glass and she clinked it in kinship. "I'm Beth."

"And I'm Annabelle."

The brunette grinned as she studied her new companion. She did look so very familiar. Her close cropped blonde hair framed an oval face in which her dark blue-hazel eyes shone so self assuredly. Her make-up was immaculate and, as she spoke, those soft pink lips opened to reveal her perfect teeth.

"Well?" Annabelle asked, not the least put out by Beth's thorough scrutiny.

The brunette felt herself blush at being caught out. Had she really been looking that closely? "I'm sorry," she gasped, laughing loudly. "It's just that you look so familiar..."

"People say that. Ever heard of Susan George?"

The penny dropped. Of course! Straw Dogs was one of Luke's favourite movies. They'd watched it more times than she could recall.

"That's it," Beth admitted, her eyes shining in recognition. "Luke says she's—"

Annabelle cocked her head to one side, waiting for her to finish the sentence. "She's...?"

Her blush deepened. Luke called the 70's actress posh tottie but said that underneath, she'd know how to get down and dirty with a man. Beth had to agree. There was something about the actress that seemed to bring out the animal instinct in both of them. Maybe that was why she and her husband always had great sex after watching the movie.

"He says she's a very sexy woman," she continued. "Straw Dogs is one of his favourite films."

"Mine too," Annabelle smiled. "And I agree, Miss George a right sexy little bitch. She and I are so alike..."

For a few seconds they were both silent and then, when the blonde chuckled, Beth laughed too. It looked like the two women had similar senses of humour.

"So," Annabelle continued, her eyes twinkling. "What conclusions have you come to from your people watching?"

Beth pulled a rueful face, though at the question. "That's a good one..."

"Apart from the fact you and I are kindred spirits."

Beth laughed. "Sexy bitches..."

The woman shared another laugh.

"Exactly," Annabelle agreed, clinking glasses again. "You know, My guess is that you're the wife of an up and coming lawyer. He's young and trendy, which is why you're wearing such a sexy dress, and well thought of in the firm or you would have worried about exposing those wonderful breasts of yours."

Beth laughed out loud, though the reference to her breasts resonated between her thighs. "Well, you've pretty much got me spot on. I could say the same for you..."

"You could," Annabelle replied, holding her arms wide. Her unfettered breasts bounced a little and the absurd thought that Susan George hadn't worn a bra in Straw Dogs somehow found its way into Beth's mind.

"You're husband will be young, too," she quickly said, averting her eyes from the full swells. Her nipples were clearly on show against the flowery top. "He'll be around your age. Good looking, too, I'd bet. He'll be well regarded by the firm. Let me see... he won't be stuffy at all, he'll be a free spirit."

The blonde threw her head back and laughed. "In some ways, that's a very good analysis. But before we take it further, why don't you introduce you to yours?" She glanced over the brunette's shoulder. "I think the men have finally finished their conversation."

Beth turned to face Luke and Roger. She caught her stealing a glance at her new friend's cleavage. She'd tease him about that again on the way home.

Roger was practically beaming. "Well, well, Beth. I see you've met my wife. Luke, this is Annabelle..."

***

"Hey," the tall gangly man said, slapping Beth's husband on the back as he approached the laughing couple.

As the long afternoon had turned into evening, a number of guests had already departed and the rest had moved into Roger and Annabelle's opulent house. It was large enough to take those remaining and then some. Beth had hoped there might be an opportunity to check out the place but after a quick visit to a small bathroom, there was no opportunities to do anything other than join Luke and the other guests congregated in the piano room.

That's were Harry Barnard and his wife found them. Harry and Luke went back a long way. They'd met at University but gone their separate ways after graduating. Yet by one of those quirks of fate, they'd ended up at the same law firm within a month of one another. Fate, Harry had called it, even though Luke knew it was simply one of those happy coincidences.

They worked together on the firm's bigger cases, providing the ammunition for Roger to fire in court. So far it had proven to be an unbeatable combination.

"We finally catch up," Harry beamed, stooping to kiss Beth.

She gave him her cheek and then hugged Emily. Whereas Harry was gregarious by nature, his wife was the opposite. Reversed and timid, you had to get to know the petite woman to appreciate her qualities. After a slow start to their friendship, Beth had gradually begun to appreciate her unexpected sense of humour and loyalty. Em been unemployed for a while, but the amount of charity work she got through testified to her character.

The copper haired petite woman glanced around the room. "Quite a place, don't you think?"



"This is what your husband and I have to look forward to when we make Senior Partner," Luke quipped with a grin. "You two ladies are in for a real treat."

"Until then, we'll slum it," Emily dryly replied, glancing at them over the brim of her glass.

Beth giggled as she sipped at her wine. There was her shy friend's sardonic humour again. "But not for ever," she added, going along with the joke. "Beautiful women like us have expectations for the finer things of life."

"Of course," Harry beamed. "That's why you married such playboys. Which of the fat bloke's is that singing?"

Emily rolled her eyes. The operatic music being piped in from somewhere added to the grand feel of the place. "That's my husband for you," she murmured. "Probably thinks its Rhydian."

"Rhydian?" Luke asked, lowering his eyebrows.

"Don't ask," she smiled. Her husband hated the X Factor.

"And these pictures," Harry continued, his eyes rising to the tall ceiling and then flickering around the walls. "Do you think they're pictures are real or fake?

Emily nudged him in the ribs. "Roger painted them, didn't you know?"

His mouth dropped open. "Really?"

Beth couldn't help laughing. "Pul...lee-ease..."

"Always been gullible," Emily told Beth out of the corner of her mouth. The women playfully shook their heads at one another while the two men grinned inanely.

"Want another drink?" Harry asked Luke, holding up his empty beer glass.

Luke shook his head. "A man can only take so much non-alcoholic," he moaned.

Harry pulled a face. "Wimp. Don't let Roger catch you drinking that stuff. He'll fire you on the spot."

"I hope not," Beth interrupted, nodding over their shoulders. Even without his jacket, Roger Mantle couldn't help but look formal. "He's heading your way."

"Another discussion about work," Emily sighed, pulling Beth to one side. A couple of bands of her coppery hair kept falling over her right eye despite her continued efforts to secure them behind her ear. Beth smiled. The petite woman looked as cute as she always did. "I saw you chatting to Mrs. Mantle..."

"You've met her?" Beth asked.

"Not until today. What do you think?"

What did she think? Her kindred spirit was a sexy bitch, Beth giggled to herself. She and Annabelle were two sexy bitches...

She shook off the warm thought and settled for, "She seems very nice."

Emily reached out, putting her hand on Beth's arm as she leant closer. Her voice lowered, as if she didn't want to be overheard. "Nice? She's hot."

Beth wasn't sure if it was the touch or Em's words that made her body tingle. Her glossy red lips parted in surprise. They were the last thing she'd have expected her shy friend to even think, let alone say. She'd never heard Emily talk that way about another man, let alone a woman. Even her green eyes seemed to have taken on an extra gleam.

"I'm not that way," the petite woman continued. "But if I ever thought about changing sides, I'd want Annabelle Mantle to be the one to turn me..."

Beth burst out laughing. "Emily!"

Her friend giggled like a schoolgirl and held up her half empty glass. "I know. Awful isn't it. I've had too much to drink. They say it brings out the true you. I might be lesbian after all, but then I think of Harry's cock and realise I'm not."

"Emily!" This time it was shock. Beth was seeing a new side to her friend. One that she liked...

Emily grinned, blowing the errant strands out of her eye and then fixing them back behind her ear again. "When you get to know me real well," she giggled, tapping her chest. "There's a real tiger in here."

"There certainly is," Beth chuckled, looking at Em in a new light. She was prettier than she usually allowed herself to look. With just a touch more blusher, she'd be able to make those fabulous cheekbones even more prominent. And she had a tight little body, too. Why she usually disguised it in an ill fitting dress amazed her.

Emily threw back the last of her wine. "Okay, water only from now on," she laughed, blinking a couple of times. It brought her freckles into greater prominence. "You're my conscience."

"As long as that doesn't mean I have to follow suit," Beth murmured, accepting another glass of wine from one of the waiter's still attending to the guests.

"What the hell," Emily said, grabbing another glass. "I'm too far gone to care." She glanced around and her eyes settled on Annabelle Mantle across the room. "She and Roger don't seem a natural fit, do they?"

Beth wrinkled her nose. She'd already thought the same thing. "Because...?"

Em sent her a disbelieving look. "She's young and sexy. He's old and boring."

"He's not old, he's just a few years older than her," Beth corrected, flashing her eyes in that conspiratorial way that women have. "But yes, they don't seem much of a match. He seems pretty stuffy and is all work. Annabelle is fun, vibrant and..."

"Sexy," Emily finished for her.

The two women chuckled. "Okay," Beth conceded. "I agree. She is."

***

Throughout their journey home, Beth had been feeling horny. They'd dropped Harry and Emily off first—their home wasn't that far out of their way, after all—and it occurred to her that like her petite friend, she'd had too much to drink.

She'd never seen little Em in that mood before and it still made her chuckle to herself. So did the conversation they'd had about Annabelle Mantle. Emily seemed infatuated and while Beth wasn't into women, she could understand why. The blonde woman had even managed to make her feel sexy. Maybe their contact had added to her feelings of arousal?

She glanced at Luke. Her handsome husband was humming to himself as he was driving. So cute! The thought of re-enacting the Michael Douglas-Jeanne Tripplehorn scene when they got home had been bubbling away at the back of her mind. She reached over for the radio button, flicking through the stations until she found classic rock.

"Oh, I'm sorry," she said, dropping her hand to his crotch as she pretended to steady herself when he took a corner.

His eyes widened in surprise as he turned to look at her.

She gently squeezed.

"Fuck, Beth, I'm driving."

"Better keep your eyes on the road, then" she huskily retorted, tracing the growing outline through his trousers. There was no way she could wait until they got home.

"Beth..." he unconvincingly began to object.

"That's me," she giggled, instantly making the decision and unbuckling her seatbelt.

Luke saw the look in her soulful eyes. "Beth...!"

"That's me," she chuckled, twisting around towards him. Her hands yanked at his seatbelt, the clink of its clasp eclipsing the sound of his gasp.

"Fuck Beth..."

"Has anyone ever blown you while you were driving?" she sultrily asked.

Her dark eyes gleamed at him as she seductively bit on a fingernail. Her brows rose in anticipation. Holding his eyes for a few brief seconds, she tugged the sides of his trousers apart and dragged his cock through the gap.

"Hard already," she purred approvingly, pushing her dark brown hair over one shoulder. "Watch the road..."

When his gaze returned to the traffic, her long fingers stroked his hardness and then squeezed more tightly around his girth. Gathering saliva in her mouth, she sexily allowed it to dribble down onto his shaft before rubbing it in with both hands.

"Oh, God..."

"He won't help you," she murmured as her wet mouth descended on him. Her dark eyes flashed upwards as her tongue swirled wickedly across his cock. "Watch the road," she urgently repeated.

She sexily licked around his crown as if it was the top of an ice cream cone. He grunted and stiffened back against his seat. When his hand reached for her hair, she sucked him inside. He began to respond—how could he resist?—slowly beginning to throb in her mouth.

When he stopped at some traffic lights, her head shot upwards. Her tongue slid into his mouth at the same time as her hand pushed his trousers further down his legs. It allowed her to caress his balls. The sound of the horn from the car behind told them the lights had changed. The car jerked like he was a learner driver attempting a hill start as they pulled away.

Beth went back to work, going at him much more aggressively than normal. The wickedness of the situation was registering between her thighs. Maybe they could stop somewhere? When one of his hands found her hair again, she hoped the other was firmly on the steering wheel. His hips inadvertently rose a little with each downward suck. He couldn't help himself.

The pained look on his face as she looked up made her pause. Teasingly tracing her expert tongue along his length, she bathed it in saliva before taking him all the way into her throat. The hand on his balls felt them tighten and she pulled away immediately, allowing him a few seconds to calm down. When his breathing returned to normal she licked a drop of pre cum from the head before continuing the exquisite torture. He was close. She could feel it.

It was like playing with dynamite....

"Beth," he gasped, feeling his balls begin to boil.

She felt him try to hold back his climax. No chance! Her dark eyes smiled and she plunged down again, deep throating him until she felt the heavy outpouring of creamy man juice. She took it all and then her sweeping tongue began to lick him clean.

"Not long before we get home," she purred, sliding back across into her seat. "Think you'll be ready again?"

"Have I ever not been?" he sly smiled, allowing her to zip him up.

Beth grinned. That was true. Ever since they'd met they'd always been unable to keep their hands off themselves. She reached for her mobile when it buzzed, stretching like a cat as the contentment of the moment washed over her.

It was a text from Annabelle Mantle. Fancy meeting for dinner soon?

***

Thoughts she shouldn't be thinking

Beth was fifteen minutes late when she hurried into the wine bar. It had been typical that something should come up at the last moment after such a slow news day, particularly as she was anxious to leave the office on time tonight.

Murphy's law!

With the guys already heading to the pub, Barrie Evans had passed it to her. "You're the best at these types of stories," the grizzly editor had said.

"And the most convenient," she'd sarcastically replied, but she couldn't refuse. She owed the bald headed man more than one favour. He'd taken a chance on her by moving her through the ranks so quickly and had guided her through the occasional choppy seas, even when she'd begun to doubt herself. Now she was recognised as the paper's leading reporter.

A quick text to Annabelle explained her predicament, allowing her to concentrate on the task in hand. Half an hour later, she'd composed and filed as thorough and as interesting a story as she could in the circumstances. Barrie would be pleased...

She waved as she rushed across to the blonde haired woman. Annabelle looked every bit as good as she had at the barbeque. Instead of the flowery top, this one was plain—cream—and just as low cut. The low rise jeans were blue this time, but still hung perfectly from her slender hips. And that face—the more Beth looked at her the more she saw Susan George.

What was she doing married to someone as staid as Roger Mantle?

"You look hot," she found herself saying and immediately cursed herself. Hot? Where did that word come from?

"You too," Annabelle grinned, casually brushing away the loose strands of blonde hair that fell across her beautiful blue-hazel eyes.

"Me?" Beth gasped, settling into the barstool beside her. "Hardly. I had intended to freshen up before I left the office but I haven't had time. With the guys heading for the pub, my boss wanted me to handle a breaking story."

"And you have?"

"Yes, I've filed five hundred words. That'll keep him happy."

"Good. In that case we can relax now. What would you like?"

"A gin and tonic," Beth said. She'd forgotten how husky Annabelle Mantle's voice was. "I've needed a drink for the last hour."

"Two G&T's," Annabelle smiled at the bartender and then turned back. "And now you can have one. Or two or three... As you were delayed I put back our dinner reservation for an hour. Roger, Luke and Harry will be working late on the Smithson case, so we can work up an appetite while we catch up on everything that's been happening since we last met. It'll be nice to have some time without the men peering over our shoulders..."

"Exactly," Beth smiled. "So, what brings you to this part of London?"

"Apart from our dinner date?" Annabelle smiled, taking the drinks from the bartender. She handed a glass to Beth. "My Health Club is nearby and I've had the most amazing massage."

"You have?" Beth's eyes shot wide. "I'd give a million pounds for one now. But I guess this will do instead." As if to reinforce the point, she took a heavy sip and then smacked her lips.

Annabelle laughed and took a sip of her own. "Refreshing," she admitted, "but nothing compared to Tameka. She's simply amazing." Her head shot up. "I have an idea. How would you like it if I booked you in? My treat."

"You're treat? I couldn't..."

"Of course you can. I have a special deal with them. You must take advantage..."

The brunette laughed nervously. Could she? Why not? "In that case... I'll take you up on that, Annabelle. Yes, yes, I will. Thanks very much."

"Excellent," the blonde smiled, patting the back of Beth's hand as if that sealed the deal. She glanced around. "So, this is where you guys congregate after work?"

Beth shook her head, running her fingers through her hair. "We only come here if we have a meal. Usually it's the Black Ox for a drink. The guys call it the last of the real man's pubs. They should know. They spend long enough in there. I usually go home after a swift one and they make a night of it."

"Such stamina," Annabelle laughed.

"Typical of the newspaper profession," Beth confessed with a wide grin. "Even in these enlightened times."

"They're all men?"

"All of them are men," Beth corrected, smiling at the play on words. "There is a difference..."

Annabelle nodded in understanding and then leant forward conversationally. She dropped her hand onto Beth's bare forearm and stroked her soft, bare skin as she spoke. "They ever try to hit on you?"

The brunette thoughtfully inclined her head. "Hit on me?" Strange question. She paused for a moment. "Well, yes, I guess they half-heartedly did in the early days. I never paid it too much attention, though."

"You didn't fancy any of them?" The twinkle in her eyes was infectious.

Beth laughed. She crossed her shapely legs in a way that caused the short hem of her blue dress to ride higher. "I'm married," she simply said, smoothing the dress back into place.

"You don't window shop? I thought all we women did?" There was that twinkle again.

Beth shifted on her seat. Was she being teased? She and Luke were completely in love and there wasn't the slightest chance of either of them overstepping the mark. "We all look, but that's as far as it'll go." Her deep eyes focused on Annabelle. Two could play at this game. "Unless you're different?"

The blonde's laugh was low and husky. "Not in the way you think."

Beth stared into the steady eyes. They were unreadable. She planted her elbow on the bar and rested her head on her hand. "Okay, you got me..."

"Women."

"Woman?" she gasped. If it was Annabelle's intention to shock she succeeded.

"I'm into women. Does that shock you?"

Beth shrugged her shoulders. "Yes... well, no... well, yes actually."

When Annabelle laughed at her confusion, it was impossible not to join in. She hadn't anticipated this conversation. Who would have thought? Then it hit her. Was this why...

"No."

Beth stared into those knowing hazel-blue eyes. "No, what?"

Annabelle raised her eyebrows. "Don't deny it. The first thing a straight woman wonders when another woman confesses her sexual preference is whether she's being hit on. Right?"

"Not really," Beth lied a little uneasily. She picked up her drink, swirling the liquid around the glass.

"You are straight, aren't you?"

"Yes, of course," The answer was probably a little too quick. She felt her blush rise, this time accompanied by shivers.

Annabelle just laughed. "That's another thing straight women do..."

"What?"

"Say things like, of course. As if we're talking about some ailment. But this is the twenty-first century, Beth. There are probably as many bisexual women as there are straight."

The brunette shifted uncomfortably on the barstool. Were there? Her eyes found Annabelle's. The woman smiled at her as she raised her eyebrows and pursed her pink lips. They were full and glossy—and very kissable.

Damn, she hadn't really just thought that, had she?

She studied the blonde's face. It wasn't just that the woman was good looking, she realised. It was the Susan George thing. Luke had described the actress as knowing how to get down and dirty with a man. Did Annabelle Mantle have those same qualities? Except, with women?

"Don't worry," her companion laughed, bringing her out of thoughts she knew she shouldn't be having. "You're just my type. But if I was going to hit on you there are much better ways than being so obvious."

The brunette felt a lick of heat across her neck. She was just her type? "There are?" she slowly said. She didn't mean it to be a question. The words just seemed to pop out, more in an attempt to defuse the sudden sexual tension than anything else.

Annabelle picked up her glass and those sexy eyes stared at her flustered friend over the brim. "Of course. It's much more fun when the straight woman realises how much she wants the other woman. More fulfilling."

Beth was too busy controlling her breathing to respond. The blonde was very measured in the way she spoke and her lilting voice was soft. It wasn't just the words that were getting under her skin. It was the tone, too. Emily's words floated back into her mind. I'm not that way. But if I ever thought about it, I'd want Annabelle Mantle to be the one to turn me...

"And whether we admit it or not," the sexy woman continued, taking advantage of the lull. "We've all had those feelings, haven't we?" Her husky voice was matter of fact, as if she was stating a truth that was inarguable.

Silence covered them again. It took a lot to knock Beth of kilter but this woman had succeeded. She knew she should speak, but wasn't sure what to say. "Annabelle, I'm—" she eventually began, sipping at her drink as she searched for the right words.

The blonde cut her off. "Want to go to bed with me..."

Beth coughed on the wine she was sipping, her wide eyes registering her surprise and alarm.

Annabelle burst out laughing, covering her mouth as her laugh grew louder. "Gotcha..."

Beth took the tissue that her friend had produced from somewhere and dabbed at the spilt wine on her dress. "Very funny," she snapped, sending her friend a wry smile.

"I love that look on your face," Annabelle chuckled. She gracefully slid off her stool as the waiter appeared beside them and gathered their glasses. "Come on, you can tell me over the meal tell about how you and Luke met. You make such a perfect match..."

***

Beth smiled when she heard Luke's car pull into the garage. His apologetic phone call before starting his homeward journey had explained that the Smithson case was proving to be more problematical than he, Harry or Roger had anticipated. That's why he'd be so late.

She knew he'd have flowers...

He entered the house quietly even though the bedroom light was still on, as if he was afraid of disturbing her. That was her husband—always thoughtful. He needn't have worried tonight. It wasn't sleep on her mind.



Her nipples hardened he headed straight over to the bed. She'd been feeling that way ever since her dinner with Annabelle. Even though they'd subsequently discussed everything but sex, their initial conversation had stayed on Beth's mind. Women would never be her thing, but she had to confess the blonde had left her feeling incredibly horny.

It was Luke who was going to benefit...

She stroked his fair hair as he pecked her on the lips. Normally alert and alive, his eyes looked tired tonight. She knew just how to revive him. "Weary?" she softly asked.

He nodded. "Bushed!"

She slipped off the bed and took him by the hand. "C'mon, baby, this will refresh you..."

He made no objection when she pulled him across to the en-suite bathroom. They both knew the outcome was inevitable when she was in this mood. Besides, she'd promised him a treat when he arrived home and her treats were well worth waiting for...

Her short negligee drew up across her firm buttocks as she leant inside the cubicle and turned on the shower. Holding the pose for a moment, she sent him a cheeky smile over her shoulder. Stepping inside, she allowed the water to cover her body, soaking into the now transparent negligee until it sexily clung to her skin.

Luke knew what was expected. His eyes stayed on her body as he undressed, stumbling as he yanked at his clothes in his haste to join her. Beth pushed him back against one of the glass shower screens when he entered, resisting his attempts to kiss her. Pouring some gel onto her palms, she slowly spread it across her husband's wet skin.

Although she made a point of staying away from his cock—for the moment—it rose imposingly with each sweep of her hands across his pecs.

"Impressive," she huskily murmured, leaning forward and running her tongue around his right nipple. He grunted as she switched to the left.

When her soapy hands slid around to pull his hard butt away from the glass, he widened his stance. She gripped and caressed his hard ass and bit down on a nipple.

Although her intention was to tease him for a while, his grunts set off a heat wave between her legs. She felt his cock brush against her as she worked more gel into the crevice between his buttocks. The touch was like flicking a switch. His hardness pushed against each part of her as she slid down his body and dropped down to her knees.

Holding his gaze as the water cascaded over them like a waterfall, she jammed her lips over his hard shaft. This wouldn't take long. There was no delicacy or technique, Beth had what she wanted—needed—and went for broke. When his groans deepened, she diverted her attention to his heavy balls. She sucked, one then the other into her talented mouth.

His groans were louder.

"Feeling it, baby?" she asked, pulling away and returning her attention to his stiff manhood. With a throaty snarl, she took him as deep into her mouth as she could.

His wet fingers ran through her damp hair, gathering it into a dripping ponytail and pulling her harder against him. She choked a little as he shoved himself deeper into her throat, but only for a moment. Her lustful eyes confirmed she could cope with anything he had to offer. She deep throated him until she heard that familiar growl.

Pulling away urgently, she sat back and squinted up at him, her wet brown hair plastered to her head. The rivulets of water that bounced off his body onto her face made it difficult to see clearly. Leaning forward, she tongued around his purple crown, toying with him as that mischievous gaze of hers danced into his. "Want to fuck your wife?" she teased.

His answer was to dig his hands under her armpits and frantically yank her to her feet. More water bounced off his face onto hers. His hand cupped her left breast while the other went between her legs, confirming that she was wet and ready.

Beth gasped.

She raised her left leg up and curled it around his waist. Taking hold of his steely hard shaft, she positioned him against her wet opening. The feeling instantly made her feel better. Whatever feelings Annabelle Mantle had stirred... fuck, she really did need this!

"Fuck me," she rasped, clutching at his strong shoulders. "C'mon... fuck me..."

Luke paused for a moment to stare into her lust-fuelled eyes and them with one hard thrust he was inside her. It took a couple more pushes before he was all the way, pinning her back against the glass shower screen. Beth moaned. The feel of him inside her while the water from the shower cascaded across their bodies always felt so incredibly sexy.

"C'mon, you hunk," she grunted again. "Fuck your wife like you mean it..."

She felt his reaction inside her. Luke thrust hard. She pumped back. Everything was frantic, desperate. His wet head dropped onto her shoulder as he pummelled his hips. Her fingertips gripped his pistoning butt, loving the wet feel of his muscles as he thrust.

It seemed her sexual energy had transferred itself to him. With a growl, he widened his stance and pulled her right leg to join the other around his back.

"Oh, yeah," she growled, reaching upwards and grabbing the bar that ran across the top of the shower. He was Tarzan and she was Jane.

Luke eased as he banged her back into the slippery shower screen, but the discomfort only added to her arousal. She wanted more.

"Don't stop... don't stop... don't fucking dare stop..." she half-screamed.

He pumped forward again and her hips began to return his thrusts, control passing from one to the other. Holding onto the bar above her, Beth slapped herself against him, encouraging them both to the finishing line. Her urgency caught him by surprise and he paused for breath.

Beth humped more violently. This was no time for a rest. They were both near breaking point.

It didn't take long. Water gushed over their bodies, heightening the sensation when they came. Her body shuddered uncontrollably as her orgasm overwhelmed her strengthening with each bullet of creamy cum he was firing inside her. Oh fuck...

Even by their standards this was hot. Maybe she should meet Annabelle Mantle more often?

***

"How do I look?" Emily Barnard asked, holding her arms out as she reached the car.

Beth grinned at her friend's enthusiasm. Half an hour ago, Em had been flustered when she'd called to say her car had broken down. Now, she was as bright as a button. And, Beth had to admit, she was looking pretty sexy in a bright red dress and white jacket. She'd even had her hair done, the copper had been highlighted with textures of red and blonde.

"You look incredible," she told her as Emily climbed into the car. The hem of the dress rode up her thighs and Beth's eyes widened. She was actually wearing stockings and suspenders. This was not the Emily she knew. "Where are you going again?"

Emily's face coloured. "Just to see a friend..."

A friend? Dressed like that? And blushing, too? Emily was the last person she'd suspect of fooling around but Beth wasn't stupid. "Em? A friend? Anything you want to tell me?"

Emily looked a little uncomfortable, refusing to meet her eyes. "What do you mean?"

The brunette raised her eyebrows in suspicion. "The woman who has just got in this car is not the Emily I know...."

"In what way?"

Beth pursed her lips. How could she put this? Because the Emily I know is shy, reserved and dowdy? "Because," she carefully said, "You look sensational and I've never known you dressed to kill before. It looks to me like you have a date."

"A date?"

"A date! What's his name, this friend of yours?"

Emily twisted in her seat. The blush was still there but this time her eyes were gleaming a little. "You've got it completely wrong, Beth," she said, the words rushing out. "It's actually a friend of Annabelle's. Eleanor Henry. Annabelle said we'd have a lot in common because of my charity work."

Beth shot her a perplexed look. "Dressed like that?"

"We're going out for lunch. Annabelle said I needed to change my style and took me shopping. What do you think?"

"I think you look great, Em. It's... er... quite a difference..."

"The new me," the petite woman laughed. "Harry loves it, too. Though he'll not be happy about the car."

"What's wrong?"

Emily's smile turned instantly to a frown. "Well... I filled it up with petrol last night."

"Yes..."

"It takes diesel."

Beth burst out laughing. "No way!"

"That's the third time in the last six months," Emily confided, leaning forward and covering her face with her hands. She peeked at Beth through her splayed fingers. "Harry will go potty when I tell him. Any suggestions for how I break it to him?"

Beth glanced at her friend's exposed thigh. "Just tell him when you're wearing that dress. That should get his mind off the car..."

The two women laughed again.

"Great idea," Emily murmured, pulling the sun visor down and checking her hair in the small rectangular mirror. A few strands had fallen over her face and she fixed them back in place. "When did you last see Annabelle?"

"We had dinner after work a couple of weeks ago. Why?"

"Did she mention her masseuse?"

"Masseuse? Oh, yes. At her Health Club. A Chinese woman, I think..."

"Japanese. Tameka. I was there yesterday. You have no idea..."

Beth glanced at her as she switched lanes. "Good?"

Emily's eyes grew wide. "Unbelievable."

"She said she could get me in there..."

"Do it," Emily interrupted, swinging around in her seat and grabbing Beth's forearm. Her green eyes were gleaming. "You must, Beth. Promise?"

The brunette laughed. "Heck, she must be good, Em. If Annabelle offers again, I definitely will."

"You won't regret it. We can compare notes afterwards."

"Compare notes?"

"You'll see..." she replied, her eyes dancing with... something. Beth couldn't quite evaluate what. Before she could ask, her excited friend had changed the subject. "What do you think about Annabelle's suggestion for the party? Don't you think it's a great idea?"

"It is?"

"Oh, come on Beth. You know it is."

The brunette laughed. She was in two minds. Yes, the fancy dress party at the Mantle's was going to be fun and she was looking forward to seeing Annabelle again. She just wasn't sure about the three of them going as superheroines. "It should be fun," she added with a smile.

"You bet," Emily woman chuckled, shuffling in her seat. "I've always wanted to be Supergirl. And you'll make a fantastic Wonder Woman. So much sexier than Lynda Carter..."

Beth's laugh grew louder. "Sexier?"

"Yes, I've always thought you were sexy."

She was caught by surprise. The serious look on Emily's face made her shiver. "I thought it was Annabelle you had the hots for?" she joked, making light of the comment.

"Definitely," Emily said, her earnest tone surprising Beth again. "What d'you think she's going to look like as Catwoman? Halle Berry eat your heart out. Sexy, sexy, sexy..."

Beth laughed. This was definitely a new Emily! "And Annabelle actually said that she was going to supply our costumes?"

"She knows someone who makes them," Emily advised, glancing out of the window. "Mine arrived this morning so yours should be on the way. There, Beth," she said, momentarily distracted. She pointed across the road. "You can drop me right there."

***

As Emily had hinted, the fancy dress costume had been waiting when Beth arrived home. Special delivery. Having rescued her friend from her car problems, she was looking forward to the rest of her day off. Both she and Luke had experienced a hectic fortnight, him with the Smithson case—nothing new there, she wryly thought—while she'd been heavily involved in reporting an unusual court case.

The story had captured her imagination. A gym mistress was being prosecuted following affairs with several girls at her school. The French woman saw nothing wrong with any of the relationships, particularly as the three girls had all turned eighteen and all were consenting.

In fact, it transpired it was the schoolgirl trio who had made the running.

The first had practically thrown herself at her teacher and after they'd embarked on a torrid affair, her two hardly innocent friends had joined in, ambushing the teacher one evening and enjoying the first of what turned out to be several full nights of sex.

The school was appalled at the betrayal of trust, of course, and the gym mistress had been instantly dismissed. But a court case had been surprising. The girls had made no complaint and were adamant that no impropriety had taken place until after their eighteenth birthdays.

Today's outcome had been inevitable. Case dismissed.

What Beth hadn't bargained for was the way the case had fuelled her bi-curiosity. The degree of interest she'd shown in the details of their sexual liaisons wasn't normal, was it? She wasn't sure. What she did know was that she'd revelled in her daily visits to court and listened intently to the salacious details unfolding of their all night trysts.

Part of her fascination was the astonishingly casual way the attractive teacher had talked about sex between women. The French woman's attitude reminded her of the way Annabelle Mantle had spoken to her in the wine bar. As if it was the most natural thing in the world.

At home, she'd fuck Luke most of the night after a particularly detailed day in court, though she could never admit the reason for her arousal. On a couple of occasions, she'd ensured Luke had gone down on her before they'd fucked, and behind her eyes she'd imagined herself in the French woman's position. Her orgasms had been so violent she'd almost passed out.

Was that why not seeing Annabelle since their after-work dinner a couple of weeks ago felt so frustrating? It hadn't been possible with her heavy involvement with Amelia DuPont's court case, although the two of them had spoken a couple of times on the phone.

Emily, on the other hand, seemed to have seen quite a bit of Annabelle during that period...

That was interesting. She'd met with Annabelle to discuss their outfits for the fancy dress party, had been to her Health Club for that sensational massage from Tameka, had been invited to dinner with a friend of Annabelle's and had even had the stunning blonde beauty help improve her dress sense. Not to mention her petite friend's change in attitude...

Beth wondered if she was feeling a tinge of jealousy. But she'd never done jealousy. Besides, why would she feel that way? She'd only just met the woman after all. More likely, it was that Annabelle's alliance with Emily had piqued her interest. She couldn't imagine anything more unlikely. After all, Em's shyness was quite a contrast to the blonde's exuberant personality.

She took a slow, thoughtful drink of her Chablis. Placing the glass on the bedside table, she sauntered to the bedroom mirror and stared at her reflection. The Wonder Woman costume fitted her so tightly it looked like it had been sprayed on.

She'd been so mesmerized by the low top that she hadn't fully appreciated how short the dress was. Though, actually... well... it did show off her long legs to perfection. Such was the style that she'd need the skimpiest of thongs. The blue one, probably.

Her admiring eyes floated upwards again. The cut of the material meant it was impossible to wear a bra and the way her tanned cleavage bulged over the tight top looked so incredibly hot. Even in the relative calm of her home, her nipples were prominently on display. As if by design, they pushed through either side of the Wonder Woman logo emblazoned across the chest. The thought of appearing like this at the party hardened them further.

She couldn't possibly wear this dress. Could she?

Placing one hands on her hip, she twirled in front of the mirror, taking in every angle. The other went to her hair, pulling the dark locks away from her gleaming eyes and back into a short, high ponytail. The sight of the stunning reflection staring back at her was actually turning her on. So were the thoughts of what her friends outfits would look like...

Emily would be dressed as Supergirl—would her costume be as revealing? She'd always thought of her petite friend as cute rather than sexy, although the 'new' Em was doing her best to dispel that notion. Then there was Annabelle. Catwoman! If Beth's outfit was this sexy, she'd bet money on the fact her host's would be something really special.

The thought of a cat-suited Annabelle Mantle crossed her mind as she unzipped her dress. She removed it, carefully folding it over the back of a chair. Her reflection stared back at her.

Naked except for the red boy shorts.

Reaching for her glass of wine, she took a slurp and then, after a moment's thought, swallowed the rest. A small drop escaped the side of her mouth and she caught it as it ran down towards her chin. Even the act of sucking it from her finger felt sensual. She watched herself in the mirror as she licked around the tip and then sucked it deep inside her mouth...

It was suddenly all too much. Flopping down on the bed, she pushed herself backwards so that she could lie back against the headboard. One hand cupped her full breast while the other slid down inside the material of her boy shorts. Her skin felt hot to the touch...

As the adrenaline of the moment pumped through her veins, she closed her eyes and thought of sexy superheroines. The images behind her lids made her heart beat faster. As her soft probing fingers ran along her wetness, she felt the tension in her body begin to release. Normally it was Luke she fantasised about, or perhaps a guy she's seen on the underground.

This was hotter...

Spreading her legs wider, she began to move her hips. The edge of her thumb brushed against her clit and the bed began to creak softly. Her fingers moved faster, the constraints of the material around her hand somehow adding to the excitement of the moment. The more her imagination began to run free, the closer she came.

This wasn't normal... but the more illicit it was, the hotter her humping body felt. She grunted as the sexy images of Catwoman and Wonder Woman entwined. Her laugh seemed a little hysterical as the sound hit the empty air. Why shouldn't she fantasise about two women? So what if she got off on the thought of two hot superheroines together?

She could see them both, doing things to each other that they shouldn't. Her breath quickened—that was naughty! She laughed again, only it was a throatier sound this time.

Her imagination returned to the French gym mistress and the three eighteen-year-old schoolgirls. Her body bucked. If her impressionable mind was on fire, it was as nothing compared to the furnace being stoked between her legs.

The approaching climax was going to be special...

Swinging quickly onto her stomach, she squealed as she began to hump down into the mattress. When the pounding waves broke, she buried her face in the pillow to stifle her screams. With her body convulsing uncontrollably, she had to turn her head to gasp for breath. She saw an image of Catwoman again and a second orgasm juddered through her.

Lifting herself a little, she slowly brought her hand to her face and then tentatively began to lick her fingers. She'd never done that before. Further little tremors began to kick off as she imagined the fingers were... someone else's...

The thought of attending the fancy dress party had suddenly taken on a different dimension.

***

A Fancy Dress Party to remember

"The taxi's outside."

Her reply was breathless. "It can wait..."

"We're going to be late," he mumbled, squeezing his eyes.

Beth jammed down harder. "Does it look like I care?"

"Oh fuck..."

The brunette stopped the words with a wet kiss. Her sudden, impetuous decision to fuck moments before they were due to leave was impetuous, but she couldn't help herself. She felt like some sort of sexual vamp in that Wonder Woman costume.



Luke was hot in his Captain America outfit, too, although right now his trousers and shorts were resting around his knees. Each of Beth's feet rested on an arm of the chair and her hands cupped around the back of his neck, allowing her greater purchase as she thrust her needy body down onto his superhero cock.

It was unusual for Luke to object when she was feeling this amorous, but then the taxi had been waiting for five minutes. Plus they were due to pick up Harry and Emily on route to the Mantle's fancy dress party. Still, from the way the leather armchair creaked and her body was approaching boiling point, they'd be on their way soon.

Luke's hands were underneath her dress and on her naked thighs, though that was more self protection as he attempted to steady her frantic movements. Her perfectly rounded breasts bounced with each downward thrust, the friction of the Wonder Woman material burning across her erect nipples and adding further to her out-of-control mood. She was insatiable.

They'd already done it a couple of times the night before, and each time she'd ensured Luke had gone down on her first. That allowed her imagination to run riot. What the hell, she told herself, it was just a phase she was going through. It would never happen in real life.

Just enjoy it and reap the benefits...

She raked her fingers through her near perfect locks, not caring that she'd need to freshen up again afterwards. That would set them further back, but all she could focus on was reaching another orgasm. Leaning back, she glanced down at the wonderful union between them.

"That's good, baby," she whined, momentarily hypnotised by the intoxicating sight. She moved in slow, rhythmic gyrations, to enhance the view of his cock entering and emerging.

His fingers dug harder into her thighs as she gradually increased the pace, gritting her teeth as she grinded her fleshy folds down on his hardness. Wonder Woman fucking Captain America. This felt even better than the times they acted out their movie sexual fantasies...

"C'mon, Luke... c'mon..."

Her weight forced her down onto the very root of his cock. She began to ride him with the athleticism of a rodeo cowboy. Or maybe a superheroine? Was this how Wonder Woman would fuck? She gyrated her hips to emphasize her point. Oh geez... oh fuck... oh yes...

A shriek tore violently from her throat as she came. Her body stiffened, stretched and then shuddered as a million volts was fed through it from somewhere.

Oh fuck...

***

Beth had almost forgotten how impressive the Mantle's luxurious residence was. The large rooms, impressively tall ceilings and expensive paintings were all familiar, though the atmosphere was completely different. The soothing classical music from the night of the barbeque had been replaced by heavy dance beats that enveloped the whole house.

The state of the art sound system pitched the music at just the right level to encourage couples to flaunt themselves on the impromptu dance floors, and although Beth had been itching to join the dancers, she'd initially settled for a more patient approach.

The night was young, after all.

She hoped a couple of glasses of champagne might steady the ever present needs of her body. Sex with Luke had taken the edge off, but the sight of the hired waitresses dressed in French maid's outfits had set her off again. Those black dresses with their frilly white aprons were even shorter than hers and revealed just as much cleavage.

Then there was Emily. All four of them had kept their coats on throughout the taxi journey, determined to give nothing away until they reached their venue. She'd wondered how much Em's costume would reveal but could never have imagined this...

Instead of cute, her copper haired friend was the sexiest Supergirl she could imagine. The familiar dress was as low cut as her own and, despite her small frame, her freckled cleavage practically spilled over the top of the predominantly blue outfit. If Beth needed confirmation that the old Emily had gone and a newer version had arrived, this was it.

"Well," the petite woman had grinned, giving an outrageous twirl as soon as their coats had been taken to the cloakroom. "What do you think?"

"Incredibly sexy," Luke had answered, glancing at his wife as if to ask who-is-this?

Only Harry had been unperturbed, though no doubt he'd had longer to get used to it. Beth wondered if Em had done the same to him as she had with Luke. Not that Harry's appearance matched her husband's. Although the tall gangly man was dressed as Superman, complete with that black curl on his forehead, it was impossible to imagine a less likely looking superhero.

"Almost as hot as Beth," he'd leered, his eyes out on stalks as he'd taken in the Wonder Woman oufit.

The brunette had been unfazed. "Thank you, Harry," she'd told him. "You can put your tongue back in your mouth now. But if there's a prize for sexiness, you win it hands down."

Emily had playfully nudged her in the ribs and then both women had burst out laughing. If Superman was bald and had a paunch, he'd be perfect.

That had been an hour ago. Right now, as the men had floated off somewhere and the two women enjoyed their third—or was it fourth?—glass of bubbly, both Beth and Emily had one thing on their mind.

"Where is she?" Em anxiously asked for the umpteenth time.

Beth shrugged. She'd been thinking the same thing. It was a large house with lots of rooms, but quite why Annabelle hadn't yet made an appearance in theirs was frustrating. Particularly as the brunette had been constantly wondering—and imaging—what her host would look like in her Catwoman outfit. Her fertile mind had her in a figure hugging black cat suit, similar to that worn by Emma Peel in The Avengers, perhaps? It would have a long zipper at the front, pulled down to just the right level to display some of that fabulous cleavage.

The tug on her arm interrupted the image.

"There she is." Em's voice was breathless. "Have you ever seen anything quite so hot..."

Beth hadn't. Annabelle strutted confidently across the room towards them, like a model on a catwalk. Emily and Beth had drawn more than their fair share of admiring glances so far, but now all eyes—male and female—were on the feline vision stalking across the room.

The two piece 'cat suit' was sensational.

Her tight black trousers, casually held together by two flimsy snaps across her crotch, sat very low on her waist, revealing her flat tanned stomach with its diamond belly button piercing. The bodice consisted of nothing more than a web of black leather straps, covering only just enough of her thrusting breasts to maintain a semblance of respectability.

The long, wavy black-haired wig flowed down the back of her shoulders and perfectly complimented the matching black cowl, with its cat ears and whiskers. Her thigh-high black leather boots, with what Beth reasoned must be at least four inch heels, added perfectly to the image, as did the bullwhip in her right hand.

The brunette felt every nerve in her body come alive as Annabelle approached. Emily was leaning against her and somehow the feel of her friend's curves pressing against her own enhanced the moment.

"Just imagine," Supergirl mischievously whispered in her ear. "Lying naked on a four-poster bed with Catwoman crawling up between your legs..."

***

Beth found herself alone with Annabelle—except for the other sixty people in the room. But with the music beating out overhead, and goodness knows how much champagne inside her, there was no one else she could see other than the hot Catwoman figure beside her. They'd chatted easily over the last half an hour and with each passing moment the headiness and excitement of the moment was building further.

Luke, Harry and Roger were talking together again, obsessed with the Smithson case. It was rapidly becoming the biggest assignment the firm had handled in a long time. Emily, meanwhile, continued to be engrossed in conversation with a redhead Beth didn't recognise. Nor could she quite put her finger on the character she was dressed as.

"Betty Boop," Annabelle explained. It astonished Beth how the woman had such a knack of anticipating her thoughts. She leant even closer. "Hot, don't you think?"

Hot! Beth was hearing the word more and more in a female context. That may be foreign to her, but she had to admit it fitted this particular woman. With Annabelle's explanation, she recognised the Betty Boop short, backless red dress that she'd seen on in photographs. Even the garter with the red heart worn high on her shapely leg was familiar.

"She and Emily have become good friends lately," Annabelle cooed, waving across more champagne. "Has she mentioned her?"

"No, I don't think so." Beth and Emily were friends but they still moved in different circles. "I'm sure she has lots of friends who—"

"Eleanor Henry..."

The words stopped Beth in her tracks. That was the name of Annabelle's friend. The one Emily had met for lunch the day her car broke down.

Annabelle smiled. "Ah, I see you're familiar with the name. Get on well together, don't they?"

Beth tried to contain her reaction, but she'd never had been that good at hiding things. Annabelle was right, judging from the way that Emily and Eleanor were interacting, their friendship was blossoming. Betty Boop had an arm around Supergirl's waist and if Beth wasn't mistaken, her petite friend was actually nuzzling into the woman's neck. She glanced across at Em's husband but Harry was far too preoccupied with Roger and Luke to pay any attention.

Shaking her head, she ran a hand through her dark hair. She'd had too much to drink to think clearly. "I gave her a lift after she had car trouble," she quickly said, unaccountably feeling the need to explain. "She was meeting Eleanor for lunch."

"Yes, I set up the meeting." Even through the Catwoman cowl, there was no mistaking the mischievous glint in the dark blue-hazel eyes. "They had quite a bit in common. And Eleanor is one of us."

"One of us?"

Annabelle trailed a finger along Beth's bare forearm and leant closer. "Absolutely."

The brunette blushed at the touch and felt her breath catch as the expensive scent of the blonde's Alicia Stiles Swelter perfume swept across her senses.

"What exactly do you mean..."

Annabelle's smile grew larger. "Want to dance?"

***

As they undulated to the heavy beat of the music, the two superheroines attracted glances like a light attracts flies. People shuffled out of their way, clearing a small space on the crowded dance floor that allowed the women to express themselves.

An inferior version of Becks and Posh were dancing close by them, while Justin Timberlake and Britney Spears were to their left and Fred and Wilma Flintstone on their right. Tarzan and Jane were in Beth's eye line if she glanced over Annabelle's shoulder, but she only had eyes for the black-wigged woman in the sexy Catwoman suit.

Annabelle's intentions had been clear from the moment she'd wrapped a long arm around Beth's neck. She'd pulled her so close that a mere incline of the brunette's head would see them kiss. Her body had slowly and sensually swayed as their eyes held one another. Sliding her free hand along the contours of Beth's back and hip, her fingers had spread out as they curved around her toned buttocks, an inch or two above the hem.

The temperature in the room instantly shot up a few degrees.

As Beth breathed heavily, Annabelle took a step backward... and then a second. She pulled her hands above her head as if she was posing.

The brunette's eyes took in every inch of the swaying body in that sexy, provocative costume. If she reached out and undid the two straps across her crotch, those black trousers would fall away. And those wonderfully jutting breasts looked as if they would burst free at any moment. As for those thigh-high black leather boots...

When Annabelle began to undulate, Beth was transfixed. It was like a mating ritual...

Keeping her hands high above her head, she swayed one way and then the other. Her hips gradually moved faster in time with the music and those full breasts began to bounce inside their precarious constraints. The beat increased as if the music was following her moves rather than the other way around. With a sinuous grace, her shoulders and hips moved in time to a rhythm seemingly designed to attract the attention of every person in the room.

But her eyes hypnotically held the woman beside her. A circular twirl of her fingers brought Beth out of her trance. It was an invitation to dance.

To cover her awkwardness, Beth responded quickly, taking only a few seconds to match the gyrating sight in front of her. They danced for each other, copying each other's moves and then introducing something new. Hands on top of their heads, by their sides, stretched wide, the two women continually swivelled, spun, approached one another and then reversed again. If it was a mating ritual, there were two participants...

People moved around them, creating more space. There were some shouts and whistles as the atmosphere built. Neither woman noticed. For half an hour or more they had eyes only for one another, dancing until the perspiration covered their bodies.

As the music changed into a slower beat, Annabelle danced closer and rested her guiding hands on the brunette's swaying hips. They stayed that way for a while, neither speaking, their eyes glued to one another's face, their mouths so close again.

"I wonder if you fuck as well as you dance," she breathlessly whispered, squeezing her gently.

Beth felt the heat overpower her body. Every part of her screamed with arousal...

Annabelle leaned closer. For a brief second it looked as though a kiss was inevitable, but the woman's mouth diverted to her ear. "Want to see something interesting?"

Beth glanced around, suddenly aware of her surroundings and the nearness of the sexy Catwoman figure. She realised she was perspiring. How much champagne had she consumed? She'd never have believed a woman could make her feel like this. How could she have danced like that in public? She was blushing like a schoolgirl who'd been caught out on a crush with her teacher. A French gym mistress, perhaps...

"What?" she nervously asked.

Annabelle's pink lips widen in a broad smile. She took the brunette's hand. "Come with me..."

***

Where were they heading? Why? To see what? Annabelle didn't speak to her on their way up the stairs. She didn't even check that Beth was following. Instinct told her it was inevitable.

She was right.

The brunette was completely out of her comfort zone as she obediently walked behind her. She was no shrinking violet. There'd been numerous occasions when she'd overstepped the mark, especially in her younger days. Tonight had exceeded that. What would Luke have thought if he'd seen her dancing so wantonly with another woman? The way her body was reacting confirmed it was a step beyond anything she'd experienced...

And now she was being led, to where? All she knew was that she was walking up a flight of stairs, transfixed by the pair of swaying peach like buttocks in black leather in front of her. The thought did nothing to help assuage the heat inside her.

Annabelle continued along the wide hall at the top of the stairs, and through the double doors. "These are the guest bedrooms," she explained, turning to smile as she walked along the corridor. "The one with the red door is the most interesting."

Beth's heart caught in her chest as they approached. Something sexy lay behind that door and it was impossible not to feel turned on by the anticipation of whatever was about to happen. She was out of control, spinning, and unable to stop herself.

Pausing, Annabelle sent the brunette another smile and held a finger to her lips. Squeezing the door open she tiptoed inside, taking hold of Beth's hand as if to ensure her friend couldn't back out at this stage.

Beth glanced around nervously as they entered. She'd expected to see a bedroom rather than the large living area, much bigger than her and Luke's. The expensive looking furniture dominated the room, although the paintings on the wall were probably worth as much as the rest of the room put together.

A familiar sound—it couldn't be, could it?—split the air and Annabelle tugged on her hand.

Beth felt her mouth go dry as they quietly crossed the room towards the partly open white door. Her host put a finger to her lips again, unnecessarily signalling that they shouldn't make a noise. There was that noise again and this time it was unmistakeable. It was the sound of feminine pleasure. Her body began to tingle and her legs grew weak. She shouldn't be there but the need to see what was happening was overwhelming.

Annabelle glanced at her over her shoulder as they reached the door. Inside the cowl, her eyes were gleaming with excitement. Moving right up against the door opening, a self satisfied smile formed on her lips as she peeked inside. It was as if her expectations had been met. When she crooked her finger and stood to the opposite side, allowing them both a view, Beth couldn't resist.

She could hear the throaty moans quite clearly now.

Stepping up to the mark, the sight in front of her shocked eyes instantly forced its way between her thighs. It wasn't just what the two women were doing; it was who they were...

Emily was on her knees on the bed, her back to the door. The globes of her buttocks were clearly on view under the short Supergirl dress. She wore only a skimpy dark blue thong underneath. Her bottom was swaying as she worked on the prone woman, as if her body was experiencing every delight she was bestowing on the woman.

Beth took two long breaths in an attempt to stave off the swirls of dizziness threatening to engulf her mind. Eleanor Henry lay flat on the bed. Her legs were splayed either side of her lover as Em licked so voraciously between her thighs. The red Betty Boop dress was pulled down to expose her medium sized breasts and the fingers of one hand were tugging and twisting each nipple in turn. The other hand tightly gripped Emily's copper coloured hair.

For a few brief seconds Beth forgot that Annabelle was standing beside her. Her heart was beating so hard as she concentrated on the action she felt in danger of hyperventilating and she nearly jumped out of her skin when she felt the hand on her shoulder.

"Sexy, aren't they?" Annabelle whispered. Beth shivered as she felt Catwoman's breasts pressing against her body. "Like what you see?"

The brunette didn't want to admit it, but gave an almost imperceptible nod all the same. The thrill running through her body was undeniable. Her shaking fingertips wiped away the film of perspiration covering her forehead. This was little Emily! The illicit thoughts going through her mind were things a married woman should definitely not be thinking.

"Watch them," Annabelle encouraged, stroking a finger along her friend's arm.

Beth's hypnotised eyes returned to the scene even as she felt Annabelle move. She wanted to see what the woman was up to but couldn't tear her eyes away from the lewd scene on the bed. Eleanor had both hands on Emily's hair now. "There... right there..." Her leg curled around Em's back, exposing the garter with the red heart as she humped upwards.

The brunette leant gently against the doorframe, making sure she didn't make any noise but needing to support her trembling legs. It was as if all the champagne she'd drunk had congregated around her brain. She knew she shouldn't be there but how could she draw away? Besides, it was so difficult to think straight. This was surreal...

It wasn't just the sight of the two women's lovemaking that held her captive. It was their sounds too. The grunts, the slurps, the whispered entreaties as each woman drove the other on. The sexy noises reverberated around her mind.



It was at that point she realised the woman beside her was moaning, too. Little soft noises that sounded familiar. She'd made them herself when she...

Heat ran around her body like an approaching fever. Furtively glancing to her right, she saw that Annabelle was leaning back against the wall as she watched the action in the bedroom. She'd removed the cowl and the wig and they lay on the small semicircular table against the wall. The straps at her crotch were undone and her hand was inside the trousers, moving rhythmically on a way that left no doubt as to what she was doing.

Another shiver of arousal consumed the brunette. This was no longer Catwoman, it was Annabelle, and the blonde was watching her closely as she pleasured herself. Her eyes were dreamy.

"Don't be shy..." she quietly whispered, nodding between the brunette's thighs. "Join me...."

Beth was rooted to the spot. Her eyes flickered to the action on the bed and then back to Annabelle. The beautiful woman had turned her body towards Beth, as if she was specifically putting on a show just for her. The brunette's pussy quivered.

She wanted to touch herself and she needed to touch herself. But...

"Come on," Annabelle quietly encouraged, the moans from the room allowing her to whisper in safety. Her gaze flickered as her hand moved a little faster. Her voice was throaty. "Come on, Beth..."

The brunette's gaze turned back to the bed. Eleanor's hands had left Em's hair and were stretched out either side of her, clutching at the bed clothes. Her groans were louder as her petite lover took her closer. It was like watching someone you know in their own blue movie and the Supergirl costume only added to the sight.

"So sexy," Annabelle whispered beside her. "Touching ourselves as we watch..."

Beth hadn't realized, but her hand had snaked beneath the hem of her Wonder Woman dress and she was rubbing herself over her thong. She wanted to slide her hand inside and finger herself—just like Annabelle was clearly doing—but that was a step too far.

For a moment, both women glanced at the action on the bed before turning their heads towards each other again. Both tilted their heads back against the wall. Neither was masturbating with Emily and Eleanor in mind. Each was aroused by the other...

When Annabelle began to breathe faster it seemed she was close. Beth fingered herself harder, seeking to catch up. She focused on the sexy look on Annabelle's aroused face. That was so hot! Those parted pink lips looked so sexy and so did the woman's heaving breasts.

As for that hand working so sexily between the blonde's thighs...

For a brief moment, Beth wondered how it would feel if they masturbated one another. The thought brought on an instant orgasm. One hand covered her mouth as the full force hit her, her teeth biting down to stifle her cries. When she saw that Annabelle's jerking body had reached its nirvana too, a second shorter climax immediately overwhelmed her.

Pushing back into the wall, she let it burn itself out. Her calves were sore, her body was burning and her active mind throbbed. Yet closing her eyes only made her feel hotter...

"Looks like Eleanor came too," a voice whispered.

She hadn't heard Annabelle close the distance between them. The blonde took her hand—that hand—and raised it to her mouth. When she held Beth's eyes as she licked the juices from her fingers, the brunette nearly came again.

Annabelle's tongue flicked sensually across her pinks lips with each taste, deliberately providing a visual show of sensual enjoyment. Then she provocatively raised her own hand to Beth's lips. The meaning was clear...

The brunette hesitated. She couldn't, could she?

Annabelle's free hand went to Beth's hair, ending her indecision. Gripping the silken brown locks tightly, she pulled her captive's head forward, watching every expression in the brunette's soulful brown eyes. This wasn't an option, she was saying.

She playfully ran her fingers over Beth's red lips, caressing them the full length of the hypnotised woman's mouth before gently pushing one inside.

The hand in Beth's hair allowed her to convince herself she was being coerced but deep down her overheated sex told her she actually wanted this. She whimpered. When Annabelle slid a second finger inside, she gave in to her instinct. Her tongue instinctively curled around the digits and tasted the earthy richness of another woman for the very first time.

***

The journey home in the taxi was unusually quiet. Both men were concerned about their wives subdued demeanour, but the women passed it off as having had too much champagne. A headache was always a believable excuse when all else failed. At first Emily hadn't been able to meet Beth's eyes, making the brunette wonder if she knew she'd been watching her.

But when, after a while, she'd chatted normally, that fear was put to rest.

Everything felt like a strange blur to Beth. It was difficult to believe she'd watched Emily servicing that woman. The shy, timid, reserved, petite woman she thought she knew so well. Em had met Eleanor a few days ago and yet they'd been into one another like two heated animals on that bed. She'd never be able to look at her friend in the same way again.

Annabelle had had a part to play in all of that, of course. She'd introduced the two women, after all. What had she said—that Eleanor was one of us? Did that mean...

Had she put the two of them together knowing this was going to happen? It could have been innocent, but if so how could she have been aware they were upstairs in one of the guest suites. They couldn't have used that room without Annabelle's blessing. And knowledge.

Staring into the blackness outside the taxi, her mind raced and her body was becoming overheated again. Had she and her host really masturbated together? The excitement of their encounter still burned inside her. They'd both cum watching one another and then tasted one another's juices. It was the hottest sexual experience of her life.

Oh God, her body was burning again...

She snuggled back into Luke, pulling his comforting arm around her shoulder as she shifted on the uncomfortable seat. Opposite them, Emily was sitting apart from Harry, staring vacantly out of the window. Beth wondered what she was thinking...

Her petite friend had wandered off for their coats when it was time to leave, in a world of her own. She'd watched her go, but then Annabelle had taken the opportunity to grab her hand—the hand the sexy blonde had licked Beth's cum from not more than an hour earlier—and pulled outside for a moment in a pretext of checking for their taxi.

It was there, waiting, but Annabelle had ignored it. In the dimly lit porch way beside the front door, she'd kissed her friend goodnight. At first, it was a brush across both cheeks. But then, as their faces had nuzzled, her host's mouth had suddenly closed on hers. Annabelle's flicking tongue had felt so soft as it had gently and unhurriedly traced the contours of her mouth.

It had moved in a way that offered far more intimacy than a full blown kiss and Beth had found her lips parting of their own volition, allowing probing tongue to find its way inside.

Even now, in the back of the taxi, her heart pumped in her chest at the recollection. She could hardly breathe. She snuggled more closely into Luke, but when she closed her eyes, she could still see the look on Annabelle's face and the words she'd whispered. "If my tongue feels like this in your mouth, just think what it would be like between your legs."


Lighting a Flame Ch. 02

This is the second part of a two part story

Abandoning herself to a Tameka special

Was that the time? Five in the morning? Beth shook her head to herself as she tiptoed down the soft stair carpet towards the kitchen. Luke was working so many long hours on the Smithson case that she didn't want to wake him. He could use all the extra sleep he could get and besides, the alarm would rouse him inside half an hour. She'd have his breakfast ready.

That darn case was taking over their lives, but then defending a man who'd embezzled so much from his employers wasn't small beer. From the confidential details Luke had mentioned to her, it would take a superhuman effort keep him out of jail. She'd lost count of the times he'd tossed and turned during the night, as his sleeping but still alert mind had tried to figure out one angle or another.

But then, albeit for different reasons, she knew all about sleepless nights...

Last night had been no different. After their lovemaking, she'd lain awake, recalling her encounter with Annabelle. When she licked her lips, as she did frequently, she could still taste the woman's juices. The recollection never failed to light the fire between her thighs...

And now she was anticipating her afternoon session with Tameka. The Health Club had called her out of the blue to confirm her massage appointment and the feeling remained that she should have refused. After all, she hadn't heard from either Annabelle or Emily in the two weeks since the fancy dress party.

The lunchtime drink with her work colleagues to celebrate Greavsie's birthday would give her some alcoholic sustenance before the Health Club visit. But the more she'd lain awake and thought about it, the more she'd wondered if there was some sort of sub text to the massage.

She poured a bowl of granola cereal and added some strawberries and blueberries. The coffee was starting to bubble away nicely. She'd have a cup and then maybe take Luke his breakfast on a tray. She giggled. It would make a difference to her normal routine. Waking him with a blowjob was becoming a bit too much of a habit...

Even by her normal standards, she was like a bitch on heat. Her encounter with Annabelle stayed firmly in her mind, as did the sight of Emily and that Eleanor woman. If she wasn't fucking Luke to get the images out of her mind, she was masturbating to them.

And inventing a few new fantasies of her own...

She'd worked it all out during her sleep-interrupted nights. First, Annabelle had planted the thoughts. Then there were the fancy dress costumes. Next was the provocative physical evidence of Emily's conversion to lesbian activity, followed by the inflammatory sight of Annabelle masturbating next to her and the way she'd instantly responded.

Everything was designed to play tricks with her mind.

It was succeeding...

Was that what all this was about? The two week period of complete silence only added to the mind games, and that had been followed by an unexpected Health Club invitation. She knew what Annabelle was up to. But if so... why had she agreed to the massage? She hadn't just acceded to it, her body was burning in anticipation. She had no idea what to expect...

"Hey, what's up?"

Luke was standing in the doorway. With his fair hair tousled like that and dressed in just his black boxers, he looked sexy. The familiar tingling between her thighs was comforting. How could she be lesbian if the thought of his body turned her on like this?

He padded across the room and wrapped her in his strong arms. "Couldn't sleep?" he asked, pecking her soft lips. "I thought you had a relaxing day planned? It's not often you have the chance to pamper yourself. What time's your massage?"

"Sometime this afternoon," she vaguely answered, snuggling into his chest. She loved that manly smell of his.

"Why couldn't you sleep?"

"Don't know," she lied, with a nonchalant shrug of her shoulders. "But once I was awake I thought I'd make you some breakfast."

"Bacon and eggs?"

"Almost right," she laughed, loving the sensation of his cock against her through the thin negligee. She playfully pressed herself against him, feeling him begin to grow.

"Don't let me stop you," he chuckled, turning away and picking up her cereal bowl "My favourite."

"Have it," she smiled, pulling the fridge door open as he climbed onto the kitchen stool. She handed him the milk carton and glanced at his lap. The head of his hardening cock was pushing through the gap in his boxers.

Luke's eyes followed hers. "Ooops..." he laughed, reaching down to cover himself.

Beth's hand on his stopped the movement. "That's mine," she said, soft and huskily. Putting one foot on the bar halfway up the stool, she crooked an arm around his neck and swung a leg across his lap. Settling back on his knees, she pulled his cock free of its constraints.

"Oh fuck..."

"You know, that's just what I had in mind," she giggled, slowly jerking him in her palm. "What about you?"

He groaned. "I'm buying into the idea."

Their lips met as she stroked him. She loved the feel of his hard flesh in her hand, though not quite so much as inside her mouth. Right now however, she had a different home in mind. Pulling away from his mouth, she half stood on the bars either side of the kitchen stool and lowered herself onto his hardness. With a deft twist of her hand, she flicked each negligee strap from her shoulders and dragged his head to her hard nipples.

"That's nice, baby," she whimpered as his mouth sucked on each in turn. Her fingers ran through the back of his hair. "Keep doing that..."

"Like this?" he growled, taking a nipple between his teeth and biting gently.

"Oh, baby... just like that..."

She squeezed her internal muscles around him, making him groan. Pulling his mouth from her hard buds, he cupped her full breasts and kissed her again.

"Are you seeing Annabelle today?"

The question took her by surprise and she pulled back to guardedly look into his eyes. There was nothing unusual there. "Annabelle? No. Why?"

"I thought the massage was at her Health club?"

Her breathing eased. "It is."

"Won't she be there?"

Beth shook her head and spread her fingers across the hands cupping her breasts. She smiled into his eyes. "Don't think so. Was it my tits that made you think about her?"

Luke laughed. "Well, to be fair, she does have—"

She tightened her sex around his hardness again. "Bastard..."

He laughed again, bending his head to flick his tongue around her nipples. "All I mean," he teased, licking his way up to her neck. "Is that she was almost as sexy a Catwoman as you were a Wonder Woman."

"Almost?" she queried as she began to ride him. The pang of jealousy as well as arousal was unexpected.

"Almost," he repeated, growling as she rotated her hips. "But not quite..."

"Hmmm," she murmured, feeling the sudden burst of adrenaline in her body at the way the conversation had turned. "Truthfully now, let's assume I'm her. How does this make you feel? Being fucked by a superheroine? What if this was Annabelle Catwoman riding you?"

The shocked look on his face was priceless. "Beth!"

"Don't tell me you haven't imagined it," she said, feeling him grow another couple of inches from the suggestion. "That's what men do, isn't it?"

Luke shrugged, reaching for her hips.

She slapped his hands away and reached for the back of his hair, pulling hard. "You bastard. You have, haven't you?!?"

His eyes smiled tenderly into hers, despite the pain from the fingernails digging into his flesh. "Not once, baby. You're the only woman for me."

Her grip eased and she slid her lips to his. "Good answer. Want a treat?"

"I think you're giving me one..."

"Not quite like the one you're going to get," she growled, feeling the surge of wickedness running through her. "Imagine this is Catwoman riding you, fucking you. Feel good?"

"Beth..." he grunted, his eyes widening in shock. But his throbbing cock confirmed her words were having an effect.

It was perfect. How could any thoughts of being with another woman confuse her mind if she was fucking her husband? And if she was role playing in her mind that Annabelle was, too?

She pushed back the strand of hair that fell across her eyes and smiled sexily down at him. How far could she take this, she wondered? Would he play along? Rising up so that his cock lost contact with her, she swung off his lap and lowered herself to the floor. Twisting away from him and leaning on the top of the kitchen counter, she glanced back over her shoulder.

Her dark eyes were suddenly serious as she shimmied the negligee to the floor. "Come on, Luke! Come and fuck Catwoman..."

He hesitated for a second, and then lunged forward. His ferocity surprised and delighted her. Why not, she asked herself? They often role-played to movie scenes. Why not this one? She rose up on her tiptoes as he entered her. She was so wet from the fantasy that he had no trouble sliding home. Within a few seconds, her body was shuddering with each hard slap of his skin on hers. One hand held her around the waist, while the other gripped her dark hair.

"Yes, Luke," she grunted, loving the roughness as he jerked her head backwards.. "Fuck me, honey. Harder."

Driven on by her words, he began to take her faster and faster. It was just what she needed. Whether it was the pretence she'd created, the pace of their fucking or just an early morning need, neither of them was going to last long. He pulled more violently on her hair and pumped faster, each thrust driving harder against her g-spot.

She loved this position and his roughness. So would Catwoman...

"Fuck yes," she whined, teetering on the edge.

Her eyes and she allowed her imagination to run riot. She was thinking things she shouldn't. His hand had found her hard nipples and twisted them just the way she liked. Bending almost flat over the counter, she cried out as her climax threatened to overwhelm her.

"Ngh... yes, oh yes..."

Was it the thought of Luke fucking Catwoman that made her feel like this? Or was it the thought of Annabelle seducing and fucking them both? She imagined the three of them together and shook her head to erase the thoughts of what they might do. Even before he fired his creamy seed inside her, the images saw her detonate like a nuclear bomb...

***

"So, Beth," Tommy Greaves said, plonking a second gin and tonic in front of her. He planted his bulky body on the heavy chair beside her. "We haven't had the chance to chat yet. How come you're looking so sexy?"

"Sexy?" The thought hadn't occurred to her.

"Yeah, sexy," he told her, planting a thick hand on her knee. "Did you dress up this way just for my birthday?"

She took his hand and disdainfully dropped it back in his lap.

After her sex with Luke, she'd gone for one of her long jogs and then returned home to a comforting bubble bath. She'd dressed as simply as possible with the forthcoming massage in mind. The dress was more of a pragmatic choice than any desire to look sexy. Wasn't it?

The overweight man turned to the others with a huge grin. "Not often young Beth looks as sexy as this, is it guys. Think she's out to impress the birthday boy?"

"My aim in life is to impress you," she laughed, sipping at her drink. "I mean, to look as fit as you do at your age, well, it's a minor miracle. How old is it now. Fifty? Fifty five?"

"Forty, as well you know," he said, his eyes twinkling at the banter between them. That was the thing with Beth, she could take it as well as dish it out.

"Is that all? Your mother will be proud of you. So young, Greavsie, and yet you've already attained all your life goals..."

"Not quite," he replied. "You know what I wanted to be when I was a kid?"

"Slim," Buster Hummer quipped from the seat opposite. "What happened?"

The group fell into raucous laughter. "Very funny," the overweight reporter smiled wryly. "What happened, indeed! I've just hit my forties and am spending my lunchtime with morons in a dump like this."

"Dump?" Beth laughed, picking up the hand he'd returned to her knee and carefully placing it on the table top. "You know you adore this place."

It wasn't just Greavsie, of course—they all loved the olde worlde look of the pub. There weren't too many inns in the locality like this one. Most had been re-furbished, whereas the barrels and farm implements dotted around the Black Ox, and seating created from old milk churns and beer barrels, was sufficiently quirky to attract a loyal following.

"He should do," Tony Forest added, nodding to the other guys dotted around their table. "He spends enough time here."

"Pot and kettle," Greaves responded, raising his pint of Timothy Taylor's into the air and swallowing half without pausing for breath. "Delicious," he announced, burping loudly and then wiping his mouth on the sleeve of his creased shirt.

"No need to be on your best behaviour just because I'm here, Greavsie," Beth dryly told him, rolling her eyebrows at the thin woman collecting the empty glasses that littered their table.

"Always the same," Elsie's Cockney accent rang out. As always, she wore too much lipstick. Although she had the body of a boy, there was something about her that attracted the guys. "Some men just ooze charm," she snorted. "That's why we restrict them to this corner of the lounge. We don't want to scare off the other patrons."

"Yeah, well," Greavsie grinned. "Beth here adds a touch of class to the group. Going to have another, honey-bun?"

"Honey-bun?" she laughed, glancing at her watch. Nearly time to go. Was that why a shiver passed through her? "Is that why women always flock around you... your repartee?"

The heavy man reached down and cupped his crotch. "Among other things..."

A groan went up, followed by more laughter.

"Pull-ease," she chimed, pulling a mock pained face. "I have to eat later..."

It had taken her a while to feel comfortable with the all male team at the paper, especially as she'd been the youngest by far. But they'd pretty quickly accepted her as one of their own and she'd enjoyed being the only woman there. Barry Evans, the editor, allowed the men to take advantage of her from time to time, but she didn't mind that. Underneath all the male banter they were good guys, and had all helped her while she was learning her trade...

"Did you get me a double, Greavsie?" she suddenly asked, sipping of her G&T and then quizzically raising her glass. She stared suspiciously at the contents. Come to think of it, the first drink had been strong, too.

He gave his trademark mischievous grin. "You said you were only having a couple so I thought I'd make the second worthwhile."

"Trying to get me drunk?"

"Now that would be a sight to see," Buster Hummer quipped, suddenly interested in the conversation. "Our Beth, drunk..."

"Yeah," Greavsie laughed, nudging her with his elbow. "What sort of drunk are you, Beth? Happy? Aggressive?"

She smiled at him as she swallowed the last of her drink. "The last thing you guys will ever see is me drunk," she said, grabbing her lightweight jacket and pushing up to her feet. "That's a real shame, because when I have too much to drink I get very horny."

The group suddenly paused in conversation, glancing at her. Beth sexily smoothed the dress in place, enjoying the sudden attention. Men could be such boys! Patting the birthday boy on his head, she put an extra wiggle in her walk as she sauntered towards the door. Halfway there, she glanced back over her shoulder.

"Enjoy the rest of your afternoon, guys..."

***

The treatment room was warm, cosy and much plusher than Beth had expected—the entire Health Club was. Whatever membership cost, the brunette knew it was well out of her own league. Not that money would be a problem for Annabelle...

She glanced at the Japanese girl. Even with her dark, ponytailed hair pulled back so severely, she was an attractive young woman. The first three buttons on the front of her white uniform were casually undone, allowing Beth the intoxicating glimpse of her olive skinned breasts each time she leaned forward. If she didn't know better, she'd think the Oriental girl was braless. Fortunately, she'd been too busy registering details to notice Beth's interest.

"Welcome Miss Beth," the young masseuse had said, crossing her hands and bowing when Beth had arrived. The girl's deference was quite appealing. At first, Beth had felt self conscious lying there naked except for the white towel over her buttocks. But as she gradually felt more at home, she chastised herself and decided to simply enjoy what was in store.

"What you like, specifically?" the girl eventually asked, once all the formalities were completed. The exhilarating scent of sandalwood soon filled the air as she lit each of the candles circling the padded leather table.

Beth took a few moments to consider the question. Truth was, the gin and tonic's was gradually diffusing the tension and she was beginning to look forward to the masseuse's hands on her body. If Tameka was half as good as Annabelle and Emily had suggested she was in for a treat. She looked so innocent, too. There couldn't be anything untoward here...

"I'll leave that to you, Tameka," she ended up saying, chickening out. Propping her head up on an elbow, she took care not to expose her breasts. "Whatever you think..."

The Japanese girl smiled knowingly. "You want Tameka special?"

Darn, that was right. That's what both Em and Annabelle had referred to. She'd forgotten. She shuffled slightly on the padded leather surface and nodded at the girl. "If you like..."

Tameka smiled as she collected two bottles of oil from the shelves in front of Beth and the brunette had to fight back the urge to look at the young masseuse's breasts again. That gap left nothing to the imagination when the young masseuse leant forward.

She noted that each of the girl's movements was graceful, even removing the cork from the square glass bottle. Did that bode well for the massage? Tameka held the bottle high, flamboyantly allowing lashings of oil to pour down onto the back of Beth's legs. Within seconds, the tiny hands had gone to work. The Japanese's silky smooth touch surprised her.

"That feels good..."

"You very tense, Miss Beth," the young masseuse responded, digging her experienced fingers into the back of the brunette's calves. "Relax. Let Tameka make you feel better."

Beth nodded, resting her head on her hands and closing her eyes. It allowed her to better savour the stimulating touch. The practiced way the girl took her time in working each leg was heavenly. Every single inch received her full attention.

"Miss Beth like?" she asked after a while.

"Mmm... yes... that's good, Tameka. I can see why it's described as special."

The tiny Japanese girl gave a delicious giggle. "Not special yet, Miss Beth. We just start..."

The brunette's shoulders were the next to receive attention, eventually followed by her spine and sides. Tameka's therapeutic touch applied just the right amount of pressure at each juncture, constantly lathering more oil across her tanned flesh until her skin was glistening with the aromatic lubrication. The digging fingers initially provided some discomfort but quickly turning the ache into a vibrant feeling of wellbeing. Beth felt like purring....

"Is good?"

"Very..." If this continued much longer she'd fall into a delicious sleep. It didn't. The hands on her buttocks brought her instantly back to life.

Casually dropping the white towel to the floor, Tameka's experienced fingers covered Beth's perfect ass with oil, sweeping in circles across her wonderfully round globes. A glowing heat centred on her sex. The girl's palms were firmly holding her toned flesh while her thumbs went to work and Beth couldn't help spreading her thighs wider as she shifted on the table.



"Relax, Miss Beth," the Japanese girl softly whispered, leaning so close Beth could feel her hot breath on her cheek. "Let Tameka make you feel good."

That was the problem. She already was. It felt that the massage turned sexual. With each touch the sensations grew more powerful. Did this girl know the effect she was creating? When her oily hands eased Beth's legs further apart and the woman embarrassingly realised she'd have a full view of her glistening sex from her position at the foot of the table.

The fingers danced closer to where they shouldn't and Beth realised her hips were involuntarily rising from the table with each caress, wanting and needing the wonderfully slithering touch that was so close. What would those probing fingers feel like inside her?

Just when her willpower was on its last legs, Tameka pulled away. "Turn over, please."

Disappointment was replaced with anticipation. It was one thing allowing full access to her back...

Her arms nervously flopped beside her sides as she nervously swung around and adjusted her position before lying on her back. She was only too well aware that her hard nipples and glistening labial lips would betray the state of excitement enveloping her.

It was a relief when the young masseuse stayed well clear of her erogenous as she returned to her work. Beth wondered if the problem was in her mind. She watched Tameka through half closed eyes, observing each graceful movement as the young Japanese girl returned her body to a relaxed state. The problem was her mind was still alert.

Her gaze was drawn like a rabbit caught in headlights to the gaping opening in the half-unbuttoned white uniform. Tameka's breasts spilled forward with each sweep of her hands. They were larger than Beth had imagined and from what she could tell if she strained her neck, they were capped with dark nipples. And those tantalising buds were hard, too...

Breathing deeply, she forced her narrowed eyes back to the girl's warm, oval face, only to find that Tameka was closely watching her as she worked. A lick of heat covered her body.

"You like?" she asked, though it was unclear whether the masseuse was referring to her body or the massage. It seemed to Beth that her voice had taken on an amused tone.

She nodded, unable to trust herself to speak.

Tameka held her gaze as she reached for the oil and this time poured the lubrication across the full breasts. She made a show of the action, holding the bottle high and twisting it in her fingers, so that the liquid pitter-pattered across the thrusting mounds, bouncing and then sliding wherever it landed. Beth watched transfixed as a globule hit her nipple and then erotically slide down the hard bud. It was impossible to disguise her gasp of arousal...

Tameka leant forward as her tiny hands followed the liquid, her tantalising breasts spilling forward against the uniform. Beth swallowed deeply, running her tongue across her dry lips as the drug-like rush of excitement fed through her. If she reached up, she could touch them.

She jammed her eyes closed in an attempt to remove temptation.

But the Japanese girl's hands sweeping across her breasts didn't help. They moved at just the right pace, not too fast or too slow. She held them the way a woman prefers, gently cupping the ripe, eager mounds and then reverently sliding her fingers to the tempting nipples. The moment had changed from therapeutic massage to sensual stimulation.

Beth loved the feel of Luke's hands on her breasts but his touch was nothing like this. She loved his mouth on her tits too... and Tameka had such perfect lips!

Oh, God, what was she thinking? She shook her head a couple of times, attempting to drive the thoughts and implications from her mind.

"Miss Beth okay?" Tameka asked. The wicked little smile on her face confirmed she was only too well aware of her client's internal struggles.

Beth bit her lip and nodded. Her overheated body was close to submission and when the young masseuse dripped more oil on her stomach and along her thighs, she began to shake.

Tameka's hands manipulated the liquid, her constant rhythmical caress continuing to build up the tempo. When her fingertips found their way into the dimples high up on the inside of Beth's thighs, the brunette wondered if the girl could sense her inner heat. Her caressing hands seemed to perfectly anticipate each of Beth's illicit thoughts.

They were a fingertip away from her smooth sex, running so delicately in gentle circles that the panting brunette felt like she could fly. Beth was lost. Her hips began to move upwards, pushing her body towards the touch she so desperately needed.

When Japanese girl's fingers suddenly left her, she felt like screaming. She wanted to grab those hands and force them back. Didn't Tameka understand what she needed?

Instead, the young girl was stroking her forehead, like a mother soothing a child. "You ready now, Miss Beth," she said, handing her a drink of water.

Beth greedily slurped at the drink. She hadn't realised just how dry her throat felt. "Ready?"

Tameka smiled as she nodded. "Ready for Tameka special..."

***

Beth's sexual world whirled in front of her hazy eyes. Even turning back onto her stomach had brought a low moan as her hard nipples pushed deliciously into the cool padded leather.

The Japanese girl's uniform lay on the floor beside her, and although she couldn't see the young woman, she'd felt the black leather squeak as Tameka had climbed onto the table and straddled her. The girl had taken her most of her weight on her knees and elbows, but there was no mistaking the feel of her pointed nipples pressing into Beth's heated skin.

She slithered her body from the top of the brunette's shoulders all the way down to the round curves of her buttocks. The result was inevitable.

Beth's orgasm burst on the third sweep of the small body against hers...

"Is good?" the young masseuse murmured in her ear on one upstroke, continuing the exquisitely slow torture despite Beth's climax.

The trembling brunette knew it wouldn't be her last. As the Japanese girl repeated the series of long, oily strokes across the full length of her body she could feel the masseuse's smooth sex begin to press harder as the masseuse ground downwards. She raised her buttocks in response, desperate for the firmer touch of those undulating hips.

One of Tameka's feet twisted around her ankle, dragging Beth's leg wider. When the other hooked around the brunette's left ankle and did the same, she was helplessly spread. The masseuse firmly dug her pussy downwards, humping down harder into that sexy oiled ass.

The brunette gasped as a second orgasm approached, settled and then exploded.

"Want more," the masseuse sexily breathed in her ear. "Miss Beth cum more for Tameka."

Her sex slithered more firmly against Beth as she spoke. Pushed herself upwards, she removed their connection above the waist but enhanced the contact of her sex on Beth's hard ass. She began to thrust down quickly as if she was simulating fucking her client. It was like a piston, each successive hard slap driving Beth's wet sex into the padded table and culminating in a piercing shriek as the brunette came a third time.

Still Tameka wasn't satisfied. Her bucking hips moved more slowly to help prolong Beth's orgasmic tremors but then she was on the move again. Her body twisted, her hands pulled and—somehow—Beth found herself lying on her back. The masseuse grinned knowingly as she pulled at her pony tail and shook her black hair free.

Reaching out to grab the half empty bottle beside them, she emptied the whole of the contents over Beth's lower stomach and glistening mound.

The two women watched the liquid swirl and settle before their eyes met again. The young masseuse smiled wickedly as she sat up on her haunches, dragging one of the brunette's legs up with her. Her long tongue flicked around Beth's big toe. "Tameka fuck you now..."

Beth almost spent again at the words.

When the Japanese girl settled clit on clit and began to grind, she felt a dizzying darkness begin to overwhelm her. This was too much. She sank flat on her back to ease the excruciating tingling inhabiting her body, and the Japanese girl took advantage to angle herself into a better position. Within mere seconds she had the brunette on the verge again...

When Tameka began to suck on her toe and move her hips a little faster, images of Emily and Eleanor swirled across Beth's mind. Then it was Annabelle, dressed in that sexy Catwoman outfit and the two of them masturbating together. Her thoughts jumped to Luke. She should be feeling guilty but the raw, surging power of her arousal eclipsed any other feeling.

She realised that whether the massage was an act of seduction or not, she was a whimpering, willing accomplice. That thought set off another orgasm. Where were they coming from...?

One of Tameka's hands curled under her ass, pulling her tighter. The young masseuse rose up to her knees, pushing her sexually-charged folds harder against Beth's. She fellated her toe like a cock while she fucked harder. Beth's head began to thrash but Tameka didn't let up. She was intent on squeezing ever last drop of arousal from her willing victim.

Her fingers reached for the brunette's clit, expertly thumbing and strumming the slippery nub. When she began to grind down even harder, the table began to bounce and Beth's head swung off the side. If the girl let go of her she'd be hanging upside down. The thought enhanced her burning arousal. All that mattered was the wonderful way the young masseuse was pounding her juice covered sex, milking every last drop of her sweet essence.

The dizziness overtook her...

Sometime later, when her eyes slowly forced themselves open, Tameka was back in her uniform again. The young girl handed her a glass of water and ran her hand over Beth's perspiring forehead, untangling some brown hair from her sweaty skin.

"Miss Annabelle say no use mouth," she explained, planting the softest of kisses on Beth's lips. "But you come back and again. Tameka want teach Miss Beth many things..."

***

The pressure builds

The late evening flight to Spain had passed quickly. Any interested observer would have assumed the three couples were on their way to enjoying a short break in the sun. While it was an accurate assessment, the underlying sexual tension wasn't quite so obvious.

On the face of it, Luke's explanation that Roger was treating them all to a relaxing weekend in the sun understandable. It would allow the three men to put the finishing touches to their approach to the Smithson case in a relaxing environment. That would also help recharge their batteries, while rewarding their wives patience throughout their recent heavy workloads.

Yet Beth couldn't help but wonder if there was more to it.

Or maybe it was that after her recent surprising lack of contact with Annabelle and Em, the thought of spending a full weekend in such close proximity made her feel nervous? Staying together in a large, luxurious property at a five start resort wouldn't provide much privacy. The anticipation was stirring feelings inside her that shouldn't be there.

Any apprehension she'd held at the thought of seeing the two women again had already been swept away. When the three couples had met at the airport, Annabelle and Emily had made a beeline for her and the excited chatter had continued throughout the flight. In the rare moments when she'd had time to think, Beth wondered if her concerns were all in her head. Everything was so natural between the three of them...

"You okay?" Annabelle asked, tapping her hand as the announced of their imminent landing crackled over the tannoy. "You were lost in thought."

"Yes, I'm good," Beth instantly said, trying hard not to give any of her thoughts away as she met the blonde's eyes. Why couldn't she get rid of that knot in her stomach?

"You were admiring my blouse?"

The knot tightened. Had she really been looking at Annabelle's tits? Knowing that the blonde woman had always been able to read her mind made her uneasy. "Yes... well.. actually..." Oh, God, get a grip on yourself, girl. Stop stammering like a confused schoolgirl. "I was thinking how good both you and Em looked. I feel positively dowdy by comparison.

It was partly true, both Annabelle and Emily looked even hotter than usual today. Or was that just the way she was feeling? Dressed casually in blue jeans, yellow blouse and a thin leather jacket, the blonde could easily be mistaken for a model. And Em had completely transformed herself. Those low rise jeans looked sensational on her slim body and she wasn't wearing anything under the white tee shirt. She'd never seen her copper haired friend bra-less.

"Nonsense," Annabelle huskily murmured. The hand she'd placed on top of Beth's squeezed affectionately and her gaze provocatively ran along the cleavage peeking over the brunette's v-neck top. "You look sexy, too. I can't wait to see your body in a bikini."

Beth's blush started at the base of her neck and quickly covered her face. The image of Annabelle in a bikini flitted across her mind but she still managed a non committal reply. "Some sunbathing will be nice."

The blonde turned around in the seat so that she could look directly into her face. "Or maybe we can go nude?" she said, pushing a lock of hair back behind one of Beth's ears. "I believe the villa offers complete privacy. Up for it?"

Beth hesitated. She was usually up for anything but...

"Do I still make you nervous?" Annabelle suddenly asked. Her dark blue-hazel eyes flashed sexily at Beth as she fluffed up her silky hair.

"Nervous?"

"You have done ever since I told you about my predilection for women."

Beth's gaze shot past Annabelle to Emily. She was chatting with an older man across the aisle. And as their three husbands were engrossed in conversation across the aisle, there was no chance of them being overheard. "That knocked me off balance, I have to admit..."

"And did the fancy dress party knock you off balance, too?"

Beth wasn't sure if the heat between her thighs was arousal or anger. She decided it was probably both. "Don't play games with me, Annabelle," she said. Her voice was steadier than she felt.

"I'm not," the blonde said, taking the brunette's hand and smiling into her eyes. "Look, Beth, I just think you and I should have a chat to clear the air. This break will give us both plenty of opportunity to get things off our chests. Then we can get back to being good friends again. What do you think?"

Beth nodded slowly. It was about time. "I think that's a really good idea."

***

The three couples had enjoyed a late dinner in one of the complex's exclusive restaurant and then consumed even more liquor when they'd returned to the house. The huge amount of space available in the villa had ended any worries that they'd be in each other's pockets and the wonderful outside pool and Jacuzzi area was an added bonus.

Beth had felt much more relaxed as a result of her brief conversation with Annabelle on the plane and she hadn't laughed so much for ages over dinner. It had been the early hours of the morning before the couples had retired to bed, not a good idea in view of the plan for the men to meet early in the study to discuss the Smithson case. Roger had promised Luke and Harry a day on the golf course on Sunday if they could finalise all details today.

Even so, Beth had made sure Luke took care of her needs in bed. A girl had to relieve some of that sexual tension somehow. The sex had been tender and loving at first, and then descended into the frenetic fucking they so loved. It was just what she'd needed.

She'd slept until after ten, long after Luke had left for his meeting with Roger and Harry.

After a shower, she felt as good as she had in a long time. Even her apprehension about appearing in the skimpy red bikini had disappeared. It left little to the imagination and knowing that both Annabelle and Emily were 'into' the fairer sex, there was something teasingly exciting about displaying her body. She felt deliciously wicked...

Having adjusted the bikini top and checked her hair, it was a disappointment to see the poolside area empty. The items beside two of the loungers confirmed that both Em and Annabelle couldn't be far away, as did the large jug of Pimms standing on the round white table. Drinking this early? She glanced around and smiled—why not?

Filling one of the tall glasses, she took a long sip and idly wondered why she'd never tried the refreshing cocktail before. Or was it something to do with the hot sun that was close to its peak? Dropping the shades to protect her eyes from the glare, she carried the glass to a lounger and placed it on one side and her bag the other.

This is the life, she thought with a chuckle as she pulled her suntan cream from her multi-coloured bag. I could get used to this. She took another drink before unscrewing the top.

"Want some help?"

Her body jerked at the voice. She hadn't heard Annabelle come outside. "Hi," she smiled. "How's it going?"

"Great," the blonde smiled. She casually sauntered across to the brunette and dropped her oversized blue towel on the lounger beside her.

Beth's eyes covered the woman's silhouetted body as the blonde turned and poured herself a glass of Pimms. If she'd intended to make an impact in her red bikini, Annabelle had stolen her thunder. The gold top barely contained her large breasts and in profile, the pointed nipples that sat hard and high on their peaks stood out like organ stops.

When she bent to place her glass on the tiled floor beside the lounger, Beth's eyes widened. The triangular piece of black material that covered only a tiny area of the taut buttocks pulled tight across the crevice of her ass. She chuckled to herself. Had she nearly sent out a wolf whistle? A woman really needed to be toned to get away with something so skimpy.

Annabelle was...

"So," the woman murmured, her full breasts spilling forward as she leant to take the suntan cream from the surprised brunette. Perching on the back edge of her friend's lounger, she poured a layer into her palms and began to sweep it across Beth's tanned shoulders. "You had a good night?"

"A great night," Beth eventually replied, feeling a sudden intake of breath at the touch. It felt divine. Tameka had been the last woman to rub oil into her flesh. "I haven't laughed as hard as that for a long time."

"I didn't mean when we were at dinner," Annabelle responded, applying more cream to Beth's back. "Ooops, sorry."

"What?"

"I got some on your bikini. Wait a second."

Before she knew what was happening, Beth felt the deft hands unfasten the tie holding her red top in place. A shiver ran through her as Annabelle casually dragged it from her body and tossed it onto the front of the lounger. The sun and soft breeze on her naked breasts felt incredible.

"I meant afterwards."

For a few moments, Beth wondered what she meant, but was content to enjoy Annabelle's smooth touch as she rubbed the lotion into her back. Going topless—being stripped topless—felt wonderfully liberating. She was just helping her with the sun tan lotion, right? Then why was her whole body tingling?

"Afterwards?" she eventually murmured.

"Sure," Annabelle replied, her hot breath caressing the back of Beth's neck. "Here, put your arms on top of your head." She pulled them upwards into place. "Let me get all this skin covered. That sun can burn you before you even know..."

She poured more cream into her palms and covered the undersides of Beth's arms and her armpits. The brunette moaned in appreciation. Holding her hands on top of her head felt so submissive. As if she was allowing the blonde free access to her body. The touch felt more like a massage and although it was different to the one Tameka had given her she could still feel the delicious warmth growing between her thighs.



"Roger and I have the bedroom next door to yours." Beth could feel her lips practically touching her skin as she spoke. "Couldn't sleep?"

A pinprick of heat ran across Beth's body. She'd overheard their lovemaking?

"I haven't heard anything as sexy for a long time. Roger had taken a sleeping pill and trying to wake him would be like rousing the dead. I had to get out my trusty vibe."

The pinprick turned into a fever. "You—"

"Absolutely."

For a while, neither of them spoke. The ramifications of Annabelle's words slowly sank home. From behind her, the blonde's hands were smoothing the cream in tender circles across her stomach. For a crazy second Beth realised that if she raised them a few inches she'd be cupping her breasts. Was that where this was heading? "You have no idea how hot you sounded, Beth. Those sexy growls of yours were such a turn on."

The brunette's heart trembled. She was so moist it would show if she stood and her nipples were so hard they ached. Annabelle's hands were brushing the undersides of her tits now and she actually wanted to drag them upwards. The provocative words and caressing hands were having their desired effect.

"I'm so embarrassed..." she eventually croaked.

"Why? I was the one who was using my vibrator. Don't you like that thought?"

Annabelle's hands obeyed Beth's thoughts as she whispered the words. She rotated the heavy breasts in her palms, her thumbs flicking each nipple. The brunette could feel the touch all the way down to her sex.

"I think I even managed to time it so that we came together," the sexy blonde murmured, turning the screw by running her tongue along the back of her friend's neck.

Beth grunted, knowing there was no turning back—and not wanting there to be any. But just as she began to turn her face to meet the pink lips, a male voice broke the spell. It came from the door of the villa behind them.

"Drink anyone? We're taking a break for half an hour."

Annabelle smoothly pulled her hands away from the brunette and casually turned to face her husband. He was stepping out onto the patio area, followed by Luke and Harry.

"More Pimms," she shouted across as she languidly eased herself up from Beth's lounger. She wistfully smiled down at the brunette. "Why do men have such a ridiculous sense of timing?"

***

Beth sank back in the large tub, soaking her long brown hair in the process. She smoothed it back over her head and closed her eyes to better savour the luxurious warmth of the water.

It was an hour before they all met for dinner but she needed this brief sanctuary after her earlier encounter with Annabelle. The men had stayed a while and then Emily had joined them. After a light lunch, the three women had spent the afternoon talking and sunbathing,

But her mind had been a mess. It still was...

She sank her head beneath the water again, sending bubbles to the surface. It didn't provide much respite. The same thoughts that had reverberated around her head all afternoon were still there... She and Annabelle had masturbated together while watching Em with that woman. She'd willingly submitted herself to a Tameka special. Then the blonde had told her she'd masturbated last night to the sound of Beth's lovemaking with Luke.

On top of that, there was the lingering sensation of Annabelle's touch today. Her body was overheating at the recollection...

Slipping her hand underneath the water, she homed in on her clit. Just delicately touching the slippery bud made her body shudder with arousal. She shifted position so that she could widen her legs, heaving her body backwards against the curve of the tub. Planting the soles of her feet firmly on the bottom of the bath, she lifted her hips a little. That felt even better.

"Hey!"

Beth jerked in the tub, splashing water over the lip as her face coloured.

"Feeling sexy?"

"Dammit, Luke," she stuttered, turning to give her a little bit of privacy. "Can't a girl get some time to herself?"

Her husband laughed, his eyes trained on her hand under the rippling water. "It looks like it's more than time you need, honey. But I have to head down to meet Roger and Harry—we have a few loose ends to tie up before dinner. Want me to take care of that before I go?"

"Luke...!" she warned.

He held up his hands in mock surrender. "Okay, okay. We'll take care of it after dinner."

She grinned back at him. Who could resist that dimple? Then her eyes went to the shopping bag dangling from the middle finger of his right hand. "What...?"

"Thought that would get your attention," he said, pushing his spare hand through his fair hair. "Annabelle dropped it in a few minutes ago. She told me not to look—said it was something for you to wear tonight."

"To wear?"

"Apparently she sent the hotel to do a little shopping late afternoon. It's lingerie for you to wear tonight. She said that as we're heading off early tomorrow for golf, the girls needed a treat, too." He laughed again. "Roger's stumping up for each of your purchases, she said, though I'm unsure if he knows that yet."

Beth's eyes lit up. "Lingerie? That's fantastic."

"I thought you'd say that," he told her, twirling the bag around his finger as he glanced at his watch. "You have an hour to be dressed and downstairs. I'll leave this on the bed."

"Okay, babe."

He turned to leave then glanced back. "You've just time to finish what you started..."

Beth laughed as she exaggeratedly held her nose and prepared to dip her head beneath the water again. She didn't often curse, unless she was in the throes of passion. This time she made an exception. "Fuck off, Luke."

***

Rather than using the white robe hanging on the back of the door, Beth had remained naked after her bath. Her damp towel lay on the floor beside her. There was something extraordinarily sexy about wandering around the large bedroom in the nude.

Maybe it was the way the heat still poured in through the open window, or the sight of the sun beaming across the mountains in the distance. Or perhaps it was something else...

She'd opened a one of the bottles of red standing in the centre of the round wooden table and was enjoying her second glass. Why not? The drink would be flowing freely when she joined the others before heading for the restaurant. She'd reasoned that some extra alcohol before then might help settle the tingling in her loins. It hadn't yet.

Closing her make-up case, she checked the face reflected back at her in the mirror. Was that really her? She'd decided on a heavier than usual blue eye shadow to match the dress, along with dark eye-liner and mascara. It was impossible to say why, but she'd made the sudden decision to create an appearance like a sexy vamp. She'd succeeded perfectly.

Gracefully easing herself to her feet, she picked up the half empty drink and swirled the wine around the glass as she sauntered to the open doors leading to the balcony. The soft breeze felt captivating on her tanned skin. What if Annabelle was taking the air on her balcony, she wondered, taking a hesitant step outside. The thought of the blonde woman involuntarily catching her naked was quite a turn on.

Her face dropped as she glanced over at the empty space. From the sound of the voices beneath her, it seemed the two women had already joined their husbands.

She'd better get a move on.

Turning back inside, she hummed The Stripper as she sensually swayed her hips from side to side in time to the tune in her head. She was so horny that maybe it would have made sense to have finished herself off in the bath as Luke had jokingly suggested?

Time to get dressed, she reminded herself, slurping down the rest of the wine in her glass. So far she'd resisted the temptation to check out the items in the shopping bag Annabelle had left for her. Now she couldn't wait to try on the contents.

The first item was a little black thong and she cocked her hips one way and then the other as she dragged it into position. The suspender belt she took from the bag quickly followed, and then the black stockings with the sexy seam. Putting one foot and then the other on the stool, she rolled the stockings along each shapely leg, finally clipping them into her suspender belt.

A lick of heat hit her as she admired the topless woman in the mirror. It was almost as if she were watching someone else—a hot and very, very sexy woman.

Extracting the sheer plunge bra from the bag, she hesitated for a second while she admired the way her full breasts hung so perfectly from her slender frame. Her dark brown nipples were very hard, confirming her excitement. Annabelle was hot, but she was a match for anyone. Nodding at her reflection, she fastened the garment behind her back before settling the cups over her full breasts and dragging the straps over her shoulders.

With a final, approving glance at the mirror, Beth picked up the empty shopping bag and turned towards the hanger with her black dress. She paused as she moved—the cream bag was heavier than it should have been. Something was at the bottom. Turning the bag upside down, she shook it out onto the bed and took an involuntary step backwards.

The last thing she'd expected was a black vibrator.

Not only was it was larger than anything she'd used, the dulled black plastic gave it the look of an old favourite. The pieces clinked into place. This was the vibe that Annabelle had used on herself when she has listened to Beth and Luke's lovemaking last night!

And now the blonde was actually making it available to her. So that she could...

***

The dark wooden shelves containing set after set of classical books dominated the walls of the restaurant's library area, and provided a perfect backdrop for the dark, heavy leather chairs and sofas that were scattered around the high ceilinged room.

It was the ideal location for their after dinner coffees and liqueurs, and having it all to themselves was a bonus—especially with the men being in such a boisterous mood. Several bottles of champagne had seen them lose their inhibitions some time ago, helped by the way their wives had deliberately flaunted plenty of stocking top throughout the evening.

Annabelle had started the teasing—of course—but Emily and then Beth hadn't needed much encouragement to join in. Even now, sitting back on the sofa with one arm thrown along the back, the blonde woman's short, dark dress rode up her thigh, revealing an impressive expanse of tanned skin above her black stockings.

"So," she smiled, raising a blonde eyebrow as she reached for her coffee. "You boys actually expect to be able to rise at the crack of dawn to play golf tomorrow?"

"Absolutely," Roger smiled, giving his wife a sideways grin. He held up his brandy glass in toast to the other men. "You should never underestimate the male species."

"Heaven forbid," Beth joined in and everyone laughed.

"I'll remind you when you struggle to get out of bed in the morning," Annabelle said. "I'd imagine we'll all be sunbathing by the time you men rise."

"I'm ready for my bed right now." Harry's words were slurred.

"My hero," Emily said, shaking her head at her worse for drink husband. She swivelled around on the black leather chair, the hem of her light dress sliding up her legs. The black suspenders attached to her stockings were revealed in all their glory. "Here I am dressed to kill and all Harry can think of is sleep."

"Sleep?" he objected, attempting to stem a loud yawn as he threw back another liqueur.

Emily just rolled her eyes and pulled the dress back into place. Her husband was impossible when he'd had this much to drink. He'd be snoring within a few short minutes of reaching their room.

"What about you?" Annabelle asked, reaching a stockinged leg across Beth and pushing her toes against Luke's thigh. "Are you feeling amorous tonight?"

Luke raised his glass and nodded happily. "Always," he slurred, slumping further back in his chair.

"Hopeless," Beth murmured with a smile. Like Harry, her husband's alcoholic intake tonight had way exceeded his usual limit—but she understood that the men needed to let their hair down after finalising their approach to the Smithson case today. Next week, in court, she knew full well that a different set of frustrations and late night meetings would take over again.

"We don't care," Annabelle laughed, resting her foot on the top of the brunette's crossed legs. "We don't need you men for anything. Isn't that right, Beth?"

The brunette's face turn bright red as Annabelle dug her toes into her skin. She understood what Annabelle was saying—how could she not with the woman's vibrator safely hidden in her bag. Despite herself, the thought warmed her thighs. Maybe that's why she'd drunk so much herself? It hid the nervous excitement running through her body.

"Exactly," she eventually agreed, trying to keep her eyes from Annabelle's exposed flesh as the blonde dragged her toes along her thigh before withdrawing her leg.

She failed...

***

They'd only just returned to their room and Luke had already passed out in the large armchair near the balcony window. In this condition, the only answer was to let him sleep it off. He'd wake up at some point during the night and that would be the time to get him comfortable.

Besides, she had other things on her mind.

Pouring a long glass of water, she placed it on the small table at her side of the bed and retrieved Annabelle's vibrator from its hiding place. She held it for a while, examining it in detail before cautiously turning the small knob on the base. It came to life instantly.

Checking that the gentle buzzing sound didn't disturb Luke, she gave a sigh of approval and turned it off before dropping it onto the bed.

Reaching for the shoulder straps of her black dress on her, she allowed the loose garment to float down around her heels. Turning to the long mirror, she dragged off her bra and studied her appearance in just the small thong, suspender belt, stockings and heels. A lick of heat flickered around her body. Even though she said it herself—she looked hot.

It had been her intention to undress and shower but instead, she turned back and flopped onto the bed. Lying on her back, she propped herself up on the pillows against the headboard. Picking up the vibrator again, she waited. It didn't take long.

The sound was faint to begin with, so low that Beth wasn't sure whether her mind was playing tricks. She listened intently while her mind tried to match the mainly female noises with her imagination of what was happening in the next room. Was Annabelle semi naked, like Beth? Had she left her stockings and suspenders on—and her heels?

Beth had no doubt that the woman was putting on a sensory show for her. That was the point in providing the vibrator, after all. Her trembling fingers switched it on.

Luke's head was on his chest and the low hum of his breathing suggested he'd remain that way for a long while yet. He wasn't going to be disturbed by the vibrating phallus.

The sounds increased in volume and Annabelle's low, rhythmic grunts seemed to fill Beth's head before sliding their soft sensuous way down her body to her moist sex. She tentatively raised the black sex toy to her mouth, loving the feel of the vibrations shimmering across her lips. For a while, she began to suck the head. She imagined it was Luke's cock, or maybe even Roger's? Her body shuddered. That really was a wicked thought...

What were they doing in the next room? Was Roger between her thighs, going down on her? Was he pleasuring his wife the way she'd taught Luke to do with her. A man could never get it quite right. Beth's heart was pounding as she visualised Annabelle's naked body.

She'd know just how to use her mouth and her fingers on the sexy woman, which spots to touch and the right amount of pressure to apply. She imagined what it would feel like to be between her thighs. How Annabelle's gripping fingers would feel in her hair. Listening to those sexy moans knowing you were responsible for enticing each groan of arousal?

Oh fuck. She realised she'd been circling the black monster around each nipple. She needed more. This vibe had been used by Annabelle. Now she was going to use it too...

Pushing herself back against the pillow, she spread her legs wider and dragged the skimpy thong to one side. In her hurry, the long heels of her shoes snagged into the bedclothes and the material ripped as she frantically kicked it away. She was so wet the vibrator found its way home immediately. The urgent excitement ran through her like a drug.

There'd been times in her life when a particularly stunning female had made her shiver. Kylie was one, in that 2005 calendar. Then there was the Catherine Deneuve/Susan Sarandon scene in The Hunger movie. And who could forget Jennifer Tilly and Gina Gershon in Bound?

This was different... a million times hotter...

As the vibrator did its work, she recalled each sexy experience of the last month. The hot sight of Annabelle in that Catwoman outfit... the blonde's mouth on hers, that flicking tongue easing her red lips open... Tameka's massage that gave her multiple orgasms... Annabelle's hands on her poolside yesterday... the two of them masturbating together and the noise the hot blonde woman made when she came...

It was a similar sound to the one she could hear right now through the thin wall.

Throwing her head back, the vibe seemed possessed as it determined to extract maximum pleasure. The world shrank away and the only thing that was real was the image of Annabelle behind her closed eyelids. The tension built further. Was the blonde close to a climax? She was. The hot flush of an orgasm was already building between her legs.

This was Annabelle's vibrator. She had fucked herself with it and had given it to Beth so that she could do the same. It gave a bizarre feeling of solidarity.

Beth's imagination was playing tricks as Annabelle and her own moans built further. It was her body laying between the blonde's thighs... her hair that the blonde was gripping... her face that Annabelle was bucking her hips into... her mouth that was making her groan.

Her body quivered as it pushed back into the bed. Close, so close...

Annabelle's scream of release was like pressing her own detonator. As the tide ripped through her body she screamed her orgasm out loud enough so that the woman in the next room would know she'd been with her every step of the way.

Maybe she already knew?

***

Beth finds her sexual soul

Luke's clothes from the night before remained scattered across the bedroom floor and Beth glanced at them one final time before leaving their room. Clearly he'd dressed in a hurry. He wasn't usually so messy and while she sympathised with his early morning start, she wasn't there to clean up after him. He could tidy them up on his return to the villa later that evening, assuming the men had somehow managed to rouse themselves in time for their day of golf.

She drowsily recalled him getting ready while she was still dozing, but wild horses wouldn't have been enough to awaken her from her much needed sleep.

A couple of hours and a shower later, she was ready to face the world. After last night, she was trembling in anticipation at way lay ahead. It was as if using Annabelle's vibrator had released something inside her. She was a free spirit, right?

Then why wear her white cotton blouse over her bikini top? With three buttons fastened, she had the stupid idea that it gave her some protection. But from what?

Making her way down the tiled stairs, only the soft sound of background music emanating from the kitchen area suggested the villa was inhabited. No men, she unaccountably found herself whispering to herself. Please let it not be the men...



"Morning sleepyhead," Annabelle greeted her as she peeked her head around the door.

Beth's sigh of relief was almost palpable. It immediately turned to exquisite apprehension. Could her heart really beat that fast and not do any permanent damage? Seated at the breakfast bar, the blonde was topless. Her tanned swells thrust out proudly, capped by delicious nipples that stood proud and erect. Another sigh followed the first but this one was different.

It was sexual. Was she really thinking such things? Delicious nipples?

"No men around..." Annabelle grinned by way of explanation, holding her hands out wide so that she was all breasts.

The shiver of arousal made its way through Beth's body lodged itself in her moist sex. Thoughts spilt through her head that shouldn't be there. They intensified when the blonde slipped from her seat and poured two glasses of orange juice. The tiny triangular strip of material that passed for a cream bikini thong left nothing to the imagination. There wasn't an ounce of fat on the round globes of her fantastic ass.

"They made it away for their golf?" she bashfully asked as Annabelle handed her the glass and swayed those tempting buttocks back to her seat. She could hear the croak in her voice, but maybe if they started to chat she could get her thoughts back on an even keel.

"Yes, I managed to wake Roger on time and send him on his way."

Beth nodded, taking a long drink of juice. That was better.

"You didn't hear him banging on your door?"

"He did?"

The blonde grinned. "He was banging on someone's door. Maybe it was Harry's? Anyway, they were late leaving, but after all their drink last night I'd say just getting out of bed was quite an achievement."

"Luke didn't make it to bed..."Beth laughed nervously. Why had she said that? Did she want to talk about what had happened?

"No?"

"He slept in the chair."

"So, you had that big bed all to yourself?"

Beth took a step back, feeling better for having the support of the cool counter surface behind her. Her legs felt weak, it felt. She felt like a moth being drawn to a flame. They were close to having a conversation that she wanted and yet was afraid to expose herself to.

"You used it?"

There it was, out in the open. There was no ambiguity now. Beth put down the glass and clutched the counter edges behind her. Bracing herself. The flood of emotion that swept over her was all sexual. Before answering, another thought occurred to her. "Where's Em?"

"She's gone to the resort reception to book some beauty treatment for this afternoon." Annabelle's eyes found hers and held them. "My treat. I thought it would give us some much needed time alone..."

Beth's grip tightened on the marble counter behind her. "Yes... I used it."

Annabelle purred. It was a throaty, sexy sound. She pushed herself up off the stool and offered her body to Beth's gaze as she finished her juice. "I heard you cum last night. But then that was the point, wasn't it? We heard one another. It was exciting, yes?"

From the way Beth's body was reacting, she realised the words were having the desired effect. She watched Annabelle as she sauntered towards her—the blonde reminded her of an animal approaching its prey. Was that what she was? "Yes," she confessed. "It was exciting."

"Ready for some more excitement?"

The question hung heavy in the air between them. Beth wasn't even sure it was a question—it sounded more like a statement of intent. Annabelle had reached her now, standing close enough to touch. Thank God for the counter supporting her body behind her.

"Well?" the blonde woman huskily asked, raising her hand. She stroked the back of her fingers across Beth's cheek, tracing little circles around the blush that was rapidly forming. Her body pinned the brunette's against the counter. "Want to kiss me?"

Beth swallowed hard at the invitation. The intoxicating aroma of that Alicia Stiles perfume filled her nostrils and it added to the heady feeling of arousal coursing through her. Those glossy pink lips remained a fraction away from hers, as if Annabelle was giving her a choice. It's up to you, she was saying.

Both knew the outcome was inevitable...

Beth nervously nudged forward so that their gently lips brushed. Annabelle's felt soft and tender, just like they had at the fancy dress party. Everything was in slow motion. It seemed that the sexy blonde was allowing her to take the initiative and she wondered if Annabelle could feel the way her body was shaking in anticipation.

Recalling the seductive way the woman had kissed her at the party, she followed suit. It felt so incredibly hot to run her tongue across the contours of those glossy lips, as if she was the one doing the seducing. When the pink lips opened slowly opened to allow Beth's tongue access to her mouth, she eagerly accepted the invitation and licked her way inside.

The kiss was much softer than she'd experienced with any man. Did women do everything better? She wickedly found herself hoping so and the thought saw her tilt Annabelle's face to allow her to make better contact. She angled the blonde's head higher and soon tenderness was replaced by passion and urgency.

"Well, well," Annabelle breathed into her mouth as they eventually came up for air. "It seems I've unleashed the animal in you. I thought women weren't your thing?"

Beth paused for a second, bristling at the words. As much as she wanted—needed—this, maybe it was all happening too quickly? Maybe she needed time to think?

It was as if Annabelle had read her thoughts—but then the blonde always seemed to be one step ahead. Her hand found the back of Beth's hair, wrapping strand after strand of the silken brown locks around her fingers as she pulled her into another kiss. Despite her doubts, the brunette didn't resist. Her mouth devoured the lips that Annabelle presented to her.

Control was passing from one to the other. She felt like she'd had passed some sort of test and now she was going to receive her reward. Dropping her fingertips to her friend's thong covered ass, she widened her legs to accommodate Annabelle's grinding body.

"Good girl," the blonde whispered, dropping her lips to Beth's bare neck.

Beth gasped with each long, slow, sexy lick. Her hands dug more firmly into the toned, hard buttocks. Oh God—that tongue was taking her to heaven and if those hips didn't stop grinding into her then she'd...

Annabelle's hand interrupted the thought. It yanked Beth's head back so that the blonde could stare into her gleaming eyes. If there was any pain, it was instantly forgotten as the woman's rough touch enhanced the bubbling arousal in her body. She felt like a pet being taught a lesson of obedience by its master and even that notion found its way to her sex.

Then one of Annabelle's hands was unbuttoning her blouse, while the other playfully tugged her brown hair for effect each time another button was undone. Dragging the white garment down her back, the blonde left it around her wrists as if her hands were being secured to the counter behind her.

The feeling of submission sent shivers through her, yet was nothing compared to the sensation when Annabelle yanked her bikini top upwards and closed those sexy pink lips around her dark nipple. Only a female could know how to suckle another woman so perfectly. She moved from one to the other, applying just the right amount of suction.

"This is for you," Annabelle told her, briefly slurping off her breast. "Then it's my turn..."

As the words hit home, Beth felt the sexy fingers slithering down her stomach. They paused for a second, but only to work their way inside the top of her thong. Was she really this close to an orgasm even before Annabelle touched her wet sex?

"Want it?" the hot woman breathed upwards as her fingers caressed along the ridge of her tight labia. "Tell me..."

"Yes," Beth gasped, thrusting her hips forward. "Please!"

"Please what?" Annabelle whispered the question. Her mouth gently bit down on one nipple and then moved to the other. Her fingers circled Beth's clit without touching it...

Beth grunted. This was driving her mad. One caress and she'd be there.

"Please," she whimpered, thrusting her hips towards the pleasuring hand. Her voice had that desperate edge that comes with extreme arousal. "Please," she repeated, running her fingers through the woman's soft blonde locks. "Please make me cum..."

When Annabelle pulled away, leaving her so close, she almost screamed out in frustration. "No—" she began to plead, but the hands on her hips saw the words choke in her mouth. Realisation hit her.

"The counter," Annabelle told her, dragging the white blouse away and pulling her body upwards.

Beth gasped as she pushed her bottom up onto the cold surface. This wasn't going to happen, was it? Her breath caught in her throat as she perched on the edge of the counter. Like a drowning man whose whole passes before him, she instantly recalled every sexy incident since meeting Annabelle at the barbeque. She knew that everything had been designed with her seduction in mind, but somehow that only made the moment hotter...

Pulling one trembling leg up and setting the sole of her foot on the surface, she willingly and eagerly offered herself to the sexy blonde.

Annabelle's eyes glanced upwards and she nodded her head. It was as if both women were acknowledging that the chase had come to an end. The sexy blonde's eyes held Beth's as she leant between her wonderfully spread thighs. She loved this moment of lewd capitulation almost as much as she was going to enjoy the young woman returning the favour.

That would happen soon enough...

Beth shuddered at the first lap of that tongue over her needy clit. When she felt the teasing touch a second and third time, the tide was so overwhelming there was no way she could hold back. She bucked her hips and screamed.

"So quick," Annabelle softly murmured, licking at the tasty juices until she felt her conquest's body begin to relax. She lapped faster, changing the pace. "Want another?"

Beth's body fell back on the counter and she widened her legs. Both hands went to her head, grabbing her wavy hair. Oh fuck! She wanted everything this woman could give her.

Annabelle had her legs now, pulling them over her tanned shoulders. Half her body was lifted off the counter as her upper back took her weight. Her tormentor had planted her beautiful head deeper between her legs and was circling her clit with her tongue.

This was a woman doing this to her and it felt exquisite...

Her head shook violently from side to side as she was brought to the boil again. Her hands fell to her breasts. Could her nipples get any harder? Even in such an awkward position she was able to hump upwards into the pleasuring face and when Annabelle slid two fingers inside her, she knew a second pulsating climax was imminent.

"Yes," she found herself grunting, over and over again.

Practically bent over double, she pushed up onto her elbows so that she could watch Annabelle take her over the line. The woman was playing her like a Stradivarius. Every touch was designed to maximise her pleasure and the perspiration on the outside of her head mixed with the dizziness inside it. When Annabelle licked faster, the lapping sound and hot feel of her lips and tongue were like an aphrodisiac.

"Oh fuck.... ohfuckohfuckohfuck..."

The orgasms Tameka had given her were among the best of her life... but this was right up there with them. She knew with a certainty that she wanted more of this new world.

***

How long had she dozed on the lounger? Escaping poolside seemed the best option when Emily had suddenly returned home. The quick thinking Annabelle had kept her talking while Beth had quickly refreshed herself. She'd immediately headed outside, reasoning that a spot of sunbathing would avoid any embarrassing questions her flustered demeanour might bring.

"I thought it was just men who fell asleep after sex?" an amused voice from her left asked.

Beth turned to see that Annabelle had twisted in her lounger as she spoke, shielding her eyes despite the shades. "Don't worry, Emily's gone for her beauty treatment," she added as Beth's soulful brown eyes flickered to the empty lounger beyond her. "We're alone."

The brunette took a deep breath to shake off her nerves. "Did she ask—?"

"Not a thing. She has no idea."

Beth breathed a sigh of relief. There'd be time later to consider the implications, but right now she didn't want to have to think too hard. Struggling up onto her elbows, she wondered why her breasts were bare. Had she removed her top before falling asleep?

"How are you feeling?"

The brunette wrinkled her nose as she thought. It was a good question. How was she feeling? Surely the thrill still running through her body shouldn't be there, should it? She should be wracked with pangs of guilt. What would Luke think if he knew? He never would.

She'd never look twice at another man but another woman was different. It astonished her easily she accepted that now. And with that acceptance came an intense desire to sample the forbidden fruit. Annabelle had said it was her turn soon...

"Relaxed..." she eventually responded, smiling bashfully at her companion.

Annabelle nodded in satisfaction and she swung her body up into a cross legged position. She tied her blonde hair back into a pony tail. "And horny?"

Beth nodded shyly. The deeply tanned swells swayed provocatively as Annabelle fixed her hair and she didn't even pretend to avert her eyes. Thoughts of pleasuring those breasts found their way to her sex and there was no longer any need to hide that fact. She idly wondered if her friend would enjoy the same things she did...

The way she'd chewed on her nipples in the kitchen suggested she would.

Annabelle raised her sunglasses above her eyes to look directly at her. "That's how my first girlfriend used to describe herself. Relaxed and horny..."

"What was her name?"

"Christy."

"When did you first..." She tailed off.

"Fuck?"

Beth laughed. It felt much better to have things out in the open. "Yes... well... yes..."

"I shared a room with Christy at University. She was a hot little thing and made clear what she wanted from the outset. Didn't say anything, of course, but a girl knows, doesn't she?"

Beth nodded. She'd learned a lot in recent weeks. When other women looked at her, she was becoming more aware of when it was platonic interest or something more...

"She was always wandering around undressed, letting me see those superb tits. And she'd put an extra swish in her hips whenever I was near. I'd never been with another girl before but I'd always wondered. One night when I came back to the room she was lying naked on her bed, masturbating. I'm sure she timed it perfectly, hearing me heading along the corridor. I'd had a few drinks and so I offered to help her. One thing led to another..."

"And afterwards?"

"Afterwards?"

"How did you feel? Guilt? Confusion?"

Annabelle reached down and picked up the suntan lotion. She shook the yellow bottle between her fingers as she laughed. "I was so guilty and confused we fucked each other's brains out all that term..."

Beth felt the heat rising in her body. Annabelle did mind-fucks so perfectly.

"And then I moved onto my next woman. Rachal. I'd had my eye on her for a while she didn't see it coming. That hot bitch was a real screamer when she came and girl, did I make her cum. By the time I'd finished with her, she was turned forever..."

"Turned forever?" Beth adjusted her sunglasses. Maybe that would prevent Annabelle from reading her expression? "Is that what you're trying to do with me? Turn me forever?"

The blonde's pink lips curled into a large smile beneath her dark shades. "Is that what you'd like? For me to turn you?"

"I'm married," came the unconvincingly reply.

"That makes no difference," Annabelle persuasively continued, tossing the suntan lotion across to Beth. "All of my bi friends are married. It's much better that way."

"Better?"

"Oh, yes." She pulled free the tie at one side of her skimpy bottoms. "It gives them the best of both worlds. Wouldn't you like that?"

Beth's breath turned heavier. For once, she was speechless. Her eyes followed Annabelle's movements as she deftly untied the other side and dragged the tiny thong away. With a theatrical flourish, she threw it behind her and settled back. Hands above her head, she stretched her naked body across the length of the lounger.

"Like what you see?" she huskily asked.

Beth nodded. There would be no more game playing. "You have an incredible body."

"Thank you." Annabelle's eyes grinned sex. They fed Beth's arousal. Bending a foot up onto one side of the lounger, she let her other leg dangle over the opposite side. She raised her hips in invitation. "It's about time you sampled it, don't you think?"

The brunette didn't need any further encouragement. She slid sexily from her seat, almost tripping in her haste to reach the lounger next to her. She'd wanted this for longer than she cared to admit. Her heart was skipping every other beat as she began to lower her head, but Annabelle's foot stopped her. She rested it on the top of Beth's head.

"Be careful," she sexily whispered. "Once you've had a taste, it will be like lighting a flame..."

Neither woman spoke, except through their eyes. Then the foot on top of Beth's dark hair began to sexily move, sending out a message as it stroked around the brunette's face and lips.

Beth moaned softly with each gentle caress and then took the big toe inside her mouth. She sucked on it like a hard cock as the two lover's gaze remained fixed on one another. No other confirmation was necessary. Annabelle's eyes narrowed in pleasure as she gently removed her foot and curled it around her conquest's neck and drew her to the Promised Land.

Beth's wet tongue tentatively licked along the inside of one shapely leg and then the other. A month ago she'd never have believed such a thing possible and yet now she needed it like a drug. There wasn't the slightest doubt her newfound sexual desires had been orchestrated by the woman she was about to pleasure, but that only enhanced her arousal.

She ran her lips along the entire length of the baby smooth flesh. The incredibly soft texture of her labia was intoxicating and she ran her licking tongue across her lips to better savour the sexy blonde's juices. The taste sent little shock waves of arousal through her body.

"Oh yes, verrrry good. Just like that..."

The encouragement poured more oil on the flames. She gripped the woman's ankles so that she could ease her long legs further apart. Staring up past her flat stomach and full breasts, she smiled into the blonde's face.

"Sexy little bitch," Annabelle mumbled. The way her dark blue-hazel eyes clouded told Beth she was doing everything just right.

She licked her again, resisting the urge to hurry. She eventually wanted—needed—Annabelle to cum on her lips but for now she was fully focused on the journey and not the destination. Working by instinct, she combined the things she enjoyed best with those that brought the most reaction from the grunting woman under her control.

Time floated away as she lost herself. Only the feel and taste mattered, and the low moans that had gradually increased in intensity. She loved those moans, and the way Annabelle's fingers had found their way to her hair, digging in more tightly as she began to peak.

"Fingers," she eventually told her lover, humping upwards into Beth's mouth. She needed to cum. "Use your fingers now. Please..."

The brunette obeyed instantly. The way she could so easily curl two fingers into the tasty sex and yet still have her tongue concentrate on the throbbing clit inflamed her. She dropped a hand down inside her own thong while she concentrated on taking Annabelle to her nirvana.



"Yes... like that..." the panting woman groaned, pressing the soles of her feet into the lounger.

Beth sucked the clit back into her mouth, circling it with her tongue.

"Fuck... like that... just like that..."

She chewed on it with her lips.

"Oh fuck. I'm going to cum... you're going to make me—"

She arched her back away from the lounger as she peaked, breasts out, the hands in her lover's hair clutching her close as if she'd drown if she let go. Her orgasmic cries were exactly the same as Beth had heard through the bedroom wall last night. As she spent, Beth drank in the juices like she was devouring a fine wine. Maybe now they could go to her bedroom?

***

Epilogue

The party at the Mantle's was exactly a month after they'd returned from Spain.

Beth wandered happily around the large gardens, sending the occasional smile across in Luke's direction as he chatted enthusiastically to Roger and Harry. Thank goodness the Smithson case was on its last legs. Her relationship with her husband could get back to some sort of normality.

It had been a strange four weeks since her encounter with Annabelle. Her sexy friend had been right—their experience together had been like lighting a flame inside her. Resisting the opportunity for a repeat performance since then had been exceptionally difficult, but Beth was well aware that if she gave in again once, she'd be on a slippery slope to who knew where.

She loved Luke too much to allow that to happen.

And yet every day seemed to bring a different thought, a new temptation to resist. Annabelle understood her feelings, but that hadn't prevented her sexy blonde lover from continually dropping little suggestions in her ear. God, how many times had she masturbated to give herself relief, rather than giving in? She'd even passed on another opportunity to visit Tameka, and that invitation had taken some resisting! Her body still tingled when she thought of what might be...

But gradually she'd built more strength inside herself. She was a married woman, she loved her husband, and nothing could be allowed to get in the way of that.

Then why had she veered to her left at the end of the long path, towards the redheaded woman standing on her own. "Penny for them?"

It was the heavy cleavage on display that had attracted Beth's interest—that and the stunning face. She was a little plumper than the women the brunette usually found attractive, but there was something about this woman that intrigued. It couldn't do any harm to strike up a platonic conversion with her, could it?

The woman looked startled as she turned. "I'm sorry?"

"You were lost in thought," Beth smiled, finding herself beating a little faster. The whole situation felt like déjà vu.

The redhead laughed. "I was just people watching."

"I enjoy doing that, too," Beth said, handing her one of the two glasses of wine she'd carried over. "You looked in need of a refill."

The woman's cute eyebrows went up. "You noticed?"

She grinned. "Of course I did. We're kindred spirits..."

"We are?"

Beth ran the back of her fingers across the top of her own cleavage and then nodded at the woman's breasts. "Is there anyone else here showing as much flesh as you and I?"

The redhead blushed slightly and then began to laugh. "I guess not."

"Exactly! I'm Beth by the way..."

THE END
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Palmer Ch. 01

Grateful thanks go to the best editor in the world – thesoundandfury. And check out his new novel – Models and Super Spies. Thanks Ken, not only for your editing, but also for the constant encouragement, suggestions, and for helping me to become a better writer.

Chapter 1: Politics

It had been quiet for a couple of weeks and Palmer was itching for action. When Donny Webster called him into his office, he knew he'd got it. Webster was Vice Squad.

It was a misnomer to call it an office. It was more of a cubbyhole and lately it had been a permanent home for the tall, thin Vice boss.

As usual, the small desk looked like a combat zone, but then Webster fit that image. His permanent five o'clock shadow provided a contrast to his baldhead and the thin, yellow shirt looked like it had been slept in.

Palmer grinned. Knowing Webster, it probably had been.

The Vice boss stared at the wavy haired, twenty-five year old, then pulled off his rimless glasses and rubbed his faded eyes. "Grab a seat," he growled, picking a remnant of his lunch from his teeth.

Palmer moved a pile of files from one of the two battered chairs and gingerly sat down. He glanced around. A dirty mug stood on top of the files on the desk, half full of steaming coffee.

Webster squinted as he looked at him. "Got any eye drops?" he asked.

Palmer laughed. "No, Chief. I don't have a cleaner to recommend, either."

The fifty-year-old Vice boss gave a sneer as he slipped his rimless glasses back on, pushing them up the bridge of his nose. "Everyone's a joker round here," he mumbled, lifting his feet onto the desk, one at a time.

He pushed a file across to Palmer. "I got something here for you to get your dick into. Got quite a bit of detail, but nothing ties up. Not yet. I need you to get involved and make a case out of it."

Palmer nodded. Webster had been in Vice for the best part of sixteen years. He'd learnt a lot from him. It was a compliment for the weary boss to hand over a case. Not that he'd confess that to Palmer.

Webster slurped from the mug. "I got other things on my plate. Need a safe pair of hands, Palmer. Don't let me down."

"I won't, Chief," the young detective told him, running a hand through his wavy, black hair. How it had retained its colour after three years in Vice was beyond him. "But that's not much to go on."

Webster's eyes stared at him over the top of his glasses. "Read the freakin' file," he growled.

Palmer nodded. He knew that was the best he'd get. His boss was a man of few words.

"I'll give you Wilson and Goodwin," he continued. "That's all I can spare. You need to get on it straight away. Do your homework and we'll talk again in the morning."

He seemed to think for a second, so Palmer waited.

"You still here?" Webster snapped, looking up.

***

It was noon when the redhead made her way through Covent Garden towards Halide Towers. Her small shudder coincided with the chimes of Big Ben striking twelve.

It wasn't the wind that made her quiver. Or the English cold. It was the fact she was behind schedule. Being late for a meeting with Dominic DeVere was not a good idea.

Shrugging off the feeling, she entered the upmarket apartment complex and headed across the plush lobby to the private elevators at the far side. The security guard smiled as he stood to leisurely attention.

"Afternoon, Denzil," she purred in that breathy way of hers.

"Only just, Miss Lopez," he grinned, glancing at his watch. "How are you today?"

"Great, Denzil," she responded, allowing him to open the elevator door for her. "Just great."

Sending the elevator on its way, the black guard reached for the phone on his desk. "Miss Lopez is on her way up." He watched her shapely legs as she sashayed into the elevator. She'd been his masturbatory fantasy from the moment he'd met her, how many months ago now?

The journey to the fifteenth floor took seconds, the elevator opening on a small reception area as plush as the lobby she'd just left. Roxanne Lopez glanced out of the glass window at the London skyline, ignoring the security cameras she knew were trained on her every move.

Her high heels echoed on the expensive, wooden floorboards, only softening when she reached the lush, grey rug beside the small reception desk.

The tall, slim, Frenchwoman operating the desk made the pretence of a smile. "Bonjour, Miss Lopez. You arrrr expected," she softly greeted, in that delicious French accent. She pressed a button under the desk and the door to their left unlocked with a soft click.

"Thank you, Amélie," Roxanne smiled, before turning to the door. She could never work out whether it was her that the Frenchwoman disliked, or women in general.

Inside, she made her way up the circular stairway towards the penthouse above, the clicking of her heels registering every step.

Through the door at the top, the large room was everything she remembered it to be. Rare plants from across the world were perfectly placed throughout, complimenting the art deco furniture. Any one of the various pieces of sculpture was worth a fortune in its own right.

It was a design that perfectly fit the owner.

***

It was just turning noon as Erin DeVere telephoned her husband. As invariably busy as he was, it was touch and go whether he'd be around to accept his wife's call.

In many ways, theirs was a curious union, borne not out of love, but out of need - for power, success, respectability, and of course, sex. Though in fairness, sex was not something either of them went short of for too long.

They both had a steady stream of lovers – with the other's knowledge, of course.

What had started as a business arrangement had been cemented by their marriage. That had been Dominic's idea, of course. Ever since they'd met in America, the powerful and influential man had been very persuasive. When she was forced to flee the States because of that whole Alexander Mishin debacle, Dominic had offered her a place of refuge. And what Dominic wanted, he got.

His business tentacles spread far and wide, and his need to provide his important contacts with free access to the most beautiful women in the world was where Erin stepped in. Her modelling agency was perfect, and Dominic's way of ensuring permanency was to marry her.

It was an arrangement that suited them both. Erin made sure that Dominic got what he wanted, when he needed it. As for her, she was set up for life.

Using his money, she'd built the small modelling agency into one of the biggest and most famous in the world. Yes, technically her husband owned Erin's Models. But it was Erin's remarkable business acumen that had driven it to the heady heights of respect it earned today.

Not only had it proven immensely successful in producing some of the world's leading supermodels, it had provided Dominic with the beautiful 'escorts' he needed when courting some of Europe and America's most powerful people.

DeVere's contacts represented some powerful business and political interests, with companies and organizations spanning over a dozen countries. Each contact had been carefully cultivated with the idea of extending DeVere's own influence. His business empire had been expanded in most of those countries, with the seeds he had sown over the years beginning to bear fruit.

Oiling the wheels was essential. And who better to help do so than Vogue's latest cover girl, or the face of Clinique? The modelling firm had provided a perfect business opportunity for Erin, and perfect cover for the 'services' her husband provided.

As her husband's business interests grew, so did his need for beautiful women. Erin had proven in both America and now in England that she was quite adept at conditioning new models, but soon he would look to extend his sphere of interest to the entertainment world, too. For a number of contacts, fucking a famous singer or actress would hold a similar appeal to a model.

A man's weakness could always be found in his pants.

That wasn't the extent of Dominic DeVere's influence. He paid out substantial sums to some carefully chosen members of the press, police, and even a couple of judges. Who knew when he might need them? The keen eyed entrepreneur didn't believe in leaving things to chance.

The women he chose, the women Erin cultivated, were always fairly unknown. Hungry for success. The big time. There were only a few rules.

What they were asked to do stayed between each of them and the DeVere's. Once they had the first foot up the ladder, there was no turning back. They provided 'services' until Erin and her husband let them go. There was no refusing any 'mission'.

But then, in modelling as well as any form of the entertainment industry, women were often forced to perform sexual favours to get ahead. This way, there was a guarantee at the end of it, not a vain hope.

For succumbing to the DeVere's wishes, they got all the perks. A modelling contract. The best assignments. Potential for supermodel status if they had what it takes. Better standard of living. And of course, money.

Even better, they got to live their lives how you wanted, date who they wanted and marry who you wanted. Providing they obeyed 'the call' whenever it came. For those in the DeVere's inner circle, it was a great deal.

Roxanne, Brooke and Savannah were the threesome currently most in favour. There were others, yes, but when Erin needed to rely on the very highest of quality, she invariably used one of those three young women. But now, she may have discovered a fourth.

As if with some sixth sense as to the motive for her contact, this time the grey haired man was free to take her call.

"I think I may have found another girl," she purred, running a hand through her strawberry blonde hair.

"Really?" Even down the phone line, Erin could sense the eagerness in his voice. "Tell me more…"

"Well, darling, I'll know better shortly, when I've met her. But I'm looking at her photographs now. I have a feeling about this one."

Erin could almost hear her husband's satisfied grin. "And your feelings are so rarely wrong, my dear."

She smiled to herself. That was so true. She'd discovered several young women who'd gone on to grace catwalks all over the world. As well as a few special others, who'd been enticed into her husband's service. This girl could eventually become another Alicia Stiles!

And of course, it wasn't just Dominic's clients who benefited. She was well aware of her husband's predilection for young women. He fucked her girls, too. Insisted on it. But then, so did she.

***

Dominic DeVere smiled at the redhead as he replaced the phone. If Erin had found him another Roxanne Lopez, he'd be a happy man.

She had the ability to send his pulse racing whenever he saw her. Today, the wavy, red hair had been tousled by the wind and it gave her an even more exotic look. It framed her perfect face, the soft green eyes that continually gleamed and the full, red lips that always met their promise.

Beneath the green, Sue Wong dress, her body was perfection. The material clung to every curve, enhancing her slender, long-legged, narrow-waisted figure. And those breasts. As firm and as perfect as any hot-blooded male's fantasy.

"Well?" he heard her ask. Her hands now lay on her hips as she raised an eyebrow, enjoying his appreciative stare.

DeVere smiled, raising his hand to form a circle between thumb and forefinger. "You are perfect," he commented, running a hand through his grey hair. He was continually teased about his crew cut but somehow it suited him.

She nodded, as if the compliment was her right.

"Perfect?" she repeated, her slim fingers flicking open the top button of her dress. When she opened the second, his eyes were drawn to the tanned cleavage peeking at him. Whatever preference a man had, large or small, it always changed with one sight of Roxanne's majestic orbs.

"How perfect?" she asked, her eyes twinkling.

He laughed. A soft laugh, a lion's purr. Her beauty and intelligence was only matched by her ability to tease. And God, she did that so well.

"Eleven out of ten," he responded, picking up his drink from the glass table in front of him and throwing back the remaining contents. The bourbon burned his throat and matched the growing feeling in his loins.

"Dominic," she laughed, "You are always so full of compliments. I love you for it."

"For my compliments?" he asked. "And for what I've done for you? The lifestyle you lead?"

She nodded, her hand on his shoulder as she skirted round him. Her laugh was soft, sensuous. "Absolutely, Dominic. You've been very good to me."

He leaned back on the large couch, his hand reaching up to grip hers. "And in return?"

The redhead eased her way around in front of him, dropping to her knees between his legs. "Oh, I think you have nothing to complain about…"

As she spoke, her slender fingers unbuttoned the top three buttons of his expensive shirt. Slipping her hand inside, she caressed the hairs on his chest before softly pinching a nipple. "Do you?" she asked.

DeVere gave a moan of satisfaction and reached out to run his fingers along her satin-sheathed thigh. But with a teasing giggle, she leapt up and swung away, crossing to the large window. Turning back, she half expected him to be behind her.

Instead, his alert, grey eyes looked troubled.

"What's on your mind?" she asked, instinctively knowing there was something to discuss.

Damn! She was always so perceptive. "What makes you think there's something on my mind?" he asked, standing up and refilling their glasses.

"I know you only too well," she smiled, accepting the drink.

He clinked his glass against hers. "Cheers," he toasted, waiting for a moment before answering the question.

His eyes smiled at her as he took a large Havana cigar from the top drawer of the drinks cabinet. As he unwrapped the cellophane, Roxanne stood up and sashayed across to him.

She gave him a soft kiss on his lips as she took the cigar. Snipping the end, she lit and twirled it in her fingers so that it burned evenly. Taking a slow draw, she blew the smoke out and handed the cigar back to him.

"Thank you, my dear," he murmured, his low voice reflecting his mood.

Her concerned eyes watched his reaction. "Tell me now. What's wrong?"

DeVere smiled, sitting back down on the empty couch. "You've done everything I wanted, Roxanne. But good things come to an end."

"What?"

Her question hung in the air, both sets of eyes colliding, as if attempting to see the thoughts rotating in each other's head. It was Roxanne who broke the silence.

"What?" This time, the tone in her voice demanded an immediate answer.

"Your relationship with George."

"George? End? Why?"

"He's the Prime Minister elect," DeVere muttered. "Brown's midterm resignation gives us the opportunity to install him as PM much sooner than we anticipated. When we win the Party's vote, he'll be installed. The most important political figure in the United Kingdom!"

The redhead gasped. Her wide eyes and open mouth told DeVere his words were sinking in. They only confirmed what she already knew, but he positioned them in a way that changed her perspective.

"But understand, Roxanne," he continued, pressing the point home. "It would end his political career if news of your liaison leaked out."

Her sadness reflected in her face. She enjoyed the powerful man's company, irrespective of his growing importance. "But you know I wouldn't do anything to harm him."

"I know that, my dear. I understand both of you so well. After all, I've known George for twenty years… and you for eighteen months."

"Almost two years," she corrected.

DeVere nodded. "Yes, that's right. But he's married, for God's sake. I can't take risks."

She smiled wistfully, sitting back down beside him. "But Dominic…"

His eyes flashed. His tone was cold. "No buts!"

Roxanne immediately realised she was on dangerous ground. "I understand, Dominic," she softly conceded.

He nodded, his face hard as he allowed the smoke to fade into the air. "That's good, Roxanne. I know you're attached to George. Or is it that you love power? I know it's such a turn on for you."

Her head cocked to one side as she thought about his comment. His words rang true but she didn't want to admit that. "It may be more accurate to say that I'm turned off by the lack of it."

DeVere laughed. It was a cold laugh. This woman was nobody's fool. Time to reinforce his directive. "Well, this piece of power is at an end. George is in an election fight to be the next Prime Minister. Quite frankly, you're a luxury he can't afford."

She slowly eased herself from the couch and returned to the window. It had begun to rain. DeVere admired her silhouetted figure for a few seconds before speaking again.

"Roxanne, think about what I'm saying." His voice was softer, more persuasive than confrontational. "The media will be searching for anything they can find. If they find out about his liaison with you, it would destroy him."

The redhead whirled around, her eyes blazing. "Perhaps it's enough for me to be very careful?"

The silence returned at her words, as if the two of them were in competition. A cold chill ran through DeVere's body. Didn't she realise he'd given her an instruction? It wasn't up for negotiation.

"Dominic…" she continued.

DeVere's upraised hand halted her objection before she could continue. "Stop!" His voice was harder, louder. "This is not a request, Roxanne!"

Her face dropped again. She took a couple of steps towards him before hesitating. "I'm sorry."

He clucked his tongue in disapproval. His voice changed, his tone condescending. "Just remember your place, my dear."

It was as if he'd slapped the beauty. She looked stunned.

He took another long drag from the cigar, watching the smoke unfurl towards the high ceiling. It was time to confirm his authority. "Come here," he eventually asked, staring across at her.

For a second she hesitated. It was a second too long. That was the moment he decided what he had to do.

Roxanne began to move again. She knew what he wanted and was fully aware it was his right. He 'owned' her.

She floated back across the room, leaning down, allowing him to feel her warmth. At first she brushed his forehead with her lips, then it was her breasts rubbing across his face.

"Friday night, Dominic," she breathed into his ear, attempting to remedy her mistake. She couldn't afford to upset this man. "When you visit me, I've planned a very special night."

He stared up at her, watching transfixed as she flicked open another two buttons on her green dress. His cock lurched. She so rarely wore a bra.

"Eight o'clock tomorrow," she purred.

He breathed faster. The sight of her perfect breasts had his manhood pushing hard against his slacks.

She ran a finger across his lips as she leant forward again. "And this is just an appetiser."

His eyes burned as he stared inside her open dress. Her naked breasts thrust out at him, the hard nipples proud and erect. He let her hand snake around to the back of his neck and pull his head to her magnificent swells.

His hands slipped under the dress and dug into her ass as he rotated his sucking lips between nipples. Roxanne allowed him a couple of minutes play, unbuttoning the rest of her dress before gently unfastening his slacks.

Pulling his head upwards so he could look in her green eyes, she eased out the cock she knew so well.

"You need relief," she whispered, cupping her full breasts and lowering them onto his hard manhood.

He twitched as she squeezed her soft flesh around him. She'd long since learned that her body was a sure fire way of defusing tension. Maybe she'd overstepped the mark, but this would restore the balance.



She smiled at his look of unadulterated arousal as she began to move on him, fucking him with her firm mounds. He moaned from the delicious friction as he pumped back, closing his eyes and beginning to buck his hips.

"Roxanne…" he grunted.

"Going to cum so quickly, Dominic?" she teased.

Before he could respond, she dropped her head and sucked hard on his shaft. Her warm mouth gave him three more quick sucks before preparing for his delivery. Her hands replaced her mouth on the shaft as her lips concentrated on his crown.

She loved the way his fingers wrapped around her red locks as his body gave one final jerk. He erupted. Roxanne moaned in delight as he fired in her mouth. In that sensual way of hers, she sucked and licked him continually until he grew soft between her lips.

She smiled at him as she stood up and refastened the buttons of her green dress. As she turned towards the penthouse door, she looked back over her shoulder. "Friday," she purred, "Eight o'clock. Don't be late!"

***

Jack Palmer's wife took a deep breath to shake off her nerves. It was difficult for her to believe she was sitting opposite Erin DeVere. The Erin DeVere.

Kelli knew that the exquisite looking strawberry blonde had been a supermodel herself in her younger days and now, at thirty-eight, she ran the most famous modelling agency in Britain, if not world-wide. And to think the woman was actually complimenting her!

"I love your photographs, darling," she purred in a refined accent Kelli wasn't used to hearing in most Americans. The older woman ran a hand through her short, glossy blonde hair as she flicked through the portfolio the young model had produced. "Although, of course, they are never enough. But now you are here, you've proven my instinct correct."

"I'm flattered," Kelli murmured. It was as if she hadn't spoken.

"You see," Erin DeVere continued, leaning back in her oversized chair, "there are three things I demand in a model. The first is aura. A presence. Sometimes you get an instinct when looking at photographs, but that's all."

Kelli nodded, making sure she didn't interrupt again.

"With you, my instinct was accurate. The way you entered the room. The way you hold yourself. You're confident, yet innocent. I like that. You have that aura. Let me guide you and that sexy naiveté could earn you a fortune, darling."

The older woman stood as she finished the sentence, every movement graceful as she walked across to the slate-grey Olympus couch. When she flopped down, she spread both arms out behind her on the back of the couch, crossing her shapely legs out before her.

"But now we must check the other two qualities," Erin purred. "First, in everything, I expect instant obedience. Should it ever prove otherwise, you and I will be finished. Is that understood?"

Kelli nodded enthusiastically. She'd do anything for a chance to become a supermodel. "Absolutely, Mrs. DeVere."

The woman sat forward, uncrossing then crossing her legs again. This time, the skirt rode up her thighs. Kelli looked. She couldn't help it. By no stretch of the imagination was she bi, but this classy beauty certainly had a hypnotic quality about her.

"That's good! But you still seem very nervous, darling. Can I get you something to calm your nerves? A little snow, perhaps?"

"Nu… no," Kelli quickly responded. She'd never taken drugs and never would. Under any circumstances. "I'm fine, thank you."

Erin DeVere nodded, as if dismissing the thought. "The second quality, of course, is your body. You can't be a model without a good body. And you can't be a supermodel without having a perfect body. Is yours as good as the photographs tell me it is?"

Kelli smiled. This was one area she felt confident in. All the hours spent in the gym had ensured that her stunning body, complimented by a natural deep golden tan, was in perfect condition.

"Stand up and let me see," the American woman directed, pulling her silken, blonde hair onto the top of her head before allowing it to fall again.

Kelli eased to her feet, watching as the Agency Head's blue eyes lingered on her breasts before dropping to her waist and legs. Such scrutiny. Even through her clothes, she knew the woman could see her nipples rise.

Provocatively, she did a little pirouette, comfortable in her body. Then, Erin DeVere went ahead and tested that comfort. "That's not quite what I had in mind, sweetheart," she purred. "Strip!"

The command hit Kelli between the eyes. As she spoke, Erin slowly uncrossed her legs again, as if allowing the heat between her thighs to pervade the room. Her arched eyebrows told the aspiring model she was waiting.

Instant obedience, Kelli thought. That's what this woman had demanded. And here she was on the verge of blowing it at her first opportunity. That wasn't going to happen, she decided, running her fingers through her wavy, blonde locks. She'd show Erin DeVere she had what it takes.

Keeping her sparkling brown eyes firmly fixed on the woman, she unzipped her dress and let it fall to her ankles.

The right strap of her bra demurely fell from her shoulder. She left it there, thrusting her perfect tits in Erin's direction. The glint of her diamond belly button stud shot across the room.

The Agency owner nodded, stroking Kelli's body with her blue eyes, taking in the cleavage spilling over the black bra and the delicious skimpiness of the plunging black thong. When she twirled her fingers, it was to tell Kelli to turn around.

The blonde beauty did, slowly, knowing that her new career could depend on this. She thought that Erin had what she wanted but should have known better. The soft nod of the head told her otherwise.

"Exquisite, Kelli," she praised as she comfortably leant back again. "Now the rest, darling."

With a swallow, the wannabe model instantly obeyed. She unhooked the front fastener, allowing her full breasts to bounce free. When Erin licked her lips, her pink nipples hardened. She'd always thought of her tits as her greatest asset, and certainly all her previous boyfriends had regarded them that way. Jack loved them, too.

The dreamy look on Erin's face encouraged her and she confidently eased her thumbs into the waistband of the thong. When she pulled them over the gentle curve of her hips and down over her thighs, she'd removed the last bit of modesty she had.

She felt liberated.

No longer nervous, she felt fully in control. Her thick, pink nipples proudly pointed upwards from the crest of her jutting breasts, and her pussy, oily smooth from the arousal of the moment, was only protected by the merest hint of a blonde landing strip.

The naked model cocked her hip to one side, resting one hand on it as she struck a sexy, provocative pose. "Well?" she heard herself ask the American woman.

***

Amélie Pascal stepped into Dominic DeVere's office. He knew she would. She always did after he'd entertained a female visitor. Particularly Roxanne. It wasn't jealousy, just a need to leave her mark. On him.

The Frenchwoman's hair was so closely cropped, she could have been mistaken for a man. Nor was she particularly beautiful, though there was something undeniably attractive about her long face.

DeVere had found her six years ago. At school, she'd amazed her teachers with her abilities. It was the same when she went to college. Her choice to join a circus was a temporary one, and it was at Cirque de Soleil that her unique abilities began to flourish.

From there, it was a natural progression to the movie world. She'd already contributed to three mega hits when he'd met her.

He'd told her of his idea. A vision that was so wild, so exciting, so enthralling. She'd devoted five full years to the design, development and build. Fifteen million pounds later, their masterpiece was almost ready. The dinosaurs, indeed every piece of their creation, were robots controlled from the central complex. But even to the trained eye, they appeared to be the real thing.

It would transform DeVere into a worldwide household name, up there with Walt Disney. Dinosaur Land would be the greatest attraction the world had ever seen, outstripping any entertainment in any country.

The whole creation was a new level of technological mastery. It would allow every visitor to actually partake in the adventure. To actually do battle with the dinosaurs and experience those real life thrills and buzz of danger. In a perfectly controlled and safe environment.

A superior version of the fictional Westworld.

It was a means to an end. Yes, Dinosaur Land would recoup its investment over time, but it was the guarantee it gave of entry into the worldwide business community that would make DeVere a billionaire many times over.

He would position George Blair as a long-time supporter of the project. That would give the Prime Minister elect a huge boost just before the vote. It would reinforce his status as the next PM.

DeVere's hold over him would be complete.

Amélie's hands pawed at his tailored trousers, bringing him out of his grandiose thoughts. God, he was slipping. He hadn't even noticed her undressing.

"Ay 'ope you 'ave some left for Amélie," she growled, running a hand through the blonde curls between her thighs.

He told himself again - it wasn't jealousy. Just a desire to fuck.

His recently discharged cock began to lengthen. The Frenchwoman was the opposite of Roxanne in so many ways. Slim, pale, no tits. But a regular fuck machine.

She attacked him on the couch. Her mouth slurred against his, her hands worked on his cock through his trousers. "Mmm… 'ees tres bon, Dom-en-eek. Nice and 'ard for Amélie."

She simultaneously yanked his trousers and boxers down to his knees. Swinging around, she reversed back onto him.

"You want to fook Amélie's pussy?" she asked, running her wet folds along his slick cock. "Mon dieux," she moaned. "Zat feels good."

He adjusted position so he could slide home but the Frenchwoman was having none of it. She eased up so that his cock hit her slim buttocks.

"Or you vant to fook Amélie's ass?"

Before he could speak, she'd taken hold of his shaft and set it against her anus. With a deft adjustment of her thin body, she leveraged herself onto him and was pushing her ass down on him.

"Mon dieux, Dom-en-eek," she hissed, gingerly pushing down. "Oh, FOOK…"

Half up on one leg, she lowered herself. Her cautious movements became a little faster as her backdoor adjusted to the size of his cock.

"Does… your… redhead… let… you… do… theees?" she gasped. One hand reached behind her to rest on his chest. Her fingers clawed into him through his expensive shirt. "Does she let Dom-en-eek fook her ass?"

He found himself thinking that he wasn't fucking anything. She was fucking him. She'd gone from zero-to-sixty in half a second and her tightness had him approaching his second orgasm of the afternoon.

Amélie knew he was almost there. Somehow, she always did.

The hand on his chest dug tighter, not caring that she was drawing blood. Her spare hand dipped between her legs, working her pussy as her asshole worked his cock.

"Going to cum? " she gasped, the fingers on her clit taking her to the edge with him. "Now, mon cherie," she gasped. "NOW, Dom-en-eek…"

She drilled down one final time as she craned her neck to look back at him. "Cum, Dom-en-eek," she shrieked. "NOWWWW…"

He didn't know how she was able to coordinate their orgasms so well, but she'd done so time and again. This time was no different. He jetted into her ass at the very moment she ejaculated over his lap, slacks and couch.

Fuuuuck!

***

Professor Dennis Price's appearance was deceiving. The spin-doctor had been described as resembling Quasimodo. Not that he had precisely the same physical deformities as Victor Hugo's character, but his hunched back was the reason for such comparisons.

Sir John Cobalt, who in a physical sense was Price's alter ego, greeted him as he answered the knock on the door to their hotel suite. Tall, stiff and upright, Cobalt was a confident man. So he should be, being part of the team that had successfully guided George Blair to the verge of becoming Prime Minister of England.

There was one final battle to fight. And the current Chancellor of the Exchequer would prove a hard woman to defeat.

Cobalt had set up the meeting with Price, although it was DeVere's idea. The keen eyed entrepreneur had counselled that he was essential to Blair's success. Not only in the forthcoming election battle. But also in the additional two and a half years before the next election.

Labour's ratings were so low it would almost certainly take the rest of the term to turn them around.

"I appreciate you coming," Blair told Price, shaking his hand. "I'm being interviewed live on television tonight, so this was my only opportunity to have this conversation."

Casting an eye over the half bent man, he now understood why the Professor stayed out of the public eye. But despite his physical appearance, the quality of his brain wasn't in doubt.

"My pleasure," Price smiled. "Though I'm not used to this cloak and dagger stuff."

"A necessary evil," Cobalt interrupted. "With the battle with Shirley Ryder coming up, you'll appreciate we don't want to take any chances. Coffee?"

Price nodded, taking the chair indicated by Cobalt's nod. He pulled out a pipe and held it up.

"Yes, of course," Blair confirmed. "When we're finished here, the suite is yours for the night. If you can live with the smell of tobacco, that's fine with me."

Price's smile creased the edges of his plump face. "A habit too hard to break."

When he stuffed tobacco into the battered pipe and lit it, he almost disappeared in the smoke cloud. Blair edged across to the partly open window, unsure whether this was a good idea after all.

"So, Dennis," Cobalt began, handing him a cup of coffee. "Are you interested in working with us?"

Price nodded. "I wouldn't be here otherwise, Deputy Prime Minister."

"And our chances," Blair asked. "How do you rate them?"

Another cloud of smoke hit the air. "I've thought about that throughout the journey here. I'd say fifty-fifty."

Blair looked at Cobalt. The Deputy PM shrugged his shoulders. "I'd rather hoped we were ahead in the contest," he muttered.

"The way I see it, it's too close to call," Price confessed. "There's no point in pretending otherwise."

He closely observed Blair's reaction. If he was going to work for the Prime Minister elect, he needed to understand everything about him. That included the way the smooth looking, brown haired man reacted to information he didn't particularly like.

Blair pulled himself to his full height. A fraction over six feet, his slim, muscular build was testament to the two-hour workout he religiously undertook first thing each morning. Healthy body, healthy mind was Blair's dogma. "Why?" he asked Price.

"You may be ahead in the polls," the Professor explained. "But Jack Donaldson has the power to change all that. And word has it that he's going to throw his weight behind Shirley Ryder."

Damn that Donaldson! Blair had never seen eye to eye with the outgoing Prime Minister. He may have been retiring from the Premiership due to his ill health. He may have been unpopular with the country. But he was still massively influential within the Labour party.

If he came out publicly in support of that cunning woman, it would change the picture overnight.

"You've always been a maverick, George," Cobalt reminded his friend. "Played by your own rules. Voted against a few Government initiatives. You've opposed him on several occasions

Price nodded, nibbling on his pipe. "Too many, I'd say."

Blair gave a wry smile. After Margaret Thatcher, you'd think the party would have had enough of potential women Prime Ministers. "In that case, we need a strategy to bring Donaldson round to our way of thinking. And another for discrediting Shirley Ryder."

Price smiled. This was what he wanted. A clear insight into what made George Blair what he was. Tough. Obsessed. He liked that.

"Either of those things could be essential if you're going to be the next PM," he suggested. "You know Donaldson as well as I. He can browbeat, cajole, threaten, blackmail, call in favours. In the blink of an eye, he can change the political landscape."

Blair walked across to the pot of coffee and poured himself another cup. He stirred the single sweetener slowly, his cool blue eyes fixing on Price. "Why do you want to work for me, Dennis?" he asked.

Price returned the stare. His gaze was unwavering. "Frankly? I've got to be on one side or the other. That's the way it works. I like the fact you've always been a maverick. I've followed your career for years. In the main, we agree on the same things. Same ideals."

Blair leant back against the desk. "And?"

For the first time in their meeting, Price laughed. His over-large, grey eyes twinkled. "I like your style. I know that you can do great things…"

This time, Blair's voice was sharper. "All that may or may not be true," he snapped. "But there's more. What do you want?"

Price's laughing face disappeared. A determined look took its place. "I want recognition, Mr. Blair. I want a place in the public eye. I don't want my physical condition to be seen as a drawback. I deserve more."

The Prime Minister elect pushed himself away from the table, walking a few paces across to the Professor. "I can do that for you," he decisively said. "But only if I become Prime Minister and then win another term."

Dennis Price smiled. "With me at your side, Mr. Blair, how can you lose?"

***

Savannah loved her job. Singers, film stars, rock stars or politicians, it was all the same to her. Fucking celebrities was such a turn on. She hadn't needed much persuading to join Erin DeVere. It gave her the break she'd been searching for all her life.

Her afternoon session with… what's his name… was different. God, she'd already forgotten what he was called. Gerald something, that was it. It was her first time with the television pundit, and she'd had better.

But his desire to please her was different. It was usually the other way.

The fact he had an interview tonight didn't seem to matter to him. The political commentator had slipped away from the television studio and snuck off to her apartment.

The first time they'd gotten together, he'd tried to engage her in conversation about the political merits of the two Labour candidates. She'd stopped him with her talented mouth. The sassy redhead had no idea about politics, but she knew everything there was to know about fellatio.

This time, he knew better. This time, they went right to her boudoir.

Savannah's bedroom was scrumptious. Roxanne had helped her design it. She adored her model friend, even coloured her hair to look as close to her as possible. One day she'd fuck her, too.

As Roxanne had suggested, Savannah had laid on champagne, strawberries and cream. Such luxuries made her feel like a princess. She always responded well to that feeling. It enhanced her arousal.

The king size bed dominated her room. She loved that, too. Lying there in the silky robe that didn't cover much of her curvaceous body, she smiled at her trick.

He stood in only a pair of white boxers that did little to conceal the bulge of his erection. OK, so he may be boring, but he was also cute. The hair on his chest was peppered the same as that on his head, although his muscular body defied that bit of grey.

She crooked a finger, inviting him back to the bed.



When he sat beside her, she leaned forward so that her full breasts began to push open the front of her robe. Now that Gerald was close enough, he'd be able to see the bumps formed by her nipples high on the silk.

"D'you approve?" she asked with a tantalising laugh, following his gaze.

His lustful eyes gave his answer, as did the hand he slid inside her robe. She opened her mouth in mock protest, but his lips were there, swallowing up any attempt to tease.

"Feels nice, baby," she groaned into his mouth, arching her back so that her firm mound pushed into his hand. Before he could respond, she returned her lips to his, snaking her tongue back into his mouth.

Gerald's hands slid the rest of the way inside her robe, easily pulling it open and off. Her ripe breasts looked fantastic on her toned upper body, the large, dark nipples sitting perfectly on the tops of her tits.

He palmed them both, turning them roughly between his fingers before pushing her back onto the bed. It took but a second to slide his boxers down his thighs.

She groaned approval at the sight of his cock rising thick and ready from the dark hair between his legs. "Going to fuck Savannah again?" she purred, tossing her soft, wavy hair as she opened her legs for him.

"Yeah," he gasped, hypnotised by the hand she ran down her lean body and along her smooth mound.

"Good," she purred, arching her back and pinching her nipples. "Come and get it, baby."

He didn't need asking twice. Taking his cock in his hand, he teased her with the ridge of its crown, running the spongy head along her silky furrow. Enjoying her moan, he dipped it into her moist opening before drawing it back and passing it across her clit.

"Oh, yes," she moaned.

This was much better. Perhaps he'd just needed warming up?

His face was smug as he pressed his hips down and forward, sliding inside her tight pussy. The redhead responded by wrapping her legs around him, digging her heels hard into his lower back. She prompted; he pounded.

They grunted with each forward thrust, rutting like animals. It was unusual for her to cum so quickly, but his improved performance was a surprise. She screamed out when she climaxed, squirting all over his still pumping cock.

He began to thrust again, seeking his own release. When she stopped him, he tried to hold her down, but her smiling eyes told him she was playful again. He followed her lead.

Rolling out from under him, she switched positions. Facing the windows on all fours, she wriggled her bottom provocatively. Instantly, he grew even harder.

It took only a second for him to slide inside her again, tightly gripping her youthful hips. She groaned at his entry, then again as he instantly resumed his pumping.

"Remember, baby," she smiled, looking back over her shoulder. "Don't cum inside me."

Before he could respond, she thrust backwards against him. One, twice, then rat tat tat like a machine gun.

He was lost, his fingers digging into her flesh as he tried to match her backward thrusts. She was about to milk him for a second time and there was nothing he could do about it.

He went with the lusty torture, beginning to pant harder. When he was about to unleash his load, he tried to make some sort of statement of control, pushing her thrashing head down into the silk sheets. Her perky ass rose even higher, and with one final slap of his balls on her clean-shaven mound, he was there.

He only just pulled free of her clutching body as he exploded.

"Oh, yes," she moaned as he messily launched his pearly man juice all over her arched back.

Swinging around with a speed that surprised even herself, she covered the pulsating cock with her mouth to catch the last few, diminishing bursts. She kept her lips on him, continuing to suck him clean even as he recovered. Quickly, her hovering mouth had the desired effect.

"Good boy," she praised, as he began to grow again between her lips. Moving back, she flipped a leg across his body, sinking his newly revived cock back into her. "Why don't you give tonight's interview a miss?"

***

"Okay," Price told George Blair. "Let's cut to the chase. I need to know everything about you. No surprises. Tell me what you secrets are. What could destroy you politically if they come out into the open? We all have them. What's yours?"

Blair looked down at the third cup of coffee in his hands. The distraction helped him cover the ping of shock that had him stunned. For a few seconds, the image of Roxanne appeared in his mind.

Her naked body was stretched out on a large rug, her legs opening as she slipped a finger in her mouth, provocatively sucking on it while her other hand snaked down between her thighs. He had to physically shake his head to focus back on the present.

"Nothing," he casually lied. "Absolutely nothing."

"I don't believe you," Price calmly responded, his intelligent, grey eyes fixed on his new boss.

A surge of anger appeared in Blair's stomach. "Now listen–" he began, leaning up in his chair.

Cobalt interrupted, attempting to defuse the argument before it started. "Dennis, we've been through this before. The press are constantly all over us. Had there been anything, they'd have turned it up by now."

"All over you?" Price almost shouted. His vehemence startled both men. "They haven't been all over you! At least, not in the way they're going to be. This is the Prime Minister's role we're talking about. The British tabloid media are scum."

"Yes, but…" Cobalt began. Price's hairy hand stopped him before he began.

"No buts," he responded, turning to look at Blair. "They'll be into everything you've done. Business deals. Personal. Family life. If there's something to be found, they'll find it. I want to know. I want to know now. I can't help you otherwise."

"There's nothing," Blair insisted, his teeth clenching as he spat out the words.

Price smiled. "Good. I take you at your word, George. You've got a lot going for you. Young. Handsome. With a good track record. You're Mr. Clean. Just make sure you interview well tonight. In the meantime, this is what I'm going to do—"

He paused for effect, tapping the dead ashes out of his pipe into the waste bin beside his chair.

"I'll speak to Donaldson and see whether I can turn him round, or at least keep him from coming out in favour of Ryder. I'll also check out a few things about the woman, see where her weaknesses are. Or see if we can create any. We don't have much time."

Slowly, the professor began to refuel his battered pipe before continuing.

"We also need to raise funds. Got to be careful there. Keep you well away from anything illegal. Nothing should be traced back, George."

Blair and Cobalt exchanged glances. There was a pressing need to keep the main source of funds to themselves. Until DeVere was ready to disclose his secret.

"I know, I know," Price added, observing the look exchanged between the two men. "Let's recognise one thing. What I'm suggesting is essential if you're to become Prime Minister. Are you with me?"

Their nods of approval were simultaneous.
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Chapter 2: Surveillance

The five star Howard Swissôtel, set in a quiet oasis on the border of the city of Westminster and the city of London, was only a short walk from Dominic DeVere's penthouse. The underground car park, rented exclusively by the entrepreneur, made it an ideal location for their meeting

Looking out of the window of his silver-grey Bentley, parked facing the exit ramp, DeVere watched George Blair guide his Mercedes CLS 320 CDI down the ramp and park in the adjacent bay.

"You have to smoke that?" Blair asked with a grin, nodding at the Havana cigar smouldering in DeVere's fist as he climbed in the rear door of the Bentley.

The crew-cut man smiled in return. "One of life's remaining pleasures," he grinned, pressing a button in the door to raise the window and give them privacy. Another flick switched on the exhaust fan, giving the smoke an escape route. "How are you, George?"

"Feeling like I'm in the Secret Service," Blair replied, warmly shaking his hand. "Do we really need all this cloak and dagger stuff?"

"I'm afraid so. It's important for me to retain my privacy. What happened with Dennis Price?"

Blair smiled. "An excellent meeting. He's in."

DeVere nodded. "Good, good! Splendid news. It's always good to have Quasimodo on your side."

"You bet," Blair enthused, ignoring the slur. "I was impressed. If he does what he says, he'll put Donaldson in his place and have Shirley Rider kissing my ass."

DeVere pulled a face as he listened to Blair's venom spill out. That was the trouble with his friend. He could be overly emotional at times. "Easy, George. One step at a time. Once you're in Number Ten, we can consider our next moves. The focus now is on getting you there."

"I know, I know," Blair enthused, still on a high. "But Price is fully committed, he's grasped the situation and he's a brilliant tactician. I'm on my way, Dominic, I can feel it in my bones."

"And congratulations on last night's interview. You made mincemeat of Paxman."

"Yes, well, he may have a reputation as a hard nut. But he's a pussycat."

DeVere laughed. "You're a one off, George. A winner. That's what attracted me to you in the first place. You have a big appetite, and a ruthless streak. That's why you'll win. Price will help of course, but he wouldn't have joined the team if he hadn't seen the same qualities."

Blair stared at the man beside him, suddenly wary. It was the first time he'd ever spoken to him in such a way. Eventually, he muttered, "Then we seem to have the same qualities, Dominic."

DeVere nodded. "Could be. We both go for the jugular when it's called for. That's why we're so successful, George. The difference between us is that you are selective when you choose your victims. With me, I'll devouranythingthat gets in my way."

Blair frowned. "I feel there's a hidden message there."

The crew-cut man shook his head, his grey eyes staring at the Prime Minister elect. "Nothing hidden, George. I just want you to know that my appetite is as big as yours."

It took a few seconds for Blair to respond. After thinking over the comment, he gave a soft laugh. "I understand, Dominic."

DeVere puffed on his cigar as he joined in the laughter. "Okay, George. What stands in our way apart from Donaldson?"

"Longer term?" Blair immediately responded. "Money."

"Naturally. How much?"

"Could be up to five million," Blair responded, looking DeVere hard in the eyes. This wasn't a time for ambiguity.

The crew-cut man remained silent as his mind chewed on the figure. Puffing hard, he savoured the taste of the smoke on his tongue before allowing it to ease from his lips. "A lot of money," he eventually said.

"Indeed," Blair admitted. "Right now, it's too close to call and we're going to have to spend to get that edge. The tighter disclosure rules are making it more difficult to obtain donations from..."

DeVere's upraised hand stopped him. "You don't need to explain, George," he smiled. "I understand. You've relied on my financial help for some time now. You think I'm going to shy away now that we're so close to our objective?"

Blair nodded. "Thank you, Dominic."

"You're welcome," the crew-cut man replied. "Which leaves one other discussion point!"

"I know, I know," Blair responded. "We can discuss that after next month's vote."

"No we can't. We must resolve it now."

Blair's eyes hardened. "Dominic. I said it could wait."

DeVere's face remained impassive. "And I said no."

Blair ran his fingers through his slicked back brown hair and shook his head. "You're getting personal," Blair snapped, a hard, flat tone to his voice. The muscles in the corners of his mouth quivered as he spoke.

Still calm, DeVere asked, "You want five million of my money and you say I'm getting personal? It is personal, George." The Prime Minister elect's name lingered like the echo of a lion's growl.

Blair blinked, as though DeVere had slapped him. He sat forward and asked in a carefully measured tone, "You're blackmailing me?"

DeVere smiled softly. It was another example of Blair's emotional fragility. Yet he understood this conflict. "You know that is an offensive accusation..."

For a second, Blair held the crew-cut man's gaze. His cool blue eyes continued to blaze with anger. Then he sat back, exhaling silently through his mouth. "I'm sorry, Dominic. That's not what I meant. But... you know... this is my personal life..."

"You don't have a personal life, George," DeVere responded quietly. "Not as Prime Minister."

Blair took a deep breath. DeVere held his groan in check, but this exchange was beginning to press on his nerves. Blair wasn't giving up on this, apparently Roxanne meant too much to him. The silence between the two men lasted on half a second longer. "Half the fucking politicians in the country have mistresses," he suddenly blurted.

"An exaggeration, but I get your point," DeVere smoothly responded, opening the window and flicking his cigar onto the hard tarmac with a flourish. He waited until the window slid back into place before continuing. "However... they're not running for the Premiership, are they?"

"Look—"

DeVere's upraised hand stopped him again. "George, we've been friends for a long time. And it was me who introduced you to the woman. I understood your need and I serviced it."

"Yes, I know, Dominic," the slim, muscular man admitted.

"And what I'm suggesting now is that you stay away from her until after next month's vote."

"Suggesting?"

"George," DeVere sighed. "If the two of you are seen together, it's the end of everything."

Blair scowled. "Don't push me, Dominic.Don't... push... me!"

DeVere nearly lost it, his face turning red. Blair could be such a fool, and yet Roxanne had the ability to do that to a man. Now was not the time for confrontation. He tried a different tack.

"George, I speak as your friend. The media will be all over you right now. Think what it would mean if they found out. What it would do to your wife, Cheryl. To your career."

While the need to patronise Blair annoyed him, it was his best weapon at the moment. He'd invested a great deal of time and money to bring this sometimes-idiot-of-a-man to this position. Once Blair became Prime Minister, DeVere would become even richer through his business deals, and the establishment of contacts in governments around the world.

He wasn't about to lose all of that.

"All I'm asking," he continued, keeping his voice under control, "Is that you think about it. Advice from one friend to another. Keep away from her until after next month's vote?"

Blair was cornered. He knew DeVere was talking sense. But Roxanne was a special woman. It wasn't just her curvy body, or the way she used it. It was the way she made him feel special, gave herself so willingly, so freely, whenever he needed her.

She'd given him a new vitality he thought he'd lost. That energy had helped him drive things forward, put him where he was today. How could he give that up?

"Yes," he said at last. "Yes, I'll think about it. I'd better get back, Dominic. Someone will be looking for me. I can't even take a shit these days without someone peeking over my shoulder."

DeVere smiled. "That's my point exactly, George."

***

Despite their intense night of lovemaking, Kelli still wanted more.

"No, honey," her husband moaned. "I've got to get to work. I'm gonna be flat out on this case for a few days."

"Is that right, Jack Palmer?" she purred, her hand encircling his cock. "So you don't want to celebrate my new job?"

"From what I remember," he grinned, enjoying the sensation of coming alive in her hand, "we've been celebrating your new career as a potential supermodel all night long."

Kelli laughed, but then her smile disappeared and her face became a little more serious. "Well, I know this is only the beginning and I've done nothing yet. But it's a great opportunity, Jack."

Palmer nodded, his soft eyes conveying his encouragement. "I know that, honey. It sounds like a wonderful opportunity. And I know you'll take advantage of it." She stroked him, her eyes lost in thought. "So what exactly did you have to do at your audition yesterday?"

For a second or two, her caressing fingers stopped moving. She was suddenly shy. She'd stripped for Erin DeVere. Would her husband think less of her for exposing herself for a job?

Not to mention that other thing. The thing she'd been dancing around even in her own mind. Had she actually wanted the older woman to touch her? Give her relief from the increasing arousal the whole process had produced in her?

At one point, the older woman had eased herself up from the couch and Kelli thought she was going to make a move. Her heart had skipped a beat as Erin DeVere had brushed against her. Then the moment had passed. The American woman walked right by and produced a contract from the drawer of her desk.

Of course, it meant nothing. A silly thought. And it really didn't matter. Now she was one ofErin's Models, with the guarantee of a two-day photo shoot within the next week. It was unbelievable.

"That's not important," she muttered, tightening her grip on his cock as she began to stroke faster. Time to change direction. "The thing is Jack, if I was able to make a success of it, make it big, we'd earn enough for you to look for a change..."

He pulled a face. How many times had they discussed this? Okay, he didn't enjoy the late nights either, but hewasa cop and that went with the territory.

"Honey," he softly replied. "I know you don't like my job but—"

Kelli's eyes flashed. "Jack, you know it's not that I don't like your job. It's that I never see you. Your work is affecting our marriage. And now you've got another case that's going to keep you away from me."

Here we go again. Same old story. Palmer pulled himself away from his wife's stroking hand. "I don't want this conversation again," he snapped. "We have it every other day. Look, I'd better get going. Webster will have my ass if I don't turn up on time this morning."

Kelli held her anger in check. There'd be time to fight later. Right now, she needed to be fucked before he went to work. Who the hell knew when she'd see him again?

"Hey," she muttered, pulling him back on the bed. "It's not everyday you have a supermodel for a wife..."

Jack hesitated. Kelli took advantage of the pause, dipping her head into his lap. Her mouth was as wet and inviting as ever. She'd always been skilled when it came to working his veiny flesh. It took no time to get him hard and ready.

When he was fully erect, she straddled him, sinking his cock into her even softer sex. She loved the control being on top brought. She threw her long, blonde hair back as she thrust her breasts outward.

"Like what you see?" she teased, running her fingers into her wavy locks. She loved posing for him.

She truly had a model's body. Her full breasts hung firmly, high on her long, slender torso that matched her long, slender legs. He ran the palms across those legs, marvelling at the softness of her bare skin. He always marvelled.

Her hips responded to his touch. Beneath her diamond belly piercing, beneath the barely there landing strip, her full pussy lips stretched obscenely around his girth. His jerking cock drew a moan from his wife. She dropped a hand to his chest, grinding franticly down onto his glistening cock.

They found a rhythm, as hot and heavy as anything they'd done the night before. They were animals, rutting away in long, powerful strokes.

Jack grunted as he thrust up into her, meeting each powerful downward undulation. Their eyes talked.Fuck me! Fuck me harder!Only their grunts and their slapping flesh filled the room.

"God, that feels good, Jack," she moaned, leaning forward to allow him to cup her bouncing tits.

He knew how much she enjoyed having her breasts caressed whilst fucking. He kneaded both, gently at first, then harder, just the way she liked it. When he began flicking his thumb across her nipples, her body shuddered and she cried out.

"Jack," she gasped, pausing in her movements as the tide swept through her. "Jack..."

He plowed into her and continued his onslaught against her little, brown nipples. She went off. Her head fell forward, her long hair covering his face. Palmer held her whilst her body trembled and jerked, covering her panting face with kisses. She continued to roll her hips along his length, even as her breathing began to return to normal.

"My turn now," he whispered into her ear, nipping on her lobe. He flipped them, pulling her under his body. Somehow, his cock somehow remained firmly embedded as they switched positions.

"Thought you had work to go to?" she teased, her breath catching each time his erection shifted inside her.

He didn't answer, his clouded eyes telling her he needed his own relief. She loved it when he took her like this. He eased his cock out until only the tip was buried in her wetness, and then lunged forward, stroking back into her.

"Mmmm? What about work?" she teasingly repeated, her fingers digging into his ass. "You want to fuck your wife instead?"

Her words drove him to fuck harder. Pump harder. His pelvis clashed with hers. She wrapped her long legs around his back, pulling him closer with each thrust.

"Fuck me, Jack," she encouraged, her tongue licking around his ear and neck as she groaned out the words.

He did, pounding harder as they both moved closer. She tossed her head left and right. Her blonde hair fanned out across the pillow like the pin-up model she intended to be. A supermodel. That could be her. Millions would recognize her face. Her tits. Her body. She clutched his ass harder. She dug her heels into his lower back until it hurt.

"Come on baby. Cum for Kelli."

Jack raised up on his elbows, steadying himself. "Yessss!" he groaned, his hard cock exploding inside her.

His seed filled her like liquid fire, igniting her nerves. Igniting her own orgasm. Things went red and hot. Kelli dug her fingernails into his shoulder blades and her heels into his back, lifting her toned frame from the sheets. He pumped in and out one final time and she was there, too, gripping him tightly as they bucked and jerked against one another.

Neither spoke for some time. Their breathing mingled, heavy. Loud. Satisfied. At last, Kelli asked in a whisper, "So what was it like to fuck a supermodel?"

***

"Nice of you to join us, Palmer," Donny Webster sarcastically told him, calling him and Wilson into his office as soon as he arrived. "Hope you read through everything last night."

Palmer was about to respond but the look in Sandra Wilson's eyes warned him against it. She knew Webster only too well.

"What we've got here," the Vice boss told him, "is information from a series of phone taps, taken over the last month."

He picked up the different files scattered across his desk and precariously piled them on top of one another. Somehow, they stayed in place. Thrusting the half eaten sandwich into his mouth, he attempted to take a drink from his plastic cup at the same time.

Palmer and Wilson exchanged glances when the coffee ran down the front of his T-shirt.

"Is this all..." Palmer began to ask.

"Yes," Webster interrupted. "We're all legal and above board." He looked at Palmer and grinned, pushing his glasses back up his nose. "Judge Wilkinson is a friend of mind. Got him out of a jam once."

He threw the empty cup into his dirty waste bin. The remains of his sandwich followed.

"I want you to listen to this one," he snorted. "Taken last night. The subject is Savannah. A cute, sassy redhead. Got some photos somewhere. We got her apartment wired. The guy is Gerald Packman."

Palmer whistled. "TheGerald Packman?"

Webster nodded. "The one and only. He interviewed George Blair live on BBC last night. This is what he does to get himself in the mood."

He nodded over at Sandra Wilson, but then held his hand up when she reached over to switch on the recording.

"I'll play you a snippet. You need to get an idea of what the operation's all about. All the recordings are tagged, so you can listen to them all at your leisure." He grinned, displaying his off-colour teeth. "Just don't get too excited..."

***

Harry Bannerman looked down at the young girl as she sat gingerly on the edge of the bed. With her dirty blonde hair held back with a pale pink headband and a smooth, unblemished face, she was barely eighteen. So young. He'd found her in the park, still wearing her school uniform and smoking a cigarette. Waiting for someone. For him?

"Mind if I join you?" he'd asked, taking a seat before she answered his question. The blonde had glanced over at him, her pretty face clearly annoyed at the middle-aged, slightly balding fat man.

"Go right ahead," she said sarcastically, putting out the cigarette on the park bench. She'd rolled her plaid skirt up, as was the fashion with kids these days, and Bannerman could see that her legs were lean and slender. Perhaps she played field hockey, or football?

"Listen, I was wondering..." He grinned at her, ignoring the haughty way she returned his smile. Girls like this were his favourite. So full of teenage bravado. She probably dated a high school jock. Or maybe, she'd just broken up with him as she was university-bound. "I'm going to need to see some ID." He glanced at her cigarette. "There are laws."

The girl's bright blue eyes had widened at that! He loved that moment, when things started to get all imbalanced. With a shaking hand, the girl produced a wallet from her trendy handbag. Bannerman hadn't even looked at her name. He could care less about that shit. Just the birthday. Yes, she was eighteen. Just so. That was important.

"Happy birthday," he'd said with a smile, handing it back to her. She took it, this time not quite as confidently.

"Th—thanks," she'd replied, removing another Lucky Strike. Bannerman helped her light it. She wore knee socks. God, to be young again, he thought. Then again, college didn't exactly hold the most cheerful memories for him.

"Listen, doll, I have a proposition for you. Something that profits the both of us..."

The girls never said yes immediately. They always pretended to be more wholesome than they really were. But Bannerman knew how to pick them. He knew what to look for. And they changed their mind when he told them how much he'd pay. And just for a blowjob. That always got their interest. He didn't even want to fuck them, just feel their lips working on his manhood. And their tits.



Then, when they saw his giant of a cock, their attitude changed again. A couple of times, they'd almost begged him to fuck them. He never did, of course. He got off on the power; cumming in their mouths or between their tits was just icing.

Towering above the young blonde in his hotel room, he was in complete control. He loved that. When her eyes displayed that growing realisation, he slipped off his jacket and began to unbuckle his belt.

"Just think of the money, baby," he manipulatively muttered as he saw doubt cloud her eyes. She wouldn't doubt him in a moment.

His slacks dropped down to his ankles. Her eyes followed. He pulled his semi erect cock from his boxers. "Well, what do you think?"

"Geez," the girl gasped. "It's enormous."

"Enormous indeed," he murmured, fisting the soft flesh and waving it in front of her. "Now why don't you show me how much you want to earn your money?"

Bannerman slid his free hand through her soft, blonde hair, slowly pulling her head to his thickening shaft. As expected, there was no resistance. She was a sensible girl. This wasn't anything she hadn't done before. And think of the money! Besides, who could refuse such a monster?

He moaned as she took his hardness between her lips. His hand tightened behind her head, though he knew it was unnecessary. He felt her low growl tickle across him. She accepted this. When her tongue began to flick along his hardness like a snake searching for its prey, he let out a soft groan.

She'd told him she was inexperienced - she was anything but. The young blonde took him as far inside as she could, the head of his cock touching the entrance to her throat. One hand dug into his ass, whilst the other dropped to caress his balls. He dug his fingers into her scalp, displaying his growing pleasure.



Encouraged, she took his thick cock into her throat. And she did it easily. Bannerman groaned, ripping her headband away and tossing it into the corner. How many high school guys had she sucked already? How many would she before finally settling down? Bannerman huffed at the fantasy.

She sucked with a purpose and a passion. Her long tongue created a wonderful friction all along the underside of his shaft. Both of her hands gripped his ass, her fingernails digging in as she worked on her personal mission.

When he was close, Harry pulled her head up so that he held her gaze. He nodded. She went back to work, but kept an eye on him. Slowly, he began to buck his hips against her face. He was close. She knew it. She was ready for it.

This was almost the moment of truth. The money would go out of their young minds and a primitive sexual need took over. It was a desire to please their man, to make him cum. This one was no different.

Her fingernails dug deeper, drawing blood from his chubby buttocks.

He tightened his grip on her hair, close to the point of no return. A final suck of her mouth, a fondle of his balls, and he was there. Her eyes stayed on his. His hips spasmed. His muscles went taut. His groan pierced the air.

The blonde gave out a guttural moan as he fired the first blast against the back of her throat. She growled, almost greedily accepting burst after burst of his creamy tribute.

When she'd taken it all, she lay back on the bed and slipped her hand under her skirt. Rubbing herself furiously, she came almost immediately.

***

Palmer sat quietly when Webster switched off the recording. Despite the repulsion he felt, there had been a surprisingly erotic quality to the way Savannah had gone about her business. It was almost a classy seduction, rather than the basic rough and tumble he'd expected.

"Well?" Webster asked.

"How did you get onto this?" Palmer asked, more for something to say.

Sandra Wilson smiled. "It was a tip off."

"One of her tricks?"

Webster shook his head. "Shit, no. We picked up a few hookers about a month and a half ago. Knew them all. One of them started complaining."

Wilson laughed. "Big Elsie. Quite a woman."

"Yup," laughed the fifty-year-old Vice boss. "She's all of that. Well, this particular evening she was drunk, or as near as dammit. She complained we're always picking on the low-renters and letting the high-rolling ladies get away with it."

He turned to Wilson. "Get me another coffee, will'ya?"

She rolled her eyebrows at Palmer and slid of her chair, making her way to the battered machine in the corner of the next office.

The young detective watched the tall, black-haired female go. Her black, skin-tight jeans hung low on her slender hips, and her snug, red blouse didn't quite cover her flat midriff. Her gun was holstered right up against her tailbone, although it wasn't the gun Palmer found himself looking at.

By common consensus of the guys in the department, the thirty-three year old divorcee was as sexy as hell, though few dare mention it for fear of her infamous temper.

Her bright smile was bestowed on very few, though Palmer received more than his share. So did Goodwin. Although it was strictly against department rules, Palmer had an inkling there was something going on between those two. But that was their business as far as he was concerned.

Webster's voice brought him back to the present. "Elsie musta realised what she'd said because she wouldn't give us anything else." He laughed. "So I gave her some more drink."

Palmer gave a soft chuckle. "That's a technique I haven't heard of—"

The Vice boss nodded, licking his lips. "Did the trick. Within ten minutes she came up with a name and address. That's how we got onto this Savannah."

Wilson walked in with two coffees. One of the buttons of her red blouse had worked its way undone. The way her cleavage spilt over her white lacy bra and between the open folds was pretty sexy.

He nodded to the offending button, giving her time to surreptitiously fasten it after she handed him the second coffee.

"See," Webster joked, referring to the coffee. "You're getting respect already."

Wilson gave Palmer a thank you grin as they turned back to their boss.

"Anyway," he continued, "this Savannah proves to be a busy lady. You wouldn't believe who we've recorded with her. Then, a few days ago, bingo! We got a whole new ball game. I don't have time to take it forward. That's where you come in."

"Okay, Chief. I'm intrigued," Palmer confessed. "Tell me more."

"I thought you'd read the file?"

"I have Chief. It's a little short on detail!"

Webster grunted. "We got a big fat shakedown. The people she's involved with are mega names in the political, entertainment and business world."

"Is that any of our business?" Palmer queried. "We're Vice."

Webster's eyebrows arched. "We get involved in anything I say. This is the biggest thing to hit the department for a while. They could blackmail these johns as far as we know. We're gonna follow it all the way."

Palmer smiled. "Well, we could sure do with a bit of excitement, Chief. I'm all for that. Want me to lean on this Savannah?"

Webster ran a hand across his baldhead. "No, Palmer. That's not what I want. We make the wrong move and we can blow the whole case out the freakin' window. Understand?"

"Okay," Palmer said, looking from Webster to Sandra Wilson and back again. "But can you give me the low down?"

This time Webster nodded across at Wilson. He drained his coffee as he slammed his feet on top of his desk.

"Well," the female cop began. "She led us to a friend of hers, Brooke Welles. It seems they're working together. We got her place wired as well."

Webster couldn't resist joining in. "Pretty soon we got a third. Roxanne Lopez. From what we can tell, now there are three of them. All of them, fucking internationally known men. Decision makers."

Palmer nodded. "Do we have a line on Brooke and Roxanne?"

"Oh yes," smiled Wilson. "Goodwin and I got lucky one night. The three of them were together, with three tricks. Japanese. Tony Mizato, a big shot businessman. Money to burn. And two people he was hoping to impress."

"They'd be impressed alright," Webster growled.

"We tailed 'em," Wilson continued with a roll of her eyes. "And then followed 'em home. A limo the size of a jumbo jet picked them up, took them to Gordon Ramsay's Boxwood Café for dinner then to the China White nightclub. Money no object."

Palmer whistled. "Maybe I could take them out on a date."

"Yeah," Webster laughed. "On your pay, a McDonalds combo. That's where you take your old lady, isn't it?"

Palmer winced at the mention of his wife. He and Kelli seemed to have become more distant lately. Too many late hours.

"Anyway," Webster continued, "we already got Savannah and Brooke's apartments wired. Now I got us permission from my Judge friend to wire Roxanne's, too. That's your next step, Palmer."

The young detective's mind was doing overtime. "We got a first class wireman lined up?" he asked.

Webster laughed—a wry, sarcastic laugh. "Are you shitting me? We got the combined skills of you, Wilson and Goodwin. That's it. The three of you should be capable of tapping her phone."

"No," Palmer responded. "I want the whole place wired."

"Well, good luck with that," Webster almost snarled, shaking his head at Wilson. She grinned back, running a hand through her unkempt black hair.

Palmer smiled. "And I know who can do the job. Taffy Boyd."

Webster grimaced. "Taffy Boyd? A bloody Welshman?"

"This guy's the best wireman you're ever likely to meet."

"I'm not likely to meet him," Webster responded.

"You already have, Chief. He's in narcotics."

Webster's faded eyes briefly leapt into life. "Boyd? He's good."

Palmer nodded. "I know. And I can sneak him out long enough to do our job."

"Holy shit. I don't want to know," Webster snorted. "You do what you got to do, Palmer. Just don't fuck it up."

***

This girl was hotter than most he'd picked up. A little on the waif-side, but he didn't mind. It made her look even younger. He watched her as her fingers worked furiously beneath her white, cotton thong. That wasn't so innocent.

Bannerman had done this countless times. He found he couldn't stop. When he saw an innocent girl by herself, it was like a half-full bottle of whiskey to an alcoholic. Yet he'd never fucked one of the girls. Never felt the urge. Never, that was, until this one.

Andthatmeant it was time to go.

The blonde's head shot up as she heard the zipping sound of his fly. Watching her get off made it difficult to stuff his monster back into his pants. "Where are you going?" she asked, reaching out and grasping his belt.

Her short, pleated skirt had ridden up her thighs. Bannerman hadn't missed that detail.

"I don't..."

His protest died as she reached back in, fished out his semi-swollen cock, and took it back into her mouth. He was full after two slippery bobs of her head. And when he was full, she pounced.

A habit of a lifetime, out the window. When she pushed him back onto the bed and began to tear off her schoolgirl clothes, he knew he was heading into murky waters.

"Leave the socks on," he begged as she pushed the skirt and thong over her narrow hips. She was skinny, but her girlish tits were large enough to fill her small, white bra. "And the shoes." Those black, patent leather shoes.

"Want me to put my hair in pigtails?" she asked as she unhooked her bra, posing for him, pigeon-toed and demure. God, she was his fantasy come to life, from the pouting lips right down to her smooth sex.

"Oh, Jesus," he moaned, his hand instantly going to his cock.

"Let me do that," she giggled, crawling down between his legs. Her fingers barely fit around his girth. "This is the largest I've ever seen," she marvelled, licking the tip like a lollipop.

She snaked up his body, doing a quick one-eighty as she settled into his lap.

He could see their reflection in the side mirror as her hand held his saliva-damp cock upright. She placed the mushroom head against her quivering opening. She teased him with the delectable flesh. This girl was no virgin.

"Ohhhh!" she moaned as she lowered her spasming pussy over his hardness.

Bannerman shuddered as he felt her moist folds parting around him. Remarkably, she bottomed out on him, her snug little pussy swallowing him whole. She laid back against his chest, letting him wrap his arms around her perky tits.

And then she began to gyrate. She moved like a stripper on his lap, her peach-like ass making tight little circles in his lap.

The fat man redirected his hands to her slim hips. This girl was a slut and it was time to show her how he dealt with sluts. He began to pile drive the little blonde in his lap. He went from zero-to-sixty in half a second, his hands slamming her down against his legs. His monster of a dick burrowed deeper and deeper into her sex, penetrating as far as he could possibly go.

She flexed her legs and bounced back up, moving with the energy of a cheerleader. A cheerleader that she probably was! Fuck! He slammed her back down before she could recover.

Over and over, he pounded the willing teenager, her little tits bouncing with his thrusts. His forearms burned from the effort.

"Yeah, baby," her vibrating voice gasped, over and over again. "Yeah, baby. Yeah, baby..." She urged him through her desperate cries.

Bannerman lost himself. He became a thrusting machine, whipping her lighter body harder and harder on his lap. She arched her back, pushing her shoulders against his. Her soft, blonde hair draped across his chest as he gave every ounce of energy he had. The sweat poured from him. His heart dangerously worked overtime.

When he slammed her down again so hard he was sure his chubby legs would be bruised, he detonated inside her pussy, crying out as he disgorged shot after shot of hot cum into her young body.

Her sex twitched with each burst, the slick muscles tightening each time she sucked another rope of pearly seed. He couldn't stop, still cumming thirty seconds later, his hips twitching with each explosion as the teenager gratefully accepted each further explosion.

Neither moved for a few minutes, just resting. Both exhausted. Eventually, the young blonde pulled away and sat up on her elbows. "Did I do well?" she asked.

"Yes," he sighed, his voice indicating how tiresome he found the question. How often had he been asked that? "Very good. You can leave now."

"My money?" she asked, almost apologetically.

"Money?" he replied with a hoarse laugh. "I've got no money. Now get out of here before I break your fucking fingers."

***

Kelli put the phone down. It had been good of Erin to check on her and to provide her with details of tomorrow's shoot. A thrill of excitement shot down her spine. She hadn't expected things to move so quickly.

Despite her fucking session with Jack, she was frustrated. A new assignment meant that she wasn't sure when she'd see him again. Nothing new there. She hated that. Hated the way he was married to his job.

She'd broken up with Danny when his passion for football saw him travel around the country. He'd attempted to make it professionally, but all he ever managed were short-lived trials by one club after another. Never quite good enough; not bad enough to quit. His obsession took him away from her for long periods of time. Too long.

It's what had indirectly led her to Jack. She was young and beautiful, just breaking into the world of modelling, even though it was minor league stuff. She'd broken things off with Danny. Feeling low, she'd decided to go out. She'd met Jack in a bar, dated the next night, fucked the night after that, and been inseparable ever since.

Until he'd been made a detective, that was. Now, she felt déjà vu, and hated herself for it.

But then, would she really be spending her nights alone if shewassingle? The illicit thought caused her to tremble with shame and, she admitted deep down, a little excitement. Her pink nipples grew hard and she pulled her silk robe tightly around her. There was a plethora of attractive, young men who'd be desperate to get into her panties.

Kelli shook her head, banishing the terrible thoughts. She loved Jack. She was his wife and took that promise seriously. Yet she couldn't suppress the overwhelming sadness that was overtaking her. Did he not understand what he was doing? Did he not understand that she couldn't put up with his absence for much longer? If their marriage was going to remain intact, Jack would have to change his ways.

But he hadn't shown much sign of wanting to do that so far. If anything, things were worse.

Could this modelling opportunity change everything? Maybe, if she made it big, then he could be around more. Maybe it would help her finally get over her profound loneliness. Or maybe, her new lifestyle would help her deal with his absence in other ways...

The more she thought about the way things were between them, the unhappier she became.

***

Sandra Wilson was getting ready to leave for the day. Like the rest of Vice other than Webster, she sat in an open plan room, her small desk stacked high with unfilled reports. Unlike Webster's, however, at least her papers were lined up in the semblance of organization.

She stood and stretched, catching her reflection in the grimy window that looked out into the ally. She looked tired. She needed some sleep. Too many long hours with little reward. As usual, she'd tied her straight black hair into a knot high on her head, although a few unwashed strands had escaped.

"You're still here." A snow-white haired head crept up behind her just as she shouldered her leather attaché.

"Goodwin," she smiled, feeling her face flush a little at the sight of the older man. They'd been partners for close to ten years and over that time, had developed into good friends. Best friends. Each had helped the other through their messy divorces – the ink on Sandra's still wet. "You're still here, too."

"I think we're the only ones," the older man whispered, stepping into view. Alex Goodwin was pushing sixty although the barrel-chested man kept himself in great shape.

Sandra shivered, thinking about his body under those clothes. She hadn't been with any man but Jason since they'd started dating twelve years ago. Until last week, that was. She still wasn't sure how she and Goodwin had gotten together, but she loved the way his thick cock had fucked her.

"Oh yeah?" she responded, raising a playful eyebrow. "It'll take me twenty minutes to reach home. Make sure you're not far behind."

***

Harry Bannerman made his way to the Fifth Floor of DeVere Towers. His body ached all over and he'd much rather be soaking in his own flat. But when his boss called, he came running.

The computer complex was exclusively housed in the building. Only half a dozen people worked there, all of whom were experts in their own field, but none of whom understood the bigger picture.

Only Harry knew that. And Dominic DeVere, of course. There was nothing about his business that the crew-cut man didn't understand.

The young brunette that met him had worked there for eighteen months. Harry often thought about her sucking his cock, but knew better than to mix business with pleasure.

"Well?" he asked. It was his standard question whenever he went into work. Loosely translated, it meant tell me anything I need to know.

"Everything's fine, Harry," she smiled. But then it always was. Each of Harry's employees was a specialist in their field. That's why he'd hand picked them and why he paid so much.

A graduate of Harvard, many years ago, Harry's computer and financial genius was the best there was. He'd approached DeVere, not the other way around.I can save you a couple of million a year,he'd told his future employer.I've studied your annual reports and what I can find of your business plan. There's no doubt I can revolutionise your computer operations and make your business more tax efficient.



DeVere hadn't thrown him out. He'd listened. In the five years Bannerman had worked there, the savings he'd initiated had actually exceeded three million per annum. He was now DeVere's most valuable, and most trusted, employee.

In return, DeVere had solidified Bannerman's loyalty by providing him with a salary and bonus scheme that ensured an extravagant lifestyle. The lifestyle of a top executive. Expensive holidays, private jets, gourmet restaurants were all at his beck and call.

And on the rare occasions that one of his young conquests objected to Harry's refusal to pay them, Dominic would intervene to provide a cast iron alibi that proved Harry couldn't have been involved at that particular time. He'd been in a board meeting, of course.

And a small cash inducement always helped them go away for good.

But while Devere had begun by simply taking advantage of Bannerman's computer and financial genius, times had changed. The man with the receding hairline had developed into his number two.

Wherever there was information to be found, or dirty work to be carried out, the middle-aged fat man was invariably heavily involved.

When his phone rang, he checked the caller extension. "I'll be right there, sir," he answered, without waiting for his boss to speak.

He took the private elevator up, punching in the intricate key code. DeVere was looking out of the window when he arrived.

"Harry, I want you to review the laws pertaining to party political contributions. And the way we make such contributions. If I pay a million a year for the next five years, I want to get half my money back."

"Half..." Harry began. That was a tall order, even for him.

"Find a way," DeVere snapped. "And I want every single penny accounted for in such a way that it will stand up to the most rigorous government examination. Clear?"

"Yes, sir," Harry barked. There were times DeVere expected him to be a miracle worker.

"Oh yes, and I want a million ready for transfer immediately after the MP's vote next month. I'll sign the necessary requisition the day before."

Bannerman nodded. "No problem. We'll ensure they're a number of small, personal contributions, maximum of fifty thou, say? It may be we can backdate..."

"Harry," DeVere interrupted. "I'm not interested in how. Once you've got it all worked out, we can go through it together."

And they would, thought Bannerman. DeVere insisted on checking everything personally. The only time Harry had ever made a mistake, he'd been given a chilling warning. He'd never do that again.

"Is that all, sir?" Harry asked, his thick lips rolling back in a fat, deferential smile.

DeVere's nod was dismissive.

***

At the same time that Bannerman was being dismissed from DeVere's office, Sandra Wilson was opening the door of her small apartment to the snow-white haired cop.

"Alex," she smiled. "Twenty minutes late."

He stroked her body with his eyes as she stepped to one side to allow him to enter. It was clear from her strawberry smell that she'd showered before she'd changed. Her black, skin-tight jeans looked good on her tall, lean body, as did the black tank top.

He still couldn't believe this was happening; he still kept waiting to wake up from the fantasy. He was nearly sixty, for God's sake. What she saw in such a gruff, often miserable old cop puzzled him.

He'd lusted over her modelesque body since she'd been assigned to him. She was just twenty-three at the time, so innocent. In the past ten years, she'd matured into a graceful beauty, although the long hours in Vice and her divorce had added a few more lines around her eyes.

"God, I want you," Wilson said, rolling her eyes as she echoed his thoughts.

She led him into her small living room, whipping the tight tank top over her head as she did so. The quick action dislodged the elastic that held her hair up. The dark waves bounced around her face and shoulders. She'd blow-dried it. Just for him? "Come on," she beckoned, glancing at him over her shoulder. Her bangs had caught in the gloss of her lips.

Goodwin felt his heart leap in his chest just a fraction before his cock began to unfurl. He stood at the entrance to the room, watching.

Sandra moved over to her couch - a beat up old thing that had seen better days. Keeping her back to him, she unsnapped the top button of her jeans and began to shimmy out of the tight, black denim.

"Well, just going to stand there?" she asked as she stepped out of them. Her black, satin thong - which matched her demi bra - plunged between her tight, ass cheeks as she came to a stop before her couch.

"Just admiring the view, " he joked without moving. She had almost no body fat on her. Her pale, lightly freckled body was built like a tigress. He watched her sinuous muscles shift as she reached behind her and unclasped her bra.

Again, Wilson rolled her eyes, although this time her lips were curled up in a smile. "Why don't you admire a little closer?" she asking, turning to face him. She had small, firm breasts capped with round little nipples that stuck out like eraser tips.

Goodwin unrooted himself at last, crossing to her as he pulled off his wrinkled, string tie. The dark haired woman sat back on the edge of the table as he stepped into her. Their lips came together like parched wanderers in an oasis.

Sandra helped her partner divest of the rest of his clothing, sliding her hand into his boxers impatiently so she could feel his rigid member.Geez, her mind screamed,I need this cock!

He pushed his boxers down his legs as she whisked her thong away.

"If anyone knew about us, we could lose our jobs," she warned as she took hold of his thick manhood and placed it against her pussy.

"I know that," the older cop said gruffly. He knew it all too well. He'd seen it happen before, with some of his best friends. The head of his cock rub across the younger detective's smooth pussy lips as she lifted her ass off the table.

His cock lurched.

Last week, she'd been hairy and unkempt. He hadn't minded, of course. It went well with her outward exhaustion. Now, he noted with a quick glance between their legs, she'd sculpted her dark hair into a trimmed wedge of curls atop her buttery soft folds.

"So you like it when Sandra shaves?" she asked devilishly, jutting her hips upward as his cock sank into her.

"You're such a slut!" he growled against her ear as she adjusted to his girth.

"And you love it, don't you, baby? Say it."

"Fuck yeah. I love it!"

"Then fuck me, Alex," she cried, her hard ass sliding across the smooth wooden table.

There was no more talk. Only grunts. His mouth closed on hers, jamming his tongue hard down her throat. Her hands were on his snow-white hair, gripping it tighter in her lust.

Goodman picked her slender body up. She squealed in surprise, looping her legs around his back. She clung to his neck as he shifted them over to the couch, keeping his cock half-buried in her. He dropped her onto the beat-up cushions, the momentum driving his cock as deep as it would go into his partner.

"Ugh God!" she cried, clenching her teeth as the pleasure bordered on pain. Her heels dug harder into his ass as he really began to thrust.

"Ah, ah, AH!" Sandra's spring-tight body stiffened even harder. She dug her nails into Goodwin's back as she tried to bend him down into her cumming body. The older man didn't budge, his body as solid and unmoving as ever.

"Geez, Alex, you make me feel like I'm in my twenties again," she laughed huskily as they readjusted.

The white-haired detective sank into the couch as his naked partner climbed into his lap. The feeling was exquisite as she sank down onto him.

He just grunted in response, although she made him feel so much younger, too. He hadn't had this much fun with a woman since the early parts of his failed marriage.

"Mmm... Alex, I love the way you fill me," she growled, resting her arms on his muscular chest as she pushed herself back up to a straddle. Her head dropped backwards every time she thrust downwards on his hard cock.

Their eyes locked on each other's as she took her pleasure and gave him his. She was gyrating her hips in tiny circles now, her eyes narrowing at the sensation, and only when she heard his groans turn to growls did she begin to ride him hard, resuming the up-and-down momentum of her athletic hips.

That was it. She had the perfect angle and his cock nudged right across her g-spot. "Geez, Alex. Yes... yes..."

She gritted her teeth as her head fell onto her chest, her body trembling as another orgasm found her. "Fuck yessssssssss!"

Goodwin allowed her to ride out her peak. Well, most of it, anyway. Before she'd fully recovered, he scooped her trembling body into his arms and carried her into her bedroom. His body surged with renewed vigor. This beast had found his second wind, and he was going to devour his prey whole.

Tossing her onto her unkempt bed, he crawled in between her long legs. Her pink furrow was loose from the sex. The flower was near full bloom. He dove his head in, eating her neatly shaved sex with years of experience behind him.

Her sex petals were softer than anything he'd had the pleasure of running his tongue along - and loose enough now that he couldn't pass up sucking them whole between his lips like the juice from an orange slice.

"Ngh ah!" Sandra moaned. He hardly felt her tight fists pawing at his hair. That was why he still had hair, for young women like Wilson to pull on, right?

When he'd teased her to the brink of yet another orgasm, he settled up along her lean body. She was twitching like a crackling transistor. She was ready to blow again.

He gently eased his cock between her legs, sliding forward so that just his cockhead penetrated her.

She whined, wanting more. "Don't tease..."

"This what you want? " he smiled, pushing himself forward. He slid inside her like a knife through butter.

He thrust once, then again. Her soft moans encouraged him to keep teasing, slowly sliding back and forth like he was sawing at a piece of wood. The tingling sensation ran from his cock to his brain and back again.

"Faster, Alex." She was humping up against him now. Not for long. He needed relief.

Increasing his pace as directed, he could feel her body shake with the downward thrust. He was close, his balls buzzing each time they hit her smooth sex. The faster he pumped, the louder she moaned.

He felt the familiar surge as his eyes rolled into the back of his head. "Uh, yeah!" he cried, as his balls emptied themselves into her tightness.

Sandra Wilson held him tight as his body jerked over and over again, like a mother comforting her child. When he was finally spent, she struggled her head to his ear and whispered, "Bed now, baby? We've got a long night ahead of us."
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Chapter 3: The Shoot

Palmer used a company car to pick up Taffy Boyd, a top of the range BMW. That made sense in view of their destination. Anything else would look out of place in Mayfair.

Wilson and Goodwin sat in the back, letting the smoke from their cigarettes curl through the open rear windows and disappear into the early morning London air. For some reason, they both looked bushed, as if they'd been partying all night.

Palmer smiled at the thought of Goodwin being at an all night rave. It didn't quite fit the image. Maybe it was just the early hour?

But then, he was tired, too. Kelli had been away last night, travelling to Edinburgh for her modelling assignment. He'd used the alone time to go over every single piece of information on the case. Even on paper, this Roxanne seemed special, a little different to Brooke or Savannah. Classier somehow.

And her photograph! The soft, wavy, red hair. Her perfect face, with her soft green eyes, and full, red lips. He'd met a few classy broads in the line of duty, but this one was getting into his psyche.

What was it about her?

"How long are we going to have to hang around?" Goodwin asked. He'd been cantankerous ever since getting into the car.

"Patience, Grasshopper," Palmer joked. "Something crawled up your ass last night?"

Wilson silently chuckled. At some time, in their early morning fucking, it had been the other way around.

In the rear view mirror, Palmer caught the smile Goodwin and Wilson exchanged. Perhaps they had been partying, after all?

"Just tired, I guess," Goodwin grumbled. "And I don't like those shits in narcotics. How long's this guy been with 'em?"

"Long enough," Palmer replied, catching Goodwin's eyes in the mirror.

The tired looking older man shot back a reluctant smile. Then he grunted. Goodwin often grunted. It was his stock in trade.

When Palmer realised that was as positive a reaction as he was likely to get, he reassuringly added, "But he's a good guy. We grew up together and I'd trust him with my life."

"He knows what he's doing?" Sandra Wilson asked.

Palmer nodded, tilting his head so that he could see both his colleagues in the mirror. "The best wireman you're ever likely to meet. Though I doubt you'll have met one like Taffy Boyd." He gave a soft laugh and nodded over at the entrance to the building opposite them.

Three pairs of eyes homed in on the short, overweight Welshman. He looked almost as scruffy as Webster. The faded blue jeans were two sizes too big, and whereas the grubby black shirt was tucked in at the front, the tail was flapping in the strong breeze. Typical Taffy.

"He looks more like Mr. Magoo," Wilson laughed, referring to the thick glasses. "This is our wireman?"

Goodwin joined in. "You're shitting me, Palmer?"

Palmer laughed out loud. Taffy Boyd was the opposite of the archetypical wireman and regularly provoked this kind of initial reaction.

It had been that way since they were kids. When he thought of the number of fights he'd become involved in when the young Taffy was picked on. Moving to England when he was so young had seen the Welshman bullied because of either his appearance or accent. Palmer had looked after him.

"Geez," Goodwin gasped, interrupting the childhood recollections. He was watching the overweight man waddle over to the car, carrying a big, black, tool chest. "He looks worse than Webster. When did he last have a haircut? And look at those dirty, brown suede shoes. With blue jeans!"

Even Wilson laughed at that one. Alex Goodwin wasn't exactly noted for his own sartorial elegance.

"Though for someone from narcs," the snow-white haired man grudgingly conceded, "I gotta say he looks almost human."

Then Taffy Boyd was leaning against the car door, puffing heavily. "Jack, boyo, how's it going?"

"Good, Taffy," Palmer replied, getting out to stow the toolbox in the boot. "Get away okay?"

"Not a problem," he panted. Opening the passenger door, he crawled into the front beside Palmer. "Chilton's on holiday this week, so the bastard can't cause any problems. Your timing's perfect."

Goodwin laughed. It was the first time since he'd got in the car at the crack of dawn. "Hey buddy," he said, slapping the Welshman on his back. "If you agree that Chilton's a shit, you'll do for me."

"They've a few shits in narcs, boyo," the newcomer added. "But, then, every department is much the same."

"Not us," Sandra Wilson responded with a laugh, lighting another cigarette and lowering the window again as Palmer started the engine and glided into the already heavy traffic. "How'd you get involved with narcs anyway?"

Boyd pulled a King Size chocolate bar from his pocket and took a large bite. "My first meal today," he explained, showing a mouthful of goo. "Well, Chilton heard of my reputation. He borrowed me for a job similar to this. Wired up a politician's house they'd heard was supporting a terrorist cell."

"Jackson Kumar? Shit, you were involved with that bust?"

Picking a piece of chocolate from his teeth and giving it the once over before swallowing it, Boyd nodded. "Yup. He ordered a new surround sound system and that gave an excuse to get me in. I wired the whole place from top to bottom."

He gave a weird, machine gun rattling laugh as he took another large bite.

"And?" Wilson urged.

Boyd took off his Magoo style glasses and struggled to remove a sliver of chocolate that was stuck to the right lens. "It gave us everything we needed. Enough ammunition to put him away for years. And fucked up his brother-in-law too."

"His brother-in-law?" Goodwin mumbled. "Didn't he turn up dead?"

"Yes, boyo," the Welshman replied, dropping the chocolate wrapper onto the floor as he finished the bar. "He was a nastier piece of work than Kumar. Involved in all kinds of unpleasant business. Responsible for more murders in London than the rest combined."

Sandra Wilson's voice was uncertain this time. "So you guys had him rubbed out?"

The machine gun rattling laugh got louder. "No! The tapping showed he was fucking Kumar's wifeandhis daughter. We got that information to Kumar a day before we picked him up. It was enough for him to take care of his brother-in-law for us."

"No shit," Goodwin muttered, exchanging glances with Wilson.

"Yes, boyo," Boyd giggled, somehow smudging the chocolate sliver right across the lens. He decided to clean it on the front of his shirt. "After that, Chilton had me transferred to his team. Said he couldn't do without the wonderful Welshman."

The two cops in the back nodded, thinking back to the media furore that surrounded the whole Kumar case.

It was Palmer who broke the silence. "And I think that's a new world record..."

"What's that, Jack?" the overweight wireman asked.

"You ate the whole of that King Size in four point two seconds..."

"Very funny, boyo," Boyd groaned, then added with a grin, "But then, I get plenty of practice. That's why I'm so fit. By the way, where're we headed?"

"Mayfair."

The Welshman whistled through his teeth. "We're going upmarket?"

"You bet," Sandra Wilson offered. "We're after a high class hooker involved in an extortion scam. Think you can wire up her apartment so we can hear her eat breakfast?"

"Oh, yes. Not a problem, little lady. I can doanything. What kind of apartment?"

The attractive female cop shrugged her shoulders. "Dunno, Taffy, but we got the one next to hers rented out. Palmer here is the lucky playboy who's posing as the tenant. That's why he's dressed so smart today. Impress the neighbours."

The Welsh wireman laughed. He glanced across at Palmer. With his black, crinkled hair and square jaw, he looked more like Superman than ever. People had often drawn that comparison, but those who knew the twenty-five year old detective were well aware not to mention the fact in his presence. Boyd never had. "Palmer's dressed smart ever since I've known him," he contented himself by saying. "You'd think we were twins."

"Yeah, right," Goodwin grinned. "Twins. That's a good one."

"The building only has four floors. We're on the top," Wilson continued. "There's a secured gate activated by a code-card, and a security guard inside the building."

"How do you know she's not at her flat right now?"

"I've been ringing her number for the last hour," Goodwin interrupted, holding up his cell phone. "No answer. But if she is there, we'll wait in Palmer's flat 'til she leaves, then do the job."

"Palmer's flat! I like the sound of that!" Palmer grinned, glancing over his shoulder at Wilson and Goodwin.

"Yeah," Goodwin mumbled. "It's alright for some. Don't know where the Department gets the money. Try getting anything more than a free cup of coffee and you've no chance."

The dark haired female cop tapped Palmer on the shoulder. "That's us on the left."

Smoothly pulling to a halt, the wavy haired detective used his key card to open the gates. They swung open without a hitch. Observing the five-mile per hour limit, he edged into his allocated parking space.

Boyd went to the boot and flipped open his toolbox. In direct contrast to his appearance, it was meticulously arranged inside.

"Geez," Goodwin grunted. "I don't know what half of those things are, but they sure look impressive."

The Welshman laughed. "Is that right, boyo? You didn't expect a scruffy, fat Welshman to be so organised, eh?"

***

Kelli looked back at The Howard. She somehow felt important as the early morning limo sent to collect her glided away from the intimate and discreet 5-star hotel. Occupying three Georgian townhouses in the heart of Edinburgh's New Town, Kelli had never before experienced such luxury.

Jack had never taken her to anywhere as extravagent as this. She marvelled at the character of the building. They'd used rich fabrics, oil paintings and opulent furnishings inside to enhance that character.

And her suite! The Abercromby had consisted of a huge, richly-textured bedroom with a luxury king-size four-poster bed, a separate living room and a marble bathroom with two basins. This was a different world!

From her suite windows she could see Great King Street. It was a classic example of a wide, cobblestoned, New Town street and when she'd awoken at a ridiculously early time that morning, she'd gone outside and wandered around for an hour.

She'd taken in her surroundings like a tourist, although she certainly hadn't felt like one. She felt alive. Energized. A star in the making. And if this was an example of the sort of perks that awaited, she'd do everything she could to make her dream come true. She wanted more.

***

Palmer locked the car and ran a hand through his black, crinkled hair as he addressed the others.

"Okay," he said, his voice adopting the same serious tone as his face conveyed. He glanced at Wilson and Goodwin. "You've both seen Roxanne. I need one of you to stay around here and keep an eye on the entrance. We've gotta know if she returns when we're up there."

"That's you," Wilson grinned, nodding at Goodwin. "I'm needed to add some finesse upstairs."

Palmer ignored the joke. He was focused. Anxious to get the job done. "Okay. Let's go."

Using the key card again to gain entrance to the building, the three cops bounded up the short flight of stairs from the garage area to reception. A painfully thin guard greeted them, seventy if he was a day.

"Jack Palmer," the detective introduced himself, shaking the older gentleman's hand. "I'm renting number fifty."

The guard's look of suspicion immediately vanished, replaced by a soft smile. He gave a welcoming nod, running a couple of arthritic fingers across his grey, pencil moustache. It was as thin as his hair.

"Your name is?"

"Jobson, sir," the elderly guard answered, almost clicking his heels. "Ted Jobson."

Palmer smiled warmly. "Good to meet you, Ted. These are three of my friends. We're just going to look around. I thought I'd show off the place."

Jobson grinned. He looked like he'd collapse if you blew on him. "Nicest apartments in Mayfair, sir. You'll love it here. Very quiet, too."

"Great," Palmer smiled. "What about the neighbours? Anyone interesting?"

The old man's eyes twinkled. "Miss Roxanne has the flat next to yours, sir. You'll love her. A real beauty, and a real classy lady, too."

"Sounds good," Palmer grinned. "I could use some feminine company. Is she married?"

"Oh, no, sir," Jobson answered, putting a hand on Palmer's arm as he leant in confidentially. "But she entertains the occasional male friend." He gave a knowing wink.

"Is that right?" Palmer responded, smiling warmly into the old man's twinkling eyes. "Is she in? I might introduce myself."

The grey-haired guard shook his head. "No, sir. Went out some time ago. Can't say when she'll be back."

Palmer put on a disappointed look. "Well, perhaps some other time then. Tell me, Ted, what time are you here until?"

"Six o'clock, sir. Then the night guard takes over. I'll tell him all about you, sir."

"I'd appreciate that, Ted," Palmer responded, leading Wilson and Boyd towards the elevator. "Catch up with you later."

***

"Hotel satisfactory?"

"Satisfactory? It was wonderful. I've never stayed anywhere as beautiful. And I just loved that massage you arranged last night."

Erin DeVere smiled at Kelli. She'd caught the early morning flight from London and arrived not more than half an hour ago. Her original plan had been to fly up with her newest model, but her afterthought to give the tall and willowy blonde a taste of decadence had paid dividends.

All the better to lull her into the web she was weaving.

"Nervous?"

"Absolutely," came the immediate response. "But so excited, too. I can't believe you arranged a shoot so quickly, Erin."

The sophisticated American woman laughed. "I haven't just arranged the shoot, Kelli. I've just replaced the model I intended to use. You're perfect for what we have in mind. No problem escaping from your husband for two days?"

Erin led the young model into the opulent mansion on the outskirts of Edinburgh. It had once been the summer home for some minor royalty, she'd heard. She'd used it for shoots before, and it was perfect for Kelli's first one.

"Not at all," the blonde responded as Erin opened the front door. Kelli's phone call to Jack had been brief and to the point. She'd be working on a two-day shoot. And as he was engrossed in his new case, she didn't expect she'd be seeing much of him anyway. Perhaps an uncalled for jibe, but true nevertheless.

The Agency Head smiled, the corners of her mouth crinkling in what was becoming a familiar way. "Good! I have big plans for you, Kelli. As long as you keep following instructions, the sky's the limit."

The naïve blonde nodded. She'd do anything to pursue her dream.

"Have you ever shot with another woman?" Erin asked, smiling as the young model gulped and shook her head. "Well, Brooke's easy to work with. You'll love her. Come on."

She led the excited girl through the house to the luxurious living room, where the shoot would be conducted. As they passed the hall mirror, she studied her latest 'acquisition' quickly. Kelli's long, blonde hair fell in loose waves around her bare shoulders, and the way her strapless top hugged her round breasts was delicious. The low-rise skinny jeans were designer, which was good. Her girls needed to present themselves with a certain standard.

"Kelli, I'd like you to meet the photographer, Chad. He's one of the best in the business."

The Billy Zane look-alike was hurrying out the living room, adjusting the long lens of his sleek black camera. Why was it so many bald men felt they needed to wear caps? Though she had to admit, even back to front, this one added to the short, muscular man's sexiness. Kelli shook his hand with a "good to meet you."

"Just running out to my car for a few more pieces of equipment. But we should be ready to start shooting shortly."

"Wonderful. Brooke's here?" The man nodded, then hurried past them.

The vaulted ceilings and tall, pained windows made this place perfect for photoshoots. Even on rainy days, the lighting in here remained perfect. Gauzy drapes that hung from the high tops of each window softened the sunlight, and the crystal chandelier that dominated the centre of the room sparkled whenever it shifted in airy space.

Chad had already finished most of the set-up. He'd erected his flashbulbs and draped a couple areas of the room - one in front of those old-worldy sofas, the other near one of the deep windowsills. He'd set up his cameras and light meters on the cherry wood console table on the darker side of the room.

A short, curvy model was standing with her back to Erin and Kelli as they entered, fiddling with something next to all the equipment. She was barely dressed in a lacy pair of black, boy-short panties and a matching bra.

"Brooke, I'd like you to meet Kelli, the latest to joinErin's Models," the older woman introduced.

The raven-haired beauty turned, her smile bright enough to compete with the photographer's lamps, and set something down on the table before striding across to them.

As she moved, the pocket dynamo threw her hips like she was walking a runway. Her lean, tanned body could have been right out of Playboy. The black bra seemed to struggle with firm, ripe breasts. Her bust coupled with her narrow waist and wide hips gave a new definition to the term 'hour-glass.'

When her eyes eventually made her way back to Brooke's face, Kelli realised that the young model had been basking in her gaze. She calmly raised a manicured eyebrow. "Hot, eh, babe? I'm Brooke." She held out her hand, and Kelli nervously shook it. "Your palms are sweaty. I like that." She winked at Erin.

"I'm sorry. It's just... this is all so beautiful." The blonde looked around, concentrating on studying the lavish home in a feeble attempt to shift the attention off her.

Brooke chuckled, turning away and strolling back to the table she'd been standing at. "Do you own this place?" Kelli asked Erin.

The Agency Head gave a soft laugh. If this girl got any more nervous, she'd have a heart attack.

"We rent it for shoots such as this," she said smoothly, reaching out to touch the girl's bare arm. Her soft skin shivered beneath her fingers. "Come this way, darling." She tightened her grip on Kelli's arm just enough to guide her over to Brooke. "I've produced three supermodels from Europe so far. You could be the fourth."

Kelli nodded enthusiastically, but her response died as soon as she realized what Brooke was doing. Erin felt the naïve girl stiffen as the raven-haired beauty finished carving a third line of white powder.

"Erin..." Kelli began, glancing across at her. Her words caught in her throat when Brooke rolled up a bill and did a quick line.

The Agency Head flashed a smile. Erin understood what the susceptible Kelli must have been feeling. Why, the poor girl had actually begun to shake! But there was no escape. She'd left her nowhere to go. "This'll cure your nervousness, darling."

Brooke handed Erin the note and she quickly did her own line. She sniffed sharply, rubbing her nose and licking her lips. When she handed the bill to Kelli, her eyes closely watched the blonde's reaction.

It was everything she wanted. Her fingers quivered a little. Her saucer-wide brown eyes bounced from Erin to Brooke to the remaining coke on the circular mirror.

Seemingly against all her better instincts, the young woman took the bill, leant forward and snorted the remaining line of cocaine.



"That's such a good girl," the Agency Head purred, her piercing blue eyes burning into the young model as she stood straight again. "Your first?"

Kelli nodded. "Ye... yes..."

She grabbed Kelli's hand even before the chemical buzz hit the naïve blonde. "Feel good, sweetie? Let it wash over you. Take away that nervousness."

The young model nodded. "Feels good..."

"Let it empower you, darling. Like a true supermodel. Andalwaysremember, Erin knows best!"

Brooke was already cutting up another set of lines before the true force of the coke had set in.

***

The three cops headed straight to number forty-nine. Time was of the essence. Palmer rang the bell. Once. Twice. As expected, nothing. He gave three loud knocks and waited.

"Over to the expert," he eventually said, turning to Wilson and Boyd and nodding at the Welshman.

Taffy smiled, his grubby hands instantly reaching for the lid of his toolbox. He carefully studied Roxanne's lock before deciding which tool to use.

Holding the stainless steel needle between his thumb and forefinger, he slowly twisted it into the keyhole. When it caught, he gave another quarter turn. Repeating the exercise, it caught twice more and the tumblers clicked. Perfect!

He unsteadily got up from his knees and pushed open the door. "Isn't it great to watch an artist at work?" he grinned.

"Awesome," joked Wilson.

Palmer glanced at his watch. "Okay," he said, stepping inside. He was all business. "Let's get moving."

It took no time at all for the three of them to familiarise themselves with the apartment. Each room was bigger than Palmer had expected.Everythingwas bigger than Palmer expected.

Boyd gave a low whistle when they convened back in the living area. "Well, boyo, the furniture here costs more than my house."

Palmer laughed. The security guard was right – this woman had class. The beige and cream walls added light to the room and the facing antique chestnut coloured Chesterfield leather sofa provided a wonderful focal point.

Matching chairs faced each other on either side of the sofa, separated by the royal marble top coffee table, firmly positioned in the centre of an antique Oriental rug. The plants, cleverly positioned around the room, added a nice, homely look.

"We're definitely in the wrong business," Wilson smiled. Palmer glanced at the attractive detective. She wore tight, low-slung leggings and, as usual, her smart, black leather jacket. "And you wanna see her bedroom!"

Palmer nodded. He realised hedidwant to see her bedroom. But first things first. "Let's get to work, Taffy," he rasped.

The overweight Welshman nodded. "The plants are perfect," he said, taking a tiny mike and slipping the pin into the stem of the kentia palm beside the sofa. Within seconds, he'd adjusted it to blend in perfectly.

"What if she waters it?" Wilson asked.

The Welshman shook his head as if taking a question from a child. "Covered with silicone. That makes it waterproof. You amateurs just stay out of my way and I'll be finished in no time."

Palmer smiled at Wilson. "Remember", he joked. "the man's a genius. You watch and learn, I'm going to look around again."

He made his way back through to the bedrooms. In the smaller of the two, a massage table sat in the middle, above which were four sunlamps. Beside it, the marble-topped side table was covered with a variety of oils and body creams.

With a soft sigh, he moved to the main bedroom. The ornate, four-poster bed dominated the room, but it was the mirrored ceiling and walls that caused him to gasp. His imagination at the activity the bed must have seen began to take over as he idly pulled open the top drawer of the mountain oak bedside table.

A second gasp escaped his lips.

It contained a combination of pills, vibrators and powders. Fuck, this Roxanne was quite a woman! He remembered the photograph of the sexy redhead, this time, without clothes. God, if Kelli knew the thoughts going through his head right now!

"Just this room to do, boyo," came the Welshman's voice from behind him. He hadn't wasted any time.

Palmer slowly let his thoughts go. "Make it good," he mumbled, heading back to the living area.

He'd only taken three steps when his cell phone rang. It was Goodwin. He flicked it onto loudspeaker. "She's back. Pulling into the car park."

Palmer swung around.

"I heard, boyo," Boyd told him from his knees, before the young cop could speak. "I'm nearly done."

Palmer hurried back to Sandra Wilson in the living area. "Double check that everything's the way we found it," he barked.

No more than a minute later, they'd finished their inspection and Taffy Boyd had joined them. Nodding at one another, they slipped into the hallway. A few seconds later, the redhead stepped out of the elevator.

She stared at the three of them, her perfectly symmetrical face frozen in shock.

"I'm so sorry, we alarmed you," Palmer smoothly said, taking the initiative. He stepped forward, holding out his hand. "I'm Jack Palmer and I'm moving into number fifty."

Her stunning face changed instantly, turning from concern to friendliness. "Good to meet you, Jack Palmer," she breathed, her lips parting very slightly into a smile. "Ted told me you were up here. I'm Roxanne."

Palmer sighed as he stared into her soft, green eyes. Her voice was hardly more than a seductive whisper and he hadn't experienced the thrill that ran through him in a long time. It wasn't just her beauty. She exuded an aura of... something... that just made your toes curl.

"These are friends of mine," he mumbled, attempting to explain why they were in the corridor. "We're just... familiarising ourselves with the topography of the building."

She nodded gently as she unlocked her door. "Good idea," she murmured. "Well, Jack Palmer. I hope we'll see more of each other."

So do I, he thought as her door closed behind her. So do I.

***

Kelli felt good. Very good. What was it Erin had said?Empowered like a supermodel?That's exactly how she felt. What was all this nonsense about not doing drugs? Supermodels did snow, and if it made her feel this good, this confident, it wouldn't be the last time for her.

She glanced across at the almost empty rack in the small dressing area. There were three separate lingerie combinations hanging there. As instructed by her mentor, she took the red set and slipped behind the folding screens. A couple of days ago, she wouldn't have been able to do this. Now, she hadn't the slightest hesitation.

Ridding herself of her black leather jacket, white strapless top and blue jeans, she replaced her underwear with the red bra and boy-shorts—a red version of Brooke's outfit. The thin white robe gave her some protection as she wandered onto the set.

"Darling!" Erin greeted her. "You two are going to make such a hot pair!"

Brooke was glowing. Her warm, golden skin looked bathed in a sheen of satin, and the tight black lace accentuated her curves with a pinup quality. Her flat stomach was pierced with a diamond stud, just like Kelli, although the small, curvy model had a sunburst tattoo ringing her belly button.

A thrill shot down the blonde's body as she watched the other woman approach. She was stoned, that much was for sure, but that was the only reason for her excitement, right? She'd never had a bi bone in her body, yet ever since she'd stripped for Erin, she'd become insatiable. Even her recent all-night session with Jack hadn't filled her appetite.

But a woman?

"Erin told me this is your first time, so just lean on me when you need to, okay, babe?"

Kelli nodded, following the model as Chad led them across the floor. Her eyes lingered on the raven-haired beauty's tight buttocks, encased in the little shorts. She shook her head and looked away. "Thanks, Brooke," she smiled, hoping this was going to be straightforward enough.

"Good luck, darlings," Erin purred from behind Chad. "I'm going to enjoy watching you both in action."

Chad finished adjusting his camera and grinned at the two models. "Okay, Kelli, I'm going to have to ask you to take off your robe now."

The blonde felt everyone's eyes on her. Brooke had stopped and half turned, her pink tongue perched at the edge of her lips.

Kelli's face coloured. Taking a deep breath, she pulled open her covering, arching her back for maximum effect.

Brooke let out a wolf whistle. "Wow, babe. Erin has such good taste. You look good enough to eat."

Despite her embarrassment, Kelli grinned proudly. From such a hot young woman, the compliment was appreciated.

"So... have you?" Brooke continued, stepping close to her. She reached out and ran her fingers sensually along Kelli's face.

"Have I what?"

"Ever been eaten by another woman?"

Then the angelic looking model threw her head back as she began to laugh out loud at the look of shock on Kelli's face.

***

"This is going to be the best listening post you've ever been in, boyo," Taffy Boyd grinned as, hands on hips, he surveyed Palmer's apartment. The furniture and décor wasn't to the same standard as Roxanne's, being fitted out primarily with a tenant in mind.

Nevertheless, the brown leather couch and matching chairs looked impressive enough, set around the mahogany table in the centre of the room. "Want me to show you how all this is going to work?" he asked.

Palmer's frustrated sigh gave him his answer.

"You know something, Jack," he muttered as he bent down to take a small object from his box. "You've gotta do something about that impatience."

"And you've got to get into better condition," the young detective sparred, observing the way the short, overweight, Welshman was out of breath just from bending over.

"Touché, boyo... touché," he grinned, letting out a burst of that machine gun rattling laugh. "See this. We pre-set the amplifier to a specific frequency and it'll be picked up by this miniature tuner."

"It's tiny," Palmer said, a surprised look on his face.

The wireman pushed his Magoo glasses further up his nose. "I can see you're up-to-date with current developments, boyo! What did you expect? Everything fits into the palm of my admittedly grubby hand. When someone talks next door, the recorder will activate automatically. You can listen through the headphones, or switch on the loudspeaker."

"Loudspeaker?"

"Just flick this switch," he said, turning to flash a cheeky grin at Sandra Wilson. "Just in case you want to hear in surround sound. It'll cover any conversation in any room. You can listen to everything without having to move from your cramped position on the luxury couch. Life's a bitch."

"Just what we need, Taffy," Palmer said, slapping his friend on the back.

"What if she has music on?" asked Sandra Wilson, flopping down on the couch. It embraced her as if giving her a warm hug. "Mmm, comfortable..."

"See," the small Welshman smiled, pulling another chocolate bar from the box at his feet. "The little lady asks the sensible questions. By the way, you married, Wilson?"

His strange little eyes, magnified by the thick lenses of his glasses, ran over her body. Her straight black hair was back in a long ponytail, and both men had to admit how sexy it looked, somehow. She'd set her leather jacket on the sofa back, and in her thin, black jumper and tight leggings, she may have been wearing a catsuit. As for those freckles...

The 33-year-old divorcee raised an amused eyebrow. "You hitting on me, Taffy?" She'd have to tell Goodwinthatone!

"Careful," Palmer interrupted, wandering back and forward as if unable to keep still. "Those rugged good looks of his are a hit with all the girls."

Wilson laughed. "Well, boyo," she explained, using Taffy's favourite word, "I'm just coming off the back of a messy divorce. But if I ever get back in the market again, you'll be the first to know."

"Deal," the beaming Welshman told her, merrily devouring the chocolate. "Now back to your question, little lady. Any music might cause you a small issue while you're listening, but we can filter and erase any background noise later. It'll all be as clear as a bell when I'm finished."

Palmer gave a soft grunt, another thought circulating around his head. "Could we get a feed into her apartment?" he asked. "Seewhat's going on?"

Boyd laughed. "You fancy being a voyeur, Jack? From what I gather, it could get a little steamy..."

"I'm serious," Palmer snapped. "I'd like to see whoever she's entertaining."

The Welshman nodded, finishing the chocolate bar and wiping his mouth on the back of his sleeve. "Can do, boyo. But that'll be quite a bit more complicated. You'll need approval too."

"I'll get it," Palmer responded.

***

The photo session had gone well. The two models were on their third and last change of lingerie. For Kelli, that consisted of a white g-string and a push-up bra that had to be a size or two small for her healthy C-cups.

The coke had worked wonders for Kelli, as had the wine that Erin had plied them with during each break.

With the driving beat of techno filtering through the room over the speakers, Chad had built up the pace, changing the mood from light and sensual to one of sexual tension and arousal. It seemed to come so naturally for him. He'd done so many of these kind of shoots, he had it off to a fine art.

Kelli allowed Erin to take her empty glass and fill it again. She knew she'd had too much...waytoo much. But she also felt good as a result. Confident. Sexy. The way a supermodel should feel. She took the refilled drink from the Agency Head and downed it in one go.

"Sexy little thing, don't you think?" Erin asked, nodding across at Brooke. The small, curvy model had emerged in her final outfit. Like Kelli's, her lingerie was pure white, although hers was a satin and lace teddy that presented her tanned cleavage on a shelf for the camera.

Kelli nodded. There was no doubt the raven-haired model was hot. "That's for sure," she agreed.

"Good in front of the camera, too."

Kelli nodded. She'd already learnt a few things from just watching the way the model's full, pouty lips and teasing light brown eyes worked the camera.

"I'm looking to get her in Playboy," Erin continued, stroking Kelli's arm.

The blonde nodded, staring across at her fellow model. "I should think so, too," she laughed, slurring her words just a little. "Look at those tits."

"Mmmm," the American Agency Head responded. "Just wait 'til you see them naked, darling."

"Okay, ladies," Chad interrupted. "Time to get a little more intimate."

"This is an important session, darling," Erin smiled as she began to fade behind Chad. "No inhibitions. I want to seesexy!"

"Okay, sweethearts, face one another. Good. Brooke, slip your arms around Kelli. That's it, right there. Hold it..."

Brooke didn't just slip her arms around the blonde. She caressed Kelli's skin with light brushes of her fingertips. God, that was good.

"Okay, Brooke. Now hold Kelli's waist. Kelli, slip both hands around Brooke's neck. A little higher. Elbows down... perfect!"

It brought their breasts together and Kelli felt her nipples harden as they came into contact with the angelic looking beauty's. Even through the thin, lacy material, she could feel how hard they were. Her body went flush. Drunk and stoned, she felt so fucking good. Get a grip, girl!

It took a few deep breaths for the blonde to compose herself. Gain control. Then Brooke cut through her composure again.

"You have such beautiful lips," she whispered.

Her light brown eyes teased Kelli's as her stare bored into the blonde again. Brooke's soft face was almost angelic, and yet those eyes constantly hinted at sexual promise. Those cupid bow lips, and teasing eyes, promised a man the hottest and dirtiest sex of his life. And right now, they were promising Kelli the same.

Gently, imperceptibly, Brooke rubbed her globes against the blonde's. She leaned close, gliding her mouth along the blonde's jaw and up to her ear. "I bet they feel wonderful wrapped around a cock."

The surge of arousal powering its way between Kelli's legs threatened to overwhelm her. Chad didn't help.

"I like that, Brooke! I want you to lean in," he directed her. "As if you're going to kiss her. Excellent!"

Kelli's throat went dry as the young model did as instructed.

"There, hold that!" he confirmed, as Brooke stood on her tiptoes to reach her lips to Kelli's. Her head tilted to one side as she dipped her face forward.

The blonde closed her eyes in an attempt to defuse the heat arising from the two of them. She could feel Brooke's hot breath on the tip of her lips. She waited for the kiss. Wanted the kiss.

"Perfect! That's great, girls!" More clicking. "Hold it! Keep that position."

Kelli eased her eyes open. That was what Brooke was waiting for. The raven-haired woman edged her head forward. Just enough. Their lips touched. Soft. Wet. Full. Slowly, she ran the tip of her tongue across Kelli's closed lips. Once, twice, three times. Open those lips, she was telling her.

Kelli gave in to the insistent tongue. She opened her mouth just so. She felt the other woman's soft tongue push between her lips. Her teeth. Their tongues touched and glided as she returned the embrace. Brooke's white teeth were smooth and slippery. Her first girl-girl kiss. She moaned. She needed this.

Chad's voice brought Kelli back to her senses.

"Damn! Technical problem!" He snapped his camera open. "Take five, ladies. Take five."

***

Boredom. It was the biggest curse of any stakeout. But at least this one was carried out not just in comfort, but luxury.

Except for the food. Several tins of soup and beans complimented the loaf of bread and carton of dairy free butter. With the jar of Nescafe and carton of Soya milk, what more could a man want?

There was nothing on television. Nor did Palmer have any reading material. Wilson promised to bring some back with her when she and Goodwin relieved him in the morning, but that didn't help right now.

He slipped the headphones on again. Kenny G was blaring from some state-of-the-art stereo system as she moved around, and for a few minutes he enjoyed the wonderful tone of the soprano saxophone. When her phone rang, the music faded.

"Hello? You've been able to do that? That's wonderful. It's for tonight. Great. I appreciate you taking the trouble. Okay, I'll be along in a few minutes. Thanks again."

Palmer breathed a sigh of relief. He'd have to tail her of course, but it might give him the opportunity to buy a paper, a couple of magazines and maybe some chocolate. The least Taffy could have done was leave some of those bars he carried around with him.

He gave it a minute after he heard her door close. The last thing he needed was to run directly into her again. The busy traffic made it easier for him to track her, staying a couple of cars behind her silver Merc.

The Caviar House delicatessen was only a few minutes away. As soon as she'd made her way into the store, he dashed into the next-door newsagent. Grabbing what he needed, he comfortably made it back to the anonymity of his car before the redhead returned to hers.

This time he gave her a couple of minutes after she'd parked her car on her return. Once he was sure she'd be safely back in her apartment, he took the few stairs between the garage and the reception two at a time.

Damn!

She was still talking to the night guard. Palmer had almost walked into her and there was no way out.

When she saw him, her beautiful green eyes crinkled at the corners. "Mr. Palmer," she smiled. "Just in time to escort me to my door."

Do something, he told himself. Don't just stare at her. Lamely, he returned the gleaming smile. "That'll be my pleasure, Roxanne."



"Have you met Danny, by the way?" she asked, turning to the night guard.

"One my way out," he answered, nodding at the young man.

He needn't have bothered. The young guard's eyes seemed fixated on Roxanne's breasts. Palmer couldn't blame him.

Under her brown, casual jacket, the cream T-shirt left her washboard midriff tantalizingly bare. The top hadteasewritten across the front. It lived up to its name, he thought. Her braless breasts undulated gently against the material with each soft sway of her body.

And those black, low-rise jeans seemed glued to her peach like ass.

"I'm up here," she smiled, the remark jerking his eyes up to meet hers.

Damn! She'd caught him checking her out! He wasn't blushing, was he?

She linked his arm, her soft breast pressing against him. Her eyes met his again, her chin slightly raised, a mischievous look on her face. "Well?"

For a second, he almost lost himself in those gleaming eyes. "Well?" he mumbled.

She cocked her head to one side, staring up into his brown eyes as if reading his innermost thoughts. "Are you going to escort me to my door?"

God, how stupid was he? "Yes," he muttered. "Yes, of course."

She continued to link his arm in the elevator, the warmth of her body sending warning signs somersaulting down to his loins. Control yourself!

"How did you get that?" she asked, turning into him so that her breast now rested firmly on his bare forearm. Palmer could feel her nakedness through the thin material.

For a few seconds, he wondered what her reaction would be if he cupped it in his palm. "What?" he asked instead.

Her soft hand very deliberately ran across the side of his neck, tracing the downward scar and then lingering a moment.

"Oh, that?" he mumbled.

"Yes, that! I hope it's an interesting story..."

Palmer smiled. "Not really. A fight when I was a kid."

She smiled. "Did you win?"

He nodded. "Oh, yes."

"That's what I expected, Jack Palmer." The twinkle in her voice spoke volumes, much more than her words.

"Does it bother you? My scar?" he suddenly asked.

Her laugh was soft as they left the elevator. "No, Jack, not at all. It adds a little character." She stopped halfway along the corridor, her green eyes digging into his. "But then your face is full of character. I like men with character."

God, was she coming on to him? He was blushing again. Big time. Before he could speak, she'd started walking again, her arm pulling him along with her.

"I see you enjoy chocolate," she purred, nodding at the carrier bag.

He looked down. The two oversize bars were visible against the almost transparent plastic. "My treat for tonight," he laughed.

"You should eat better," she told him, stopping at her door.

Her hand reached up and stroked along the scar again. The tingling he'd felt since he'd bumped into her downstairs intensified. Could she sense his ever-present erection? It wasn't going away anytime soon.

"Tell you what, Jack Palmer. As you're my new neighbour, I'll cook you a meal. Just to welcome you to the building. How about that?"

"That," he murmured nervously, like a schoolboy, "Would be wonderful." His stomach did somersaults.

Had he really said that? For a moment he'd forgotten why he was here. He was on a stakeout, for God's sake!

"Great," she laughed that wonderful laugh. "Give me a couple of days, then we'll agree a time."

As she ran her hand through her silken red hair, the T-shirt pulled tighter across her breast. God, her nipple was hard.

"That's good, Jack Palmer" she smiled, opening her door and slipping inside. "See you soon," he heard her say just before it closed behind her.

***

Kelli was grateful for the interruption, although she had no idea that Chad didn't have a problem with his camera. Or that it had been Erin's voice in his ear that had asked him to call a halt.

Not that the Agency Head didn't want to see how far Kelli would go.Au contraire! She just wanted to give her an extra little push.

Kelli gratefully accepted the proffered glass of water, running the drink around her mouth to ease the dryness in her throat. Brooke knew how to kiss! And somehow, it had felt quite natural.

Suddenly, Erin's hand was pulling her to the table at the back of the set behind her. "Not long now, darling," she told the model. "Here, this will help."

As Kelli turned, she saw that Brooke was already snorting from one of the two lines of coke Erin had drawn. When the short, curvy model passed her the bill, this time Kelli didn't hesitate. Leaning over, she instantly snorted the powder. Maybe it would enhance the cloak of arousal that was already covering her entire body?

She heard Erin purr her approval and out of the corner of her eye, caught the Agency Head nod across to the photographer. That was good, time to start again.

"Okay, ladies," he said, a large smile on his face. "For these final shots, I want you naked."

Brooke tossed Kelli a wicked smile. Unsnapping the base of the teddy, Kelli felt her jaw drop. Apparently the belly button stud wasn't her only piercing. A white gold Scorpion clitoris bar dangled intoxicatingly, the centrepiece of her cleanly shaved sex. Kelli couldn't think of a more perfect look for the naughty model.

Pulling the teddy up over her head, Kelli's eyes shifted up. Flat stomach. Ripe breasts that looked fantastic on her toned upper body, and the small, brown nipples sitting high and tight looked so suckable. Kelli wondered how they tasted.

"Sexy, eh, babe?" Brooke laughed, posing for a second. "Now,you."

Yes! Kelli wanted the hot raven-haired model to see her naked. And Erin. And Chad. Her body was hot, too!

Without a second's hesitation, she followed suit, proudly freeing her full, round breasts and whipping the barely used g-string down her legs. When Brooke and Chad's eyes feasted on her, it was like flicking on an electrical current.

She twirled, ending by putting her hands on her hips. She'd show them!

Erin gave a final push as Chad called them over. "No inhibitions," she whispered into the blonde's ear. "I wantsexy!"

Inhibitions? She was flying high off the second hit of snow. God, if Jack only knew what was happening here...

Chad had the girls lie together on a fluffy white rug, draping their naked bodies over each other. It was delicious torture. With each new position, Brooke's fingertips drew soft circles on Kelli's skin, bringing short, little pants from the blonde.

"Wonderful," he kept murmuring, clicking away. "Like that... like that..."

Choreographing them as if working on a masterpiece, he constantly adjusted their positions, each a little sexier, more intimate.

"Brooke, put your hand on Kelli's right tit."

The blonde moaned at the contact. Her nipples ached, they were so hard.

"That's it... lips on her neck... "

Kelli felt an amazing sense of freedom. This was natural. For the camera. Sexy, Erin had instructed. She'd show themsexy.

"Now you, Kelli," came the next instruction. "Cup Brooke's left tit."

The short, curvy model's light, brown eyes burned as she rubbed herself against Kelli. The naive blonde couldn't hold back. She snaked her hand onto the model's thrusting breast. It felt so firm... yet so soft.

Her fingers ran across the nipple, rubbery hard beneath her palm. She watched the change in Brooke's eyes as she pleasured her. It was like a drug. She couldn't tear her hand away, cupping more of the breast and kneading the wonderful, buoyant globe.

"Mmm, babe," Brooke breathed, raising her head and pushing her tongue into Kelli's mouth.

Kelli was lost. The thought that they were being photographed left her mind completely. She had no idea that Chad had moved to the side, clicking away, capturing every action. It would have made no difference. She had another woman's tongue in her mouth and her hot body entwined with Brooke's soft skin.

Suddenly, Brooke's mouth moved away. But before she could register her disappointment, the raven-haired beauty had dipped her head to suck in Kelli's right nipple.

Oh, God! Her top teeth sank into her lower lip. She hissed as the wet sensation around her nipple spread through her.

Brooke's right hand slide down her stomach, curling across her wet pussy. For a second, it felt so good. She felt slender fingers tip-toe around her swollen clit. So close. So hot.

Click, click. Kelli blinked. For a second, the red haze of lust cleared. Was it the gentle shutter of the camera? Or the feeling of guilt? Instinct?

Kelli had to stop. Had to. She grabbed Brooke's slender wrist, dragging it clear of her throbbing pussy.

Brooke just smiled, holding up the fingers that were glistening with the blonde's juices. Slowly, she brought them to her mouth, sucking them slowly, one at a time.

Kelli's breath caught. She licked her lips subconsciously, wondering what the girl was tasting. But... this was wrong. "I'm sorry. I can't..."

Brooke touched Kelli's face, brushing the young model's blonde bangs away from her eyes. "Why not?" she asked sweetly. Before Kelli could answer, the raven-haired beauty's mouth closed in for another kiss. She couldn't resist those succulent lips. No longer wanted to resist. Her tongue snaked down model's throat.

When the curvy model stiffened two fingers and pushed them into her oily pussy, she was lost. Her moan was swallowed by the raven-haired woman, who maintained the lip lock.

Eagerly, she widened her legs to accept the wonderful intruders. The soft touch was perfect. No man had ever been this good. No man could know the precise pressure to—

"Oh, shit!" Kelli gasped, tearing her lips away from Brooke's. She felt pressure on her clit. Circles. A thumb both soft and persistent. Flicking, diving, fingering. A third finger joined the first two in her pussy. The girl twisted her wrist. "FUCK!" the blonde cried. Her body went as stiff as the long digits drilling into her.

"Cum for Brooke," a female voice whispered in her ear. Close. Shit! A female! A soft, woman's body. So wrong. So fucking good!

Throwing her head back, her long, blonde hair flipped out across the plush, white rug. Tits in the air, shoulders back, legs open, she came harder and longer than she'd had in a long time. So fucking good. So fucking...

Lips closed around her gasping mouth. A wet tongue slipped into her mouth. She returned it. Returned the girl-on-girl kiss. "That was fun," Brooke whispered, touching Kelli's cute, little nose. "Next time, it won't be just my fingers getting you off."

Kelli sank back into the carpet as Brooke stepped away. She still hadn't been able to catch her breath. Her first bi-sexual orgasm had left her reeling.

Opening her eyes, she stared up into the bright lights of the crystal chandelier and the strobe flashes of the photoshoot site. Her body surged with super-charged confidence. She was on her way.

This was her life now, the life of a supermodel.


Palmer Ch. 04

Grateful thanks go to the best editor in the world – thesoundandfury. And check out his new novel – Models and Super Spies. Thanks Ken, not only for your editing, but also for the constant encouragement, suggestions, and for helping me to become a better writer.

Chapter 4: Roxanne

Dominic DeVere's brain was working overtime as he drove through the heavy, evening traffic. One of his many strengths was that his mind worked in a cold, logical manner whenever he was confronted with a issue. Eliminate any emotional or personal considerations. Establish the facts. Consider all options.

Then, take the necessary action to eliminate the problem. Immediately and ruthlessly

His problem right now was Roxanne Lopez. She'd become a threat. The woman could blow apart George Blair's chances of becoming Prime Minister. Added to that, she was one of only a select few who could connect DeVere to Blair. Those were the facts.

His conversation with Roxanne hadn't convinced him. He'd explicitly told her she was to stop seeing George Blair. Her initial reaction wasn't to his liking. And initial reactions meant so much.

Then there was Blair. He'd become more and more smitten with the woman. Obsessed with her. DeVere understood that, Roxanne was unique among women. But Blair's reaction had frustrated him, too.

Yes, he'd agreed to consider giving up the beauty.Consider,for God's sake! As with all men with power, Blair was fiercely protective of his independence. Nobody told him what to do. That worried DeVere.

He couldn't push the issue further without making it a battle of wills. Yet Blair's emotional make-up could see him make the wrong decision.

And despite his instruction to Roxanne, if Blair pursued her, she was likely to keep on seeing him. In DeVere's mind, the conclusion was quite clear.

His liaison with her tonight would be different. Bitter sweet. His body already had goosebumps from the anticipation of what pleasures lay ahead. It always did. There would never be another Roxanne.

But then, there was afterwards.

The meeting he was closing in on to prior to visiting the beautiful woman was important. Very important. It would result in 'afterwards' being taken care of.

It wouldn't take long. Half an hour at most. Then he'd continue his journey to spend the rest of the evening with the sensual redhead. It would be their last time together. It would be her last time with anyone.

***

Kelli gently pushed the room door behind her as she returned to her suite. Even now, her body tingled. So many firsts! The coke she'd taken, the booze she'd consumed, and the way Brooke touched her between her legs all contributed to her emotional high.

Leaning back against the door, her heart was beating as if it was about to leap from her chest. The tears welled up long before they began to roll down her cheeks. She'd moved into a different world.

Erin and Brooke had accompanied her in the limo, where they'd shared a bottle of champagne. It was business as usual. Nothing was said about Kelli's first girl-girl hook-up. Talk was about relaxing that night. "Go set up another massage, darling," Erin suggested. "You need to recharge your batteries."

After dropping her off at the hotel, the other two continued on to the airport. They'd return tomorrow morning. In reality, there was no reason that the short, curvy model should return to London with Erin, but the older woman knew how impetuous Brooke could be.

If she left her in Edinburgh, the model would be all over Kelli like a rash. This was too important. She needed to take things step-by-step, like a choreographer charting a complicated routine. And besides, she would be Kelli's first, not Brooke.

Tomorrow's another big day.

The photo shoot had been a wonderful success. Both Erin and Brooke had told her she'd performed like an established star. That praise meant everything to Kelli.

She moved away from the door, heading for the fridge. For a few moments she was tempted to take one of the alcoholic drinks, but sensibly refrained. In her condition, the chilled water made more sense.

The comfortable chair curled around her lithesome frame as she drank half the bottle. Staring out of the window, she saw nothing other than the pictures in her mind. Brooke featured in them all.

Kelli hadneverthought of women in that way before. Never had any lesbian tendencies. And yet the feelings the strawberry blonde Erin had stirred in her during her London audition had come bubbling to the fore in her shoot with the delectable young model.

Nor had she stepped outside of the bounds of her marriage before, even though Jack's continuous absences frequently left her feeling alone and horny. That had been becoming a bigger problem for her.

Of course she loved her husband, but she wasn't prepared to continue with that lifestyle for much longer.

Suddenly, she began to rationalise her behaviour. What could her husband expect? This was his fault, really. Part of the thrill of the modelling opportunity was that it might help redirect their lives, their marriage. But that was impossible if Jack wouldn't meet her halfway.

She'd loved every second of the day. Yes, even the orgasm Brooke had given her. Her only concern was that it had happened in front of Erin. And Chad. That hadn't mattered at the time, but now she realised he'd continued to click away throughout the session.

God, he'd have some great photos of her face when she came!

She grew a little moist at the thought. Fuck, she was even becoming turned on by the realisation!

Okay, think rationally. What's done is done.

The most important aspect was that Erin had been absolutely fine with her afterwards. More than that, the older woman's eyes had gleamed in a sexual way. Could she have been turned on by what had happened?

Then there was Jack. Was allowing another woman to make her cum actually cheating on him? Of course it wasn't. Besides, she'd done nothing in return, just accepted the orgasm that Brooke had given her.

And, there was no way he'd ever find out.

She was a little calmer. Glancing at her watch, she had an hour before her massage. Her emotions were still a mess, but maybe a pair of hands working on her body would help? She laughed.

Afterwards, she'd ring the person who mattered most in her future. She wanted to ensure that Erin wasn't having second thoughts...

***

The London Eye, also known as the Millennium Wheel, sat on the South Bank of the River Thames, between the Westminster and Hungerford bridges. The location suited both parties.

At first glance, the two men seemed to have no connection. Two individual tourists coming together by accident to share the same capsule. They didn't speak until it left the ground.

"Ciao, Mr. Devere. What can I do for you this time?" the pock faced man eventually asked. "Or rather," he added, with a chilling laugh, "Whocan I do for you?"

DeVere's cold eyes appraised the assassin. It wasn't the first time he'd employed the middle aged Italian. It wouldn't be the last.

He only used the best. Marco Giovanni was the best. He embodied all the qualities you would expect from a Sicilian - single mindedness, the strength of a bull and a terrier like determination. Despite being only five-seven, his lack of height had always made him even more determined to succeed.

After their initial meeting, DeVere had been unsure. At first sight, the Sicilian looked a contradiction – a small, ugly man, wearing an impeccable, expensive, Italian suit. He loved his designer clothes.

What DeVere had learned with that first job was not to judge a book by its cover. Since then, he'd been the man Dominic DeVere turned to whenever he needed someone taken care of. And all such contracts were delivered with the same high degree of efficiency.

"I have a problem," the grey haired man told him.

Giovanni laughed. That chilling laugh. "Si, I know that, Mr. DeVere. Otherwise we wouldn't be meeting. Who is it?"

"The girl."

"Ah, yes," Giovanni smiled. "The girl. The one you share with George Blair. Roxanne Lopez, I believe."

A coldness ran through DeVere. Giovanni had a memory like an elephant. "Blair knows nothing about my relationship with the girl."

The pock faced Italian laughed again. It was an eerie sound. "Nor her other assignations, no doubt. But you and I know differently, Mr. DeVere, do we not?"

DeVere didn't reply. There were very few people who made him nervous. This man was one of them. But Giovanni was a professional. He knew exactly where the boundaries were and observed them perfectly.

"Why, Mr, Devere? Why has the girl become such an embarrassment?"

DeVere stared thoughtfully at the view from the large glass window, and then slowly turned on his heels towards the assassin. His eyes – what colour where they - grey, green, blue? – his chameleon eyes were cold. "That's nothing to do with you," he eventually responded.

"Si," Giovanni agreed. "But then she will die by my hand, not yours. You know I prefer to understand the background."

DeVere nodded. He knew that Giovanni soaked in as much information as he could. The assassin put two and two together. Understood motives. Knew the bigger picture. It made him a dangerous employee. Eventually, he'd know too much. Then...

But that thought was for another day.

"Blair won't give her up?" the Italian prompted.

DeVere snorted. "The man can be a fool at times. What else can I tell him? That she's a prostitute? I introduced them, for God's sake. If he keeps going after her, the media will find out. Boom... that will be that!"

"Then you must keep her away from him," the Italian thoughtfully mused, rubbing his hand across his clean-shaven head. "Is this the only way?"

DeVere looked Giovanni in the eyes. His stare was cold. Ruthless. "Would I have contacted you otherwise? Usual terms?"

***

Palmer stretched out on the couch, slipping piece after piece of chocolate into his mouth between sips of hot coffee. One large wrapper lay on the floor beside him, clear evidence he'd eaten too much.

That hadn't prevented him from breaking into the second large bar. Taffy would be proud of him.

He wondered when he'd be seeing Roxanne? What meal would she cook for him? What might happen afterwards? Shifting uncomfortably on the couch, he adjusted the erection forcing itself against his jeans.

Stop it, he told himself. These thoughts were unfair on Kelli. Control those emotions, buddy, they were unhealthy!

As the recorder clicked, he slipped on the tiny headphones. Taffy had told him to listen for the prompt rather than sit with his ears covered all night.

Roxanne was singing as she went about her business, filling in any forgotten lyrics with a soft hum before bursting back into song again. Her footsteps told him she was moving from room to room.

A few moments later he heard the sound of Carole King.Tapestry, if he wasn't mistaken. That was quite a coincidence. It was the first album he and Kelli had bought, a tribute to a favourite from their youth.

Closing his eyes, Palmer recalled the first time he and his then wife-to-be had made love - in his car, listening to the music. They'd enjoyed a day at the beach and Kelli was still in that string bikini. It had captured his imagination and captivated his cock.

She'd removed the top as he drove, kneeling up on her seat to feed him a breast and that wonderful, deep pink nipple. He'd had no choice. He stopped the car for their safety and taken her in the back seat whilst other cars whistled by.

The indulgences of youth!

Life seemed easier then. When had things changed? As he'd risen through the ranks, he'd needed to work longer and longer hours. Their relationship had undoubtedly suffered as a result.

Maybe Kelli's new job would provide the spark they both needed? Or maybe he should buy her another string bikini?

The sound of bath water running jerked his thoughts back to the present. His mind left behind the recollection of his wife's stunning breasts and danced instead to his imagination of Roxanne's. He could visualize her slipping theteaseT-shirt over her head, pulling down those tight low-rise jeans, and stepping naked into the bath water.

His cock grew even harder at the thought.

***

The scented bath oil made Roxanne shiver as she sat on the edge of the tub. The waves her paddling hand created brought more and more bubbles to the surface. The Jacuzzi, with its low hum, did the rest.

Turning to the mirrored wall, she sang along to the music as she swayed, wickedly imagining her next-door neighbour was peering through the mirror.

I feel the earth move under my feet... I feel the sky tumbling down. I feel my heart start trembling... whenever you're around. Oh, baby, when I see your face...

Her normally routine undressing turned into a teasing striptease. As she sang, she twirled the T-shirt into the air before allowing it to softly float across to the door.

Her hands stroked her breasts, sliding under the full globes as she traced the sculptured curves with the very tips of her fingers. Taking each chocolate nipple between thumb and forefinger, she pinched and teased them until they were hard.

Like the show, Jack Palmer, she asked the mirror?

Her face turned more serious as her imagination grew. Would he be masturbating as she stripped for him?

With exaggerated slowness, she unbuttoned her hip-huggers. She tugged first on one side and then the other, teasing the mirror – and herself, she could admit – with the white straps of her thong. She dragged the tight denim down her legs, shimmying provocatively with each move. Yeah, she could admit, she turned herself on.

Pulling the jeans from one foot and then the next, she threw them at the mirror. Come and get me, Jack.

She smiled at the telltale damp patch on her white thong as she ripped them from her legs, swinging the lacy garment around a finger before catapulting them against the wall. Whipping around, she presented her firm and taut ass to the mirror. The delicious chuckle she gave matched the wiggle as she swung it from side to side like a stripper.

I just lose control... down to my very soul... I get hot and cold all over...

After an elegant toe tested the water, she gracefully sank down into the bubbles, allowing the scented water to envelop her. Lying back, her eyes closed, allowing her to luxuriate in the sensations of the rippling waves caressing her breasts, stomach, legs and thighs.

Sexy...

But then, that was an almost permanent condition for the redhead. It was just a question of different degrees.

Her thoughts returned to the man next door. Handsome, Jack Palmer. With a soft purr, she slipped a hand down her flat stomach, over her smooth mound, stopping only to answer the jutting little bud that was crying out to be touched.

Make me cum, Jack Palmer, her mind moaned.

Even as the thought hit her, she pulled her hand away. It was Dominic who was visiting her tonight, not her next-door neighbour. This would never do!

***

"It's Kelli." Jack Palmer's wife gave a happy sigh at being able to speak to the Agency Head. The massage had helped. So had the bourbon. She paced across the room, holding the phone tight against her ear. "I wanted to call to make sure..."

Erin's American accent filled in the silence during Kelli's hesitation. "Make sure of what, darling?"

The blonde's heart was pounding. "The shoot... what happened in the shoot... I hope it didn't spoil..."

The older woman's laugh rang in her ear. "The shoot was wonderful, darling. Everything we wanted and more."

"That's good," Kelli responded, feeling the relief flowing through her. "So... Brooke and I..."

The laugh rang out again, only louder. "Surely you aren't worried about that, darling? My goodness, do you know how many times a model has needed relief at the end of a session? It's only natural."

Natural? Did Erin DeVere say it was only natural?

"In fact, darling, I think I needed relief from just watching you. And I know Brooke did, afterwards. It's such a shame we couldn't have stayed in Edinburgh with you."

Kelli sighed with relief. She hadn't blown it after all.

"But don't worry," the older woman continued. "Brooke and I took care of each other's needs on the plane."

Oh... my... God!

Kelli grew wet at the thought at the thought of the two women pleasuring each other. Her fingers ran down the front of her jeans and she began to stroke herself through the material. Howcouldshe be feeling this way when she wasn't into girls?

"Erin, I'm married," she found herself saying for some reason she couldn't think of. Even as the words escaped her mouth, they sounded ridiculous.

"You're married?" the Agency Head sarcastically laughed. "So am I, darling. But women are okay. That's not cheating."

Women aren't cheating. Her own rationalizations were being confirmed. Erin was right! A great weight had been plucked from her mind. She rubbed her crotch harder at the memory of Brooke's pleasuring fingers, followed by an image of the sassy, young model and Erin DeVere relieving one another.

Erin wasn't saying anything she hadn't thought since returning to her room. She just hadn't wanted to admit to those thoughts. She hadn't betrayed her husband. She'd just allowed herself to enjoy another woman's touch.

Her blush increased. Her orgasm began to bubble. Why shouldn't she allow a beautiful young woman to pleasure her? What did Jack expect? If he wasn't willing to stop working those long hours, he was going to kill their marriage. Already was!

"Even with a male model," the Agency Head continued. "Sometimes its necessary. In the modelling world, it's not cheating. It's only sex, darling."

Only sex?

Her spare hand jerked down the zip of her jeans and her fingers found their way inside her thong. She began to breathe more heavily as she rubbed her middle finger up and down her wet opening. She tried to cling on to what Erin was saying but right at that moment she'd just uncovered the slippery bud of her clit.

There... that's the spot...

"That's it, darling," she heard Erin's voice somewhere in the back of her mind. "Let yourself go. You're nearly there, darling. You need this."

My God, Erin knew she was masturbating! She'd heard the sexual heaviness of her breathing. For a second she paused, her embarrassment threatening to spill over.

"Touch yourself, darling. I am, too. I want you to cum."

The shockwaves hit the blonde. She wasn't hearing this. Was she? Her fingers began to move again. Harder, faster. She couldn't hold back.

"Cum, darling," Erin implored. "Let me hear. Cum..."

Kelli dropped her head down onto the table as she fell off the cliff. Her ass lifted from the chair. They weren't her fingers inside her sex, nor Brooke's. They were Erin's.

Her whimpering scream pierced the room.

***

DeVere circled the apartment block, checking for anything unusual. Satisfied, he swung the car around and parked in a nearby side street. Close enough to be convenient. Distant enough to be unnoticed.

Glancing at his watch, he nodded to himself. He had three hours.

The day had been eventful and the decision had been made. No going back. Images of the beautiful redhead had dominated his mind since he had met Giovanni.

His thoughts were dominated by happier times... memories of how it all began... recollections of their time together among the super-rich and powerful... images of their private time together.

Tonight, that came to an end. But not before he'd enjoyed her one final time.

Pulling out his cell phone, he sent the text. It announced his arrival. Two minutes later, he received one back. Smiling, he switched off his phone and slipped into the building, using the key card he held.



The responding text was their signal, confirming she'd called the security guard up to her apartment. That gave him time to make his way unnoticed into the complex. Using the stairs, he'd safely reach Roxanne's apartment. The security guard would be back at his post by then.

DeVere's ascent upwards was slower than on previous occasions. His mind was attempting to clear itself of the baggage.

He'd known this woman for almost two years. They'd shared so many intimate times together. He'd made many tough decisions in the pursuit of his dreams. This was the toughest of all.

Nevertheless, this was a decision he had to make. Sentiment shouldn't come into it. He shook his head. That cleared any second thoughts. It was a technique he'd mastered a long time ago. By the time he arrived at her door, he was fully under control.

Roxanne answered on his first ring. My God, she was something! She was naked other than the semi-transparent, black negligee. No lingerie. No jewellery. No shoes. Just the slightest touch of make up. With her soft, wavy, red hair swept to one side, she looked perfection itself.

Behind her, scented candles dominated the interior, infusing the room with the smell of mango and coconut. The beautiful sound of her favourite Kenny G played loudly in the background. Almost too loud, but somehow right for the occasion.

Her nakedness shone through the lacy negligee as she turned and led the way inside. Her round bottom swayed in that way of hers as she walked, the aroma of her sensual perfume trailing behind her. Everything about her was telling him that tonight would be special. Very special.

Turning around to face him, she put her hands on the marble coffee table behind her, stretching backwards to allow him to drink in her sensuality. By arching her back, the dark nipples pushing against the negligee reinforced the delights in store.

"Welcome, Dominic," she smiled.

***

Palmer heard the doorbell ring. Using the headphones allowed him a cleaner sound and he whipped them onto his ears. Her door opened and closed. Her trick was inside the apartment now. If only she'd turn that music down he might be able to hear something.

Perhaps covering the headphones with his hands would help? Yes. A deep male voice, certainly. It sounded strong, confident. But then, Roxanne only entertained men of power.

The brief silence between tracks gave Palmer a few seconds of conversation. If only it was his voice instead of Roxanne's soft, melodic tone.

Damn! Palmer's cock was lurching to attention again. What the hell was it about this woman that had that effect on him?

The sound of the saxophone peaked as she began to speak again. What was that? She called the man by his name. Palmer was sure of it. What was it?

His foot caught the half drunk mug of coffee as he leaned forward, spilling it across the expensive carpet. Wonderful! Webster had warned him and the others he wanted everything kept in pristine condition.

How the hell was he going to explain that?

***

DeVere's body sunk deeper in the taupe velvet Carrosse armchair, lost to the sensation. Roxanne's warm body felt wonderful. Her near naked breasts cushioned the back of his head as three of her fingers rotated in firm circles across his temple.

The last of his tension – of his meeting with Giovani, of what had to be done – slowly left his body. His head grew light under her sensual touch. His body began to relax. His mind was consumed by the music filling the room.

Allowing him to rest, Roxanne moved to the ornate, silver bowl sitting in the centre royal marble coffee table. It was set on the arms of a statue, the entwined nude couple sending an erotic hint as to the content.

Uncorking a dark bottle, she filled about a third each of the two empty glasses with clear, green liquid. The slotted spoon she held over the top of the glasses held a sugar cube. Twisting open one of the little spigots protruding from the ornate bowl, he allowed a thin stream of clear liquid to fill the rest of each glass.

Waiting until the liquid turned milky green and the absinthe chilled, she climbed into his lap as she served it. She grew warm as his eyes focused on her nipples, visible through the gossamer negligee. Reaching behind her, she plucked two small, white pills.

"Like old times," she laughed, setting one tablet of Ecstasy on her long, pink tongue. Her fingers traced across his crew cut as she closed in for a kiss. Tenderly, she passed the pill from her tongue to his before kissing him passionately.

She took her own pill, washing it down with a glass of the emerald liquor.

Slowly, it began to take effect.

She loved watching others as their minds succumbed to the drug at the same time hers did. His face altered as lights made trails across his vision and his body began to vibrate. He sank even deeper into the chair, his head swirling, his mind drifting. The music got louder. It was inside his head as well as hers. Invisible feathers caressed his skin.

His cock began to swell.

Roxanne slid between his knees. It was as if she was in slow motion. Her hands floated to his slacks, her eyes locked on his as little by little, she unbuckled his belt and pulled it away through the hoops. The clink of its clasp provided an erotic contrast to the saxophone.

Drawing the zipper of his tailored pants down, the cock she teased from his boxers rose majestically to her touch.

She shook her head as he reached for her. Instead, she undressed him, only allowing him to shift position so that she could drag another piece of clothing from him.

Only when he was naked did she sit back, no more than two or three feet away from his feet. The drug was overpowering her, too. Her thighs tightened and relaxed. Her vulva ached with desire. Her body was on fire. She felt good. So very good!

Green eyes fogged with arousal, she pulled off the negligee and dropped it behind her. Her mouth open, her breasts tingling, her long fingers searched lazily for her navel, slowly, lightly, brushing around it.

DeVere's hard erection, pointing at the ceiling, fuelled her arousal. He attempted to touch himself but an instant shake of her head stopped him. This was her game, her area of expertise. She was in control.

Her hands slid to her breasts, her chocolate nipples rising to meet them. She savoured the firmness and roundness of her tits before taking her nipples between her fingers. Her eyes never left DeVere's as she pulled on them. His gaze never left the movement of her fingers.

One hand covered both breasts, kneading them. The other worked faster, two fingers inside, her thumb flicking the slippery button that hardened and grew under her touch.

Her muscles tightened around her two fingers, trapped them, held them, and then released them.

She rocked faster. "Yes... yes... yes..."

DeVere's stare was that of a hypnotised man. He wanted to touch himself, needed to, but she wouldn't allow it. Instead, she thrust her hips forward, providing a closer view of her working fingers. The blatant lewdness of her actions was an aphrodisiac for them both.

Her continuous moans danced with the saxophone like two lovers. Her hips rocked faster and her long, red hair weaved patterns across her face. "Yes... yes... yes..." Her head jerked back and forth with her simpers.

She stiffened as she came, her green eyes losing focus as they rolled upwards. Her body jerked. Her orgasm consumed her.

Even as the fireworks released themselves, she fell forward, her face diving into his lap, her mouth engulfing his member. Within seconds, his pearly man juice was exploding against the back of her throat

***

Palmer was sweating. He'd heard every sound, from her singing, humming, the music, their breathing, and their moans...

Attempted to picture the man with her, he saw only himself.

Then he envisioned Roxanne. Naked. She was firm, bronzed, and voluptuous in the right places. He wondered what she looked like between her thighs? Hair, landing strip or clean-shaven all worked for him, dependant on the woman.

He was sure Roxanne would be perfect. But he wanted to see, wanted to taste...

What were they doing? What wouldhebe doing if he were there now? Touching her? Kissing her? Going down on her? What would it feel like between her thighs?

He imagined his mouth on hers, his tongue flicking across those full, red lips... his fingers cupping her breasts, thumbs strumming her nipples... his hand between her legs, stroking her wetness. He imagined her pushing him down, crawling on all fours to straddle him.

He wiped the beads of sweat forming on his brow with the back of his forearm. His pulses jumped. His cock was so hard it was hurting.

But those weren't his only thoughts. He was embarrassed. He was guilty. How could he feel this way? What would Kelli think?

***

Even as she eased Dominic DeVere's legs apart, the redhead was thinking of Jack Palmer. It was a long time since she'd been so taken with a man! He was so sweet, so gentle. She wanted to wrap her arms around him... kiss him... feel his cock against her. What would that feel like?

Returning her concentration to the man in front of her, she picked up the bottle of oil. Pouring the thick liquid into her hands, she covered her breasts - a slow sensual caress designed to maximise her pleasure and inflame DeVere's senses. It worked.

They were as firm and as perfect as in any hot-blooded male's fantasy. Whatever preference a man had, large or small, it always changed with one sight of Roxanne's majestic orbs.

Her slippery hands worked slowly and easily. The practiced fingers never broke rhythm as she spread the creamy liquid across every inch.

Finally satisfied, her oily hands returned to his thick cock.

Despite his earlier orgasm, the sight he'd observed had his penis steadily lengthening again. Stroking along his shaft until he growled, the redhead rested him into her cleavage. He growled again as he figured out what she was doing.

Clutching the full swells in her manicured fingers, she slid DeVere's manhood between them. His dreamy eyes followed her every move. They were half closed, narrowed, and full of arousal.

They hooded again as she started to masturbate him, easing his hips upwards as he strived to join in. "My God!" It was the first time he'd spoken for some considerable time.

He felt good, throbbing in her cleavage. His cock flesh was so soft, so wonderful against her skin. Every touch sent a jolt through her body, right down between her thighs.

Roxanne's eyes flashed. She increased the pressure, tightening her slippery breasts around his girth. They smiled sensuously into his, telling him the control she was exerting was as much for his pleasure as hers.

His whimper of excitement drove her on, as did the way he was attempting to thrust his hips. But this was her game. She was the one dominating the action.

Easing upwards on her knees, she changed angle, sliding him deliciously between her breasts until his balls rested against their plump undersides. This time when she slid her body downwards, the tip of his cock popped out above her shining globes. He growled again.

"Now," she purred, one hand rising to grip his chest hairs and tugging painfully on them. She was giving approval for him to take part. It was time to change from a cock masturbation into a tit fuck.

Gasping with excitement, the panting man thrust frantically upwards, his ass rising from the chair in an urgent effort to gain more friction. He was urgent, frantic, ogling her beautiful face as he began to fuck her tits.

The sight of his glistening purple dome contrasted with the flawless tan of her cleavage each time he popped out of her tit tunnel. Roxanne's mouth watered.

Moving her hands away from her gleaming breasts, she replaced them with his. Gave him the control he wanted. He gratefully took it, stroking, squeezing and manipulating her slippery tits.

He was panting hotly now, close to being out of control. His thrusts became more frantic, if such a thing was possible. Her long nipples were bullet-hard beneath his clutching hands. The pace of his thrusts increased, his hands almost violently squeezing the supple flesh. His balls sank up into the soft, fleshy swells. Again and again. He whimpered. He was passing the point of no return.

Roxanne felt his huge erection pulse strongly and prepared herself.

The first, long rope of semen flew over her slim shoulder and landed in the thick silk of her wavy, red hair. The second burst hit the underneath of her chin and ran lazily into the hollows of her neck. His face squeezed tight as his creamy cum continued to squirt, rhythmically hitting her neck and chest in long, warm jets.

"That's it, baby," she heard herself encouraging, her loins tingling at the feeling of satisfaction as he emptied himself.

Now for her need. She was so close she could scream. Her hand dropped between her legs and three quick rubs brought an orgasm bursting from her. A depth charge exploding in the sea.

***

Palmer lay on the couch, staring up at the ceiling, listening to the couple in the next apartment fucking like rabbits. At least, that's what he imagined they were doing. His headphones were off, the loudspeaker on.

Despite himself, he was unable to stop listening, like a voyeur, to the sound of their breathing and the growls, groans and moans.

He hated himself, but he just had to ease the tension. His hand squeezed and stroked his erection through his jeans, imagining he was the one with Roxanne.

He lay on the massage table in her apartment. She was leaning over him, straddling him. Her soft thighs were against his, her red hair framing her smiling face, his hands reaching across to stroke the soft skin behind her knees. Except it wasn't her skin he began to stroke.

For some reason, he checked to make sure no one else was in the empty room before unzipping his jeans and unleashing his hardness. His palm held it tight.

Eyes still warm, imagination still active, he saw her stretching down over him, her nipples gently brushing his chest. Her full lips hovered over his. Her wet mound teased the very tip of his shaft.

It was almost too much. His hand moved faster...

She was bending low enough now for him to kiss her neck, her throat, the contours of her breasts, her hard nipples. He couldn't wait, his imaginary hands pulling her down and allowing her wet folds to suck him inside.

Oh God, that was it! He came like a beast, the sound of Roxanne's next-door orgasm proving too much.

***

In Roxanne's bedroom, their reflection stared back at them from wherever DeVere looked. The eroticism of the mirrors never failed to heighten his arousal. Tonight his senses were on a knife-edge of sensuality. His orgasms so far were just an aperitif for what was to come.

He felt godlike as he moved above her, able to fornicate for eternity without losing his erection. The drugs helped. They'd taken a refresher before moving from the lounge to the bedroom. But it was the women who had her legs wrapped around him that was the real aphrodisiac.

Now, she was his to do with what he wanted. Fucking her hadneverfelt so good. As he rose high above the beautiful redhead, thrusting inside her smooth sex, he was claiming his territory one final time.

The power of fucking this goddess of a woman was simply amazing.

He loved the way he made her groan as she stretched to accommodate his girth. He adored the way she slid locked her feet across his ass, pulling him even deeper. He grunted as he powered down hard into her, driven on as the mirror images around them confirmed his control.

Even as she dug her fingernails into his hard buttocks, his sweat begin to drip onto her body. It was another sign of his conquest. Raising up on his haunches, he pummelled her harder. This was to be a final fuck to remember. Grunting, he fucked her like an animal.

She tightened her thighs against his waist, attempting to slow him down and gain a second wind. DeVere would have none of it, his roar signalling he was picking up the pace. He was the one who was dictating, not her.

He had her close, too. He knew that. Pounding harder, she bounced on the bed as he took her to her climax. Shouting out as she came, the words that forced themselves from her lips made no sense. The intense, unintelligible cries ripped through their minds.

Satisfied with his achievement, DeVere gave a bestial roar.

The mountain below his testicles swelled and slammed between his legs. His orgasm surged through him, his body steadying like a stiff board as he fired into her... the final time she'd receive his tribute.

Afterwards, as they recovered, panting, he felt nothing. Not even regret. Tonight, he was closing the door on Roxanne, never to be opened again. Perhaps the woman that Erin had identified could be trained into an acceptable replacement?

"That was better than ever," he breathed into her ear. "Special. I'll remember tonight for ever, but I have to say goodbye."

***

Palmer didn't hear their final orgasms. He was in the shower, freshening up. He'd cum again halfway through their final fucking session.

It had been a long forty-eight hours, ever since Kelli had fucked his brains out two nights ago. Since then he hadn't slept much, and here he was masturbating himself to another orgasm, thinking of a different woman.

Was that what this stake out was all about? Falling for someone else? Or, at least, becoming infatuated by her?

Not only that, she was a hooker, even if she was a high-rolling one. Was it just that he wanted to fuck her? If so, did that make him any different to her? Or were his feelings something more?

He'd never been unfaithful in his life. What the fuck was happening?

Despite the shower, he felt grubby as he slipped into his clothes again. Grubby in his mind. Grubby in his old clothes.

Returning to the living area, he glanced at the clock. Midnight. He'd left the loudspeaker on, to the sound of music mixed with the groans. Now there were voices! He listened closely before giving a groan of despair. The Simpsons! She had the television on.

That could only mean one thing. The mark had gone. He'd left while Palmer was in the shower. Damn! Rewinding the recording, he listened to the end of their lovemaking. "That was better than ever," he heard the trick say. "Special. I'll remember tonight for ever, but I have to say goodbye."

He was right. This womanwasspecial.
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Chapter 5: The Kill

Erin DeVere was convinced she'd found another gem. Kelli's encounter with Brooke confirmed that. So had the young model's masturbation during their phone conversation. And the blonde looked bright and alert this morning, ahead of time, eager to get on with the shoot.

As the Agency Head finished her conversation with Chad and headed towards the dressing room, it was difficult to remove the triumphant smile on her face. There was a lot to feel pleased about.

Kelli was accepting situations much more quickly than the older woman had anticipated. Giving her a taste of the hotel and then utilising Brooke had been masterstrokes. Today's shoot would add to the process.

Going forward, it would simply be a case of gradually grooming the naïve innocent, exposing her to situations that heightened her sexuality and provided further experiences of the good life.

The importance of this shoot couldn't be overemphasised. The opportunity to drive another wedge in Kelli's mind between what wasacceptablesexual behaviour, and what that meant for her relationship with her husband, was too good to be missed.

"Ready for action, darling?" she asked, catching the young model staring into space as she walked into the dressing room. A wavy strand of blonde hair fell across her left eye, adding to her allure.

Kelli jerked her head up, glancing at Erin in the dressing room mirror. She'd been miles away. Thinking about the shoot. Thinking about Jack. Wondering exactly what life had in store. What if she didn't make it as a model?

"No, I'm fine ..." she hesitantly said, her eyes telling Erin something different.

When she raised a hand to push the loose strand of hair behind her ear, the outline of her right breast became more prominent against the thin, red top. Erin's eyes devoured the hard nipple pushing against the fabric.

"But?" she asked, leaning backwards against the closed door. She didn't want problems at this stage.

"I don't know... I was just thinking about my life," Kelli explained. "What will happen if this doesn't work out?" She turned to look into the sophisticated, older woman's eyes as she spoke, like a child looking for guidance.

Suddenly, Erin understood. Such fears were natural. Time for some ego stroking. She covered the few steps from her position against the door and stood behind the blonde, reaching down to massage her shoulders. "Do you believe what I tell you, darling?"

Kelli's head swung up and her eyes bore into the Agency Head's. "Absolutely, Erin. After what you've done for me in such a short time, how could I not believe you?"

The older woman dug her fingers deeper into the T-shirt, reaching for the kinks she could feel. "Good, darling. Because I'm telling you I haven't seenanyonelike you since... Alicia Stiles, Gabrielle Dubois."

The blonde gasped. "They're fabulous!"

"Two good examples, Kelli. You could be either of them. Gabrielle is one of the most famous supermodels in the world. Her face on the cover of so many magazines.Andshe has her own brand of perfume and lingerie."

"I know," Kelli chuckled. "I wear both."

Erin bent to kiss her neck, sighing softly as she breathed in the delicious perfume. "Yes, darling, the perfume smells even better on you than Gabrielle herself!"

When the young woman gave a soft, pleasurable shiver, the American woman straightened. Not too fast! She'd be experiencing much more of that delicious flesh before too soon.

"And then, there's Alicia," she continued. "Not many know this, but she was married just before hitting it big? Did you know that?"

She'd heard the rumours, but wasn't sure if they were true. In the past year, the blonde had become the face of Estee Lauder and her stunning face had saturated the media. "She was married?"

"'Was,' yes. A husband and her career were too hard to juggle. And if she still went by 'Alicia Kennedy,' do you think you'd even know who she was?"

Erin DeVere paused, allowing her words to settle. Kelli's eyes were saucers, her body half turned in the chair as she stared up at the Agency Head. A pupil looking at her teacher. Time to hammer the point home.

"What you must decide, darling, is whether you can do what Alicia did?"

She felt the blonde tense under her stroking fingers, her head turning back to the mirror in front of the chair. Staring at the American's reflection, Kelli's reply was surprisingly firm. "Erin, I want thissobadly."

"And your husband? Does he understand the sacrifices you'll have to make? And you... can you make Alicia's sacrifice?"

"My marriage... Jack..." She stopped for a moment, trying to find the right words. But her eyes never left the Agency Head's in the mirror. "This might just rescue my marriage, Erin. If it doesn't, then Jack and I wouldn't have worked much longer anyway. This is my future, Erin. If I'm good enough.That'swhat frightens me."

"And I'm telling you, darling, you have no need to worry. Place yourself in my hands, doeverythingI tell you, and you'll be the next Gabrielle. But I need that obedience, Kelli. I need that dedication. If you have any doubts, we can stop right now."

The blonde swung around in her chair again. "No doubts, Erin. I have no doubts. I'll dowhateverit takes."

***

The sound of the door closing behind Sandra Wilson brought Palmer out of his sleep. Jerking awake, he grabbed the Kel-Tec .380 as he sat up.

"Easy, tiger," Wilson blurted, taking a startled step backwards. "I've got bacon and eggs here." She held up the carrier bag with one hand, as if allowing him to see the outline of the contents.

Palmer sagged back, his gun hand dropping between his legs. "Sorry," he moaned, rubbing the sleep from his eyes.

Checking around, he realised he was still on the couch. He remembered lying awake until the early hours. Goodness knows what time he'd dropped asleep? Or how much sleep he'd actually had?

Wilson grinned at him as she walked into the middle of the room, stopping to survey the tired looking young detective. "You need a shave, Jack! Good night?"

"Lots of action," Palmer sighed, dropping his head back to rest against the top of the couch. "Not sure how much will help us."

"Shame. Who was the trick?"

Palmer didn't answer. Not at first. A sheepish look crossed his face.

"You're kidding," she gasped, unable to keep the surprise from her voice.

Palmer swallowed as he sat forward. He hadn't set a good example.

"How did that happen?"

What could he say? He was showering after wanking, whilst imagining he was fucking the beautiful redhead? "Fell asleep," he lied.

Wilson laughed. "Well, Palmer, I've done that before. And you wanna hear Webster's story about whenhefucked up by falling asleep. Big time! You've gotta get him well and truly drunk first, though."

Although he returned her smile, her words didn't provide much comfort.

"But at least we've got the recordings," he mumbled, knowing they'd provide little that could help them. Except, perhaps, the name of her trick. Roxanne had spoken it when he'd arrived. That was something.

"Good quality?" Wilson asked, starting to make her way to the kitchen.

Palmer pulled an uncertain face. "They will be when Boyd has finished with them. But while you're making us some coffee and breakfast, let me check to see if I've missed anything this morning before I move on."

Wilson stopped at the door, slipping a hand to her hip as she raised her eyebrows. "WhileImake breakfast?"

Palmer grinned. It was his first grin of the morning. "I like my bacon crispy."

He watched Wilson waltz into the kitchen. Wheredidshe get those figure hugging black jeans? They looked like they were spray painted on her body. That woman really did have a great ass. How come he hadn't noticed before?

Unfortunately for him, there was sound when he leant forward and checked the recorder. A couple of flicks identified the precise position and he adjusted the volume.

The redhead was moving around, opening and closing cupboard doors, presumably dressing. This time it was Alabama 3 in the background. Then she was singing along...Woke up this morning...before the song quickly ended. Her footsteps were followed by the soft click of a door opening and closing.

Damn! Not only had he missed the mark. Now he'd let Roxanne leave without a tail. Could things get much worse?

"She left the apartment," he told Wilson when she brought a coffee through for him.

The attractive cop grinned. "Looks like you've done well on your first watch, Jack." The look on his face was pure embarrassment. "Don't worry, she'll be back," she added, attempting to assuage his pain.

"Maybe," Palmer groaned, standing up and pacing to the door and back. "But we should have been on top of this."

"We?"

Palmer sighed, flopping back down onto the couch again.

***

Erin's heart was beating faster. Watching the young model undress and slip the robe over her naked body sent a tingle through her. The blonde had shown no objection to her being there while she undressed. In fact, if the Agency Head wasn't mistaken, Kelli actually teased her by strutting around for a few moments, turning this way and that as if openly displaying her body, before eventually covering herself.

This was even better than she could have anticipated. The mixture of blatant sexuality and naïve innocence was a combination as rare as the most precious of pearls.

"With your body, you'll be a sensation, darling," she warmly smiled, reinforcing her earlier words. "EvenIget hot looking at you."

Kelli's shiver was one of arousal. Erin had no doubt about that. She'd seen it in other women often enough when she'd used the same line. It wasn't a ploy. The American woman couldn't wait to experience this one.

"You'll love today's shoot," she continued, perching precariously on the edge of the dressing table. "You and Brooke have company."

"Company?"

"Oh, yes. Max will be perfect. A black body between two white always sells well."

"Black...?"

"Max Williams."

Kelli's sparkling brown eyes widened even further as she looked up from her position in the white, wicker chair. "Max Williams? Isn't he..."

The older woman nodded, crossing her legs with graceful ease. "That's right. The ex-porn star who's made it into the modelling world. And wait until you see the size of his dick, darling. It'll make your eyes water—"

"That is so true!" The voice came from the door. Brooke had arrived. Her cleavage almost fell out of the low cut top as she burst into the room, heading across the room to hug Kelli like a long lost friend. "Honey, you've no idea how much I've thought about you," she smiled.

"Me?"

"Mmm-hmm. I've never been into women in a big way," she lied, that angelic face beaming. "But you're ashotas they come."

As Kelli stared at the young model, Brooke self confidently thrust her tits out. Impervious to the forces of gravity and crowned by the assertive, hard nipples that pushed impatiently against the low cut top, she looked every man's wet dream.

"See, darling," Erin smiled, easing from the dressing table and bending low to adjust her hair in the mirror. "Now you have two women lusting after you. Just think of the effect you'll have on the great unwashed!"

"And don't give me that sexy, naive, what-do-you mean look," Brooke added, dropping her bag onto the chair in the corner of the small room. "I know what's going on inside that so-called innocent mind."

The brunette struck a carefree pose: hands on hips, head thrown back, ass jutting out. She was a regular pinup. Satisfied with the way the new model's eyes ran across her body, she strutted back, bending to plant a soft kiss on her lips. Kelli was taken by surprise, unsure what to do next. It was some relief when Erin's comforting smile told her this was normal.

"See," Brooke murmured, so close Kelli could feel her breath on her cheek. "You want me to take you to bed anddo youproperly. I know that. You know that. Erin knows it too. All you gotta do is admit it to yourself."

Kelli glanced across at the Agency Head again, a blush instantly appearing from nowhere. But the strawberry blonde Erin had her back to the two of them now, busying herself at the table. The tap, tap, tapping gave the blonde a clue as to what that was, her heart beginning to race even faster.

She looked back to Brooke. The raven-haired beauty had sauntered a couple of steps away. Swinging back with an exaggerated look of wickedness, her fingers went to the bottom of her t-shirt. "Want to see my tits again?" she giggled, beginning to pull it up.

Kelli couldn't help but lick his lips as the model's tits bounced free. She peeled her top over her head with all the panache of a stripper. That way she had of arching her back thrust the ripe, naked breasts towards the blonde. They really did belong in Playboy.

"Well?" she purred, cupping her tits, not letting Kelli off the hook.

"They're... they're incredible."

Brooke gave a soft, sexy laugh, rotating her palms across the small, brown nipples that sat high and tight on her majestic swells. "Oh, I know that. So suckable, too," she teased. "Want to taste?"

"Okay, darlings, time for your morning treat," Erin interrupted. Her eyes flashed as if to say there wasn't the slightest possibility of anything further happening between Brooke and Kelli. Not yet, anyway. She would be the first woman to take what the young innocent had to offer!

She nodded at the two lines of coke she'd just drawn on the table. It wouldn't be the only temptation Kelli had to face before the day was out.

Brooke went first, and the naïve blonde instantly followed. There was no hesitation. As she dipped to snort the powder, Brooke grinned across at the approving Agency Head.

***

The man in the café stared out of the surprisingly clean window, peering intently across at the apartment block. The direction of his gaze hadn't altered much in the hour he'd sat there.

The table for two in the corner was ideal in that it was sufficiently out of the way of others in the small, upmarket café and gave him the perfect view of his target.

Although the damp wind outside hinted of rain, the heavy, brown leather jacket over his Italian suit wasn't to keep out the cold. Nor were the sunglasses necessary, but they provided the anonymity he sought. The markings on his face were hidden by the turned up jacket collar and in the unlikely event of anyone noticing the undistinguished man, they wouldn't remember him tomorrow.

Giovanni's mind was focused on the need to get inside the apartment block without being seen. He hadn't expected the location to be so quiet, but a few minutes later he was given the perfect opportunity. Experience had taught him that patience invariably paid off.

The man strolling to the dark blue Mercedes was in no hurry and even stopped to check his tyres. It gave the watching Sicilian the chance to settle his bill and head across the road. He sauntered casually, as if he was simply walking past. When the garage gates slid open to allow the Mercedes to exit, he waited until it purred down the road and then slipped inside the complex seconds before they clanged shut again.

He moved quickly, like a cat, belying his age. The many hours he spent at the gym, when he wasn't gambling of course, were more and more necessary as each year passed.

It took him mere seconds to cover the distance to the far wall and, flattening himself against the wall, merge into the background. First problem overcome.

Pushing the wraparound glasses onto the top of his baldhead, the Italian's alert eyes studied the garage interior. There was a small elevator door in the side of the wall. Just what he wanted. The cars scattered across the parking area gave him problem number two - he could run into the owners at any time.

Loping across to the elevator door, he slipped the sunglasses back down across his eyes and held a handkerchief over his nose. Should any of the car owners appear, he'd fake a sneeze.

The fact the elevator connected directly from the car park to each floor was a bonus. That resolved potential problem number three.

Inside the left hand pocket of his heavy leather jacket, he held firmly onto the Makarov handgun. True stopping power in a small package. The longer, four inch barrel had served him well in the past. Better to be prepared.

His fears of meeting someone proved unfounded and as he exited on the fourth of six floors, he checked up and down the hallway. Empty. Hurrying to number thirty-eight, he rang the bell. As expected, there wasn't an answer. How could there be with the apartment empty?

His fictitious telephone offer to purchase the property had been accepted, giving him the assurance he needed that there'd be no more viewings. No interruptions!

In seconds, he'd picked the lock and was inside, quietly closing the door behind him. Motionless, he stared around the empty room, listening for any telltale sound. All he heard was his own breathing, harsh and erratic.

It would have been more comfortable had the room been furnished, but no problem. He'd concealed himself in far worse places.

It took half a minute to check the rest of the apartment. He didn't want any surprises. Only then did the pock-faced Italian allow himself to relax. Immediately he headed to the bathroom to relieve himself. The three cappuccino's he'd consumed in the café were one too many.

Returning to the living area, he removed a pair of rubber gloves from the pocket of his heavy leather coat and slipped them on. They'd be his second skin until the mission was accomplished.

Sitting down on the plush carpet beside one of the two apartment windows, he removed a small stick from his pocket. It allowed him to prop open two slats of the Venetian blinds, the small gap giving him a clear view into the woman's apartment across the road.

He removed and spread the leather jacket across the floor – there was work to do. From one of the specially sown pockets inside, he removed the twin-barrelled carriage of the twelve-gauge shotgun. A second pocket contained the ammunition. The third held a cell phone, and the fourth contained a high-powered pair of 18x50IS AW binoculars.

With practiced ease, he snapped the shotgun together, cocked both hammers and caressed the two triggers. The hammers clicked a nano second apart. Removing the two shells from the special pocket, he loaded both barrels.

Carefully placing the shotgun on the floor beside him, he picked up the binoculars and trained them on the apartment opposite. The clear view allowed him to see it was empty inside. That wasn't a problem to him. Patience, he told himself. Patience.

Fishing into his shirt pocket as he eased to his feet, he removed the small plastic bag and carefully placed it on the windowsill.

His face had a look of purpose as he headed towards the kitchen. The four plastic cups inside one another on the counter were ideal. Slipping one from the others, he blew the dust away before half filling it with water from the gold tap.

His steps were measured as he returned to his position by the window. Placing the cup on the windowsill, he opened the clear, plastic bag and set the two red pills beside the water. Years of experience had taught him to be meticulous in everything he did.

With a gracefulness that belied his stocky size, he slipped back down against the wall. He could wait as long as it took for Roxanne to return.



***

Erin ran a hand through her strawberry blonde hair. It was the colour of sunlight in the morning. She loved to show off her fabulous legs in her sexy, little power suits and right now, Max Williams was leering at them. That was typical - he could be a cocky bastard when he wanted.

But with a body like his, he could usually get away with it. Today, in just the plain red robe that perfectly complimented the colour of his skin, it was easy to see why he felt cocky.

She chose to ignore his supercilious grin. "Max, you know what's expected today?"

"Sure, Mrs DeVere," he grinned in that arrogant way of his, leaning back against the wall.

That was the great thing about Max. Despite having a body and a dick to die for, he was about as dumb as they came. That made him the perfect candidate for these sorts of tasks.

"The two models you're working with are special," she explained. "Especially the blonde..."

"Brooke's pretty fuckable too," he leered, his eyes still running across her body.

But then, why wouldn't they? The exquisite looking former supermodel was still devastatingly beautiful. Many a man had chosen her classic beauty compared to the youthfulness offered by other women.

Max was a little different. Less discriminating. If it moved, he'd fuck it.

"Yes, Max, I know," she answered with a sigh, waiting to continue until his eyes found her face again. "And Brooke is in on this, too. Both Brooke and I want you to make the blonde – Kelli – as hot as you can during the shoot. Understand?"

"Sure," he smiled. "You want me to fuck her later?"

Erin's heart momentarily missed a beat as she thought of that black cock fucking her new acquisition. That would happen somewhere down the line, most certainly, but she had to be careful not to run before she could walk. This was still a softening up process.

"That's a possibility, Max," the American woman hummed. "Butnottoday." His face dropped, like a ten year old kid who'd asked for a sweet and been refused. "But if you do this properly," she added. "I'll let you fuck Brooke. How's that?"

The ten-year-old face brightened immediately.

All of a sudden, Erin couldn't resist. At six foot four, he was an impressive physical specimen and she wanted a piece. Jumping to her feet, she crossed towards him. Her hand sneaked between the folds in his robe. Feeling his monster grow instantly hard, she knew she'd have to fuck him again herself. Soon.

"Just get her hot, Max," she purred, trying to stop her breath form quickening the way it was.

He nodded. The cockiness had gone from his eyes, replaced with a dreaminess. "Like the last time?" he moaned, thrusting his hips forward as she stroked a little faster. "With Jennifer?"

"Almost, Max," she whispered, enjoying her control. "But Jennifer was ripe for fucking and you did it perfectly."

A slow grin spread across his face at the compliment. His ass was pressing against the wall as he thrust his hips forward in an attempt to fuck her hand.

"Kelli isn't," she emphasised, sliding her thumb around a drop of precum and spreading it across the head. "Understand?" she emphasised. "Just tease her a little."

"Got it," he moaned.

Erin hoped he did. Pushing too hard could ruin everything. Her only consolation was that she'd be on hand to control proceedings.

When the two models appeared, she reluctantly withdrew the hand controlling his libido and licked her sticky fingers. It was such a shame that body and IQ so rarely complimented one another.

Max instantly returned to his cocky self as the two models made their way onto the set. But then, he was used to women, beautiful women. Used to working with them. Used to fucking them. She knew the two beauties were about as hot as he'd ever have seen. And that was saying something.

The smile he gave Kelli looked like it almost made the blonde turn around and run. Erin quickly intervened. "Come on ladies, we're late. Chad's waiting. Let's get started..."

***

Dominic DeVere's grey eyes flashed with excitement as he stared down at the scene unfolding beneath him. The realisation of his dream.

The oversized, glass window of the control tower gave him the perfect view. His gleaming eyes spanned the lush grass, heavy undergrowth and the trees that edged along both sides of his vision. They wanted to look in three different directions at once.

This was his world. His new world. The five acres to the north of Aberdeen would soon be known to the world asDinosaur Land.

Building the complex so close to Donald Trump's planned new resort and golf course in Balmedie, north of Aberdeen was a masterstroke. Both ventures would attract visitors, feed off one other. They couldn't fail. That would ensure an introduction to the American magnate. He would be one of many billionaires that DeVere would begin to form friendships with. Alliances. The future was full of possibilities.

The imported crack of thunder signalled the start of the action. Amélie had a talent for detail. DeVere's eyes gazed at the expanse below.

A huge animal claw emerged from the trees, gripping the cables of the electrified fence. One by one, the grey hairs on the back of his neck began to rise. Moving into the clear, the Tyrannosaurus rex stood maybe twenty-five feet high, forty feet long from nose to tail, with an enormous, boxlike head that was five feet long by itself.

That was some beast!

The ferocious roar echoed all the way up to his position in the control tower. As it took a step forward, the fence began to buckle, its posts collapsing into themselves, the wires snapping free as the rex bent to chew its way through.

Stepping over the ruined barrier and into the middle of the dirt track, the dinosaur stood there for a moment, swinging its head from one side to the other. With a quick movement that belied its size, the rex strode around to the side of a Cherokee 4x4, snorting as it peered down from high above.

Slowly circling the vehicle, it bent forward to allow it a clearer view of the passengers through the window. Knowing its vision was based on movement, they stayed stock-still.

The dinosaur bent further, peering right in through the window. Its giant, yellowing eye was only a fraction smaller than the entire pane of glass. Seemingly satisfied with what it saw, it pulled away slightly, almost teasing them by pretending it was about to leave. It wasn't. With a snarl, it reached down and rocked the car with its snout.

The follow-up roar just before it banged down on the roof was almost frightening and the force of the blow knocked the roof down into the vehicle. For anyone watching, it was a heart stopping moment.

Keeping up the attack, the rex bent down and nudged the car with its head, attempting to roll it onto its side. Like a wild animal, it put one foot on the chassis and tore at the undercarriage with its jaws. Biting at anything it could reach, the rear axle ripped free.

The rex casually tossed it to one side, immediately searching for its next target. The tyre provided it. Gripping the rubber between its teeth, the explosion saw the creature take its first backwards step.

Even as it bellowed with anger, a figure emerged out of the trees. A young man, bright flames shooting from the flare in his hand. He waved it from side to side, the rex's eyes locked on his moving arm.

With another roar, it left the vehicle and thundered towards him.

DeVere clapped his hands in excitement, the glee of a small child reflecting in eyes that flashed with delight. "Awesome, Amélie," he blurted, turning towards the woman at the control panel. "Quite incredible," he enthused, "You have outdone yourself."

Amélie Pascal purred with satisfaction. It had been DeVere's brainchild. It was her creation.

"That's all I need to see," he almost shouted. "We have our masterpiece.Tres bon, Amélie!"

The blonde Frenchwoman smiled a contented smile, her fingers deftly working on the keyboard in front of the large, electronic control panel. Outside, the Tyrannosaurus rex came to a halt. Slowly, the entire scene they'd witnessed went into reverse. Like someone rewinding a dvd.

"Wonderful," DeVere enthused. "It's impossible to tell that we are dealing with robots, rather than the real thing. A controlled environment, and yet everything appears so realistic. You are a genius, Amélie."

It took a couple of minutes until the beaming Frenchwoman was content that all aspects of the robot display were back in place. Eventually, her satisfied smile confirmed everything was in order. She closed down the computer screen and turned towards DeVere.

Both knew what was on her mind. It was her reward. His treat.

Eyes wild, she tore at her clothes, dropping them around her as she headed towards him. Dropping to her knees without so much as a kiss on the lips, she yanked down on his zip. Dragging out his hardening cock, one quick glance at his manhood was enough. Her lips were practically drooling with saliva as she practically lunged forward and took the engorged member deep into her throat.

DeVere knew the butch looking Frenchwoman was unstoppable in this mood. The excitement of their joint achievement had driven both their arousal levels higher. It was a real turn-on.

He reached back to grip the edges of the desk behind him as her skilled mouth prepared him for her next onslaught.

Satisfied he was hard enough, the wild blonde pulled away and almost threw herself on the large desk, her legs opening to fully reveal the thick blonde curls between her thighs.

DeVere's preference was for smooth mounds, just as he favoured buxom women. Conversely, it was the fact that so much of Amélie's body was the opposite of his normal liking that made her so attractive to him. That and her uninhibited way of fucking. Like a wild animal.

"Want to fook me, Dom-en-eek? You want Amélie's cunt?"

The Frenchwoman was on her back now, her body flat on the desk. Smiling up into his aroused eyes, she grabbed his cock and edged the long shaft down to her centre, easing him along her heated furrow. "Ees good? Want to fook Amélie?"

It was a rhetorical question. With a quick undulation of her hips she guided him home. Three thrusts saw him bottom out. The untamed woman's legs pinched up over his shoulders as she urged him on.

"Fook me, Dom-en-eek. Fook me weeth zat big cock..."

Her dirty talk was an aphrodisiac. They both knew that. Even as she pushed upwards, she felt him grow another inch at her words.

Responding to her urgings, he eased up onto his elbows to give himself a better angle to thrust. Soon he was fully into it, varying the pace from fast to slow and back again.

"Oui, Dom-en-eek... faster..." Her words were as urgent as the feet she locked behind his ears.

He did, pummelling her like a machine. One that was almost out of control. "How's that, you hot bitch," he groaned.

He was an animal, rutting in the most basic way. Unrelenting, a hand grasped each of her ankles and held them wide, above her head, while he pounded her. Hard, fast and deep. He'd show her who was boss!

Both gave in to the purely physical act of fucking. It went on for longer than they could have expected in their heightened state.

DeVere thought he was in charge. He wasn't. The Frenchwoman decided enough was enough. Her fingers gripped his short, grey hair, jerking his head up so that their eyes met. Her sex tightened around him in that way of hers. He groaned. Tightening the lock her feet had around his ears, she smiled in that 'I'm-in-control' way of hers.

"Want to cum een Amélie? " she asked in that innocent schoolgirl way that aroused him most. Her tongue softly ran across his neck. That always took him there.

"Yesss," he hissed, his face tightening into a cringe.

Her legs pushed their way back down his body, her feet planting themselves on his desk. "Do eet!" she snarled, the leverage allowing her to hump back so hard, it began to bounce.

The weight of her movements drove his cock deep into her and he went off like a depth charge, filling her slick walls with wet, satisfying heat. He howled out loud as one burst followed another.

The Frenchwoman let herself go with him, rolling her head back and screaming like a banshee. Her bucking body tossed him up like a rider at a rodeo.

"My, God," he panted, his heart threatening to burst from his chest.

The Frenchwoman shook her head. "'Ee won't help you, Dom-en-eek," she huffed. "Amélie wants to fook again..."

Even as he struggled to turn and look at her, she was on the move again, flipping positions and pulling her body across his until she was sitting on his lap. Roughly lining him up with her wet opening, she jammed her tongue deeply into his mouth. Her hand stroked him. He was hardening nicely.

Long fingers dug into his chest as he penetrated her in one clean movement. "Tres bon, Dom-en-eek," she gasped. "Such a good boy—"

Rotating her hips in circular motions, it was her turn to dominate.

***

Kelli was firing on all cylinders. A sexy diva! It wasn't just that she gave herself completely to the camera, and to the two models with her. It was the uninhibited way she gave herself. Erin's pep talk this morning was what she needed. So was the snow.

And rather than take the edge off her arousal, her encounter with Brooke yesterday had made her even hornier. But how could anyone not be aroused working with a Playboy-destined model and a hot-bodied ex porn star?

Even the relief she'd given herself in the bathroom at the second interval hadn't doused her fire. Maybe the second hit of coke hadn't been such a good idea after all?

She glanced across at Max. She hadn't met anyone quite so arrogant – but even so! His toned, ebony body made her feel weak at the knees. The smell of honeyed mango on him was a real turn on. So was his rich black skin. And the pièce de résistance – his cock was simply a monster.

If only she wasn't married...

She hadn't expected a naked shoot. It hadn't fazed her. She'd thrown herself into it without a hint of embarrassment. He body was hot. She knew that. Brooke and Erin had both told her.

The day had been intoxicating so far, and it wasn't over yet. Their three bodies were continually being smothered in oil, slipping and sliding against each other as they shifted from one position to another.

It was Brooke who oiled her, insisting that Kelli return the favour each time. Every touch simply increased the heat setting on her thermometer.

As yesterday, Chad drove each session, coordinating the three of them into one position after another as if conducting an orchestra. With the same driving beat of techno as yesterday filtering over the speakers, the master built up the pace, changing the mood with each new position. This was his masterpiece.

"I want that innocence," he kept telling Kelli. "That sexy naiveté. That vulnerability. Can you do that? Keep giving me that! The real you!"

But how could she focus on sexy vulnerability when Brooke kept pressing her tits into hers, and the African model continually rubbed his monster against her ass? It was as if they were deliberately working her up!

Brooke wrapped her arms around her again and ran her lips and tongue along the side of her neck. Max thrust his swollen manhood against her taut backside. "Perfect, perfect," Chad encouraged.

It was like being in a sex film but being denied the sex.

They were only halfway through the day when Chad picked up the sexual pace. "Max, I want you to cup Kelli's tits..."

Oh, God! His palms feel so good on her flesh. The way he manipulated her nipples sent sexual shockwaves to the very heart of her sex.

"Closer!"

His cock pushed into the crevice of her ass as he complied with the instruction. Even half erect, he was as big as Jack. What would he feel likeinsideher?

***

"Fuck, you've gotta be joking," Goodwin gasped.

"It's true," Sandra Wilson smiled, carrying two mugs of steaming coffee into the room. She handed one to her barrel-chested boyfriend. "I made Palmer bacon and eggs."

Goodwin winced slightly as he took the coffee from her, a few drops slurping over the side and burning his index finger. "No, you goofball," he said, swapping the mug between hands and licking at the burn. "Not that. You said Palmer had fucked up."

"Too right," she said, dropping down on the couch beside him and taking the finger. "And not just that coffee stain on the carpet. He fell asleep."

"Fell asleep?"

She nodded, raising his digit to her mouth and sucking on it like she would a cock. "Missed the mark leaving," she mumbled. "No way of identifying him unless Taffy produces a name when he cleans up the recordings... removes the background noise."

"Shit."

Her eyebrows arched as she held his finger up. "Shit he fucked up? Or shit, that feels good?"

"Both," he grinned.

"Not only that," she continued, taking a second finger in her mouth. "He overslept and missed Roxanne this morning."

Goodwin pulled a sympathetic face, forgetting about her mouth for a second. "We've all done it. But I wouldn't want to be the one to tell Webster."

"No," Wilson slurped. "How about you and I keeping out of the way when he does that?"

"Where's he now?"

"Back at base. Checking a few things out. Said he'd be back here in an hour or so."

"Doesn't he ever ease off? Especially with a wife like his. Have you met Kelli?"

"I've met her," Wilson replied. She slipped his fingers back in her mouth again, sucking them deeper. "You saying she's sexier than your new girlfriend?" she mumbled.

Goodwin struggled to slip his mug on the carpet beside his feet. "No way," he groaned. His cock was as hard as a rock from watching the way she fellated his fingers. "My girlfriend is as sexy as hell. And the thing is, she givesgreathead!"

Wilson's eyes smiled into his. "Okay, big boy. Just for that, I'll show you just how good I am until Palmer gets back. And I've got an added treat for you."

His eyebrows shot up. "Treat?"

The black haired beauty smiled, reaching towards the recorder. "This is what happened last night. I was listening to some before you arrived. It'll blow your socks off."

The sound of a door outside interrupted her even as she reached for the switch. "Roxanne," they said in unison.

"I told Palmer she'd be back." Wilson smiled, pulling him into a kiss. "Now we can rest easier. But to get back to the business in hand - let me put last night's recording on loudspeaker. It might inspire you..."

Her eyes gleamed wickedly as she reached for his slacks.

***

Showered, Kelli felt invulnerable. The shoot had been a triumph. Her arousal levels were running at an all-time high. Only Brooke's presence in the dressing room had stopped her from masturbating.

As the two models made small talk on the couch, it was an effort not to rip off her robe and expose herself to Brooke. Maybe the raven-haired beauty would finger her again, if she asked?

Erin came to the rescue, just in time. The Agency Head swayed into the dressing room carrying a bottle of champagne.

"We need to celebrate, darlings," she smiled, popping the cork with practiced ease. Smiling at Kelli, she filled three of the four glasses she'd brought with her on the tray.

"I've asked Max to join us later," she explained. "We must let him celebrate with us, too. But first, it's just us girls. And a toast!"

"A toast?" Kelli repeated, her dreamy eyes smiling at her employer. "I'd like to toast you, Erin. For everything you've done for me."

Erin beamed at the blonde, handing the two women a full glass each. "That's so sweet, darling. But the toast is to a successful shoot today. And to your debut in two days."

Kelli almost choked as the bubbles found their way up her nose. "My debut?" she coughed.



"Yes, darling," Erin murmured. "Your catwalk debut. At the Victoria's Secret fashion show in Milan. Didn't I tell you that you're heading for modelling stardom?"

***

Giovanni's face changed to a steely smile of anticipation. She was home. The sight through his binoculars confirmed that. Even in the subdued light of the apartment, he could see her moving around. That red hair was unmistakeable.

For a few seconds, he pulled the binoculars to the apartment next door to his target. A woman was on her knees, giving head to a grey haired man. He felt his cock lurch. How long was it since he'd had sex? Reluctantly, he lowered the binoculars. Don't get distracted, Marco. Not now. You have a job to do.

Slipping the small plastic bag into his pocket, he slipped one of the reds it into his mouth and washed it down with the lukewarm water.

He lived for these moments. Time for action.

It took only a few minutes to secrete everything back into his leather jacket. Slipping it on, he took the plastic cup to the kitchen and threw the remaining water down the sink. Rubbing the inside of the glass on his shirt until it was nearly dry, he carefully replaced it inside the other three. Everything had to be exactly as he'd found it.

Returning to his position beside the window, he leant against the wall. It didn't take long for the speed to kick in. Even as the assassin closed his eyes, it raced along his nerves like fire burning along a fuse. In no time, he felt superhuman. His nerve ends jangled with excitement. His stomach heaved with anticipation. His senses sharpened like a knife.

This was the state he needed to be in. He was ready.

Standing up, he put his hand through the pocket vent and held the shotgun, aiming it at the floor. He was too professional to risk an accident. Buttoning his coat, he removed the piece of stick he'd propped between the two slats of the Venetian blinds. This was no time to get careless.

Slipping his sunglasses back on, he made his way back to the elevator. Two minutes later he was heading across the road to the apartment block opposite, his nonchalant gait making sure he blended in to his surroundings. He was just a tenant out for a stroll.

Reaching the car park gate opposite, the code-card given him by DeVere gained him instant entry. His eyes covered every inch of ground ahead of him as he headed across the tarmac towards the stairs to reception. His mind was active with every step.

The Makarov handgun in his pocket would take care of problem number four. It was messy, and he disliked mess. But there simply wasn't any alternative. Or was there?

The security guard was speaking on the phone as the Sicilian entered, his back to Giovanni. Whoever he was conversing with, he was flirting. That saved his life.

The assassin reached him just as he ended the call. The butt of the Makarov to the back of his neck sent him crumpling to the floor. Within seconds, Giovanni had the unconscious body hidden out of sight under the security desk. The young guard would be out for a good couple of hours and the Italian only needed five minutes. Maximum.

Loping across at the door to the stairs, it was almost an afterthought when he checked around him. One step ahead. Stay one step ahead! The large desk close to the door would do the job if he needed it.

He pushed through the door and took the steps two at a time, pausing when he reached the exit to the fourth floor. The silence was just as it should be. Just as well. Anyone who got in his way now would end up as a corpse, but he preferred not to have any complications.

His eyes flicked both ways along the narrow corridor as he made his way to the terracotta door of number forty-nine. Unbuttoning the bottom of his coat, his thumb held firm across both hammers of the shotgun until he pushed the bell.

Taking a step back, he swung the weapon upwards through the opening of the raincoat.

***

Kelli never wanted to come down from this high. She'd never drunk as much champagne in her life. How many bottles had Erin opened? And the cocaine! She hadn't realised it would make her feel this good.

She was floating.

One week ago, she'd never met Erin. Now she had a successful shoot behind her. Not to mention her first bi experience. Of sorts. She began to laugh. This was so funny. She was going to become a supermodel. Erin had told her. And what Erin said...

Not only that, next stop was a catwalk debut. In Milan. A Victoria's Secret fashion show, too! It was one of the most prestigious events in the world of modelling. And she, Kelli Palmer, would be strutting that stage.

Kelli laughed out loud at the absurdity of her thoughts. Everything was so surreal, unbelievable!

Her life was turning upside down. For the better. Much, much, better. She loved Jack. Of course she did. But her heart told her he'd never change. They couldn't go on as they were. More accurately, she couldn't. Here, on a plate, was a way out - for both of them, if Jack wanted that.

But did he? Deep inside, she knew the answer. It made no difference to her decision. This was an opportunity she intended to grasp with both hands. With or without Jack.

She owed Erin, and she'd repay that debt.

Her eyes closed as a wave of dizziness swept over her. As the heady combination of champagne and coke washed over her, she realised she couldn't stop laughing. She wassohappy. She decided to share her thoughts with the two women.

Turning to her right, she looked at Brooke. Somehow, she couldn't quite remember what she wanted to say. Her brain wouldn't focus. She laughed aloud again. The smile that Erin exchanged with the short, playboy-esque model didn't register with her. But she did hear the Agency Head's soft drawl.

"Kelli, darling. We've left Max out. Shame on us." She leant over to fill the fourth glass with champagne from the third bottle she'd brought through. "Here, darling, take this through to him, would you?"

***

Sandra Wilson wrapped her hand into Goodwin's snow-white hair, pulling him more tightly into the Promised Land. He'd quickly succumbed to her talented mouth and now it was her turn.

Her long moan as he bathed her with long, slow sweeps of his tongue spelt out her need. Time was short. She didn't want Palmer walking in on them, but she needed satisfying.

Her legs parted further. As much as she enjoyed their slow, lovemaking sessions, this was what she preferred. Rough. No finesse. No slow build up.

His tongue probed deeper as her hands directed his movements. "Yes, baby, that's it. Just there—"

Her grip in his hair tightened. Her hips undulated against his working mouth. "Use your fingers, baby..."

Obediently, he followed each new instruction. One hand slid from her ass to twist two fingers inside her wet channel. When his lips moved to her clit, she almost came there and then.

Her eyes smiled down into his. Why hadn't she given herself to him years ago, instead of trying to make it work with that cheating bastard of a husband?

"Yes... Alex... yes..." she groaned. Her legs widened as far as she could to provide unhindered access. God, if anyone could see her now? A naked, wanton, police slut!

She loved that he knew how to work her. The gentle flicks of his tongue on her clit, the way he dragged the slippery nubbin between his teeth, already had her spiralling out of control. "That's it, baby..."

From the loudspeaker, Roxanne's moans mingled with her own as if they were in competition. The sound of the redhead being fucked last night only added to Sandra Wilson's arousal. She was bubbling.

"Yes... Alex... now... NOW! Here... I... cummmm..." It was an effort to push out the final words as the electric current switched on.

Her hands held his head in position. She was loud, shuddering. Her bucking body used his face for even more friction. Her feet pushed flat on the floor. Her ass and hips lifted, pushing hard into his mouth.

Eventually the movement of his tongue slowed, pacing her down from her orgasm. Fuck, he wassogood at this. Much better than that no good husband.

"Palmer will be back soon," he muttered, sitting back and wiping his juice smeared face. "Better make ourselves decent."

"Fuck Palmer," the dark haired cop responded, even against her better judgement. Her orgasm hadn't satisfied her. She tore at his trousers for the second time in half an hour. "I need cock."

She pushed him flat on his back, her movements rough, brooking no argument. Her frantic hands pulled his hardness free. With one leg, she straddled the nervous cop. Her eyes gleaming into his as her buttery sex took him inside in one pass.

"God, Alex. That feels good!"

"But Palmer..."

"Forget Palmer..."

She began to thrust down, groaning as he filled her. Perfectly. The need for speed drove her on. She moaned with each hard, downward thrust. So did Goodwin. Loudly.

Their grunts shut out the music next door. The ring on Roxanne's doorbell. The sound of the chain being taken off the door as she answered.

The two louder, muffled soundsdidreach them. For a second, both stopped moving. Their brains engaged gear.

It was Goodwin who spoke. "Shotgun!"

***

Max's dressing room was smaller than Kelli expected. But just as ostentatious as hers and Brooke's. Using the opulent mansion had been Erin's brainwave. Would every shoot be based somewhere as wonderful as this location?

The male model turned as the naïve blonde entered. Even in the red robe, his monster announced its presence.

"Hey, honey. You got something for Max?"

"Erin asked me to bring you some champagne," she giggled. "Don't mind me, I think I'm a little tipsy."

"Thanks, honey," he smiled. "Put it on the table would you?"

The blonde nodded, walking her unsteady way past him and gently lowering the glass onto the gleaming wood. The four-inch heels Erin told her to wear weren't helping things. There was that smell again, honeyed mango. She was beginning to love that aroma.

When she turned back to him, he'd slipped out of the robe. Naked, he looked magnificent. Her eyes stared at the rich, ebony skin. His rippling muscles. And that monster of a cock.

She realised he was between her and the door. How could she get out? Did she really want to?

"Don't look so shocked," he grinned in that cocky, arrogant way of his. "You're not looking at anything you haven't seen all day."

She giggled again. Yes, that made sense. They'd been naked together all through the shoot, so why should it be any different now? Her eyes returned tothatbody.Thatcock.

"Why don't you slip that robe off, too?" he casually suggested.

Kelli stopped her hands as they were halfway to her belt. She couldn't. That would be too personal. Not yet, anyway.

Max smiled. He knew she was fighting her reluctance. He'd help her. Slowly, he sauntered across the short distance between them. Take it easy with her, Erin had insisted. He would, but he'd seen that look in lots of women's eyes when they'd seen his cock. Maybe, if he was realcareful, he could push this a little further?

"You look like you've never seen a cock before," he leered, posing with his hands on his hips.

"I haven't." She giggled again. "I haven't seenanythingthat big."

"Want to touch it?" he asked, standing as close as he dared without frightening the beautiful woman. He thought she might step away. She didn't. That told him what he needed to know.

"Don't be shy," he grinned, reaching out to take her hand and pulling it to his black shaft. Instantly, he began to grow. "See, it likes your touch."

Kelli's eyes widened as he grew in her hand. A fiery wetness formed between her thighs. Her grip tightened. She heard a soft groan and realised the sound was emerging from the back of her own throat.

"Stroke it, honey," Max suggested, planting his feet firmly on the soft carpet as he thrust his hips forward.



Kelli's dreamy eyes looked into his and then back down at the monster in her hand. He shuddered as her fingers ran up and down the enormous shaft. She loved that. It washerfingers that were exciting him.

"Yes, honey," he growled.

Kelli smiled. Her fingers momentarily dropped to cup his large, hairy, testicles before sliding back to his shaft again.

This time, the moans she heard were Max's. Though the soft purr in her throat continued. When she began to jerk the now fully erect monster, he slowly moved his hips back and forward in time with her movements.

"Honey, you do that so well," he whispered into her ear as he leant forward. "Let me sit down, but don't stop. Whatever you do, don't stop."

Glancing behind her, she saw the couch. Her hand pulled his cock towards it. He followed. She giggled at the sight. What a thrill. What a fucking thrill! She'd never done something like this before. She was actually leading him by his hard cock.

When he bounced down onto the soft cushion, she sat beside him.

"Don't stop, honey," he repeated, when she hesitated. "Feels too good."

"I won't," she smiled, feeling the need to give him reassurance. Staring into his eyes, she began to jerk him again. She loved the way she made him growl.

"Ever taste a black cock?" he grinned, leaning comfortably back against the couch and spreading his arms along the low back.

Kelli hadn't. She hadn't even previously thought about it. A black man? But now, with her hand wrapped as far as it could around the monster, she knew with a certainty she wanted to.

But she couldn't. How could she? She was married! Jack...

One hand went to her hair. His gentle stroking across her blonde tresses felt so comforting. She looked into his smiling eyes. His male scent, mixed in with that delicious honeyed mango aroma, was intoxicating.

"Taste it," he encouraged, his dark, gleaming eyes boring back into hers. "I need you, honey. Help me out."

Her eyes returned to the monster. Rising majestically from his black curls, it looked like a God's. When his hand pulled her head forward, she didn't resist. How could she refuse the meaty offering in front of her?

The first, tangy, salty taste was an aphrodisiac. She provocatively licked her lips, savouring the manly flavour.

"Oh, yesss, honey..."

His groan spurred her on. So did the tingling between her thighs. He needed her and she needed him. Like a drug. Her fingers shook with excitement as she stretched them as far around his girth as they would go. Then her mouth went to work.

Her sucking lips devoured the first leakage of precum. She swallowed it deep into the back of her throat. The sweet taste was infectious. Her tongue returned to the big, purple head, licking around the crown in an effort to tease more from him.

For a few minutes she lost herself. Her mouth practised everything that Jack enjoyed, but with more emphasis on the things that made Max moan loudest. She had no idea cocksucking could be quite so arousing as this.

"Yes, honey," he moaned. Gripping her hair more tightly, he raised up on one hip and gently began to fuck her mouth.

Kelli gagged for a second, but quickly adjusted. One hand went to his chest, so she could stroke his shining, ebony flesh. Every muscle was hard. Her fingers ran to his nipples, tweaking each of them in turn.

Her other hand held him tight. Her mouth jammed down on half of his black shaft again. She wanted this black man's cum and wouldn't be denied. Would it taste different to Jack's? She justhadto find out.

How much of his black shaft could she take into her throat without choking? She soon found out. Her hand tried to steady him as he fucked her mouth harder. It didn't faze her. He was an ex porn star and she was a suction machine, a star in her own porno, seeking her prize.

The dreamy, intoxicated blonde wanted this to be the best blowjob he'd ever had. Growling, her lips formed a tight seal around the thick ebony shaft. He was close and she'd take him all the way. She was in control and he was powerless to resist.

Max's grip in her hair tightened. He increased the pace of his upward thrusts. She let out a gagging noise but took him as far as she could again, her head bouncing up and down as she sucked him to orgasm.

"Yes, honey. Oh, fuck, yes..."

The black hips started that familiar shudder. Kelli tried to prepare herself and even as his first offering splashed against the back of her throat, she found she was cumming, too. Just the thought that this black man's cum was all hers had set off the fireworks inside her.

She had no time to enjoy the little grenades of pleasure exploding between her thighs. All her concentration was needed on what was happening in her mouth. His second burst hit the same spot. The third. The fourth. His heavy balls emptied, threatening to drown her.

She swallowed and swallowed, taking it eagerly. An animal at feeding time.

Her hand pumped his shaft. She wanted every last drop. She devoured his creamy seed until eventually even this black stud had had enough. Gingerly, he pulled his diminishing manhood from between her still sucking lips and lay back on the couch, his muscular chest heaving.

A sound at the door to her left interrupted her sexual haze. Jerking her head around, Erin was beaming her endorsement. That was good enough for Kelli. She needed that seal of approval. If it was acceptable to Erin, it was okay with her.

After all, this was what supermodels did.

***

Palmer didn't understand why the security desk was unmanned. The night guard was probably taking a leak. He'd had a shit of a day and was anxious to get home to see Kelli on her return from Scotland. She'd sounded pissed when she told him she was heading North for the shoot and hadn't phoned him since then. He had some fences to mend.

Check in with Wilson and Goodwin, he told himself as the elevator rumbled upwards, and then head home. It had just reached the second floor when he heard the two sounds above him. Like... like a shotgun?

His Kel-Tec .380 was in his hand when the elevator reached the fourth. Halfway along the corridor, Goodwin was racing out of their apartment, gun pointing the way. Wilson was a few steps behind.

The time between their fucking, the noise, and action had amounted to a few brief seconds. It had been a few brief seconds too long.

"Where?" Palmer asked, heading towards them.

"Next door," Goodwin gasped. He looked flushed. His shirttail was somehow flapping from his slacks.

A noise on the stairs stopped them. "You take the apartment," Palmer called over his shoulder as he diverted through the connecting door.

Way below him, someone was running downwards, taking several stairs at a time.

"Stop! Police!" he yelled, pausing for a second at the top before launching himself downwards. Yeah – as if.

Vaulting the stairs three at a time, he bounced off the walls a couple of times and just managed to stay upright. Halfway down he heard a door slam shut. The door to the reception lobby?

Reaching the ground floor not more than ten seconds later, his body crashed into the door. Instead of bursting open, it held firm. What the fuck? Locked? Jammed? Where the hell was the security guard? It couldn't take this long for a leak!

Two more efforts only served to bruise his shoulder. Even as he raced back up the stairs, he knew that all was lost. It took a few seconds to call the elevator to the first floor, and longer again to get it lurching downwards.

Damn, damn, damn!

The ground floor was empty. Rushing down the steps into the car park, he listened for any sound of movement. Only the traffic in the streets disturbed the silence. It took a good five minutes to search the area, his pace slowed in anticipation of a bullet coming his way.

Back in the reception area, he checked around the desk. At first he thought the young guard was dead. Checking his pulse, he gave a sigh of relief. A witness, perhaps?



The reason for the jammed door was obvious. How the hell had the attacker got the strength to pull that heavy desk over? And so quickly? It even took Palmer a good few seconds to pull it clear.

He retraced his way up the stairs, stopping at each floor, checking for something out of place, looking for clues. He knew the fruitlessness of his efforts even as he followed normal procedure.

Eventually, back on the fourth, he slowly returned to number forty-nine. His heart was almost pumping through his chest in fear and anticipation of what he would find. Wilson opened the door.

His eyes fell on the scorched pattern of tiny holes near the ceiling, splattered with blood. They flicked to the marble top coffee table on its side. That's when he saw the dead woman.

Her face was gone and part of her shoulder was blown away. Lying partly against the wall beside the door, blood continued to pump from her wounds. Like a rag doll, her hands and arms were bent at obscene angles, a splash of blood on the ball dripping down close to her body.

The bile rose in Palmer's throat. He tried to choke it back. With one hand against the wall, holding himself up, he stared at Wilson, then Goodwin. His silent scream filled his head.
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Chapter 6: Kelli

Homicide was crawling all over the apartment when Donny Webster arrived. It had taken the team some time to catch up with him. Having been out so late, drinking too, the early hour didn't suit him.

He stormed through the apartment lobby, glaring at the old security guard on his way.

Sandra Wilson followed him, half running to keep up. "How's the youngster?" she asked Ted Jobson as he glanced up at them from his seat behind his desk.

The old guy gave a grimace. Being the Head Security Guard at the premises, he took his position seriously. "He's pretty shaken up. Maybe I should have been here instead?"

Wilson nodded. "Yes," she agreed, though unsure as to what she was agreeing to. Maybe he thought he would have done a better job than his young colleague? Doubtful. If the old man had been on duty, chances were he'd be dead.

"Are the cops okay with you visiting your friend?" he asked Sandra, still believing the cover that Palmer had sold him when they first arrived. "I imagine they'll be pretty busy up there. What's happened anyway? No one will tell me a thing. I'm only the..."

Webster exchanged glances with Wilson from his position beside the elevator. He nodded at the 33-year-old cop. Time to come clean.

"Wearethe cops," she sighed, flashing her ID and shooting him a sympathetic smile. "Catch you later, Ted."

The look of surprise on his face stayed even as the elevator took them upwards.

Edging along the corridor past Roxanne's half open door, Webster showed his ID to the cop on guard and carried on to 'Palmer's' apartment. It was the stride of a man in a hurry. Goodwin and Palmer were inside waiting for him.

"Freakin' hell," he exclaimed. "Roxanne Lopez?"

Although Webster looked at him, Palmer didn't respond. How could he? He was still struggling with his emotions. The young detective couldn't rationalise why it was taking such a lot out of him. He'd only had one conversation with the woman and yet she'd affected him in a way he could never have envisaged.

"Talk..." Webster barked.

Palmer tried to, but the words wouldn't come out. He was supposed to be having dinner with her soon. For a few seconds, he turned his back, walking across to lean against the door to the kitchen.

Goodwin interjected. "Me and Wilson were next door. She'd been out most of the day. Ten minutes after she got back, someone called at her door..."

Webster nodded. "Yes, Wilson's already told me all of that. You've given all of this to Homicide?"

Goodwin nodded. "I gave them a run down on our case and what we were up to. Pretty routine. They want to speak to Sandra at some time," he rolled his eyes, "as if she might have seen something I haven't. Want to speak to you, too, boss, at some stage."

Webster sighed, taking off his glasses and blowing an imaginary piece of fluff from the left lens. "What a mess. Okay, I guess we start to look around for something else to work on. "Wilson and I can give 'em anything they want. You too, Palmer. Then we get back to the office."

For a second or two Palmer said nothing. He appeared to be weighing the advisability of his next remark. His head shook as he eventually spoke. "Don't think so, boss."

"What?" The fifty-year-old Vice boss's face looked like he'd swallowed a bumble bee.

"We want to stay involved."

"Oh, you do, Palmer? Well, let me tell you..."

"No, boss," Goodwin broke in. "We all want to stay involved."

Sandra Wilson nodded. "Me, too."

"What are you freakin' talking about?" Webster asked, pacing across to the window and then back again. His voice was cold in that way of his when he was about to tear a strip from whomever he was talking to.

"Briggs is in control of the case," Goodwin added.

"Briggs? That shit?" Nobody liked the smarmy police Superintendent. There were even rumours he was bent. Proving them was something else.

"Exactly," Sandra Wilson agreed, settling down in one of the two leather chairs. She crossed her legs, swinging one foot back and forth. It was a nervous gesture. "This killing might well have something to do with our case, boss. Can you imagine turning all our information over to Briggs? Goodness knows where it would end up."

Webster thought for a few minutes. He sat down on the couch, but immediately stood up again. Abruptly, he snapped, "I understand how you all feel. But I have no choice. We've gotta leave this one to Homicide and keep out of their hair."

"Boss..."

"That's an order." He started across to the door. "Wrap things up here."

"No."

Webster stopped in his tracks, his hand on the doorknob. "What?" His voice was icy.

"No, Chief," Palmer repeated, walking across towards Webster from his position beside the kitchen door.

Webster's look would have damagedanyonein its direct path. "WHAT? I don't believe my freakin' ears..."

"Boss, just listen for a moment," Sandra Wilson said as she leaned forward in the chair. Her voice was quiet as a whisper in an attempt to defuse the situation.

It didn't work. Webster waved an arm in the air dismissively. "Listen? LISTEN? You FREAKIN' listen!"

It didn't stop Wilson. The ballsy female's voice was calm but determined. After all, she'd been fucking Goodwin when the woman was wasted. If she hadn't been... well, who knows?

"Boss," she interrupted. "Me and Goodwin have been stuck in Vice for years. You, longer. Palmer's newer, but he feels the same. Everyone in the Force thinks all we're good for is puttin' the arm on hookers and perverts. They'll laugh their asses off that we've allowed this to happen, no matter what we say."

Goodwin grunted. "Yeah, boss."

Sandra Wilson smiled at her boyfriend, but continued. "You broke the rules that got us started on this case. You gave Big Elsie a drink. And look where it's led us! We've done our job well so far. All of us. And what we'll get is more shit heaped on us. We're tired of being the assholes of the Force. And I for one don't want to be on the butt end of their wisecracks and insults. Do you?"

For a few moments, no one spoke, waiting for Webster to explode. He didn't. He always took notice of what Wilson had to say. But he didn't always agree. His voice was softer. More conciliatory. "Look, I understand your feelings. But you're making this more of a big deal than it is. No one is goin' to give us shit over this..."

Even as he spoke the words, everyone in the room knew he was wrong. Even him. He trailed off, glancing around the room into each pair of staring eyes.

Palmer stared back. However much he tried, he was consumed by guilt. What could he say? Explain that he'd met Roxanne after tailing her? Had a conversation with her? Arranged to have dinner? That she made his heart race, even though he was married to a girl like Kelli? That he'd masturbated while listening to her?

"Chief," he eventually said. "You need to understand. We feel responsible. I feel responsible. Whether I like it or not, Iamresponsible!"

"Me too," Wilson added. "Goodwin and I are responsible, too." This time she didn't look at the barrel-chested cop.

Webster still didn't buy it. "I understand what you're saying. I know how you all feel. But tell me one thing. Did any of you have any idea what was going to happen? Even an inkling?"

No one answered.

The Vice boss wandered back into the middle of the room, pointing to each of them in turn. "Exactly! You're not. You're not and you're not! Nobody's responsible for what's happened other than the killer. And I'm not about to stick my dick into the meat grinder because Palmer, or any of you, feel responsible."

"We want to work on it," Palmer said. It was as if his boss hadn't spoken. His voice brooked no argument.

Webster sighed as he removed his glasses and pointed them at the wavy haired detective. "Is that right? You want to work on it? And what do I tell Homicide?"

"They'll never know," Palmer said, looking his boss in the eye. "If we turn up something, we'll hand it over. If not, no harm done."

"No harm done? Nofreakin'harm done? If they find out I let you guys work on their case—"

"Do you trust Briggs?"

Webster paused. It was like being caught in crossfire. Of course he didn't trust Briggs. But admitting it would be counter to his argument.

"The thing is," Palmer continued, his voice calm but authoritative, "you've been in Vice a long time, Chief. You know we're right. We've always supported you one hundred per cent. Now we're asking for something in return. We need you to support us."

Webster took a step towards Palmer. The young detective held his ground. Abruptly, the Vice boss shook his head and diverted to the couch. "Make some coffee, Wilson."

Everyone paused, the silence reinforcing that his words began to hit home.

"Coffee?" Palmer asked.

Webster's shoulders sagged. "If we're gonna stay on this one for a while, you'd better start with coffee. I'm going next door to keep my credibility intact. When I get back, we can decide our next steps."

"That makes sense, boss," Wilson cheekily said. Her broad smile helped her get away with it. "But I'm a cop like the rest of you?"

"So?" Webster snapped.

"Someone else can make coffee."

***

Kelli was angry. Jack had failed to come home last night. Again. Not even a telephone call. He knew she was returning from Edinburgh. After what had happened with Brooke and Max, she wanted to have a clear-the-air conversation with him about their future.

There were some big decisions to be made.

Maybe it was just as well he'd stayed away? His absence told her everything she needed to know. His work had come first. She didn't want confrontation. Or an argument. But her mind was pretty well made up.

It was time to reaffirm her commitment to Erin. She was the future for her, not Jack.

Before they left each other last night, the Agency Head arranged for them to have lunch together today. She'd suggested the Cheyne Walk Brasserie. "A wonderful French restaurant with amazing views over the Albert Bridge and the Thames, darling," she'd said. "You'd better get used to it. These are the sort of places that will become normal to you in the future..."

Let me see,she'd thought.Wait at home for a husband who was tied to his job, or indulge in the high life. There really wasn't much of a choice,she'd concluded.

Everything had happened so quickly. She was so fortunate. A week ago, she was nothing more than a hopeful, intent on breaking into a higher level of modelling. Now, she was on the road to supermodel status. Could that be? It was surreal.

Erin had been as true as her word. The shoot had been wonderful, but even that paled into insignificance compared to the Victoria's Secret fashion show in Milan.

Erin had told her some of the other models appearing - Roxanne Lopez, Gabrielle Dubois, Amaka, Chanel Iman, Brooke Welles and Noemie Lenoir.

And now... Kelli Palmer!

Curling her feet under her on the couch, her sigh indicated her growing acceptance of the new world opening up to her. It wasn't just the modelling experiences that were turning her life upside down. It was the sex.

Fortunately, she'd passed out after yesterday's shoot before Max had fucked Brooke. Erin had told her all about it. In detail. Had she not passed out, she'd have let him fuck her, too. She had no doubt. Even a final pang of conscience about her marriage wouldn't have stopped her. Being with another woman was one thing, but fucking an ex porn star!

That was something she'd justhaveto try!

Jack's absence last night had made her realise one thing. It was too late for them. God knows where her marriage was heading. She loved him, but the stubborn bastard wouldn't change. His late nights on Vice turned him on much more than she did. They always had.

That had been the way of things for the previous couple of years. The excitement of their marriage had diminished and they were getting into a rut. She'd just kidded herself otherwise. It was clear to her now – this wasn't what she wanted. She hated their lifestyle and she wanted things to be different. If that was without Jack, so be it.

She picked up the latest copy of Vogue she'd purchased at the airport and glanced at the front cover. Gabrielle Dubois looked sensational. She was a stunning woman, her characteristic coyness coming through in those pale blue eyes. They looked so good with her sassy dark hair.

One day, she'd be on this cover. It would be her that people envied.

Her eyes regarded the French model's full, pouting lips and immediately, she felt herself grow hot.

God, what on earth was happening to her? Since her first meeting with Erin, she looked at women in a different light. And her encounters with Brooke! She had no idea how fulfilling sex with another woman could be. Her thoughts turned to Erin DeVere. What would the strawberry blonde American look like naked?

Maybe she'd have time for a quick masturbation session before she left to meet Erin at the restaurant?

***

Webster was accompanied by a youthful looking, dark haired man when he returned. "Tom Burley," he said by way of introduction.

The tall, slender man glanced around, a smile creasing his face. "Morning, all." He winked at Sandra Wilson. "Hello, pet..."

Her face curled as if she'd tasted something sour. "Pet?"

Burley laughed. "Whey aye, it's a term of endearment in Newcastle."

"I should have known," she smiled. "A Geordie."

"That's reet, hinny."

"Who's this?" Goodwin asked Webster. His gruff voice displayed the irritation he felt. Wilson washisgirlfriend.

"Forensics," Webster replied. "Tom and I've known each other a while."

"Aye. Your boss got me out of a real problem a few years ago," Burley added, smiling across at Webster. "Aa'l aalways be in his debt."

"What's he doing here?" Goodwin asked Webster, continuing to ignore the younger, dark haired man.

"A stroke of luck," the Vice boss replied. "Met him next door. He's on the case. Forensics. Briggs has gone back to HQ so Tom's going to fill us in on what he's found."

"You're willing to brief us?" Palmer asked, leaning forward in the leather chair closest to the large window. "Against policy?"

"Aye," Burley agreed. "And aa'm not saying aa'm comfortable doin' it. But as aah said, I owe your boss. Hey, has anyone told you that you look like Superman?"

Palmer sighed. Wilson giggled. Goodwin snorted. It wasn't the cleverest remark knowing Palmer's hatred of the comparison.

"Okay, when you kiddies have finished," Webster cut in, "tell us what you know, Tom."

"And try and tell us in English," Goodwin grunted, his instant dislike threatening to boil over. "I'd like to understand what you have to say."

Burley grinned as he walked across to the leather couch and flopped down beside Sandra Wilson. "Takes a while for you to catch on, eh?" he smiled at Goodwin. "Aalreet, aa'l take it slow."

Ignoring the look the snow haired man shot across his bows, he turned to Wilson and Palmer. "First, the obvious," he said, sitting on the edge of the seat. "The weapon was a shotgun. Sawn off shotgun. Why? Because if you want the shot to spread faster, that's the best way."

He paused, checking for comprehension on the other faces staring at him. Satisfied, he continued. "From the way the victim's hair was burned in places, and some scorched bits of skin embedded in the wall, aa'd say the weapon was fired within three or maybe four feet of her face."

"The point being?" Goodwin was still simmering.

Burley didn't rise to the bait. "If you listen to the recordings you guys gave us, not only were the two shots simultaneous, they overlapped, just by a fraction of a second. They came too close together to be from an automatic, pump or lever action. So it's a sawed-off, double-barrel twelve-gauge shotgun. One that was very effectively silenced."

The four of them looked silently at Burley, considering his analysis. It was Palmer who spoke. "Alupara."

The forensics' man nodded.

"What the hell's a lubara?" Webster asked.

"Not lubara," Palmer corrected. "Alupara. Haven't you seen any Godfather movies, Chief? It's an Italian word for a sawn-off shotgun. Traditionally associated with the Costa Nostra."

"Costa Nostra?" interrupted Goodwin grumpily.

Burley couldn't resist the dig. "For you, Goodwin... the Mafia."

"The classical Mafia execution weapon," Palmer confirmed.

Webster stood up from his position leaning against the mahogany table. He walked halfway across the room and then back again. "You saying this is a Mafia slaying?"

Burley shook his head. "Nah. Aa'm saying it's a similar type of weapon. And aa'm also saying this was a pro at work. No amateur would have a weapon like that."

For a few seconds, silence fell as his words sank in.

"There's one other thing," Burley muttered, pulling a plastic bag from his pocket. Gingerly opening the top, he stood up and headed over to Goodwin. "Smell anything?"

Goodwin looked at the pellets in the bag before pulling it to his nose. "Gunpowder?"

Burley smiled as he walked across to Wilson. "What about you, pet?"

She ignored his grinning eyes and leant forward. "Garlic?"

The dark haired Geordie nodded. "Another Mafia trademark. They sometimes soaked their bullets in garlic, to infect the wound and make it more painful. Never heard of that used in a shotgun though."

"This issome kind of Mafia hit," Webster said, walking across to sniff the bag for himself.

"Could be," Burley replied.

"Or..." Palmer slowly said, his brain ticking over. "It could be the killer's trademark."

Goodwin sat down on the arm the couch. "So this guy could be Italian?"

"Or woman," Wilson suggested, but Palmer shook his head.

"It's a man," he confidently said. "A woman couldn't have pulled the desk across to block the door into the reception lobby. Not as quickly."

Webster nodded. "Anything more?"

Burley smiled. "This is just supposition, but you can tell from the way the shots hit the wall that the projectile was upwards. The victim is approximately five-ten. My expectation is that the killer didn't shoot from the hip..."

"Because?" Webster interrupted.

"If he had," Burley explained. "The second shot might have hit him under his own chin, ya knaa? My estimation is that he fired with the shotgun either under his armpit or against his shoulder. Aa'd say he's five-seven or five-eight."

Palmer suddenly rose to his feet, sharing the thought that had been whirling around his mind. "He was watching the apartment."

The others looked at him.

He nodded. "He had to be. How else did he know she'd just arrived home? It's too much of a coincidence for him to arrive within such a short time of her arrival back at her apartment." He walked over to the large window and looked out. "There," he said, nodding at the apartment block opposite. "That's where he was."

The others hurried across to join him, looking out towards the apartment complex over the road.

A cold chill ran through Palmer. He knew it! The bastard had been watching from one of the apartments there. Anger began to seep through him. He'd find and nail the bastard. "It's the same view from here as in Roxanne's... the victim's... apartment. That means he had a clear sight in there."

"There are only two apartments on each floor that face this way," Sandra Wilson muttered.

"He could be there now, watching us," Goodwin grunted.

Wilson laughed. "No way. What's the betting he's halfway back to Italy?"



"One of those apartments are empty, or the owners are away," Palmer deduced. "Probably the same floor as this, or possibly the one above. I want to take a look over there."

***

Dominic DeVere needed to see Dennis Price. It was time to introduce himself. Take care of business. Price needed to understand his place in the scheme of things.

The Ming Jiang restaurant was a favourite of his and the private room overlooking Hyde Park was ideal. The beautiful Chinese woman who greeted them looked not a day older than eighteen. They always were young. He made that requirement clear.

She had a tiny flower of a girl's face that worked in perfect harmony with her dusky, Southern Chinese skin and glossy black hair. The form-fitting, yellow mandarin dress was a nice touch, hugging the girl's slender body, yet short enough to show off her shapely thighs.

"Welcome," she smiled, her voice as delicate as her figure, her bow as graceful as the meaning of her name. "I am Nuo and I will take care of you today. You like drink before order lunch?"

DeVere nodded as he removed his shoes. He sat cross-legged. "Dennis?"

"I'd like a bourbon," Price asked, following suit, albeit a little uneasily. This was definitely out of his comfort zone.

"Make that two," the keen eyed entrepreneur told their young host, unable to resist a smile at Price's discomfort. "So Dennis, I'm so pleased to have you on my team."

"Yourteam?"

"Oh yes," DeVere answered. His face was smiling but his grey eyes weren't. They were observing every movement on Price's tired face. You could tell as much from facial expressions as the words people used. "There are a few things you need to know..."

He paused as Nuo returned, bowing low as she placed the drinks onto the low table in front of the two men.

DeVere smiled up at her, his grey eyes wandering across her young body. "How old are you, Nuo?"

"Eighteen," her melodic voice answered.

"How long have you worked here?"

She bowed, her yellow-blue eyes as attractive as the rest of her face. "Six months. I study at University. This gives me enough money to help my studies."

"Studying what?" Price asked, his overlarge eyes running across the perfect, young body. DeVere didn't miss the look.

"Engleesh. I want to be school teacher back in Shanghai."

"Ambitious," Price responded. "Have..."

DeVere interrupted. "Would you bring the menu's now, Nuo. We need to order." He had just enough time to brief Price before his meeting later that afternoon with Giovanni.

The girl bowed again as she left. "Hai."

"Forgive me for being rude," the grey haired man told Price. "There'll be time enough for Nuo afterwards. For now, let me tell you a story..."

***

They chatted about the forthcoming assignment in Milan over salads. The day was beautiful outside, and their window seats overlooking the Thames were very private.

"Tell me, Kelli," Erin asked, smiling into the enthralled young model's eyes. "How does all that sound?" She'd painted the most delightful pictures of the runway show, the Italian city, and the parties that went on during and after. She split the last of their second bottle of wine between their glasses.

Kelli's chest heaved as she'd absorbed every word. Her mind raced, trying to find the suitable words of thanks. "It sounds wonderful. Erin... I can't tell you how much this all means to me. I can't believe how quickly it's all happened."

"That's how I work, darling," the American woman responded. "As if every day could be my last. Life's too short for regrets, don't you think?"

Kelli nodded, flashing her brown eyes at her mentor. She felt so alive, so in tune with life and the beautiful scenery around her. That scenery included Erin, with those high cheekbones and glittering eyes. "You know, Erin," she agreed. "I'm only just beginning to realise that."

"I worked it out when I was your age," the Agency Head smiled. "And I've never looked back. But tell me, darling, what does your husband think of all this? Excited for you?"

"Ye... yes," the blonde replied, not too convincingly.

"Which means?" Erin asked, picking up on the hesitation.

"It's difficult," Kelli replied a little uneasily, running a finger around the rim of her empty glass. "It's been difficult with Jack and I for a while."

The Agency Head reached across the cleared table and settled her hand on Kelli's. This sounded perfect. "Want to tell, darling?"

The blonde looked across the small table at Erin's sympathetic face. It was easy to see why she'd been a supermodel herself in her youth. She was still devastatingly beautiful, but in an intelligent, mature way that set her apart from the models she managed.

For a few moments Kelli was quiet, stopping herself for fear of how Erin would react. Would the other woman judge her? She didn't want to sounds like she came with a lot of baggage, but there was also so much on her mind.

She took a deep breath and let it all out. "Different priorities, I guess. I love Jack. But more and more it seems that what he and I want are poles apart. It's crunch time. I feel I have to make a decision. Things can't continue between us as they are."

"Have you sat down and had a heart to heart with him?"

Kelli threw back her wavy, blonde hair and snorted. "How can I? I haven't seen him for a couple of days and he didn't even come home last night. No phone call. No note. Nothing. Chances are, I'll not see him 'til after the Milan fashion show. That's the life I lead, Erin!"

The Agency Head nodded, shared a sympathetic grimace as her thumb stroked the back of the blonde's hand. Kelli appreciated the fact that the American woman didn't cast judgement.

"What doyouthink, Erin?" she suddenly blurted. "Should I try and make it work. Give up what I'm so close to achieving to be a good cop's wife?"

A cop? That was interesting. The older woman shrugged as she ran her other hand through her short, glossy strawberry blonde hair. "That's not for me to say. I'd never even begin to offer advice," she lied. "But a couple of things occur to me."

She watched the tears build behind Kelli's eyes. The young model's eagerness for guidance was obvious. Tell her what she wants to hear.

"Well, darling. First, it seems to me like you've been trying to patch things up for some time. Has Jack met you halfway?"

The blonde's eyes dropped to the table as she shook her head. She sniffed, but held back the tears. She wasn't going to cry. Not here.

Erin squeezed the girl's hand, reaching over to tip her chin up. The women locked gazes. "Second, I do believe that life is too short, Kelli. Seize the moment. You're on the verge of modelling stardom. On the back of your own ability. It's not right that you should have to give that up, darling."

Kelli took a deep breath, nodding. "You're damn right," she snapped, banging her empty glass on the table. She coloured when she realised the vehemence of her reaction and both women laughed. "It's all down to you, Erin. I'll always be in your debt. I'll never know how to repay you. "

"I do, darling," Erin retorted, her piercing blue eyes burning into Kelli's soul. "Are you into massage?"

***

The meal was sumptuous. Dennis Price loved Chinese food. He also loved his battered pipe. When DeVere had Nuo bring and light him a cigar, the professor held out the pipe. Quite why he should look for approval, he was unsure. But he did.

When DeVere nodded, he stuffed tobacco into the pipe and lit it, allowing the smoke to fuse with that from the large, Havana cigar.

"From what I hear, you've made a big difference already," DeVere told Price. "Got Jack Donaldson to back off. That's impressive."

He allowed a large smoke ring to rotate towards the ceiling as he sipped the expensive wine. "And, Dennis, so there's no ambiguity, I understand it's a place in the public eye you want as your reward. But let's be more specific. Exactly what?"

The professor took his time, pretending to push down the ash from his pipe. It was better to be direct, he eventually decided. No point in beating around the bush with a man like DeVere. "A safe seat that will get me elected," he said, his voice monotone. "And then Party Chairman."

DeVere smiled. "Not much to ask, Dennis..."

"I'll deliver in return," Price responded. His voice was matter of fact. It was a statement of intention, not an empty boast.

"Oh, I know you will," DeVere said, flashing one ofthosesmiles. A smile full of authority. Full of, 'or else'.

Price nodded. He didn't want to come over as deferential to the man opposite, but after everything DeVere had positioned with him over lunch, he was well aware he couldn't afford to get on his wrong side.

"Well," the hunch-backed man eventually said, searching for the right words, "It seems like you've been doing well enough without me. Maybe I can just help with that final push..."

"Final push and beyond," DeVere smiled. "Labour is so far behind in the polls that we'll need every single edge to keep George in power for a second term. You'll have a big part to play in that. So will I."

"I won't let anyone down."

"Oh, I know," DeVere smiled, allowing another smoke ring to leave his lips. He stubbed out the barely half smoked cigar in the ashtray. "I must leave shortly, Dennis. Anything you'd like to ask before I go? Anything unclear?"

"Nothing's unclear," Price answered. "You've set out the position very well, Dominic. I understand perfectly. But, I'm curious - tell me what attracted you to George Blair in the first place."

DeVere paused, swilling the wine around his mouth before swallowing. It was as if he was debating whether to deign to answer. "That's a fair question," he eventually said. "His passion. And his drive. I wanted to back a winner. He has that combination of qualities that'll make him a success. All he needed was a little help."

"That's where you came in?" Price asked, nibbling on his pipe.

DeVere nodded, but that was all. He had a way of looking at a person when he disliked being questioned. He threw back a question of his own. "And your first impressions, Dennis. Looking inwardly. You're getting to know George Blair. Is there anything you can see getting in our way?"

Price thoughtfully tapped the dying ashes out of his pipe into the cigar filled ashtray. If DeVere wasn't interested in saying anything more about himself, he wasn't going to push it.

"For this to succeed, for all of us, there is onlyonething I need to know," he murmured, taking a long sip from the glass in front of him. "Is he clean, Dominic? Is there anything that can be pinned on him? Ruin our efforts?"

"Is anybody everthatclean," DeVere evasively responded, wiping away the image of Roxanne that immediately appeared in his mind. "But, yes, Dennis, there's nothing I believe anyone can pin on George. He'll stand up to scrutiny."

Price could tell from the tone that there was some sort of story in there. He was sensible enough not to ask. "That's good. And his wife is supportive? And just as clean."

DeVere actually laughed. This time it was a softer noise, almost one of relief. "No problems there."

"Okay, Dominic," Price nodded. "On that basis, I can guarantee you I can guide George to becoming Prime Minister. And almost guarantee I can keep him in great shape for another four years after that."

"Guarantee is a strong word, Dennis."

"I know," the professor replied. "But just like you, I'm confident in my abilities. I'm the best in my field, Dominic." It was simply a statement of fact.

"I know that, Dennis," the grey haired man responded, pushing a hand through his crew cut. "That's why I recommended you."

Price's eyebrows shot up. "You?"

"Of course. George needs the right men working with him. I know the people I want on our side. My side. I had you checked out, Dennis, and you didn't disappoint." He smiled at Price, one of those stares that confirmed he knew something.

Price nodded uneasily.

DeVere could tell the thoughts going round in his mind as if reading a book. Had him checked out? What had he found? The nervous grin that creased the edges of Price's plump face was justified.

"Well, I guess that's that," the professor said, holding up his glass as he tried to bring that particular conversation to a close.

The crew-cut man shook his head. "I don't think so, Dennis. Do you? There's one other thing."

The colour drained from the professor's face. He knew what was coming, but how did Dominic? He'd been so careful.

"I can't have anyone on the team who will damage our chances."

"Why would you think..."

DeVere clucked his tongue in disapproval. "Dennis!" His voice was severe. "Please. I told you that I checked you out. Never lie to me. And never hide anything from me. No secrets, Dennis."

Price's face became paler by the second.

"You aren't married, Dennis. Maybe that's why you have a need for prostitutes? I hope you understand – that could kill us! You think you could be Chairman of the Labour party on that basis? I don't think so!"

His hand stopped Price from responding.

"Two things, Dennis. First, you keep nothing from me.Never! Second, no more prostitutes.Am I clear?"

Price stared at his inquisitor. How the hell had he found out about... How dare he speak to him in that way? Then he realised that DeVere was talking again.

"In return for that commitment, Dennis, I'll ensure your needs are met. In a safe environment. One that can't harm us."

The professor understood the first part of the message. That was loud and clear.Don't fuck with me.But there was one thing he wasn't sure about. "How?"

DeVere didn't speak. Instead, he clapped his hands. When Nuo re-entered the room, everything made sense.

***

It had taken until early afternoon for Webster to pull the necessary strings. Palmer was right; one of the two apartments on the same floor opposite was empty. But the owners of the other were on holiday. If his theory was correct, either apartment could be the one used by the killer.

Somehow, Burley had swung some time away from base and returned to accompany Palmer to the complex. Whatever jam Webster had helped the Geordie out of, it must have been pretty serious.

In the apartment of the holidaying couple, Palmer and Burley found nothing but a pair of bruised knees. The forensics man had been exceptionally thorough, checking every item in every room. It took a good hour.

"Let's hope we have better luck in this one," Burley groaned to Palmer as they headed to the empty apartment.

"We will," the wavy haired detective responded, his jaw set in determination. "I can feel it in my water."

***

"What?" Goodwin asked. The puzzled expression on his face conveyed his bemusement.

"We can't," Sandra Wilson told him.

"Can't? They'll be away a good couple of hours at least. Webster's back at the office." He reached for her again. "Why can't we finish what we started earlier?"

Wilson pulled away, a shudder running through her body. Death always affected her this way. "Alex, a woman's just been killed. A woman at the centre of our case. Murdered."

"Yes, but..."

"God, Alex! Are all men this insensitive? We were fucking when she was shot, for goodness sake. On duty! We should have been paying attention to what was going on!"

His bemusement left him, replaced by a look of denial. "Now, wait a minute, Sandra. Are you implying we could have saved her life? Or were in some way responsible? That's bullshit!"

The dark haired detective pulled away again when he tried to hug her. Turning her back, she walked across to the window and stared at the apartments opposite. "I don't know, Alex. I just don't know. All I know was that we were fucking on duty. And a woman is dead."

"But..."

She swung back, her eyes blazing now. "For goodness sake, Alex! I... don't... want... to... fuck!" Walking across to the table, she picked up her bag and headed for the door.

"Sandra..."

"I'm going for a smoke," she shot back over her shoulder.

Goodwin's bemused look reappeared. Women!

***

Dennis Price sat transfixed as the eighteen-year-old Chinese beauty raised her hands to the button at the top of her yellow, mandarin dress. With a flick, she popped the collar open and slipped her fingers into the fold. The rest of the dress opened smoothly, pooling in shimmering silk at her feet. The naked girl bowed as she kicked it away.

Dominic DeVere smiled. He knew only to well how to ensure loyalty. Find a man's weak spot and use it. "Well, I'll leave you to it," he muttered, patronisingly patting the spin-doctor on his shoulder. "I have business to see to. Nice meeting you, professor."

Slipping his shoes on, he made his way to the door.

Price watched him go before his overlarge eyes swung back to the young girl. They were devouring her nakedness even as she floated across the short distance towards him.

"You like?" Nuo politely asked. She ran her hands across her nakedness, caressing skin that shimmered like satin. She let him to feast on her nakedness. He may have been the most unattractive man she'd been paid to fuck, but money was money. And fucking was fucking.

His eyes covered every inch of her body, unsure of what to focus on. Her small, perky breasts had little dark nipples high on their slopes. They went well with her narrow, girlish hips and small, smooth mound.

When he licked his lips, she nodded.You're going to enjoy this,her eyes said. She was very good at what she did.

Her soft hand on his shoulder prevented him from rising from his kneeling position on the floor. Stepping across his lap, she took his head in both hands and pulled it to her dewy sex. "You prepare Nuo," she explained.

Price understood. His tongue flicked out. Her skin smelled like jasmine. She tasted sweet.

"Hai," she moaned, her fingers caressing his thick, black hair. He may have been ugly, but he was good. She allowed him to lap at her for half a minute before her fingers gently pulled his head away.

"Nuo ready," she told him. With a shake of his head, he jammed it back against her. He'd had a taste and wanted more. "Nuo ready," she told him again. This time her soft voice was more of a growl.

Price licked the smooth pussy faster, changing the pace, finding her growing clit. He'd make her cum before he fucked her.

"Hai! Hai!" This was wrong. She was trained in the art of giving pleasure, not receiving. She was paid to give. But this was so good. Her legs widened. She crouched further. Her hands pulled him tighter.

He circled her clit with his tongue. Faster and faster. She raced to the edge. Her hips bucked against his head. Her juices covered his face. When he sucked on her little bud, she squealed like a chipmunk and erupted.

***

They entered the same way. Burley's experienced hands picked open the door and Palmer burst in, Kel-Tec .380 in hand. The young detective's heart was always in his mouth at times like this. Even though the odds of the killer staying around were infinitesimal, he never quite knew.

Palmer stayed low, hurrying from room to room. Only when he'd confirmed it was safe did he allow Burley inside.

The Geordie slipped on his surgical gloves for the second time that afternoon, slowly and methodically moving from room to room. Without furniture, it took no time, but the results were the same. Not a single fingerprint to be found.

"Try the area beside the two windows," Palmer irritably snapped. "There's got to be something there, somewhere."

"Nee problem," Burley smiled. "Patience, Grasshopper. If there's owt to be found, aa'l find it."

Shaking his head, Palmer wandered around the apartment. Checking. Double-checking. Nothing. Each time the forensics man took a scraping or sample, he was at Burley's side. "What've you found?"



"All in good time, ya knaa," the Geordie kept saying, working on until he had something to share. Eventually, he signalled to the young detective.

"What?" Palmer asked, feeling his chest tighten.

Burley held up a plastic bag. It contained a small, oblong, red pill. "Found it on the windowsill. Recognise it?" he asked.

"A red devil?"

"Could well be," Burley nodded. "Could well be! Someone's had a drink from one of the plastic cups in the kitchen, too. Tried to disguise it. No prints, but someone's been here."

The pace of Palmer breathing increased. He knew it! "He was here, I feel it in my bones. And look at the view. With binoculars, you can see everything in Roxanne's apartment." Somehow he couldn't bring himself to say 'the victim'.

Burley nodded. "You're right. We're dealing with a pro here, Jack. Covered his tracksreallywell."

"Any fingerprints?"

The gloomy shake of Burley's head gave him an answer he didn't want to hear. "Gloves. Probably similar to mine. He's good."

The two men stared silently at one another, both searching their minds for something.Anything!

"Tell you what," the dark haired Geordie eventually said, a final thought arriving from somewhere. "Let me check."

He was grinning when he returned five minutes later. "Who's a genius?"

The look on Palmer's face told him the wavy haired detective wasn't in the mood to play games. "Okay, genius, spill the beans."

"I thought of one final place to take a fingerprint. No one likes to use gloves when they take a leak."

***

Nuo kissed Price. A short kiss, but a kiss nonetheless. It was the first time she'd ever kissed a client. But a client had never given her oral before. Kneeling beside him, her small hands unzipped his slacks and reached inside his boxers. He was already hard.

"We fuck now," she told him, straddling his lap. If his cock were as good as his tongue, this would be more pleasurable than usual.

"You don't have to use that accent with me," he said, surprising her with his perception. Most of her clients liked the 'frail Chinese girl with the broken English.' Most had no idea she'd grown up in London; had lived here since she was two.

She smiled at him as she adjusted her hips, her hand leading his hardness to its new home. She placed the crown inside and paused, allowing him to get used to her tightness. Then she eased down again, inch by inch, until the hunched man completely filled her.

"You like that?" she asked, her broken English gone. She leant backwards, allowing his eyes to sweep down to their union. Her small pussy lips stretched around his girth, pulling each time she rose up off of him.

Before he could answer, her young muscles began to flex and gyrate. Her small, perky breasts moved softly with each downward thrust. Ripples on the sea.

Price moaned beneath her, his eyes closing at her wonderful tightness. She fucked better than any girl he'd ever been with. The way she clutched with her inner muscles as she gyrated over him produced sensations he'd never felt. Even with the most experienced prostitute.

With excruciating slowness, she took him on a journey. Every circular rotation built up the pace, her hands locked behind her as she leant backwards for better penetration. "Yes... yes... yes!"

Watching his face, listening to his moans, the Chinese teenager played him like a musical production. A concerto. She took him towards his nirvana, and just as he was about to blow, she turned the heat down to simmering point. She kept him there for longer than he thought possible.

Price whimpered, unable to take any more. "Too much, Mr. Price?" she teased, leaning across him to caress his face. She squeezed the cock between her legs with the walls of her sex. It was time for the final act.

She went from a lazy jog to a frantic sprint. Her chanting continued. "Yes... yes... yes!" Each bounce against the root of his cock was designed to drive him towards journey's end. His face stared up at her, pleading. Wondering if this was another tease, or was the relief he craved about to be granted.

Her melodic voice gave him his answer. "You want to cum now, Mr. Price?"

His groan answered for him.

She pulled forward against him and gave three separate, long, licks along one side of his neck, then the other. He groaned again as she rose above him. Only the very tip of his cock remained inside her incredibly tight pussy. With a teasing smile, she plunged down one last time.

It was like slipping through liquid pleasure. Her internal muscles rippled around him as he bottomed out. It was enough. "Cum in Nuo, my lover. Now!"

Her movements stopped as he began to jolt. The teenage seductress held his jerking body tightly against her. Soft hands cradled him as he began to unleash his load of Quasimodo man-juice into her sucking body.

She loved the way a man jerked inside her. This one couldn't stop. She was a succubus, her clenching muscles extracting every single last drop until his body felt empty, drained.

One hand kept his head against her neck while the other reached behind her. Popping the coloured pill into his mouth, she helped him wash it down with an unfinished glass of wine.

"Good, Mr. Price," she smiled, like a schoolteacher talking to a pupil. "Soon you'll be ready to fuck Nuo again..."

***

"Ciao, Mr. Devere. We have to stop meeting like this," Marco Giovanni joked as he entered the windowed capsule. He didn't joke often. "Or at least, come up with some other venue."

"The London Eye serves our purpose very well," his employer snapped, dropping down onto the benchlike seat. "Successful?" he asked.

Giovanni snorted, running a hand across his baldhead. "When have I ever given you cause for complaint? Mission accomplished. Like clockwork."

DeVere didn't speak. He just nodded. Was that a feeling of melancholy he felt in his stomach, or just relief?

"You told me she was a hooker?"

DeVere looked across at the Italian. For someone who was always smartly dressed, he looked a little scruffy. Maybe it was just that he needed a shave.

"A high class hooker," he answered.

"Whatever," the bald assasin grunted. "Who else can connect you to her? Other than Blair."

DeVere shot him a puzzled look. "I don't understand."

Giovanni laughed. "Really? A man as clever as you? Your wife knows. You two never did have any secrets. But who else? Who set up liaisons between her and the guys you introduced her to. Who knew about them? Apart from you."

"No one else knew."

"No one else knew," the Italian mimicked. "With respect, that's not true, Mr. DeVere. What about Bannerman?"

"Bannerman? What do you know about Bannerman?" This man was more dangerous than he thought.

"I know he does what you ask, when you ask. The point is, he knows about you. And he knows about her. And he'll know she's been wasted. That means he knows about me. You'll have told him that. All it takes is one slip of his mouth..."

DeVere sighed softly. "I can trust Bannerman with my life."

"Really?" the assassin laughed. "Believe me, Mr. DeVere, I've seen plenty of so called loyal people spill the beans. Very loyal people—"

The crew-cutted man suddenly stood up, feeling uncomfortable. He wandered in a circle around the pod. "I told you, Bannerman's loyal."

Harry Bannerman knew about most of his dealings. He was heavily involved in most of them. He had no doubts about his devotion.

"Think about it," Giovanni continued. "Bannerman talks, they find you. You talk, they find me. Better to take care of loose ends, Mr. DeVere."

"A little melodramatic," DeVere responded. "I've told you, Bannerman is trustworthy. Neither of us have a problem with him."

The Italian shrugged his shoulders. "Your call, Mr.DeVere. But I'm a professional, and I know when I'm at risk. And if I am, you are, too."

"Let's get one thing straight," DeVere snapped. "You work for me. That's the end of this conversation. Understand?"

The assassin stood up, leaning back against the glass window as he stared at the powerful man sitting across from him.

"Okay, Mr. DeVere. I understand. We're not too different, you know. You get your rocks off thinking about the people you control. Thinking about your money. Your women. Well, I've got power, too." He held up his hand. "My power is in this finger here. My trigger finger. I hold the vote, you see. Do they die or not?"

DeVere watched the assassin's eyes dance with delight. One thought hammered at the back of his mind. This bastard was getting way too far above his station.

"I get off on it, too," he continued. "But the point is, this Lopez broad had to be iced. I did that for you, so I've got an interest in this now. I want you to think carefully about Bannerman."

DeVere felt a knot in his stomach. Giovanni wouldn't let up.

The cold smile was still there, but the voice had gone deadly serious. "I'm the one that does the dirty, Mr, DeVere, not you. Besides, there was a cop on the premises when I burned the woman..."

"A cop?" DeVere's voice was almost a shriek.

"No big deal. He just happened to be there, I don't know why. Nearly got the drop on me, too..."

"It was the security guard..." DeVere suggested.

"Nah, it was a cop. I took care of the security guard."

"You took care... what the FUCK do you mean, you took care? You told me this went like clockwork."

"Iknockedout the guard. He didn't see me. The cop chased me but didn't see me either. And I iced the girl, as you asked."

Giovanni's voice had an edge to it, enough to make the businessman back off. But that didn't stop the worms crawling around his stomach. Things were getting out of hand.

***

"Mmm... enjoying yourself?" Erin's lazy voice asked.

"Absolutely. A girl could get spoiled," Kelli replied, glancing over at her mentor and new boss from the massage table. "I can't believe you had a massage parlour installed in your home?"

The two women were naked but for a plush, white towel over their derriere's, their bodies slathered in oil as a pair of masseuses worked them over.

"Darling, this is what it means to make it. If I see something I want, I get it. Why go out for these luxuries when I can get them here, at home?"

Kelli's masseuse, Adrianna, had wonderful hands, although judging from the cooes and sighs coming from Erin for the past hour, her twin sister, Rosalia, was just as talented.

The twins, with their dark hair—loose and long—and their olive skin, were as beautiful as any of the people Erin associated herself with. They wore matching, skin-tight jumpsuits over their hourglass bodies. Kelli had found herself looking down the unzipped front of Adrianna's more than once, wondering what the girl's breasts looked like naked. It wasn't a thought she'd ever had before meeting Erin, but now...

"Tell me, my dear, do you like this lifestyle?" Erin asked, noticing the way the blonde's eyes kept dipping to the masseuse's chest.

"Yes!" Kelli practically cried. "I never dreamed..."

"That this could be you?" the American woman finished. She nodded at the twins to finish up. Phase two was about to start. "What do you like, specifically?"

The blonde took a moment to think about it. Truth was, she liked it all. She liked feeling pampered, feeling special. She said as much, adding, "I feel like a celebrity."

Her host nodded. "You will be one. Soon. And everything that comes with being a celebrity. Money, luxury, exclusive parties, illegal drugs. Beautiful things and... beautiful people." As Rosalia started to pack up her oils, Erin propped her head up on an elbow, baring her small, perky tits to the girl who'd been sneaking looks all afternoon. "Whatever you want, you'll be able to have."

Erin's body shivered as she watched the entranced girl fight the urge to look at her tits. Urge won out in the end, and the Agency Head's nipples grew hard as Kelli's reward. "I like that," Kelli said hypnotically.

"Would you like to see Adrianna and Rosalia kiss?" Erin asked quietly.

The blonde's soft brown eyes grew wide. She glanced away from Erin's chest, meeting her eyes to see if she was being played with. Then she glanced at the Italian sisters, who'd stopped packing and were sexily staring at one another.

Erin had always wanted to see the taboo act, although she'd never had a good reason to have them both in one place. Individually, she'd fucked them both. Now, she delighted in the power she flexed over the three other women in the room. The twins knew their place; knew that Erin DeVere wasn't denied a thing. Their fate was in the arms of the wide-eyed blonde.

"Yes," she nervously confessed, barely audible to anyone in the room.

Erin looked at the twin masseuses with a wide, devilish smile. "So would I," she purred.

Rosa set the bottle of oil into her bag. Her hand shook as she glanced over at her sister through long, dark lashes. Adrianna stared sultrily back at her. This wasn't the first time the sisters had 'performed' for others. But it was their first in front of two women.

As she approached her sister, her body went from paralyzed to hot. More than bothered. Her sister was beautiful – so similar to herself. Erin was giving them permission to do what they did so well. The audience simply enhanced the sexuality...

Kelli couldn't believe what she was seeing. She turned onto her back, not caring that she was suddenly fully exposed. She watched the two voluptuous sisters sensually draw their lips against one another as their arms encircled their bodies.

"More," Erin encouraged, the voice of temptation, just out of sight. She said what Kelli wanted.

The twins melted into one another, their full lips becoming one as tongues and spit joined in their incestual kiss. It was beautiful. "You did this," Erin whispered into Kelli's ear. The woman had silently left her massage table and moved just behind the blonde. "You wanted them to kiss, and now they're kissing. Want to watch them fuck?"

While Kelli's eyes were on the kissing sisters, Erin's couldn't get enough of the blonde's naked body. She watched the girl's chest rise and fall, those sharp nipples screaming high on her full breasts. When she said the word "fuck," Kelli opened her legs wider than they already were. Erin's mouth watered as her young protégé's smooth pussy lips bloomed before her eyes.

Adrianna and Rosalia broke their kiss, identical faces turning to look at Kelli. Waiting for an order. The rush that hit Kelli was as strong as her first hit of coke, or the first time she'd kissed a boy. They were waiting forherinstructions. All she had to do is say the word...

"Do it," she hissed. Adrianna and Rosalia's eyes lit up with desire. As Rosa's mouth closed over her sister's once again, Kelli came. It was all too much for her. All too fucking much!

Erin watched the blonde climax and couldn't take it anymore. She dipped her head in and kissed the blonde softly. She was met with heavy breathing that escalated into an uncontrollable moan. It was better than she could have hoped for. Reaching down, she cupped the blonde's tits in either hand. They were as soft as she'd imagined. Her caresses alternated between kneading the full, round swells and pulling on the thick, pink nipples.

She pinched Kelli's nipples and was rewarded with a moan into her mouth. Breaking her kiss, she whispered into the girl's ear, "Look at them. Look at your desires made reality."

Rosalina slowly zipped the front of her sister's jumpsuit down to her navel. Adrianna arched her back, biting the fullness of her lower lip as her sister slipped her hands in around her waist. They kissed again as Rosa pushed the outfit open. It flopped around the other woman's full hips before Rosa pushed it down her legs.

Watching the twins strip one another was surreal. Like watching a mirror come to life before their eyes. Adrianna wore a black bra and thong of expensive, Italian lace. Her sister was naked beneath her jumpsuit.

"Sexy, aren't they?" Erin asked, still behind the blonde as the innocent came down from her orgasm. The Agency Head looked down into the girl's dazed, brown eyes. Her face was a picture of lust. Arousal. Wantonness. Erin's hand dropped between the blonde's parted thighs.

"Watch them, darling," she teased.

Her American voice was drowned in the adrenalin surge that had hit Kelli. She felt the engine inside her throbbed with arousal. Her legs widened.

Rosalina led her willing sister to the empty massage table. Naked, the sisters were practically indistinguishable. Same large breasts. Same deep olive skin. Same lean, shapely legs. The only different was that where Adrianna had a narrow landing strip above her plump pussy, Rosalina was shaved clean.

Adrianna crawled onto the table first, as if by some unspoken communication. Her sister crawled in between her legs. Closing her eyes, Adrianna let her sister take her into ecstasy. She tipped her head to the side, letting her long, dark hair ripple off her right shoulder.

Erin glanced back at the wide-eyed beauty beside her. Her long, honey-blonde hair went so well with her all over tan, and those sparkling brown eyes gave her the look of classy sophistication. The Agency Head was going to enjoy this.

Her fingers strayed across the blonde's smooth labial lips, her eyes carefully hunting down every reaction. When one finger, then a second, slid inside the sweet wetness, it was like sparking off an electrical current.

Kelli's body jumped and jerked. She purred like a cat. Her fingers reached out to grasp empty air. She closed her eyes, shutting out the lurid sight of the Italian sisters. Her face twisted as Erin played her like an instrument. "GAH!" she moaned, opening her legs wider for better access.

When Erin's thumb ran across her clit, the blonde gave a long, tortured moan. Her ass lifted from the massage table. She leaned back hard into Erin, humping her hand. Slowly, then faster.

The older woman smiled. "That's it, darling."

On the other table, Rosalina's skilled tongue had her sister on the brink of an orgasm. Her head was bobbing as she raced Adrianna to the finish line. Erin felt her own orgasm grow, but knew there was plenty of time for her needs later.

"Ugh..." Kelli groaned, humping even harder. She was unable to stop herself. The pressure was building. Nearly there!

Erin recognised the signs. Her head snaked down to lick the length of her captive's exposed neck. She climbed around on the table until she was facing the blonde, her oily body resting between her legs. She kissed down Kelli's cleavage and drew a thick nipple into her mouth. It was like setting off a time bomb.

"Oh, fuck!" Kelli cried.

"AH, DIOS!" Adrianna's husky voice echoed Kelli's, their orgasms chaining together and filling the room with shrill, pleasure-filled groans.

***

As he drove Wilson and Goodwin back to the office, Palmer's mind was all over the place. Something was up here. The case just got deeper and deeper. There wasn't a chance in hell he was going to leave things to Briggs.

On top of that, he was unable to rid himself of the feeling of guilt, no matter how much he tried. Somehow he should have been able to stop this from happening. Anticipate what was going on. Protect her. Somehow...

What about Kelli?a nagging voice kept asking. He'd rung home at lunchtime and left a message – something he knew he should have done the night before. Things were snowballing. His life was a disaster.

Somehow, he'd have to make it up to her. He hadn't seen, or spoken to Kelli for a couple of days. He knew how she felt about his long hours, yet he couldn't let it go. He had to follow this case through. Whatever it took.

Guilt, mystery, marriage, duty... they were pulling him left and right. One day, he'd explain it to her. Hopefully she'd understand. But right now, he had to keep moving forward. Keep puzzling out Roxanne's case as it twisted and turned with each new clue. Maybe at the end, he'd free himself of his guilt?



For now, he had an appointment to keep. The four of them, plus Taffy Boyd and Tom Burley, needed to talk through their findings and agree on next steps. Tonight would be a long night. Another one.

***

When Kelli eventually opened her eyes, Erin held up her honey-juiced hand and fed the blonde her own syrup. "Lick, darling," she throatily told the still panting woman. "Taste yourself."

Slowly and deliberately, Kelli responded. At first, she tentatively licked, but then with Erin's eyes fixed on her, she put on a gratuitous show. She sucked each finger as if it was a cock, enjoying the opportunity to tease the older woman.

"Mmm... you little minx. And you say you'veneverbeen with a woman, darling? Not even at University?"

Kelli slowly shook her head, pulling a face as Erin drew her hand away. "I didn't go to University. And no, I've never been with a woman."

"Neither had Adrianna," Erin said. They turned to watch the twins swap places. The sultry sister looked over her shoulder at the mention of her name. Kelli saw herself in the Italian's dark eyes. But then, she looked beyond Adrianna's classically beautiful face at her sister's smooth mound and shivered. "So Brooke was the first woman to taste you?" continued the Agency Head.

Kelli nodded. She watched as Adrianna dipped her head between Rosalina's thighs, the masseuse's long, pink tongue sensually running across her sister's opening.

Erin leaned close, whispering into her ear, "Never experimented by going down on a woman?"

Watching one brunette do the other, Kelli suddenly felt ashamed. As if a failure to enjoy the pleasures of a woman somehow detracted from her very psyche. "Never," she croaked.

"That's perfect, darling," Erin continued, planting a soft kiss on the blonde's full lips. "I'll be your first."

Kelli hesitated for a moment as the American woman continued to nuzzle her neck. Her brain, cloudy from all the sex, was slowly taking in the words. She nodded, the lust in her eyes remaining as bright as ever. "Yes... Please..."

Erin shivered in anticipation. She'd imagined this for some time. Now the moment had arrived. Turning onto her back, she spread herself on the massage table, pulling their discarded towels together behind her head. She wanted to watch. To see it all. All the naked flesh. The twins. But most of all, she wanted to watch the young woman pay homage to her woman.

Her legs spread wide. The message was clear.Now!

Kelli licked her lips, taking in the glory of Erin's naked body for the first time. Hard from hours at the gym, she was in great shape for a thirty-eight-year-old. Every toned inch of her was tanned, from her small, firm tits to the compact folds of her pussy.

Her pussy. Kelli stared at it. She had a thin band of hair above her perfect labia, swollen and ready for her virgin lover.

Her sparkling brown eyes looked up at the older woman. Erin stared back, watching every move. She heard the Italian sisters groan behind her. Both of them. Identical groans. She wanted that. She'd made it happen. Now, she wanted this.

Confidence and desire ran through the young blonde. This was her first step to repay the Agency Head. The first chance to prove herself. The classy former supermodel had a body made to fuck. Now it was hers to sample.

Still holding the piercing stare, Kelli lowered her face to the near clean-shaven mound. She could smell the arousal. Her tongue willingly slipped out, taking a hesitant, virgin touch.

"Your first taste of a woman." Erin's voice was more of a growl. "One you'll never forget..."

Her eyes narrowed in arousal as Kelli's hard tongue lapped across her wet sex. The previously innocent girl's technique may have left a little to be desired, but her eagerness to please more than made up.

The voluptuous pair of masseuses had shifted into a sixty-nine position. They were now lost in their own pleasuring, forgetting their audience in their lustful need.

Kelli tentatively ran her tongue gently along the moaning woman's wetness. She was as sweet and tangy as her scent. Her doubts evaporated like the heat off her body. Erin raised her hips, her fingers threading through Kelli's silky hair. The blonde became bolder. Hardening her tongue, she attacked the unknown territory, trying to recall and replicate all the times she'd been pleasured in the past.

"Higher," Erin croaked, tugging Kelli's head a fraction upwards.

The blonde glanced up for a brief second and then understood. Her mouth sought out the slippery clitoris. Took it between her lips. She felt her own pussy grow wet. Erin's clutching fingers dug into her hair. She liked it. She needed it.

Encouraged, she picked up the pace. Her mouth licked, sucked, and teased the older woman. Twisting slightly, her hands went to Erin's apple-shaped breasts, pulling on her hard nipples as the American woman began to thrust back in rhythm with the flicking tongue.

Overwhelmed, she began to lick with an increasing ardour. Her mind was consumed by her need to take her lover to orgasm. Somehow along the way, she'd turned from novice to expert. At first, she allowed the hands in her hair to guide her. Suckle the swollen clit. Lap along the slippery folds.

Then, she took control. She forced her tongue so deep inside the now undulating woman that she found herself breathing moisture through her nose. It sent waves of arousal directly to the pleasure centres of her brain. It was like the rush of cocaine, only now, she was sober.

"Nearly there," Erin groaned, a thin film of perspiration glossing her thighs as her body began to quiver.

The blonde dropped her hands to grip under the older woman's perfect buttocks. She felt her lover's muscles shift in her palms. The increased leverage helped her probe more deeply.

"Don't stop—" the American woman was urging, squeezing Kelli's tongue with her experienced muscles.

Erin's voice was hoarse. Unsteady. She felt feverish. Glancing across from her, the Italian twins were on the brink of their own mutual orgasm. Their shapely, tanned bodies surged and slithered in time with their moans. Erin's breath caught. She stroked the blonde locks between her legs as they raced to the finishing line. Who was in control here? Teacher or pupil?

Then the older woman's body stiffened. She began to pant. Short, sharp breaths. Her body began to shake, at first barely noticeable. It grew. Faster and faster, it grew. She jerked up, forcing more of her sex into the girl's sweet face. She shoved Kelli down between her legs. "Darlingggggggggg........."

Her cry was like that of an animal in the wild.

Erin's loud orgasm sent Kelli over the edge, too. Smothered by the Agency Head's quivering pussy, she nearly blacked out. When she was able to clear her head and regain her bearings, the twin masseuses were getting dressed and Erin was propped like a queen on the massage table, regarding her subjects.

Kelli was suddenly unsure of what was expected of her. Was she supposed to leave, too?

"You did well, darling," Erin said, holding her hand out to the blonde. Kelli crawled over to her teacher, unsure if her legs would support her. "This is just the beginning. You can have anything you want. All you need to do is ask."

"I... I want you..." Kelli said. Her bashfulness, even after all she'd done, was like an aphrodisiac for Erin.

"We have all afternoon," she winked, kissing her softly on the lips. "But first, go and thank Adrianna and Rosalina. They really are good at the art of massage, don't you think?" She chuckled.

Kelli kissed the sisters goodbye, Rosalina first, then the sultry looking Adrianna. She could taste pussy on their tongues. Their own pussy. The blonde felt her nipples harden at the memory of their erotic incest.

"Thank you," she said to each one in turn.

"Ciao, bella," Rosalina winked.

"Now," Erin said, finally standing to her feet. "Let me show you my bedroom."
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Chapter 7: The Search

The team meeting had been short. Fitting everyone into Webster's cramped office had been a challenge, so the brevity was fine by everyone. After what Webster referred to as a "focused briefing," he'd quickly summed up the next steps.

Tom Burley from Forensics was going to follow through on the fingerprint. Then check the content of the red pills. Success with one would give them the name of the assassin. The other might provide a clue to his whereabouts.

Taffy Boyd would work on the tapes to see whether anything of interest could be found. By eliminating the background noise, they might find the name of her trick, perhaps even recognise his voice. Anything would help, though the relevance remained to be seen.

Palmer, Goodwin and Wilson were to follow up with any informants that might help. Find out the word on the street.

"Keep it between us," Webster had emphasised over the dirty brim of his luke warm coffee. "If Homicide gets wind we're asking questions, all hell'll break loose. We couldn't afford that and, more importantly,Icouldn't afford that."

Tomorrow morning, they'd reconvene to discuss their findings.

Taffy appreciated the lift Palmer gave him back to his base in Narcotics. Although Chilton, his boss, was on holiday, too long away from his desk would arouse suspicion. Especially with Willie Dixon on duty tonight. The old time Sergeant had a way of nosing things out.

The Welshman would continue his work with the tapes at his own desk, and would immediately feed in anything of interest that came to light.

As he drove through the dark, Palmer's mind was assaulted by all his demons. He'd phoned Kelli three times today and she hadn't answered. He hoped this wasn't a sign of things to come. The modelling job was wonderful, but it was easy to get caught up in that sort of thing.

He knew he should have been more concerned about their relationship. He knew she was frustrated by his long hours and that the time he was spending on this case would only frustrate her more. He knew it, but he also knew that this was his job.

Worse, this case was personal now.

Images of the beautiful redhead flashed through his mind. He'd let her down. He should have been there for her. If he'd have looked at the apartment across the way, maybe he could have seen the killer? And if not, then he should have at least caught the bastard.

In the very brief time he'd known the woman, she'd invaded parts of his psyche that had never been touched before. Not even by Kelli. He felt tortured.

"Okay, boyo," Boyd muttered, breaking into his thoughts. "What's up?"

The question sent a shiver through Palmer. "All of this, Taffy. All of it."

"Got to clear your mind, Jack," the overweight Welshman sighed, pulling off his Magoo glasses and rubbing his tired eyes. "Focus on what lies ahead."

Palmer nodded, almost overrunning the lights. He jerked to a halt and waited until they turned to green before he spoke. "I know, I know. But I've got this feeling I'm missing something."

"We've know each other a long time, Jack, so I can say this. That woman really got to you. I can see that. Shit, I've worked in this business a long time. And even a little fat bastard like me has looked at some women, boyo, wondering what it would be like. That's it, isn't it? Wondering what it wudda been like with a high class hooker?"

"It's more than that, Taffy," he lamely responded. What Taffy said was true, but there was more to it. Something deeper.

"What? Duty?" the wireman responded, firing his machine gun rattling laugh. "Jack, we all make mistakes. You, me, everyone. But you couldn't have prevented her death, boyo. No one could have foreseen what was going to happen. You're not Superman, Jack, though you look like him." Palmer tossed him a nasty glance. "Okay – just a joke! But listen, Jack, you're just a cop. You start to think you're infallible and you're in trouble, my friend."

Palmer sighed, ignoring a motorcyclist who was giving him the finger. Damn, he hadn't seen him. He'd better concentrate.

"You're right, Taffy." He was, too. Taffy Boyd always talked sense.

"Put it aside, Jack. She's dead, boyo. Let her go. What you should be doing right now is looking forward, not back. Figure out what happens next. And if you've still got that itch, find another top class hooker and fuck that. Assuming Kelli has no objections of course..."

There was that machine gun rattling laugh again.Thanks a bunch, Palmer thought. All he needed right now was to be reminded of the mess he'd made of his marriage.

Boyd produced a chocolate bar from somewhere. "Let me tell you something else, boyo," he went on, peeling the wrapper.

Must you? Palmer's head was beginning to ache.

"My money's on Goodwin turning something up. These Mafiosi, they're big gamblers, you know? Goes with the territory. When Alex Goodwin speaks to his bookie contact, I wouldn't mind betting he comes up with a lead. There're a close bunch, these bookies. But who better than Goodwin to shake something out of their ass?"

The young detective sighed. Until they had something concrete he'd continue to feel uneasy. As he made a final turn towards the Narcotic premises, his cell phone rang. Flicking it onto loudspeaker, he heard Burley's Geordie tone.

"Jack? It's Burley. You were reet about that little pill. It's a red devil all reet. Seventy per cent speed and thirty per cent nitro-glycerine."

Palmer whistled through his teeth. "Geez, that's dynamite!"

"Aye, too right, Palmer. They're addictive, little bastards, too. He'll be taking two or three a day. Whoever's using these is a prime candidate for a coronary."

"Any idea why he's using them, Tom? Red devils are from yesteryear. This is the twenty first century."

"Naa, aa've no idea. Maybe because he's Italian. They're aal behind the times, aren't they?" He gave a chuckle. "Just my joke, Jack. What aa can tell you is that these things provide a different kind of high. And if he's addicted..."

"Okay," Palmer responded, pulling into an empty parking space outside of the building. "Appreciate it."

"Nee problem, Jack. Catch you later."

Palmer turned to his friend. "Speak to you later, too, Taffy."

Watching the little man waddle away, the remains of the chocolate bar stuck in his mouth, Palmer's mind went into overtime. If the assassin was using red devils... and they were addictive... he'd need to specially order them. That would narrow the search. He knew exactly who would be able to find out that sort of information.

But first, he'd call into home. Maybe Kelli would be there?

***

"Oh, Goddd..." Kelli moaned, spreading her legs as wide as she could as Erin DeVere fucked her with a flesh-coloured vibrator, set on high. She'd been riding this orgasm out for what felt like an eternity, her muscles so sore they felt rubbery, her body so hot it might as well have been in flames.

Erin's tongue flashed rapidly across her exposed clit as the vibrator plundered the depths of her pussy, making her feel more pleasure than she'd ever felt in her entire life.

They'd been fucking all afternoon. Kelli had cum so many times she'd lost count. Every time the blonde thought she couldn't feel any better, the experienced thirty-eight year old brought her to another sexual high. The woman was able to help her stretch out her climaxes like plugging in a battery charger. She constantly needed more.

"Good, darling?" the American woman purred, rolling her magical tongue around Kelli's clit just lightly enough to keep her hips bucking upwards in search of yet another release. Erin twisted the vibrator, grinding it against her g-spot.

"Please... please..." the blonde panted. Her clutching fingers dragged their way through the older woman's hair as she begged for yet another orgasm.

Erin purred like a cat at the response, pulling her head back to look into her wanton eyes. "Mmmm..."

Kelli was almost violent in the way she clutched Erin's silken, hair, attempting to force her back. One final touch would get her there. "No..." she panted, her voice almost a wail of disappointment.

"Ssssh, darling," Erin's reassuring voice husked. "We haven't finished. It's time to learn a new position. My favourite." Switching around like a mountain cat twirling in the wild, she repositioned her knife slender body over the younger woman. "Lick me, darling," she encouraged, lowering her pussy to the blonde's full lips. "Show me how much you want to please me..."

For a moment, Kelli's eyes simply stared up at Erin's flat stomach, adorned with a dangling, tanzanite and diamond dropper. Lower, she felt her heart speed up at the sight of the narrow strip of trimmed, strawberry blonde hair above her wonderful treasure.

She forgot her own need. She was learning that she loved the taste of pussy just as much as the taste of a man. She also learned that she was addicted to her newfound ability to bring her lover to the boil. Hearing Erin moan and squeal with pleasure had got her off more than once.

The panting blonde wanted the woman's pussy. Wanted to taste her sweetness again. With a snarl of lust, she curled her tongue up into the beckoning folds, already wet with arousal and spent juices. Wrapping her slim fingers around Erin's hips, she dragged the American woman down onto her face as her tongue thrust upwards.

When Kelli felt the breath blowing across her own sex, she nearly lost it. A mouth sucked in her slippery clit. Two fingers pushed inside her. She wailed. Panting wildly, she jammed her tongue back into the wetness above her. Give Erin her orgasm first, her crazed mind shouted.

The blonde had no chance.

When another finger found its way to her ass and pushed inside, Kelli couldn't prevent the inevitable. Screaming like a banshee, she gushed for the umpteenth time that afternoon.

She must have passed out. Or maybe she was transported to another plane? One of pleasure? One of satisfaction? When sense and sound returned, Erin was sitting upright, on her haunches, humping against her face. Occasionally she slowed, partly to regain control and hold back her orgasm. When it arrived, it would be a nuclear bomb.

Suddenly it was too much. For both women. Erin began to emit a low, rhythmic grunting noise. The lid was about to be lifted from the geyser.

Kelli began to lick her. Faster. Her lips and tongue swept, dug, lapped and danced across the older woman's soft labia. She'd often got off just from the act of pleasuring Jack, sucking his cock. Giving satisfaction to a woman created a much deeper sensation. So much softer. So much more sensual.

She was about to cum again. So was Erin.

The woman stiffened above her. Her thighs grew tight, squeezing Kelli hard. One final grind took her there, the intensity of her climax bringing on the blonde's own orgasm. The two women came hard, came together, in a combined explosion of grunts, growls, expletives and, eventually, low purrs of contentment.

Erin snaked her tongue in and around Kelli's right ear. "You'll stay overnight, of course, darling. I justhaveto introduce you to my double-headed dildo."

***

Goodwin knew Big Daddy from old. He knew what made him tick. He knew where to find him. It was some time since their paths had crossed, but if there was something going on, he'd know about it.

Once he had what he wanted, he'd head for Wilson's. They had some talking to do.

The barrel-chested cop made his way cautiously through the strip club, ignoring the semi naked women and the grubby looking punters. Soho wasn't everything it was cracked up to be.

Leaving the dancing, noise and music behind him, he slipped through the heavy door at the rear of the joint. That was strange. Big Daddy would normally have some kind of protection. It sharpened his senses as he edged up the stairs. In contrast to the room he'd left, the carpet was threadbare and wallpaper was peeling from the walls.

The green door at the top was slightly ajar, and the heavy he'd expected to see downstairs was carrying a mug of coffee towards him. Big Daddy didn't allow his people to drink on duty.

When he saw Goodwin, the coffee went flying as he reached for the gun beside him. He wasn't fast enough. Goodwin covered the distance between him with a speed that belied his size. His own gun arced through the air, crashing down onto the bodyguard's bald head.

The half conscious man made the mistake of attempting to retaliate. When he did, Goodwin grabbed him by the front of his jacket and spun him round. Putting the flat of his hand against the man's head, he smashed it down onto the desk, covering the worn wood with blood from the split forehead.

The cop wasn't known for taking prisoners, but this was extreme even by his standards. It was partly down to frustration. He needed sex and Sandra Wilson had refused him. He was as pissed as she was about what had happened to the girl, too - but it wasn't their fault.

The man that faced him when he pushed open the door to his left was shorter and younger than Goodwin, though the stomach that had earned him his nickname looked bigger than ever.

"Quite an entrance," Big Daddy said, nodding at the security screen in the corner. He'd watched the snow-haired cop's assault.

The cop didn't speak, just nodding at the submachine gun pointing at him. Big Daddy aimed it away from him. "It's a good thing I recognised you, Goodwin. Otherwise my baby would have taken care of you. You know, I do hate violence."

"Got a fucking licence?" the unimpressed cop sneered, sloping down onto the heavy chair opposite. In contrast to the grubby stairs and outer office, this room was grandeur itself.

Big Daddy laughed. "Don't need no licence, Goodwin. The cops are my friends. You're my friend." He dropped the gun down onto the side of the leather desk, a reminder to both it was still available to him. "I assume this ain't no social visit?" he smiled, his middle finger pushing the gaudy, gold-framed sunglasses further up his nose.

Goodwin smiled. Big Daddy always liked to dress spectacularly and tonight was no exception. The three gold chains that glittered around his neck, the diamond rings that twinkled on his fingers and the laughablely oversized gold Rolex that hung from his wrist all made their own statement.

"You want to put the gun away?" the bookmaker added, nodding at the Smith and Wesson still in Goodwin's hand. "And tell me how can I help?"

The cop smiled as he lowered his gun. As long as the bookie's weapon was in sight, he'd keep his handy, too. It was the name of the game in these parts. Resting it on his knees, he growled, "Been a while, Big Daddy."

"Indeed it has, Goodwin. Last time I saw you, you were wearing a monkey suit and sitting behind the wheel of a patrol car. Got promoted, did we?"

"Was that when you were on probation for stealing car radios? Or was it mobile phones?" the barrel-chested cop countered.

Big Daddy laughed. "Shit, time flies. And look at that hair. Weren't you brown in those days?"

The cop didn't answer. He'd always been sensitive about the speed with which his hair had changed colour. His divorce and all the years on Vice were just a couple of his former hardships. Thank God that was all behind him.

"So tell me, Goodwin. You here to bust my ass?"

The cop's craggy features melted into a smile. "No, Big Daddy. Would I come here alone if I wanted to do that?"

The bookmaker slowly nodded. It was impossible to see his eyes behind the shades – that being the point, of course.

"How did you know where to find me?"

Goodwin gave a belly laugh. "Man, I've known about your discreet betting place for over a year now."

Big Daddy seemed genuinely shocked. "You're shitting me?"

"No, but that's not important." The cop was dismissive; time to get down to business. "As long as we remainfriends, I'll let it go. Right now, I need some information."

The bookmaker's smile touched the corner of his lips. That's what he expected. Supplying information when it was needed kept the cops on his side. That way, he stayed ahead of the game.

"Tell you what, Goodwin," he said, reaching for the bottle on the leather-topped desk. "Have a glass of champagne with me, for old times sake."

"No thanks, man. That stuff gives me heartburn."

Big Daddy looked offended. "You're shitting me? Heartburn! Do you know how much this stuff costs?"

"Don't care how much it cost," Goodwin grunted. "I don't want any. I'm looking for someone..."

The sound of Big Daddy's phone interrupted them. "Call back in ten minutes," he snapped, picking it up from its place on the right of the desk and then slamming it back down.

The bookmaker studied him for a few seconds, one hand twitching on the desk. "Now, Goodwin. There's information... and there's information. You really think I'm gonna be shittin' on any of my customers?"

Goodwin's face hardened. "If you want to stay my friend, then the answer is yes. You know how long you can get for running an illegal bookmaking operation. For running a strip club without the necessary licences? For carrying a weapon? Especially one that size." He nodded towards the PDW.

"You trying to put the heat on me, Mister?" the bookmaker snarled.

Goodwin's smile diffused the brief moment of tension. "Hey, I'm not trying to put any heat on you, Big Daddy. I thought we'd agreed? We're friends! But I'm talking about murder now and that's a different ball game."

The bookmaker paused. "Murder?" he mused. Giving himself a few seconds to think, he refilled his glass of champagne. "Yes, Goodwin. That's different."

"You bet your ass it is." The big cop leant forward in his chair. "Now, are we gonna have a conversation between friends?"

Big Daddy's smile displayed the three gold teeth scattered around his mouth. "Let's see what I can do."

Goodwin nodded. "This guy would probably have arrived in the City during the last couple of weeks. Italian. I'm banking on him being a big gambling man, though that may be a long shot. If you don't know anything about him, I'll take your word. But if you do, this motherfucker shot a young woman and there's nothing to say he'll stop there."

The phone rang again, as if on cue. This time the bookmaker ignored it. "I think you might get better odds than a long shot, Goodwin. A couple of weeks ago, a friend called and asked if I wanted to take a layoff bet on the horses. The punter had lost twenty grand and wanted to double up. When he lost that, he wanted to double up again."

Goodwin felt the rare warm feeling that came when a hunch was about to pay off. So the assassin did gamble? If he played his cards carefully, this could lead them straight to him.

And once they took care of him, he and Wilson could get it on again.

"That sort of money's out of my friend's league," the bookmaker continued. "So I helped him out."

"When did he last bet?"

"Yesterday."

"Yesterday!?" The snow haired cop felt a shiver of excitement.

Big Daddy nodded, his eyes now focused on the cop's.

"Name?" Goodwin asked, his voice thick with anticipation.

"I don't know, Goodwin. My friend deals with the punter and I deal with him. That's standard."

"Give me your friend's name."

"You're shitting me!"

Goodwin banged his fist on the top of the desk. They were too close to fuck about. "This is fucking murder we're taking about! I want his fucking name."

When the bookmaker made no immediate response, he softened his tone. "Look, I'll cover your ass, Big Daddy. You have my word on that."



The bookmaker hesitated for no more than a couple of seconds. "You'll owe me big time."

Goodwin nodded. "I'll owe you."

"Llambias," the bookmaker hesitantly said, picking up a pen and writing down an address. He handed it to the cop. "Don't fuck me over this," he added, his voice uncertain. "I'm trusting you..."

The barrel-chested cop nodded as he stood up. "I gave you my word."

***

Wilson had no idea that she was following a lead within a few hundred yards of her partner. Ronnie Scott's Jazz Club in Frith Street, Soho, was one of the black haired cop's favourite off-duty haunts. One day, she'd take Goodwin there.

Assuming they were still together.

Despite rationalising the situation over and over in her mind, she couldn't get rid of the guilt their on-duty fucking had provoked in her. Maybe this affair was a bad idea? Or maybe she was just feeling down? Even as a hardened cop, she hadn't yet got used to death. Probably never would.

Thing was, deep down, Sandra Wilson knew it wasn't their fault. She just had to allow that feeling to come to the surface. It would. In its own time.

So far tonight, she'd drawn a blank. This final contact was a stronger possibility, but she had nothing to offer Leon Johnson. As of now, the small time petty crook was clean - and that meant she'd either have to bluff the middle-aged man or give him some sort of future guarantee.

Either way, it would be tricky. But if there was anyone who knew what was going down, it was the streetwise Johnson.

"Hi Wilson," the maitre d' greeted as the tall cop made her way across to him, looking as inconspicuous as she could. "You on or off duty tonight?"

"On," came the soft reply.

He nodded. The look on his face remained exactly the same, but she didn't miss the coldness that passed across his dark eyes. "Yes, something about that walk said business. We don't want any shit," he told her. "This place is clean."

"I know that, Phil," she nodded. "And we both know I wouldn't damage you. Look, I won't be long. One conversation."

"Who?"

Wilson gave him a soft smile. She and Philip Shipton had been childhood friends, long before he had the hair transplant. He looked better bald rather than the stringy tassels the spilled form his scalp like a Raggedy Andy doll, but she'd leave someone else to tell him that. What was important was that she knew he could trust him to keep her visit to himself.

"Johnson."

The maitre d' nodded. "Not quite our typical jazz fan, but he's around."

Wilson's smile grew warmer. "Thanks, Phil. I'll meet you out back in five."

It was more like ten minutes before the well-dressed man made his way to their usual meeting spot. He smiled when he saw Wilson, tugging on the lapels of his slightly ostentatious suit. Everything about Johnson was flamboyant. Even the Edward G Robinson way of drawling his words.

"Your office doesn't change much," he joked, his small, pinprick eyes dancing around the small courtyard. In his business, you couldn't be too careful.

"Don't have time for smart remarks," Wilson bluntly replied. "I need information."

Johnson's eyes narrowed. "Ya got something on me, girlie?"

The tall cop shook her head and sighed. She hated that word. She was no more a girlie than Johnson was someone to be trusted. "No, I've got nothing," she conceded.

Johnson gave a snort as he stood taller. The cigarette he lit sent a brief sheen across the courtyard. Turning away from Wilson to stare into the dark, his words came from the corner of his mouth. True gangster style. "Then why should I give ya information?"

Wilson ignored the question. "I'm gonna ask you a couple of things, Leon. You answer, and then forget I ever asked you in the first place."

The small time crook made no response. The tip of the cigarette shone bright orange like a surging Christmas bulb. He continued to refuse to look directly at her, as if she might see something in his eyes. Instead, he stared into the darkness.

"Have ya heard of a hooker called Roxanne Lopez?"

The yellowy-orange cigarette tip pierced the dark again as he took another drag. "I heard of her."

"Well?"

The greasy haired dealer briefly glanced at Wilson before turning away again. "What's it worth?"

Wilson tugged on the arm of his tailored suit, pulling him around to face her. "Leon, I've already explained. I need information. I need it now. Iwillfind a way to make this worth your while but right now, I don't have time. I need answers."

He turned away again. "She's a high class hooker."

"What about someone called Brooke?"

"What about her, girlie?"

Wilson sighed, unsure how to play this. Hard, she quickly decided. "Don't get smart, Leon, or I'll break your fuckin' arm. D'you think I'd be here if this wasn't important? Just answer the question."

"Okay, okay," the petty crook muttered. In an attempt to maintain some poise, he flicked the cigarette butt into the gutter beside them. He lit another. It gave him a chance to think. "She's a friend of Roxanne's," he carefully responded. He wasn't yet willing to give too much away. Not yet. "So is Savannah."

The tall cop nodded. "I already know that, but at least we're on the same wavelength. What I want now is something I don't know. Tell me about them."

Johnson nodded, still staring into the darkness. "Don't know a lot. I first heard of Brooke. Then Roxanne came along. She was almost a superior version. Hot. Very hot. Savannah's a bit younger. Seems to model herself on the redhead. Same colour hair. Same taste in clothes. All high class hookers... and..."

Sandra Wilson's ears pricked up. "Yes?"

"All belong to a modelling agency, girlie."

"A modelling agency? No shit!"

Johnson gave a sly smile. "Yup. You're not up-to-date on your fashions, honey! Thought all ya women knew that shit?"

Wilson's face creased in puzzlement. Even in the darkness, Johnson could see he was one step ahead. Time to take advantage. "Ya'll make this worth my while?"

Wilson nodded, although she had no idea how.

"Think about it, girlie. World famous models. Well, famous to everyone except the cops." Her face stopped him mid cackle. "Okay, just a joke. It gives them a way in to the rich and famous. Means they can charge much more. Get to the superrich. I mean, what girlie hasn't always wanted to fuck a model? This Roxanne's a supermodel. Didn't ya see her on TV with Tyra Banks and Gabrielle Dubois?"

Fuck, this was new. Wilson stared at her informer.

"That surprised ya. Didn't know that, did ya?" He nodded knowingly. "Erin's Models, that's gotta be worth something. Check it out. Next time you see this Roxanne, grill her about it, girlie"

Wilson took hold of Johnson's arm, pulling him around to face her. "That won't be easy. Someone's just put her on ice..."

"WHAT?"

"Right in the doorway of her apartment. And it wasn't an amateur."

The scowl across Johnson's face told Wilson what he thought. "Geez, that's bad news."

"Who's their pimp?"

"Now that's interesting. Mrs. DeVere runs the agency. Erin DeVere." He shook his head at the lack of recognition on Wilson's. "Geez!Shewas a model in her own time. One of the best. You never watch TV?"

Television? When did she have time to watch television? "She's behind the operation?"

"The modelling business, yes. The prostitution game - don't think so. Rumour has it there's a rich guy involved. No idea who. Seriously – no idea. But he's one mean dude if the stories are to be believed."

"What else?"

He flicked the second cigarette butt away. "Nothing, Wilson. That's it. Cross my heart." His soft laugh caught in his throat as he saw her face. He'd only seen that look a couple of times. It wasn't to be messed with. "That's all I know, man."

"If this conversation gets out, Leo, I'll haul you in and fabricate every charge I can against you. You'll be going away for a long time. Understand?"

"It won't get out from me. But I prefer the carrot, not the stick."

Wilson sighed. She had to make it good. "Next time you're in trouble," she said. "I'll bail you out."

"Man, I'm often in trouble," he smiled. "Most of the time, I can take care of it. So let's say,whenI need your help, I'll call on you. And you won't let me down."

"Nothing illegal..."

"I know, I know. I understand your principles, Wilson. I won't compromise them. I have your word?"

She nodded. "Leon, how long have we known one another? When I give my word, I stick to it."

Johnson pulled out another cigarette. "I'll go with that."

Wilson took his arm again, pulling him to face her. "Leon, I want you to keep your ears open and anything you hear...anything... you get back to me. And if anyone else starts asking questions,anyoneat all, I want to know about that, too."

He nodded, starting to turn away. A harder yank on his arm turned him back.

"One more thing, Leon. Call me girlie again and I'll break both arms."

***

Palmer was in two minds. The lack of sleep was fast catching up with him. So was Kelli's absence. The state of their house confirmed she'd returned from her Edinburgh shoot, but there was no clue as to where she was now.

At this time of night, she'd normally make sure he knew of her whereabouts, though his own movements hadn't helped. That was the other mind talking. How could she tell him where she was, when they hadn't spoken in a couple of days? He should have made more effort to talk to her while she was in Edinburgh.

But then, this case was a tough one. So much had happened. Now, she wasn't even answering his cell phone messages. Either she was super busy or super pissed.

He shook his head, hoping to banish the worry. Like always, he turned to his work, the case, to help him through these tough times. He could call the DJ from his apartment; he'd think about Kelli later.

***

Life was good, Ben Cartwright thought. He had the perfect set-up. The money and lifestyle of a drug dealer without having to get his hands dirty. His part time job as a DJ was brilliant as a cover. Not only did give him access to the best of London's club scene, but it hooked him up with plenty of potential buyers he could pass on to the local drug trade. Also, there was the seemingly unlimited supply of young, liberated chicks. Yes, life was good.

Tonight, it was a blonde with her zipped top pulled down to her navel who'd taken his eye. Or rather, the glossy cleavage her large and unfettered tits had formed. Were they real? She'd been watching him for over an hour, sitting at the table directly in front of his position.

The young sex bomb had run her tongue across her suckable lips more than once. He knew the signs. This one was up for it. Her boyfriend had been steadily getting himself drunk for the last hour, making a fool of himself with some of his male friends. It was just a matter of time...

As he setLoveshackto work over the blaring loudspeakers, one of the barstaff handed him a note. "He said to ring himnow. It's urgent."

Cartwright thanked the camp youngster. If Palmer wanted to speak to him now, then he'd speak to him now. He knew better than to keep the young detective waiting. With a flirtatious smile at zipper-blonde, he headed out back.

Flipping open his cell phone, the small DJ kept one eye on the inside of the club through the small glass window in the door. It wasn't sensible to be seen when he spoke to the cops. He had too much to lose.

"Palmer? It's Ben Cartwright."

"How're you doing, Ben?"

"I'm good, Palmer. Or at least I think I am. You going to tell me otherwise?"

As he spoke, he saw zipper-blonde stand from her table and cross over to the now vacant DJ booth. Her boyfriend, if that's who he was, was being helped out by his buddies.

"You owe me some favours, Ben."

"I know that, Palmer."

"I need some help. I need it now."

Cartwright started to sweat. He watched the zipper-blonde look around before catching the attention of the barkeep who'd handed the message off. Nice guy that he was, the barkeep quickly pointed toward the backdoor.

"Name it," the DJ mumbled, seeing the blonde's eyes light on his through the small pane of glass.

"When's the last time you heard of any red devils on the street?"

"Red devils? They're yesterday's news. The day before yesterday's. Aren't you up with the times, Palmer? Who's gonna lay out that money when you can get good uppers for less than half the price?"

Shit, the blonde's mischievous face appeared on the other side of the small window now. She looked like a wet dream with her make-up and her platinum bangs. Pretty, too. Nice, round face.

She licked her lips. He grew hard. In seconds she was through the door and into the warm night, her sweet, young ass pushing it closed behind her. She had a short, pleated skirt and knee-high boots that would make a holy man think 'sex.'

He shook his head, holding up the phone. Surely she got the message? He couldn't be interrupted. This call was important.

She smiled. Fuck, he was wasting his time. Her pale hands went to the zip, pulling it down and free. Her firm, pear-like tits pushed the jersey material open. She had large, pink nipples high on what had to be store-bought globes.What do you think of those, then, her eyes asked.

Cartwright's mouth dropped open. "If you aren't involved, Ben, someone else is," the cop was jabbering into his ear. He barely heard him as the girl sauntered up to him.

Wordlessly, she dropped to her knees, pulling down the zip of his trousers. She didn't speak. Just smiled up at him, running her tongue over those lips. Those oh-so sweet, suckable lips.

In seconds, his jeans and white boxers were tugged down to his thighs. Fuck, this girl didn't believe in wasting time! His cock was already erect, rising from his thick expanse of black, curly hair like a mini tower.

"I need you to put the feelers out," Palmer continued. "Someone's pushing these. Maybe a big consignment in the last couple of weeks."

One half of Cartwright's brain was listening to Palmer. The other was watching platinum-blonde lower her head and take him between her soft lips. Fuck...

He placed one hairy hand on the back of her head to steady himself, tightening it in her soft locks as she began to mouth-fuck him. His certainly wasn't the first cock she'd sucked.

"Couple of weeks?" he repeated, trying to regulate his breathing.

"That's right. A punter might have bought a bagfull recently. I need to find out who."

Her tongue made its way up one side of his shaft and down the other, bathing his length in her slippery saliva. She toyed with the ridge of his swollen head, all the while looking up at him with those luminous, playful eyes. They smiled as her cupid's bow mouth seductively sucked around the crown.

"Not possible," he gasped. "They don't sell nowadays."

Her eyes were staring up at him now. Teasing him. Telling him to end the call. God, she worked miracles with her tongue, swirling zig-zags down the hyper-sensitive underbelly.

"It's possible. It's happened. I need you to find out for me Cartwright. I don't have any time with this one. I need to know quickly."

His shaft pushed against her throat as she slid her pink lips all the way down to the base. He could feel his body succumbing to her working mouth. So quickly, too!

"I need to go, Palmer," he almost begged.

"Not 'til we're finished."

Finished? She deep-throated him like an expert.Hewas nearly finished! "Lemme see," he grunted, squeezing his eyes closed, desperately attempting to stave of the inevitable. "If it's happened, it could only be a couple of people. But Palmer... I... deal with these guys."

He grunted again as she took him to boiling point. Her eyes danced upwards into his again, her eyebrows arched as if daring him not to cum. They were in their own private battle. Zipper-blonde was racing him towards his orgasm. He was trying to last out the call.

"You owe me, Ben."

When she left his shaft with a slurp, he thought he had a temporary reprieve. His thoughts were dashed as she pushed his cock against his stomach and swiped her tongue across one testicle, then the other. Oh – My - God!

"You listening?"

No, Palmer. Not really. I'm concentrating on this young sex bomb giving me the blowjob of my life.

She sucked gently from one heavy ball to the other, her almond coloured eyes talking to his. Didn't know I wasthisgood, did you?

"Okay, okay." he desperately gasped, his fingers vainly trying to pull her head away. "Give me a while and I'll see what I can find."

Zipper-blonde plunged back onto his ramrod stiffness, deep-throating him again. She'd had enough of playing. "Going to cum, baby?" she growled, a string of saliva dangling between her lips and the tip of his hardness as she looked up again.

"Do it, Ben. I need to know tonight," Palmer was saying somewhere in the distance.

The blonde pulled up and took just the head between her pink lips. Her soft, jerking, sucking movements were just the way he liked it. How the fuck did she know that?

He was there!

"Okay," he almost pleaded. "I'll ring back in an hour. Gotta go—"

With a nano second to spare, his body jerked and his thick seed surged into her greedy mouth. Her soft lips took every long burst, pumping her head until he had nothing left to give. The way she slowly, erotically, licked him clean almost had him instantly hard again.

Triumphantly pulling herself up his body, she took his hand and pulled it under her skirt. His fingers found her naked sex, smooth and wet.

"Make me cum," she told him, with a tempting teenage smile. "Then I'll let you fuck me."

***

Taffy Boyd was in his element. Punching buttons, twisting dials. He hunched inside the padded earphones as he worked to lift the voices from one of the recordings. This was one he hadn't handed over to Homicide.

The shadow in the doorway made him jump.

Sergeant Willie Dixon smiled at him as he looked up. Known as Dixon of Dock Green for his uncanny physical resemblance to the TV character of well over thirty years ago, the beaten down man always appeared to have a weight around his shoulders. Still, retirement was only a year away.

He also knew everything there was to know about what was going on across the various departments.

"Want a coffee, Taffy?" he asked.

The Welshman pulled off the earphones. "No thanks, boyo."

"It'll go with those pastries."

Taffy licked the last of the doughnut's sugar off his stubby fingers. No way should he have eaten three of them, let alone be about to devour the remaining offering.

The Welshman laughed. "Got to keep my strength up, Sarge."

Dixon smiled. "Yes, laddie, I know that feeling. Need a hand?"

"I'm fine, thanks." The last thing he needed was Dixon's involvement.

Still the Sergeant didn't leave, his knowing eyes soaking in as much as he could. And Dixon had big eyes. "What're you up to anyway?" he asked, leaning against the doorframe.

"Well, it's a bit hush-hush, boyo," the scruffy Welshman smiled, his nervous laugh giving the game away. Willie Dixon made him nervous.

"You working for Homicide? I hear a little lady got blown away."

"No... why would I be working for those ignorant bastards? Just some stuff I've got to get ready for when Chilton returns."

The elderly Sergeant nodded. "Chilton! He's another ignorant bastard."

"Sure is," Taffy agreed. "But, sorry, Sarge. I've gotta get on with it."

Dixon nodded and turned away. "Leave you to it," he called over his shoulder.

He sauntered back to his desk, his mind working overtime. Burley had been a bit strange with him earlier. Now Boyd was hiding something. Before the night was out, he'd get to the bottom of it.

Willie Dixon always did.



***

Webster wasn't happy.Hepreferred to be the one in control.

Despite putting the squeeze on several of his own contacts, he'd drawn a blank. It was close to midnight and he didn't have a single thing to report. When he met with his team in the morning, he'd be the odd one out. He hated that.

His back ached, his head throbbed and his eyes burned. Time to leave the office. Maybe all of this wasn't such a good idea after all? All it took was for Homicide to get a sniff of what they were up to and he'd have World War III on his hands.

Scratching his permanent five o'clock shadow, he wondered whether it was just the long day? He wasn't getting to old for this, was he? That made him grin. He'd never be too old for this.

Maybe he should wander across to Homicide on his way out? See if Tom Burley was still there? He'd said he'd call Webster before he left and he'd yet to hear a thing.

Stopping only to drop two headache tablets into a plastic cup half filled with water, he made his way along the depressingly narrow, faceless corridors and into the lab.

"Hey," the dark haired Geordie greeted him. "Didn't expect me to still be here, eh?"

Webster couldn't help but smile. Burley's effervescence always made him smile. "It's a bit late for a lad from Newcastle to be up, isn't it?"

"Aye, late – but productive." The smile on the forensics man's young face told him there was good news.

"Tell me," the Vice boss simply said.

"I've checked into everything we've found..."

"And..."

"One thing that'sreallyinteresting," Burley grinned, holding up a folder. "Here's a report on that fingerprint."

Webster took it from him and sat on the edge of Burley's wooden desk. As he flicked it with his thumb, he accidentally sent the half full cup of cold coffee spiralling to the ground. He ignored the spillage. "I'll read it later. What's it say?"

The Geordie stared at the growing stain on the carpet, then blinked twice as he looked up at the Vice boss. "Aa'l have to clean that up, ya knaa..."

Webster stared through him. "What's it say?" he repeated.

"We have a positive ID," Burley said.

Webster jumped up. "Already? Who else knows?"

Burley's face expressed his disappointment. "Howway, man. Aa did aal of this on my own. Top secret. Remember?"

"Impressive, Tom. Very impressive."

"Aye. Aa pulled a few strings. And Willie Dixon's been snooping around. But aa'm pretty sure aa've kept this one under wraps."

"What've you found?"

"Aa've got his name. Marco Giovanni, a fifty-five year-old Italian hit man."

For a second, Webster's face lit up. The Geordie's upraised hand stopped him mid smile. "Only one problem, boss."

The Vice boss's face changed in a moment. "I don't like problems."

"Aa knaa. You won't like this one either. According to our records, Marco Giovanni was incinerated in a car accident in Italy two weeks ago."

***

George Blair sat in front of the open fire, a glass of early morning brandy in his hands. Even at two o'clock, he felt bright, alert. He always did when he had a lot on his mind.

He loved the Lygon Arms. Not just for the hotel's sumptuous elegance, but also for its anonymity. All he had to do was to slip unnoticed into the appropriate courtyard suite.

He needed the brandy to counter the feeling of melancholy. It was overwhelming him. Ending his relationship with Roxanne had been difficult, but he knew DeVere had been right. He usually was. She represented a constant danger to his destiny. As grateful as he was for the new vitality she'd infused him with, losing her was just one of a number of sacrifices he'd need to make going forward.

Soon, he'd be the new Prime Minister. Time to move on!

As for his political ambitions, his team was in place. Dominic DeVere was a powerful force. One to be watched, yes, but an influential ally nonetheless. Sir John Cobalt was someone he'd trust with his life. Dennis Price would add the missing dimension, a shrewd and powerful strategist who was already proving invaluable.

Oiling their individual egos and keeping the machine running would be difficult, but if he succeeded, he'd have a team to ensure his election and give him another four years. After that, the ultimate. His own knighthood!,

The door opening from the suite bedroom diverted his thoughts back to the present.

"Lost in thought?" the redhead asked. Her soft green eyes gleamed at him as she floated across the room.

Even without makeup she looked magical. The fluffy, white, hotel robe couldn't hide her curves. God, she really was something. Going forward, he'd miss the company of this beautiful woman. Fortunately, the Premiership would provide adequate compensation.

If only his wife had the same voracious sexual appetite as he had; he wouldn't need the company of others. Well, now and again, perhaps. As it was now, she didn't, and so he had to satisfy it on his own. How the hell was he going to cope after tonight?

The redhead walked around him, stopping to dig her hands into his tense shoulders. "Knots," she said with a soft sigh. "You have knots. That means anxiety. You think too much, George."

He smiled, taking a deep drink from his glass. Yes, he thought too much. No more. Tonight, he'd enjoy the last hours with his Roxanne.

"Try thinking of this," she continued, driving her fingertips a little deeper as if digging into putty. "You're going to make a wonderful Prime Minister. People will love you."

He groaned at the delicious pain. "Really?" His voice was a tight gasp as she dug deeper. "And why's that?"

She left his hurting shoulders and flopped down beside him. Her plush robe split around her long, shapely legs as she crossed them before her. It had only been an hour since they'd last made love, but he was ready again.

"Because you have charisma, George. The public loves charisma. Tony Blair had it. Gordon Brown didn't."

"Perhaps," he answered, reaching out to brush a strand of hair away from her eyes.

"And integrity," she added. "You tell things straight."

His cool, blue eyes held hers. "Do I?"

"Of course," she laughed, snuggling into his chest. Her hand sneaked through the gap in his matching robe and gently caressed his nipple. "And of course, you're as sexy as hell. All the women in the country are going to love you."

His eyes smiled at her. "All the women?"

She gave him that delicious grin and snaked her hand around his neck, pulling him to her for a soft kiss. "Oh yes..." she murmured against his mouth. "Especially this one."

***

Where was his wife? It was after midnight and Kelli still wasn't home. There was no message. Nor had she answered any of his calls. He'd give her until the morning and maybe call her mother. None of her clothes were missing and the suitcase she'd taken to Edinburgh was neatly stacked away. Yes, her mother's was the best bet.

Cartwright's call interrupted his thoughts. "Palmer?"

"Shoot."

"It's Ben Cartwright."

Palmer sighed impatiently. "I know that, Ben. I have your number showing on my cell phone. What've you got for me?"

The DJ's voice was high, excited. "I got lucky. There's a pusher named Bones. Does some heavy duty trade in London."

"He trades red pills?"

"Not normally. But he had a special request. Just dumped fifty on some dude." The pitch in Cartwright's voice rose higher. "He's your man."

"Where'll I find him, Ben?"

"Difficult. Sometimes he doesn't show for days. Try the All Star Lanes bowling alley in Bayswater. He was there earlier. If you're lucky, he could be there now."

Now? So much for waiting for Kelli. He began to slip on his jacket as he spoke. "What's he look like?"

Cartwright laughed. "You can't miss him. He's Elvis."

"What?"

Cartwright's laugh got louder. "Dresses as the King, Palmer. Does a good impression too, as far as I remember."

"Geez..."

"Good enough for you, Palmer. We're even now?"

"That depends, Ben," Palmer smirked. "When I get there, Elvis had better not have left the building."

***

For an older man, Roxanne was impressed with the way Blair had kept his body in shape. Tonight, she was particularly delighted by the way his cock was always ready for action. But then, Viagra always helped when you had a full night's fucking planned. She knew as well as he did that this had to be it.

They'd even joked about it being 'break up' sex. She wondered what Dominic would do when he found out about their final meeting. He'd probably want to kill her, she thought with a laugh.

Time to move on. Maybe focus on Jack Palmer? A normal relationship could be what she needed for a while. That man had somehow struck a chord with her.

Her flashing eyes returned to George Blair. Sitting back against the four-poster's pillows, she eased her legs apart. Her green eyes smiled hypnotically at him. There was no need for words.

His lust filled gaze held hers as he trailed the tips of his fingers along her thighs. She moaned softly at his feather light touch. He slowly lowered his head to her breasts.

"Yes, George," she hissed, her hands entwining tightly in his ruffled brown hair as he sucked her high, chocolate brown nipple into his mouth. His fingers kneaded the other breast as he teased her, swirling and sucking just like she'd taught him nearly two years ago. His mouth and hands alternated, left, right, and then back again.

She rested her fingers lightly on the top of his head, guiding each movement. She'd pull him close if she wanted him to suck harder; push him away a little when she wanted less. And when she wanted him to move on, she gently pushed him downwards. "Lick me, baby."

Slithering to his knees, his tongue slithered across her dewy sex. Her legs widened. "You do that so good, George. Slowly, baby..."

He knew what the redhead wanted. A slow journey towards orgasm.

He worked along the soft petals of her labia first, caressing it with the flat of his tongue. She shivered above him, purring like his sexy, little kitten. His forefingers and thumbs reached up to gently tweak her nipples as his teeth grazed across her swollen clit. She jerked harder. Too fast.

He bypassed the sensitive pearl, nibbling up the clean-shaven rise of her mound with his lips and tongue. She jerked her hips up, trying to reintroduce her clit to his mouth. He'd have none of it, distracting her by stabbing two fingers deep into her wetness. He fingered her slowly, in time with the lazy strokes of his tongue.

His mouth softly sucked in her juices. Each slow pass of his tongue elicited another long moan, encouraging him. He gradually upped the tempo, his swirling tongue circling her clit like water emptying from a tub.

She raised her legs, draping them over his shoulders as her hips undulated against his face. At last, he found her clit, sucking the soft flesh hard between his lips. Her back bowed as she hit her high, cresting in a shriek of pure ecstasy.

Things got sensitive for Roxanne. Too much! Too fucking much! She pushed his head away, even as his fingers plundered her depths. Luckily, she had the perfect way to take his mind off her pussy.

Twisting across his lap, her eager mouth wrapped itself around his hardness. His gasp of surprise was stilled as her fingers cupped his testicles. Her lips licked around his bulbous crown.

"Good, baby?" she asked, dripping some spittle onto his shaft and rubbing it in. It was a superfluous question.

Her hand squeezed his balls as she went back to work with her tongue, swishing it back and forth against the underside of his shaft. He moaned at the friction, throwing his body backwards on the bed. Easing upwards onto her knees, she sucked up his precum. His panting matched hers.

She smiled to herself, her eyes wild. No experience in her young life could quite match the rush she felt, blowing the soon-to-be prime minister. No drugs that she'd ever taken, no runway shows or fashion shoots. Nothing. If this was the last time, it was going to be extra special.

One hand circled the root of his cock and slowly jerked him. Her mouth played with his crown. When his balls began to tighten and he reached for her hair, she pulled away.

Her body flopped down on the cream sheets beside him. Her hands pulled at his shoulder, turning him round. One leg entwined with his, helping pull him over her. Her need was clear.

The muscular man responded, taking her chocolate nipple into his mouth as he adjusted his position between her spread legs.

The redhead moaned. Her back arched to push more of her tit into his sucking mouth. She felt him there, his saliva-bathed cock head hovering at the entrance of her slippery opening. She wrapped her long legs around the top of his ass. An upward thrust took him halfway inside.

A second undulation completed the entry. She could feel every delicious inch. "Yesss, George!"

Her heels dug into his ass, lifting her hard body from the bed. The redhead was fucking him, not the other way around. Her eagerness brought him to life, his elbows settling either side of her bucking body to allow him the leverage to respond to her thrusts.

His mouth found her breasts again. He wasn't the first man unable to get enough of them. She responded by digging her fingers into his scalp, pulling his head up to stare into her sparkling, green eyes.

Her body spoke to him, slowing her movements to pace him down from their frantic fucking. Her hands shoved against his hard chest, pushing him up so they could both look down to see his cock sliding inside her.

"Good, baby?" she asked, adding to the eroticism by squeezing her internal muscles with each teasingly slow union.

The sight of his cock being consumed by her oily smooth channel, the feeling created as he bottomed out, and the aroused look of control in her eyes, all combined to take him towards the edge.

She knew it, too. With a tantalizing laugh, she slipped out from beneath him, leaving the bemused Prime Minister elect with the look of a child whose sweets had just been stolen.

Swinging around on the bed, she wriggled her perfect, peach-like ass. Sinking down onto her elbows, her buttocks raised provocatively. The eyebrow she cocked as she glanced back over her shoulder spoke volumes. Get to work.

With a loud snort of arousal, he twisted around behind her. His sweaty hands grabbed her hips, dragging her back towards his steel-stiff manhood. He was in control now.

She knew how much that turned him on. He loved her subservience.

Her provocative pushes against him brought a loud groan. Cock in hand, he rubbed his hardness along her heated furrow. They'd enjoyed this foreplay before. He made no attempt to enter her, both bodies moving slowly at first, enjoying the moment.

Their breaths grew ragged as they savoured the play of soft skin on even softer skin.

When she looked back at him over her shoulder again, it was as if her narrowing eyes were giving him permission.

Blair gripped her hips more tightly. The redhead's right hand snaked down between them. Her sex was so wet he entered immediately. Their simultaneous groans at the union spilt the air. His hand found her neck and pushed her head into the sheets. Her ass rose higher.

Neither spoke, the air filled only with their heavy pants and soft grunts.

Eventually, they began to fuck. There was no build up. They went from nought to sixty in a second. He was a primate. A gorilla fucking his mate. The redhead's backward thrusts and his forward momentum began to build.

She contracted and expanded her pussy muscles around him, creating that ripple effect of hers that shot all the way down his cock and into his balls. Blair could never resist that. The delicious friction became too much.

He cried out seconds before he released the floodgates. One burst followed another. He jerked continuously. His manjuice coated her clutching walls. Relentless and unending. She thrust back with each jerk of his body, determined to milk every last drop. His hands gripped her full breasts, squeezing until he'd given everything he could.

Only then did the redhead let herself go, a series of short, fast backward thrusts being all that it took to release her, too. Her head buried in the pillow to muffle her cries as her climax overpowered her.

Somehow, her jerking body teased a final bust of creamy Prime Minesterial cum from the heavily sweating man.
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Chapter 8: Realisation

Leaving Jack wasn't an easy decision for Kelli. How could she wipe out three years of marriage, just like that? And to someone she still loved? As she went through her wardrobe and pulled out her favourite outfits, the fear of regret nearly stilled her hands. Despite everything, she still loved her husband. That was fact.

But love alone wasn't enough. That, too, was fact.

In the bathroom, as she gathered the makeup and toiletries she needed, a surge of nostalgia overtook her. Thoughts bounced around her mind. The first night they met; the way he smiled at her across the room. That cute, Clark Kent shyness about him. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn't stop them.

Still, there was no denying that things were different between them. They'd been changing for too long.

Jack's long hours had been the wedge. How many times had she told him they were losing the spark? That things needed to change? He hadn't even tried. He never would. Jack loved her, no doubt about it, but he loved his work more.

"Well, now he'll have more time to devote to it," she muttered as she snapped shut her second suitcase. She wouldn't be around any more. Enough was enough.

The two suitcases should be enough for the time being. WithErin's Modelsbehind her, she'd have enough new clothing to last her a lifetime.

The Agency Head had promised to make sure her husband, Dominic DeVere, fixed her up with an apartment once they returned from Milan. That was the final incentive she needed to make the break. The message she'd left on Jack's phone had been brief. They could talk things over later – something she wasn't looking forward to.

But enough of those thoughts. As she breezed out of the apartment complex and back to Erin's sumptuous home, her thoughts turned to tomorrow night. She'd be on the catwalk. Then celebrating at the after show parties. "Not a night not to be missed," Erin had told her.

It would take her mind from her troubles and the break-up with Jack.

Of course, there was Erin DeVere herself. Her lovemaking sessions with the American woman had blown her mind. Lovemaking? Erin had fucked her. Time and time again. All night long. As long as their energy held, and when it didn't, there was the cocaine. How many lines had she done? How many orgasms? She'd fucked the older woman, too. Replicated the ways Erin had pleasured her and repaid her in kind. It left her embarrassed and fulfilled at the same time.

She'd been staying there again tonight. The thought already had her body tingling again.

***

Seven o'clock was too damned early for Donny Webster. There wasn't enough coffee in the world to change that. The two hours sleep he'd had, wasn't enough. Cramming this rag-tag bunch of lawmen and women into his office only made it seem even earlier.

"Hmmm. Cozy! Are we gonna sit on each other's knees?" Burley cheerfully asked as he joined them.

"I gotta better freakin' idea," Webster snapped, pushing through the gathering group. He headed out of the door, growling, "Follow me."

The pokey café around the block proved a popular venue. Not so much for the change of scenery, but more a reference to the aroma of bacon and sausages from the small grill. Being empty was an added bonus.

"All day breakfast's for everyone," Webster growled to the cigarette smoking owner. "But coffee immediately."

"Great choice, boss," Sandra Wilson smiled, nudging Burley with her arm. "Bet you don't often get this treatment in Forensics."

Webster shot her one of those looks. "You pay. I'll sign it off." Looking around the rest of the table, he shook his head. "Do I look as tired as you guys," he asked. "I guess it's been a long night. Okay, let's go. Wilson?"

The black haired cop sat forward and rested her right arm on the greasy tablecloth. "This is really interesting, boss. It seems that Roxanne, Brooke, Savannah all belong to a modelling agency."

A modelling agency? Palmer's tired eyes shot open. "Which?" he asked, leaning towards her across the table.

"Erin's Models. It appears some of their top girls turn tricks. I've done a little digging. This Roxanne Lopez was a supermodel. Cover inSports Illustrated'sswimsuit issue. NumerousMaximspreads, not to mention a contract with Juicy Couture. Brooke Welles and Savannah are in a similar class, too. Aren't any of us up on fashion?"

Palmer had stopped listening. That was the name of his wife's agency. He was sure of it. Wait 'til he told her about this. She'd be shocked. For a second, he wondered about sharing the information with the others, but kept it to himself. No need to involve Kelli in this.

It was Goodwin's tug on his arm that brought him back to the conversation. "A high class hookeranda supermodel. Man, that's quite a combination."

Palmer slipped a hand through his black, wavy hair. Did he look as bad as he felt? After his fruitless wait for Elvis, he'd eventually returned home in the early hours. Despite his recent lack of sleep, he'd tossed and turned in bed, waiting for his wife to return. Where was she?

His fingers slid over the scar on his neck. It became an instant reminder of Roxanne. She'd traced her fingers along that scar. God, why did his cock rise at the thought of the redhead and not his wife?

The conversation went on hold as the café owner brought over six mugs of coffee. He grunted something about their breakfast's following before heading back to the kitchen.

Webster picked up one of the mugs and took a noisy slurp. "Who fixes up their tricks?"

"Difficult to know, boss," Wilson grimaced. "Erin DeVere runs the agency. We don't know anything about her. I've got a check out on her and her husband. Nobody seems to know too much about him either."

"Not helpful."

"No... apparently there's a rich guy involved somewhere. No idea who, but a mean bastard apparently. I'll do some more checking today."

"You haven't already?"

She pulled a face and took a sip from her own mug, rather than instantly respond to the jibe. "Tried to follow it through last night, boss," she eventually said, pulling a face at the bitter taste. "All blanks so far. Didn't get home 'til early morning."

Goodwin flashed her a look. So that's why she hadn't returned his call, or been there when he'd knocked on her door.

"That's the problem, kiddies," Webster said, giving that I-told-you-so smile. "We're doing this underground. No access to any resources except what we can sneak under the radar. Are we all sure we don't want to leave this to Homicide?"

The silence was deafening. It was Palmer who spoke the group's collective thoughts. "You know the answer, Chief."

Webster grunted. "Okay. But following these things through could take a lifetime. We don't have a lifetime."

"I'll be on the case as soon as we leave here," Sandra Wilson snapped. She knew Webster had a point.

The Vice chief nodded at Palmer. For a second, the young detective hesitated. His mind was still focused on the modelling agency.

The café owner bought him some time. It took him two passes to serve the six full plates, and another to deliver the various sauces, mustard and for some reason, mint sauce.

"Work that one out," Goodwin laughed, picking up the bronze cup containing the green sauce. "Maybe they got the bacon from a sheep?"

"Funny man," Sandra Wilson laughed, making a point of catching his eye.

"Well, Palmer?" Webster mumbled, his mouth already full of bacon and egg. His hand rubbed at the yoke that was dripping down the front of his already grubby shirt.

The young detective's reply was cut off by a call on his cell phone. It was Kelli. At last. He jerked his seat back as he reached to answer the call.

"Palmer!" his boss snapped, stopping him mid move. "Are you part of this freakin' team or not? Never mind the freakin' phone. Give us an update."

Palmer paused, glanced around at all the eyes staring up at him, and then flopped back down onto the seat. His flashing eyes betrayed his annoyance but what could he do? He'd return his wife's call as soon as he could.

"Progress, Chief," he began, his mind returning to the job in hand.

"Share it," Webster snapped, shovelling in another mouthful.

Palmer sighed. As much as he liked his boss, there were times when his patience was tested.

"Someone's bought fifty red ones recently. It's got to be our man. The pusher – Bones – does some heavy-duty trade. Hangs out in Bayswater. The All Star Lanes bowling alley. He didn't show last night. I asked around, but no one had much to say. I'll check again today."

"Anyone else know of him?" Webster asked the table, pushing his plate away. He'd cleaned his plate a fraction of a second behind Taffy Boyd.

Palmer grinned at the blank faces. "Can't understand that. He dresses as Elvis."

"I justloveElvis," Sandra Wilson's confession brought a laugh from the others.

All except Palmer. He saw an opportunity. With Kelli's involvement with the modelling agency, he'd feel more comfortable following up personally on Erin DeVere.

"Be my guest and follow this one through," he told her, pushing his half finished plate of grease away. "I'll follow up the modelling agency lead?"

"Are you mad?" Webster dismissively snapped. "Since when do we swap leads? Once we get everything into the open,I'lldecide who does what." He turned to his right. "You next, Taffy. What've you got?"

The overweight Welshman glumly shook his head. "Not a lot, I'm afraid, boyo. Roxanne's trick was a guy called Dominic. She called him by his name a few times. There's nothing else of interest in the recordings, unless you want to listen to two night owls going at it with one another."

Wilson glanced across at Alex Goodwin again.Two night owls going at it with one another?She'd been home when he made his impromptu call to see her last night, but hadn't answered the door. Nor had she answered his phone message. Her mind had still been unravelling.

Right now, she was regretting her decision. The sassy female needed the big man inside her.

"Not interested," Webster answered Taffy's jocular suggestion. "At least, not in terms of the murder. We'll need it for when we resume on our case. Okay, when you've finished stuffing your face, tell us what you've got, Goodwin."

"I turned up something, too" the barrel-chested cop grunted. "A couple of weeks ago, a punter lost twenty grand on the gee-gees. He doubled up and when he lost that, he doubled up again. That's some serious debt."

"Got a fix on him?" Webster mumbled, eating one of the sausages Palmer had left on his plate and wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

"Not yet, boss. But I've got the bookies name to follow through on," Goodwin added. "A bit delicate, but I'll get straight on it when we're finished here."

"So let's see," Webster grimaced. "We've got a lead about a modelling agency that could be crucial to our Vice case, but won't help us get to the redhead's killer."

"Won't help...?" Palmer began. This one was too important to him to just dismiss.

"Not direct enough," Webster snapped. "It'll take too long to follow that one through. Wilson, I've got something else for you to work on."

His upraised hand stopped both their objections. "Listen to me," he growled. They knew that tone. "We've gotta follow up anydirectleads, nothing else! Get onto that freakin' bookie, Goodwin. Follow up on those red pills, Palmer. Burley's got something else for Wilson."

The Geordie nodded and theatrically thumped his mug down on the table to make sure he had everyone's attention. This was the pièce de résistance!

"Aa've got a positive ID on the fingerprint from the empty apartment opposite the victim's," he softly said. "Marco Giovanni, Italian, born in Sicily. Known in the business as a hit man for the Cosa Nostra."

He enjoyed the sudden silence. Wait 'til they heard the next bit. But it was Palmer who spoke next.

"We've got the name of the killer? Then why are we bothering with anything else?"

"That's why I said drop the Agency lead you're so interested in," Webster interrupted. "Sometimes I do know what I'm talking about, Palmer. But there's more."

Burley nodded, pausing for effect. "According to our records, Marco Giovanni was incinerated in a car accident in Italy two weeks ago."

The stunned silence returned.

"But my print is fresh, ya knaa," the Geordie continued. "So aa checked things out with our Italian colleagues. Turns out Giovanni's car went off the road in Sicily, hit a tree and exploded. His next of kin made the identification using dental records."

A smile spread across Webster's face. He held his mug up in a mock toast at the news.

"Now there's a coincidence," Wilson grinned, pushing back in her chair.

The Vice Chief nodded. "Trouble is, I can't rely on Burley getting time to follow through on this. That'll certainly get back to Briggs. That's why I want you onthislead, Wilson, rather than chasing the freakin' fashion scene."

"Understood, boss," she nodded.

The Vice boss pushed himself to his feet. "So! The faked death. The red devils. The bookie. That's three leads that could take us straight to Giovanni. This is a nasty bastard, so let's be careful. Pay the bill, Wilson, and let's get going."

***

Harry Bannerman knew his place. It was a well paid one. When Dominic DeVere had an urgent need, Harry was the man he turned to. Not only were his computer and financial capabilities invaluable to his employer, his ability to ferret out information against all odds was just as impressive.

That was just as well, as his boss had a huge concern on his mind.

It had taken Bannerman twelve months to build up his relationship with Willie Dixon. Unlike Briggs, the police sergeant wasn't on the payroll. But with retirement only a year away, the odd sweetener helped.

After all, Bannerman was just an investigative journalist who wanted to stay one step ahead of the competition. If that meant that the cop in charge of the office fed him a little harmless information from time to time for the odd benefit in return, well, what was wrong with that?

Tower Hill was their usual meeting place. The elevated spot northwest of the Tower of London was always busy enough for them to merge with the tourists invading the City, and they always kept their conversations brief.

Their preference was to 'accidentally' bump into one another and strike an unlikely conversation. Today, Bannerman had no time to lose. Giovanni had been interupted by the police while completing the contract and that had aroused suspicions in his master. DeVere's success was based on staying one step ahead. Hence Harry's involvement.

Briggs had already given them a full run down. Everything appeared under control. Willie Dixon's corroboration that this was being treated as a normal homicide would confirm they had nothing to worry about.

"I got a tip there was a homicide in one of the fancy apartments in Mayfair," Bannerman said, getting straight to the point. "I've spoken to some of the investigating officers but something doesn't add up. My boss is putting pressure on me, but I can't put my finger on it."

"You check the police reports?" Dixon asked, pulling his worn overcoat closed against the wind.

"Of course."

"What's the problem?"

Keep it vague, Bannerman thought. "Not sure, Willie. Sometimes you just get an instinct."Okay, he thought.Just confirm that Briggs is on top of things and I'll be on my way.It's too cold to be standing here chatting. He should have worn something warmer than the thin suit.

Instead, Dixon's response surprised him.

"Well, Harry, as usual, you're on the ball."

Bannerman's ears pricked up. "I am?"

Dixon nodded. "Got me puzzled, too. If I find out it's a story that'll be useful to you, I'll feed you the details."

"What's got you puzzled?" Bannerman casually asked.

"Oh, it's Taffy Boyd. It's Homicide's case, but he was in the office working half the night. He's got some kind of recording."

Bannerman turned to lean back against the corrugated iron fence. A casual tourist, just taking in the scenery "He told you?"

"Hell no, he didn't tell me. That's the point. If he'd told me, I'd know it was all routine. He was hiding something, that's what got me interested." He winked at Bannerman. "I know it's to do with the Vice Squad. Checked it out without him knowing. Seems he's doing a favour for a friend of his in Vice. Jack Palmer."

The information went into Bannerman's computer brain. "Jack Palmer? Recording of what?"

"He said it was a bit hush-hush. That's what alerted me. Made me check it out. Why be coy about it?"

Bannerman nodded, turning to look in the opposite direction. "Why indeed?"

"It's a recording from the victim's apartment the night before she was hit. She spent the evening with someone. A guy called Dominic."

Bannerman struggled not to show any sign of recognition. Fuck!

"So I checked around a bit further. Boyd's not the only one. A guy called Burley is also feeding information into Vice. He's working on the case. Forensics. It'll cost him his job if anyone finds out."

"Feeding into this Palmer?"

"Not sure. Probably. Palmer's boss had a conversation with Burley last night, but Webster's pretty straight. Does things by the book. My guess at this stage is that Jack Palmer is the one driving this.

Bannerman's computer like brain assimilated the information. "What about this guy, Burley? What's he working on?"

Dixon tapped his nose with his forefinger. "He got a fingerprint checked out. That's not unusual, but he kept that hush-hush, too. When they keep something secret, Willie Dixon always finds out."

"And..."

"Strange thing, Harry. The print belongs to someone who was killed in a car crash not more than a couple of weeks ago. An Italian. Got incinerated in Sicily."

Fuck! This was as serious as it got. "You sure of all this, Willie?"

Dixon smiled. "Told you, I checked around. There's not much they can get past Willie Dixon."

***

Jack Palmer sat on the edge of his bed. He hadn't changed position for a good five minutes. How could he? He was numb. Stunned.

If only he'd taken his wife's call as he'd sat in the café, instead of allowing Webster to browbeat him into going through his findings!

Kelli's phone message had been short. To the point.Jack, things haven't been working between us for too long. I need time to think. Get my head together. All of a sudden, I don't know what I want anymore. But I know I don't want this. I'm going away for a while. When my mind is clearer, I'll call you. For now I'm going to a fashion show. In Milan. That'll help give me some space. Please don't try to get in touch.

His mind whirled. Running through the words. They repeated themselves in his mind. He knew Kelli didn't want someone who was away so often, who worked such long hours. She'd told him so many times. And now she was telling him she'd had enough. And what the fuck was this fashion show in Milan? Had her head been turned?

He had hoped to find her when he'd rushed home. But she hadn't wasted much time in leaving. Perhaps she'd already gone when she'd left the message? The depressing thing wasn't so much the clothes she'd taken. As far as he could see, she'd left the majority. It was the small possessions.

The jewellery. Photographs. Even the little teddy bear that meant so much to her. All gone. As much as she'd said she wanted to get her head together, it looked pretty permanent to Jack.



***

The smoke from the big Havana filled Dominic DeVere's study. His wife was upstairs, 'entertaining' their new girl. Kelli, was it?

He'd seen the tall blonde when she'd arrived, watching her stride across their gravel drive through the window of their upstairs parlour. She was as sexy as Erin had described, even bundled up in the short, puffy white winter jacket. The trendy skinny-jeans tucked into brown, suede riding boots made her look as stylish as any of the girls his wife recruited, but Erin was right.

This one possessed something else. That intangible that separated the women from the girls.

From time to time, he could hear their moans. In normal circumstances, he wouldn't have been able to contain his eagerness to join them. These weren't normal circumstances.

The information that Bannerman was currently feeding him over the phone was not what he'd expected to hear.

"You're quite sure?" he snapped. Checking with Dixon was supposed to have been routine.

"Absolutely," the out-of-breath man told him. "I've just finished talking to Willie Dixon. Face to face. It's kosher."

"Tell me again."

He added to the scribbles on the pad in front of him as Bannerman repeated every item of his conversation with Dixon. He left nothing out. DeVere growled to himself at regular intervals. There was a thread to all of this that he didn't like. He was becoming uneasy.

As usual in such circumstances, his brain worked quickly. If they didn't know it already, the cops would soon have Giovanni's name. Finding the assassin would lead them to him. How could the Italian have been so stupid as to leave a fingerprint?

Then there were the recordings. Roxanne's apartment was bugged! His mind rapidly went through that night, attempting to recall what had been said. What clues would they have? His first name, for sure.

If they'd tailed him when he left the apartment he was in real trouble. That was unlikely. He always took extra care when visiting Roxanne.

He dropped the pencil onto the desk and picked up his cigar again from the heavy glass ashtray. When he met George Blair early tomorrow morning, he'd give him the news of the redhead's demise. Before that, there was one more detail to be taken care of.

He was anxious to join the two naked women pleasuring themselves upstairs. Erin would have the blonde woman nicely prepared. His arrival would be a surprise. He preferred it that way - the look on their faces was always priceless.

But the women would have to wait a few minutes longer. Giovanni had worried him with his threat against Bannerman. Now the Italian had become a threat to DeVere's very existence.

"One more job, Harry," he decisively said. "The Italian must be removed. Immediately. Use your contacts and choose the best. The very best, Harry! Giovanni trusts no one. He will be a difficult target. But we must take him out. Am I clear?"

"Yes, sir," came the reply down the line. Bannerman knew only too well that tone in his employer's voice. It brooked no argument.

"Wait!" DeVere snapped, thinking on his feet. "First, take out this Palmer. And Roxanne, too. Yes. All three have to go. In that order. Can't have any loose ends. Make sure the shotgun is used on Palmer and Roxanne. It's got to look like the work of the Italian."

He put the phone back in the cradle. This was becoming too complicated for his liking, but Bannerman would take care of things. He always did.

For now, it was time to road test Roxanne's potential replacement...

***

Palmer wasn't sure what it was that took him back there. Perhaps it was the shock of Kelli leaving him? He needed to get back on the case. Throw himself into it. Occupy his mind.

He'd started by heading for the All Star Lanes bowling alley in Bayswater in an effort to find Bones. Then to a couple of local haunts where it was rumoured the dealer might be. Eventually, frustrated at his lack of progress, he found himself back at Roxanne's apartment.

He couldn't rationalise why was drawn there. Instinct perhaps? Something lurking at the back of his mind?

The room smelt of death. The bitter smell or cordite and the rancid odour of dried blood pervaded the air as he first walked in. Faltering images played at the back of his mind as he glanced around. Images he wanted to forget, but needed to remember.

He was close to exhaustion, mentally as well as physically. How much sleep had he had in the last three days? Even for him, it was completely inadequate. His tired mind was confused. Roxanne was dead; Kelli was gone.

He was alone.

His bones ached. His lungs hurt. His vision was fuzzy. His mouth was dry and hot. The bottle of still water he took from the refrigerator provided nothing more than temporary help.

More to focus his mind than anything else, he decided to do an inspection of each room. Starting with the kitchen. When he returned to the living room, nothing he'd seen was unexpected.

Yet... there was something. Instinct told him so.

Okay, get your mind into gear, Palmer. Make this worthwhile. Something doesn't add up in all of this. What is it? Work it out! What didn't fit?

He decided to repeat his inspection. Only more slowly this time. Not just to see things, but to feel them, too. With each step, he found his adrenalin beginning to pump again. It helped ease his aching body. Relieve his troubled mind. Provide a second wind.

He took a second bottle of water from the refrigerator and drained it in one go. And then it hit him.

***

"Tell me, darling," Erin softly asked, pulling away from their lingering kiss. "I watched you suck Max's cock after the last shoot. It was so beautiful. Didn't you want to fuck him, too?"

Kelli raised her hips to the softly stroking fingers. Her attention right now was on the bubbling orgasm, not the conversation.

Erin was too smart. Her hand retreated from the young blonde's labia and ran circles around her inner thigh instead.

She grinned at her young lover. Within five minutes of Kelli's return, they were back in bed. Just as she'd planned. Except, it had been the young model's idea. The tall and willowy blonde was full of surprises.

The timing was perfect. An opportunity for Dominic to sample her new conquest. Erin knew only too well that when Kelli allowed her husband to fuck her, she'd have crossed the Rubicon.

No turning back from there.

"Well, darling?" she continued, bending her head to briefly suck in one of the deliciously thick nipples. It didn't prevent her from keeping on the pressure. "Didn't you want to fuck Max, darling? Experience that big, black dick?"

The blonde moaned. Despite swivelling on the bed, she failed to bring the older woman's hands back to her hot core again.

"He's hot, darling," the Agency Head whispered, nipping at Kelli's soft earlobe. She pulled away, twisting towards the bedside table. "And such stamina, too," she added, picking up the straw that lay beside the mirror.

"Mmm, that's good," the American woman groaned, snorting one of the two lines she'd prepared earlier. Sniffing sharply, she rubbed her nose and handed the straw to the blonde.

It was gratifying to see that Kelli no longer hesitated. It had become second nature to her. Gathering her silky golden hair into a ponytail to keep it out of her face, the young model sniffed. When the chemical buzz hit her, Erin's hands were already stroking those sensational tits.

"Max is one of those men with a big cock who knows how to use it," she continued, kneading the delectable orbs. So firm. So round.

"I can believe that," the young blonde moaned, arching her back.

"Maybe in Milan?" Erin smiled, firmly planting the suggestion. "Maybe you can experience that big cock in Milan, darling..."

"Maybe." Kelli's body was buzzing. Her legs opened in anticipation of the fingers sliding down her body. She wanted Max's cock, but then she was still married. "But... I don't know... Jack..."

Erin ran a tongue across the back of the blonde's neck. Time to deal with that reluctance. Her fingers gently brushed across Kelli's clit, bringing a jerk of arousal from the confused woman.

"But darling, you let Brooke make you cum. You sucked Max's cock. You let him fire his seed down your throat."

Kelli's face contorted. The words and fingers were cleverly doing their job. Removing Jack from the equation.

"You let me fuck you," Erin husked, eliciting a lustful moan from the panting woman as she slid a finger into the wetness. "And you fucked me, darling. You weren't thinking of Jack then... Or now..."

The blonde moaned again, raising her hips to accept a second intruder.

"And now you've left Jack," the older woman said, as her fingers found the sweet spot. "Don't you want to be a success, darling? Don't you want to become a supermodel?"

The blonde's moans changed to a helpless purr. Like a kitten on its back, lost in the sensation of its owner's pleasuring fingers on its stomach. Except Erin's fingers had long left her stomach behind.

The older woman's thumb flicked her clit. Teeth pulled on her nipple. "Want to cum, darling?"

"Yessss... " Kelli's ass was suspended off the bed. Her voice little more than a hoarse whisper.

"You want to be fucked, too, don't you, darling? You need a big, hard cock inside you. You want that sweetie, don't you?"

"Oh, yes," came the strained response, the tortured woman's hips beginning to pump upwards. As good as it was with Erin, shedidneed the touch of a man, too. Right then, with those wonderful fingers taking her to another orgasm, she somehow saw everything much more clearly.

"You want to meet my husband, too, don't you, darling?" the Agency Head continued. "He's the one who's allowed me to make you a star. He's the one buying you an apartment. You'd like to thank him, wouldn't you?"

Kelli gasped as the orgasm approached. "Yes..."

"He has a big cock," Erin's hypnotic voice continued. Her spare hand slipped around to the beautifully hard ass. A finger probed the rim. "You'd like Dominic to fuck you, too, wouldn't you darling? Show him your gratitude?"

The blonde's begging eyes stared pleadingly at her tormentor. The older woman was looking at the bedroom door and Kelli's gaze followed. The naked, grey haired man was stroking an impressive erection.

"This is Dominic, darling," Erin whispered. "You'd like to thank him, wouldn't you?"

Her fingers plunged in again, two in her hot pussy and another in her sweet ass. Kelli shrieked as she exploded. Her love juices were unstoppable, gushing forth like a spring. Her eyes clamped shut with the image of Erin's husband's erect cock magnified behind her eyelids.

***

For a few seconds, Wilson just stared at Palmer. One hand on her hip, the other went to smooth her ponytail. Then, with an arch of her eyebrows, she walked past the young detective into flat next to Roxanne. What they'd joked was 'Palmer's' flat. Had it only been a couple of days ago that they'd staked it out?

"I hope this is worth it. I was busy."

Busy didn't quite fit the bill. Frantic was more like it. Frantic and frustrating. Following up one fruitless lead after another had left her with an itch. She'd considered calling Goodwin but had hesitated. On her way over here, it was her hesitation more than the itch that she worried about. Things felt different now. Strained.

"So, Palmer? Is it worth it?" she snapped, rougher than she'd intended.

"It is," he replied, blinking at her harsh tone. She brushed into the room, walking over to the tall, paned windows. Palmer's eyes dropped to the black, skin-tight jeans that hung low on her slender hips. He could see the dimples of her lower back, creasing her otherwise pale skin. He shook his head. Get a hold of yourself!

"A couple of hours ago I washed the place from top to bottom," he explained. "Every room. I made a mental list of everything that appeared out of the ordinary. Out of place." As Wilson nodded and swung from one foot to the other, her taut buttocks danced before his eyes. He couldn't tear his gaze away.

"Weren't you supposed to be out looking for Elvis?" she asked, smiling to herself. Her eyes hadn't moved from the window, but she knew he was looking. Feminine intuition, maybe?

She peeled her black leather jacket and tossed it into the chair to her right, stretching as she did. She caught his vague reflection in the glass. He was still looking.

"I've been looking for him all day," he continued, sounding a bit forced. "He's either gone into hiding or I'll nail him later tonight."

She'd often looked at Palmer and wondered. There was a quality about the wavy haired youngster that was appealing. Like he didn't know how sexy he was. And for Sandra, that was incredibly sexy. But he was the rookie. Not only that, but he seemed so happily married. Still, that was sexy too, in its own way.

You can nail me now,she thought, immediately berating herself for even thinking it. But it was too late. The image of Jack Palmer inside her was firmly planted in her imagination.

"Does Webster know you're here?" What would the young cop do if she turned and dragged him to the floor? Fucked him there and then? God, she was even hornier than she'd thought. A wave of arousal ran down between her thighs and secreted itself there. It lingered. She wouldn't be able to shake it, she knew. It was lodged in her brain like a bullet. Life was all about timing.

"No, Sandra, that isn't the point." He stared at the lithe detective with exasperation. "The point is I've worked it out. I called you, because I thought you of all people would catch on."

The brunette turned, the bashfulness looking strange on her pale, softly freckled face. Had he managed to flatter her? He'd never seen the seasoned cop look so... soft. Glancing at her tight, white camisole top, he quickly changed his observation.

She'd never been so feminie.

"Okay, Palmer. Shoot."

He paused for a few seconds, looking over at the kitchen, where there were no temptations to ogle. "Coffee?" he asked, suddenly nervous in her presence. What if he was wrong? What if she still thought of him as a rookie, all wet behind the ears?

"Get to it, Palmer," she said, tapping her foot in frustration.

"Okay. Let me tell you what's bothering me. The keys on the living room table. The suitcase on the floor. The wine bottle on the kitchen cabinet."

"Er...," Wilson frowned. "What about them?"

"They don't add up."

Wilson leaned back on the windowsill. She still didn't get it, but despite the younger man's insecurity, she trusted him. He'd surprised her more than once with his insights. "Help me out here, Jack. Switch my lights on."

He grinned. "Turn you on?"

There was that innocent sexiness. Surely he knew what he was doing now – knew that he was flirting. She played it off like the tough girl everyone thought she was, raising her eyebrows. "Don't get cute."

"Think about it, Sandra," he enthused, pacing into the kitchen where he began to fix a pot of coffee. His hands shook. "There are six expensive bottle of wines in the wine rack. Plus one on the counter – still in the bag. With a purchase receipt. It was dated the same day that Roxanne was shot."

"So...?"

"The keys on the table. There were two. One was for a car."

"Yeah?"

"And there was a slightly battered suitcase beside the bed. It was pushed back against the wall, half packed, everything almost thrown in. No toiletries or make-up."

"So...?"

"A red negligee spread out on the bed. A small leather make-up case on the table. Another toiletry case in the bathroom. Two razors."

"Look Palmer, you better explain this in words of one syllable..."

He smiled. "I know, Sandra. I know. It took me a while, too. Listen, if Roxanne was about to go on a trip, why did she buy an expensive bottle of red when she had six others in her rack? Look at that suitcase and then look at the two in the closet. It's not in the same league. Why would she takethatone?"

Wilson stood, joining him at the counter. His excitement was infectious. She still didn't understand, but felt it, just out of her grasp. "Keep going!"

Palmer flipped the switch and the coffee began to brew. He glanced at the black-haired detective, glad to see her face begin to light up. She always seemed so hardened, so cynical. She looked so much softer like this. He hadn't recognised that beauty before.

Again, his eyes dipped down to her chest. She was leaning over the granite counter of the kitchen's island, and he could see her firm breasts down the front of her tank top. It had spaghetti straps that didn't cover the white straps of her bra. She smiled, catching him looking.

He turned away, his face burning with embarrassment. "When you look around her apartment, everything's so immaculate. But that suitcase. The clothes are almost thrown in. Why have a make-up case in the living room? Or a toiletry case in the bathroom. Why two razors?"

"I'm not there yet, Jack—" But she was so close. Just a little bit more.

"Okay, Sandra. One other thing. I took the car keys down to the garage. They're for a BMW. It's in the car park. Roxanne has a Merc." He slid a folder across to Wilson. "Look inside."

Sandra's eyes widened. She understood immediately. Even before she flicked it open. "Giovanni hit the wrong woman."

"Exactly!" Palmer exclaimed, slamming his fist down on the countertop between them. It was impossible to disguise the excitement in his eyes. "The licence in the folder belongs to a Jane Weathers."

"Jane Weathers?"

"I've checked it out. Jane Weathers is otherwise known as Savannah."

"Shit...!" Wilson's mouth dropped open. The hand that ran through her straight, black hair was almost shaking.

Palmer circled the island countertop between them and placed a firm hand on each of his arms. He nearly shook her. "Exactly! Roxanne wasn't packing to leave—"

"She'd already gone," Wilson finished for him. "The stuff in the suitcase was Savannah's. The suitcase was Savannah's. She wasunpacking!" Sandra stared in awe at the young detective.

His eyes flashed with triumph, like a Boy Scout making his first badge. "Exactly! She brought the wine with her," he went on, ramming the point home. "And the make-up case and the toiletry bag are hers. She wasstaying herewhile Roxanne was away."

Wilson smiled. "I've got to hand it to you, Palmer." His hands felt good on her bare skin. She had to admit she liked being man-handled by the handsome, young detective.

"As you said, Sandra, he hit the wrong woman! Same height, same hair colour. He took her out as soon as she opened the door. How would he know the difference? Roxanne is alive!"

The words reverberated in both of them.Roxanne is alive! Elation. Relief. The weight of guilt lifted from both of their shoulders. "You're a genius!" Sandra cried, stepping up against him. Her hands closed around the soft material of his buttoned-up shirt, trapped between their suddenly close bodies.

The dark-haired cop, older than Palmer by close to five years, watched her wavy haired colleague blush at the compliment. Such modesty. Such fucking adorable modesty! Beneath her fingertips, she felt his heart race.

"You don't have to—" he began.

"Palmer," she cut him off, tightening her fists in his shirt and pulling him closer. "Jack... shut up."

Before he could say another word, she tilted her head just so, leaned forward just enough, and kissed him. She shouldn't have. She really shouldn't have. But then it was too late. Then she felt her tongue pushing itself into his mouth. She felt him let it happen. He hesitated only for a moment.

And then their tongues were intertwined.

***

"Be a dear and fix us another round," Erin said to Kelli, nodding in the direction of the powerful drug. "You'd like another, yes?"



Through her drug and sex-filled haze, the blonde nodded. She did, although she was suddenly nervous. She reached for the razor hesitantly, having never done this before. Mimicking the chopping motion she'd seen Erin do so many times in the past, it felt much more wrong than when things were done for her.

"Go ahead and lay out three," Dominic's voice boomed as he crossed the room, taking a seat on the bed with them. He shared a long kiss with his wife, although his eyes remained on the lithe blonde.

She was indeed incredible. She was certainly built like a model, with long, slender limbs and skin as unblemished as fresh snow. The ponytail she had her long blonde hair in helped to emphasize the chiselled bone structure of her high cheekbones and elegant jawline.

Looking at those full breasts that hung before her as she cut the coke up with long, shaking fingers, he thought about Roxanne. A worthy predecessor indeed. The two sets of breasts could have been mirror images of one another.

Finished, Kelli turned hesitantly in their direction, holding the short straw out to Dominic first. Good girl, Erin thought, watching as her husband got his buzz on. She quickly followed suit, leaving the final line—the fattest of them all—for her sexy conquest.

What was happening to her? Even after the hard orgasm Erin had given her, Kelli felt the fiery sensations linger. The coke didn't help her ability to focus, but it did give her a wonderful buzz that seemed to enhance every sensation racing through her aroused body. She did the final line, feeling the medicinal drip down the back of her throat as the kaleidoscope of erotic sensation shot through her.

"There, darling," the American woman whispered, suddenly next to her. She nearly came at the warm touch. Mimicking what she'd watched Brooke and Erin do in the past, she wet the tip of her finger, sopped up the cocaine residue, and spread it across her gums.

The act brought a smile to Erin's lips. The girl would be her coke whore before she realized it. "Ready for Dominic now?"

Kelli nodded. Pumped up as she was, she was ready for anything.

The sensation of Erin's husband's hands on her tits flowed down her stomach to her still tingling pussy. She needed more attention. Only it wasn't a tongue she craved. It was cock. Dominic's cock.

"I know," Erin breathed, reading her mind. She took Kelli's hand and slipped it onto her husband's hardness. While not in the same league as Max, right now it was very acceptable. "Feel good, doesn't it darling?" she seductively whispered.

It did. Kelli found her hand sliding up and down his shaft, almost of its own volition. In a moment, her lips would follow.

Erin slid her mouth to the blonde's soft ear. "You need to thank Dominic, darling. For helping make you a supermodel. Want to thank Dominic?"

Kelli nodded. Of course she did.

She gasped as Erin pushed her head forward. Dominic's cock was fully erect and already impressive. Erin's mouth remained next to her ear, constantly imparting words of encouragement – not too subtle suggestions "Take it, Kelli. Suck it. Love it. Like you did Max. Like the delicious young slut you are. You want to be." The blonde didn't take in every word, but she heard enough.

Dominic relaxed back on his elbows, cross-kneed. His thick cock pointed skywards. When Erin's hand attempted to guide the blonde's mouth to her husband's shaft, Kelli pushed it away.

For a second the married couple glanced at one another. But Kelli wasn't resisting. The young model wanted to put her own stamp on the situation. With a low growl, she fell forward. Her long fingers wrapped themselves fully around Erin's husband's girth as her wet mouth descended on him.

Her anxiousness to please was evident with every bob of her head. She worked with a wonderful efficiency, swallowing more and more of his veiny flesh between her lips with each passing second. He tasted every bit as good as Max had.

Fucked up like she was, he tasted better.

Her chin bounced against his large testicles. Was he thrusting up? Was he helping out with each hard suck? The blonde's hazy mind wasn't sure. She didn't care. Spitting saliva down along his length, she worked it in with both hands and then allowed her mouth to get back to work again.

Another growl erupted as she took him deep enough into her mouth that Erin was quite sure she was deep-throating him. With each bob of the blonde hair, the watching older woman's arousal increased.

"That's a good girl. So sexy," she encouraged, releasing the girl's blonde hair from its clasp. The silky waves loose, she ran her fingers through them, encouraging her even more. Dominic's hand joined hers and she smacked it away; he wasn't going to get control. Yet.

The young model choked a little as Erin shoved her head deeper onto Dominic's cock. She wouldn't let her escape. This was the defining moment for all three of the participants. Every one of Erin's moves would bring the blonde one step closer to her ultimate form of submission: being willingly fucked by her husband.

Her fingers found their way back between the young model's thighs. For a second, Kelli gasped. She eased back, attempting to catch her breath.

Dominic would have none of it. His right hand shot out to grab her blonde tresses, dragging her mouth back onto him. "Make me cum, baby," his deep, commanding voice growled.

The words sent a shudder through her body. Her subservient mouth dropped forward again. She swallowed him as deep as she could. Her growl was like that of an animal cornering its prey. It was no longer just about his pleasure. It was hers, too. She wanted his cum.

Her hands joined in, squeezing first his right testicle and then his left. It was enough to take her to her prize.

"Oh fuck, yeah!" He grunted, clenching his teeth and pulling her in until her lips touched his trimmed pubic hair.

Erin's hands grabbed her tits, holding the young model steady from behind as her husband sent two blasts down her throat.

Then the American woman's hands were jerking Kelli's head away, ensuring that the next three blasts splattered across her face. The facial was one of the most erotic sights she'd ever seen. And she'd seen quite a few. The cum dribbled down the model's cheeks, down her neck, onto her tits.

Kelli almost bounced as the Agency Head pushed her flat on the bed. The older woman's experienced mouth lapped the pearly juice from her tanned skin as she felt her trembling legs being spread apart.

By the time she licked her clean, Dominic would be ready again.

***

"Sandra, we can't!" Palmer cried, breaking free of the feverish kiss with Wilson. His friend and colleague. The badass female cop who didn't give a damn!Damn!

He felt her fingers move between their bodies, which had plastered themselves to one another during their spontaneous make-out session. He knew where she was headed but could do nothing to stop. At some point, his own hands had drifted from her upper arms to her lower back, where neither her tight tank top nor her low-rise jeans covered her soft skin.

"We can't?" she questioned, snaking her hand down between his legs. She held his straining cock through the denim as she batted her lashes innocently, waiting for his response.

In his eyes, she saw everything and nothing. Lust and denial. His mouth was open and those twinkling, brown eyes were heavy-lidded with arousal. He was unsure, but needed this as much as she did.

In answer to her question, he kissed her again. Hard. Dominating. He slid her fingers beneath the tight waistband of her jeans, feeling her thong beneath. Her fingers pulsed harder along his cock, stroking the impressive girth.

How long ago was it since he and Kelli had fucked? Did it matter? It wouldn't happen again for a long time and right now, Sandra Wilson felt and tasted so good.

Some things were so wrong, they were right.

The brunette stepped back, her hands going to the hem of her white tank top. She loved the shy, lopsided grin he gave her as he leaned back against the counter and watched.

Palmer couldn't believe this was happening; yet things were moving too fast to stop them. With a half smile, the black-haired cop yanked the tight top over her head, her perky ponytail bouncing as she shook the bangs from her dark eyes. Her white see-through bra was perfect for her small, firm breasts, doing nothing to conceal the erectness of her little, dark nipples.

Not that it mattered; it didn't stay in place long. Quickly, she reached for the front fastening clasp and let it drop.

"You've been staring at them since I got here," she husked, running her hands across her perky tits.

His eyes looked like they might pop out of his head. His stare was drawn hypnotically to the round little nipples. They stuck out like eraser tips.

"Looks like you want this as bad as I do, Jack," she smiled, looking down at the bulge in the seat of his jeans.

Her hands were already unbuckling her belt, then working the figure hugging jeans down her thighs. With a sexy shimmy, they were on the carpet. The white, lacy thong was as translucent as the bra by her feet, her trimmed patch of dark hair exposed.

They were back in one another's arms, kissing as her fingers went to work on his shirt. It took seconds to unfasten the buttons and ease it from his broad shoulders. A single finger traced its way down his naked chest. "Impressive," she smiled, for the first time appreciating the hours the young recruit spent in the gym.

Flicking her tongue over her lips, her gaze wandered downwards. She followed the thin trail of dark curls that marched across his taut belly. Back to the outline of his cock. It grew under her gaze. Her mouth began to salivate.

Maybe she was a slut? But she was going to fuck Palmer. She'd thought about it before. Now she was going to find out.

Glancing up into those dark, swimming eyes of his, she moved her hands to his belt and unbuckled it. Only the clink of its clasp broke the sound of their heavy breathing. She held his eyes as she drew the zipper down, smiling as she dropped to her knees. Without a word, she tugged his jeans down his legs and dragged out his semi-erect cock.

"Veryimpressive, Jack," she growled, staring up at him. Watching him, she lowered her head.

Her mouth caressed his length. Nothing too heavy. Taking her time. Soft licks along the shaft. Her tongue flicked around the crown. Her need to fuck could wait a few seconds. She wanted this pleasure first.

He was silent for a few moments, other than the low growl. Holding back. Thinking of his wife? She didn't care. Soon he'd be begging her.

Then he groaned. "Sandra..."

His hips jerked at the sensation of her lips around his hardness. Her mouth was wet and tight, so amazingly different to Kelli's. Suddenly, his hands were gripping her dark hair. Urging her on.

Wilson growled her approval. He was starting to participate as well as receive. She dipped her head to suck his balls into her mouth, one at a time. Then at the same time.

He groaned and dug his hands into her scalp. It was the reaction she wanted. Her mouth left his testicles and took his shaft again. He roughly shoved himself as far as he could into her throat, seeking release.

That's better! But not yet, Jack. Not yet.

Flicking her ponytail as she glanced around, her eyes lit on the Chesterfield leather sofa. Perfect. Pulling herself up his body, she dragged tongue all the way up his bare chest. "Nice pecs, Jack."

With a soft giggle, she took his arm and dragged him across to the sofa.Do you want this as much as me, Jack?her dark eyes asked.Want Sandra to fuck you?She threw herself into a corner, the feeling of the cold leather surprisingly erotic against her shapely back.

"Well?" she asked, looping her thumbs in the thong and skirting them down her long legs. He stood above her, gripping his glistening cock between thumb and forefinger. She opened her legs, giving him a clear view of the sculpted wedge of dark curls she'd left above her otherwise bare pussy lips.

Her fingers slid between her thighs, one pushing into her pussy. She gasped. "Ugh! Nice and wet, Jack," she moaned. "Just for you."

His brown eyes were wild. Out of control. This was what she wanted. She pushed his buttons further, holding out her juice-covered digit for him to suck. It was an invitation Palmer couldn't refuse.

With a growl, he took her wet finger into his mouth, slurping her juices as he rested his saliva-bathed cock against her buttery soft folds. When she gave a long, low growl, he repositioned himself against her opening and pushed forward. She was so wet, he slid in easily, his balls slapping against her ass.

"Oh, yesssss! Feels good, Jack," she murmured appreciatively. "So good, baby..."

Her hands stretched out along the back of the antique chestnut coloured sofa behind her. Her dreamy eyes called him forward and he thrust back into her again, harder than the first. The sofa shifted a couple of inches.

"Come on Superman," she teased, raising her hands to free her ponytail. She shook her hair free, sensually bouncing it around her face as she raised her hips to meet him. "Fuck your Lois Lane..."

His face reacted to her provocative words. So did his cock. It thrust harder, deeper. She bent her legs to dig her feet into the sofa seat, gaining more purchase to push her ass up higher.

"Yes, Jack. Yessss..."

He fucked harder. So did she. One of her arms dragged itself around his shoulder, the other rested on the arm of the couch. Other than her planted feet, her body was completely off the couch as they ravaged each other. Palmer's hands slid under her ass, holding her up as he pumped inside. Two cops fucking. Their bodies slapped and their throats moaned.

"Make me cum, Jack," she gasped. The gasp turned into a scream. "That's it, Jack. Oh, yessss...."

Her face curled and twisted as the orgasm shot through her. Biting down on her lower lip, her body shuddered in his arms. Even as her scorching climax soared through her, she could feel his hands squeezing her buttocks, his cock still moving inside her. It set her off again.

Palmer was patient, waiting until she came down. Sandra Wilson didn't have the same patience.

"More," she encouraged. "You haven't satisfied this hot bitch yet, Jack. I want you to think of this every day. It'll keep you warm at nights, baby."

The wantonness of her words had the effect she wanted. Palmer dropped her back onto the cushions, thrusting his cock forward again. The new angle dragged his shaft across her clit. With each thrust, the friction ran through her swollen nub like lightening striking a lightning rod.

"Ngh... fuck... Jaaaack..."

She dragged his face to hers, moaning into his mouth as she shuddered through the second orgasm. Then without warning, she was viciously yanking his head away. His face contorted in pain, but it was a pleasurable pain. His cock grew another inch inside her.

"Suck my tits," she commanded, staring into his eyes.

Her hands were pulling his head down before he had time to respond. His mouth closed over one hard nipple, sucking hard before she dragged him across to the other.

Suddenly, the roughness was gone. "Like a baby, Jack," she moaned, her hands turning from a tight grip to a soft stroke. "Suck me like a baby."

For a while, he somehow stopped himself from fucking her. His cock remained firmly sheathed inside the thirty-three year old divorcee, moving gently. But it was her two small, hard erasers he focused on pleasuring.

Wilson's hands caressed his hair. The suckling lips provided a welcome contrast to their hard fucking. She allowed him to pleasure her for a few minutes, and then she wanted more. Her soft purrs turned into longer growls. Her hips began to move again.

"Don't move," she whispered, stopping him as he began to pump again. She pulled his head up to stare into his narrowed eyes. "Hear me?" her gruff voice reinforced. "Lois Lane's gonna take Superman to heaven."

He grunted, unable to tear his eyes away from hers. She was swivelling like a contortionist, escaping from under his body and straddling him. How the hell did she do that?

His cock instantly found its way home again. "Yessss," she groaned, her hard downward thrust making sure he bottomed out inside her.

A second thrust brought a moan from the young cop. His hips began to thrust back.

"Don't move, baby," she insisted, her voice sharp. Reinforcing her order, her squeezing internal muscles stilled his movement. Then she jerked her body down on him again, using his cock as if it was a dildo. "Sandra wants your cum, Jack. Want to give it up, baby?"

Her dark hair flipped forward as she dropped her mouth to his neck. His skin tasted of sweat and manliness. With each groan from the imprisoned man, she moved, never keeping still. Her teeth nipped his earlobe, grazed his chin, and pulled down on his lower lip.

His obedience aroused her further. Time to take him to heaven. "Want it, Jack? Want to cum in Sandra?" His cock immediately surged at her words. "Oh, Jack. I felt that," she goaded. "Sooo good, baby!"

He didn't respond. Not in words. Instead, he pushed forward so her ass hung in mid air over the edge of the sofa. Sinking to his knees, he lowered her onto her back on the antique Oriental rug.

For a few seconds, neither spoke.

Sandra Wilson's eyes flicked to his thick cock, twitching even as it rose from the greasy-smooth furrow between his legs. With a soft moan, she ran a hand down the trimmed wedge of dark curls between her thighs, tickling her clit and the space he'd just left. She nodded. "Come and get it, Jack."

His eyes gleamed as he fell over her, pressing his hips down and forward as he sank between her wet folds. Immediately, she wrapped her legs around him. He sank ball-deep in her.

"God, that feels good, baby," she whispered huskily, casually slipping her hands behind her head. Her legs tightened around his waist, pulling him deeper. "Yes, Jack." Her voice became strained as she lifted her hips. "Show me how good this can be."

Leaning up, he thrust hard and deep. Slowly to begin with, prolonging her pleasure before building the pace. Then he was no longer interested in her pleasure. He pounded harder, needing to cum.

"Yes... yes," she moaned, spreading her legs so that he could use her any way he wanted. "Fuck me, baby!"

Jack pumped harder, dropping onto elbows that dug into the rug. His changed angle gave him better leverage. Deeper penetration. Her growls were deep, escaping her throat in low moans.

She tossed her head right and left, her eyes closing completely as she allowed him to use her. "So good... so good... so good..."

He held himself up on arms, relieving the burning pressure on the tips of his elbows. "I'm close," he warned.

"Me, too." Her dreamy eyes opened and she pulled her hands from behind her head to lock them around his neck. Her tongue found his as her knees dug into his sides. "Cum in me, Jack," she slurped. "Cum now..."

When her internal muscles tightened on him, he was lost. She was about to milk him for all he was worth and hesoneeded the sweet relief it would bring. His moan started loud and ended louder. As his cock went off in her buttery cavity, he felt her fingernails digging into his shoulder blades, her heels into his back.

His seed filled her like a bursting geyser. Then she was cumming with him, the continuous bursts from his jerking body igniting her own orgasm. "Yesssssss!"

When their bodies stilled – when the sweat of their fucking began cooling on their naked skin – they heard it. Over the sound system. Over the surveillance equipment.

It took both a second to realize what it was. For anything but the warm feeling of their bodies to register.



It was a clink and rattling sound. Keys. Keys in the door. Not their door. Roxanne's door. He hadn't realised the surveillance loudspeaker was still on. It conveyed every noise.

The adrenaline hit Palmer like a shot in the arm. His recently spent cock surged once again in Sandra Wilson's creamy sex. She groaned softly, but was just as alert.

"Giovanni?" Wilson whispered as Palmer sprung naked off her prone body. She was up beside her, both digging their guns from their discarded clothing.

Palmer didn't answer. If he were a dog, his ears would be on point. He crouch-ran to the door, his cock bouncing out before him. If it was Giovanni, he wasn't going to let the bastard get away.

And a voice filtered over the speakers. A soft voice with a bright laugh. "OK, mum, just got home... Talk to you later... Bye bye!"

It was Roxanne. She really was alive.

***

"It's yours," Erin whispered. "All yours. Take it, darling. Show me how much you want this."

Kelli nodded. Erin was right. This man was hers. His cock was hers. She wanted it. She needed it. She'd have it.

"Show me," the American woman whispered again. "Show me how good you can be."

The blonde nodded again. Her eyes told Erin she was ready. Lying back, she spread her long, shapely legs. That was it. Show him what he wanted. A finger found its way to her wetness and returned it to her mouth, sucking in her sweet nectar.

"Want it?" she provocatively asked, holding it out to him.

From somewhere, she was infused with a sexual confidence stronger than she'd ever felt in her life.

Watching Dominic's face change to a lustful snarl, she realised how much in control she was. He thought he was going to fuck her, but she was the one in control. Come into my web, said the spider to the fly.

His cock seemed to grow another couple of inches as he sucked the outstretched finger. Wasting no time, her hand took his and dragged him onto the bed. Taking the initiative, she pushed him onto his back.

His long, thick shaft thrust skyward. Ready for action. Her mouth watered. Her sex tingled. She'd have his cock in her in a few seconds. She desperately needed that.

Throwing a shapely leg across his hard stomach, she settled herself. Her hand reached behind her. Pulling his hard cock forward, she slid backwards, guiding him against her glistening opening. Yesssss.

At first she allowed just his crown inside, resting for a moment just to savour the moment. This wasn't Jack's cock. It was someone else's. Not justanyone. It was Erin's husband's.

For some reason, the thought sent another surge of arousal through her.

Erin was suddenly behind her, sliding her apple-shaped breasts against her back, the older woman's hands pulling on her dark nipples. She loved it, but it was this man she was focusing on. This man and the wonderful cock now edging further into her tightness.

The journey downwards sent excruciating sensations through her body. She savoured each, slow thrill. Then she had him all, completely sheathed in her wetness. He moaned. So did she. She began to move, experiencing another man's cock inside her for the first time since she'd met Jack. It felt wonderful.

Her undulations forced more grunts from the captive beneath her. Leaning forward, her hands gripped his chest, running through the hairy covering. She pulled on the little hairs, making him snarl with the delicious pain.

Suddenly, Erin was moving to her side. No, in front of her. A brief bolt of anger flared inside her. This man was hers. To do with what she would. She didn't want any interference.

But wait. Erin had something else in mind. She was facing her, snaking a hand around the blonde's neck. Kelli accepted the long kiss as the American woman lowered herself onto Dominic's face.

That was acceptable. It was very nice, in fact.She kissed the woman passionately.Very fucking nice...

Kelli thrust down faster, enjoying the sensation of Erin's flicking tongue in her mouth, loving the experienced female hands all over her tits. But it was the cock filling her that satisfied her most. Dominic was just big enough to hit all the proper places without hurting her. Perfect.

He had great stamina, too. Helped by his earlier orgasm. She came twice before she even sensed he was close, crying out into Erin's soft mouth.

Suddenly, her control came to an end. Erin was moving away. Her husband was rolling her onto her back. She widened her legs for him, but he grabbed her by the ankles instead. With a rough yank upwards, he settled them across each shoulder.

Yesssss. This worked, too. He was going to fuck her and she so desperately needed to be fucked.

"Do it," she grunted, heaving her ass upwards. "Fuck me..."

His face was a snarl. A lustful snarl. His mouth was sensuously covered in his wife's juices. He looked like an animal. A predator.

"Come on," she impatiently growled at him. "Fuck me..."

He thrust hard. One hand held her legs around his neck. The other savagely gripped her left breast. Leaning forward, he began to drive into the helpless young woman.

Kelli's face twisted with each thrust. She loved the way he used her. Like a whore. A bitch in heat, being taken by her new master. As helpless as she was, she jammed her hips back against him.

But it was the grey haired man who now had the power. That godlike sensation he always felt when claiming his territory. It had happened with Roxanne. And Erin before her. And now this blonde.

She'd make a worthy successor. Roxanne would soon be dead and the woman underneath him would take her place as the jewel in his crown. She was proving herself worthy of the position. Yes, she was inexperienced. Yes, she was raw. But Erin would mould her.

So would he.

For a few seconds, he paused. Adjusting position, he allowed his new servant to drop her legs to the bed either side of him. Sliding his hands along her flat, sweat-damp abdomen, he could feel her muscles shift beneath his fingers. She had a thin strip of blonde pubic hair on her mound. Trimmed short, but not short enough that he couldn't pinch and pull – returning the sexy torment she'd given him.

"Ah!" she gasped, jerking her hips forward and opening her legs.

He twisted the golden curls cruelly. "This goes," he growled. "All of it. Understand?"

The wide-eyed model nodded, bending to his will. She had no idea what power really was, Dominic thought. He'd show her. Cock in hand, he set it against her dripping vulva and penetrated her.

Immediately, Kelli wrapped her legs around him. Her feet crossed around the top of his sweating ass. Her heels locked together, pulling him deeper. The snow helped. It always did. But this one was made to fuck and be fucked. A worthy member of his empire.

The sounds she made as she stretched to accommodate his girth invaded his psyche. Even as she dug her fingernails into his broad shoulders, his sweat begin to drip onto her body. He grinned wildly down at her, watching their perspiration mix. It was another sign of his new conquest.

Pushing all thoughts from his mind, he began to fuck again.

"Ngh... yessss." Her voice was a hoarse whimper. All she could manage. Words that were little more than gasps. Her hips met his renewed thrusts. "Fuck me, Dominic..."

He gave a roar. He was the one who was dictating, not her.

Grunting, he fucked her like a wild animal. This was his prize. He was taking it, branding the woman with his cock. He powered down hard into her. His feeling of immortality drove him on. So did Kelli's long moans. And the words of his wife as she urged the two of them on.

Raising up on his haunches, he pummelled harder. The bed bounced against the wall. His captive was lost in a mindless chant as she tightened her thighs against his waist. It was a first fuck she'd remember forever.

He had her close. He was, too. Her face squeezed in tortured ecstasy. Her eyes rolled upwards. Her hands flopped onto the bed. One final thrust hit the spot. She screamed. A second scream followed. A third. Fireworks went off, soaring into the sky inside her body.

One final deed.

The grey haired conqueror raised himself higher. His head flew back. His mouth opened. His roar filled the room as his testicles tightened and he fired into her. His seed,his– Dominic DeVere's – pearly seed, hurtled from him and deposited in the spasming beauty.

She was his now.

***

Relief was Palmer's first reaction. Overwhelming relief. Yes, there'd still been a murder. Yes, it was a beautiful, innocent young woman Giovanni had consigned to the grave. But it wasn't Roxanne.

Over the intercom, they heard her blood-curdling scream as she discovered the crime scene in her own home. Sandra and Palmer dressed quickly, getting there as her trembling fingers were punching a number into her cell phone.

When they came running in, IDs in hand, her large, expressive eyes widened even further than they already were.

"A cop?" her hoarse voice asked.

Palmer nodded.

"You're a cop?" she repeated. Her eyes were wide with surprise.

He nodded again. What could he say?

The redhead's glance bounced across to Wilson and then back to Palmer. "Her, too?"

Palmer nodded. "Sandra Wilson."

Roxanne shook her head. "Well, you never mentioned you were a cop, Jack Palmer."

"Mentioned? You two know each other?" Wilson asked, a frown covering her face.

Palmer ignored the question. That wasn't his priority right now. "Come on, Roxanne. Let's go into the other apartment. We'll explain. Please."

Roxanne continued to stare in disbelief as he backed out of the door. Sandra was staring, too, although her dark eyes were filled with suspicion. "Know each other, huh?"

Palmer shot her a dagger at the cop. Surely there wasn't a hint of jealousy?

"What's that smell?" the redhead asked, looking around.

Her gaze followed his to the spattered, dried bloodstains and pockmarks on the wall. Her soft, green eyes widened.

"Roxanne," Palmer quietly asked, "Come on, the other room. "

"Who... what...?"

"It's Savannah."

Her pretty face changed to the same light colour as the walls. Finally, she let herself be led out into the hall and the short distance to the neighboring apartment.

Palmer studied her vacant eyes and nodded at Wilson the whole way. "Get some whisky, Sandra."

Roxanne slowly raised her head. Her face began to crease in puzzlement, first around the corners of her mouth and then her eyes. She struggled to speak but couldn't find the words. Then the tears started. "Is she...?"

Palmer nodded. When he took the glass of whisky from Wilson and held it to her lips, she ignored it. Her hands covered her face as she tried to contain the violent sobs. She couldn't. Her whole body heaved, every attempt to control her feelings ending in another flood of tears.

Palmer didn't know what to do. Wait it out? He glanced at Sandra, who still had that jealous look on her face. No help there. So he just sat there until she'd recovered enough composure to take the whiskey. "Here. Take a sip."

She gagged as it burned her throat. "I... hate... whisky..."

But when he reached out to take the glass, she ignored him, throwing back another shot. She almost gagged.

"I understand how you must be feeling, Roxanne," he softly said. "But there are a couple of things that are really important. I need to knowright now. When did you arrange for Savannah to stay here?"

Her watery, bloodshot eyes remained full of tears. It was quite an effort to respond. "I decided on the spur of the moment to... stay in the country with... a friend. Savannah's always wanted to stay here, so I told her she could if she wanted."

Palmer nodded. "When?"

"The morning I left. I called her that morning from my hairdresser's. We met at Langhams Brasserie for lunch and I gave her the key."

"What time did you call her?"

Her eyes flashed as she took another sip. "Look—"

Palmer's sympathetic smile stopped the objection. There was something in his eyes. He sat down on his hunkers beside her position on the couch. "It's important, Roxanne. Believe me, I wouldn't ask otherwise."

She nodded, taking a long swallow of air. "Around eleven, I think."

"She had no idea you were leaving London until then?"

A little colour began to return to her face as she took another sip. "No. None at all."

Palmer glanced at Wilson. "That confirms it." He turned back to Roxanne. "We need a place for you to stay. And we need it fast."

"Why?" the redhead interrupted. Her senses were beginning to return. "What's going on, Jack?"

"Roxanne," he softly said, "We think the killer made a mistake."

Her green eyes glared at him. "Of course he did. Savannah wouldn't—"

"He was afteryou!" Palmer interrupted, his voice sharp. He needed her to understand the danger she was in.

Immediately, she knew he was right. She would have picked up on it much sooner had she not been shell-shocked by all these revelation.

Palmer went on. "I'm certain of it. It was you he wanted. Have you heard the name Marco Giovanni?"

She shook her head, her hand holding her chest in an attempt to control her breathing.

"Think, Roxanne. He's Italian.Marco Giovanni?"

"I have no idea who he is," she blurted, harsher than she'd intended. "Why should I?!"

Palmer eased up from his crouching position and sat beside her on the couch. Her soft hand trembled slightly as he took it in his. She felt so fragile. "Roxanne, he came to your door and shot Savannah instantly. By mistake. Someone hired him to kill you."

"You must be mistaken..."

"There's no mistake. He was after you all right. We need to understand why. But there's a good chance he'll come after you again. Our first priority is to get you out of here. Get you somewhere safe."

She jumped up and paced across to the window. The way she threw the rest of the whisky down her throat was almost an act of defiance. Her body shuddered as the alcohol kicked in. "You lied to me, Jack. You didn't say you were a cop. Why should I trust you?"

Palmer eased himself to his feet. "No, Roxanne, I didn't lie. I didn't tell you I was a cop, but I've never lied to you."

"Any idea of where we can put her?" Wilson interrupted, her business-like tone cutting the tension like a knife through butter. "Somewhere safe?"

Palmer nodded, his eyes never leaving the redhead's. "We've got a place for you to stay. Sandra will go back to your flat with you. Pack some clean clothes and we'll get you out of here." For a second they stared at one another. It was almost a battle of wills. "Please," his soft voice asked.

She nodded. It was an imperceptible movement of her head, but an indication of acceptance all the same. A hand swept her red hair back over her shoulder as she robotically pulled herself to a stand.

"Good," he smiled, feeling the tension ease. "Roxanne, I thought I'd lost you once. I don't intend to allow that to happen again."

He thought he'd lost me once?What did he mean, he'd almost lost me?

"Where are we taking her?" Wilson asked, her voice flat, her mind pragmatic.

Palmer's face brooked no argument. "You still live alone, don't you Sandra?
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Chapter 9: The Catwalk.

From a security perspective, Sandra Wilson's apartment was perfect. Years in the Force had taught her to be safety conscious. It would be well nigh impossible for anyone to gain access without her agreement. While it may not have been the luxury that Roxanne Lopez was used to, it was ideal for keeping her safe.

"The bedrooms are down there," the female cop told the redhead, nodding at the small corridor leading off from the living area. "Mine's on the left. Choose from the two on the right. They're pretty small."

Her words were a statement of fact, not an apology.

"That's really nice of you," Roxanne told her, glancing around. "I really appreciate you letting me stay here, Sandra."

"Didn't have much choice," Wilson ungraciously said. It wasn't the inconvenience. She wasn't even sure what it was. Itcouldn'tbe jealousy, she reassured herself at the same time she looked between the redhead and Jack Palmer.

The redhead furrowed her brow apologetically as she rung her hands together. Sandra's coldness thawed a touch. "Sorry, didn't mean that the way it sounded. You're welcome here. I'll make some coffee."

Palmer shot Roxanne a comforting smile as Wilson made her way into the kitchen. She smiled shyly back at him, warming his heart. He picked up the overnight Gucci bag and led the way to the spare bedrooms. They looked at both. "Any preference?"

Roxanne shook her head. Despite her positive demeanour, she still looked a little disorientated. He understood. Shock and disbelief were hard things to shake. He chose for her, dropping the bag onto a stool just inside the door to the slightly bigger room. There wasn't much in it. Pink wasn't his style – and he hadn't really thought it was Sandra's, either – but it suited the bedroom.

"You okay?" he asked.

The redhead smiled again. It seemed an effort. "I'm fine, Jack. Shocked, but fine."

"No wonder you're shocked, the room is pretty basic," he joked. Her grimace told him to tread with care. "You and Savannah were close?"

Tears appeared in her eyes. "She was a good girl. I'm the one who should be dead, not her."

It was a normal reaction in such circumstances. Guilt complex. He'd seen it many times. Hell, he'd just gone through it.

"I understand how you feel about that," he replied, his eyes offering sympathy and understanding. "It's natural, Roxanne. But you can't change what's happened. We've got to take care ofyounow."

Her body trembled a little and she sat on the edge of the bed. She needed to steady herself. A single tear made it's way down her right cheek. "Are you going to take care of me, Jack Palmer?"

His heart beat a little faster. Everything about her perfect face brought him alive. The soft, wavy, red hair. Her mischievous green eyes that always gleamed, even in these circumstances. The full, red lips. Her perfect bone structure. How could this woman look any more beautiful?

His eyes smiled as he nodded. "Like you've never been taken care of before!" His voice was strong and firm.

"I'd like that," she smiled. For a few seconds their eyes danced with each other. "You married, Jack?"

For some reason the question shocked him. He'd almost forgotten about Kelli.His wife had left him and it was at the back of his mind?

"Yes," he honestly replied. "But she left me."

Roxanne didn't respond. Or ask anything else. She just nodded, and then hid her face in her hands. "Is this really happening, Jack?"

***

As usual, the five star Howard Swissôtel's exclusive underground car park was deserted. DeVere's block renting arrangement ensured that was continually the case.

As the tall, brown haired man climbed in the rear door of the entrepreneur's silver-grey Bentley, the familiar aroma of a Havana cigar filled the air. "Feels like home," the Prime Minister elect quipped.

DeVere smiled. It was a hard smile. Blair instantly knew his host wanted to get down to business and was frustrated by the need to first exchange a few pleasantries.

"George," the crew-cutted man acknowledged with a wave of his hand. "Tell me, things are progressing well?"

Blair decided to play along. DeVere would get to the point before too long. "Extremely well, Dominic. Dennis Price is worth his weight in gold. I understand I'm guaranteed all the votes I need."

"Yes," the grey haired man nodded. "We're on our way, my friend. It's good to see you feeling confident. Cocky, even?"

Blair threw back his head as he laughed. Yes, he was feeling good. "I feel like a winner, Dominic. That's all."

"And so you should," DeVere acknowledged, his mind clearly on other things.

Blair decided to find out what it was. No point in beating around the bush. "Yet something is bothering you, Dominic."

"What makes you say that?"

"My friend, we've known each other a long time. I know you too well. Why don't you just spit it out?"

DeVere pressed a button in the door. The raised window provided additional privacy. As cigar smoke circled the interior, the exhaust fan kicked into action. How should he phrase this? "It's Roxanne, George."

Blair breathed a sigh of relief. For a few moments he thought there was a spoke in the wheel, something that was going to provide a seismic hurdle. The young woman was no longer an issue. He waved a hand as if dismissing the subject without the need for further discussion. "As usual, you were right, Dominic. She provided too much of a risk. Don't worry anymore, I've sorted that problem."

DeVere snorted. "You'vesorted the problem?"

Blair's blue eyes flashed. "That's right, Dominic. I've sorted it."

"No, George, you haven't sorted anything.I'vetaken care of that particular problem. As I do with all your problems."

Blair sneered in annoyance. Who was DeVere to speak to him in such a way? "Youhave? Is that right, Dominic? Pray tell how?"

The look on DeVere's face was chilling. Despite himself, Blair felt a tremor run through his body.

The crew-cutted man's voice was flat and cold. "She's dead, George." He carefully observed the changing expression on Blair's face. It was as if a thunderbolt had hit him. But that was only to be expected.

"Dead?" the politician gasped. "What do you mean, she's dead?"

"She was shot in her apartment."

"My God! When?"

"Saturday."

Blair's shocked face turned to something else. Amusement?

"Did you hear?" DeVere repeated, bemusement flicking across his face at his friend's reaction. "She's dead!"

This time, George Blair laughed out loud. He leant across towards DeVere as if to emphasise his words. "No... she's... not... Dominic."

The entrepreneur reached out and squeezed Blair's arm. "Believe me, George, what I'm telling you is true."

"A couple of days ago?"

DeVere nodded, tightening his grip. "I'm sorry, George. My contacts are never wrong."

"Really? In that case, I suggest you look for new contacts, Dominic."

"George..." They said one another's names like they were in the midst of a sword dual. A jab here. A parry there.

Blair took DeVere's hand and gently removed it from his arm. "Dominic, she'snotdead. She was with me Saturday night. All night. I told her we had to stop seeing one another. We were saying goodbye. She left me around this time yesterday morning."

DeVere's grey eyes stared at the man sitting opposite. His head began to ache. The lines in his forehead deepened. A mistake? How could it be a mistake? What was Giovanni up to? He wouldn't lie.

"There's been a mistake?" he weakly muttered. His mind whirred. Giovanni wouldn't lie. Who the hell had the Italian killed?

"I should say." Blair's body shook as he laughed. "Quite a big one from the sound of things."

***

"I'm sorry, Roxanne," Palmer's soft and apologetic voice said as he shook her awake. "But I need to ask a couple of questions."

She glanced down at the bed. Still in her clothes, she was covered with a checked blanket. "How long have I been asleep?" she asked, stretching and rubbing her eyes.

"It's eight o'clock. You've only had a couple of hours sleep, but I need to get moving soon. You can get some more shut-eye later."

"You've slept?"

"No," he smiled. "I've just been watching you."

A smile covered her whole face. She was so beautiful she gave him goosebumps. "That's nice, Jack" she responded, struggling into a sitting position. "But you look tired, too. When was the last time you slept properly?"

He gave her that lopsided grin. "I probably look like I've been dragged through a hedge backwards," he said, shrugging his shoulders. "It's been a few days?"

"You've got to take better care of yourself. Or find someone who will. You know, Jack Palmer, you and I have a connection."

Palmer's body heaved a little with excitement. She had a way of coming straight to the point.

"What did you mean, you thought you'd lost me once?" she continued.

He took her hand, alternating between stroking and squeezing. He tried to speak, but his voice was lost in his throat. Even his attempt to swallow was doomed to failure.

She understood. "Maybe we can talk about that over that dinner I promised you?" she smiled, raising her free hand to run a finger along his scar. "For now, Jack, tell me what you were doing moving into the apartment next to me. With yourfriends!"

He nodded. This wasn't an easy question either. His voice was husky when it reappeared. "We were bugging your apartment, Roxanne. I was monitoring what went on."

So much for dinner, he thought, waiting for the blast coming back at him. Her reaction surprised him. She wasn't angry. Or embarrassed. She was simply curious.

"Why?"

He stood up and wandered to the door, turning to look back at her. In for a penny, in for a pound. "We got wind of you, Brooke and Savannah and some very senior business and political figures. I work in Vice. We needed to understand what was going on."

She slowly nodded, evaluating his words. "How long did you have me bugged?"

"We'd just finished wiring your apartment when we bumped into you."

Her smile remained, though this time her face coloured a little. "Well, at least you kept your word."

"My word?"

"You said you wouldn't lie to me, Jack. Lots of men would have sidestepped that one." She swung her legs from the bed to the grey carpet. "So, you heard everything that went on that night?"

The way she sucked her bottom lip between her teeth and looked at with those large green eyes embodied everything he loved about Roxanne Lopez. She somehow came off a both vulnerable and sexy at the same time.

Palmer sighed deeply as he nodded. What would her reaction be if she knew he'd masturbated while she'd fucked her trick? "That's one of the questions I have," he softly said. "I need to know who he was."

"Why?" she asked. "Jealous?"

Palmer didn't flinch. "Well... actually... yes. Yes, I am jealous. But that's not why I'm asking the question, Roxanne. You know that."

Her face told him she was struggling to answer. That meant she was protecting someone. Why?

"He had nothing to do with this," she replied. "I can promise you that."

"His first name is Dominic. Dominic who?"

For a few seconds, she stared at him. He hit the same stonewall. "That won't help you, Jack." She paused, then stood up and walked across to him. "Listen... would it help you to know I'm retiring?"

Palmer felt that tingle run through him again. Her perfume filled his senses. "Roxanne, I'm not here to judge you. I'm just doing my job."

Her green eyes smiled up at him. "Well thank you for that, Jack. But what I meant was would it help you personally? Not as a cop."

He hesitated. Those gleaming eyes would reach any man's heart. "Yes, Roxanne," he truthfully answered. "That helps a lot."

Her smile broadened. Turning, she walked back and flopped back down on the edge of the bed. "So then Jack, what other questions do you have? As a cop, of course."

He sat beside her. "This is important to your safety, Roxanne. I can't overemphasise that. You're sure you've never heard of Giovanni?"

Her answer was emphatic. "Never."

He nodded. That confirmed his thoughts. "In that case, he's just the trigger. For someone who wants you dead. I need you to think about that, Roxanne. Who would want that? Why?"

The silence went on for a good thirty seconds. Her eyes flicked to his face. Then away again. She had something to tell him, but just as it seemed she was about to confide, the clink of china interrupted them.

"Thought I heard you two," Wilson said, walking into the room and handing them a mug each. "Coffee," she unnecessarily said. "So, what're the next steps?"

"You need to stay here with Roxanne," Palmer said. " I've just spoken to Burley. We're gonna meet back at Roxanne's apartment. I want him to sweep the place. Then I'll be back here. Okay?"

"Okay?" she asked, the grumpiness returning to her voice. "Sure, it's okay. Tell you what, we'll use this place as our HQ. I was thinking of turning it into a guest house, anyway."

***

DeVere pressed a button and threw the half smoked cigar out of the window as it whirred open. His face contorted in rage. First, Giovanni had fucked up. Now Blair was getting above his station. His anger was deafening – like steam pouring from a boiling kettle.

"I said, what do you mean,you'vesorted the problem?" the Prime Minister elect repeated.

"I heard what you said, George," DeVere shouted, his temper snapping. "Listen to me.Iam the one who helped plan out your career.I'mthe person who provided the finance.I'mthe one who has helped get you to this position.I'mthe one who will make you Prime Minister.I'mthe one who gave you Roxanne."

"Yougave me Roxanne? Is that right—"

DeVere's angry voice stopped him. "Yes, George!Allof what I've just said is correct."

"The fuck you did," Blair shouted back. "YouintroducedRoxanne to me. That's all."

With some difficulty, DeVere got hold of his temper. His voice dropped to a low whisper. He was much more effective when he was in control of his emotions. "You forget yourself, George. Your career is nothing without me, my connections, and my money."

He paused, allowing the words to sink in. Despite his distaste, Blair knew what he was saying was true. There was no denying it.

"When I met Roxanne, I could see the potential," he continued. "I nurtured her, helped her blossom. And when I introduced her to you, it was with one thing in mind. To invigorate you."

This was better. He was back in control again. He lazily took out another cigar and twirled it in his fingers. His cold gaze enveloped the brown haired man opposite. That look had intimidated people all over the world.

"She loved power as much as either of us. I knew she'd infatuate you. And of course, you succumbed to her charms, just as I knew you would. The point was, George, I wanted her to give you fire when you needed it the most. And she did."

Blair sat quietly. The shocked look in his blue eyes couldn't disguise his feelings, however much he tired. He was finding it difficult to take in what he was hearing. "She... she's a prostitute?"

DeVere laughed. A sneering laugh. "George, for someone so intelligent, you can be incredibly stupid."

Blair felt the cold air of realisation hit him. He shuffled back into the corner of his seat, trying to distance himself from the man opposite.

It made no difference to DeVere. "For every asset, there are liabilities. Roxanne became a liability, the one person who could pull you down. She could destroy all the effort I've put in to helping you get where you wanted to be. As Prime Minister of the United Kingdom you can change peoples lives, George. For the better. You can also open doors, George. That's why I invested in you."

The brown haired man's face had turned a deathly shade of pale. He had to respond, try to re-establish his position. His effort was half-hearted. "I'll always be grateful Dominic, but if you think—"

DeVere's upraised hand cut him off. This was crunch time. Time to ensure this man knew his place. "I don'tthink, George. Iknow! Everything is recorded. Every penny I've spent on your campaign. Some above board, some not. All your little rendezvous' with Roxanne. I'm your greatest asset, George. But, don't... dare... fuck with me!"

Blair's shoulders slumped. He had no answer.

Satisfied at last, DeVere lit the cigar. "Good," he continued, reinforcing his ascendancy. "Nothing changes as a result of this conversation, George. I'm here to support you. We just understand one another a little better."

***

The Baglioni hotel was beyond Kelli's wildest dreams. Located in that part of Milan where fashion, culture and business met, it was one of the most luxurious hotels in the country.

Their home for the next couple of days was the Presidential Suite. Erin had reserved them the best the hotel could offer. If the blonde model thought the Abercromby suite in Edinburgh's The Howard was special, this one simply took her breath away.

It was Erin's idea, naturally, that they shared the suite. The sumptuous sitting living room with its phenomenal view was large enough for two. The two-sink bathroom with its gold-plated faucets and whirlpool Jacuzzi tub was larger than her bedroom in London. And of course, the king-sized bed was large enough to be shared, too. Kelli tingled atthatparticular thought.

The hotel was the first of the treats waiting for her. The older woman had described the after show parties, repeatedly suggesting that the two of them find Max and take him back to their suite.You won't believe what he can do with that cock,she kept telling her.

Kelli couldn't wait. Yes, she still had inhibitions. The Agency Head had told her that was only natural. But after her threesome with Erin and her husband, the blonde was determined to overcome any shyness. She was determined to sample every experience she could.

Most important of all was the show itself. Erin had drilled that into her. Work hard, play hard. In that order. Kelli had never shied away from hard work. The fact it went hand in hand with doing something she loved just made it perfect. She'd give it everything.

This new lifestyle was going to be so much more exciting than anything she'd ever dreamed of.

She spent the morning of their arrival working out in the hotel's stellar gym, making sure her long, slim frame was perfect for the runway show. After that, Erin had booked a spa treatment for two of them. Massage, facial, hair, and a waxing. The last was done for Dominic DeVere, although it wasn't stated.

"You're going to love Fiera Milano City exhibition complex, darling," Erin explained as they lounged at the spa in their plush, white robes. "Eleven modern pavilions in the heart of the city. Countless fashion events each year. It's perfect for the Victoria's Secret extravaganza."

Kelli smiled at the older woman. She'd also read up on the historic centre. Everything she could. She wanted to soak in the history and culture of her new world. She wanted to make tonight the best night of her life.

And in a few short hours, she'd be in the middle of it all.

Surprisingly, she had few nerves. Or rather, the nerves she had were like little kicks of adrenalin running through her. This was the opportunity of a lifetime, illuminated by having Erin there to mentor her, calm her nerves and show her the ropes. How could she fail?

This was what Kelli had been born for. As much as she'd thought she loved Jack, she wasn't missing him at all.



***

"Alex?" Sandra Wilson asked in surprise when she opened her front door and found Goodwin standing in her doorway. He'd been calling her mobile all afternoon and she'd been ignoring it. Guess he decided enough was enough.

"Webster told me what's happened," he told her as he arrived. He embraced her in a bear hug. "Incredible."

"Certainly is," she mumbled into his barrel chest, wondering if he was going to ask her why she was still avoiding him. Truth was, she didn't have an answer herself. Roxanne was alive, that guilt for her death was gone, but she still couldn't think of her lover the same way.

You fucked Palmer,her conscience reminded.

"So does this mean we can get it on again?" Goodwin asked, running his hands across her athletic rear as he leaned into her.

Sandra let herself be kissed. Even kissed back. His tongue jammed into her mouth even as his hand slipped up to cup her right breast.

"Where's the woman?" he gasped, breaking their kiss.

"Asleep," she told him. "Don't know for how long... " she offered as he led her by the hand into the living room. A tiny voice hoped that the danger would give pause to the white-haired cop, but she knew better. When the man got horny, there was almost nothing stopping him.

"So we'd better get moving," he replied, flopping down onto the couch and taking her with him.

As she fell, her hand brushed along the seat of his blue jeans, feeling his erection waiting there. Again, she thought of Palmer. Thought of the way they'd fucked. Wild and abandoned. She grew hot with guilt and... arousal?

Goodwin pulled her head against his, kissing her deeply. When he was confident she wasn't going anywhere, he focused his hands on her black denims, opening them and pushing them down her long legs. He was so horny, he was going tomakeher remember why they'd first started hooking up.

The brunette felt her body react to his brutish will. She always liked the way he used her – the way they used each other – and couldn't help the excitement as he ripped her thong down her legs. When he began to work his own jeans, she decided that this would be penance for what she'd done with Palmer. They may not work out, but she owed him at least one last, hard fuck.

Pushing his hands away, she yanked his jeans to his knees and dragged his hard cock through the flap in his Calvin Klein's.

She straddled his lap and sank him inside her with an outrageous groan. She was so wet she had him completely embedded in two passes.

At first she didn't move. Her eyes closed, savouring the feeling of fullness. Her body trembled above his, overflowing with nervous energy as she worked her internal muscles on his hardness.

"My God..." she began. He yanked her down to him, his mouth cutting her off. He sucked on her tongue as his cock twitched inside of her.

"Ready, baby?" he asked, gripping her slender hips and easing her ass fractionally upwards. She nodded, sweat already forming on her brow. He let her fall, jamming back down. Two more thrusts and she pumped down with him. "Gonna fuck me?" he asked.

He groaned with each word, with each downward thrust.

Sandra Wilson began to whimper as she bounced on his lap, her flowing juices already covering his cock, boxers, and the cushion below them. He felt good, she wouldn't deny that. He felt really fucking good.

Goodwin reached for the hem of her tank top and dragged it up above her breasts. Gripping the back of her bra, he yanked it free, allowing the sensitive globes to bounce along with her undulations. His fingers went straight for her nipples, tweaking and squeezing them they way he knew she liked.

"Oh, yessss, Alex—" She paused in her movement to enjoy the sensations running through her tits.

It gave him time to slip one of his hands downwards, grasping at her emerging clit.

"Oh, yessss, baby—" She began to move again, this time in small circular twists, accommodating his questing fingers.

"Take control, honey," she gasped, giving herself to him.

He grunted in response, lurching forward, his mouth locked on her left tit. He noisily sucked in the hard nipple while his fingers caressed her slippery bud. Her whimpers told him where she was heading.

When her eyes began to flutter, jolts of energy radiating through her, he lifted her body and jammed it back down onto his cock. It took only seconds for her to cum, another surge of love juices flooding over the cushions.

"God, Alex—" she groaned, biting down on his shoulder as her body shuddered and trembled like a vibrating machine.

"Time to get fucked," he told her, belying his age by lifting them both from the cushions. Twisting Wilson around, he pushed her over the arm of the couch and lined himself up.

"Yes, baby," she gasped, planting her feet on the floor to provide some traction. Legs wide, ass thrust as high as she could, she craned her neck to look back at him. "Fuck me... Fuck me, Alex!"

Goodwin obliged. He leaned forward to get maximum penetration, his hands gripping her tits. Pulling his hips back, he paused for an agonising second before ramming himself back into her.

"Ngh..."

With each wail, he fucked her harder. With each grunt of exertion, she wailed louder. Even in her submissive position, her inner muscles clutched and gripped him. With every squeeze on his cock, he moaned and increased the tempo. Loudly, they drove each other on.

Goodwin felt the sweat dripping down his face. His animal like grunts synchronized with Wilson's higher pitched whines. Both knew they were making too much noise. The girl was only just down the hall.

It was so good, neither could stop.

Roxanne wasn't down the hall. She watched them from her position at the end of the corridor. Their groans had woken her and she instantly knew what was going on. She just didn't know who it was that was fucking. For a few seconds, she wondered if the snow-haired man had forced himself on the cop. Wilson's encouraging moans soon dispelled that notion, although there was definitely something more going on. Something slightly unbalanced.

Still, watching the female cop play the submissive began to arouse the redhead. So did the uninhibited way the older cop was fucking her. Her hand ran down between her legs, under her pleated, short skirt.

The guy – 'Alex,' Sandra Wilson called him – was getting close now. Roxanne pushed her fingers inside of her thong as she watched, finding her clit swollen. She wanted to swap places with Wilson. She needed to be fucked, too. But that would come later. With Palmer.

When Goodwin finally hit the point of no return, his hips turned from a steady rhythm to an erratic tempo. For a few seconds he paused, held himself there. Then both barrels emptied in a single shot.

Roxanne growled. The thumb pleasuring her clit had her own orgasm just seconds away.

Goodwin's bursts of hot liquid were soon intermingled with a rushing wave of Wilson's climax. When her body convulsed, the sight and accompanying scream was too much for Roxanne.

Her hand became doused in her own syrup as she exploded with the mismatched lovers. Her body violently shuddered, biting down on her lip to keep from screaming.

Now would be a good time to leave, but something inside of Roxanne told her to wait. The fuckbuddies began to recover. The white haired man pushed off the younger cop and looked around lazily for his jeans. Now that the heat of the moment was gone, Roxanne felt it again. Something was strained between these two.

Even Goodwin could feel it, the awkwardness pushing through his thick skull at last. Sandra wouldn't meet his eyes as she gathered her things. The girl was alive, but was their illicit relationship dead?

He left without saying more than a few words. Not even an, 'I'll call you.' What was the point? She wouldn't pick up anyway.

When he was gone, Sandra leaned against the door and started crying. She'd managed to put on her thong and tank top, but didn't have the strength for more.

Hearing movement across the room, she was startled to find the redheaded model standing there, although she no longer had the strength to do more than gasp. "How long have you..."

"Long enough," Roxanne whispered, gliding across the room to the brunette. There was something intoxicating about the girl. Sexual, definitely, although Wilson wasn't into women. Pure, maybe. Intimate. "Sometimes, men are slower to catch on."

"What's that?" Sandra asked at the cryptic statement. Even fresh from a nap, the girl looked good: red hair in a ponytail, pleated skirt and tight polo shirt.

"When things are over," she whispered, coming to step in front of the female cop, just inside of her comfort zone.

"How did you know?" Sandra asked in wonder. The girl had just watched them fuck like animals; how could she know that there was anything but pure lust between her and Goodwin.

Roxanne shrugged. "I just know. Want to talk about it?"

All at once, Wilson realized that she did. She didn't have any other female friends, all of her acquaintances being in Vice or the force. She couldn't talk to Palmer, of course, and no one else knew about her and Goodwin. Maybe talk was exactly what she needed.

She nodded, feeling warmth flood her. Already, she felt the weight of her stress come off her shoulders.

Roxanne leaned in, taking the brunette's head in her hands and pressed their soft lips together. It was more than a friendly kiss, and yet Sandra didn't get the feeling that the redhead was necessarily coming onto her.

"Why did you do that?" Wilson asked, coming out of the kiss. She had to admit that she liked it, and she felt much better because of it.

"You looked like you needed it," Roxanne laughed, stepping away and wandering into the kitchen. "Come on, let me make some coffee and we can talk."

Sandra found herself looking at the model in a new light. Definitely a sexual one. So maybe she did have some curiosities, she admitted, but now just wasn't the time. Now, she just needed a friend.

***

Palmer's promise to collect some additional clothes for Roxanne saw him reach the apartment block half an hour ahead of his planned meeting with Burley.

"Morning Ted," he smiled at the elderly security guard. "How's the invalid?"

"He's doing fine, Mr. Palmer. At least, he's good enough to be back on duty soon." He leant forward confidentially. "The relief night guard is hopeless. Doesn't know anybody. No initiative."

Palmer grinned. "Can't get the staff, Ted. Can't get the staff..."

Once inside Roxanne's apartment, he headed for the bedroom. It was underwear she wanted. The woman who'd gotten inside his head had asked him to pick a few items out for her. Somethingheliked, she'd said. You choose.

Looking in a couple of drawers, he realised he liked everything.

His focus on her lingerie left him flat-footed. He heard the noise behind him, the creak of the hardwood floor. The slight scrape of boots. But he was too slow. He didn't even have time to start reaching for his gun.

The pain from the object hitting the back of his neck stunned him. He had no chance to steady himself, the impetus sending him reeling against the wall.

He twisted as he fell forward, swinging one leg in a wide arch behind him. His foot connected, glancing against human flesh. Swinging around, he balled his fist and drove it low between the two legs, punching into a crotch. His assailant let out a cry of pain and as he sunk to his knees, Palmer hit him again, this time between the eyes.

His momentary satisfaction was disturbed by the toe that kicked into the middle of his back, burying itself just over his kidney.

He screamed with pain and rage. Twisting in the opposite direction, he blindly swung his fist at the second assailant. When he missed, he reached for his Kel-Tec .380. A foot kicked into his wrist, knocking it from his hand.

A second foot slammed into his stomach even as his weapon clattered against the wall. It sent him to his knees. The assailant took full advantage. The fist that smashed down onto the back of his head sent him into a sea of nausea.

He tried to fight it, but he couldn't ignore the pain of the second blow that slammed into his neck. His tired body gave way. His hands went numb. His knees collapsed. The sounds around him receded as the darkness took over.

***

Kelli stared at the long lines of people stretching around the exhibition complex. Even at this early hour, she could actually feel the emotion and anticipation hanging in the air around the Fiera Milano City.

"Rehearsal's haven't even started," she said, her wide eyes taking everything in. "Is this normal?"

"Oh, yes, it's normal," Erin smiled. "Get used to it, darling. This is your future."

The blonde felt her pulse race. She may have been calm before. Now the enormity of the show was making her feel like a kid walking into the wrong classroom on the first day of school. "I'm not sure it's something you can get used to," she replied, following her mentor into the complex. Erin navigated through the crowd, knowing exactly where to go.

"The very best models don't justgetused to it, darling," the Agency Head explained as she linked her and led her through the reception area. "Theyusethe buzz, use the adrenalin."

"Use it?"

"That's right, darling. Feed off it. Believe in yourself. Use the atmosphere to be the very best you can be. Come on, let's show you around. There are a few people you need to meet."

***

Toby Parkinson was laughing. Turning to his brother, he shook his head at the reaction on the other end of the phone.

"I don't know what you're worried about, Harry," he said with another cackle. "The guard was stupid enough to get in our way when we were taking Palmer from the apartments."

"Don't know why I'm worried?" blurted the voice at the other end of the phone. "I'll tell you why." Harry Bannerman's voice rose heatedly with each word. "I'm paying you a lot of money. Your instructions were to take out Palmer. Use the shotgun. Blow his face away. I didn't say anything about killing a FUCKING seventy year old security guard."

The smile left Parkinson's face. Nobody spoke to him like that, but the small-time hood knew that Bannerman had connections. As much as his instinct was to tell the guy to go fuck himself, he had to reign in his reaction. Besides, there was a hundred grand each for him and his brother riding on this.

He tried reason. As much reason as Toby Parkinson was capable of.

"Listen, Harry, calm down. Number one, we blew the old bastard's face off. So the cops will think it was this killer of yours that did it. Number two, we've got Palmer here. As soon as he tells us where the woman is, we'll blow his face away, too. Then we'll take out the girl, just as you asked. So there's no reason for you to get excited. Okay?"

He heard Bannerman's exasperated hiss. "I hear you. But understand this, Toby. I CAN'T afford any fuck up here with so much at stake."

So much at stake? Perhaps he and his brother should have asked for more money?

"I understand, Harry," the pitbull of a man softly said. That was better. Humour him. Keep him sweet. Then he could get on with the job in hand. "Just leave it all to Toby Parkinson. By this evening, you'll have your two dead bodies, just the way you want."

Bannerman's voice sounded calmer. "No slip-ups, Toby. I'm already lining up Giovanni. I'll give you details when you've dealt with today's problems."

"This Giovanni won't be a problem either, Harry."

"Don't be FUCKING stupid." Bannerman's voice rose again. "He's a fucking expert. Don't underestimate him, Toby. I'll set him up. You and your brother take him out. Then you get your money."

Parkinson snorted as he hung up. Giovanni would be no match for the Parkinson twins.

***

Erin swept her through the Fiera Milano City, introducing her to one famous personality after another. Every time, she introduced Kelli as her newest star. "Watch for this one, darlings, in a few months, you'll see her face everywhere."

Not only was it flattering, but it gave Kelli an enormous boost to her confidence. When a supermodel like Heidi Klum agreed that she was stunning, how could she not feel that extra spring in her step?

"Well don't you two make a pretty pair," a deep, confident voice said behind them. Kelli heard the hint of Russian in his mostly American accent. She shivered. She knew that voice from television.

Turning, she watched as Erin smiled at the devastatingly gorgeous man who was smiling at them. "Alexander. Nice to see you again, after so long."

"Erin... DeVere, is it now? You look as lovely as ever. Love the new hairstyle... but then anything suits an older woman."

Erin smiled at the barb, ignoring it. "Alexander, I'd like you to meet Kelli Palmer. Kelli, this is the most pompous man you'll ever meet, Alexander Mishin."

Kelli shivered as she watched his eyes roam her body. She wore a miniscule, knit dress that stretched snugly over her tall body. While she'd begun to think that the turtle neck was a mistake in the warmth of the convention centre, at least it was sleeveless.

Plus, it really added emphasis on her full breasts that were perfectly proportioned to her slim body. Breasts that Alexander Mishin took his time admiring.

"Very nice to make your acquaintance, Kelli," Mishin smiled when his gaze finally returned to her soft browns. His blue eyes were positively hypnotic.

"Nice to meet you, Mr. Mishin," she said shyly. God, he was a pretty man. The touch of grey in his unshaven face made him look distinguished, and his frosted blonde hair – done up in his characteristic faux-hawk – was right off the pages of GQ.

"Please, my dear, call me Alex." She nearly melted on the spot. "Let's catch up later. I'm scheduled for an interview..." he glanced at his watch. "...five minutes ago, looks like." To Erin, he nodded. "Nice seeing you, Mrs.DeVere." He winked and was gone.

Erin rolled her eyes, but both women watched his slender frame until he'd blended into the crowd. "I think I hate him as much as I love him," the American woman said, more to herself than to Kelli.

"He launched the careers of Gabrielle Dubois and Alicia Stiles. What's there not to love?" Kelli said, drawing an immediately fiery look from the Agency Head.

"Don't get any ideas, darling. Stick with me and you'll surpass them both."

They mingled for another half hour before Erin left her alone. She had some people to meet, but gave her a bit of advice before sauntering off: "You need to stand on your own two feet, darling. Watch and inhale everything that happens. But don't be overawed. You're the best. Show it. And stay close to Brooke when she gets here. She'll show you the ropes."

Kelli nodded, but couldn't help feeling a bit lost at first. Her wide eyes took in everything. So many personalities. Some she recognized, but only from the magazines. Models, movie stars. She spotted Max, flirting with a few attractive reporters from the E! Channel. When he saw her looking and turned his bright, white-teethed smile on her, she felt a familiar twinge between her legs.

Brooke arrived within half an hour, although it had felt like an eternity. "Don't leave my side!" Kelli whispered, clutching the curvy brunette. She didn't. The young model was been a star, continually whispering little things to her throughout the afternoon.

"The women around so-and-so will be picked up by such-and-such within a month, watch for it," or "Looks like such-and-such has decided to win the contract with a few personal favours." She'd been a real treasure, keeping the blonde on the straight and narrow. She'd also opened her eyes to the pretty seedy underworld of modelling Somehow, she found herself growing even more excited.

The first two rehearsals went perfectly. Kelli had delighted herself with her approach to the catwalk. Her feeling of belonging had surprised her and impressed everyone else. She found herself quickly 'owning' the stage.



Strut, darling. Strut,Erin had coached her that morning.Show attitude. Work it. Own it.She had. The narrow platform was her new home and she loved it.

"Perfect, babe," Brooke whispered, when Kelli returned backstage from the second rehearsal. "You look like you were born to be here!"

"That's how I feel, Brooke," she whispered back. "I don't feel like the new girl at all. I love it here."

"Okay, for the final rehearsal, make sure you take more notice of the photographers pit at the end of the runway. Pretend they're there. Those photogs can make or break you. Develop a haughty look designed to tease and tame. Attitude, baby. Attitude is everything!"

"How many will there be?"

Brooke gave a gurgling laugh. "Two to three hundred I would think. They set their cameras up in 'AI Servo' mode so they can take continuous bursts of us as we glide along the catwalk. You do that so well, honey. But when you get to the end, always remember. Hand on hip, haughty look. Something special. That's what gets you noticed."

Kelli's eyes sparkled. "Got ya. I'll think of something."

The young raven-haired model nodded. "You pick up stuff so quickly, Kelli. A girl with beautyandbrains! There aren't many of us around with that combination."

Both women burst out laughing, and then Brooke's hand was snaking around her neck, drawing her into a kiss. Kelli returned it, once again enjoying how soft another woman's lips could feel against hers.

The raven-haired woman's eyes widened mischievously. Her head scanned the corridor, settling on a small changing room to the side.

Her voice growled as she pulled the blonde along behind her. "Come with me."

Inside the small area, she pushed Kelli back against the wooden panel. Instantly attacking her, she practically mauled the blonde's face as they kissed. Her right hand laced through the wavy, golden tresses as she stood on her tiptoes and pushed her mouth harder against the novice model.

"Just time for a little, much needed relief," she murmured into the blonde's open mouth.

Their tongues swarmed and devoured one another with an intensity born of the situation and the moment. Brooke pulled Kelli's hand inside her robe, jamming it down the front of her delicious little pair of boy-shorts.

"Oh fuck!" she moaned, feeling the blonde's fingers find their way inside her pussy for the very first time. When Kelli curled them, she cried out into the blonde's mouth as she succumbed to an unexpectedly instant orgasm.

"Geez, girl, you're good," she moaned, quickly recovering.

Her own hand moved now, dipping inside Kelli's thong, and sliding them across her sensitive mound. It was the first time that anyone but her had touched the smooth skin since she'd had it waxed bare, and Brooke seemed to know exactly what to do. The knowing fingers homed in on the pink nub of Kelli's naked clit. When she pinched it, the blonde's entire body rocked; a mini-orgasm crashed through her.

Panting heavily, the two women stared at one another as they recovered. Remarkably, their needs had been attended to in the first sixty seconds. But that was just the first round.

"One all," Brooke's teasing voice purred as Kelli tried to come down from the high. "Let's see who can make it two."

She slid two fingers along the blonde's deliciously wet slit, her relentlessly invading digits going straight to work. Kelli arched backwards against the wooden panel, supporting herself while her hips danced to the tune Brooke was playing.

Then she got in on it, too. "Bet I can get you there first," she moaned teasingly into the short and curvy female's ear.

Brooke gasped in surprise as Kelli's fingers returned to her sex. The blonde pulled on the scorpion piercing that hung off her clit, nearly driving her over the edge. "You're one sexy bitch for such an innocent," she purred, biting down on the blonde's earlobe.

Kelli smiled through the aroused haze. Yes, she was learning fast. She corkscrewed three fingers into the raven-haired model's fleshy well, feeling the telltale response as Brooke began the up-and-down momentum of her delectable hips. Keeping up the pressure, she twisted them. Once, twice, three times.

When she thumbed the pocket dynamo's exposed clit, Brooke simply exploded. "Ngh! Kelliiiiiiii. Fuuuuuuck!"

The blonde's free arm supported the shuddering body against hers. Yes, she was learning fast.

When Brooke had recovered, she gave Kelli a long kiss of gratitude before whispering seductively into her ear, "Looks like you win round two..."

Before the blonde had to ask what she won, Brooke was lowering herself to her knees, taking the other woman's thong with her. Grinning at from the floor, the brunette positioned Kelli's leg over one shoulder, opening her sweet, pink lips before her luminous eyes.

At first she teased and toyed, curling the blade of her tongue up along the blonde's moist labia, licking it like a twist of soft-serve ice cream. Her wet touched swirled just off of the girl's swollen clit, dancing on the skin where her blonde landing strip once sat.

Kelli rocked her hips forward, using the leg draped over Brooke to try and get leverage. It almost worked. For a second, clit touched lips and she gasped. Brooke quickly pulled away, just out of reach.

"Naughty girl," she clucked. "You know what we do with naughty girls?" As she said it, she rammed two fingers into Kelli's sweet cleft. The blonde nearly lost it.

When Brooke swept her tongue along her throbbing, pink button, she did.

***

As he regained consciousness, Palmer couldn't decide which part of his body ached the most. It took him a short time to realise his hands were bound. And his feet! He slowly opened his eyes. Pain flared across his forehead. Nausea swum around his head. The slow rocking of the floor suggested he was on a boat.

He had to close his eyes again. For a few moments he lay still. It was like he was on a boat, only the dizzy rocking was inside his head.

He allowed his senses to return. Slowly. Opening his eyes again, blinked. It was like watching a snow covered world through the labouring paddles of a windshield wiper. Grey. Everywhere, he saw grey... concrete?

Concrete. Yes. A cold, concrete floor and... a wall behind him. Tall enough to disappear into the darkness. Rafters were up there. A corrugated ceiling?

With great effort, he turned his head, looking right. He was in a large, dirty looking space. Full of concrete blocks. Disused warehouse, perhaps? How'd they get him out Roxanne's without alerting Ted Jobson?

He looked left, coming face-to-face with a short, bald-headed man, squatting low and watching him.

"Welcome back to the land of the living," Toby Parkinson sneered. "For a short time anyway."

The voice was high pitched, unsuited for the pitbull of a man. His laugh was a cackle. It hurt his throbbing head, although Palmer wouldn't have liked it under normal circumstances.

Focus, Palmer, focus.Everything was important now. Everything around him. Hear what he's saying. Look for a way out.

"It needed two of you to take me out?" he provoked, with more bravado than he felt. His eyes flicked over to the nearly identical looking man sitting on a small, concrete block. He'd seen lots of thugs like these two in his career.

"Oh, yes," Parkinson smirked. "Didn't want to take any chances with a tough cop." There was that cackle again. "How rude, let me introduce ourselves. I'm your soon-to-be executioner. On my left is my brother. He's the one you thumped in the balls. He'll be repaying the compliment before you die."

Die? Palmer's body shuddered as the word ran through him. If they were willing to take out a cop in cold blood, whatever he and the Vice team had stumbled on was even more serious than he'd imagined.

"Get a seat for our guest," the pitbull told his brother.

The thinner version grinned as he languidly rose to his feet, wandering the short distance to what looked like the shell of an office. He returned with a rickety, wooden chair in need of varnish.

"Here, make yourself comfortable," pitbull snarled, grabbing Palmer by the lapels of his short, leather jacket and roughly yanking him onto the worse-for-wear chair.

The thug untied the rope around his wrists, but before the young cop could react, his right hand was secured to one arm of the chair. Then his left. The young cop's vision wobbled with each motion, bile hitting his throat. The room went in and out of focus.

"You can't avoid death," pitbull continued, happy with his work. He lit a cheroot as he spoke. "But you can save yourself a lot of pain. One simple question. Where's the woman?"

When Palmer didn't reply, Parkinson smiled at his brother. It was an ominous smirk. The thinner man covered the short distance and applied pressure to the nerves just above Palmer's right elbow. Pain fired down his arm, stopping only when it hit his fingertips.

"A simple exercise to demonstrate what's in store," pitbull sneered, scratching his large, baldhead with a thick, grubby hand. "We can make this as easy, or as painful as you want, my friend. You decide."

Palmer didn't answer. His eyes flicked around the room, looking for something, anything, that would offer him some hope.

"No?" Parkinson nodded his brother again.

The thug pressed a forefinger into a nerve beside Palmer's left eye. The cop nearly passed out from the instant, excruciating pain.

Pitbull took a deep draw from the cheroot, as if he was having a casual conversation with a friend. "We have all day. This is only the start. Believe me, sooner or later you'll tell us. It's just a matter of time."

A throbbing darkness threatened to engulf Palmer. He couldn't speak, even if he wanted. It was difficult getting his brain to function through the pain. He dragged the vision from his good eye back to the brothers. They were grinning.

"The longer the better," Parkinson continued, taking another long puff. "More pain that way, you see. Tommy enjoys inflicting pain." He laughed. "Or rather, you don't see. Not out of one eye, anyway."

Responding to another nod, Tommy's hand returned to the nerve beside his left eye. Palmer screamed this time, instantly vomiting onto his now grubby clothes.

"Dear me," the pitbull's voice said. In the hazy darkness in front of his eyes, he could no longer see the thug. "Quite a mess. And we're only just starting. Let me ask again. Where is Roxanne?"

The young detective remained silent. He couldn't answer. He was retching again, hovering on the very edge of consciousness.

The sudden burning pain in his hand halted the onsurge of woozy darkness, somehow jerking him back to the present. It took a good few seconds to realise that the pitbull had stubbed the stogie into the back of his right hand.

The burning pain helped him find his voice again, even if the words did come through gritted teeth. "Fuck you..."

With a soft smile, Parkinson repeated the exercise, the stench of burning flesh suddenly reaching Palmer's nostrils as he fought to stifle another scream.

"Everyone loves a hero, don't they, Tommy?" pitbull grinned at his brother.

The thinner man returned the smile. He pulled out a gun, waving it with a flourish before jamming it against the side of Palmer's head.

The young detective closed his eyes, waiting for the sound of the bullet. The sound that would tell him everything was over. Any second, now. At least he hadn't told them a damn thing.

It didn't come. Instead, he caught sight of a flailing arm. The butt of the gun crashed down on the fingers of his left hand. His grunt of pain echoed around the large, empty space. When the thug repeated the action on the back of his hand, his scream of pain replaced the grunt.

It filled the air a brief second before the blackness overtook him again.

***

This was it. All the models were lined up. Ready to take their turn to strut as soon as the lights went down. The music was already blaring, a low, bassy throb. To Kelli, it was like the roar of an engine, starting up. It was mere seconds before the show commenced.

All crammed together, Kelli stood immediately behind Brooke. Her closeness to her raven-haired friend helped. Gave her some comfort. She closed her eyes, attempting to focus. Attitude, she told herself.

Her mind jumped back to the last couple of hours. Even backstage, she'd had to be alert. Apparently, the photographers were allowed to roam free, or so it'd seemed. They blended into the background unnoticed until they pounced like predators, capturing the particular shot they wanted.

It hadn't been a time for complacency. Brooke had warned her. Erin had, too. Stay on your guard. They'd print the worst of shots, as well as the best, if it would sell magazines. Stay on your toes at all times.

The whole process had been truly amazing to watch. The wide-eyed blonde had no idea the whole backstage process was such a massive undertaking. A bit like trying to herd and corral cats. The teams of models, hair stylists, makeup artists, stylists, and dressers all fought for position.

Each time a model emerged late for rehearsal, out of breath, a team descended upon her. As many as five at a time, all working on the girl to get her ready. What surprised Kelli the most was how at home she felt. She fitted into this world.

Then there was Brooke. That session had helped her enormously. Not just by taking off the edge of her burning arousal. Making the curvy model cum a second time helped her own feeling of belonging. Letting the girl eat her out was like a free pass into this world. That's what world famous models did. She was one of them now.

The music changed, pulling her back to the present. It was closing in on her cue. Brooke was approaching the far end of the catwalk, sauntering forward in her sexy, little boy-shorts and matching cami top. When the brunette turned, it would be Kelli's turn to push herself out into the flashing lights. She gave the deepest of deep breaths. The couple lines of blow Erin had given her helped. She was buzzing. She was ready. This was her future!

Attitude, she told herself as she stepped out, one long stride in front of the other. In time with the heavy beat. Attitude!

She was hot. She knew it. The cameras knew it. That confidence raced through her. The bra only just covered her full breasts, allowing them to bounce seductively as she walked. Even standing still, her cleavage bobbled over the top. Her thick, pink nipples were proudly pointing upwards through the flimsy material.

Hot, baby, hot!

Her oily smooth pussy was already aroused, protected only by the skimpiest of matching thongs. The lacy thigh highs completed the sexy picture. Blacksocomplimented her long, wavy, blonde locks.

With each long stride, her sparkling, brown eyes focused ahead. A hint of mischief was evident in her otherwise no-nonsense look. She strutted down the runway like she it was hers, one hand glued to her hip while the other danced in time with the music.

This was easier, better, more sensual, than she could ever have believed. Even the continuous flashing from the photographers failed to faze her.

From somewhere, Brooke's earlier words came back to her.When you get to the end, always remember. Hand on hip, haughty look. Something special. That's what gets you noticed.

Her mind whirled. Dare she? Even as she debated, her hands went to the back of her bra, unleashing the clasp and whipping off the garment with one hand. Instantly, her free arm teasingly covered her bouncing, naked breasts. The gasp that filled the room was electric.

At the very end of the runway, she paused.

Her bold stare into the photographer's pit allowed them complete access to her near nudity. With a sensuous nod at the flashing blackness in front of her, she draped the bra over her neck and down her back. With her arm constantly moving across her tits to offer the merest hint of nipple, she posed with one leg forward, then the other.

Without warning, she bent forward and the bra cups were covering her breasts again. Provocatively arching her back as she fastened the clasp behind her, she gave a final flick of her blonde locks.

Her sultry look was of a woman wanting to take you to bed. Executing a perfect pirouette, she swung around to begin her model's stride back down the catwalk. She felt the eyes on the firm globes of her buttocks. Felt the flash bulbs capture every shimmering curve.

Her journey back was just as scintillating as her march in.

The deafening cheers filled her ears.

Body tingling, she put an extra wiggle in her hips, taunting the cameras with her almost naked ass. She'd never been more confident in her life than she did as she confidently strutted away. One long step in front of the other. Work it, baby, her mind screamed. Work it, and then work it again!

***

Pain and the shaky desire to pass out were all that Palmer knew. They overwhelmed everything. He could smell the vomit on his clothes. He could feel the searing pain on the top of his burnt hand. He could practically feel the thumb marks on the edges of his eyes.

But all he could really focus on was the pain.

Focus on it. Focus. Palmer, focus. Use it, he told himself as he slowly began to recover. Use the pain. Clear his head. Work something out. There had to be an opportunity to get himself out of this situation. Think positive. Think Roxanne!

He eased one eye open. The right. He still had a clear vision in that one. Keeping his head still, playing unconscious, he took in as much as he could.

For the longest moment, he saw nothing. Was he alone? Where had the pitbull with the cackle gone? There was movement in the office shell maybe twenty feet away, accompanied by the sound of laughter. The brothers enjoyed their job!

Slowly he began to rotate his wrists. The rope around his right was a little looser than the left. It took a good five minutes, but centimetre-by-centimetre, he worked his hand under and free. His wrist burned with every movement.

That was good. Use it, he repeated through gritted teeth. Use the pain.

It took a few painful seconds for his free hand to unfasten the rope binding his left. The swelling and throbbing was a different sort of pain from the burn marks in his right hand. It was broken.

His eyes closed for a few seconds. It allowed the wave of nausea to pass. Focusing was so difficult. Think. What had the thug said? What could he remember? What could he use?

From nowhere, words came into his mind. Not the words he expected. Where'd they come from? Why now, in his current situation? The man Roxanne had entertained that night had spoken them.I'll remember tonight for ever, but I have to say goodbye.

Fuck! That was it! It suddenly made sense. He was saying goodbye to Roxanne.Goodbye! With his fuzzy brain, it was a surprise Palmer could think logically about anything. But the more the words reverberated around his mind, the more certain he became.

The man on the tape was behind this.Dominic!

His hands went to the ropes at his feet. Hampered by his broken bones, he'd only worked them half free when Tommy returned to the room. Damn! A few more seconds and he'd have been free.

Palmer kept his hands in position on the arms of chair, as if he was still fully bound. The thug glanced across at him.

"Awake, huh?" he sneered. Flicking a piece of gum into his mouth, he casually sauntered across the floor. "When Toby's finished his call, we'll put ya to sleep again. This time for good."

Palmer swung his head from side to side. "Help," he moaned.

The thin brother's laughed as he stepped closer. "Help?" His face was a sneer. "You thumped me in the balls, sucker. See this," he grinned, pulling out and waving his gun. "I'll blow your fucking brains out before we're finished."



"Roxanne," Palmer moaned. He kept his voice low enough to force the thug to lean closer to hear. "I'll tell."

The thug's lips curled in a mocking smile. He leaned in, cocking his head to the side to hear. Palmer could smell the stink of the man's breath, even through the mint of his gum. He summoned every last bit of strength. One chance. One. His last.

Jerking forward, he led the way with his elbow.

His aim was true. With a satisfying crack, the thug's nose broke. Instantly. Bone shattering echoed around the empty space. A brief second later, a geyser of blood gushed across Palmer's lap.

The cop grabbed the gun from the upraised hands. Even as the brother screamed in pain, he held it to the side of his head. He had no hesitation. He pulled the trigger, putting a bullet into the thug's skull.

A look of disbelief shot across Toby Parkinson's face as he hurried out of the office shell. When Palmer's unsteady hands sent a shot past his ear, he stepped back. It gave the young cop the opportunity to finish freeing his feet before the hail of bullets came his way.

They didn't. Silence filled the air.

The young detective stumbled forward, trying to regain the feeling in his legs. He wouldn't last long in this condition. His eyes and gun were trained on the door, ready to drop the pitbull as he burst through. When he didn't, Palmer had to think again.

The feeling in his legs returned with each unsteady step. He needed to hurry to the door. He was a clear target. Why was pitbull waiting?

Reaching the loosely hanging door, he paused to steady himself. He'd be no match for the thug unless he could take him by surprise. With a deep breath, the barrel of his gun pushed the flimsy covering open. His crouched angle gave him half a chance when the thug opened fire.

Palmer's gaze covered the empty room. Where the hell was he? The only way out was the half open door at the opposite end of the small space. The thug would be waiting but in his condition, the cop had no time to lose. Squeezing his eyes a couple of times didn't help. The fuzzy vision remained. He checked the gun before entering the empty space. Damn! As if his condition wasn't bad enough.

Two bullets only!

Edging his way across the open area, he forced himself to think. What would he do if he were the thug? It took seconds to find out. Parkinson threw his weight against the door just as he reached it. Perfect timing. Palmer was flung across the small space, his head crashing into the sidewall. So obvious, yet he'd fallen for it.

When the pit-bull immediately followed through, Palmer knew he was in trouble. Parkinson should have taken him out there and then. His excitement got the better of him. The first flustered shot flew just past the young cop's head. The second went through Palmer's left arm.

The thug's round face smirked as he closed in for the kill. "This is for Tommy," he gloated.

The empty click gave Palmer an unexpected reprieve.

"Stop," Palmer told him, not even having time for a sigh of relief. His unsteady hand pointed his gun at pitbull's chest even as the thug pulled another weapon from somewhere. "STOP!"

The thug took no notice. Had he expected him to?

When pitbull took aim, Palmer fired. The bullet exploded in his chest, shattering his ribs. It didn't immediately stop him. Willpower kept him moving forward, ready to lunge at Palmer one final time.

The young detective wanted him alive, but he had no choice. He held his hand as steady as possible as he aimed between the eyes. Somehow, his final bullet found its target.

***

With each of her subsequent performances along the catwalk, Kelli had enhanced her new reputation. Two hours later, not only was the talk all about the wonderful Victoria's Secret lingerie, it focused on the new phenomenon that'd stolen the show from the established supermodels.

"You were wonderful, darling," Erin purred, hugging her blonde lover for the umpteenth time since the show had ended. "Simply sensational. Everything I knew you could be, you were. Your career is guaranteed."

"I don't know about that," the new, young sensation smiled. Her sparkling brown eyes were brighter than ever. "But I do know I couldn't have survived today without you, Erin."

The Americanwoman kissed her softly on the lips. "You can show me your gratitude later tonight," she said. Her smile was one Kelli was beginning to recognise.

Roughly translated, it meant,I'm gonna fuck your lights out.

The blonde shivered at the thought. She was on a high such as she'd never experienced before. She was going to be a star.

"Come with me," the Agency Head told her, grabbing her hand as she glanced at her watch. "It's time. For now, there's one more task."

"Anything," Kelli enthused, almost running as the older woman pulled her along the narrow corridor. "But what..."

"You've heard of The Don?" Erin asked over her shoulder.

The blonde nodded. Everyone had heard of The Don. The obese man was the single most influential force in world fashion.

"He's asked to see you. Wants to give you his blessing," Erin smiled, suddenly pulling to a halt outside of a thin, brown door. "Listen, darling. Meeting The Don is like meeting the Pope. He doesn't bless many. His request to see you is the final seal of approval. You're one of the chosen few."

"Bless many...?" The confused look on Kelli's face made Erin smile. She really wassuchan innocent.

"What do you think, darling?" Her piercing, blue eyes conveyed the exact meaning of her statement. That naïve look always set off her high cheekbones and large, brown eyes. Erin purred.

"We need this, darling. Your stunt with the bra was a stroke of genius. But think how jealous that'll have made some of the girls. In this business, you have friends or enemies. You've made a few of both with tonight's performance. Jealousy, darling. Jealousy!"

"Enemies?" The thought hadn't crossed Kelli's mind.

"Absolutely. But The Don's blessing makes you an untouchable. There's only one stipulation. When he asks to see you, you perform. If there's one thing you can do to guarantee your career, this is it. Tyra, Gabrielle, Naomi, Roxanne – even me.Everyonewho's become arealsuperstar has paid homage to The Don."

She opened the door behind her before Kelli could evaluate her words. "Trust me," she whispered, pushing the blonde into the small room. It served as The Don's private office whenever he was in Milan.

The ridiculously large armchair was just big enough to contain his obscene girth. His pinprick eyes glinted as they ran across Kelli's svelte body. "I can see why you're going to be so famous," he hissed, the croakiness of his voice in true Marlon Brando 'Godfather' style.

She swallowed hard as he waved her forward with an oversized hand. "Don't be shy. Come here,bambino!"

With a radiant smile somehow forced from deep inside her, she edged forward. She'd worn a pair of low-rise skinny jeans tucked into her heeled, brown suede boots, and a loose blouse that scooped low enough to show off her voluptuus bust. At that moment, she used it all. This was just another catwalk. Another show. And yet, all she could think was: how could such an obnoxious looking creature become so powerful in the fashion world? There wasn't a single attractive feature.

She was wrong. She realised that immediately she closed the distance. He'd already unleashed himself in anticipation of her visit. If Max's cock was impressive, this was easily his equal.

"I see you like what you see," he croaked as her brown eyes widened in surprise. "Guaranteed never to disappoint. Sit here,bambino."

He pointed to the cushioned floor between his legs.

Hypnotically, Kelli did as she was bid. "Time to receive my blessing," he croaked, his chubby hand reaching her blonde tresses.

For an instant, Kelli's thoughts flickered to her husband. Then to Max. And Dominic. She'd blown them. She could blow this obese man, too. He was just the next in line.

"Well,bambino?" he asked, pulling her head close but then letting go. His body flopped back against the cushion behind him.

He was giving her a choice. To go back to where she'd come from. Or continue on to superstardom. She laughed to herself. Not only would she please this man for the sake of her career, she'd have blown that monster in just about any circumstances.

The power he exerted simply added an additional edge to her arousal. This would be the best blowjob he'd ever been given.

Even as she wrapped her full lips around his veiny tower, she began to pant. Her nipples hardened. Surely she wasn't going to cum?

She swept her tongue over his swollen cockhead and dipped forward. It tickled the back of her throat before she'd taken even half of it in.

And then she was cumming. Almost choking on The Don's manhood as her senses went into overload. Her hand dropped to her sex, rubbing herself over her jeans. It took a few seconds only. Throwing her head back, her body jerked as if she was a puppeteer's marionette.

The Don understood. It had happened before. Power was quite an aphrodisiac. It made him hornier too, watching the faces of these beautiful women crease in rapture as their wills bent to his.

He patiently waited until she came down from her climax. Then his fingers crept around her neck, pulling her head back in place.

Kelli needed no encouragement. Sinking forward, she stared up into the pinprick eyes. They were gleaming as she wrapped her lips around his impressive cock. It curved into her mouth. Perfect for sucking.

"That's it,bambino," he croaked, stroking her hair. "That's it..."

She fell into a rhythm, bobbing her head along his huge length. It took a while to grow accustomed to the size but judging from his grunts, and the way his fingers played in her hair, she was doing a good job. What worked best with Max, she kept asking herself?

Recalling the blowjob she'd performed on the black monster, she tried out the same technique. As Brooke told her, she was a fast learner, after all. It worked. With each dip of her graceful head, his manhood actually seemed to seize and swell further.

She slid it out, wanting to see if he had actually grown in size. It looked delicious. This was no longer an obligation. It was a pleasure. Maybe the obese Fashion Lord would let her fuck him later?

His fat ass was lifting slightly with each lick along his shaft. She traced it with the tip of her tongue, swirling it across the crown and down to the base before greedily sucking him inside again. She swallowed as much as she could.

"Yes... yes,bambino..."

Kelli grunted. Now she was the one with the power.

His hips were moving faster. She was bringing him closer. Her pussy began to itch again. She adjusted her position so that she could best receive his cum. Her hands went to his testicles, gently squeezing each fat ball. It was enough. He erupted in her mouth with a force she'd never experienced. Once started, he didn't stop.

Continuous blasts hit the back of her throat. It was all she could do to accept his lashings of creamy seed. Fuck! How much cum did the Fashion Lord have?
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Chapter 10: The Party

The series of elegant, ivy and bay leaf-lined black marquees had been erected on the park in Milan's Via Melegari a couple of days earlier. They created a perfect, mini Gucci world.

Erin had stressed that the Gucci event was the most sought after and prestigious party of them all. "We've got to be seen at this one, darling. Everybody who's anybody is seen at the Gucci party."

Those with passes were accommodated first. Celebrities in their own right. Or hanger's on. After that, a select group of invited guests were granted entry, dependent on the space available. It usually meant that, eventually, there were too many revellers. Then it was time to go. Find another alternative. They weren't too hard to come by.

The guests were still outside, queuing to gain entry. And were becoming increasingly agitated. It was always the same.

"Now that is trouble brewing," the Agency Head laughed as she guided Kelli and Brooke the short distance from the limousine. "But look at them. For such a party, they have no idea of clothing at all. Far too conservative, darrlings. If this is a snapshot of Milanese youth, it's no wonder there's a revolution on Milan's runways!"

Kelli smiled. She didn't care about Milanese youth. Her mind was entirely focused on the delights of the evening ahead. They went to the front of the line, ignoring the protests as they bipassed the line and entered.

Inside the partioned grounds, it was different. The lawns were already dominated by the supermodels, fashion designers and the hundreds of celebrity guests. "Anyone who's worth knowing is around here somewhere, darlings," Erin smiled over her shoulder, as she commandeered flutes of champagne for the three of them.

The three women stayed close as they circulated. Erin and Brooke made a point of introducing Kelli to one VIP after another as the evening progressed. The number who congratulated the blonde model was overwhelming. Designers, photographers, columnists all fell over one another to acknowledge her success. Kelli felt she could fly.

As Erin had warned, there were the few jealous jibes also. The Agency Head swatted them away like she would a fly. "You haven't been invited to meet The Don, darling?" she would tell the antagonist. "Really? Kelli was introduced to him today."

With a wicked laugh, she'd then move Kelli on to the next person anxious to meet her.

Brooke took advantage of a rare – and inevitably brief – lull to ask about the Fashion Lord. There was only one question on her mind. "Is he as big as everyone says he is?" she laughed, hailing them another drink from one of the tuxedoed servers.

"As big as Max," Kelli grinned. "Maybe thicker."

"Whoa… babe, that's impressive! Maybe you can get me an introduction. We could introduce him to a threesome." Her delightfully warm laugh filled the air.

"He's so fat," Kelli whispered, glancing around to ensure they weren't overheard. "Ugly, too. But Brooke, there's something about him."

"It's power," her companion grinned. This not-so-innocent would be finding that out before too soon. The Agency Head hadn't introduced her to that side of 'life' yet. "Men with power are an aphrodisiac. Don't worry. Erin will introduce you to plenty."

"Fancy wanting to meet me!"

"Of course he wanted to meet you," Brooke told her. "After that stunt with the bra, you're even bigger than me, babe."

"Yeah, right."

After another laugh, the small, curvy model's face showed its serious side. That didn't appear too often. "It's true, Kelli. I know my limitations. They don't apply to you. At least, not in the same way. You're destined for the real big time, babe. Like Roxanne. No doubt about it. The sky's the limit."

"No way!"

"Yes way!" the brunette laughed, that playfulness returning. "Trust me, I should know. She's a good friend - I'll introduce you when we return to England."

"I dunno, Brooke. She's almost as well known as Gabrielle Dubois. I love what you're saying but I'm not in their league! They're both so hot!"

"And you're not?" Brooke laughed. "Babe, just look at that dress you're wearing…"

A smile lit up Kelli's face. She just loved the red dress! After her spectacular act on the catwalk, she wanted to appear more refined tonight. The slinky and not too short Rachel Roy creation gave her the image she wanted. Thanks to Erin. The American Agency owner had bought her the dress, specifically for the party.

But it wasn't the classy look that Brooke was referring to. "Shows those tits off to perfection," she laughed, a sparkle in her eye.

Kelli's gave an embarrassed smile. She simply adored the way the clever low cut design allowed her cleavage to announce its presence without looking like they were attempting to gain attention. Not that they weren't receiving plenty of interest. The way her erect nipples pointed proudly upwards through the material made sure of that.

"Change of scenery," Erin told them, swinging around on her heels and heading towards the main marquee. With a broad smile, she added, "See what you think of this, darling."

Even as they reached the entrance of the largest of the erected tents, Kelli's mouth dropped open. Glancing into Erin's amused blue eyes and then back again, she couldn't quite believe what she was seeing.

She'd expected elegance. Instead she got decadence.

Under the central structure, a canopy of lights had been suspended over the black stage. Several girls dressed only in g-strings were dancing in oversized glasses suspended from the ceiling. Their stunning bodies gyrated sensually to the loud music.

"I've gotta try that one day," Brooke whispered, her eyes dancing with delight at the look of shock on Kelli's face.

The white male servers wore their black tuxedoes like a second skin. The black female servers looked as sexy as hell in their contrasting white tux's. All carried smiles as they attempted to filter through the crowd, but it was a thankless task as they fought against the press of the crowd.

"I have some business to attend to," Erin explained, using a hint of tongue as she kissed each woman on the lips. "Catch up later."

Brooke and the blonde exchanged glances as they watched the Agency Head return the way she'd come. "Don't ask," the sassy brunette told Kelli with a knowing smile. She took her arm. "Come on. Let's mingle. Jelly babies or marshmallows?"

Kelli frowned at the strange question, following her gaze to one of the attractive female servers. The dark haired beauty pushed towards them along the front of the marquee. "Got to be jelly babies," she laughed, picking up one of the baskets from the girl's tray.

Brooke collected two flutes of champagne from another passing waitress and they fell into a girly laugh as they clinked glasses.

"Come on, people to meet," Brooke insisted, throwing back half the glass in one go. "There are loads of creeps, but be nice to everyone, Kelli. You never know…"

It turned out to be a fruitless task. Not only was it pretty nigh impossible to catch sight of anyone other than in their immediate sight, the loud music inhibited any sort of easy conversation. Half an hour later, they gave up.

"This is hopeless," Brooke shouted in Kelli's ear. "Let's go back outside."

The blonde gave a relieved nod. The sweat was already producing a glossy sheen on her skin. Not a good image! The heat inside the tented pavilion was overbearing. "Great idea!"

Brooke grinned as her eyes flashed around the crowd. "But I need the loo." She leant conspiratorially into her friend. "Erin's outside talking business to a couple of Japanese contacts. We've used them before. Tony Mizato. He's cool, and very, very rich. Roxanne, Savannah and I entertained him and two of his people some time ago."

Kelli felt her heart stop. The emphasis Brooke put on the word made her wonder. Entertain? What exactly did that mean?

The angelic looking brunette babbled on, hardly pausing for breath. "They spend money like its going out of fashion. Could be big bucks. Go and listen in, find out what you can. I'll catch up." With that, the pocket dynamo turned on her heels.

Kelli watched her push through the guests, occasionally stopping to exchange a few words with someone before moving unhurriedly on her way. She was such a flirt!

The scandalously short black halter dress bounced and fluttered around Brooke's thighs as she shimmied this way and that. Designed in part to show her shapely tanned legs to their best advantage, it barely covered the tops of her lacy thigh-highs.

And as for that plunging neckline…

Whatever else Erin had in mind for Kelli after the party, she hoped she'd get a chance to taste Brooke's high breasts before the night was over.

Feeling her body's reaction at the thought, she swung around towards the entrance. God, she was horny! Stuffing another handful of jelly babies into her mouth, she went to find Erin. What had Brooke said? Japanese contacts? Entertain?

She had no difficultly in sneaking up on her employer. For a second, a shock ran through her. Is that what she was doing? Sneaking up? The Agency Head would be appalled at the show of disloyalty. But Kelli had to know. The word 'entertain' kept buzzing around in her mind.

Erin looked at ease standing beside the small businessman. With his wispy grey hair and strange little beard, he resembled the guy out of the teenage Kung Fu movies. Kelli couldn't remember his name. The two of them were staring across at the revellers as they sipped their champagne and talked. The image fitted the scene. Two revellers, enjoying each other's company.

By edging around to the side of the marquee, the blonde was able to creep to within a couple of feet and still remain out of view. As long as she didn't make any noise—

"The price is satisfactory," the Japanese man was confirming, the slight nod of his head typically Oriental.

The beam of satisfaction on Erin's face was hidden to the listening blonde, but Kelli could hear the purr of delight in the older woman's voice. "You won't be dissatisfied, Mr. Mizato," she told him. "A private modelling show for your best clients is a wonderful business incentive."

"And afterwards?" the small businessman asked. "Afterwards, the three women will be available to entertain?"

Kelli's heart skipped a beat. There was that word again.

"Not the same three," Erin hesitantly said. Dominic had told her to exclude Roxie from all future plans. God knows why. "But I guarantee satisfaction."

The secluded blonde saw the Japanese man jerk his head. "Not the same three? I was specific in my requirements. I thought you understood?" His voice suddenly had a hard edge to it.

Erin took his arm, her stroking fingers designed to soothe the unhappy man. "Mr. Mizato. Have I ever let you down? You remember the blonde who impressed you at the fashion show? Kelli? You asked for an introduction later. I have her earmarked for you. She, Brooke and Savannah will leave you with no room for complaint."

The hidden model's gasp almost gave away her position. Her chest heaved and her limbs began to tremble. She was being included in the deal?! A fashion show—but what came afterwards?

The businessman hesitated, as if in two minds. "Roxanne is special," he said. "She's very special. Why no Roxanne?"

"Mr. Mizato," Erin answered, her voice adopting its most persuasive tone. "Kelli is even more special. And… she's never been with a Japanese man before. She's always wanted to."

Never been with a Japanese man before? Kelli's brain was racing. Always wanted to? Was Erin serious? Could she really be hearing this? Being hired out? Like a prostitute? She must be mistaken!

"I guarantee, Mr. Mizato," Erin was almost purring. "You'll never experience a better fuck…"

***

Palmer had no idea how he had made his way back to Sandra Wilson's apartment. A taxi, probably. Although the two thugs had stripped him of all belongings, he'd found and recovered his wallet, phone and gun after shooting Toby Parkinson.

It took him a few seconds to shake off the feeling of disorientation consuming him. From the stench of vomit on his clothes, he realised he'd been violently sick again at some time.

"SHIT!" Sandra Wilson's voice was alive with shock. She swung the apartment door further open so that Palmer could drag himself inside. "What the hell happened to you?"

She took his arm to stop him from falling, helping his shaking body stumble across to the couch. "Geez, Jack, you stink."

Roxanne emerged from the bedroom at the sound of Wilson's voice. Her eyes told him she'd been crying. "Jack!" Even with her tear stained cheeks, she looked beautiful.

"What the hell happened, Jack?" Wilson repeated. Her eyes took in the combination of vomit and blood. "I've gotta call Webster. We've been looking for you ever since you failed to meet Tom Burley at Roxanne's apartment."

"No!" Even though his voice was shaky, it remained authoritative. "Don't call anyone, Sandra. Not just yet."

She nodded uncertainly. "I've just made coffee. Want some?" His parched lips attempted a smile. Wilson saw it. "Two minutes…"

"Jack! What on earth happened?" Roxanne asked as the black haired cop hurried through to the kitchen.

Even in his woozy state, the concern in her voice resonated with him. His weary eyes flicked towards her. The hand he put to his head didn't stop the haziness. "I ran into a couple of thugs at your apartment. Seems like they were waiting for me. They were going to waste me after they got the information they wanted."

"Information? What information?" It was Sandra Webster asking the question. Roxanne took the half filled mug from her, holding it to Palmer's lips. He took two small slurps.

"What information?" the cop asked again.

Roxanne's head jerked around in Wilson's direction. Her words came out in staccato fashion. "He should rest. And clean up. Look at all the blood! We need a doctor."

"They wanted you." He let his words hang. Fill the sudden silence. The two women stared at one another and then back at Palmer. "They wanted you, Roxanne," he repeated.

"The two men…" Wilson began.

"Dead," Palmer answered the unfinished question. His eyes closed as he wearily slumped back against the side of the couch.

"What are your injuries?" Webster asked.

"Broken," he said, painfully raising his swollen left hand a few inches. Bullet through my arm, too. Lost some blood."

Roxanne gasped and flopped down on the couch beside him. "Because of me?" She took his right hand but let go when he winced. "Burnt," was his simple explanation when she stared at the two scorch marks.

Wilson interrupted. "Palmer. I'm ringing Webster first. Then a doctor. I don't care what you say."

He nodded, taking a longer drink from the coffee Roxanne held to his lips. "That sounds like a good idea."

As Wilson made the call, Palmer's eyes flicked back to the redhead. She shifted beside him on the couch. "I know who it is," he whispered. The dizziness was overtaking him again.

"What?" Her mouth dropped open.

"I know who's behind this. It's the man on the recording. The man with you that night. It's him."

Her eyes widened in alarm. "No… that can't be…"

He nodded wearily. "It is. I don't know the reason. Only you know that." His voice tailed off.

The redhead's mind instantly jumped back to that evening. Goodbye, he'd said. She'd thought of that at the time. It had seemed strange, even then. He never told her goodbye. He always said Au Revoir. Could this was his way of removing her from the equation. Her heart began to race. It was unbelievable. Horrific! No, it couldn't be…

"You're protecting this bastard," Palmer blurted, making one last effort to escape the unconsciousness waiting for him. "Don't you realise that?"

"Palmer," she began, pain etched on her face.

His voice softened. "You told me he had nothing to do with this, Roxanne. You're either lying or mistaken. Badly mistaken."

His hand went to his head. The pain behind his eyes was almost too much. His vision went blurry. His hands throbbed. His arm was painfully numb. But he wouldn't let go. Couldn't. His brown eyes glared at her even as the room began to swim around him.

"I need to know, Roxanne," he snapped, using up his remaining strength. His anger at her hesitation was clear. "For God's sake, it's the only way I can protect you!"

She began to cry. Silently. The tears left her eyes and ran down her cheeks. It had to be true. And that meant Blair could be in on this, too! She needed time to think things through, but she had to be up front with the young cop who was beginning to mean so much to her.

"DeVere," she whispered. "Dominic DeVere."

***

"I need to talk to you," Kelli told Brooke. Edging her way back round to the front of the marquee, she'd bumped into the hot brunette almost immediately.

"Talk away," the pocket dynamo smiled, taking another long drink. Her eyes were glazed; she'd had one too many.

"Not here," Kelli snapped, her voice urgent. She was feeling very dreamy herself. He head was whirring. Looking around, the semi-secluded area to their left was perfect. "Follow me."

Flopping down on the bench, the wave of dizziness she'd just felt threatened to engulf her.

"You okay?" Brooke asked, leaning forward.

The blonde's eyes stole a glance down Brooke's dress at those perfectly formed tits. Her head shook. Focus, she told herself. Focus! "I feel a little strange. Too much champagne."

"Champagne?" Brooke laughed, leaning further forward. Kelli could almost see a nipple. "Champagne my ass! How many jelly babies have you had?"

Kelli's dull eyes flicked to the few that remained. "My candy? Why?"

Brooke's brow furrowed for a moment. Her teasing eyes stared into the blonde's. Was she joking? No, she wasn't! Her hair bounced on her shoulders as she threw back her head in amusement. "You don't know, do you?" Brooke asked. "Seriously! You don't?"

"Don't know?" Kelli asked, beginning to feel irritated.

The sassy brunette's laugh was louder. "Kelli, those things are laced with acid!"

The young model stared at her. Acid? No wonder she was feeling so horny! So strange…

But Erin's conversation with the Japanese businessman had turned her on, too. Horrified her, yes. But aroused her, as well. She had to admit it. Her wet thong was perfect evidence for the prosecution.

"Brooke—" she hesitantly began, trying to escape the confused feeling of fuzziness. "Erin. And that man. You've—you've entertained him before?"

Brooke nodded, as if it was the most natural thing in the world. "Sure! I told you. Me, Roxie and Savannah."

"What do you mean, entertain?"

The penny began to drop with the brunette. A giant smile hit the corners of her mouth. "What do you think, Miss Innocence? We fucked them. Tony and his two contacts."

Even though Kelli knew the answer, she couldn't stifle her gasp. "You fucked them? Erin asked you to?"

Brooke shook her head in despair. "Haven't you worked it out yet, honey? That goes with the territory! Erin's made us supermodels. Gave us a wonderful lifestyle. We all live our own lives, but when Erin calls, we answer."

Kelli's mouth dropped further with each piece of the explanation. Was she really hearing this? God, her body was so wet! If she touched herself, she'd explode! "Brooke," she began, the tone of her voice rising. "Erin's made a business deal with him. I'm included this time!"



Brooke burst into laughter again. "Well let me tell you, you're in for a treat, honey."

Kelli's dreamy brown eyes widened further. She looked like a little girl lost. "Treat?"

"Sure," the angelic looking brunette added, her eyes conveying her own arousal. "Fucking for money, Kelli. Fucking some of the most powerful people in the world, knowing that they're paying. For you! It's the ultimate aphrodisiac. You'll love it, believe me."

The warm feeling in Kelli's sex expanded to the rest of her body. "Really?" she asked, like someone casually being told the time was later than they thought.

"Really!" Brooke emphasised, deciding to take advantage of the situation. From their secluded bench in the shadows, she could hear people, see people. But despite their close proximity to the revellers, they were sufficiently far away from people's sight to be inconspicuous. Unless anyone made the unlikely decision to head in their direction, they'd be safe for some time.

"And Japanese men—they fuck like there's no tomorrow—"

Kelli let out a soft moan. Brooke knew only too well the feelings cascading through her friend's body and mind. The blonde's parted lips were perfect for kissing.

"And you so need to be fucked, honey, don't you?" she growled, jamming her tongue into that waiting mouth.

Her hand slid in through the side of Kelli's silky, red dress, cupping an unrestricted breast. "This is just an aperitif," she moaned into her mouth. "It's about time we shared a bed."

Her tongue circled inside Kelli's mouth, then flicked along the outside of her lips. Her teeth bit into the lower lip, pulling it down as her fingers found and twisted a thick nipple. "Want to cum?"

The blonde's hiss answered for her. Those long legs slid apart even before Brooke's hand slithered between them.

"Look at me," the curvy model ordered.

Kelli pulled back so that her lust-filled gaze could stare at the raven-haired model. For someone so sexy, Brooke's face was almost angelic. It was her large eyes and long, dark lashes that constantly hinted at an allure of sexual promise.

Her cupid bow lips may have seemed out of place on others. On her, they were perfect and the deep, pink lipstick she wore only complimented. Suckable, one boyfriend had christened them, in both a giving and receiving sense. He'd been right.

Holding Kelli's aroused stare, Brooke slid her fingers inside Kelli's lacy thong. "Open wide," her melodic voice sexily purred.

The blonde desperately flung her legs open, lewdly pleading for the touch she was coming to know so well.

Brooke watched every expression on the blonde's face as she stiffened two fingers and slid them home.

"Ngh…" Kelli's orgasm was instantaneous.

It didn't satisfy Brooke. Slipping her tongue out and flicking it across the blonde's contorted face, she allowed just enough time for the peak to ease before curling her fingers again. When she found the sweet spot, Kelli's body jerked like a firecracker. A jumping jack was set loose inside her body as the second orgasm exploded in torturous bursts.

Brooke covered Kelli's soft lips with her mouth, stifling the cries that would otherwise have seen them discovered. There'd be hell to pay if they were photographed, but she needed her own pleasure.

She held Kelli's trembling body close until the blonde calmed, stroking her hair like a comforting mother. "My turn, babe," she eventually whispered as the woman's orgasmic pants began to ease.

Kelli smiled. It was a lustful smile. But when her hand slithered under the black dress, the curvy model stopped her.

"No, babe," Brooke smiled into her eyes. "I want that mouth." She spread her body down onto the backless wooden bench, stretching a leg either side. "Come on, babe," she provocatively spat out. "Do me."

Her hands went to the hem of her dress, pulling it up to her thighs. Kelli gasped. No panties, only the seductive sight of brunette's cleanly shaven pussy, framed by her lacy thigh-highs.

Brooke eased her legs apart, as if balancing them in the thin air either side of the bench. "Go ahead, babe. It's all yours—"

The fire in Kelli's body roared higher. Flames of lust shot through her. For a few seconds, her eyes savoured the buttery-soft texture of Brooke's labia, broken only by the tasteful little scorpion piercing through her hood. So different to Erin's, but just as intoxicating. Then she closed in on the sweet smelling sex.

The Playboy-esque model shuddered with the first lap of the sweet tongue. "Oh, yessssss…."

Her hands reached forward to the golden locks. Kelli had worn her hair up for the evening, preferring a different appearance. Classy, Brooke had told her. But the purring model destroyed the effect in a single second, ripping out the pins so she could dig her fingers into the silken tresses.

Her body jerked again as Kelli's tongue drew figure eight circles over her clit. Her juices began to flow with each pass. Her legs bent as she wrapped them around the blonde's back. Erin was right. The girl might be inexperienced but she was a natural.

"Oh, God, that's good, babe," she gasped, tightening her fingers into tight fists. She pulled the head harder against her undulating sex. This woman was remarkable, even better than Savannah. No matter how rough Brooke was, she didn't flinch.

She responded to each push and pull by licking faster, increasing her pace. They'd have some real fun in bed later.

The diminutive model unlocked her feet and pushed her legs wide again as Kelli slipped a finger inside. She growled, abandoning herself to the waves of pleasure flowing through her. She felt the other woman's teeth pull at her piercing. Innocent her ass! She was being worked by an expert!

Her grip left the blonde tresses. Her hips pressed upwards. The blonde's tongue resumed its sensational figure eight pattern, first along her lips and then across her clit. A second finger slid inside.

"Yes, yes…"

The tongue slowed, then hurried. Softened, then hardened. "Yes, oh yes…"

When Kelli crossed the two fingers inside her sex and nibbled on her clit, she couldn't hold back. "Now, babeeeee! NOW…"

***

Palmer awoke to a face he didn't recognise. His body reacted, jerking upwards and grabbing the hand with the needle.

It was Roxanne who restrained him. "It's the doctor," she whispered.

Sandra Wilson's voice came from the other side of the bed. It held a hint of amusement. "Steady, tiger. He's one of us. No need to take him out."

"Dennison," the weary looking doctor introduced himself. "I fixed your hands as best I could. Your arm, too. Fortunately the bullet went straight through. It's a clean wound. You'll be fine once the fever eases. But you'll be off duty for a good few days."

Palmer's efforts to focus his eyes increased his headache. It was better when he squinted. "How long've I been asleep?" he mumbled.

"A couple of hours," Roxanne told him, wiping his brow with the wet towel in her hand. "You've been flat out."

"Not surprising," Dennison broke in. "Rest is what you need, young man. I suggest these two guardian angels make sure you get plenty."

"I'm okay," Palmer slurred, shifting on the bed. He would be if only the fuzz in front of his eyes would clear.

Dennison held up the needle he'd just used. "You will be shortly. I've filled you full of antibiotics." Closing his small bag, he turned to the two women. "Just keep him warm, so he doesn't go into shock. That's important. After a few days rest, he'll be fine."

***

The party had been beyond Kelli's wildest dreams. The atmosphere, the beautiful people, the drink, the acid, the continuous flow of congratulations! They all blew her mind away. She was floating in an alcohol and drug fuelled haze and adored every second.

"What time does this thing go on until?" she asked Brooke, unsteadily leaning against the grinning model. They'd both had a continuous grin for several hours.

The raven-haired young woman glanced at her watch. "It's only four in the morning, babe. Maybe we should look for another party?"

As the thought circled, a voice from their left interrupted. "Brooke, Kelleee…"

The beautiful woman worked her way across towards them, her expression right out of a fashion tear sheet. One meticulously plucked eyebrow was raised, the corners of her full lips turned up in mischief.

Kelli's heart jumped. This was Gabrielle Dubois. The Gabrielle Dubois.

The supermodel's short, light blue dress was spectacular. Whether it was the way the silky material swept low and backless, moulding itself to her backside, or the absurdly scandalous low cut at the front, she oozed sex. Yet she was so classy, too.

With her sassy, dark hair woven up in a complicated twist and those pale blue eyes sparkling with mystery, she reminded Kelli of Audrey Hepburn.

"Allô," her sonorous voice almost purred. The thick French accent sent a thrill through the captivated blonde. "I didn't have thee chance to catch you at the show and just had to congratulate you on your performance," the supermodel said. "Truly magnifique! "

"Thank… thank you," Kelli mumbled, suddenly tongue-tied. This was the Gabrielle Dubois – the model who'd obtained superstar status four years ago and was now arguably recognised as one of the most famous of them all.

"You are so welcome, cherie," the beautiful brunette smiled. "I predict great things for you. Per'aps we can work together very soon?"

Kelli beamed at her, captivated by the way the supermodel's French accent pronounced her name.

"I 'eard about you before the show," she continued, taking a feminine drag of her cigarette through the long, black filter. Based on the sweet fumes it was producing, Kelli was pretty sure it wasn't just tobacco she was smoking. "But you're even more beautiful than I 'eard. And, cherie, you have that certain je ne sais quoi that can take you to the top. The very top."

Kelli was taken aback. The compliments she'd received tonight faded into nothingness compared to the praise from this beautiful, vibrant goddess.

"Gabrielle, I don't know what to say," she eventually blurted. "I've followed your career for so long. You've given hope to hundreds of women like me."

The words were true. Gabrielle's astonishing success was a beacon of light for aspiring models. There were no shortcuts to her success either, no spreads in Maxim or Playboy. This woman was a classic star, the likes of which the fashion world hadn't seen for a long time.

"You may well do the same in time, cherie." The supermodel's sultry laugh was delicious. "And sooner rather than later, if today's show ees anything to go by."

She held up her glass, clinking it against Kelli's. "Au success!"

Turning to Brooke with an apologetic smile, the French model kissed her on both cheeks. "I'm sorry, cherie. I didn't mean to ignore you. Let's drink to three of the most beautiful women in the world."

Brooke laughed, sensuously running a hand along the supermodel's tanned arm. "That's okay, Gabrielle. I'm very happy in my own skin, but I know I'll never reach your level. Kelli may, though."

"Mais oui! With the right handling," the French star confirmed. "And Erin DeVere ees one of the best in the business."

"I know," Kelli agreed, her brown eyes wondering what those full, pouting lips would be like to kiss. "I owe her everything."

"Tell me, cherie," Gabrielle smiled, leaning closer. "Is that perfume what I think it ees?"

Kelli laughed, sniffing the tanned neck in front of her. "Yes, I see you're wearing it, too. When I saw you had your own perfume on the market, I just had to have it."

The French supermodel leant even closer, her pretence at smelling the perfume being betrayed by the soft lips on Kelli's shoulder. The hint of tongue that danced along her flesh sent a shudder through her.

"Nudity!" They said the perfume's name together and shared a laugh.

"Eets a perfect name, vous ne pensez pas? You and I are going to be great friends, Kelleee. I can tell."

Her head went back, as if she was thinking. Then she linked both women. "This party 'as been wonderful, but enough is enough. Otherwise it becomes… how you say… ennuyeux. Let's collect Erin and we can 'ave drinks at mine."

***

Palmer moaned. His body was on fire, and then it was dipped in ice.

"Ssssh." The voice came from his left. A soft hand was stroking his brow. Forcing his eyes open, he squinted through the pale, pink light of the bedside lamp. Roxanne sat on the edge of the bed beside him.

He tried to speak but another chill passed through him. His teeth began to chatter. "Dry," he eventually gasped, forcing the words out. His lips felt scorched, his throat like dust.

The redhead eased a hand under his head, gingerly helping him accept a drink from the glass of cold water. Some ran down his chin. It was difficult to swallow.

Fishing an ice cube from the jug of water on the white bedside cabinet, she dropped it into a handkerchief. "Just suck on it," she breathed into his ear, holding it against his lips.

"How long have you been here?" he managed to gasp.

She smiled as she touched his forehead. "Since we put you to bed."

"What… time… is it?"

Her eyes flicked to the luminous bedside clock. "Four in the morning."

For a good half a minute he lay there, thinking. The feel of her fingers running down to trace the small scar on his neck brought his gaze back to hers. When she eased her hand away, he took it between his bandaged fingers. It looked as if he wanted to speak, but the words wouldn't find their way out.

"Don't worry, you can tell me later," she smiled. She dropped the wet handkerchief onto the bowl on the bedside table. Her caring hands tucked in the blankets around him. "It's important for you to keep warm, Jack. You've got to outrun that fever."

Palmer nodded. His heavy eyes closed as he drifted off to sleep again.

***

Gabrielle's house was overwhelmingly spacious. Large enough to accommodate much more than the group of 'beautiful people' invited, together with the people already there. Goodness knows what time the party had started, but it was clear it was already in full swing.

Kelli swooned at the sound from the state-of-the-art stereo system. "I love Sinatra," she smiled at her host.

"Doesn't everyone?" the French supermodel grinned. "Looks like we've arrived just as the fun is starting. By the way, there's only one rule, cherie—what 'appens here, stays here."

The blonde model nodded dreamily. Glancing around, she could understand the requirement for such a rule. To her right, three models were taking turns doing lines of cocaine off the coffee table. With each sniff, one pair of hands wrapped themselves around another's neck, drawing them into a long, passionate kiss.

A gorgeous black girl joined them and took her turn with the coke. She grabbed a Latin photographer as he passed and pulled him down beside her. Kelli recognised him from earlier. His hands went to her tits at the same time as hers searched for his cock.

To the right, in the large open living area, different couples had paired off on the make-do dance floor. One girl had her legs wrapped around a tall, thin hunk's waist as they danced and kissed. Kelli thought she was Chinese but it was difficult to be sure through their snogging.

Beside them, three hot models were gyrating against one another to some imaginary beat. Their movements certainly didn't correspond to Sinatra's dulcet tones.

"Sexy, yes?" Gabrielle smiled, delighting in the naïve, shocked look that ran across the blonde's features. "This is just part of your new lifestyle, cherie. This is how supermodels party!"

Her host's pale blue eyes sparkled with mischievousness. The innocence in Kelli's sparkling brown eyes was definitely a turn on! Stopping one of the scantily clad waitresses with an outstretched hand, she purloined cocktails for the three women.

But her smiled wandered back to Kelli. Everything Erin had told her was true. "Want me to show you around?" she asked, her eyes hinting at a deeper meaning.

Kelli picked it up immediately. "That would be great," she enthused. If the French supermodel wanted some action, so did she. After her earlier session with Brooke, she was only just warming up.

"You go, darling," Erin drawled. "Brooke and I have already seen around Gabrielle's mansion. It's bigger than Buckingham Palace!"

The three experienced women laughed, clinking glasses with one another as if sharing a private joke.

"Yes," Brooke purred, already a little unsteady on her feet. "And there's Max over there. Haven't seen him all evening. I'm horny again. Need some cock."

Kelli felt the shiver hit her body. Erin had told her Max would be in Milan. A chance to feel that big, black cock inside you, darling, she'd continually pressed home. Maybe tonight, in their hotel suite?

"Other than The Don, he has the biggest and best around here, darling," Erin murmured, her eyes smiling in Kelli's direction.

"And The Don is by invitation only," the French supermodel laughed.

"Whereas Max is more liberal with his favours," Erin grinned. "I've a feeling he'll be a busy boy, tonight. Don't you?"

With a laugh at the lustful grimace crossing Kelli's features, the Agency Head turned away and began to steer Brooke in the general direction of the black model.

"See you later, darling," she called over her shoulder to Kelli. "Be good!"

As she turned to follow Gabrielle, Kelly bumped into the black female model who'd commandeered the Latin photographer. The twosome were holding hands and looked like they were heading upstairs.

"Hello, baby," the dark beauty mumbled. She sexily pulled Kelli in for a long kiss. For a moment, the blonde found herself sandwiched between the beauty and the photographer's hot, toned body. She made no objection when her beautiful assailant's tongue found hers and the man's hands cupped her tits from behind.

"You were wonderful on the catwalk," the dark model growled. "Come and join Armando and me later."

The photographer winked at her as he pulled his soon-to-be lover away. This was all simply surreal!

Gabrielle tugged her arm. "It gets better," she smiled, waving across at a young man staring in their direction. He gave a huge grin as he pushed himself off the bar, running a hand through his long, wavy, blonde hair.

"Recognise 'im?" the French model asked, taking a smooth draw from the drug-laced cigarette.

"No," Kelli admitted, her eyes taking in the confident stride as the young, blonde hunk headed towards them.

"You're not into racing driving, cherie?"

"Well, no…"

The French supermodel gave one of her sultry laughs. "Only twenty but already a star. Max may have a cock like a donkey, but this one fucks like a superstar. And he 'as such a perfect speciality—"

Kelli glanced at her. "Speciality?"

Gabrielle shone that sexy smile. "Mais oui," she said, stroking a single fingernail across Kelli's bare forearm. "I don't mind admitting I'm talking from personal experience."

"Howdy ma'am," the young driver said, cutting across their conversation. He spoke to the Frenchwoman but was staring at Kelli. Her tits, to be precise. "Good to see you again, Gabrielle, and thanks for the invitation."

The French beauty nodded, her beautifully manicured hand pushing back a strand of dark hair. "C'est mon plaisir, Brad," she growled in that throaty French accent. "It wouldn't be a proper party without the fastest man around. 'Ave you met Kelli yet?"

"No ma'am," he confessed, reaching out to actually shake Kelli's hand.



"Such manners," Gabrielle husked, nudging the blonde with her elbow.

"I've been hoping to meet you Miss Kelli," the blonde haired youth smiled. "I was at the fashion show. You certainly made everyone stand up and take notice."

"Really?" Gabrielle teased, her pale blue eyes alive. Her hand slipped to the front of his trousers. "Did Kelli make you stand up, too, Brad?"

Kelli gasped at Gabrielle's brazenness, but the youngster seemed unperturbed. If anything, a dreamy expression of approval covered his face.

"Than… thanks, Brad," she shyly responded, unable to resist a glance at the growing bulge between his legs as the Frenchwoman reluctantly pulled her hand away.

"Check eet out," the supermodel nudged Kelli. When the blonde's eyes widened in shock, she pulled her hand to Brad's cloth covered cock.

Kelli felt herself blushing. But she couldn't prevent herself from squeezing him through the black trousers. His eyes momentarily narrowed and she glanced at Gabrielle. The Frenchwoman smiled back at her. This was what supermodels did, after all.

***

Palmer lay awake for a short while, allowing his head to clear. The deep sleep had helped, though he had no idea how long he'd slumbered. He was warmer now. His head was beginning to clear. His brain was working again. But he felt weak. Dreadfully weak.

As his eyes began to focus, he turned to the side. His body jerked as he bumped into a body next to his. Reaching out, his hand found a naked breast.

"Hello," he heard Roxanne's voice. It was close to his ear. "You've recovered quickly. I take it you're feeling frisky?"

He jerked his hand away, embarrassed. "Sorry," he whispered, his voice croaky.

It was a teasing laugh she hit him with. "That's a shame! Your touch felt nice, Jack Palmer. How're you feeling?"

"Thirsty," he answered, feeling his body warm against the body beside him. It wasn't the fever returning. She was so close…

Roxanne reached for the glass of water on the bedside table and helped him drink. He swallowed half the contents.

"Thank you," he mumbled, taking a deep breath as he licked his dry lips. "That feels better. Thanks for taking care of me."

"You're welcome," she sighed. "It took some time but we managed to break your fever. A little more rest will have you up and about again in the next couple of days."

"What time is it?" he asked, taking the glass from her and draining the rest of the water.

"It's six in the morning," she answered, sliding the glass back onto the bedside table.

As she turned back, her upper body was briefly silhouetted in the pale, pink glow of the bedside light. His eyes drank in her nakedness.

"You were cold," she explained, her green eyes smiling at the look of arousal on his face. "You needed my body heat."

He swallowed deeply. Her breasts were everything he'd imagined. More. His eyes raised to meet hers and found she'd been watching him.

"Why, Jack Palmer!" she exclaimed. "I do believe you're blushing! Don't say you haven't imagined us naked together?"

His lips opened to confess, but he struggled to find the words. His mind jumped to Kelli. To his fuck with Sandra Wilson. But the women lying next to him was more exciting than anyone he'd ever met.

When she arched her upper body, he realised she was deliberately allowing his hungry eyes to gorge on her breasts. Crowned with the high, chocolate nipples, they were perfection.

"Touch me, Jack," she told him.

It took a few moments before he reacted. Slowly, his bandaged hand reached across, his fingertips brushing her erect nipples.

"Poor baby," she breathed. "Can't feel too much through a bandage. How about this?"

Leaning across him, she brought her left breast to his mouth. He sucked in the nipple, feeling the inevitable reaction between his thighs. Then she was moving again and his lips closed on her right nipple.

"That's so nice, Jack," she murmured. One hand stroked his hair. The other snaked down his erect cock. "The only problem is this thing. It's been digging into me for the last hour or so. Want me to take care of it?"

***

Each of the downstairs' rooms had seemed bigger than the previous. It took a good half an hour for Gabrielle to show Kelli around. That surprised the blonde. She'd thought the French supermodel would show her the bedrooms. Wanted her to. But it seemed she wanted to explain the rationale for each piece of decoration as they went along.

She had no idea it was a delaying tactic. They'd be reaching the bedrooms when Gabrielle was certain they'd be occupied.

"We'll need to be quiet," the beautiful brunette murmured into Kelli's ear as they reached the top of the stairs. "At this time of the morning, it ees the busiest area of the house."

"Busiest…?"

Gabrielle allowed herself a smug laugh. Was this young woman for real? "Come now, cherie. You can't be that naïve, surely?"

The blonde blushed again, feeling that familiar tingling burst between her thighs. It had an almost constant presence. Only the intensity changed. A moan ripped down the hallway. A woman's moan. "Oh. Yes. I see."

Gabrielle simply smiled as they passed the closed door where the sounds were coming from, leading her to the end of the hallway.

"This is my bedroom," the French star explained, opening a door to a huge living area. The Renoir marble floor was heated and the heavy looking marble furnishings looked like they'd come straight from some glossy magazine.

"Bedroom?" Kelli gasped.

Gabrielle laughed. "Mais oui, cherie. One has to live a luxurious life. Being a supermodel is not easy."

The young blonde sighed. Was this what she could expect the future to hold? "Everything's so big, so beautiful. You must love living here."

The supermodel gave a long laugh, throwing her head back. "I don't live here, cherie. I use it when I'm in Milan. I have five… no, six houses now."

Kelli's mouth dropped. Did she say six?

The supermodel answered the unspoken question. "Mais oui. And you will too, Kelli, if you're as successful as I think. The trappings of fame. Work 'ard. Live 'ard."

Gabrielle smiled at the young woman's naivety. Erin had promised to let her 'borrow' the blonde for the night. Part of her continuing education. That body was as perfect as anything she'd seen since Alicia Kennedy. "Mais oui, cherie. Aim big and good things will 'appen."

She wandered across to the large table, picking up the expensive silver container and spilling some coke onto the surface. Separating the powder into two lines on the tabletop, she brushed a loose strand of hair away from her eyes before snorting the happy dust. She loved that moment when the snow lights descended.

When she offered Kelli the straw, the blonde didn't hesitate. All it took was the thought of the beautiful Frenchwoman waiting to fuck her and she eagerly snorted the line. She tossed her wavy, blonde hair back and pinched her nose as the powerful narcotic washed through her.

Her brown eyes sparkled with excitement. When she felt Gabrielle's hand turning her head, she knew the moment was approaching. She gladly met the supermodel's pouting lips in a casual, over-the-shoulder kiss. Then the Frenchwoman was turning her so that their breasts crushed as their tongues swarmed and devoured one another.

Gabrielle's fingertips teased the blonde's nipples through the red dress, but as the young model groaned, she floated away. There'd be plenty of time later. That was just a taster. First, the aperitif.

Where was Brad, she wondered?

"What's that?" Kelli asked, her head jerking as a sound echoed around the room. An unmistakeable moan, followed by another.

"I switched the loudspeaker on," the French star smiled. "Sounds like my chambre à coucher is in use."

Kelli looked at her blankly.

The brunette raised a finger to her full, pouting lips. Swaying sexily across the short distance to a large door, she gently eased it open. The moans of pleasure changed to stereo. Kelli's face was a picture. A mixture of delicious eagerness and unbelievable innocence.

"It's okay, cherie," the older model whispered, pulling the blonde into the bedroom. "Brooke and Erin have permission to use my boudoir any time."

"Brooke and Erin…" the blonde began.

The brunette nodded. "Mais oui. From the look on their faces when we arrived, I think Max is een for a busy night."

***

"It's really about time we got it on, Jack Palmer. Don't you think?" It was a rhetorical question. The redhead was already sliding a leg across his hip. "You're still weak," Roxanne told her soon-to-be lover. "So… just relax and enjoy."

His thoughts weren't on his condition. They were focused on possible discovery. "What if Sandra looks in?" he gasped, his eyes flicking across to the door even as Roxanne's lips brushed his neck.

"So what if she does, honey?" she whispered, stroking her nipples across his tender chest.

Palmer felt a sudden surge of arousal at the thought of Sandra Wilson waking to their sounds of lovemaking. Of watching from the door. She was some woman. But then, so was the redhead who had him in her hand.

With practiced ease, Roxanne introduced his cock to her pussy. She wiggled her ass as she sank down on him, leaning forward as he gave a long gasp of arousal. When he was ball deep in her, she slithered her mouth across his, the kiss both tender and passionate.

When she eased up onto her haunches, his aroused eyes stared up into hers. The dreamy look that comes with initial entry was etched across his tight face. His long groan turned into a throaty growl as she began to move.

"That hurt?" she asked, watching his face wince with each movement of her hips.

He grimaced, clenching his teeth as a bolt of pain shot through him. The rib was either broken or bruised.

"Want me to stop?" Her soft voice was full of concern.

"Don't fucking dare," he gasped, his bandaged hands moving to grip her hips.

Her lips descended on his again. "That's a good cop," she teased. "Ready to suffer in the line of duty." She moved as if in slow motion, careful to ensure her undulations brought more pleasure than pain. "Let me do the work," she whispered, tracing her hard nipples across his chest again.

Her loving movements were for his gratification, not hers. This was her gift to him. The pain receded. Pleasure took over. She was incredible. The walls of this sexual goddess's sex were creating sensations he hadn't previously experienced.

"Good, Jack?" her soft voice murmured, instinctively knowing the effect of her loving. She'd pleasured men before, but never with as much tenderness as she'd felt for this man. "Let me take care of you, Jack…"

He growled. Soon, it became a continuous noise. She was taking care of him. Looking up, her half closed eyes smiled at him. The way her head tilted to one side brought an extra surge in his cock.

"That good, Jack?" she whispered, her muscles contracting to bring another gasp from his lips.

"What about this?" she teased, easing her hips upwards until just his crown was inside her. Only when he raised his buttocks in search of her clutching sex did she smoothly slid back down. He was sheathed in that wonderful wetness again.

With a soft laugh, she leant forward and licked along the top of his shoulder. "Just think, Jack," her sultry voice whispered, her mouth reaching his ear. "We'll be doing this regularly from now on. And when you feel better… just imagine how much better it will be…"

With a giggle, she sat back up. Picking up her speed, her breasts danced deliciously to the pace of her thrusts. "Still hurts?" she asked.

"Feels… pretty… good… right… now…" he gasped, struggling with each word. He was fully lost, his aching body captured in her sexual spell.

When he began to boil, she slowed her pace, allowing him to gain a second wind. How the hell did she know he was that close?

Bending forward, she fed him a chocolate nipple. Then the other. "That's good, Jack," she groaned as his mouth went to work.

He thrust upwards, searching for an end to his exquisite torture. "Take it easy, baby," she told him, reluctantly raising her tits from his pleasuring lips. "I know you need it, Jack. Let me take you there…"

Pulling a pillow from behind him, she propped it behind his head. "Want to watch, baby?" Raising herself up on her knees, so that there was no pressure on his body, only his cock in her sex joined them.

He looked down at their union, where the dark curls of his pubic hair brushed along her oily smooth pussy. Once she had his gaze centred where she wanted, she returned to her slow, rhythmic gyrations, only the clutching walls of her pussy making contact with him.

Maintaining the position, she began to plunge a little faster, her hips pistoning up and down like a well-oiled engine. "Cum for Roxanne," she whispered, as if giving permission.

Her internal muscles clenched on his hardness one final time, coaxing his cum from his balls. He could almost feel his sperm surging through his body, into his cock. His mouth opened as he erupted, but no sound came out.

***

Kelli's heart almost stopped. Max's nakedness shone in the subdued light as he stroked himself on one of the two king-sized beds resting close to one another. His gaze was on the other bed and it was the action there that made Kelli gasp.

Erin's arms were spread above her head, gripping the iron rungs of the bed frame behind her. Brooke's head gently undulated between her thighs, her hands holding the shapely legs apart as she slowly licked the Agency Head. The petite model's movements were sensuous. Her tongue continually ran the whole length of Erin's glistening pussy.

Gabrielle pulled Kelli further into the room, across to a green, leather chair, not more than six feet away. Max's cocky smile beamed at them. His nod at the bed suggested they might like to join the two women.

Kelli bent forward against the back of the chair, pressing herself against it. She needed to steady her shaking body.

"Sexy, mais oui?" the French supermodel breathed, lifting the back of the blonde's long hair to lightly run her tongue along her neck.

Kelli gave a sensuous shiver from the sumptuous touch. Her arousal threatened to burst out of her body.

Erin's hips involuntarily lifted from the silk sheets with each long lap of Brooke's tongue. Her growls increased each time it thrust inside, and then flicked against her clit.

Gabrielle smiled at Kelli as she made her way to the bed. Continuing to hold Kelli's eyes, she flopped onto the edge and bent forward to suck on one of the moaning woman's apple sized breasts.

Her gaze remained on Kelli as she gently bit one nipple, then the other. Sucking hard onto the delicious breasts, she dragged as much of the delicious swell as she could into her mouth. The flashing eyes were full of promise for later.

Running a gentle hand through Brooke's raven tresses, Gabrielle stood up and reached behind her. Her light blue dress floated down to pool at her feet. She was naked except for the lacy little thong that perfectly matched the colour of her dress.

Walking across to Max, she slid her hands over her high breasts, a lingering smile on her pouting lips. Turning to face Kelli, she slid the thong from her body. She was even more perfect naked than she was clothed.

Everything was tight and feminine, from her perky breasts to her flat, toned stomach, to the gentle curves of her hips. She was shaved bare but for a little tab of black curls, erotically sitting at the top of her slit.

It was as if she was putting on a show for the young blonde.

She held Kelli's gaze as she crawled onto the bed, then swung around to reverse back onto Max. Reaching underneath her, her eager hand grasped his monster. Setting it against her opening, the supermodel's eyes fluttered shut as she leant forward and edged the crown inside.

One of Kelli's hands reached for her breast and the other dropped between her legs. The sight of the black cock disappearing inch by inch into the white flesh was the most arousing she'd ever seen.

For a few seconds, she debated which bed to join. The hand on her shoulder brought her out of her hypnotic spell. Turning her head, she found herself staring into Brad's green eyes.

***

"Thank you." It was a simple word, but it meant so much. Palmer pulled Roxanne's body closer to his as he spoke.

"My pleasure, Jack Palmer," she smiled, running her soft fingers across his smooth chest. She enjoyed his soft growl. "Mmm, someone has sensitive nipples. I'll pay attention to those later."

"Why later?" he joked, feeling his cock begin to unfurl at her touch.

"Like your enthusiasm, Jack." Even in the dark, the tenderness in her voice came through. Such empathy. "But you need to recover before you over exert yourself. And believe me, I have a lot of over exertion in mind for us."

When he turned into her, his hardening manhood led the way.

"Hey, down boy," her voice laughed. "You've had your fun for tonight. Besides, your wife might object…"

His body tensed. "My wife…"

She quickly intervened, shivers running through her body at his reaction. Was he still in love with her? "Hey, seems like I hit a nerve."

"No…" He wasn't sure Kelli was the same woman he'd married. Or perhaps he wasn't the same man?

"Sure," she said, unconvinced. She gave a sympathetic grimace, her hand drawing little circles across his stomach. "Want to know what I'm thinking."

"Not sure," he laughed, a little uneasily.

"Sure you do," she told him, running her hand down to his cock. "Just put sparky here away for a second." She turned onto her back, resting her head in the crook of his arm. "I think… your wife's a silly woman for leaving you. But I'm here now. And as long as you want to, Jack, I'd like to see where this goes."

His long sigh reverberated around the dark room.

"I'm no cop, Jack," she joked. "But that sounded like a sigh of relief."

He leant down to kiss the top of her head. "Miss Perceptive…"

"You have no idea, Jack Palmer," she teased, giving a hearty laugh. "I have intuition coming out of my ears. And I'm just dying to hear your response."

"You are?" he responded, shifting uncomfortably, unclear whether his discomfort was physical or mental. She wasn't saying anything he hadn't been thinking since they'd met.

"Mmmm…" Her hand slid to his half erect cock again. "And I have an incentive for you," she said, running her thumb across the head.

Palmer's eyes grew wide. There was no escaping. But did he really want to escape? "With or without Kelli, you and I have a connection," he carefully said, thinking through his words. "You said that yourself, Roxanne. You affected me that first time we met. I can't explain why."

"Yes," she interrupted, her hand gently stroking the soft skin across his hardness. "I've been thinking about that, Jack. You were on a stake out and yet you accepted my dinner invitation. Against all the rules, I think?"

"And then some…"

"Would you have come?"

He didn't hesitate. "I couldn't have resisted, Roxanne. The first time I saw you, you grabbed me by the balls. Got straight into my heart."

"I'm not sure your testicles and heart are connected," she smiled, her fingers tightening on his cock. "But I get the picture."

"Geez, Roxanne." He couldn't quite believe the resurgence of his cock.

"I like the reaction, Jack. But finish your answer first."

"First?"

"Don't get cocky," she responded, and then gave a deep laugh. "Mmmm, forget that. Too late."

Palmer smiled. This woman regularly made him smile. "Roxanne, I thought I'd lost you once. I don't want to lose you again. I'm like you. One hundred percent. I want – need - to work out whether the connection we both feel is simply chemistry. Or something deeper."



There! He'd told her! It felt like a great weight had been plucked from his shoulders.

Her full lips on his were like a seal of approval. "Good answer, Jack." Her mouth was now sliding down his stomach. "So what do you say we get this case closed and see where we go?"

"Ugh…"

Roxanne wasn't sure whether the grunted response was as a result of her words, or the lips she had wrapped around his cock. Whichever, when her hand dropped to cup and manipulate his balls, she felt his scrotum tighten and his cock begin to pump.

Her mouth slurped in everything he had to offer.

***

"Keep watching, pretty lady," Brad murmured, his hands sliding along Kelli's sides. They were heading in one direction only. "Don't you just wish you were over there with them?"

He cupped her breasts through the thin, red material, pushing his groin into her ass. He was already hard. Her nipples reacted to his kneading hands. Her buttocks pressed back into his groin.

His moving hands slid to the top of the dress, pushing the spaghetti straps from her shoulders. As it dropped to her hips, his hands returned to her pendulous swells. The deliciously cool fingers mashed them together before going for her nipples.

"I've been wanting these beauties ever since you took off your bra on the catwalk," he murmured.

When he bent to trail kisses along her naked shoulders, she slid a hand behind her, grasping his cloth-covered erection. He gasped and pulled her around to face him, his sucking mouth attacking hers.

A shimmy saw her dress hit the floor. Only the skimpy thong covered her nakedness.

"Undress me," he told her. His meaning was clear when he pushed her to her knees. His hands worked on his shirt as hers worked on his trousers. He slid one off and kicked the other away.

Kelli loved a man taking control. The fact that he was a virtual stranger only added to her arousal. Grasping the waistband of his boxers, she yanked them down. His cock was thinner than she expected, but longer than she dared to hope. Her mouth moulded around it perfectly.

His fingers dug into her hair, keeping her on track. "You sure know how to use those lips, ma'am," he groaned, polite even in this most intimate of moments.

Suddenly, his hands were helping her to her feet. He twisted her body back to face the beds; his hand found the back of her neck and forced her over the low arm of the green, leather chair. Brooke and Erin's moans dragged her attention to them.

The two panting women were tribbing, their contorted faces in perfect sync with their flailing hips. One arm on the bed held them up, the free hand pulling on the other's undulating ass, jamming their pussies tighter against one another. Kelli was mesmerized by the way Brooke's scorpion piercing diddled along Erin's sex; God that must feel good…

Gabrielle was lying back on her shoulders, her long legs wrapped around Max. The black model was sitting up on his knees facing Kelli, his grunting face fixed on the blonde as he drilled down into the near perfect body underneath him. The French woman was talking to him in her native language, urging him on as her hands squeezed her tits.

Kelli's eyes bounced between beds. Then Brad was pushing her head lower so that she could see nothing other than the seat cushion beneath her. He kicked at her high-heeled feet, pushing them further apart. She was going to be fucked by the young hunk.

She grunted like the sex-charged bombsell she was. He was in control. Well, that's what he thought. He wasn't. She was. Despite her subservient position, he was servicing her. She could have any man she wanted. She was a supermodel. This is what supermodel's did!

The thought sent another tremble of arousal through her body.

His fingers violently ripped the thong from her. His other hand gripped her hair. All of a sudden, the polite demeanour disappeared. Lost in the moment, she pushed her ass backwards, seeking out his cock.

His knees eased between her legs, spreading her even wider. Without warning, his thin manhood pushed into her wet opening. A long, slim, knife sliding into her buttery interior. Her tits defied gravity as they jutted erotically in front of her. In two passes, she felt his ball caress her engorged mound.

Kelli could hear the sounds from the two beds, but couldn't see a thing. In an eerie way, it enhanced her arousal. Then Brad began to move.

Slowly at first, considerate and deliberate, allowing her body to get used to the length of his cock. Like the formula one star he was, he quickly accelerated, racing up through the gears.

Kelli began to gasp. Helpless and used, that submissiveness was the biggest turn on of her tender years. Life couldn't get better. She was giving nothing, receiving everything.

When he bent his knees, the blonde hunk pushed a finger into her ass. Oh, my, God! He slid it long and deep, working it in slow circles inside her ass. Was it good… painful… arousing? She didn't know. But when he thrust a second finger to join the first, she detonated.

Her orgasm made no difference to the young American. The hand on her neck forced her body even further forward, the fingers in her ass probed further, his pencil slim cock continued to pound her. She was cumming again. A gasping cry caught in her panting throat. But when he took her to a third climax, her scream was like a coyote in the wild.

He withdrew without reaching his own release and Kelli began to turn, eager to give him satisfaction. The hand on her neck was firm – rough – holding her in place. When his cock rubbed against her asshole, she knew immediately what he had in mind. His fingers had added to her pleasure, but he'd just been preparing her.

So this was the 'speciality' Gabrielle had referred to earlier!

Her body bucked, trying to escape. She'd never been fucked in the ass and didn't intend to start now. Her panting voice was a pleading whine. "No! No! Brad! No, please."

His long, thin penis was the perfect shape for his intention. Ignoring the protest, he slid inside much more easily than she anticipated. Suddenly, it didn't feel so bad. It felt different. Tighter. It actually felt good.

He adjusted both their positions to gain the purchase he wanted and when his hand left her neck to grip her hip, she turned her head to stare back at him. Suddenly, she badly needed to be taken like this.

"Yes," she hissed, her face contorting, her eyes half closing with each thrust. "Yesssss."

Brad growled. It came from the back of his throat. Staring back at him, she looked so willing, so wanton, yet so pure. He couldn't hold back. With one final pump of his slim rod in her sweet ass, one final smack of his swollen balls on her greasy vulva, he roared out his climax.

As he dumped his formula one juice inside her, she found herself wondering what it would feel like with Max's thick cock in her ass.
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Chapter 11: New beginnings

It was mid morning when Palmer emerged. The additional four hours deep sleep, followed by a cool shower, had left him more refreshed than he thought possible. He felt, he smelled better, and he was done with that bed. Yes, he was still weak, but he'd never been one for lying in bed when he could stand on his feet.

The sling around his left arm was a pain. The doc had said it needed support, but it had taken some persuading for him to let Roxanne fix it. It restricted his freedom and Palmer hated that.

But the redhead had a way of convincing him what was best for him. He listened to her, she was the biggest factor in re-energising his mind. He glanced across at her when he entered the small living room. If anything, she grew more beautiful each time he saw her.

As Roxanne watched him emerge, it didn't need words to tell her their lovemaking had left him invigorated, not tired. His smile was enough.

"Well," Donny Webster grinned, as the young cop surveyed the busy room. "Look what we have here. The walking wounded. Ain't you supposed to be in bed for the next couple of days?"

Palmer smiled. A grin from Webster was worth its weight in gold. He appreciated the way Goodwin stood up and allowed him to take his seat. He ambled over to the patterned chair beside the window, beads of sunlight dappling the fabric.

"I'm feeling stronger," he simply said, as if that explained everything. "Besides, we have a case to crack."

Webster nodded, rubbing a hand across his five o'clock shadow. "We do. That's been the focus of our conversation for the last hour. But you won't be part of it, Palmer. You're staying out of action for a couple of days."

The young cop was about to argue, but held his peace. There was more than one way to skin a cat. "What's the plan?" he asked instead.

"We've retrieved the two bodies and are running scans on them. Going to have to call you Wyatt Earp if you continue like this," Goodwin joked.

Palmer's face remained impassive, refusing the barrel-chested cop the encouragement of even a grin at the lame joke. He wanted an update. To understand what was happening. "Fill me in," he said.

The Vice Chief nodded. "If you're right about DeVere," he drolled, "this is big time. And I mean big time. He's a powerful man. Rich, too. Has a lot of contacts. We're putting our heads on the blocks if we go after him, particularly with Homicide still out of the picture."

"If we go after him?" Palmer repeated.

"We're going after him," Wilson chimed in, her eyes sparkling at the thought. "We've done quite a bit of research over the last twenty-four hours, Jack. We're pretty sure we can nail Giovanni to the Savannah shooting when we catch him."

"Unless Wyatt Earp gets to him first," Goodwin drooled in a good-natured way, smiling across from his position against the door.

Palmer ignored him. "Have we got a lead on his whereabouts?"

There was a moment's brief, uneasy silence at Palmer's question. The weary look on the faces that suddenly refused to look at him gave him his answer. It wasn't good.

"I checked out the bookie," Goodwin cut in. "I'm pretty sure it was the Italian who was betting. Couldn't get any further than that, though. Giovanni calls him randomly. The bookie says he's never seen him, nor has any idea where he's located."

"Same with 'Elvis'," added Sandra Wilson, returning to the room from the kitchen with a tray full of fresh coffee. "Sounds like it's Giovanni he's sold the pills to, but his modus operandi is that he never personally meets his punters."

Palmer pulled a face, accepting the steaming mug. He'd need to find something to eat, too, before too soon. "Sounds like a lot of work," he sighed. "But it seems we're no closer to finding him."

"Regrettably, that's about it," Webster conceded.

"So…"

"So…" Webster responded, his gravely voice regaining some energy. "We keep looking for him. But he's not our only focus."

Palmer's raised eyebrow encouraged him to continue.

"We've also got a lead on a Harry Bannerman," the Vice Chief said. "He works for DeVere. It looks like he may be the arranger when there's any dirty work to be done. DeVere is clever enough to remain one step removed from everything. I reckon that if we can get to Bannerman, we'll force the link to DeVere."

"You got a description?" Palmer asked, easing his aching body back in the uncomfortable seat. "What does he look like?"

Wilson flicked open her notebook. "Middle aged, slightly balding, fat. Average height."

"That narrows it down," Palmer responded, his tone more sarcastic than he intended. He was becoming more depressed by the second.

"And there's George Blair."

The four cops all turned to their left. The voice was Roxanne's.

"What?" the Vice boss snapped, pausing mid air after taking a drink from his mug.

"He's in bed with George Blair, too," she repeated. "DeVere. That may be what's behind this."

Palmer's eyes widened. "The next Prime Minister?"

Roxanne nodded.

"Spit it out," Webster responded. This woman knew more than she was letting on.

"I've been with Blair," the redhead said, making sure her gaze stayed away from Palmer. "I think they saw that as a threat to his ambition to be Prime Minister. George told me it was over between us, but I think DeVere wanted to make the ending permanent."

The three cops sat quietly for a moment. Palmer stared across at Roxanne, willing her to meet his eyes. When she did, the worried look on her face tore at his heartstrings. The last thing he intended to do was to cast judgement and he hoped his expression conveyed that.

"A bit late to be telling us," Webster snapped, turning his attention back to the others. "More difficult, but we can add Blair's name to Bannerman's. They're both avenues to DeVere. And guess what—"

"What?" Palmer unnecessarily asked, his head still struggling to take everything on board.

"This afternoon, would you believe, DeVere and Blair are holding a joint press conference."

"What?"

"That's right," Sandra Wilson confirmed. "The benefit of a few hours research on the computer. DeVere's about to unveil a new theme park of Walt Disney proportions. It's near Trump's development in Aberdeenshire. He's tying Blair into it. Kind of neat, isn't it, with the Prime Ministerial vote just around the corner?"

"I have an idea." It was Roxanne's voice again.

"Which is?" Webster's voice sounded exasperated.

"We go to the press conference. Me, too. If they're looking for me, that's the last thing they'd expect."

"Could smoke 'em out," Goodwin said thoughtfully.

"No way," Palmer blurted before he could stop the words. Webster's eyes narrowed. "I'm sorry, Chief, but it's too dangerous…" He held up the arm in the sling, wincing as he did. "Look at me. This is what the bastards are capable of. It's far too dangerous."

Webster's thoughtful eyes swivelled around the room.

Roxanne interrupted again before he could make a decision. "Jack, remember what we said last night? Get this case closed and see where we go?"

"See where who goes?" Goodwin asked, staring at one then the other.

The redhead ignored him. "This is a chance, Jack. Maybe the best chance we have. Sounds like you guys are treading water. This could be a chance to make something happen."

"You're willing to try?" Webster asked, turning his thoughtful look away from Palmer and back to the redhead.

She nodded. "Absolutely."

"That's good enough for me," the Vice Chief barked. "Wilson, find out the time of flights. We don't have much time. And get Taffy Boyd to meet us on route to the airport. Tell him we need to be wired."

Wilson nodded, jumping up from her seat and heading over to the phone. "Four tickets, boss?"

"Five," interrupted Palmer. "I'm coming, too."

***

The sun was streaming into the high ceilinged bedroom, despite the closed curtains. What time was it? Kelli had no idea. All she knew was that she was closing in on another orgasm. It took her a few seconds to focus, and then a little longer to take in what was happening.

She edged up on her elbows, staring down to the sight of the head between her legs. Gabrielle's black hair had shaken free of its ponytail, bouncing in time with the tongue that was doing delicious things to her body. When her left hand found the brunette's head, Gabrielle paused to grin up at the blonde.

"Don't stop," Kelli murmured. "Please don't stop."

She chewed on her lower lip as the Frenchwoman slid her tongue back to her sensitive clitoris. Her hips raised a little in reaction to the long, circular, licking motions. With a deep sigh of gratification, her head flopped back on the soft, white pillow.

Images of Erin floated behind her closed eyes. Then Brooke. Rosalina and Adrianna, too. Life was simply perfect.

The blonde arched her back and lifted her hips against Gabrielle's face. Kelli was reaching her nirvana and it thrilled the French model to be the one delivering her. She rotated her face across the wet, swollen lips. A hand lifted the blonde's right leg over her shoulder and she dove deeper. Slithering her tongue over the moaning girl's dewy folds, she increased the pace of her tongue-fucking.

Kelli's back arched higher. Little, animalistic yelps escaped her parted lips as the first spasms of her orgasm overcame her. Her sex ground into Gabrielle's covergirl face, her trembling buttocks held by the hands that slid under her ass to support her.

The French star lapped at her juices throughout the stinging climax. Eventually, she slithered up the still shuddering, perfect body. The still moaning blonde eagerly accepted her cum-soaked kiss.

"You like that, mon cherie?" the Frenchwoman asked. "Time for you to pleasure Gabrielle," she smiled upwards into Kelli's delicious brown eyes.

Switching position, Gabrielle pushed her ass back against the headboard, gripping the blonde's silken hair and pulling her head to her for another kiss.

Even as their lips met, Kelli's hands were dancing across Gabrielle's perky tits, teasing her nipples from side to side. When the French supermodel let out a throaty growl against her mouth, Kelli dropped her head and swirled her tongue across each hard bud.

The whimpering brunette allowed Kelli to suckle on her nipples, letting the pressure build between her legs before applying downward pressure on the blonde tresses. Her clit was already standing up and begging for attention.

The young model didn't need asking twice. She whirled down between the shapely legs, dipping to softly kiss along the Frenchwoman's thighs towards the treasure awaiting her. Her first laps along the sensitive, wet lips rewarded her with a burst of wonderfully tangy juices.

With exaggerated slowness, her tongue licked around and across the waiting clit, waiting for sweet sounds of surrender before burying itself inside the breathtakingly tasty body.

Reaching down, Gabrielle held the blonde's bobbing head, pushing her hips upwards to grind her pussy against the hot and willing mouth. When she pulled her legs upwards and back, Kelli took the hint, licking the brunette from her clit to her ass, then back again.

"Oui, cherie! Qui a été incroyable!"

As she instantly came, the French supermodel poured her juices into the lapping, licking, and sucking mouth. Her ass thrust upwards from the bed. Her fingers pulled on her breasts. Her language changed from French to English and back again. The words meant the same.

Kelli fingered herself through Gabrielle's orgasm, and was close to reaching another of her own when the Frenchwoman's hand covered hers. "Wait, mon cherie. I 'ave something for us "

Her hand pulled out her prize from under the pillow. Kelli gasped, recalling the way Erin had used her similar double-ended dildo on her.

***

Harry Bannerman was breathing heavily. The killing of Parkinson and his brother had spooked him. If DeVere knew they were dead, and that Palmer had escaped, God alone knew what he'd do!

Harry wasn't a man who panicked easily. This morning he was panicking.

Making a telephone call to the cop had been unusual. He never phoned Willie Dixon. Unable to get any answer from Toby Parkinson's cell phone, he had no alternative. The small time killer had missed his deadlines for checking in with Bannerman. That meant trouble.

To add insult to injury, someone had called him from Parkinson's phone. It was so obvious it was pathetic. A cop was going through all numbers on the cell phone in the laborious process of attempting to identify all contacts.

Bannerman was too smart for the phone he used to be traceable. That wasn't an issue. He'd listened to the heavy breathing on the other end of the line and then cut off the call. The number was now obsolete.

What had worried him more was what had happened to the thug and his brother. His telephone call to the reluctant Dixon had given him the information he'd needed. Yes, the Sergeant had been pissed off at Harry calling him at his desk, but he'd flown to Aberdeen that evening and there was no other way of obtaining the information.

It turned out that Parkinson was dead. So was his brother. A third body hadn't been found. Not according to Dixon. That suggested that Palmer had somehow escaped.

He'd find out more when he met with the edgy Sergeant on his return. It had taken all of his persuasive efforts during the phone call just to weed out the little bits of information he had. Dixon was a naturally cautious man.

He'd find out more when he met with the edgy Sergeant on his return. It had taken all of his persuasive efforts during the phone call, just to weed out the little bits of information he had. Dixon was a naturally cautious man.

That was fine. So was he.

He'd yet to share this information with DeVere. His employer would instantly go into a rage. He knew those tempers well. They didn't happen too often. And he'd never been on the wrong end of one.

It was much better to keep the events to himself. For the moment, at least. DeVere had brought Giovanni to Aberdeen to talk to him about killing the wrong woman. To point the finger. That was just part of it. He'd lured him there with the intention, and expectation, that Bannerman would arrange for his demise.

Now that the Parkinson brothers had made such a mess of things, he'd take their place. He had no other option. He would – he had to – kill Giovanni. That way, DeVere would be none the wiser. He'd see that Bannerman was fully capable of taking care of problems when they came along.

Harry knew the Italian was fast and deadly. Like a snake. He was fully aware he'd have to do it quickly. There'd be no second chances. But he had the advantage. He knew where Giovanni would be. It would be unexpected. The Italian hit man didn't know him from Adam.

The automatic in his pocket would do the rest.

***

"You like, cherie?" Gabrielle asked, grinning at the lascivious look on the young model's face.

Twisting around, she slipped her long and shapely legs through the blonde's. Her sparkling eyes trained on the young beauty's as she slowly eased the thick plastic cock into her own wetness.

Kelli watched spellbound as the Frenchwoman's labial lips erotically wrapped themselves around the thick shaft, until almost half the hard length of the phallus disappeared inside her body. Then she couldn't resist. The blonde reached out and took the surprisingly warm cock in her hand, slowly beginning to fuck the supermodel.

"Tres bien, cherie," the brunette purred, thrusting back for a few moments. "You learn quickly. But this is even better…"

She wriggled forward, closing the distance between them, the pink, rubber cock obscenely sticking out of her body. Scissoring their legs together, she slid closer to the blonde. Holding her gaze, she fed the phallus into Kelli's wickedly smooth sex. The blonde's lustful moans reverberated in her heart and across her pussy.

"Tres bien, Kelleee," the Frenchwoman purred as she pulled the blonde even closer. The dildo disappeared completely as their hot pussies pressed hard against one other.

She moved gently at first, allowing the blonde to get used to the new sensations. Her wild eyes never left the young woman's. Her own arousal increased with each shift of Kelli's expression.

At first, the young blonde was happy to let Gabrielle do the work. But soon, it became too much. Her head went back. Her blonde tresses bounced on her shoulders. Her shuddering body responded.

She mirrored the more experienced woman's moves, even dropping her hand to stroke her clit when she saw the supermodel do the same. Both women began to moan softly, the sounds mingling with the sensual slurping of the pleasuring dildo.

Their undulations increased as they gave in to the oncoming orgasms. Hands gripped each other's ass more tightly. Hips raised further from the virginal white sheets. Feet dug into the mattress as they desperately sought out even more of the delicious friction.

"Cum for me, Kelleee," Gabrielle gasped as she saw the blonde's eyes disappearing upwards into the back of her head. Her own climax was only moments away, too.

The blonde did. Seconds ahead of the brunette.

Her head jerked back. Her eyes closed. A heavy flush ran up her heaving breasts. With her fingers working frantically on her clit, the low hum changed into a long scream.

In the back of her mind, she heard her wails joined by the brunette's orgasmic cries. It was all too much and a second, mini orgasm flowed through her spasming sex. She simply couldn't stop cumming.

The sound of applause that ran around the room shocked the recovering blonde. Her weary head jerked around. A naked Max lay on the other bed, stroking his monster. Oh, God! How could she have failed to notice him? He'd been watching since the beginning!

***

DeVere was a happy man. For a formal press conference, the atmosphere had been amazing. He'd choreographed it perfectly - full of interest and anticipation to begin with, then a carefully executed ramping up of the excitement.

The press briefing had begun with the use of computer-generated images. Enough to excite, but not inflame. Slowly does it. Take them there gradually. Much more impact that way.

Press and celebrities alike had been invited to the cocktail party being held in the control room. The mood had begun to build at that point, but was nothing compared to the subsequent atmosphere. Once Amélie's skills at the control panel brought the robot dinosaurs into action, the entire demonstration had simply blown everyone away.

Dominic had known it would.

The bubble of excitement had pervaded the entire room as the invited ensemble watched from the viewing window. Then came the clamour to be let loose in the grounds, to actually experience those dinosaurs.

"You're sure they're not real?" was a question repeated time and time again by a wondrous inquisitor.

DeVere's reply was simple. "Go down and find out for yourself."

His satisfaction was enhanced by the smooth way he'd linked the project into George Blair. The forthcoming vote by MP's was a formality. Dennis Price had done his job well and in return, Dominic had made sure that his sexual needs were well catered for. He'd do the same for his political aspirations.

Dinosaur World would simply reinforce Blair's growing reputation. Today was only the start to the long task of increasing his personal popularity among the populous. That would help to bring Labour back into contention for the next election.



He wanted Blair in power for two terms, not one.

Giving the tall, brown haired man the opportunity to address the media was a masterstroke. He'd been well briefed and had allowed him to put his own stamp on the project.

He'd taken it perfectly, too. But then, playing to the media was one of Blair's specialities. Amid the flashing cameras and microphones thrust into his face, the smooth politician had given his Oscar-worthy soliloquy like Sir Anthony Hopkins in Hamlet.

"Yes, I'm aware of, and have been supportive of, the project since its inception."

"Yes, Dominic and I see eye to eye on this and many other things."

"We believe this will revolutionise the entertainment industry."

"Britain will be the place for millions of visitors."

"Scotland will become a major tourist attraction."

"The impact on the economy will be momentous."

All the while, Blair's wife stood in the background, watching, taking everything in. The smartly dressed woman was no one's fool, but had learnt to allow her husband free reign. Things would change once he was Prime Minister. She had a number of pet projects that would be given the attention they deserved. The aged beauty hadn't put up with his philandering over the years for nothing!

Eventually, the formalities were over. The gates to Dinosaur World were now open. The grounds were available to every eager guest, celebrity and media alike. So was the adjacent, newly built hotel, whose opening for business would coincide with that of the major tourist attraction.

DeVere's sigh of satisfaction was a clear indication that the press conference had proven to be everything he'd required and anticipated. A wonderful success.

***

"So they're the odd couple?" Palmer spat under his breath, having watched DeVere and Blair perform to perfection in front of the excited gathering.

The lunchtime flights had resulted in their arrival just too late for the start of the press conference, but they'd caught most of the second half.

"They're part of my past," Roxanne murmured, taking hold of his hand. She recognised the jealousy in his tone. "You're part of my future."

The young detective nodded. "I know. But there won't be a future if we don't nail DeVere. You're sure you want to go through with this?"

Roxanne looked into his eyes, her reply direct. "Of course. If I can help flush them out, I want to do that. Besides, you're here to take care of me. I feel safe with you."

He squeezed the hand holding his, and then let it go. They were two reporters, after all, here for a story. That was their cover and reporters didn't hold hands.

For a second, he thought about discarding the sling. It made him stand out too much. But he realised his left arm was still weak. Common sense won out in his internal argument. If only just.

Then, DeVere and Blair had concluded their session. They were leading the way towards one of the bullet shaped elevators that would take the animated guests to the ground. It seemed everyone was talking at once.

"We'll stay close to them," Palmer told her. "We can look for the best opportunity to let them to see you." He glanced around at the hordes heading towards the elevators. "Let's take the stairs. It'll be impossible to lose them. All we have to do is follow the media circus. Where there's a camera, we'll find those two."

It took no time to reach the ground floor, though Palmer found the four flights took more out of him than he'd anticipated. Sure enough, DeVere and Blair were both outside the building, giving separate TV and press interviews.

Jugglers, fire-eaters, and people in dinosaur costumes were all roving around the nearby area. Various sounds of the jungle combined with the dinosaur roars filling the air from the myriad of cleverly placed tannoys.

No expense had been spared. It was the perfect atmosphere.

Palmer glanced around. He was concerned. The place was almost too big. Too vast. Difficult to control. The nearby trees led to the forest of acres that made up the site. It was dangerous. He'd need to remain constantly close to Roxanne. The young cop wasn't in any mood to take chances.

He glanced at his watch. It was time to check in with the others. Webster's decision to get Taffy to fix them with hand mikes was inspirational, though they'd almost missed their flight as a result. Palmer spoke into his hand. "Where are you?"

It was Goodwin who answered first. "To your left. Got you both in my eyesight."

"The place is too big," Palmer sighed, swinging around to meet Goodwin's eyes through the crowds between them. "I didn't expect this."

"Naw, me neither. Impressive, isn't it. When I get married, I might bring the kids here."

"Married? Didn't you try that already, Alex?" It was Wilson's voice, tinged with sarcasm. She really did have to get her head together about that man.

"Never mind the shit," Palmer snapped, instantly realising his nerves were on end. His voice softened. "It's too big to stay in control out here."

"Maybe. But it also makes it harder for them to spot us," Goodwin suggested. "Whereas we can't miss them."

"Take it easy, Jack." It was Webster's monotonous voice. "You sound uptight. How're you holding up?"

"I'm fine." Palmer resented being asked. He could take care of himself. But was he okay?

The fever had returned. His legs were shaking. The stairs. The crowd. Not having anything to eat since the flight. None of it helped. Still, there was too much going on to worry about any of that. This was the most important mission of his life.

"Where are you, Palmer?" Webster's voice crackled in the sweating cop's ear.

"Near the entrance. Beside an oak tree with a tannoy half way up it. I have sight of Goodwin."

"Okay, Wilson and I are the opposite side of the entrance. Wait a minute… okay… I can see you and the woman. I've also got a good view of the targets. Let's stay close, children."

***

Marco Giovanni paced across the room. How many times had he done that since his lunchtime arrival? He looked down at the carpet. Surely it was worn from his footmarks?

The DeVere Towers hotel wasn't officially open yet. But today, the entrepreneur had opened several suites to the gaze of the world. It went hand in hand with his entertainment complex. Maximum publicity. That was what the event was all about.

Today, Giovanni had been given the use of one of those suites until DeVere left the conference to meet with him. He had no way of knowing that this was a set-up. Except instinct. Right then, that intuition was working overtime. Something smelled rotten.

DeVere's message had said there was a problem. A big problem. To do with the woman he'd wasted. It didn't say what. What concerned Giovanni was the request to meet in Aberdeen. Even if he'd known where the fuck Aberdeen was, why would he want to go there?

The only reason he'd complied with the request was his knowledge of the press conference. He knew what was going on. It was his business to know. One of the reasons he stayed one step ahead. In his business, that's how you stayed alive.

What concerned him was the location. If it were that important, DeVere would have found the time to meet him in London. Or talk to him over the phone. Aberdeen smelt. And Giovanni had a good nose.

The knock on the door interrupted his thoughts. "Room service." The spyhole displayed a waiter in a white jacket.

Giovanni's instincts came into play again. "I didn't order room service."

"I know, sir. Compliments of Mr. DeVere. He'll join you shortly."

The Italian assassin's hand covered the Makarov inside his jacket as he edged the door open. Well, well, well. So that was the game.

He opened it wider. "Come in." His hand stayed in position. Nothing too overt, but he'd be ready when the man made his move. His knowledge of DeVere's closest aides had paid off. He knew everything there was to know about his employer's activities.

And here, pushing the silver tray into the centre of the room, was DeVere's stooge, dressed as a waiter. Did Bannerman think he was a fucking amateur?

"Should I serve the food here, sir," the fat man asked, stopping beside the small, ornate table.

"Yeah," Giovanni agreed, feigning disinterest as he walked across to the window.

He'd checked out every scenario while he'd been waiting. By standing at this angle, he could pretend to look down on the scene below, yet see the centre of the room's reflection in the small mirror to the side. He had as good a view of Bannerman as if he'd turned round and stared at the man.

There could only be one reason why DeVere's right hand man was dressed as a waiter. The bastard!

Every few seconds, he glanced across at Giovanni, as if looking for his opportunity. He was sweating, his hands unsteady. He was nervous. Giovanni grinned to himself. The overweight man had every reason to be nervous. He was no match for the Italian.

"Should I open the wine, sir?" Even Bannerman's voice was nervous. It trembled as he spoke. Gave the game away.

"Yeah," Giovanni answered in that monosyllabic way he had when confronting a threat.

He stayed facing the window, but the corner of his eye was on the trembling man. Bannerman picked up the Cartouche antique corkscrew from the silver tray and twisted it into the bottle of red. He could hardly open it, his hands were shaking so hard.

Giovanni knew why. The bogus waiter was plucking up the courage to act.

With a pop, the cork came free and Bannerman removed it from the corkscrew. He dropped it onto the tray. Even as one hand unsteadily poured the wine into the glass, the other slipped to the outside of his jacket pocket. It felt along the outline. He had a gun.

Giovanni swung around and covered the distance between them. Time to take care of his problem, like he would swat a fly from his window. Even as his smiling face accepted the glass of wine from the shaking hand, he was pulling out his Makarov.

Bannerman let out a loud whimper as he felt the cold barrel of the silencer jam into the front of his neck.

The Italian's hand dropped into the pocket of the bogus waiter's jacket. With a single wrench, he removed Bannerman's gun. "In five seconds, you'll be dead," the assassin whispered, his voice as cold as stone. "One question. Why?"

A drop of sweat fell from Bannerman's forehead onto the tray of food.

"Four… three… Why?"

"The woman," Bannerman blurted, looking for a way out.

"What about the woman?"

Bannerman's voice trembled. "You… you shot the wrong woman…"

For a couple of seconds, Giovanni froze. The wrong woman? He'd shot the wrong woman? No! It couldn't be.

Bannerman took advantage of the assassin's confusion. He found the silver corkscrew in the corner of his searching eye; the heavy-set man's hand moved quickly. With all his strength, he plunged the coiled end into his assailant's side.

The Italian screamed in pain, squeezing the trigger of his Markov instinctively. The bullet ripped through Bannerman's jugular vein and came out the back of his neck. A geyser of blood burst from the wound.

Pulling the gun away, he fired again. The second bullet shattered the fat man's brain.

The Italian held onto the table, ignoring the tumbling body as it thumped onto the floor. The corkscrew felt like a hot needle running from his side to his chest. He gasped for breath.

When he yanked it out, the searing sensation almost made him pass out.

Several deep breaths steadied him. He threw the wine into the back of his throat, as if alcohol would somehow relieve the burning feeling. Fighting back the shock, he headed for the on suite bathroom. Tearing off his jacket and shirt, the jagged hole was beginning to swell at the sides.

Pain came at him in waves. He picked up a washcloth and held it against the wound. His dimming eyes vainly looked around for something to use. Something to keep it in place.

Pulling his belt through the hoops in his trousers, he placed two hand towels over the reddening washcloth and tied the belt over them. That would have to do.

The water he ran into the small plastic cup was for one purpose. Slipping his hand into his right jacket pocket, he pulled out a small, transparent, plastic bag. There were six red devils. A swallow of water later, there were only four.

His body fell forward, slumping down against the side of the white bath as the pain in his chest shuddered through him. It intensified to the edge of reason. His body jerked violently. His face crunched up into a cry. He jammed his hand into his mouth, cutting off the scream.

For a few seconds, he struggled to contain the noise attempting to burst from his mouth. Then, the throbbing diminished. It was replaced by the roaring rush of speed. His vision cleared. The pain left him. All that remained was hate.

Three options bounced around his brain. Get out of there and back to London. Find DeVere and talk to him about what had happened. Or blow the bastard's brains out. He chose the third.

***

Kelli had never felt so filled. Max's black cock consumed every inch of her clutching sex. Owned it. She'd waited so long for this. Thought about it for so long. Now it was happening. Sitting over the prone black man, she was able to take her time. Control the pace of their fucking.

Exact maximum pleasure from the thick monster inside her.

Her eyes closed. Her head tilted to one side. For some time, she concentrated only on her own pleasure. She undulated slowly, allowing the feeling of fullness to flow through her body, her fingers digging down into his chest. Gradually, she became more confident.

She undulated back and forward. Then in circles. With each change, a different sensation overwhelmed her. She'd already cum twice on his cock. It was nothing. There was much more pleasure awaiting.

She eased her hips upwards until just his crown was inside her. When the black model raised his ass in search of her teasing sex, she smoothly slid back down to take the whole of his hardness once more. Her hands raised and ran through her blonde hair. Her back arched. He was hers to do with what she wanted.

Gabrielle slid behind her, the older woman's pointed nipples digging into her back. "You like Max's cock?" she sultrily breathed, her hands sliding across the blonde's thrusting tits. "Soooo beeg…"

The Frenchwoman licked around her soft ear, whispering something in French she did not understand, but loved. Little grenades exploded inside her. As the brunette's teeth pulled down on her wet lobe, she gasped. Gabrielle's hands kneaded her sensitive swells, pulling on her hard nipples. She could hold back no longer.

Her third orgasm was even stronger than the previous two. She loved this. Losing herself in a sexual haze that was never ending…

Then Max was moving. He effortlessly pulled himself up into a sitting position. If anything, the change of position ensured his cock filled her more completely than she thought possible.

Her hands gripped one another around his broad shoulders. She held on, waiting for him to do whatever it was on his mind. Surely he couldn't split her in two?

The black man's muscular hands cupped under her ass and gently raised and lowered her. Even at her highest point, half of his monster remained embedded. Then he wasn't quite so gentle. When he began to talk to her, she felt that familiar shuddering inside her body again.

"Do y'know how long I've wanted to fuck that pretty ass of yours?"

Her answer was a whimper.

"Ever since I saw you," he continued. "You've wanted Max's black cock that long, too?"

Her whimper turned into a moan as he bounced her faster on his lap.

"Tell me, honey. You like Max's cock?"

"Ye… yes…"

"Louder, honey. You like black cock?"

Her teeth gritted and the words came out in a low hiss. "Yessss." For a second, she heard the word reverberate around her body. He was fucking her even faster now, bouncing her on his lap like a rag doll.

She was his completely. To do with what he wanted. His cum machine. "Say it," he ordered again. "I want to hear you say it, slut! Do you like black cock?"

"YES! I LIKE BLACK COCK!" she cried out, thrusting her chest against his toned, oily body.

"Look," she heard him say. "Look at Gabrielle."

Her head turned to the side, a low growl coming from the back of her throat. Not even a growl. It was an unidentifiable animalistic sound – a cross between a wail, howl and rumble. Her vision was blurred. Not enough to stop her seeing that the Frenchwoman was leaning back on the other bed, her hand feverishly working between her thighs.

"She likes black cock, too. You can watch me fuck her later. Would you like that, honey?"

He didn't wait for a response. His hands began to pile drive her down on his cock. It hit parts of her that had never been pleasured before. She came yet again. Came as that animalistic wail hit new highs.

The black model didn't stop. He didn't cum either. He fell backwards so that he was flat on the bed again. This time he pulled her with him, her tits pressing down into his muscular chest.

When the orgasm had washed through her, Kelli found a second wind. She became a fucking instrument, her sex now comfortable with the size and movement of the black machine inside it. Her head dug into his neck while her ass lifted and plummeted, thumping down on his muscular frame harder and harder.

"Oh yes, honey. Fuck that black cock," he groaned.

She did, anxious to take him to his own climax. She wanted – needed – the black man's cum exploding inside her.

Her long, wavy blonde hair bounced around his face. The sweat poured from her body down onto his. The reverberations from her hip thrusts were firing through every nerve end. Her sex twitched as it clamped down in his black monster.

Oh, God! She was going to cum again…

Geeeeeeeez!

She was cumming again…

The cool hands stroking across her ass interrupted her convulsions. It wasn't Max's – his hands were tight around her glistening back. Her sweaty head jerked to the side. Gabrielle was still fingering herself on the other bed. What the fuck? Who…

When a finger slid to her anus and pushed inside, she knew only too well. Her orgasmic tremors went into overdrive at the thought of what was about to happen.

***

Rage swelled up inside Giovanni. He was leaking blood. Given only a short time, his strength would begin to drain from his body, too. He had to act quickly. The blood was slowly seeping through its make do covering and the one size too big jacket he'd stolen from the hotel lobby was only temporarily adequate enough to disguise the wound.

It had taken some effort to make his way from the hotel to the entertainment HQ. Photo sessions were still in full swing. Instinct guided every movement. Standing in the safety of the trees, he was happy he'd be unnoticed - just one of the hundreds of invitees.

His sharp eyes took in everything. DeVere and Blair were preening themselves in front of the cameras. How much security would the two so-called VIP's have? One, a burly heavy, stood a few yards away to their left. A second, smaller man was keeping himself out of the way a few steps behind. It was good of DeVere to dress them in the green uniforms. Much easier to spot.

People constantly surrounded them. Cameras covered every move. His chances of success were fading just as surely as he was. Should he cut and run? There wasn't even a decision to be made. DeVere had turned against him.

He would pay.

The question was more around the first step. Eliminate the bodyguard's, or avoid them? The first was more dangerous but the second more problematical. In situations such as these, he knew his knife would prove as powerful a weapon as his automatic.



His decision was made easier when the heavy guard glanced around and slipped to the edge of the trees. When smoke appeared, Giovanni smiled. The security man's nicotine habit would prove his undoing.

Circling back in the trees, the assassin made his way to the guard's location. Standing far enough away from the crowds while he enjoyed his smoke, he stood no chance. The assassin silently moved behind him and the razor-thin, doubled edged knife did the job with a surgical precision.

Pulling the burly man into the trees was more difficult. He was heavier than Giovanni had hoped and the wound in his side wasn't helping. The blood leaking onto the stolen jacket told him he'd need to act even more quickly than he'd originally anticipated.

His eyes homed in on the scene as DeVere's blonde assistant approached the two men.

***

The heavily accented voice came from the left. "Excuse me for interrupting," the tall, slim woman said, her French accent as usual bringing a frisson of excitement to DeVere.

Her bright blue eyes stared dismissively at Blair, then swung across to her employer. "I must see you, Dom-en-eek."

"Amélie!" he exclaimed, turning to face her. "Shouldn't you be in the control tower?"

Her smile was full of meaning. "It ees taken care of for now, Dom-en-eek. But I must get back there shortly. We do not 'av much time."

"We haven't met," Blair interrupted, holding out his hand. His eyes flicked across her body. Slim, pale, no tits. She certainly wasn't attractive, but there was something about her. She oozed sex with every movement, look, word.

She took the hand, her fixed smile flicking across his face. "Amélie," she simply said.

"George Blair," he responded. "I understand this is all your creation."

"Eet is Dom-en-eek's creation," she corrected. "And do forgive me, but I need a little time with Dom-en-eek."

"Can't it wait?" DeVere asked, already knowing the answer. He'd seen that look before. Nothing would get in her way.

"Non," she provocatively responded.

They both knew no one else in his empire would dare speak to him like this. They were both aware he would not have complied in this way with anyone else. They both knew Amélie was different. This was how she was rewarded. It was an unspoken understanding. Had been since they first met.

"I need you, Dom-en-eek," she repeated, a hint of exasperation in her tone. "Now, s'il vous plait."

There was no point in arguing. When Amélie had a need, there was no waiting. But then, he didn't want to argue. The excitement of the day had reached his loins, too. When she swung on her four-inch heels and headed back inside, he followed.

"Your chance to shine, George," he grinned over his shoulder. "Keep those interviews going."

***

Gabrielle's fingers gripped her blonde tresses and pulled Kelli's head up off Max's sweaty chest. Perspiration covered her cheeks and brow. The impact of her regular orgasms still rippled across her face. She looked delectable.

"Ever been fucked by two men at the same time, my little innocent," she provocatively whispered, jamming their mouths together for a vicious kiss. When she pulled away, she stared into the aroused brown eyes. This was important, she was saying. "It ees an experience never to be forgotten."

Max raised his hips upwards as the brunette kissed the blonde again. Not only did his calculated movement push his thick cock deeper inside Kelli, it raised her ass to the perfect angle for the American, Formula One star.

A second finger had joined his first in preparing her. The feeling as he withdrew them made her gasp, but it was nothing to the sensation of his long, slim cock sliding inside. Stars burst behind her closed eyes. She groaned into Gabrielle's mouth, breaking the bisexual kiss just to breath.

She mewed with every sweet inch. He glided into her tunnel with surprising ease. Even that turned her on. She was hot. She had an ass to fuck!

Kelli couldn't help but push back onto him. She found the movement buried Max's manhood even deeper inside her. Sweat replaced perspiration. Oh fuck, Gabrielle was right. Nothing could have prepared her for the sensation of being filled at both ends.

"Tell me, cherie. 'Ow does it feel?" the Frenchwoman asked as she eased herself back to her viewing place on the opposite bed.

It was an effort to turn her contorted face in the direction of the French supermodel. Max's broad arms stayed around her back, pulling her flat against his chest. Brad had bent his legs a little to provide the perfect angle. Kelli's breath was coming in gasps. The overpowering feeling of two cocks inside her was threatening her very sanity.

Then the men began to move. Slowly. So good…

Max thrust upwards. With each grunt she gave in response, Brad slid further inside. Oh, God, this was too much! The black man began to slowly move and, quickly adjusting to his rhythm, Brad did, too.

Her initial discomfort disappeared. Don't attempt to move, she told herself. She couldn't anyway. Give in to the submission. Give in to these men and their cocks. Just let the two experts do the work. She was Kelli. Kelli the supermodel. And supermodels were made to pleasure and be pleasured.

The two men moved a little faster. In unison. Surely the two of them must have done this before?



"Oh, God," she found herself growling. It was a weird, reverberating sound, coming from the back of her throat. "Oh, God… Oh, God!"

As Brad slowly drew his cock halfway out, Max drove forward. When the young American slid back in, the black model dropped his hips back to the bed. Occasionally she could feel someone's balls collide against her ass. It inflamed her further.

Then the blonde realised she could move. If she dropped her hips down to meet Max's thrust, she could then push back to meet Brad's.



"NGH! Oh, YES…" Her gentle movements had brought the underside of her clit alive, dragging it across Max's shaft with every downward pump. "OH, YessSSSSS…"

The blonde beauty was lost to the world. An uninhibited sexual being whose only desire was to seek out orgasm after orgasm. She ignored any discomfort and somehow gyrated her hips a little faster. Her clit massaged itself on Max's cock. She couldn't breath.

This was too much. Sensationally, wonderfully, too much!

When both men responded and pumped harder, see-sawing her slender hips between their masculine flesh, she lost it. Her orgasmic scream could have been heard back in London.

***

Blair had risen to the occasion. With DeVere otherwise occupied, he handled another couple of press interviews with consummate ease, suavely positioning himself as the new, great, political hope.

He would be the one to lead the country back to economic viability. Dinosaur World was the first example of that.

The limelight was his. He gratefully accepted it. Took advantage of it. This was his opportunity to set out his stall. Let the country see what a great guy he was. Yes, he was Labour. But he was more visionary than that. He rose above party politics.

That was essential if he wasn't to be dragged down into the Party's abysmally low popularity rating. He represented change. Hope for the future. Someone the people could believe in.

As the words smoothly spewed forth, his brain congratulated himself. This was where he wanted to be. Had worked to be. He was on the verge of the Premiership. He'd soon be recognised as a world leader. And it was just the start. It was the beginning of a journey that would eventually lead to Sir George Blair.

It was then that he saw her. Roxanne! She was standing on her own. Staring straight at him. It wasn't! Could it be? It was! It was her! What the hell was she doing here? Did she know about what DeVere had tried to do to her? She must! Yet there she was, as beautiful as ever. Looking at him. Smiling at him.

His suddenly greying face jerked across to his wife. Had she seen anything? He stumbled over a couple of words. Had she noticed? Did she know why? He floundered, panic setting in.

"Let me rephrase that," he said, attempting to extricate himself from the tongue twisting position he'd put himself into. His eyes went back to Roxanne. She'd gone! The beautiful redhead was no longer there.

His eyes frantically jerked around. She was nowhere to be seen. Had he imagined it? What the fuck was going on?

***

Palmer grinned at Roxanne. From their position at the back of the onlookers, they were hidden from George Blair. But the look of panic on his face was available to them both. He was spooked.

"Well done," he whispered to the redhead, bending to plant a soft kiss on her cheek. "Look at him. Look at his reaction. He knows all about what's going on."

She nodded, a wave of emotion washing across her face. She'd shared only wonderful moments with that man. She'd hoped he knew nothing of DeVere's intentions. His reaction told her otherwise.

"You okay?" Palmer asked, taking hold of her shaking hand and softly squeezing it. He knew this was an ordeal, albeit a necessary one.

"Yes, Jack. I'm okay," she smiled, holding her heaving body in check. DeVere had tried to murder her. George Blair knew. What about Erin? The American woman know, too? Her entire past was crumbling in front of her. It made the future even more important.

"Listen closely," he spat into his hand mic. "Blair's seen Roxanne. He's spooked. Badly spooked. Stay close."

"Where's DeVere?" came Webster's reply.

"I was kinda wondering that myself," Palmer responded. Where was the man? This was his moment. His show. Why would he have vanished like this? Something felt wrong.

***

Giovanni knew DeVere well. There was only one reason why he would have voluntarily left centre stage. Left behind the opportunity to show off in front of the world's press. That reason had been two steps in front of him as he'd re-entered the building. Amélie!

His body was shivering despite the sweat spewing from his pores. He was not well; he had a decision to make. Take out DeVere quickly or get out of there.

He edged forward. The answer was inside the large, white-faced building. DeVere was inside. With his whore. He'd never have a better chance of taking out his new target. It was possibly his only chance. The blood seeping through his shirt was beginning to show on his jacket. The wound was numb now and the pain in his chest had vanished.

That wasn't good news. He urgently needed medical treatment.

A couple in his eyeline stopped him in his tracks. His gaze fell on the woman. She was familiar somehow, but he couldn't quite place her. What was it? He couldn't afford any loose ends. He'd seen her before, he was sure of that. Where? The recollection set off alarm bells.

FUCK! How could he be so stupid? He hadn't seen her before. He'd seen her photograph. Roxanne!

No! No, it couldn't be! He'd killed Roxanne. Blown her away. She was dead. He'd seen to that. Bannerman was right. He'd wasted the wrong woman. That was why DeVere had tried to kill him. The stupid bastard. If they'd talked, the Italian would have gone back and finished the job. The fucking bastard had panicked!

He pulled out his automatic. Finish the job now? No! That was stupid. The woman meant nothing to him any longer. DeVere was his target. His only target. He knew where to find him.

***

"Jack!" Roxanne exclaimed. "That man. He was staring at me. Look at his eyes."

Palmer glanced across. The man had turned and was hurrying in the direction of the building. He wasn't able to see his eyes, but he did see the automatic being sheathed in his pocket. They'd hit pay dirt! It was Giovanni! It had to be.

"Giovanni," he shouted into his hand mic, watching the assassin's shuffling gait, as if his movement was restricted. "He's heading back inside the building. Goodwin get here now. We're beside the—"

"I can see you," the barrel-chested cop responded. "I'll be with you imminently."

Palmer smiled. Roxanne didn't know what was on his mind, but if Goodwin stayed with her, that would allow him to go after the gunman.

***

Giovanni put the receptionist that faced him in her mid forties. Her hard face told him she wasn't going to be a pushover. He'd have her eating out of his hand before too long. He'd need to. It wouldn't be too long before he left a bloody trail across the floor.

"Ciao, beautiful donna," he beamed.

A cold stare she shot back. He'd need to work harder. "Yes? How can I help?"

"I'm looking for Mr. DeVere."

"I'm sorry, but…"

Giovanni interrupted even before she could finish her objection. "He told me to meet him in here. I'm afraid I'm a little late."

"He told you…?"

"Sí, beautiful donna. My magazine is the best in Italy. It will take the story of Dinosaur World and spread it across the whole of Italy. With photographs, too, of course."

"Leading magazine in Italy? Photographs?"

The Italian assassin gave a soft bow. "Sí. My photographer will be here soon. He is the very best." He shot a look over his shoulder towards the entrance, before leaning conspiratorially forward towards the small desk. "My magazine loves beautiful women. I hope you can leave your position for a few moments when he arrives. He will want photographs of you, bella. No doubt."

"Me?" She ran a hand through her hair, stage-shock in her eyes. "Me?" she repeated. "Are you sure? He'll want photographs of me?"

"Sí, bella. You will appear on our pages all across Italy. Maybe you'd like to freshen up before he arrives?" Another glance towards the entrance conveyed an impression of urgency. "He will be here soon."

The woman was on her feet almost before he could finish. "Yes. Perhaps a quick visit to the restroom…"

"I'll wait here," he smiled, flashing Italian eyes that communicated nothing but warmth.

His mind was working even as she scurried away. He knew DeVere's operation inside out. He did with all his clients. He was nothing if not professional. Not only did that include a detailed knowledge of the layout of the operational centre, but an intimate knowledge of DeVere and Amélie's dalliances.

Dalliances? He gave a snort.

He was only too aware that right now, the two of them would be fucking each other's brains out. And it was likely to be in one of the private offices he knew were to the back of reception.

As soon as the receptionist moved out of sight, he made his move through the barrier. Once he reached the offices, his ears would lead him towards his target.

***

"Yes… 'arder Dom-en-eek. 'Arder."

On her back on the small desk with her legs either side of the sweating man was uncomfortable. But the feet Amélie Pascal pressed against the wall behind him, gave wonderful purchase to receive his thrusts.

"Fook me Dom-en-eek… So good… Fook me—"

She wrapped her arms tightly around his neck, dragging his head against her shoulder. His crew cut tickled her skin. It was difficult to know exactly who was fucking who.

DeVere's eyes dropped down her body. The small tits and long nipples staring at him from her semi open blouse rippled under their exertions, like pebbles on a pond. Her gasps increased with every thrust. She levered her ass higher, the desk literally creaking under them.

DeVere looked back at Amélie's face, a crazy look on his blood red eyes. He hadn't realised quite how much he needed this, too. "You wanted to be fucked, you bitch," he growled, ramming his cock so hard into her that she grunted at the force. "So how's this…?"

Her eyes were manic, widening with each vicious thrust she took. Her body was on fire. He was fucking her the way only Dominic DeVere could. She needed it like a drug. But then he was a drug. Her drug.

"God, yes… Dom-en-eek," she cried as they rutted away. This was so good, even better than usual.

One hand dropped to his balls, squeezing one and then the other, preparing to wring the cum from him. Her feet settled flat against the wall as her internal muscles began to take him there, the last bits of sanity leaving them both.

***

The banging against the wall, combined with the breathless groans and gasps, had taken Giovanni directly to their location.

From his position beside the small window in the door, he'd watched the two unsuspecting lovers rutting like animals for the last couple of minutes. They had no chance anyway, but waiting until they reached that most exquisite of moments would seal their fate.

Looking down, he saw the blood spotted on the floor. He was leaking too much. Get this over with and get out of there. It was a shame about his condition. Otherwise he'd have fucked her before leaving. Now, she was an inconvenience to be immediately eliminated.

The assassin timed his entrance to perfection. The silenced Makarov felt cool in his hand. Neither of his targets heard the door open. Their orgasmic groans disguised any faint click it made.

The Frenchwoman saw him first. Her eyes opened in surprise. Widened in understanding. The horror on her face as she saw the automatic in his fist was an aphrodisiac to him.

He put the silencer against DeVere's forehead even as the grey haired man followed Amélie's gaze. He'd barely begun to turn. When Giovanni pulled the trigger, the traitor's body convulsed with a huge shudder. Turning sideways, the bullet in the blonde Frenchwoman's throat cut off the scream before it could escape her mouth.

***

Palmer waited five minutes until Webster and Sandra Wilson confirmed they were covering the rear of the building. When the Vice Chief's voice spat in his ear, he decided to make his move. Goodwin should have accompanied him, but the young cop wanted the barrel-chested cop to protect Roxanne.

He wasn't about to take any more chances.

Instinct told him that Giovanni and DeVere were meeting. Presumably they were deciding on their next moves. If he could catch the two of them together, it would be sufficient to haul them both in for questioning. Tie them both into Savannah's death. Bannerman would soon join them in custody.

By separately interviewing the three suspects, they'd be able to identify any inconsistencies in their stories, before they needed to hand the case over to Homicide. That would leave Briggs nowhere to go if the suspected crooked cop attempted to protect any of them.

It was then he saw the assassin, hurriedly exiting the heavily glassed front entrance.

The Italian paused for a moment, his eyes sweeping across the crowd in front of him. It took him only seconds to see Palmer. The man who'd been with Roxanne. Even as their eyes locked, he'd turned to his left, heading towards the surrounding trees.

He was moving uneasily. As if he was in pain. Did some sort of injury hamper him? Palmer had noticed the slight limp when the Italian had entered the building. Now, it was much more pronounced.

Pulling his arm from the sling to give himself more freedom, he hurried after the assassin. Even as he moved, he kept his eyes firmly fixed on the limping man as he weaved through the trees. Dodging trees and leaping over the underbrush with an agility that surprised himself, he pulled his automatic.

Suddenly, he was struggling. He'd moved too quickly. The previous damage to his body was kicking in. The fact Giovanni seemed hurt, too, evened the odds.

His momentary pause saw the assassin disappear from sight. Damn! Palmer was a sitting duck. He swung to a halt beside a large oak tree, listening for any sound of movement. He stood quietly, every sense focused on finding a clue to the killer's whereabouts.



There was only silence. Crouching, he inched forwards. His eyes darted everywhere as he tried to stay under cover. Was the assassin watching him? Two cracks from the right gave him his answer.

Bullets from a silenced pistol sliced the air.

Palmer dropped flat onto the moss-covered grass, letting out a grunt as his left arm bumped into the root of the tree. A wave of nausea ran through him; he wasn't in as good a shape as he'd thought. As the dizziness swept over him, he hoped the assassin was badly hurt. Otherwise his own odds weren't good.

He had no chance to contemplate the thought further. The sound of snapping twigs told him Giovanni was on the move again.

A double shake of his head helped clear a little fuzziness as he scrambled to his feet. He headed after the sound. When he reached a paved drive, he raced across it. The pine trees across from him would provide better cover.

He paused again, listening for further movement. Only the crackle of Webster's voice interrupted the stillness.

"Where are you Palmer?"

"Chasing our man."

"You were told to keep Goodwin with you."

Palmer ignored the jibe. "I'm at the south leg of the estate, near a paved drive…" he began to explain.

"Stay there," Webster barked. "The bastard's killed DeVere. And a woman. He's too dangerous for you to go after him alone. Especially in your condition."

"He's injured, too…"

The crackle got louder. "I don't give a fuck. You stay there. We'll be with you inside a couple of minutes."

The movement Palmer caught out of the corner of his eye diverted his attention from the Vice Chief's voice. Giovanni had darted for the protection of some shrubbery to his right. Was he moving again? If he waited for Webster, the Italian would get clean away.

Alternatively, he might be crouched, immobile, waiting for the cop. There was only one way to find out. If the assassin was waiting for him, as good a marksman as Palmer thought, it wasn't the best tactic. But he had to find out…

He leapt from his position in the underbrush. His body was in full view as he lunged to his right. At the last second, he pivoted and dived to his left. His face grimaced in pain as his body jarred against a tree.

The ploy gave him his answer. Two more spits, two more cracks in the air, the bullets digging up the earth just in front of his face.

"What the fuck?" came Webster's voice.

"He's got me pinned down," Palmer responded. "I need to know if he's lost or if he knows where he's heading. Is there a way out from here?"

Webster's pause lasted only a brief second. "There's a gate to the car park a few hundred yards to your left."

That was it! "Head there," Palmer gasped, wiping his face with the back of his hand, his concentration solely on the area in front of him. His eyes darted from one pocket of shadows to the other. "That's his destination. Head him off."

It was as if Giovanni could hear every word. Maybe he could? There was sound and movement again. The assassin was on the move. Palmer had no choice other than to follow. Once in the car park, the assassin would quickly disappear. It was now or never.

He crouched and crawled forward, pushing through the shrubbery. Damn, where had that waist-high fence come from? Every muscle and joint in his body pounded with pain. Cramps were beginning to develop everywhere. He hadn't realised how weak he really was.

Don't think about them. Don't acknowledge them.

He lurched to his feet, his automatic drawn, and swung over the fence. It was only as he landed that he realised he'd made a dreadful error. The assassin hadn't ploughed on ahead. He was waiting for him. Two more bullets spat past his head.

Move, move, screamed the voice in his mind as Palmer lurched to his knees, then to his feet. He spun into the cover of a tree at the precise moment a bullet hit his left hand.

His scream of pain split the air, blood erupting from the wound. Damn, if Webster and Wilson didn't get there immediately, there was nothing to prevent the Italian making his escape now.

In that second, he realised the assassin had different ideas. Instead of making his way to the car park, Giovanni had turned back, as if intent on finishing the man who was standing between him and freedom.

Half crazed, he stumbled across the open space towards the stricken cop. Another couple of shots spat past Palmer's head.

The young cop desperately returned fire. The first two bullets were wayward, but the third exploded in Giovanni's chest. The assassin fell, rolling over towards the bordering pine trees.

Palmer hauled his aching body upwards and was on him in seconds. His foot lashed out, kicking at Giovanni's body in an attempt to make him release the gun pointing towards him. The assassin twisted to allow him to take the blow, grabbing Palmer's leg, pulling him down.

They both fired at the same time.

***

Kelli groaned softly under the pleasuring tongue.

Only two days after her wonderful success on the Milan catwalk, here she was tied and spread-eagled on a king sized bed in the luxury Shangri-La Hotel, Tokyo. The Japanese businessman had made it his personal mission to bring her to yet another orgasm, this time with just his tongue and fingers. He was closing in on success.

The original plan had been for Erin to accompany her to the Japanese capital, to cement the future deal involving her three models that guaranteed millions of dollars for the Agency. Dominic's unexpected death had changed all that.

A traumatised Erin had confided in Kelli that his demise would have no effect on the Agency. It was in her name, as were several millions that Dominic had insisted she maintain in a Swiss bank account. Money wasn't a problem, she'd explained. Everything would carry on as usual, but she needed Kelli to fulfil her obligation to Tony Mizato.

"Make him happy darling," Erin had told her. "You know what that means…"

Kelli knew only too well. The final words she'd overheard Erin tell the small businessman outside the marquee reverberated around her mind. You'll never experience a better fuck…

The commitment the Japanese millionaire had given to her after their marathon fucking session was unexpected, but it had turned her first visit to Japan into a life changing experience. Sharing the whirlpool bath together, he'd told her he wanted a face to launch his new business venture.

He explained that the already established 'Peach John' was the Japanese version of Victoria's Secret – a mail order lingerie brand exceptionally popular among Japanese girls. His plan was to challenge and overtake that brand – becoming the biggest seller throughout Asia within two years.

Mizato Lingerie would quickly become a household name, and he wanted her, Kelli Palmer, to become the face synonymous with the brand. She would be the signature name that would lead to success.

'Peach John' used Japanese models, of course, and so would he. But having a European supermodel to spearhead his campaign was the masterstroke that would make the difference. Japanese girls adored the European and American modelling scene. Having the newest and sexiest of supermodels to promote the line would guarantee success.

It also guaranteed Kelli, personally, millions of dollars. He'd sort the details out with Erin. She didn't need to worry about those.

Her cooes weren't only the work of the pleasuring Oriental tongue, as good as it was. They were also the product of the thoughts flowing through her voluptuous body. This was it. This really was it! The big time! She, Kelli Palmer, had reached the big time!

Or maybe she wasn't Kelli Palmer anymore? Maybe she should change back to her maiden name? Plenty of time to think of that—

At long last, she was beginning to believe everything that was happening to her. The two most important facets in her life had become her career and sex. She wasn't sure in which order, and had quickly realised that didn't matter – they fit so well together.

The sex this afternoon had been incredible, even before Tony's announcement. What Brooke had suggested had been bang on the nail. Japanese men—they fuck like there's no tomorrow…

The small Japanese man, with the wispy grey hair and strange little beard, had done just that. Over and over again.

Even so, there was no way she'd had ever agreed to being tied up. Not until he'd told her about Mizato Lingerie, that was. After that, she'd agree to anything. He'd taken his time, tying her left wrist to one bedpost and her right wrist to the other. Letting her experience the feeling of submission. When he'd done the same with her feet, she'd felt as vulnerable as she'd ever been in her entire life!

Three fluffy pillows under her peachy ass had completed his masterpiece. Then, in stark contrast to his frantic fucking technique, the Japanese master's tongue and fingers had pleasured her in slow motion. Exaggerated long laps along her labia, figure eights drawn around her clit, her juices consumed like a fine wine.

Like a pot simmering on a stove, he'd kept her just below boiling point.

Every time he felt she was about to detonate, he'd left her wetness to suckle her breasts until she'd calmed down. He was a violinist in control of his instrument, plucking its strings like one of the finest classical musicians in the world. The instrument was her body.

And it was now out of control.

"Ngh!" she moaned, her mind emptying itself of all thoughts. The breaking tide crashed against the waterfront rocks. She arched her back as she peaked, hands and feet pulling against the ties, her head rolling from one side to the other against the thick pillow.

Life just couldn't get better—

***

"How are you?"

Palmer opened his eyes. Roxanne was smiling at him. She looked wonderful in a pink and white chequered shirt that hugged her figure. "Where am I?" he woozily asked.

"Hospital. You've been here for three days."

He nodded, listening but struggling to take in the words. "Giovanni?"

"Dead."

He nodded a second time. As his eyes flicked around the small, white room, the smell of disinfectant filled his nostrils. He pulled a face. "Don't think much of your perfume."

Roxanne's laughter filled the air. She took his raised hand and squeezed it. "Well, Jack, that's a good sign. Humour. We've been worried about you."

His eyes smiled as they ran across her face. "You look tired," he eventually said.

Her smile was as brilliant as he remembered. "I've been here three days, too. You didn't think I'd leave you, did you, Jack Palmer?" Bending forward, she softly kissed his lips. "You won't get rid of me as easily as that…"

THE END


Palmer: Fashion Week Ch. 01 by hal_tee



Category: Novels and Novellas


Published: 2014-06-08


Updated: 2014-06-08


Packaged: 2022-06-02 22:15:01


Chapters: 1


Words: 6,392


Publisher: literotica.com


Summary: Dubai Fashion Show


Average Rating: 4.59






Palmer: Fashion Week Ch. 01

Chapter 1 — SUNDAY — Dubai Fashion Show

Jack Palmer stood on the mezzanine, high above the stage, watching Roxanne stride sexily across the catwalk. He was away from the main hub of celebrities, but was still close enough to be able to savour his girlfriend as she strutted her stuff.

His girlfriend! Even after six months together, he was still in disbelief.

Roxanne Lopez had been a household name in fashion circles before they'd become an item. Since then, she had introduced him to a new, sexier, world full of late night parties and beautiful people. The trouble was, there were times he felt like a fish out of water.

He loved Roxie, but the differences in their lifeStiles had become clearer and clearer as time went on. Incompatible? He hoped not. But no matter how much he tried, he was never going to fit in with her 'celebrity' friends. They seemed to prioritise having a good time above everything else.

Nor did he care for the seedier side of the world Roxie inhabited. His years as a detective in the London Met's Vice Division had shown him the negative side of the fashion industry, and he was beginning to think that prostitution and drugs were the norm, not the exception.

Or was his judgment still clouded by the Dominic DeVere case? The fashion entrepreneur had been manipulating the political scene using laundered money that had been made from his illegal activities. Palmer and the team had eventually blown the case apart, but at what cost? Despite their success, the powers that be had decided to cover their own inadequacies.

After the shoot out with one of the most dangerous assassins in Europe, the Commissioner of the Met had been put under pressure by the current Government and Palmer—despite his heroic efforts—had been forced to resign and sign documents to confirm he'd never publicly discuss the case.

The only consolation was that he'd met Roxanne during the investigation. He'd saved her life, in fact, and they'd fallen in love. Once he'd been released from hospital they'd begun to build a new life together, but quickly realised they needed to find work again. He'd become a private investigator and Roxie had returned to the modelling industry she knew best.

He glanced back towards Roxanne as she reached the end of the catwalk. Her glossy red locks were dancing loosely around her tanned shoulders and she'd adopted that sexy model-pose that always made his cock lengthen—her shoulders back, breasts thrust forward and one hand on her hip.

The collective eyes of the audience were focused on her as she posed for a moment, before turning and returning the way she'd come. He couldn't help but smile in admiration. This beautiful woman with such a stunning figure and sparkling personality was all his. Perhaps he'd feel less nostalgic after they'd made love later? He usually did.

Making love to Roxie always made him feel better.

He took a sip of water as he watched her head off-stage, thankful for the air-conditioning. Outside, the desert heat was a blistering 105. He was told that was chilly for Dubai in the summer. But the ridiculously hot weather wasn't a factor where there was money to be made. The fashion-modelling world was even more about the money than it was about the sex.

The irony was that he'd spent his entire working career fighting that sort of sleazy world and now he was part of it.

*

Nikolay Volkov's Dubai office could best be described as masculine. The furniture was contemporary, mainly things made of black leather, but the desk that dominated the room was all dark wood and steel.

Right now, the Russian was putting it too good use. His immaculate trousers were around his ankles and his tailored shirt was bunched up at his waist, while the firm hand he'd placed in the middle of the woman's back held her bent forward over the desk top while he fucked her.

His personal secretary was a sophisticated woman with a body to die for, even if there wasn't much between her ears. She'd actually resisted his early advances for some time—she had been only recently married, after all, and would never dream of cheating on her husband.

Then he'd introduced her to the decadent lifestyle for which he was famed. She'd first succumbed after a party-cum-orgy in Monte Carlo and he'd fucked her again on his private yacht moored off the Bahamas. After that, she was his whenever he wanted. It had been worth the wait. Not only had she displayed a wild side he could never have imagined, she had shown herself to be an insatiable bitch.

"You like that, Angela?" he murmured, as he slowed his pace.

If he wasn't careful, he was going to blow. This amazing woman was so fucking tight.

"Ngh ... fuck ... yes," she gasped, her breath a harsh rasp.

Volkov grinned. Her upper class accent came through even when she was cursing. He imagined it would be how English royalty spoke when they were on the job. Perhaps he'd have a chance to find out one day?

His successful international Modelling Agency was an essential part of his vast business empire and he'd be using the week to promote it further. The Russian's achievements had been built on gradually expanding his activities world-wide, and the Dubai Fashion Show was a natural next step.

But it was so much more...

The surreptitious deal he was striking with Sheikh Amir bin Khalid would provide access to the key people across the region who could deliver the favours he needed. The amount of bribes needed were chicken feed compared to the potential rewards, but those inducements were all the more powerful when they were accompanied by an additional 'sweetener'.

That's where his girls came in. What man, however influential, could resist the opportunity to fuck a world famous model?

He smiled at the thought, and then glanced at his reflection in the mirror opposite his desk. It wasn't just models who proved to be great fucks. His secretary was every bit as uninhibited. For someone with such a posh accent, Angela could be such a slut.

It was such a sexy combination.

She caught him looking at their reflections in the mirror and smiled coyly. Her white blouse was unbuttoned and he'd yanked her pink bra above her pendulous tits. They bounced erotically with each of his thrusts. Her tight black skirt was rucked up to her hips, and her skimpy black thong stretching to its maximum around her ankles as she spread her legs even further for him.

With a growl of acknowledgement, he slid both hands under her hot body, cupping her ripe tits as she pumped that curvy ass back into his groin. There wasn't any doubt about it—she was getting to him now.

Would Roxanne Lopez be as good a fuck as this woman? He'd be finding out soon...

The redhead was the latest addition to his stable of models and her recruitment had been quite a coup. She'd been one of Europe's best known models before the situation with Dominic DeVere had unravelled and word had it that she had subsequently given up her modelling career.

Getting her onside had been an unexpected accomplishment.

Volkov knew that she'd been DeVere's number one girl, one who could be relied on when a particularly important client needed 'attention'. She might think those times were behind her, she was mistaken. Once he'd taken care of that ex-cop boyfriend of hers, he intended to use her the same way.

The first step would take place in less than an hour, when he would introduce her to the initiation ceremony he adopted with all his new models. Once she'd given him what he wanted, he'd have her heading down the slippery slope he loved so much...

*

Final outfit, Roxanne thought. Make this one count! The stylist had made sure the strapless tube dress hugged her full curves just as the designer had intended. It molded to her full tits, barely covering her caramel nipples. One slip and she'd be exposed, although such a finely crafted dress wasn't going to slip.

Work it, girl, she told herself as she took her place behind the screen at the beginning of the catwalk. She breathed through her nose, finding her inner Zen. Her yoga was paying off.

Large cutouts on either side of the bright orange and red dress exposed most of her tapered midriff, dipping low along her hips. The dress was short, too, although Kaeko had extended its length with more of the gossamer material that bounced and swished around her long legs—covering without really covering at all.

Adrenalin surged down her superb body as she stepped once again onto the long, black stage. She didn't know how much she missed these kinds of moments until they had disappeared.

The past six months with Jack had been blissful, but deep down she knew she was becoming restless. She'd fallen in love with him, something she'd never have thought possible, and for a time that be enough. But when Nikolay Volkov had called and made his offer, her need to resume her career had struck her like a thunderbolt.

Jack had been great about it. She knew what he thought about the modelling business, and who could blame him after his experiences? But denying her calling was like denying herself sex. In return for his support, she'd been careful not to get too caught up in it, staying away from the parties and nightlife and treating it—as much as she could—like a 9-to-5 job.

Yet as she drew everyone's eye with her stroll down the catwalk, she knew it was anything but. A model had to work some seriously long hours. Thank God that Jack was able to be there with her.

The cheers that accompanied her entrance made her body surge. Surrounded by so many rich, influential and beautiful men and women were supercharging her libido. Last night, she had to force herself to go to sleep after fucking Jack for five continuous hours. And even now, her pussy was swollen with anticipation of more sex later tonight.

She stopped at the end of the runway, posing for the bay of cameras. She knew Jack was out there, somewhere. That sent a sizzle down her spine.

Her nipples were hard and visible through her tight top. She didn't need to glance down to know that. Thrusting her chest out even harder, she smirked at the crowd before spinning, gliding and flouncing off the platform. By the time she reached backstage, she was practically overheating with lust.

She was going to have to find Jack before the cocktail party and temporarily sate her need. Maybe a blow job! That would do for starters. The main course would follow when they got back to their room.

*

"I'll take a Cosmopolitan," a woman's sultry voice asked to Palmer's right.

He'd been waiting for Roxanne for the past hour and after two drinks and not a whole lot of food, he was feeling the effects of the alcohol. Roxie had texted him an apology, explaining that she'd been caught up in some media blitz, but would be there shortly.

Glancing sideways at the woman, he immediately recognized her as an African model that had walked the runway shortly before Roxie. Her name was Jade, he remembered, and her fabulous body put some of the thinner models to shame. But then, he'd always preferred curvaceous women.

"Hello, baby," she said, greeting Palmer with a smile as their eyes met.

"Hi," he responded lamely, trying not to stare. "I'm sorry, I'm just ... erm ... waiting for someone."

God, that was even lamer.

"Let me guess," she said, her mischievous smile widening. "You're looking for that special someone and I fit the bill?"

When his face instantly coloured, she let out a delightful laugh and ran her long fingers down the slope of her heavy cleavage.

"Well, what do you think? Do you approve?"

Palmer tried but failed to keep his eyes on her face. Her dark breasts provided a wonderful contrast to the white camisole top. His throat was dry.

"Don't look so worried," she said, laughing again. "Roxie texted me earlier and asked if I would keep you company."

She made a show of looking up and down his lean frame.

"And that's going to be my pleasure. I like the rugged, handsome type. You remind me of Superman."

Palmer shrugged. If he had a pound for every time he'd been told that, he'd be a rich man.

"I could be one of your adversaries," she teased, as she accepted her drink from the bartender. "How about you call me 'African Jade'? I like that. No-one has the power to escape my clutches, not even Superman."

Palmer ran his hand through his dark hair, for some reason suddenly imagining Superman and 'African Jade' locked in an embrace. It didn't help when the woman leant forward on the bar, one leg out straight, and the other bent enough to push her tight ass out. Her short black skirt barely covered the tops of her thighs.

"So, did you catch the Kaeko Miyamoto show?" she asked, taking a sip of her pink liquor.

"I did," he answered, grateful for the sudden change of subject. His cock had been slowly unfurling with every word. "It seemed successful."

"Oh, you have no idea!" she said gleefully. "The critics are already giving us rave reviews, and we're only on day one."

Setting the drink down, she shot him a confidential look and draped her hand over his arm. This close, her glistening skin smelled like coconut

"Truthfully, I think a lot has to do with your new girlfriend. Roxie's return is being treated like the Second Coming."

She gave a sly smiled as she saw his proud reaction to the mention of Roxanne's name. If he knew where his precious girlfriend was now, he wouldn't be feeling so self-righteous. That thought made her chuckle.

"She's put Volkov Modelling in the spotlight," she softly added. "And that has to be good for the fashion world as a whole."

"You know Volkov?" he asked, feeling himself tense up at the mention of the Russian's name.

"I do," she nodded, batting her long, dark lashes. "But then everyone knows Nikolay Volkov."

She laughed to herself before continuing.

"Mind you, he thinks he's God's gift to women. "Hugh Hefner in his prime. You just have to know how to handle him."

"And you do?"

Jade raised her eyebrows as she gave him a knowing smile.

"I know hot to handle all men," she teased. "But as for Volkov, let's just say I know what he's capable of."

She let the remark hang between them as she ran her hand through her thick curly hair. It was like reeling in a fish. He'd want to know exactly what she knew about Volkov and would come to her looking for answers. In the meantime, her next move was already planned.

*

Roxanne sat quietly on the couch, listening to Nikolay Volkov as he paced the floor. The Russian multi-millionaire had frosted blonde hair with dark highlights, a week-old growth of facial hair, and a body as slender as a knife. The sort of look she'd always found attractive.

But it wasn't his looks that were preoccupying her thoughts. It was the lucrative contract he was dangling in front of her. So far, she'd signed with him specifically to do the Dubai Fashion week. Now he was offering her a longer term contract, one that was worth more money than she could ever have dreamed about. It would safeguard her and Jack's future.

But there was a price to pay...

Every top model who had ever worked for Volkov had paid it. The initiation ceremony was well known in 'inner' circles. It was the Russian's way of flexing his muscle, ensuring his models gave him the respect he craved. The dilemma was making her head heavy with anxiety. If she refused him, she could wave goodbye to her future career, to financial security. And if she succumbed, then she was risking her relationship with Jack.

"It is your choice, Roxanne" he was telling her now, carefully bringing his hands to his trousers and slowly unbuckling the belt. "The contract is here to be signed. But first I need your show of loyalty."

She watched almost hypnotically, a mixture of horror and fascination in her eyes as he began to expose himself. The room was silent but for the clink of its clasp and when he drew the zipper of his trousers down and pulled out his dick, he was semi-erect and already impressive.

"Your choice," he repeated, his Russian accent thick and commanding as he fixed his steely gaze on hers. "Make it now."

Roxanne felt her heart leap into her throat. She wanted to speak, to object, but no words would come out. Every decent fibre of her being was telling her to turn around and walk out, but that wicked voice in the back of her mind was insisting that this was a small price to pay. She loved Jack, but the voice pointed out she was doing this for him as well as her.

If she did as she was told right now, commit this one lewd act, she could then get back to Jack, her new life and start to rebuild her career.

With that final thought in mind, she took two hesitant steps towards him. Her eyes avoided his as he rested his hands on her shoulders and pushed her downwards. You've done this so many times before, she told herself as she sank to her knees. This is just one more.

"That's it," Volkov commanded, his voice full of anticipation. "Show me how a supermodel sucks dick..."

Roxanne acted mechanically, wrapping her fingers around his thick girth and dipping her head. A surge of disgust ran through her and she almost gagged as she took him between her lips. Get it over with, she told herself, and get back to Jack, her love. This was a means to an end, nothing else.

But ... then ... instinct kicked in.

The Russian mogul was so hard, hard for her. In these moments she'd always felt that she was the one with the power, not the man. That thought had never failed to turn her on. Tightening her fingers around his veiny flesh, she dipped her head again and swallowed as much of his hardness as she could.

"Fuck, yes, like that..."

Volkov's hands tightly gripped her wavy red hair, holding her there as he pushed himself in and out of her mouth.

She knew instantly from the taste that he'd had sex recently. Very recently. But that realisation didn't deter her. If anything, it excited her. She cupped his testicles with her right hand, rolling them in her palm as she sucked him. When he groaned out loud, she lowered her head further to take each of his balls between her lips.

"Oh yes," he gasped in surprise. "I knew you'd be this good."

Yes. Yes, she was this good. And as soon as she was finished here, she'd be using her skills on Jack. He was going to love the surprise she had for him.

When Volkov started to thrust between her lips, she knew it was his way of wrestling the control back from her. She wanted to tell him to ease off and let her do the work but that was impossible with her mouth so full. She gave up trying to direct his thrusting hips and instead sucked harder, leaving him nowhere to go other than to explode in her mouth.

Reaching both hands behind him, she gripped his ass as she took each burst as best she could, swallowing hard before accepting the next offering.

It was only when he had nothing left to give that she slumped back against the desk, panting from her exertions and the emotion of it all. Had she really enjoyed it that much? She bashfully looked up to see Volkov tucking his dick back into his trousers. His satisfied grin made her blush.

"You were everything I expected," he murmured, breathing deeply as he smiled down at her. "Once my lawyers have drawn that contract up, we'll have to put your other skills to the test..."

*

"Speak of the devil," Jade said, glancing over Palmer's shoulder.

He turned and followed her gaze. Roxie had entered the room, with a guy who had his arm around her waist. He wore a black suit that shimmered with a tinge of something metallic. With his short-cropped hair, unshaven face, and designer shades, he could have been a blonde Bono.

"That's Volkov?" he asked, instinctively knowing the answer.

He hated the Russian instantly.

"The one and only," Jade breathed.



Roxie smiled demurely when she saw him, but there was something else present in her expression. Other people might not have noticed it, but he did. A tinge of embarrassment? Why? Because she was with Volkov?

"Don't they make a lovely couple," Jade teased, softly chuckling in his ear.

Palmer felt the shot of jealousy hit his guts at the words, but then Roxie was disengaging herself from the Russian. She whispered something to him before hurrying across the room towards Jack.

"There you are," she said, almost over-cheerily. "Thanks for watching him, Jade. I appreciate it."

"My pleasure, Roxie," the black model replied, resting a playful hand on Jack's shoulder. "I'm always happy to take your place when you have other things to attend to..."

Palmer couldn't help but notice the quick glance that passed between the two women, even if he didn't understand it. Roxie's face had instantly turned red and there was definitely a frisson of sudden tension between them. Was Jade upset that she was getting all the attention from the media? If she was, the smile she gave Palmer disguised it well.

"Besides," she went on. "We've agreed that we're going to star in a movie together—Superman and African Jade. Mind you, I think it's going to be of the adult variety. Would do you think, Jack?"

Palmer's eyes shot wide with surprise. He knew Jade was teasing him but even so, his cock was unexpectedly reacting again. His gaze sought out Roxanne's, who rolled her eyes at him.

"She's always like this," his girlfriend explained, leaning in closer and kissing him on the cheek. "So I suggest you put your tongue back in your mouth, Jack Palmer. It's a dead giveaway..."

The two women giggled, but then silence descended for a brief moment. It was the uncomfortable sort that suggested there was more to the conversation than met the eye. Roxie exchanged another glance with Jade, before swallowing hard as she snuggled closer against him.

"You haven't said anything?" she nervously asked the other model.

Jade shook her head. Roxie could have been referring to her illicit encounter with Nikolay Volkov, but she knew there was something else on her mind. She knew that because it had been her idea.

"Of course not," she said, batting her eyelashes at Jack. "I thought that you'd want to tell Jack all about our surprise for him."

Palmer looked from one woman to the other and back again. Roxie's expression contained a hint of embarrassment, whereas the African woman was clearly enjoying the moment.

"A surprise?" he asked suspiciously. "What?"

Roxanne snuggled even closer into his body, refusing to meet his eyes.

"I know you've had to put up with a lot, what with me returning to modelling, travelling out here to Dubai," she said, curling an arm around his waist. "I was talking to Jade about it at rehearsals ... and ... well, she suggested something..."

Palmer glanced across at the other model again. Those fingers of hers were stroking along the slopes of her ebony coloured cleavage again and she raised a perfectly manicured eyebrow as she met his gaze full on.

"Roxie didn't think you would go for it," she breathed, moving closer so that both women were now pressing their warm curves into his body.

He hoped that the inadvertent reaction inside his trousers wasn't becoming too evident, but nothing escaped Jade's attention. She grinned at Roxie as she surreptitiously brushed her fingertips against the growing evidence.

"See, didn't I tell you," she said to the still-nervous redhead. "Your man is going to love what we have in mind."

Turning to Jack, she grinned at him like the proverbial cat that had got the cream.

"Ever had a threesome before, Jack?" she wickedly asked.

A flurry of confused emotions hit Palmer like a sledgehammer. Surely she weren't being serious? He and Roxie had never even playfully discussed something like this. Why would his girlfriend come up such an outlandish idea, out of the blue? He'd thought she'd left those days behind her.

But then, she hadn't come up with the idea. Hadn't she just told him it had been Jade's suggestion, not hers? Suddenly, his two drinks and empty stomach were really making things difficult.

"I hope you really are Superman," Jade whispered huskily, brushing her fingers across his bulge again, but more firmly this time. "Because this black woman takes a lot of pleasing..."

*

Palmer was in a waking dream as he walked through the halls of the seven stars Burj Al Arab hotel. He still wasn't sure about this. Yes, he was straight-laced, always had been. This went against everything he'd ever believed in. And yet his cock was rock hard at the thought of what was about to happen.

It helped that walking ahead of him were two of the sexiest women he'd ever set eyes on. They held hands as they walked, swinging their pert asses for him, each leg crossing in front of the other. Model walk.

Jade slipped the key card into her lock as they reached her suite, and Roxie took the opportunity to tug his arm. Her eyes were full of apprehension.

"You sure you're alright with this, Jack?"

Palmer didn't trust himself to speak. Instead, he gave a curt nod. Even when confronted by the assassin at DeVere's new theme park, he hadn't been this far out of his comfort zone.

What red-blooded man would turn down the chance of sex with two beautiful women? And yet it was Roxie he loved. Why did she feel the need to share him with anyone else? What did that say about their relationship? He had no idea if he was all right with it...

She took his hand as they followed Jade into the large suite, squeezing it as if to say, It's okay, everything is okay. It's only sex.

The African model led the way towards a pair of double doors and, as she reached them, she peeled her camisole top over her head. The way her full breasts bounced was tantalizing. When she shimmied out of her short black skirt, she was practically naked, attired in just a barely-there g-string.

Her voluptuous body gave truth to the hourglass expression and Jack's eyes narrowed in silent appreciation as they ran lustfully across the contours of her large breasts. They hung perfectly on her curvy frame. Her hard nipples grew long and hard out of her small areola and their chocolate colour melded perfectly with her dark skin.

For the briefest of moments, he forgot about Roxie standing next to him. Until she touched his hand, that was. When he glanced towards her, his girlfriend's dress was pooled at her feet and it was only her skimpy cream thong that protected her modesty. Had he ever seen a more beautiful sight?

Both women moved towards him, breasts swaying seductively, each taking hold of a hand and guiding him through the double doors towards a large bed in the centre of the room. It was piled high with pillows and cushions.

Roxanne sat him on the edge of the satin sheets, the look in her eyes reaffirming that it was okay, but it was Jade who slid onto his lap. The action was so seamless it felt like the two of them had done this before. Jack's stomach lurched, as it always did when he thought about Roxie's past. He accepted that she'd moved on, but it didn't erase what had happened.

She climbed onto the bed behind him, planting kisses along his neck at the same time as Jade's mouth closed on his. Her kiss felt strange, more demanding than Roxie's, but he gradually returned it as the two women's combined fingers opened the small buttons on his white shirt, one by one.

He shivered in arousal as Jade pulled his open shirt away. Her cool fingers ran across his chiselled pecs, tracing their way across the hard contours.

"Just like Superman," she chuckled.

Her dark eyes sparkled with mischief as she took his hands in hers, watching the inevitable reaction on his face as she carefully placed them on her breasts. They were full and round in his palms. She held his hands there until she felt him fondle her of his own volition, squeezing her flesh as his thumbs stroked across her hard nipples.

With a knowing smile, she reached down for the zip on his trousers.

*

Nikolay Volkov sat in his large office, shades closed, lights dimmed, feet on his desk. He was stroking his erection as his eyes stared at the action on the large screen fixed onto the wall. Jade's bedroom was everything a bedroom in a seven star suite should be—high ceilings, luxurious and opulent furnishings and a bed large enough for three people to fuck in.

He'd arranged for the feed to be placed there earlier today.

One of the things he loved most about his African model—in addition to her fabulous body and the uninhibited way she fucked—was that she always followed his instructions to the letter. The threesome had been his idea, although he hadn't really expected Roxanne to agree when Jade had suggested it to her. So much for her new found resolve.

It was the second step to driving a stake through the heart of her relationship with Jack. The first had been the blow job she'd given him earlier. He'd recorded that, too, and would use it when the time was right.

This recording was more for his own pleasure, although it would be well received—for the standard fee, of course—by some of his richest and most influential friends back in Russia. And if his plans for Roxanne didn't work out as expected, he could always threaten to release it on the internet. He'd learned a long time ago that it invariably paid to have a contingency.

Roxanne was watching uneasily as Jade fucked her boyfriend, although Volkov noticed that her right hand was working between her legs. It was exactly the state he wanted her in. Confused and aroused.

Her discomfort suggested that she must be truly in love with the cop. Otherwise why would it be such an uncomfortable experience for her? How times had changed! The redhead had arguably been the greatest call girl of them all, and sessions like this would be second nature to her.

In the long run, she would eventually thank him for helping her return to what she did best. In his experience, a leopard never changed its spots, and he was watching the evidence. Of course, he would benefit immeasurably, too. He had some powerful clientele who would be persuaded to put business his way in exchange for spending a night with this beauty.

He shifted in his chair. It was like watching his own porn movie, with Jade both directing and taking the lead role.

The angle of the camera was eye level, but the feed was good. It was behind the floor to ceiling mirror that sat opposite the windows and had been worth every penny he'd paid to have it installed. He'd never seen a woman fuck with such abandon as Jade, not even Roxanne. Like most African women, she used the whole of her body during sex. Maybe Jack Palmer should be thanking him for the unexpected opportunity?

He continued to steadily jerk his cock as he watched her—reverse cowboy style—gyrating like a lap dancer in the ex-cop's lap. Her hands were in her curly black hair, the backwards arch of her body emphasizing the way her large tits bounced erotically with every sexual movement.

Using his free hand, he flicked up the volume without missing a stroke. Jade was talking to Palmer as she fucked him.

"Come on, Jack, harder. Fuck this little black girl harder..."

The Russian smiled to himself. As far as he could see, it was the model who was fucking him. She was never still. Palmer had gripped her slim hips to steady himself as her curvy body rotated in tight little circles in his lap one minute and then pounded down on him the next.

A wicked smile was on her face as she glanced towards the hidden camera. The Russian understood. It was her way of telling Volkov that everything was under control...

*

Roxanne's stomach fluttered uncontrollably as she watched her boyfriend fuck Jade. The three of them had been making love for a couple of hours now and Jack had amazed her with his stamina. He'd cum inside each of them, but the blue pill that Jade had fed him had done its job and aided his recovery. So had the sight of her and Jade together, she guessed.

The two women had got it on whenever he'd needed to rest and Jade had been quick to show her why they'd always been good together. They'd fingered and tongued each other to more than one orgasm, and Roxie was ready for more. But it was one thing for the two of them to fuck each other in front of an important client—they'd been paid to do that several times in her past life—and quite another infront of Jack.

Despite the way he'd thrown himself into the session, she couldn't help but wonder what he was really thinking...

Not only that, her thoughts had been a contradictory mixture of eroticism and fear ever since they'd reached the suite, and they'd begun to spiral out of control when Jade had first gone down on Jack.

It had only been a few hours since she was between Nikolay Volkov's legs, doing the same thing, after all. Guilt had immediately kicked in.

Even so, her hand continued to work between her thighs as she watched Jack's tight white butt flex as he thrust downwards inside the African woman. Jade's legs were wrapped around his waist as she humped back and the contrast in colour between them was as sexy as fuck.

Fuck it, she told herself. Tomorrow was another day. She'd face the music then. Right now, her jealousy and her need was colliding.

Moving from the chair to the bed with all the grace of a cat, she grabbed Jade's curly hair in her right hand and pulled the woman's head towards hers. The heated kiss was long, wet and passionate. Twisting onto her back, she curled an arm around Jack's neck, replacing Jade's lips with his. This kiss was no less fervent but it was filled with as much love as it was lust.

"My turn, darling," she told him, moving her body between his and Jade. It took seconds to fit him inside her. "Show me how much you love me, Jack..."

*

Sweaty and exhausted, Palmer returned to the room after his visit to the bathroom. The smell of sex and excitement still hung heavily in the air. It felt sad to him that Roxanne was no longer the only woman he'd been with since he'd divorced Kelli.

Roxie was the most sexual person he'd ever met until tonight, but Jade had almost proven her equal. It wasn't just her voluptuous body. Her black curly hair, sultry dark eyes, classical cheekbones and thick red lips were the stuff dreams were made of.

She looked like an African Goddess and she fucked like one.

Neither woman's appetite had diminished in the slightest since they'd entered the bedroom and the more sex they had, the more it seemed they wanted. They were writhing on the bed together, taking it in turns to scissor the other and reach another orgasm. Had he ever seen a sexier sight?

And yet his arousal was mixed with a feeling of melancholy.

It was easy to see how beautiful models were seduced into this sort of lifestyle—easy money, late night parties, exotic locations, beautiful people and incredible sex. It helped the rich and powerful to pull the strings, using dispensable people in their quest for even more wealth and influence.

The thought stuck in his craw as he caught the African woman smiling carnally over at him. She'd adjusted her position so that Roxie's head was between her black thighs now, and she curled one leg over her left shoulder as he watched them. Her gaze stayed on Palmer as she wantonly pushed her hips upwards towards his girlfriend's sucking mouth.

It felt as if her dark eyes were silently baiting him, sending out another challenge. Roxie can't resist this black pussy. Can you?

His cock began to flex again as she crooked a finger at him. Her other hand was stroking Roxie's damp red locks, holding her head in position as she began to slowly push her hips upwards.

Despite himself, Palmer pushed his aching body away from the bathroom door. When he headed towards the bed, they both knew the answer. He couldn't resist. In spite of everything he'd just rationalised with himself, the need to fuck the black temptress one more time was overwhelming.

Any more thinking could wait until tomorrow.
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Palmer: Fashion Week Ch. 02

Chapter 2 — MONDAY — Unexpected Developments

It was surreal. Jack Palmer was sitting in the hotel's sumptuous breakfast room, listening to Roxie and Jade chat casually about the Fashion Show. It was as if last night's full-blown threesome had never taken place. Did every woman treat sex as offhandedly as these two? He couldn't get his head around it.

The women had ordered yogurt and fruit and he suddenly felt like a glutton with his pancakes, eggs, and bacon. Roxie was snuggling against him in the booth and although he could occasionally feel her warm green eyes staring lovingly at him, for once he avoided her gaze. They had some serious talking to do.

He couldn't deny the arousal he'd felt throughout their mind-blowing sex last night. It was easy to understand how people were seduced into that sort of lifestyle. But why did Roxie think it was right for them? She'd promised she had put the wilder side of her past behind her, so why had she gone along with Jade's suggestion? They didn't need anyone else in their relationship—and that meant he needed an explanation from his best friend and lover.

But he wasn't going to knee jerk. He knew he was on edge as a result of Roxie's return to modelling and he still hadn't come to terms with that decision.

He'd never deny her what she wanted, but who could blame him for being extra careful after the way the DeVere case had exploded in their faces? It had cost him his career in the London Met, and he had yet to be convinced that Nikolay Volkov was anything other than the same sort of low-life who preyed on others. If his instinct was correct, then his girlfriend's new contract with Volkov Modelling could be in danger of exposing her and them to that world again.

He glanced at Jade while the two women chatted happily. Despite his concerns, the stirring in his loins was instant. The African model was braless under the yellow tank top and her thick nipples were making firm indentations against the material. What man in his right mind could resist such a vision?

He hadn't been able to.

He'd fucked her last night, and she'd fucked him. He'd never experienced anything quite like that. His lovemaking with Roxie could be just as wild, but there was always an undercurrent of the love between them. With Jade, it was sheer carnal sexuality. The act was everything.

Sometimes Roxie had joined in during their coupling and at others she was content to watch, smiling encouragingly whenever he glanced at her. She'd even masturbated infront of them as Jade had gyrated on him, driving his sexual need ever higher. Then they'd reversed their positions, and he was making love to Roxie, as well as Jade. Despite his years in the Vice Division, the two women had used their combined bodies in ways he'd only dreamed about.

And when he'd needed to rest, the two women had eagerly taken over. Their fabulous bodies had been sheathed in perspiration as they'd pleasured one another, sexual equals as they'd succumbed to orgasm after orgasm...

He shifted on his chair. Goddamit, he was rock hard again.

"What do you think?" he heard Roxie's voice say.

He glanced up to find both women looking at him. Damn, he'd been so engrossed in his thoughts of last night that he hadn't realised she'd been talking to him.

"Sorry ... what?"

The two women laughed together.

"You were miles away," Roxie said.

"I know where," Jade chuckled, resting her chin on her palm as she gazed at him across the table. "Which of us were you mind-fucking, Jack? Me, I hope."

She laughed out loud as the blush hit his cheeks, although this time Roxie didn't join in. The redhead brushed away an errant strand of hair from over her left eye as she sent him a bashful look. She understood the conflict inside him.

"Now I know why you stayed in retirement so long," Jade purred, turning to Roxanne. "If I had a man with stamina like Jack, I wouldn't come out of my bedroom for six months, either!"

Jack felt his girlfriend tense, but Jade wasn't letting up.

"Six months is a long time, Roxie. What made you drop out of the limelight?"

It wasn't an easy subject to talk about. A good friend of Roxanne's had been brutally murdered in her apartment by a killer who was looking for her. It had been a case of mistaken identity. He'd been hired by Dominic DeVere—Roxanne's employer and former lover—a man Roxie had thought she could trust. Palmer had rescued her from the subsequent carnage, but nearly lost his own life when the whole sorry affair had ended in a violent shootout with the assassin.

"It's just hard ... dealing with it. Even now," Roxanne eventually said, her voice faltering. "Savannah was a good friend of mine."

"Ah, yes, Savannah," Jade sympathetically nodded. "Such a tragedy, she was so young."

"Just nineteen..."

Roxie had explained to Palmer that she'd seen so much of herself in the young model and had taken Savannah under her wing when they'd worked together. It was still difficult to believe that such a terrible thing could have happened to someone so beautiful, so sweet...

"Did they ever catch the burglar?" Jade asked.

The tears instantly began to form in the corners of Roxanne's green eyes.

"No," she meekly said.

Because of the political ramifications, the murder had been spun as a burglary gone wrong. It was necessary, they'd told her, but the guilt was still a heavy burden. That feeling would never go away.

"Anyway," she continued, wiping away a tear with her fingertip. "After that, I just needed to take some time off and think about my life. It puts things in perspective, you know? I had it all, or so I thought. The career. The money. The trendy lifestyle. I thought I was unstoppable. Then I came home and ... and..."

Palmer gave her a comforting hug. Despite his reservations over their long night of sex, moments like this reminded him of how he'd fallen in love with this beautiful redhead. Six months had passed since the case had exploded in their faces but he knew it would take much longer than that for her to be able to cope with the series of events. Especially as she still blamed herself for Savannah's death...

"It turns out I'm just as human as the next girl," she said, sucking in her breath. "But luckily I met Jack. He's the best thing that ever happened to me."

Palmer felt his stomach wrench at the words. Roxanne was the best thing to happen to him, too. He just didn't want anything to spoil that. Instinct told him that last night's lovemaking, Roxie's new modelling contract and Nikolay Volkov himself were all barriers to their future happiness.

"Jack saved me," Roxanne added, giving a nervous laugh.

She pulled him into a soft kiss, and then snuggled her body against his again. Her boyfriend hated the hero worship talk, but she would be dead now if it wasn't for him.

"I was assigned to her case," Palmer simply said, stepping around the details.

"Her case? Like, you're a social worker?"

The quip broke the tension that was settling over the table, and even Roxie managed a smile.

"That's a good one, Jack," she smiled. "You're my social worker, yes?"

Palmer chuckled with her, and then planted a kiss on her forehead. The look of love in those sparkling green eyes always melted his heart.

"I was on the London Met's Vice squad," he simply said.

Jade's expression didn't change. That was unusual. Palmer invariably saw some kind of reaction when he disclosed his former profession. That suggested the African woman already knew. Roxie had told her? He made a mental note to check that with his girlfriend later.

"Was?" Jade asked.

"Mostly, I work for myself nowadays," he said, leaving it at that.

He'd successfully created a new career as a private investigator in recent months. It had gone well, and he had even done a few jobs as favours for Sandra Wilson, the new Head of Vice. She'd been an integral part of the DeVere investigation and they still remained good friends.

"A man of mystery," Jade simply said, her smiling eyes staying on his. "I like that, but I'm afraid it's time for me to go."

Her breasts swayed provocatively inside her yellow top as she pushed to her feet. The same breasts that had bounced so sexily on her frame as she'd gyrated on his body last night. His cock instantly began to grow again and he made a silent promise to himself that nothing like that was going to happen again.

"I have to run a few errands," she breathed, leaning across Roxie towards Palmer. "And I'm sure you two lovebirds have things to do."

He tried to turn his head so that her departing kiss would find his cheek, but a quick tilt of her head ensured that their lips briefly met again.

"'Til next time, Jack Palmer," she sexily murmured, with a flirtatious smile that seemed to promise everything.

*

Roxie's weren't the only set of eyes glued to Jade's tight ass as she swayed across the room. The stunning African model was working it in the way that only she could—a hint of casualness, a tinge of savoir faire and a heavy dollop of sexuality. Every man's gaze, and quite a few women, too, was glued to that curvy body as she made her way out of the restaurant.

When she glanced back at Jack, her smile quickly faded. It wasn't the frustrated expression on his face that made her breath catch, it was the looked of disappointment etched on his chiseled features.

She understood instantly.

She'd understood the moment she'd pulled him to one side before they'd entered Jade's suite. He hadn't answered when she'd asked if he was okay with it, but she'd known from the way he'd looked at her.

Why hadn't she put a stop to things there and then? She'd been having her own reservations, after all. Her past might have been littered with her sexual exploits working for Dominic DeVere, but she'd promised to leave those days behind her after she'd met Jack. When Jack had hesitated, why hadn't she told Jade she couldn't go through with it?

The answer was obvious to her, even if she didn't want to admit it. The thought of another encounter with her African friend had given her a huge adrenalin rush. And involving Jack had made it legitimate, this time.

It was the second mistake she'd made yesterday. Even now, after her non-stop night of making love with Jack and Jade, she could still feel Nikolay Volkov's thick cock in her mouth. The salty aftertaste of the fashion guru's cum still lingered. If she could turn the clock back and start again, she would change everything about the day. What was it about returning to the modelling circuit that impaired her judgment like this?

"I'm sorry," she meekly told Jack, reaching out to clasp his hand.

"Why, Roxie?" he simply asked.

The way his usual warmth had left his voice made her cringe. It happened rarely, but she hated it when he was disappointed with her. A dozen excuses jumped into her mind but they were just that. That left only the truth...

"It was a stupid idea," she eventually confessed, taking a deep breath. "I wanted to reward you for everything you've done for me. That's all."

"Like that?"

This time she defensively crossed her arms over her breasts.

"I know ... I know..."

They complimented one another in so many ways, but she would always have a more liberal attitude to sex than Jack. His outlook had been conditioned by his experiences in the London Met. He'd seen the way sex had been used as a weapon to corrupt others—by men like Dominic DeVere.

She, on the other hand, had grown up using sex as a tool to advance herself. Okay, she wasn't proud of her past, but she wasn't ashamed of it, either. Working for Dominic, and had brought her a lifestyle beyond her wildest dreams, until it had all turned sour. Thank God that Jack had been there to save her when DeVere had betrayed her and then tried to have her killed...

Was that the sort of man Nikolay Volkov was?

Everyone in the business knew the Russian was a master of bending others to his need. She'd just chosen to ignore that part of him in her desire to resume her modelling activities. Lightning couldn't strike twice, could it?

She stared unhappily towards Jack again. She didn't want this conversation, and certainly not in the full glare of the restaurant. But she wasn't going to run away from it either.

"It was stupid," she repeated, trying to find the words to defuse the tension building up between them. "I'd been talking to Jade about how wonderful you were, and how understanding you've been about me resuming my modelling career. When I said I wanted to find a way to thank you, she suggested—"

Her words tailed off as he snorted. She normally loved staring into those dreamy eyes of his, but right now they were staring at her in disbelief.

Please don't look at me like that, Jack, she thought, not like you're disgusted with me.

Shuffling along in the breakfast booth, she snuggled into his body and rested her head back against his chest. That way she could continue without having to look him in the face.

"She thought—well, we both thought—that this would be a special way to reward you. I realise now that it doesn't make sense, but Jade seemed so certain that it would work that I went along with it..."

She tailed off again as she felt his body tense against hers. But instead of getting angry with her, he tenderly took her hand in his.

"Jade doesn't know me, know us," he softly said. "I'm not going to deny that last night was an unforgettable experience, but I don't want sex with other women, Roxie. You've always been all I've needed."

"I know," she quietly said, trying to repair the damage.

She swung around so that she could face him, touching his face with her fingers. For a moment they just stared at one another, and then she leant forward to kiss him on his lips.

"Jack, if you don't know by know that you're the only person for me," she lovingly told him, "then I guess you never will. Last night was silly and I've apologised. It will never happen again, I promise you that. Okay?"

She saw his eyes soften instantly.

"I love you," he whispered.

"I love you, too, Jack," she murmured, kissing him again.

She cursed herself for putting them in this position. But if any good had come from it, it was that she was determined never to compromise their relationship again.

*

Tony Yamamura entered the impressive building and made his way towards Nikolay Volkov's Dubai office. The Russian had an unfortunate sense of timing. Yamamura's early morning flight from England had just landed and his girlfriend was waiting for him back at their hotel.

Michelle could get herself in a right bitchy mood when she was deprived of sex. Not that the young Japanese man was under any illusions. Michelle had a tendency to quench her needs with any hunk in the immediate vicinity when he wasn't around. As it happened, he wasn't an innocent in that respect, either. They both fucked whoever they wanted, whenever they wanted, but still came back to each other.

Their relationship was based on more than just sex. They were business partners, too, and soon, they'd be millionaires...

That was if everything went to plan. Taking on someone as powerful as Nikolay Volkov was fraught with danger and he'd had to tread carefully so far. The Russian was an astute businessman and a former member of the Russian Mafia. But Yamamura was confident he would soon have the upper hand. His scheme to undermine his employer was falling into place and when Volkov discovered what had happened, it would be too late.

Both he and Michelle wanted the same sort of extravagant lifestyle that the Russian enjoyed. Volkov had more money than he could ever spend in a lifetime, partly made for him by men like Tony Yamamura. So why shouldn't he have his own cut of the action? He wanted the same power and influence, the same number of houses across the world, the private jets, yachts, and the beautiful women...

It wouldn't be long now!

There was very little about Nikolay Volkov's business that Yamamura didn't understand. The young Asian go-getter had made a point of fully immersing himself in the Russian's activities as he'd moved up the hierarchy, all with one ultimate goal in mind. By understanding and eventually copying the multi-millionaire's business model, he'd be able to set up a similar franchise and gain the rewards he knew he deserved.

That approach was starting to pay dividends now. Volkov knew someone was undercutting him but had no idea it was Yamamura. Soon, he'd have fully established himself as a serious business rival and when that happened, he and Michelle would have everything they'd ever wanted.

"Tony," Volkov greeted him, as he closed the office door behind him.

He spoke in that dull Russian accent that Yamamura hated so much. His tone gave absolutely nothing away.

Boris stood quietly next to the window in the far corner of the room. No-one knew of his second name. The blonde-haired German was Volkov's private bodyguard and was rarely on show like this. He would normally be found in the background, watching over Volkov like a guardian angel, ready to step in if anyone or anything threatened the Russian. Why was he here?

"Good flight?" Volkov asked.

Yamamura nodded deferentially. It had been a very good flight and the young woman he'd been sent to accompany to Dubai had exceeded his expectations. He'd already made plans for incorporating the brunette into his new activities, once he'd stolen her out of Volkov's clutches.

"The flight went well, but I'm unsure of its value," he lied, keeping a straight face. "I have my doubts about the woman."

"Jennifer Finney?"

"Indeed," Yamamura said, containing his surprise.

How did Volkov know her name? Moments like this reminded him never to underestimate the Russian. His attention to detail was legendary.

"And these doubts, Tony? Tell me more."

Yamamura glanced across at Boris before replying. The bodyguard's face was impassive. Was he even listening to the conversation?

He smiled when he glanced back at Volkov. He somehow needed to put the Russian off the scent. Jennifer Finney was a knockout and would be perfect for his and Michelle's operation.

"Oh, she's attractive enough," he slowly answered. "And she's intelligent, too. But your models are the crème-de-la-crème, Nikky. The world is full of beautiful women, but how many have the sexual presence to make it to the very top?"

Volkov nodded as he sauntered to the small bar in the middle of his office. He casually refilled his glass, but had clearly decided against offering the Asian a drink. He preferred to keep his employees in their place. It was another characteristic of his boss that Yamamura hated.

"It's a long way to bring someone you have doubts about, Tony," he softly said, turning back to fix him with a steely stare.

"She came highly recommended," Yamamura answered, with the slightest shrug of his shoulders.

He wanted to mix a degree of reverence with a calm confidence.

"But my standards and your standards are so much higher than others. We want only the very best, Nikky, yes? The photo shoot tomorrow should tell us a lot more."

"Photo shoots cost money," Volkov softly murmured. "If the woman isn't what we want, cancel it."

For the first time, Yamamura came close to losing his composure. He had several good reasons for wanting Jennifer Finney as part of the shoot.

"I did contemplate that, Nikky," he hurriedly lied. "But Clinique are paying all the costs, so it won't cost you a cent. And who know the woman may surprise me yet. So as she's here..."

His heart was in his mouth as he awaited Volkov's response. If his persuasive argument failed, he'd just have to proceed with the shoot without his boss's agreement. But that was a dangerous option.

The Russian took a large Havana cigar from the top drawer of the drinks cabinet, carefully unwrapping the cellophane as he thought. Snipping the end, he lit the cigar and then twirled it in his fingers so that it burned evenly. With a final flourish, he took a slow draw and blew the smoke out into the empty air. It seemed he'd made his decision.



"Clinique are paying all the costs?"

Yamamura nodded. The crisis was over.

"The contract with them is watertight?"

"Absolutely," Yamamura replied, smiling inwardly.

Volkov had no way of knowing what he'd arranged. Who was the clever one now? This time the glance he gave Boris was a self-satisfied one.

"I negotiated it personally," he added.

"Indeed you did," the Russian observed, blowing a smoke ring into the air. "Okay, let's go ahead with it. But if the girl is no good, she can pay for her own flight back to England."

Yamamura nodded respectfully. This was getting even better. He'd tell Volkov she had underperformed and that would be that.

"As you wish, Nikky."

The Russian allowed a second smoke ring to curl upwards as he strolled back to his large black leather chair.

"Who else are you using at the shoot?"

Dammit. He'd wanted to keep that part to himself. He almost lied, but his brief hesitation had already given the game away.

"Michelle Park," he softly replied. "She won season two of Supermodel. I thought she'd compliment Jennifer Finney's looks perfectly."

"You did?" Volkov said.

There was a subtle edge to his voice that made Yamamura wonder if their secret was out. And yet he couldn't know that she was Tony's girlfriend, could he? No, they'd always been careful to protect their connection.

"I don't think I've met her yet," Volkov went on. "Arrange that for me, would you, Tony. I'd like to assess her capabilities personally."

It wasn't a request. It was an instruction. And it meant one thing. He'd go through his 'initiation ceremony' with her at the meeting, and sometime afterwards he would fuck her. Just as he did with all of his models. But maybe that wasn't such a bad thing? After one encounter with Michelle, he'd want more. Tony had never known anyone quite so persuasive as his girlfriend. That would give her the opportunity to get closer to him.

Keep your friends close and your enemies' closer...

"Of course," he softly answered, with a sly smile. "That will be my pleasure, Nikky."

*

As soon as they were back in their hotel room, Roxie reached for the zipper of Palmer's jeans and yanked it downwards before he could stop her.

"Let me make it up to you," she urged, knocking his hand away as he tried to grab her wrist.

Popping open the waistline, she guided her hand inside. To her delight, he instantly began to grow in her hand. What had she been thinking to let Jade share this? It was hers. All hers.

God, she'd been so stupid. And right now she wanted him so badly!

She momentarily relinquished her grip on his manhood so that she could drag her tee shirt over her head. Her breasts bounced playfully as she shook her wavy red hair and then she was releasing her skirt and leaning back against the door behind her. She was so giddy with need that she almost fell over as she slid her thong down her shapely legs.

"Well?" she asked, raising her hands above her head and arching her naked body for his inspection. "Can you think of any way I can make amends, Jack?"

His hypnotised eyes followed her movements as she slid her fingers across the impossibly smooth skin of her clean-shaven mound. Then he was stepping closer, revelling in her arousal. Last night was forgotten.

"I love you, Roxie," he grunted, jamming his lips over hers.

He began to undress as they kissed, but she stilled him by taking his still-hard length in her palm again.

"You don't have time to take your clothes off, Jack Palmer," she rasped. "If you don't put this thing inside me right now, I think I'm going to scream."

Her ass pushed backwards against the door as she guided his cockhead to her wet opening. Wrapping one leg around his waist, she eased half his shaft inside her. When she raised her other leg, her heels finding purchase in the swell of his ass, it slid the rest of the way inside.

"Oh, fuck," Palmer gasped.

He had to stiffen his legs to maintain his balance, his large palms cupping her smooth asscheeks and holding her in position.

"You better believe it," Roxanne gasped. She was so turned on that she was already moving on him. "It's just you and me this time. You and me forever, Jack. Now you'd better fuck me like you mean it."

When her teeth found his earlobe, it was as if she'd pulled the trigger. They both needed this time alone and the way they quickly got to the heart of the fuck began to erase all of the doubts they'd discussed after breakfast.

"Yes, like that, Jack," Roxie encouraged, tightening her legs around his body. "Just like that..."

It was as if they were exorcising last night from their minds and bodies as the fuck quickly turned frantic. All of a sudden they were going at it like two rabid animals, each quenching their thirst by giving to the other.

The sound of her asscheeks banging against the wooden door was almost erotic, and their breathing became more laboured as they both gained a second wind. Roxie tightened her slender arms around his neck, giving herself more purchase to fuck back as Jack began to pound her.

After a while, perspiration began to drip from both their bodies. But neither cared. They were lost in their own needs.

For Roxie, it was all about re-affirming her love for her man. Her arms curled even tighter around his strong shoulders, giving herself more purchase to respond to the way he was pumping inside her. Hard deep strokes! The sound of his animalistic grunts was almost as much a turn-on as the feel of his hardness ferociously pumping inside her.

Had he ever been this way before, going at her like a man possessed?

For an awful moment it entered her mind that he must be thinking of Jade again. The African model had a way of getting into the minds of the men she fucked. No, please no, he couldn't be...

And glory be, as if to confirm it, he was groaning out her name.

"Roxie ... Roxie ... Roxie..."

His throaty grunts meant only one thing. He was on the verge. She grabbed one of his hands and dragged it upwards so that she could feed his index finger between her wet lips.

"Cum for me, Jack," she mumbled. "Cum in me..."

He climaxed the very moment she began to suck his finger like a cock.

Roxie threw her head back and wailed out her approval. The sensation of him releasing inside her was like gaining absolution for her sins. She wailed again with each ejaculation. He was coating her insides with his creamy tribute and he couldn't stop. A wave of happiness surged through her. Even after last night, he couldn't stop!

His explosions triggered her own orgasm and she gripped his shoulders more tightly as the intense climax ripped through her needy frame.

God, she so loved this man...

*

Nikky Volkov watched thoughtfully out of the window as Tony Yamamura headed towards his waiting taxi. Despite the oppressive heat, it had actually begun to rain. How fitting. His calculating brain had already put two and two together and he didn't like the answer it produced.

"What do you think, Boris?" he asked his bodyguard.

When the blonde German shrugged his shoulders, Volkov smiled to himself. He hadn't hired Boris for his brains.

He turned back to the window as his mind kicked into gear. At one time, Yamamura's loyalty couldn't be questioned. That's why the Russian had promoted him to such a prominent position. He'd given him so many opportunities to better himself, but greed was a self-defeating creature. Some people always wanted more. He hadn't wanted to believe the rumours that had found their way back to him, but nor could he ignore them. And their discussion had just confirmed their validity.

He hadn't needed to specifically ask the questions, nor had it been necessary to read between the lines. All he'd had to do was look Tony Yamamura in the eye to see that his trusted lieutenant was turning on him.

First there was the issue of Michelle Park. Yamamura was using her in the photoshoot because he wanted to further her career. So why not be straight about it? Volkov wouldn't have objected. He'd known the two of them were an item for some time, despite Yamamura's extensive efforts to disguise their relationship.

The Russian hated secrets. It meant people had something to hide. That's what had put him onto Yamamura in the first place.

Then there was the fact that his Asian employee was personally flying one of America's hottest porn stars into Dubai tomorrow. He wasn't bringing Bree Jensen there just to fuck her. There had to be more to it than that. He'd taken great pains to disguise her arrival from everyone, including Volkov. That was unforgiveable.

The clincher was this woman—Jennifer Finney. The Russian knew everything about her there was to know. She had every quality needed to become a top model, so why had Yamamura pretended otherwise? It didn't matter. The key issue was that he'd lied. But that wasn't the only problem. Tony Yamamura had gotten lazy. If he knew what Volkov did about the wannabee model, he wouldn't have allowed her to get on that plane.

He'd take good care of the woman when the time came ... just like he was going to take good care of the man who had just left his office.

He leaned back in his plush leather chair and closed his eyes. He didn't have all the pieces of the jigsaw yet, but he'd take action when he had. Threats had to be snuffed out at the first opportunity. Boris would normally be his first port of call on occasions like this, but he had the feeling this was going to be more complicated.

Reaching forward, he picked up his phone and hit speed dial. It paid to be prepared.

"I may need you here, Sergii," he said, once he heard the familiar voice answer.

"Where is here?"

"Dubai."

"When?"

"Fly in tomorrow. I'll make the usual arrangements."

"For how long?"

"Until I need you, of course. You'll stay in your hotel until I call again. Things will be clearer over the next forty-eight hours."

"Understood. And the money?"

"The usual fee will be in your bank account later today, Sergii. For now, that's all you need to know."

*

The shrill ring of his telephone woke Jack Palmer as he dozed on the bed. Roxanne had quickly showered after their lovemaking and left him to rest while she'd headed off to rehearsals. Her energy amazed him. He'd thought her absence would give him some thinking time, but he'd fallen asleep almost as soon as she'd left their room.

He pushed his weary body up on the bed as he answered the call, and was fully alert within seconds when he recognized the unexpected voice on the other end of the phone.

"Sandra?"

Sandra Wilson had been an integral part of the London Met's successful but ultimately bloody investigation into Dominic DeVere. The subsequent break-up of their team had hit her hard, and she would have refused the offer of the Head of Vice position had it not been for Palmer's intervention. Someone trustworthy was needed to safeguard all the work they'd all carried out to that point, he'd persuasively explained.

Wilson had constantly kept in touch with him since then, seeking out his advice whenever it was needed, and asking him to help her out from time to time on cases she couldn't be seen to officially touch.

No doubt that was the reason for today's phone call...

"Jack," she cheerily replied. "It's good to hear your voice. But you sound tired. Is life in the fast lane catching up with you?"

A wry smile creased his lips. She wouldn't believe him if he told her.

"I get by," he settled for saying. "But I take it this isn't just a social call. What's up, Sandra?"

"You were never one for small talk, Jack," she chuckled. "But it's true. I do have something of interest for you. Particularly as I read that Roxanne has signed up with Nikolay Volkov, yes?"

Palmer felt his stomach clench. Was everything he'd feared about to come home to roost?

"Okay, I'm listening..." was all he said.

"We've been looking at the Russian's European operations for a while," she continued, her voice business-like. "Don't worry, we don't have a single thing on him. But the names of his top models constantly crop up with other people we're interested in."

"I knew it," he snapped, clenching his teeth.

Wilson picked up on it straight away.

"Knew what, Jack? You've got something on him?"

Palmer paused. Instinct was one thing, facts were another.

"I don't have a thing on him, Sandra," he reluctantly said. "Other than one of those feelings I've come to trust. I haven't met the guy yet but I've seen him around. I don't like a single thing about him."

"We don't either," Wilson agreed. "But we both know how these things worked. Sexual favours offered in return for business deals. Look, this could all be innocent, but on the other hand we may have stumbled onto something real, here."

Palmer didn't answer at first. He had to control the bile that rose up in his throat. This was déjà vu. Volkov could be using his modelling agency as a fucking prostitution ring!? He'd kill the bastard if he tried to involve Roxie.

"And you're telling me this because of Roxanne's connection with him?" he eventually asked.

"No, not exactly. We've actually got someone close to getting a job working for Volkov."

Palmer hesitated, confused. What was Wilson asking?

"So let me get this right, Sandra. You're saying that Nikolay Volkov is up to something, that his modelling business could be a front for something more sinister? There's no proof, but you're sufficiently interested in him to send someone undercover as a model."

"That's about it in a nutshell," Wilson agreed. "I see you haven't lost your touch."

"Very funny," Palmer snapped, grinding his teeth in frustration.

This was confidential information, so he had to be careful how much he told Roxie. No, that wasn't it. He didn't give a shit how confidential it was. If she was in any sort of danger, he needed her to know. But equally, he didn't want her to think he was trying to pour cold water on her new career without anything to back it up. Despite their lovemaking session less than an hour ago, things were delicate enough after last night.

"Why don't you just spell out what it is you want from me, Sandra?"

"The woman we've planted will have arrived in Dubai now. Volkov's people are interested in signing her as one of his newest models, but that's not going to happen, of course. I don't want her getting too involved in anything. Her job is just to sniff around, get a feel for how he operates and then report back."

Palmer shook his head to himself. Did they never learn? Whoever it was would be out of her depth when dealing with someone of Volkov's calibre. He was surprised that Wilson of all people should take such a risk.

"You're fucking crazy, Sandra."

"Probably," she agreed, without even a hint of amusement in her voice. "I've been having second thoughts about it ever since I signed it off. That's really why I'm calling you, Jack. If she runs into any difficulties out there, can she call on you? Unofficially, of course. I just need someone on the spot to steer her in the right direction."

"You want a babysitter?" he asked, a bit incredulously. "I've never heard anything quite that stupid. Besides, I don't work for the Met anymore."

"No, not babysit," she emphasised, ignoring the tone of his response. "Jenn won't need that. I'd just like her to have someone experienced to call on if she needs to talk anything through. You know, someone on the doorstep, so to speak. Like you used to look out for me when I first started in the Met..."

"That was a long time ago."

"But you kept me on the straight and narrow. Look, Jack, I wouldn't be asking if I didn't need this favour. It's simple. If Jenn's having problems and can't speak to me, will you help out? What do you say?"

Palmer paused. Did he really have a choice? He'd always looked after Wilson's back and wasn't going to stop now. Besides, maybe this way he could gain some inside information on Volkov. That would give him a better chance of looking after Roxie's best interests.

"You know the answer, Sandra," he softly said. "Give her my details and tell her I'm here if she needs me."

"I already have, Jack," Wilson chuckled. "Her name is Jennifer Finney."

*

Jenn Finney stared at the fabulous view out of her 5 star hotel window. She'd stripped to her underwear—a black Freya Deco underwired moulded half cup bra and matching thong. She'd purchased the lingerie especially for the undercover operation. She had to look the part, after all.

She only wished that her confidence matched her stunning appearance. For the first time since she'd flown into Dubai, she'd begun to have serious doubts as to whether she could pull this off. She'd been full of self-belief when she'd volunteered for the assignment. Not only was she finally getting her teeth into something meaningful, but the case sounded glamorous, too. What girl wouldn't want to play out the part of a successful model?

Now, reality was kicking in and she was feeling felt extremely vulnerable.

She'd been told that she was beautiful and had a fabulous figure—that was one of the reasons Sandra Wilson had chosen her, after all. Darn, it was about the only reason. She had no experience in this kind of thing. But there were beautiful women everywhere she looked around here. She couldn't compete with the sophisticated models all around her.

What made her think that Nikolay Volkov would take her seriously? And if he didn't, her task would be over even before it had started. Part of her wanted to rush back to England before she was found out.

One of Volkov's men had accompanied on the flight from London, a good looking Asian guy with a crew-cut and a crisp, linen suit. At first she hadn't understood why she'd been assigned a chaperone, but it had soon become clear that Tony Yamamura was there to check out every detail of her story.

She'd answered his questions in as much detail she could, thankful for the thorough briefing that Sandra Wilson had given her. She must have passed the test, because halfway through the flight he'd turned from quizzing her to explaining what was in store once they reached Dubai.

When he'd mentioned the photo shoot, she'd nearly passed out. No-one had said anything about such a thing. Wilson had expected her to be there for a few days, mainly on the fringe of activities, where she could chat to some of the other models and work out what was going on.

"We like to throw our models in the deep end," Yamamura had casually explained. "It's that sort of business."

That was when her insecurities had started to kick in.

The shoot was for a new line of lipstick, apparently, and she'd be working with another more experienced model. If the shoot was successful, she'd be offered a contract immediately.

"If not, Jenn," her chaperone had continued, "at least you'll have had an enjoyable few days in Dubai."

She hadn't had an opportunity to call Sandra Wilson yet, to explain what was happening, or get in touch with the contact she'd been given. Jack Palmer. That name at least gave her a little confidence. Palmer's name was still held in high esteem in the Met.

Turning away from the hotel window, she took a sip from the large vodka martini she'd just had delivered to her room and then exhaled a loud sigh.

Clinique was producing a lipstick line that was supposed to 'volumize' a woman's lips. Yamamura had said they were searching for models that needed no help from lipstick at all.

"When we saw your photographs, it was clear you fit the bill perfectly," he'd said.

She turned towards the mirror and touched her mouth with her fingertips. She'd been complimented on her full lips before, although never from anyone in the fashion world. It made her feel special. Leaning forward, she planted her lips on the thin mirror and then admired the lipstick outline she'd left on the cold glass. It looked pretty.



The last thing she'd expected was for things to start moving this fast, but perhaps she could pull this off after all?

*

Tony Yamamura looked into his girlfriend's manic eyes as he thrust down into her. She licked around his neck as she tightened her legs around his back, forcing him deeper. She really was a dirty bitch.

"So, Nikky Volkov wants to fuck me, does he?" she queried.

She clenched her vaginal muscles around him, confirming that the idea had increased her arousal even further.

He'd told all about his conversation with Nikolay Volkov and how the Russian wanted to meet her. They both knew what that meant. The idea hadn't fazed her at all. Sex was as natural to Michelle as breathing. She was more concerned with her boyfriend's ability to close the deal with Sheikh Amir bin Khalid. She was a material girl, after all, and that arrangement was the key to their future prosperity.

"It'll be like a black widow spider eating her mate," she grunted, staring up into his narrowed eyes. "Just get that deal with the Sheikh finalised while I'm keeping him occupied..."

Yamamura bent down to kiss her, but at the last minute she tilted her head bit down on his lower lip instead. He gasped as he painfully dragged his lip away from her teeth. She was a wild, sexy bitch in this mood.

"But then I'm part of that deal, too, aren't I?" she gasped, running her hands through his crew-cut. "I'm going to be a busy girl, aren't I?"

Tony had thrown in a night with her as an incentive for the Arab billionaire to sign the deal. Michelle was perfect for the assignment.

She twisted on the bed like a cat, slithering from underneath him before he could object and repositioning her body over his.

"How about this new girl of yours," she teased, clutching an apple-sized breast in each hand as she sank down on him. "How about we include her, too? Two for the price of one. I'm sure the Sheikh would like that..."

"It's too early..." Yamamura told her.

Not that the idea hadn't occurred to him, but it would take time to fully integrate her into his plans. Unlike Michelle, some girls needed to be gently coerced. He'd already placed Jennifer Finney in that category.

"The Sheikh is too important for us to take chances."

"Okay," she moaned, eliciting an upward whimper as she slowly gyrated on her Japanese boyfriend and business partner. "I guess Michelle will just have to give full value for money. How am I doing right now, baby?"

"Just fine," Yamamura grunted, wincing in pain as she ran her fingernails down his chest.

Michelle through her head back and laughed. She couldn't decide which would be the sexiest situation—fucking the Russian or the Sheikh. There was a delicious piquancy to being with Volkov. She and Tony were about to take half of his business empire from him, after all.

But the Sheikh came from a different culture, and that excited her, too. It was even said that he might have some Royal blood in him. The thought of fucking Middle Eastern royalty was a real turn-on.

Leaning backwards, she rested her arms on Tony's shins and gave an impression of a jackhammer as she pounded down on him. Her grunts with each short, fast downthrust mingled with his throaty moans and he reached for her hips in an attempt to steady her movements.

Otherwise he was going to blow...

She slowed down briefly and pushed forward so that she could take hold of his wrists. Forcing his arms down either side of his head, she licked her tongue around his neck.

"I'll let Volkov fuck my hot pussy first," she whispered in his ear. "Then Sheikhy..."

Michelle Park loved to talk dirty. She knew what it did for most guys. Tony was no exception.

Leaning further forward, she pressed her pointed breasts into his sweaty chest as her tongue found his neck again. For a moment he thought she was going to tease him again but then, without warning, she jerked her hips down hard. Once, twice, three times.

Yamamura tried to speak, but then she was repeating the action, again and again, until he couldn't hold back.

When he came, he spurted like a geyser.
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Palmer: Fashion Week Ch. 03

Chapter 3 — TUESDAY — Jenn has her photoshoot

Tony Yamamura had hired the top of the range limousine specifically to impress the stunning looking blonde he'd just picked up at the Dubai International Airport.

For someone who'd just stepped off an eight hour flight, Bree Jensen looked remarkably fresh. In a tailored white jacket, matching short skirt and a pair of Michael Kors pumps, the Swedish beauty looked more like a model than one of the best-selling porn stars of all time.

But that's what she was. And Yamamura had a business proposition for her. That's why he'd invited her to Dubai, all expenses paid.

All the pieces were nicely slotting into place. Soon he would have outwitted Nikolay Volkov and although the Russian would be desperate for revenge, what could he do? The deal he had struck with Sheikh Amir bin Khalid would see Volkov expelled from the country, leaving the lucrative UAE markets to Yamamura.

"So, what is this all about, Tony?" Bree asked, settling back into her seat as he poured her a glass of champagne.

Her make-up was applied well but not overdone, and her glossy, platinum hair was half back and sophisticated. She fluffed it up as she looked at him, waiting for his answer.

"I think the two of us can help one another out," he said, handing her the glass of bubbly.

"How do you figure?"

"Some of your girls seem to be getting a lot of publicity these days..."

Bree rolled her eyes as she took a sip of her drink.

"It's no secret that adult performers sometimes turn tricks. All those girls work out of Vegas, so it's no crime. I'm not their keeper, but I'm also not going to apologize if some well-known, married sports star wants to get his kink out with them, either."

"Relax, Bree. I'm on your side," he said, with a comforting smile. "It's because of their extra-curricular activities that I'm interested."

"Is that so?"

Tony studied her as he touched his champagne flute against hers. She'd only entered the adult movie industry a couple of years ago and people were already comparing her to this generation's Jenna Jameson. He had seen her films and could only agree.

"So why don't you tell me more about your interest?" she asked, leaning back into the expensive leather seat.

Yamamura glanced along her long legs. They were crossed neatly in front of her, beneath the short black skirt. She uncrossed them as he watched, revealing a sliver of flesh above her black silk stockings.

"Let's just say I'm a long time admirer of women with your sort of talent," he told her, trying to pull his gaze back to her face. "And as it happens, I have a need for those sorts of skills."

The blonde threw her head back and laughed out loud.

"You have a way with words, Tony," she murmured, allowing the skirt to slip even further away. "You brought me to Dubai just to fuck me?"

Yamamura felt a reaction to her words. Or was it the bare flesh above the top of her black stockings that was making his cock lengthen? It was a shame he'd have to leave her as soon as they reached her hotel. He needed to talk to Jennifer Finney before her shoot.

"Not exactly," he confessed, subtly adjusting his position on the leather seat to ease the pressure inside his tailored trousers.

"Then what?" Bree asked, briefly returning his attention to the matter at hand. "Tell me exactly what you need and I'll see whether I can help?"

Yamamura nodded. The blonde bitch was every bit as sexy as he'd expected her to be, but it was important to conclude his business before he considered any other benefits.

"Straight talking suits me fine," he agreed, meeting her gaze again. "I'll shortly be concluding some business discussions that will enable me to establish my business interests across the Middle East. To begin with I'll need some extra help in, shall we say, servicing some of my potential clients around the region."

The blonde laughed heartily.

"Servicing your potential clients?" she murmured, dropping her hand onto his leg as she turned full on to face him. "Lordy-be, Tony, don't you know that those sorts of services come at a price? Are you sure you can afford what I have to offer?"

He snorted defiantly. "Money's not an issue."

A slow smile spread across Bree's full lips. For a moment she just stared at him, as if making sure they were on the same wavelength.

"I'm pleased to hear that, Tony," she whispered, moving closer.

Her sultry smile widened as her right hand moved along his thigh. It was an obvious manoeuvre but an effective one, too. His cock instantly reacted as her fingertips lightly stroked his crotch.

"So you didn't just invite me here to fuck me?" she asked, as she moved closer to him. "And I so enjoy fucking..."

Yamamura felt her breath on the side of his face as her fingers moved to the zip on his trousers. Her baby-blue eyes were staring at him provocatively, telling him that sex was her calling card and she knew how to use it. When she yanked the zipper downwards and sneaked her hand through the opening, he gasped.

"So, what exactly do you want, Tony?" her husky voice breathed in his ear.

"You, and up to a dozen of your friends, Bree," he croaked, trying to maintain his composure even though her fingernails were dragging across his boxer-covered stiffness. "All big names in your industry, women would be willing to fuck who I want, when I want and where I want..."

"That can be arranged," she whispered, as if he were simply asking her for dinner companions. Her hand freed his hard shaft from his trousers as she spoke. "That's dependant on the price we agree, of course. I'm sure a man like you understands that women in our particular vocation don't come cheap."

Yamamura snorted disdainfully.

"I told you that money's not a problem."

"And I told you I'm pleased to hear that, Tony," she smiled. Her breath caressed the side of his cheek as she closed her fingers around the base of his manhood. "In that case, it seems we have a deal."

Dipping her head without warning, she teasingly ran her tongue along his throbbing hardness before staring back up again.

"Would you like to agree the figures right now?" she softly asked, smiling seductively at him with those big baby-blue eyes. Her tongue flicked across his length again. "Or would you like a sneak preview of what's on offer?"

*

Michelle Park glanced at her watch. Her boyfriend would have made contact with Bree Jensen by now. That meant the final piece of their jigsaw would have fallen into place. She was looking forward to meeting the porn star blonde later, but before then she had a busy day in store.

Roxanne Lopez had a heavy day planned, too, starting with rehearsals for this afternoon's catwalk extravaganza. She'd arrived early so that she could make the most of her time, and was surprised to find another model in the dressing room when she returned from make-up.

"Roxie," Michelle Park said, allowing the name to roll off her tongue. "The two supermodels meet at last."

Her almond-shaped eyes ran up and down Roxanne's body as she spoke, as if she could see straight through the thin white robe.

Roxie smiled sweetly. Michelle Park may have been the winner of season two of Supermodel, but she had a long way to go before she could be considered to be in the supermodel category. The young woman was considered to be a bit of a diva, but Roxanne had long ago learned to make her own mind up when judging others.

"It's good to meet you, Michelle," she replied, keeping her voice neutral.

"And you," the Korean American woman responded, checking her out again. "So, you're the new addition to Nikky's stable? How did the initiation go?"

The blood instantly rushed to Roxanne's cheeks. No-one spoke of such things, ever. Although every girl was aware of Volkov's demands when he signed a new model, it was accepted as something that went with the territory. Careless talk could break relationships.

With Jack being so sensitive after their session with Jade, it was the last subject she wanted to discuss. Maybe Michelle's reputation for being catty with other models was well deserved, after all.

"Oh, silly me," the woman giggled, theatrically covering her mouth when Roxanne blushed. "That talk is taboo, isn't it? Anyway, you're back in the fold now. So you won't need to suck his cock again, not unless you really want to, of course."

Roxanne ignored the jibe and headed over to the rake of clothes. Okay, she'd given Michelle a chance. But now she knew the rumours were true.

"You're here with your boyfriend?" Michelle asked from behind her.

Roxanne felt herself tense. "Yes. Why?"

"Well, you know," the young model said, stepping infront of the rake and unbelting her robe. "We're all friends together here. I'd like to meet him. See if he's my type."

She let the robe drop to the floor, leaving Roxanne with a rear view of her nudity. Although she had an athletic rather than curvy frame, she was hot, that was for sure. She didn't have an ounce of fat, her round ass was firm and high, and her toned back swept up to meet her long dark hair.

"Does he like Asian girls like me?" Michelle asked, swinging around to face her.

It was difficult not to respond to the teasing, but Roxanne wisely kept her counsel. The young model was trying her hardest to evoke a reaction from her, so why give her that satisfaction?

"Or perhaps you do?" Michelle continued, resting one hand on her hip and posing unashamedly for the redhead.

Roxanne couldn't help but drop her gaze to those apple-sized tits and spectacularly high nipples. They were proud and erect and—well, yes—definitely suckable. A mischievous smile touched the edge of Michelle's lips when she caught her checking her out and Roxie cursed inwardly. The last thing she wanted was to send out any misleading signals.

"Have you ever fucked an Asian girl?"

The question sent another flood of colour to Roxie's cheeks. She'd once had a nuru massage from two older Asian women in a high-end London Health club. Even for someone as experienced as she was, it had been an amazing couple of hours.

"I'm very happy with Jack, thanks," she countered, turning away from the naked sight infront of her.

"You should try it," Michelle told her, sauntering close behind and breathing on the back of her neck. "Fucking is an art in Korea, you know, especially between two women. And I've been well trained..."

"I have no doubt," Roxie said, glancing at the young model over her shoulder. "But as I said, I'm very happy with Jack."

"He doesn't have to know," Michelle whispered in her ear. "I have a photo shoot this afternoon. That always gets me hot to trot, if you know what I mean. I could use a little help."

Roxie stepped away from the Korean American temptress and took a seat in her designated chair at the dressing table. The young model was trouble and she wasn't going to have anything to do with her.

"Of course, there are other ways of taking the edge off," the young model went on, moving to the dressing table next to Roxanne's.

She opened the top draw and pulled out a pink baggy, spilling some of the powdery contents out onto the top of the table. Using a card to carve two rows, she then rolled a bill and did a line. Sniffing sharply, she rubbed her nose and offered Roxie the bill.

"Shit, this is good stuff," she murmured, licking her lips. "You've got to try it."

Roxanne shook her head. "No, I don't think so."

"Why not?" Michelle petulantly asked. "I know you're not a coke virgin..."

"What I am, and what I'm not, is my business only," Roxie emphatically told her, giving the naked model a dismissive look. "Thanks for the offer, but if you excuse me I have to get ready for the rehearsals. Good luck with the shoot."

*

Jack Palmer had spent most of the morning sightseeing. He'd left Roxie to her rehearsals and decided to use the time to check out Dubai. He'd get back in time for the late afternoon show, and in the meantime he needed the opportunity to think things through.

Built right out of the desert, the city was like a mirage. Only instead of being sustained on heat and imagination, everything was expensive and it needed money to stay afloat. With the world economies wilting in the global recession, the place was in danger of disappearing as quickly as the illusions. But corruption thrived where there was a need for money. And where there was corruption, there were pretty women. They were everywhere Palmer looked.

The rawness from his threesome with Roxie and Jade was beginning to heal, even if the encounter remained at the forefront of his mind. But Roxie had given him the explanation he needed and, even if she had been misguided, he was trying to put the encounter him.

It was his telephone conversation with Sandra Wilson that was now troubling him most. If he'd learned anything in his years as a detective in the London Met's Vice Division, it was that there was no smoke without fire. Volkov was using his modelling agency as a cover for other illegal activities. There was no other realistic explanation.

That meant Roxie was in danger.

So why hadn't he told her about his and Sandra Wilson's telephone conversation? First, he didn't want to alarm her. Nor did he want her to doubt his sincerity. He'd told himself that he needed more facts to go on before he could share his suspicions with Roxie.

That required a meeting with the undercover cop, Jennifer Finney. He had no option other than to wait until she contacted him, but he'd listen carefully to everything she had to say when she did. Sandra Wilson had asked him to do nothing more than 'babysit' her, but he was prepared to get involved if necessary.

Roxie's welfare was the only thing he cared about.

*

Jennifer Finney was becoming more and more nervous as time ticked by, so much so that she had to stop herself from chewing her polished nails. Her make-up artist would blow a gasket if she screwed up the white tips of her French manicure, especially after he'd done such a wonderful job.

Roy's tone, outrageous fashion sense and mannerisms suggested he was gay, but she'd quickly discovered he was a genius at hairdressing and make-up.

"What do you think, sweetheart?" he asked, turning her chair to the mirror when he'd finished styling her short dark hair.

Jenn gave a surprised gasp of approval as she stared at her reflection. He'd transformed her appearance completely. Was it really possible that someone like her, a girl next-door type from a little English village, could look this glamorous?

"I love it," she beamed at him, happily teasing her silken hair in her hand. "You're a genius, Roy."

"So true," he chuckled, loving her enthusiasm.

And then he was back to his task, his fingers working her face like an artist worked a painting. The way he applied the make-up carefully and then brushed away the few blemishes she had was amazing.

When he'd finished, he let her see herself again.

"Da-dah!" he playfully exclaimed.

Her eye-liner was black and much thicker than normal, framing her beautiful brown eyes in an almost feline way. But it was her mouth that stood out. Naturally enough considering the purpose of the shoot, she realised. He'd paid particular attention to her full lips, using the Clinique lipstick line to 'volumize' them.

The result was incredible.

"I love it," she gleefully told him, testing the effect by giving a provocative pout into the mirror. "Perfect,"

"Perfect, indeed," came a voice from the door.

It belonged to Tony Yamamura and his sudden appearance precipitated an immediate return of her nerves. She'd carried out some small-time modelling jobs before—Sandra Wilson wouldn't have given her this assignment otherwise—but nothing in this league.

The Met had even put her through her paces with a crash course in modelling before she'd left England. But this was different. This was a photoshoot. Could she pass the test?

She had to, for the sake of the assignment, herself and for her career.

Her husband hadn't wanted her to join the police force and the ensuing arguments after she'd enrolled had been never-ending. She didn't have any regrets about leaving him, though it had been a difficult decision at the time, and she had purposefully avoided contact between them since. He could be violent when he was angry.

Divorce papers had been signed through the post and after that, it just was easier to put him out of her mind and concentrate on her career. The problem was that she'd never quite fulfilled her potential.

This case was the opportunity she'd never thought would come.

"You look wonderful, Jenn," the Japanese man told her, stepping just inside the room. "How are you feeling?"

"Good," she told him, taking a deep breath.

It was only a half-lie. She had been feeling good until he'd arrived. What girl wouldn't under Roy's tender ministrations? But now that he had left the room—leaving her and Yamamura by themselves—all of her self-doubts were returning.

"You're ready for me now?" she nervously asked.

"Almost," he told her, resting his frame against the door behind him. "I need to go over a couple of things before the shoot."

He took a couple of steps into the room and smiled reassuringly as he flopped down in the chair next to hers.

"The other model will adopt the more senior role in the shoot. What I want from you is to follow her lead. That natural, innocent look is perfect. So let Michelle introduce you to our world, and everything will be fine. Think you can do that, Jenn?"

"Of course," she replied, more cheerily than she felt.

Please God, let everything be fine...

"Even if something seems way out there, I want you to go with it. Without question. The camera captures any hesitation. Remember that."

"Sure."

She nodded eagerly. That was something, at least. Having a more experienced model to work with was a Godsend. Her brain had frozen up, but she was prepared to do whatever was asked of her.

*

Nikolay Volkov sat next to his host in Sheikh Amir bin Khalid's luxurious private residence that lay in the heart of the city. Outside of the large windows, despite the time of day, flood lights illuminated the vibrant, green lawns of cut grass—unheard of in this arid climate.

Inside the room, sumptuous, woven textiles and luxurious pillows spun of purple silk and lined with gold thread—like those the two men were lounging on—were spread out haphazardly, emphasising the wealth of this unique palace.

The Sheikh had called to meeting to discuss some of the 'finer points' of the contract already agreed between them. That could only mean one thing. He wanted to renegotiate. And yet, until a few days ago, he had been content to follow the Russian's lead throughout their negotiations.

His sudden change in attitude had switched on Volkov's antennae, and that in turn had led the multi-millionaire to look more closely at Tony Yamamura's activities. The conclusion had been as obvious as it was a huge disappointment. He had rewarded Yamamura with all the trappings of success only to find that his Japanese lieutenant was attempting to usurp him. His visit to see the Sheikh confirmed his suspicions, although neither man would refer to Tony Yamamura specifically.

The trick was to read between the lines.

In a normal world, such a business meeting would usually have involved their advisers and perhaps their legal teams. In bin Khalid's universe, such normality didn't exist. The three attractive women that lay around the room in a partial state of undress were neither solicitors nor accountants. They were concubines.

Heavy-lidded, Nikolay Volkov glanced across the room towards the doe-eyed beauty curled on a sofa. Her gold robe hung loosely from her slender body and a mocha-coloured nipple peaked out, just at the edge. One hand had drifted between her legs as she lazily surveyed the two women spread out on a divan opposite her.



The blonde's curvy body was entangled with that of a brunette, while the two of them were exchanging soft kisses.

Leaning forward, Volkov sucked a slow drag off an opium pipe. His eyelids rolled back as the initial wave of pleasure rolled through him. He had to hand it to the young Sheikh. He had yet to meet his equal as far as decadence was concerned.

"So..." he said, his voice oozing out his throat in an elongated drawl.

God, he felt good. The opium high wrapped him into a warm cocoon of bliss. Everyone should hold business meetings this way.

"What exactly was it you wanted to discuss, Amir?"

"The contract, of course," the Sheikh answered. His tone was soft and persuasive. "In the light of recent events, it is important to ensure the terms remain acceptable to both parties."

"Recent events?" Volkov softly asked.

"Indeed," bin Khalid answered. "Recent events."

That was as far as he was prepared to go, but the remark gave the Russian the information he needed. There was only one reason for the Sheikh to look for a better deal now. He'd been offered an alternative. And that confirmed everything Volkov needed to know...

In some ways, the situation was his own fault. By driving such a hard bargain with the Sheikh, he had opened the door for Tony Yamamura. But at least the Japanese man's treachery had been flushed out. Soon, he would pay for his sins and that would be that.

He glanced into the shallow pool infront of them as he thought things through. The clear light-blue water reflected the body of the doe-eyed girl draped on the sofa opposite. Her gold satin robe had fallen away completely from her upper body and she had raised one of her ripe breasts to her mouth, circling the mocha-coloured nipple with her tongue.

Forcing his hazy gaze away from the provocative sight, he turned his attention back to Sheikh Amir. All that remained was for him to outbid Yamamura and his plans were back on track. The additional cost wasn't an issue. He could afford to pay substantially more and still remain well ahead of the game.

"You know I'm fully appreciative of the help you're providing, Amir," he murmured, in his most conciliatory tone. "If you believe I've understated the value of that support, I'm prepared to correct that mistake as a matter of urgency."

"I would expect nothing else between men of such integrity," the Sheikh smiled, happy that they understood one another. "To demonstrate my intentions to keep to my side of the bargain, my people are drawing up another contract as we speak. I'll tell them we've agreed the revised fee."

Volkov nodded. It would show weakness to enquire how much extra this was going to cost him. He'd know soon enough.

Negotiations over, his gaze returned to the women. They were together on the backless couch now, giggling a little as their fingers stroked across each other's bodies. It was impossible to tell which belonged to whom.

"Tell me this," the Sheikh mused, following the Russian's gaze. "Which of my nieces do you find the most attractive?"

Volkov had to chuckle. He loved that description. His eyes rolled back to the 'nieces'. Each of them was observing him closely—their pupils shrunk to pin pricks—waiting eagerly to see who he chose.

As he paused, one of them swung her legs to the rug-covered floor, the bells on her golden anklet advertising her movements. Her toenails were painted red and she had four toe rings on. With an exaggerated roll of her hips, she posed happily for the Russian as she descended into the pool, sending ripples across the still surface.

Taking her cue, the brunette was the next to seek the limelight. Pushing herself up, she leaned across the blonde woman and kissed her deeply. Volkov felt his dick respond as he watched the blonde shift on the couch, lewdly spreading her legs as their tongues lapped and swirled.

"All of them," he said, so focused on the unfolding action that he barely looked at the Sheikh. "I like all your nieces."

"As you wish," his host smiled, bringing the women back to attention with a single clap of his hands. "I just hope you have a healthy appetite..."

*

Tony Yamamura was in a good place. He'd used his time working for Nikolay Volkov to understand every aspect of the Russian's way of operating. Now he—with Michelle Park, his girlfriend—was ready to start out on their own. They would hijack Volkov's plans for Middle East domination and then gradually expand their business dealings.

Money had been his biggest problem. He hadn't originally anticipated just how much was needed for a start-up operation, but now he had a number of Oriental backers lined up to provide all the funding he needed. The only stipulation was for him to pull off the deal with Sheikh Amir bin Khalid, and that was pretty much guaranteed now.

The next issue was to build up his own bevy of models. Michelle had approached some established models, coyly suggesting that they transferred their allegiance from Volkov to a 'new, global modelling agency'. But that couldn't be achieved overnight, and his agreement with Bree Jensen was designed to buy him more time.

Sex was a powerful weapon in the business world, and Volkov had successfully used his models as sweeteners to clinch business deals for longer than Yamamura could remember. Now he was about to trump him. What was better than spending a night with a well known model? Fucking a high profile porn star, of course!

He'd be personally putting Bree through her paces later tonight, in his hotel suite. So would Michelle. His girlfriend had insisted on joining in on the action. But first, he had a photo shoot to attend to.

Along with Michelle, he was going to use Jennifer Finney at the forefront of influencing potential business contacts his way. He'd realised the brunette's potential the moment he'd first seen her at Heathrow airport. It was like God had reached into his mind, took all the traits of his fantasy woman, and made them flesh.

The best part was that she didn't know how attractive she was.

He'd negotiated the photo shoot personally with Clinique, albeit on Volkov's behalf. Unbeknown to the Russian, he'd used his own name on the contract. The client had no idea of Volkov's involvement, and that gave Yamamura free reign to manipulate the shoot the way he wanted. That was another essential part of his plan.

With those lips, a lipstick campaign was the perfect way to introduce Jenn to the world and once she became a household name, her value would quadruple. But that was only part of it.

He and Michelle were also using the shoot to test the brunette's limits. His girlfriend could seduce the Pope if she was given the chance, so the aspiring model wouldn't have a chance once Michelle turned up the sexual heat. And once they had her in their clutches, everything else would be so much easier...

*

Jenn Finney checked herself in the mirror on the set. Her unbelievably short strapless white dress was practically moulded to her curves. And it was low cut, too. Her tits were practically spilling out. She wouldn't have dared wear it anywhere else but here in the studio.

If Sandra Wilson or any of the guys in the team could see her now, their eyes would pop out. She felt like the sexiest woman in the Universe. Was this really her?

"You look great," Tony Yamamura told her, as he handed over another glass of wine.

That made three, but she took it instantly. The alcohol was doing a great job of calming her nerves.

His eyes wandered across her curves as she gulped half of it down. Normally she hated men checking her out so obviously, but right now she didn't mind at all. If someone as important as the Japanese man fancied her, then she must look good.

"Thanks," she told him, and then giggled.

The wine was definitely going to her head! She finished the drink with another gulp and then giggled again as she looked at the lipstick on the rim of her wine glass.

"Oops. Looks like I'll need to fix that."

"Roy will fix you up," Yamamura said, smiling broadly as he refilled the glass.

Another? A fourth? No way. She was already tipsy. But she took another sip, all the same.

"Come on," he said, his gaze dipping into her cleavage again as he took her arm. "Let's familiarise you with the set."

Like her outfit, the background was pure white. Roy had explained earlier that they needed it that way so as to provide a better focus on the colour of their lips.

"I'd like you to meet the model you're working with," Yamamura said, guiding her across the room towards a dark-haired girl. "Jennifer, this is Michelle Park."

"Hi," she said, smiling happily. "It's nice to meet you."

"Likewise," Michelle returned, her almond-shaped eyes running up and down the brunette's body.

If anything, Tony had understated the young woman's characteristics. The sexy naïve innocence he'd mentioned was written all over her expression. Her fabulously tanned body—with those large breasts, wide hips and enviously narrow waist—was made for sin. And her dark hair, deep brown eyes, pouting red lips and freckled skin all added to her attractiveness. The bitch was a wet dream.

This was going to be fun...

*

Standing pigeon-toed in her spiked heels, one hand clasped around her forearm and the other touching her hair, Jenn had never felt more vulnerable in her life. Her big eyes blinked at Tony Yamamura as she tried to hold herself together.

"Relax," he softly said, nudging her arm. "In that dress, you look like the hottest woman on God's earth."

A surprising feeling of warmth flooded through her body at his unexpected words. She was little Jennifer Finney from England and this high flying young Japanese executive was telling her she looked like a million dollars. Not only that, but it felt like every person on the set hadn't been able to keep their eyes off her.

How amazing was that?

"You're ready?" he asked.

She nodded. That way he wouldn't hear the tremor in her voice. Michelle was already on set, posing for some test shots. The Korean American beauty looked like she'd been born to do this.

"The client wants sex-appeal with an elegant veneer," he told her, staring emphatically into her eyes to make sure she understood. "When a woman wears this lipstick, it has to match the way she is. I want to capture her various moods—from sexy to shy, confident to demure. Michelle will lead the way. Your job is to follow her. Okay?"

Jenn nodded again. She'd thought she could do this, but the way Yamamura's eyes were devouring her tits was producing the inevitable reaction. The way her hard nipples were pushing through the white material of her dress was embarrassing.

"We're going to do some solo shots first, starting with Michelle," he reassured her, casually sliding an arm around her waist.

Somehow, it felt comforting.

"This whole campaign is about your face, your lips," he told her, holding her warmth close to his. She could feel his gaze on her cleavage again. "But you have to use this sensational body, too. Let it come naturally, but I want you to think sex, nothing but sex."

The heat of his words began to pump through her body in time with the stroking motion of his hand. It was gently running from the middle of her back down to her butt and back again. If he was trying to turn her on, he'd succeeded. Did all models feel like this during a photo shoot, or was it the impact of too much wine?

*

Half an hour later and it was Jenn's turn to go solo infront of the camera. Tony and Michelle stood at the side of the set, close enough to observe her performance and yet discreet enough not to interfere. She was projecting everything that Yamamura had asked—shoulders back, those fabulous breasts thrust forward and one hand on her hip as she pouted at the camera.

"She's good," the model whispered to her boyfriend.

Yamamura nodded. "If she could just get over her anxiety, she'd be incredible. But in a way, that's part of her appeal. She exudes the kind of sexy innocence that most women have felt from time to time."

"Not me. Never."

Tony Yamamura glanced sideways at her out of the corner of his eye.

"No ... not you, my dear! But then we both know you're an exception to the rule. You're full on sexy, and you know it, whereas this girl has no idea how hot she is. She's a natural. I saw it instantly."

"Maybe," Michelle murmured, unwilling to give anyone too much credit. She pushed closer, practically draping her body around her boyfriend's. "How far do you want me to go with her?"

"Good question," he mused thoughtfully. "We don't want to scare her away, but I want to scratch underneath that surface, see what we find."

"If you want my opinion," his girlfriend hummed, "we need to push her all the way. She either has it in her or she doesn't and, with what we have in mind, the sooner we know the better."

Yamamura pursed his lips as he thought. Michelle could be very direct at times, and he understood where she was coming from. But Jenn was special, and if he was going to turn her into one of his leading escorts, he needed to take one step at a time.

"Not yet," he told her, this time firmly meeting her gaze. "Tease her. That's all. We can then pick up the pace at tomorrow night's party."

"Ah, yes, Tony, your boss is throwing his usual bash," Michelle said, in delight. "I'll get to meet Nikolay Volkov at last."

Her lips puckered seductively as she gently brushed her fingers against her boyfriend's groin.

"Do you think he's going to fuck me at the party?" she chuckled, giving him a squeeze. "I'll be sure to tell you all about it afterwards."

*

It was an hour later and Jenn was feeling the need. She was really feeling the need. Michelle was such a natural infront of the camera and she'd tried to follow her lead. The problem was that the model kept leading her down sexual cul-de-sac's from which there was no escape. If she draped her body against Jenn's again in such a blatantly sexual way, she would scream.

She had posed with other women before, small-time stuff, but had never felt as turned on as this. At first Michelle had just whispered small compliments to her—about her shiny hair, her pouting lips, and her 'hot' body. But then, as the camera continued to click around them, the compliments had turned to questions.

They were subtle at first. Had she ever been with another woman? Would she like to? Would she like Michelle to teach her how Asian women made love? And then the questions had turned to suggestions. She'd described what she'd like to do to Jenn. In the most basic of terms. Things that made Jenn's cheeks burn...

She told herself that the more experienced model was just doing her job. They wanted her worked up so that the Spanish photographer—Isobel—got the shots she wanted, didn't they? Well, it had worked. She was more aroused than she'd become in a long, long time.

"One final session," Isobel eventually called, seemingly letting her off the hook. But the accompanying instruction threw her. "Everyone else off the set, please. Just the two models."

The command threw Jenn. There were only a handful of people around, anyway, and after a few minutes of shooting she'd even forgotten they were there. What was the problem?

The answer came as soon as everyone, Tony Yamamura included, had trooped out of the room.

"Okay, off with the dresses, ladies! Right now!"

Jenn stared at her incredulously, but Michelle didn't hesitate. Her slim fingers went right to zip at the back of her dress, shedding the skimpy garment fluidly at her feet.

Jenn gasped at the sight. She was no lesbian, and didn't really consider herself into women, but this woman was built like a tigress. Her wide eyes couldn't stop themselves from travelling along the contours of those small, perky breasts, all the way down to the narrow strip of dark hair that adorned her compact, and very wet, labial lips.

Jenn wasn't the only one that was aroused!

"Why?" she stuttered, pulling her brown eyes back up to the model's face, and then looking questioningly at Isobel. "I don't understand."

"It's traditional at this stage of a shoot," Michelle interrupted, raising a manicured eyebrow at her. "Don't worry, the photographs will be tasteful."

Jenn felt her face colour. "Tasteful?"

"Trust me," Isobel murmured confidently. "This way, I can fully enhance the effect of your lips without other distractions. All of the shots will be from your neck up. It's the lipstick we're promoting, remember?"

Yes, but if that was the case then why...

The question faded on Jenn's lips as she realised the two women were staring at her, waiting. It was her turn, the look on their faces was insisting. She didn't understand, but neither could she afford to be precious. She was here for a reason. Besides, she was proud of her body, so why should she be ashamed of revealing it now?

That's what models like Michelle did.

Closing her eyes, she released the clasp of the white dress and allowed it to pool at her feet. Unlike the other model, she wore a little g-string that was just enough to cover the slight rise of her mound. That was staying where it was!

*

"Hot, isn't she?" Isobel asked, with a suggestive smile.

They'd taken a quick break while the Spanish photographer fiddled with a couple of cameras, and Jenn had taken the opportunity to pour herself some more wine. Isobel had quickly joined her, accepting a glass and then nodding across towards Michelle.

"She's pretty, that's for sure," Jenn agreed, leaving it at that.

The sooner this was over and she could get back to her hotel, the better. Watching the naked model sauntering casually around the room, occasionally smiling at her with those full, pouty lips and almond shaped eyes, was doing nothing to calm her raging libido.

"Glad you think so," Isobel told her. "It's time to get it on..."

Jenn felt her heart twitter at the words and hurriedly finished her drink. The copious amounts of alcohol she'd assumed seemed to have calmed her nerves, but it had the opposite effect on her body. Was it really this warm in the room?

Isobel went straight to work.

"Michelle, I want you to put your arms around Jenn. That's it, face each other. Right there, hold it."

The Korean American model's arms felt soft where they touched her skin. When she glided her fingers across her back, down to her hips, Jenn shivered. But she didn't have time to compose herself.

"Right, Jenn, I want you to put your arms around Michelle's neck. A little higher. Elbows down ... there!"

Jenn did as she was instructed, feeling her nipples harden further as they came in contact with the underside of the other woman's breasts. Could Michelle feel that? Was she feeling the same way? When their eyes met, she knew that she was. Her heart skipped a beat.

"Michelle, lean in," Isobel continued. "Like you're going to kiss her. Let the camera see those lips."

Jenn's throat went dry as Michelle tilted her head to one side, dipping her face forward. She could feel the young woman's shallow, hot breath on her lips.

"There, hold that! Perfect! God, that's great! Hold it! Keep holding it."

Jenn's muscles ached. She was tense enough anyway, and holding such a sensual pose was making her even stiffer.

"Okay, I've got it. Now, I want you to repeat it, only this time—"

Isobel paused to switch out her film.

"This time, Michelle, I want you to get behind her. And Jenn, I want you to look over your shoulder, like you're about to accept a kiss."

"Sure," Jenn breathed, feeling a little buzzed.

She was trying to sound confident, like she did this all the time.

"And Michelle, cover her tits with your hands," Isobel suddenly added, snapping her camera shut.

"My pleasure," the hot model whispered huskily, grinning happily.



Jenn's nipples came to life again when the model's warm hands cupped her breasts and she exhaled a heavy breath of air as she tried to regulate her breathing. It was coming as fast as her pitter-pattering heartbeat.

"Yes, just like that. Now, get into it, girls! Just touch those perfect lips together, like a little over the shoulder kiss."

Jenn saw Michelle's lips widen as she turned her head towards her. She could see her waiting tongue just inside her open mouth. The young model slowly licked it across her lips as she whispered breathily.

"Go ahead ... Kiss me ... I know you want to."

Jenn felt light headed. Was this really happening? With the arousal she was feeling, and the wine she'd consumed, it was all too much. But when she gave in and moved closer, tilting her head to touch those pouting lips with hers, Michelle pulled fractionally back at the last moment.

"Tony is going to make you a star," she murmured, keeping her smiling mouth a fraction of an inch away. "All you have to do is obey the rules and enjoy the ride."

With that, she turned her body so that it pressed into Jenn's and curled one hand around the back of her neck. When their lips finally came together, the Sapphic kiss was softer and yet far more demanding than any man Jenn had ever been with.

Michelle's hand held her head in place as one kiss turned into two, and then three. Suddenly, they began to make out like rabid animals.

Jenn could feel herself growing dizzy from desire. Kissing another woman did this to you? The feeling of her breasts pushing against her own was a thrill she'd never anticipated, but all of a sudden the feeling of Michelle's nipples scraping against her skin, her smooth sex rubbing against her thigh, was too much.

She was here in Dubai for a reason, and this was way beyond her brief.

When she finally yanked her head away, Michelle's pouting lips were smeared with lipstick from both their mouths. It somehow created such a wonderfully wanton, slutty look. Jenn realised that her mouth would be the same and inexplicably found that another sudden surge of arousal hit her. Even though her face burned with embarrassment, she thought Michelle was going to kiss her again. Wanted her to...

But Isobel came to her rescue.

"Alright, I have everything I need," the photographer's voice came from the side of them.

This time it was panic that surged in Jenn's body. She hadn't realised that the Spanish woman had been clicking away during the whole encounter. If those photographs ever found a wider audience, she could kiss her career goodbye.

For a moment she couldn't speak. She just stared wide-eyed at photographer, then Michelle and then back again.

"You did great," Isobel reassured her, with a knowing smile. "And if I'm a representative sample, you've already got me wanting to buy the lipstick. Tony's going to be delighted with you."

*

Nikolay Volkov's mind worked in a cold, logical manner. He didn't have time for sentiment. Establish the facts. Consider all options. Then take the necessary action to eliminate the problem—immediately and ruthlessly. He'd trusted Tony Yamamura. Tony Yamamura had betrayed him. There was only one solution.

Once he'd returned to his office from his encounter at Sheikh Amir bin Khalid's palace—all three girls had been very good, but the blonde was exceptional—he'd reassessed every detail and arrived at the same conclusion. Tony Yamamura had to be eliminated, but in a way that couldn't be traced back to the Russian.

That was why he was in the centre of Dubai now, taking the early evening open-top Big Bus tour. Boris was seated three rows behind him, keeping an eye on proceedings, just in case.

At first glance, the man who had casually taken a seat next to Volkov seemed to have no connection with him. They were simply two tourists, coincidentally sharing the same bus tour. No-one would think anything else. No-one would realise that the few words they were about to exchange would be in Russian.

"I flew in immediately, as requested," the shaven-headed man said, his accent thick and strong.

"I should hope so. I'm paying a fortune," Volkov said, his cold eyes appraising the assassin through his shades.

Not only did the large sunglasses offer protection against the still bright sunlight, they guarded his anonymity, too.

"You're paying what I'm worth, Mr. Volkov," the assassin said through gritted teeth. "We both know that."

"Don't use my name," Volkov snapped irritably. "Not even when we speak in Russian. I'm not paying for stupid mistakes."

The assassin nonchalantly shrugged and glanced out of the window to his left. For a moment, neither man spoke, not until Volkov's anger subsided.

He'd employed this man through a contact of a contact, who assured him that he met the specifications laid down. He had asked for someone expendable, who wouldn't be missed in the event of the job going wrong. He'd also asked for someone who wasn't blessed with the greatest intelligence. Vladimir Kazakov met both criteria.

The shaven-headed man embodied all the qualities expected from someone who had worked for the Ukrainian mafia—single mindedness, the strength of a bull and a vicious determination to succeed. Those qualities were necessary if he was to take care of Tony Yamamura.

That would be the last job he ever undertook.

Volkov had already manufactured evidence to suggest that Yamamura and Kazakov had met before. Not only met, they had unfinished business between them. A gambling debt. That information would be found at the scene of the crime, beside both bodies.

The plan was foolproof. Nikky Volkov would be nowhere near the scene when the killing occurred, he would make sure he had a cast-iron alibi, his contact with Kazakov was untraceable, and a motive would be left for the two deaths. Perfect!

"I want a down-payment now, comrade," Kazakov suddenly muttered, "and an extra twenty thousand once the job is completed."

"We have already agreed the terms," Volkov quietly said, glancing in the opposite direction.

"I'm renegotiating," Kazakov said, turning to stare at the Russian. "You want Vladimir's services then you have to pay for them.

"Look the other way, for fuck's sake," Volkov snapped.

Any conversation between them couldn't be understood, but he hated taking even the slimmest chance of someone putting them together.

He paused for a moment to allow his temper to settle. Boris would be watching them closely and he didn't want his bodyguard thinking he had an issue. He didn't. Everything was under control.

He surreptitiously pulled a buff coloured envelope out of his pocket and slid it onto Kazakov's lap. The money inside was counterfeit, but the assassin wouldn't know that. And the extra twenty thousand was irrelevant. The numbskull wouldn't be around to collect it.

"You strike a hard bargain," he lied, pulling his baseball cap down more tightly on his head. "But I want the contract carried out tomorrow at the time and place I specify. That's crucial."

Kazakov nodded gruffly. "Then you'd better give me the details, comrade."
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Palmer: Fashion Week Ch. 04

Chapter 4 — WEDNESDAY — A problem solved

Nikolay Volkov was awake early. It was a habit he'd never been able to break. The Russian only needed four or five hours sleep to get by, although he'd hardly slept at all last night. His plan was set to go and everything had to fall in place like clockwork.

He'd driven himself to his office, calling Angela on the way. He'd needed some stimulation, and right now his personal secretary was well on her way to providing it. He placed one hand onto the back of her head, tightening it in her jet black hair as she mouth-fucked him. Damn, this woman was good. Every bit as good as any he'd ever had—with just a couple of exceptions.

Jade and Roxie were the crème de la crème.

He'd built his empire from a humble beginning into the multi million pound organisation it was today—remarkable for a business originally founded on prostitution. Since then, although sex remained as the cornerstone to his success, he'd learned that there were more lucrative ways to use his better-known girls.

The party arranged for tomorrow night would see another couple of money-spinning contracts agreed—deals he had been working on for some time—and his supermodels would be used as incentives to finalise each of those complicated business deals.

But there was one important piece of business that needed taking care of before then. Maintaining his grip on Angela's hair, he picked up his phone with his other hand and hit speed dial.

"Sergii," he said, when he heard the voice on the other end of the line. "You received my instructions?"

"I did."

"Everything is clear?"

"It is."

Volkov nodded contentedly to himself and reached across Angela's bobbing head. Dammit, if she kept sucking him like that, he'd cum soon. And he hadn't fucked her yet. He opened the small silver box, wetting his finger with his tongue before scooping up the white powder. He rubbed it across his lips before dragging his secretary's head upwards and smiling encouragingly into her fevered eyes.

"Open up," he softly told her, nudging her lips with the side of his finger.

As her mouth obediently widened, he scooped up another finger-full of the white powder and rubbed it across her gums. It mixed with the saliva hanging from her hungry lips. Like the sexy bitch she was, she eagerly sucked on his finger like she had just done on his cock.

One day, he'd fully initiate her into the delights of cocaine, but maybe not yet. One step at a time. Besides, he had something more important on his mind right now. The recent interests he'd established in Columbia had added narcotics into his business mix—and soon he would have the Middle East market, too.

That's why it was so important to erase Tony Yamamura's threat.

"Vladimir Kazakov could be dangerous," he said, back into the phone.

"You have nothing to worry about," the voice replied. "The plan is foolproof. Kazakov kills Yamamura. I kill Kazakov, and plant the evidence. I won't fail you."

Volkov nodded contentedly as he ended the call. Sergii hadn't let him down yet He never would.

With a throaty growl, he turned his attention back to his secretary. Angela was deep-throating him now and the bitch had him on the verge of blowing. Gripping her hair more tightly, he slowly tugged her head upwards so that he could look her directly in the eyes.

"Time to fuck," he simply said.

*

Jenn Finney checked the time on the illuminated bedside clock. Was it really that early? She hadn't slept at all, had she? Well, yes, she must have dozed off a few times. Her vivid dreams were testament to that. Dreams that had taken her to places she shouldn't have gone...

Part of her was embarrassed over what had happened during the shoot yesterday. She'd never even thought about being with another woman before, let alone kissed one. But then, Michelle Park had been persuasive. Very persuasive.

Remarkably, the heated session had worked to her advantage. Her cover had held up and she'd successfully negotiated the photo shoot. Who would have thought that possible? The question was where she went from here, and the answer made her shiver with anticipation.

What better way to move forward than to use her connection with Michelle Park?

Sandra Wilson had told her to get close to Nikky Volkov's operation, see how it fitted together. Now that she was accepted as the new girl on the modelling scene, who better than the Korean American model to give her the inside track on the way things worked? She'd won season two of Supermodel, after all. She was one of Volkov's top models.

Okay, Jenn would have to be careful not to compromise herself. She was a cop, after all. Michelle was clearly bisexual and seemed attracted to her. What would happen if she wanted to take things further? But then, every girl had flirted with guys from time to time and kept them at arm's length, so why not with a woman? Nothing was going to happen between them and if she gained the information she wanted, the end justified the means, right?

Her heart beat faster as her imagination began to take hold. There wasn't any denying that the kiss between them had been hot. What would it feel like to make love to another woman? She'd always wondered. With a teasing slowness, she fed her right down between her partly-open thighs and began to stroke herself...

*

Tony Yamamura was brought out of his sleep by the lustful noises coming from the two hot and very naked women next to him. It felt like Michelle and Bree had been making love all night, in between their bouts with him.

It was morning now and they were still going at one another?

He wasn't sure whether their desire was driven by pure sexual attraction or the need to establish control. Michelle could be abrasive at times. Whenever she perceived another woman as a threat, she turned into a sexual dervish that devoured everything infront of her. And yet so far, Bree Jensen had proven every bit her sexual equal.

Pushing up on the bed, his eyes remained glued to the unfolding action beside him as he began to jerk his cock. Michelle was straddling the blonde now, holding her straight leg up across her shoulder as she rubbed their cunts together. Both women were grunting, panting and he felt like he was both watching and starring in his own porn movie.

It was just a shame that Jennifer Finney wasn't in the bed with them. Michelle had taken great delight in describing the way her teasing had led to their heated make-out session in the studio. That told him everything he needed to know about the brunette. He'd soon have her working for him—after he fucked her, of course.

That delight wasn't far away and the mouth-watering thought made his cock grow even harder in his palm. Suddenly, it was all too much. What was he doing watching these two highly-charged women fucking one another when he could join in the action?

Using both hands to push up onto all fours, he quickly moved between them and found Bree's warm lips with his own. But then Michelle was pulling his head away and curling an arm around his neck. She was competitive even over a kiss.

Then all three pairs of lips were finding each other—wet, sticky and hot—exchanging saliva as their three tongues lapped together.

When the women separated and pushed him onto his back, he decided to go with the flow. Why not let them control the action? Bree's hot lips found his again as Michelle climbed across his lap. With a possessive glance towards the blonde porn star beside her, his girlfriend teased him with her tight pussy before settling over his cock. He gasped out loud as she sank down on him.

"Don't forget who'll always be number one," she rasped, glancing at Bree again before turning her attention back to her boyfriend. She licked his chin lewdly as she tightened her internal muscles around him. "Let's show this bitch how a real woman fucks."

Yamamura almost laughed over the absurdity of her constant need to prove herself. But that was Michelle. His girlfriend would never change. And that need also made her the sexiest bitch on God's earth. When she stretched her frame, his half-laugh turned into a throaty growl. Hands clenched behind her head, she held her long black hair high on her scalp—posing for him, posing for Bree Jensen—as her athletic body began to gyrate on his like a stripper.

Fuck! This was going to be a wonderful day...

*

Jack Palmer was sitting with Roxie at a corner table in the hotel's restaurant. They were refueling their batteries with a light breakfast after their early-morning lovemaking session. Even under normal circumstances, they couldn't keep their hands off one another. But they'd both been on heat since their threesome with Jade.

He smiled across the table at his beautiful girlfriend. Even at her most casual, with her black baseball cap pulled down over her long red locks, she couldn't have looked more stunning.

Maybe that was why he'd finally told her about his conversation with Sandra Wilson? Despite his best intentions to keep the discussion to himself, for a while longer at least, she'd known something was on his mind. She always did. When she'd asked, he'd just come out with it.

They'd spent the last hour talking about Wilson's suspicions, turning them inside out in an attempt to make sense of it. There was nothing concrete, but then Palmer hadn't had anything substantial on Dominic DeVere when the London Met had started their investigation into the late businessman. And look how that had turned out...

The look of concern in Roxie's eyes told him that she'd been reliving some of those moments as they'd talked. But even so, her sudden pronouncement took him completely by surprise.

"I'll see out the rest of the week here," she told him, pushing a loose strand of red hair behind her ear and then nodding her head as if reinforcing the conclusion she'd just come to. "Then I'll look for employment elsewhere."

For a brief moment, he just stared into those beautiful green eyes. He hated the modelling world. He wanted to keep her out of Volkov's sphere of control. But ... this was her lifeblood. If she was going to leave it behind there had to be more to the decision than just impulse. He didn't want her to have any subsequent regrets.

"Oh, don't think I'm giving up modelling forever," she chuckled, reading his mind in the way that only she could. "I don't think I could do that, Jack. But maybe I could freelance. There are always lots of possibilities there."

"Why, Roxie?" he simply asked.

She smiled reassuringly at him for a few seconds before answering.

"I've no idea whether Sandra Wilson is right about what Nikky is up to," she softly said, reaching across the table to touch his cheek with the back of her fingers, "but that's irrelevant. A couple of things have happened recently which have made me reconsider what's best..."

Palmer's eyes narrowed as he waited for her to elaborate. She hadn't said anything about any concerns. Was it their encounter with Jade that was making her rethink?

"Such as?" he asked.

Roxie shook her head.

"They're not important, Jack. The thing is, after everything that happened with Dominic DeVere, I should never have signed with an agency again. Any agency. Men like Dominic and Nikky Volkov think they own the women who work for them, and to a large extent that's true. They hold their models careers in their hands, after all. But I never want to be in that position again."

Palmer nodded. He understood. Some of his girlfriend's scars from the DeVere case would never go away. When a server headed across towards them, asking if they wanted another coffee, he shook his head. They were coffee'd out.

"It's decided," Roxie decisively continued, as the server moved onto the next table. "I'll see out this week's contract, Jack, but that's it. I'll tell Nikky of my decision and then make a few phone calls. But I was thinking. After you've made contact with this woman—Jennifer Finney, you said?—why don't I talk to her, too? If she's posing as a model, then maybe I can help her, too?"

"Whoa," he firmly said, pushing back in his chair. He didn't want his girlfriend anywhere near this. "I don't want you involved, Roxie."

"Is that right?" she snapped back, although there was a twinkle in her eyes. "Look, Jack, if you're going to help out Sandra Wilson, then I'm going to help you. Besides, it's no big thing. I'll just see what I can do. Two heads are better than one in this situation, yes?"

She laughed out loud when he pulled a face. They both knew there was no changing her mind once she was set on something.

"Good..." she told him, removing her black baseball cap.

She shook out her red hair. Even the way it bounced around her shoulders was sexy.

"Now, why don't you take me back to our room?" she said, wiggling her eyebrows sexily. "By my reckoning, we have an hour to kill before I need to be out of here. Any ideas?"

*

The expression on Vladimir Kazakov's face had changed to a steely smile of anticipation. He lived for moments like this, especially as the target was Japanese. He fucking hated Asians as much as he hated Arabs. If he had his way, he'd rid the world of every one of them.

Still, after this killing there'd be one less to worry about.

Afterwards, he'd find one of the whores frequenting the hotel and sate his needs before it was time to catch his return flight to the Ukraine.

He hadn't expected Volkov to give in to his demands for more money so easily. That annoyed him. Maybe he should have asked for more? When it came down to it, big-time or not, every single one of the people he'd ever worked for had been scared of Vladimir Kazakov. Why? Because his reputation preceded him, that's why. They all knew what he was capable of. That meant he always had the upper hand.

This contract was clearly important to Volkov, so there had to be a way of squeezing more money out of the deal. He'd done it before, to a couple of minor league Ukrainians who'd thought they were better than him. The bastards had soon found out otherwise.

No-one fucked around with Vladimir Kazakov...

The five-star Jumeirah Zabeel Saray was a luxurious beachside hotel and he'd spent the morning checking it out, working out who did what, where and when. It hadn't been difficult. The people who worked here were so fucking stupid. They were so deferential to guests it almost made him puke.

He'd discovered that Yamamura's room was at the far end of the twentieth floor, conveniently opposite a room that had become vacant that morning. The Gods were smiling on him. He'd waited until one of the hotel staff had entered to clean the vacated room and then followed him inside. It had been like stepping into a luxurious palace. This was how these people lived?

It made him hate them even more.

The hotel cleaner was in the bathroom now, a bullet in his brain. That hadn't been strictly necessary, but why not? It relived some of Kazakov's anger.

His uniform didn't quite fit the Ukrainian assassin, but it would do. Once he'd changed clothes, he'd taken his usual pill. It always raised his senses to the level he needed for moments like this.

It made him feel like a God. He was a fucking God. He was the one who decided who lived and who died.

There were two women with Yamamura in his room. That hadn't been difficult to establish. He'd bribed a chambermaid earlier. Another fucking Arab.

If Yamamura exited with the women, he'd have to take them all out. There was no other choice. Yet in some ways, that would have been more satisfactory. It would prove to Volkov that Vladimir Kazakov was the one who made the decisions here.

So he'd been pissed again when he'd observed the two women leaving together. Especially as the speed was kicking in and his nerve ends were jangling with excitement.

He had surreptitiously watched them make their way along the corridor towards the lift. They were both attractive, even the Asian whore. Maybe he should have walked in on the three of them, blown the Japanese bastard's brains out, and then taken turns fucking her and the blonde before disposing of them in the same way?

It was too late for that now.

All that mattered at this point was to take care of his target and then figure a way to put a squeeze on Volkov.

*

Tony Yamamura glanced at the clock. It was almost midday, not that he really cared. He was exhausted. Even for someone who prided himself on his fitness, he was aching in places he didn't know he had. Had he ever been with two such demanding lovers?

But it wasn't his physical condition that was on his mind right now. It was the telephone conversation he was having with one of his contacts back in England. He'd just taken a shower and had started to shave when the call had come through. He nearly hadn't answered it. And now he was being told things that jeopardized all his plans.

"You've got to be mistaken," he snapped, trying to maintain his cool. "Are you sure?"

"There's no mistake."

Even over the telephone line, the embarrassment was clear in his contact's tone. Yamamura paid his people well for the jobs he asked them to do. How could they have fucked it up at this stage, especially with everything slotting into place. The timing couldn't be any worse.

He wanted to shout down the line, express his anger, but recriminations wouldn't help right now. There'd be plenty of time for those later. Until he sorted out this mess, he needed a clear head.

"Tell me again," he rasped, holding the phone in the crook of his neck as he re-tied the white towel around his slim waist.

"The London Met's Vice team are investigating Nikky Volkov's activities in England," the voice told him. "It's being kept hush-hush for now and—"

"Has my name been mentioned?"

"Not to my knowledge. Currently all they have is their suspicions about Volkov. But who knows what they'll come up with?"

Yamamura pursed his lips. His initial reaction was that the news was disastrous, but he was rapidly rethinking. Perhaps there could be a way of turning this to his advantage?

"And you say they've put someone in undercover?"

"That's right," the voice confirmed. "I don't have a name yet, but all the indications are that it's a woman. I'm working on it."

"Find out," Yamamura said. "Call me back as soon as you do. There's a lot riding on the outcome of this week. I can't afford any slip ups."

"Will do."

He tapped his lips in thought as he ended the call. Despite his request, the answer was staring him in the face.

Jennifer Finney.

It had to be. And if he was right, this could prove a blessing. For as long as she remained unaware she'd been rumbled, he and Michelle could use her position to their advantage. By feeding her incriminating information on Nikky Volkov, he could undermine the Russian. That would leave Yamamura to establish himself in Volkov's place.

What could go wrong?

*

Nikolay Volkov gazed happily around the ostentatious room. It was his second visit to Sheikh Amir bin Khalid's luxurious private residence in successive days. Yesterday had been necessary to rescue the contract he had previously agreed with the Sheikh. Today was the alibi he needed as the contract on Yamamura's head was delivered.

The room was familiar, with its sumptuous, luxurious pillows, sofas and the pool in front of them. But this time there were several pipes, one each for the four occupants. The combined effect of the opium Volkov had already consumed, along with the sitar music that filtered through the arabesque-etched columns and arches above them, added to the decadent feeling pervading the atmosphere.

There were two women in the room with Volkov and the Sheikh. One was blonde and the other was ebony skinned. Both were beautiful. The Russian had fucked Ayesha in this very room yesterday and he was looking forward to a repeat encounter.



His eyelids rolled back as he sucked another slow drag off his opium pipe. He could feel the effect as he released the smoke from his lungs and let his eyes flutter shut for a moment as the hedonistic rush went straight to his brain. When he turned his attention to the African woman, Jade was smiling contentedly back at him.

Her sculpted black body seemed to glisten with oil, like she was stepping from the set of one of Volkov's photo shoots. Such raw, carnal beauty...

She had made herself comfortable on the large sofa next to Ayesha, knowing that they were required to provide a spectacle before the main course. They were already naked, of course. Her voluptuous black body provided a wonderful contrast to Ayesha's alabaster white.

As he watched, she turned to the blonde and gently pulled her in to a long, wet kiss. It was like they were all alone. No watchers. Just the two of them. Their hands gently caressed across each other's curves as one kiss turned into another, before Jade eventually glanced at Volkov again. She gave him her signature smile.

One that asked, "Is this what you wanted?"

It was a rhetorical question. The African supermodel turned her gaze on the young Sheikh as she spread her legs before her soon-to-be blonde lover. Ayesha licked her lips as she watched the movement, and they parted in a silent gasp as Jade ran her fingernails over her smooth mound. When she spread her labia with her index and middle finger, Volkov felt his cock lengthen in his tailored trousers.

"Come feed..." she huskily told the blonde.

Ayesha sucked her lower lip between her teeth as she shivered with excitement. She glanced quickly towards the two watching men and then turned her attention back to the offering infront of her. Leaning forward like a hungry animal in the wild, her tight ass high and head low, she dipped her face right into Jade's pussy, pausing to admire before running her tongue along the woman's glistening folds.

"Yes, my dears," the Sheikh muttered.

His cock was tenting his white robes. He took a hefty drag from his pipe before loosening the garments with his free hand, pulling them away and releasing his thick manhood to his fingers.

Jade spread her fingers contentedly through Ayesha's thick hair, as the blonde's tongue attended to her. When she sank back onto her elbows, Volkov smiled to himself. Not only was this the perfect alibi, but it was pure beauty. Just like the recording of the coupling between Jade and Roxanne that he'd masturbated to only the other night.

The time wasn't far away when he would be fucking the red-haired beauty himself. Afterwards, he would send Palmer a tape of the encounter. That would end his and Roxie's relationship for ever.

*

Time for action. Vladimir Kazakov lived for these moments.

He'd cleaned everything in the room with one of the crumpled towels he'd taken from the bathroom. No point in leaving fingerprints. That was for fucking amateurs. Slipping his sunglasses back down over his cruel eyes, he checked his appearance in the mirror next to the door. The reflection grinning back at him had the look of a man who believed he could do anything.

Quietly checking up and down the empty corridor, he exited the room and placed the 'do not disturb' sign on the protruding handle. The employee's body wouldn't be discovered until much later in the day. Kazakov would be on a plane to the Ukraine by that time.

He made his way towards the lifts at the opposite end of the corridor, casually but constantly looking around him with each nonchalant step. Gazing upwards, he checked the floor numbers on the yellow illuminated screen. Both lifts were on the ground floor. Good news. He wasn't going to be immediately disturbed.

Pulling his Makarov from his jacket pocket, he held the gun upwards as he fixed the silencer onto the barrel. This time there was nothing casual in his gait as he retraced his steps towards Yamamura's room. It was full of purpose.

The room door that unexpectedly opened to his left took the assassin by surprise. What the fuck! For a couple of seconds, he met the gaze of the newcomer. The elderly man smiled at him and gave a courteous nod of his head. Until he saw the gun, that was.

Then his expression changed to one of shock.

Kazakov didn't give him time to think. Raising the Makarov in the blink of an eye, he brought it down on the side of the man's neck before he could react. The blow sent his body crumpling to the floor, his torso inside the room but his legs in the corridor.

Kazakov instantly stepped past him, gun raised, ready to put an end to whatever threat was waiting for him. He gave a soft sigh of relief when he saw the room was empty. Within seconds, he had the unconscious body pulled back inside. The guy had seen him and could identify him. That gave him no option, but first things first...

He'd take care of his primary target and work back from there.

*

Ayesha was gripping Jade's head, cradling her cheeks in her palms as she bucked her white hips upwards. She was cumming. And cumming hard.

The African model continued to lap at her until the after effects of the orgasm began to settle, and then grinned across at the two masturbating men as she entwined her legs with Ayesha's in a scissor position. She clearly wasn't finished with the blonde.

When she reclined backwards to give her greater purchase to work their bodies together, sex on sex, Nikky Volkov felt his head become lighter than air. The high-grade opium had already hit him hard, but nothing like the earth-shattering sight of Jade putting on a show.

This woman was simply irresistible.

Soon, her glistening black body was twisting, writhing and humping against the blonde's alabaster white skin, leaving Ayesha nowhere to go other than to submit to yet another climax. One that was preparing to sweep through her like an unstoppable wave in the ocean...

She began to grind back, reaching for Jade's curvy hips to increase the friction as the feeling began to consume her. At the last moment, she tossed her long, blonde hair and gnawed on her lower lip, in an unsuccessful attempt to prolong the bliss. But her African lover's gyrating body was too much for her.

When the climax hit her, she screamed like a banshee.

Instantly, Jade's triumphant gaze turned towards Sheikh Amir bin Khalid, as if seeking his approval. The way his hand was jerking up and down his impressive length was all the confirmation she needed.

Pushing her perspiring body off the sofa and onto the floor, she began to crawl across towards him on all fours. She looked like a predatory animal seeking her prey, except that this one had full breasts like two pieces of ripe fruit that swayed erotically underneath her as she edged closer.

When she reached the Sheikh, she pulled his hand away from his cock and licked her tongue up and down its full length.

"That's impressive," she mouthed upwards. "Want me to take care of it?"

*

Returning outside to the corridor, the silence was just as it should be. It was just as well. Anyone who got in Vladimir Kazakov's way now would also end up as a corpse. His eyes flicked both ways as he crossed the short distance towards Yamamura's door. Holding the gun in his right hand, he knocked twice. Sharply.

"Room service."

The door opened within a few seconds. The guy standing there, with a white towel around his waist and shaving cream covering his chin, had a surprised look on his face.

"I didn't order room—" he began to dismissively snap, only to stop in his tracks as he saw the semi automatic pistol in Kazakov's hand.

"You didn't?" the assassin muttered, pushing the end of the barrel against Yamamura's forehead. "My mistake."

The startled Japanese man whimpered in fright.

"I don't keep money here..."

"Let's discuss that inside the room," Kazakov rasped.

He couldn't afford to be disturbed again. Placing his free hand on Yamamura's shoulder, he twisted him in the other direction and pushed him twice until they were in the centre of the room.

"I have no valuables here..." Yamamura began again, as the assassin placed the gun against the back of his head.

Kazakov ignored the plea. "Kneel down, and do it now."

"But—"

The rabbit punch the Ukrainian gave into the small of Yamamura's back shut him up and sent him to his knees.

"You talk too much," he snapped, giving his target a stinging blow to the ear with the side of the barrel.

The blow split his skin open, drawing blood that spurted from the wound and ran down Yamamura's neck.

"You think I'm here to rob you?" he rasped, leaning down on one knee.

He placed the barrel of the gun against the side of the Japanese man's head. Part of him wanted to prolong the agony, but he was concerned that he could be running out of time.

"I'm here on other business," he snarled. "Look at me."

He wanted to see the look in Yamamura's eyes when he shot him, but the terrified man was bending forward now, trying to stem the flow of blood from his neck.

"If you're wondering," he drawled, smacking the whimpering bastard with the side of his barrel again. "It was Nikolay Volkov who sent me. I just thought you'd want to know."

He pulled the trigger twice. The first bullet was sufficient to kill Tony Yamamura. The second was just for kicks. That familiar surge of invincibility flowed through the Ukrainian's veins as he stared happily at the corpse.

"My name," he said proudly to himself, "is Vladimir Kazakov. I'm the best in the business."

"The best in the business doesn't leave the room door open behind him," came an unexpected voice from behind Kazakov.

He froze. The voice was little more than a whisper, almost mechanical in tone, as chilling as the cold metal that pressed into the back of his skull.

"Let's understand one another," the voice continued, pressing the gun barrel more firmly. "If you as much as blink without my permission, I will kill you instantly."

Kazakov nodded.

"Good," the voice said. "As one professional to the other, I will do you the courtesy of explaining what is about to happen. Yes?"

Kazakov nodded again. Very slowly and very deliberately, this time.

Sergii watched him closely, ready to pull the trigger at the slightest indication of defiance. He knew that Kazakov was trying to work out how he could gain the upper hand. He was wasting his time.

"I think I prefer you on both knees, please," he went on, strutting around Kazakov's half-kneeling body so that he could face him. "That's better. The problem is that you've outlived your usefulness, Vladimir. Mr. Volkov has just been using you all along."

A scowl appeared on Kazakov's face at the mention of Volkov's name. That was understandable. Sergii nodded for emphasis.

"What we have here is a stand-off," he continued, his face impassive as he delivered the news. "When the police arrive later this afternoon, they'll find both your bodies. One gun in your hand and the other in Yamamura's. It will look like you've simultaneously shot one another."

Kazakov's scowl turned into a frown as he tried to take it all in. In some ways, Sergii felt sorry for him. They were two of a kind, after all. But business was business. This man would have no compunction in doing the same to him if the boot was on the other foot.

"After I shoot you," he explained, nodding across at Yamamura, "I'll position your and his body to give that exact impression. Two people pulling the trigger at the same time."

"Why?" Kazakov growled, speaking at last.

He kept his head bowed slightly, but his gaze was staring upwards. Those dark eyes were full of hate.

"Because Nikolay Volkov wants it so," Sergii said. "And he's paying me good money, not counterfeited like yours."

He paused as Kazakov's scowl returned.

"You didn't know?" he asked. "Tut-tut, Vladimir, that's really basic stuff. Still, it's all an irrelevance in the circumstances. The story will be that Yamamura and you are enemies caught up in a gambling conflict. Mr. Volkov has given me some gambling slips, forged documents, IOU's, each to be placed in specific locations around the room. The story has to be believable. Yes? And it will be."

He could see from the desperate expression on Kazakov's face that he was going to make some sort of move. He would have done the same. No matter. This would all be over on a few more seconds. He raised his gun and placed it against the Kazakov's forehead.

"Time to say goodbye..."

*

Nikky Volkov watched contentedly as the young Sheikh spread his arms out either side of him and groaned out loud.

Jade was pumping her head on his enormous cock, using the back of her throat to massage the soft, fleshy head. He understood exactly what his host was experiencing. But this was only the apéritif.

His grin widened as she twisted her fabulous body, rising up onto her knees as she let the cock slid from her mouth. But her fingers remained firmly wrapped around the root. It was covered with her saliva and the way she stroked it with both hands as she admired the glistening flesh was almost poetic.

Glancing downwards into Ayesha's smiling eyes, Volkov pointed at his own cock. It rose from between his thighs like a mini tower.

The blonde had been sitting between his thighs, as if waiting for permission to join in the action. Licking her incredibly full pink lips, she pushed his hardness to the left, dipping her head and running her tongue around the base before lapping at the shaved skin. Her gaze didn't leave his as she took him into her mouth and he stroked her silken locks in encouragement.

He gave a throaty purr as she began to please him. She'd learned enough about what he liked from their encounter yesterday.

For a while, both men smiled at one another as their women worked on each of them. Both had their own techniques. Both were specialists in their own rights. And both were eager to please. And there was all the time in the world to enjoy the fruits of their labour.

Eventually, it was Jade who broke the spell. Dragging her full breasts up the young Sheikh's body, she straddled his lap and curled her fingers in his hair. She wanted to fuck.

Volkov twisted his fingers in Ayesha's blonde hair, dragging her head upwards before roughly flipping her over onto her stomach. If it was time for the Sheikh, it was time for him...

Ayesha widened her legs to accommodate him as he half-crouched and half-kneeled behind her. His hands settled on her hips as her labial lips part around his head, and then he was slowly pushing his hardness all the way inside her. Remarkably, she seemed to be cumming even before he was fully buried. The sexy bitch...

Gripping her blonde hair again, he yanked her head back as he began to fuck her. To really fuck her. Establishing his control. As alibis went, this had to be one of the very best.
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Palmer: Fashion Week Ch. 05

Chapter 5 — THURSDAY — The Aftermath

Jack Palmer emerged from the hotel into the bright sunlight and adjusted his sunglasses as he glanced around. To the casual observer, he was a hotel guest looking for his wife as she relaxed by the pool.

But there was more to it than that.

Jennifer Finney had phoned him early that morning, in a state of shock. The news of Tony Yamamura's death was just emerging. After a brief discussion, he'd suggested she move hotels. Sandra Wilson would have to foot the bill, but having her stay at the same seven stars Burj Al Arab hotel as Roxanne and him made sense.

As agreed, she'd telephoned him again as soon as she'd arrived and settled in her room. They'd arranged their first meeting in the pool area outside and he'd sent Roxie down first. That way, it would look like they were two women who had casually bumped into one another by the pool.

Glancing around the sumptuous pool area, he saw that they were already laughing and chatting together.

At first sight, he immediately understood why Sandra had chosen this woman for the assignment. Jennifer Finney was a knockout. Her cream coloured designer bikini, with its delicate gold lace-work on the straps, contained a body every bit the equal of any model he'd seen here. She was beautiful, too, with jet black hair and full, pouting lips.

It reminded him, not for the first time, of the different world he'd entered out here. Full of beautiful women everywhere he looked.

She glanced at him through her pair of ridiculously oversized Gucci glasses as he approached. Palmer couldn't help but smile to himself. Maybe that was trying too hard to look the part?

"Hi," he said to Roxie, as he came up behind his girlfriend.

Like Jenn Finney, she was half-sitting up on her lounger. Her tiny checked bikini left nothing to the imagination and he felt an instant reaction as he looked down the perfect landscape of her body. When he lovingly rubbed her bare shoulders, her skin was burning to the touch under the midday sun.

"Hi, darling," she casually replied, turning her head to smile at him. "This is Jenn. She's staying here, too."

Palmer made a show of shaking Jennifer Finney's hand, but couldn't stop his eyes from finding her cleavage when she leant forward. That string bikini top barely contained her large breasts.

He took the spare lounger next to the two women, the pretence over. They could speak freely now. There wasn't anyone else within hearing distance of them, but even so he kept his voice low.

"How are you feeling?" he asked.

Her large brown eyes were wide as she lifted her sunglasses. Without them, she looked even more stunning. Her large brown eyes were searching as she tilted her head to look at him. She'd been hyper on the telephone earlier but she looked calmer now.

"Better, thanks," she softly said. Her voice was even, although he could detect a hidden tremor there. "I feel happier now that we've made contact, Jack. Thanks for helping me out."

Palmer nodded. Her words had tumbled out one after another when they'd spoken on the phone, as if she couldn't get them out fast enough. Now they were calm and measured.

"Everything was such a shock when I heard the news," she continued, twisting in the lounger and shielding her eyes before dropping her shades back over them. "Tony Yamamura was my contact. I talked to him yesterday and now he's dead. I can't believe it."

"What do you know about the killing?"

She shrugged her shoulders. "Hardly anything. I don't know anyone else here, apart from Michelle and Isobel. I've yet to meet Nikolay Volkov. More than anything, I'm unsure where to go from here."

Palmer nodded and scratched the back of his neck. "You've spoken to Sandra Wilson?"

"Yes. She suggested that I should wait until more details of the killing emerged, try and work out exactly what happened. Take it from there. But she said I should talk to you, first. Get your take on it."

Roxanne sent her boyfriend a wry smile. Even though his career at the London Met had ended so dramatically, they were still relying on him for help.

"How exactly did you find out about Yamamura's death?" he probed.

"I was supposed to be meeting up with Michelle this morning but she telephoned to cancel. She sounded like she was pretty shaken up. I know from the photoshoot that she and Tony were very close."

"Michelle?" Jack asked, glancing at Roxie.

"Michelle Park," she softly answered, pulling a face.

The reaction was unlike her. Roxanne was rarely judgmental.

"She's one of Nikky's models," she explained. "She won season two of Supermodel. Some of the other girls say it's gone to her head."

"She was very friendly to me..." Jenn cut in, feeling a faint blush tinge her cheeks at the confession.

For a moment, she thought about adding something but decided to leave it at that. She didn't want to advertise what had happened at the studio.

"We did the shoot together," she tailed off.

"You've done a shoot?" Palmer asked, raising an eyebrow.

"For Clinique," Roxanne interrupted, with a beaming smile. "I spoke to Izzy, the photographer. She spoke very highly of you, Jenn."

"She did?"

Jenn shivered, thinking of the kiss. Had Isobel mentioned that small detail? Fortunately, there was nothing in the way the redhead was looking at her that suggested she was any the wiser.

"She thinks you have it all," Roxie confirmed, her green eyes sparkling enthusiastically. "And believe me, Izzy is a great judge. If you ever decide on giving up your career in the Met, fame awaits..."

The two women laughed out loud together, but then Palmer was talking again and he was all business.

"If the shoot was that successful, Volkov isn't going to pass up on the chance of adding a new model to his stable," he said. "Someone will get in touch with you, and soon."

He tapped his fingers on his teeth as he thought.

"Look, Jenn," he went on, leaning forward on one arm. "If you ask me, Sandra Wilson's plan was flawed from the start. You can't play around with men like Volkov. He's far too dangerous for that. And Yamamura's death has added an extra element of risk."

"But..." Jenn protested.

A whirlwind of emotion filled her head. Disappointment, hurt, bemusement, flabbergast. All of it at once. It had all been going so well until she'd spoken to Michelle this morning.

"It's true," Roxie interrupted, reaching across to take her hand. "It's not a reflection on you, Jenn, believe me. I've dealt with men like Nikolay Volkov in the past and they'll stop at nothing to get what they want. That's why I've changed my mind about signing the contract he's offered me. My advice is not to go anywhere near him."

Jenn didn't respond. She just sat there, looking shell-shocked. She'd been full of self-belief when she'd volunteered for the assignment. She was finally getting her teeth into something meaningful and this case was going to enhance her career. Now she was being told that she'd completely wasted her time coming to Dubai.

"I'm just giving it to you as I see it," Palmer said, backing off slightly.

It might have been tough for her to hear, but he wouldn't be doing her any favours by pulling any punches. Still, he hated to be the cause of that crestfallen expression on her face.

"But this is your case, Jenn," he conceded. "All I can do is offer advice. Just think about it. Then we can decide on where you want to take it."

*

Michelle Park had spent part trying to come to terms with the news. Tony was dead! It was shocking. She'd even shed a few tears. Almost. But she had learnt a long time ago that emotions were a luxury she couldn't afford.

In some ways, she was going to miss him. He had a good sense of humour, despite his serious side, and he had aspirations. She loved men with aspirations. He had contacts, too. Once she had come to her senses, she had telephoned them, one by one, to see whether any of them could shed any light on what had happened.

No-one could.

She might not be the sharpest tool in the box, but that didn't make sense, even to her. Someone had to have knowledge of her dead boyfriend's gambling debts, didn't they?

Or had the brainless bastard been as proficient at hiding his addiction from them as he had with her? Fuck! She'd worked so hard with him to set everything up the way they had and now, because of his mindless stupidity, it was all going to be snatched away from her.

But ... she was nothing if not practical.

Any thoughts of usurping Nikolay Volkov had vanished into thin air and Bree Jensen was already on a flight back to Vegas.

Her task now was to ingratiate herself with the Russian, make herself indispensable to him. She'd done it with other guys—Tony Garza and his father, Leo—so why not Volkov? Then she'd work out a way to turn things to her advantage again.

And her back-up plan was on the coffee table infront of her. She had pulled together every single document that she and Tony had prepared over the past twelve months. Some contained details of their plans, and those would have to be destroyed for fear of falling into the wrong hands. That was okay.

But others, especially the dossier they'd built on Volkov's illegal activities, would come in useful if things got sticky in the future. Thank God that Tony had insisted they keep their relationship secret, but if the Russian ever did get wind that she and her dead boyfriend had been plotting against him, he'd want revenge.

That scared the shit out of her.

*

"You asked my opinion," Palmer remarked down the phone line. "So now you have it."

Despite his calmness, his exasperation was evident in every word. Maybe he shouldn't have made the call to Sandra Wilson? Roxie had advised him against it. She thought it was unfair on Jenn. But it was the young brunette he was trying to protect. The more he'd thought about what Wilson was doing, the bigger a crock of shit it became.

He had no reason to doubt Jennifer Finney's qualities as a cop, but even an experienced professional wouldn't have been able to pull off what Wilson expected. Volkov was dangerous. What the fuck had she been thinking in letting loose a relative rookie on such an assignment?

"There's nothing to be gained by having her here, Sandra," he repeated, for the third time during their lengthy conversation. They must have been talking for over an hour so far.

"I understand everything you're telling me, Jack," Wilson softly replied.

Her voice had an air of resignation to it and he understood why. She wanted to nail Volkov in the same way that he had Dominic DeVere. But he was an experienced cop and he'd had Wilson's back-up with that investigation. Jennifer Finney was out here on her own. If the manipulative Russian got his claws into her, he wasn't sure she'd be able to cope.

"So?" Palmer replied, trying to contain his frustration by leaning back in his chair and crossing one leg over the other.

"So, I'll bring Jenn home in the next day or two. But ... in the meantime, I have one more favour to ask."

Palmer couldn't help but grin to himself. That was typical Sandra, always wanting just a little more.

"I'd like the three of you to attend the party that Volkov's throwing tonight. Pick up anything you can, but more to see who else is there. Whether there's anyone we recognise, something that might give us a clue as to what he's up to next."

Palmer sighed. Was she really that desperate?

"That's a long shot, Sandra."

"I know, I know. But I badly need a break. And, well, there's something else..."

He felt his heart begin to beat faster. There was more? If there was something more concrete that would help them take things forward, why had it taken her this long to raise it? And yet, even before she said it, he somehow knew what she was about to divulge.

"Yamamura's death," he simply said.

It was clear from the soft exhalation of breath down the line that he'd hit the nail on the head.

"How did you know, Jack?"

"Instinct. Tell me what you have."

"It's more what I don't have. The story is that Yamamura had a gambling addiction and he and the other guy he killed had crossed swords before. Yamamura owed him money, and he'd gone after it."

"So?"

"I can't find a single shred of evidence that Tony Yamamura has ever been involved in gambling, let alone run up big debts. Nor can I find any connection between him and this other guy ... er, Vladimir Kazakov is his name. In fact, I have so little on Kazakov it's as if he didn't exist. All of which makes me wonder..."

"Some kind of set-up?"

"Possibly, Jack."

He paused to consider the implications, before thoughtfully continuing.

"Yamamura worked for Volkov, I know that much. So what we're speculating is that maybe they had a fall-out? If Volkov wanted to get rid of him for any reason, this would be the perfect way."

"My thoughts exactly," Wilson agreed. "I have a contact inside the Dubai police, don't ask how. He's based at their Al Rashidiya station, but has managed to get himself involved in the case. He'll get an unauthorised copy of the official report on the killings to me tomorrow. If that leads us down a blind alley, and you guys draw a blank at the party tonight, we'll call it a day."

Palmer nodded to himself. Another day wouldn't make any difference as far as Jenn Finney was concerned, and it would give him more time to think things through. Not that it would change the outcome. It would take months of painstaking surveillance to get anything of substance on Volkov. Out here, that was an impossible task. Dubai was a different environment, a different culture and different rules.

"Okay, Sandra" he agreed, "we'll speak again tomorrow."

As he ended the call, Roxie entered the room from the bathroom. She'd taken a hot bubble bath while he was speaking to Wilson, but had followed his side of the conversation through the open door.

Dressed only in a fluffy white towel, she looked amazing. Was he the luckiest man ever? She brushed her fingers through her damp red locks as she smiled in his direction and it was clear to see what was on her mind from the way her green eyes sparkled at him.

Walking towards him, almost in slow motion, her gaze stayed locked on his as she slid between his knees. She smelled like fresh scented flowers and he could feel his stomach begin to roil with desire.

"Sandra gave you plenty to think about?" she asked, those beautiful eyes staring up at him as her hands floated to his trousers.

He nodded. "Sorta, although I'm not sure any of it will take us much further forward. The thing is—"

The finger she put to his lip shushed him. Then her hands were working on his belt, unbuckling the clasp before drawing the zipper down. His thick girth rose majestically as she teased it from his boxers.

"There'll be plenty of time to tell me later," she teased, stroking him with both hands. "Right now, it feels like this beautiful thing needs a good home..."

With that, she slowly pushed up to her feet and took a step back. When she reached for the knot of the towel behind her and dropped to her feet, his breath caught. Was there a more beautiful woman in the world than his girlfriend? If so, he'd yet to meet her.

"I take it you approve?" she teased, as her long fingers searched lazily for her navel, slowly, lightly, brushing around it.

Her other hand slid upwards to cup her right breast. Her skin was soft and her caramel nipples stood out like knobs on an old fashioned radio. She twisted one with her fingers, while her left hand slithered downwards between her legs, stroking her smooth sex.

"I've been thinking about this for the last hour," she breathed, taking a delicate step forward and climbing across his body.

They both grunted out loud as she sank down on his manhood. His aroused stare was that of a hypnotised man as she tightened her muscles around him, trapping him, holding him there, her willing prisoner in a maelstrom of eroticism.

"Sit back, fasten your seat belt and let me do the work," she continued, kissing around his neck as she slowly began to gyrate. "This is going to be a long, comfortable, ride..."

*

As Michelle Park soaped her body beneath the hot spray of her shower, a wicked voice inside her whispered, "You can do this. You can turn this to your advantage. With your talents, you can have Nikky Volkov eating out of your hand. Men can be so predictable where sex is concerned. Even someone as influential as the Russian..."

It was an impish thing, that voice. It had been with her since childhood. It was with her when she first learned to masturbate, and then later when she'd had her first cigarette, her first taste of alcohol, her first joint, her first fuck. It was the naughty voice that had long ago subsumed the good girl in her. Good girls were losers!

She and Volkov had met before. He couldn't have forgotten that, could he? Like all his other models, she'd sucked him off as part of her initiation. She remembered it only too well. She'd never felt a man flex his will upon her so strongly. And yet, when she was on her knees before him, his rigid cock glistening wet with her saliva as it slid in and out of her mouth, she remembered thinking that he was at her mercy.

As powerful as he was, it was her mouth that he was getting off on.

As the recollection brightened in her mind, the soapy scruff from her luffah sent little electric jolts through her as she passed it over her nipples. They tightened into little points. She set it down, switching to her hands to spread the liquid soap across her curves.

In her mind, she could remember how his bright blue eyes had drunk her up as he loomed over her. So possessive. So dominant. That made her sigh with pleasure, and the little voice inside her whispered, "just keep your head, and everything will work out just fine."

As if in celebration, her right hand crept along her flat stomach, down into the juncture between her legs. She brushed her fingers across her swollen clit, which had already emerged from her hooded sex. She had full, puffy labia that remained tight-lipped, even when her clit was fully engorged. She liked the clean lines of her pussy and had been shaving herself bare even before it had become all the rage in fashion.

It was only a couple of days ago that Tony had mentioned the photoshoot and Volkov had responded by asking to meet her. They'd known why. He wanted to fuck her, that's why. And tonight, at the party, he was going to get his chance.

That thought sent her arousal even higher. Resting her slender back against the cool tile wall, she yanked the showerhead from its perch and directed the hard spray directly across her cunt. A moan eased from her lips, and for once her mind was blissfully empty but for the sensations of the pulsing nozzle and her playful fingers. That was the way it had always been. When she was with a man or woman, she thought of them. When she was with herself, she thought of nothing.

Her climax arrived almost instantaneously. Had she been that worked up? Her back arched back away from the wall as she came, rolling her head back along the wet tiles as she thought about the dirty things she would be doing after tonight's party with the Russian fashion guru.

As she made her way back into the bedroom, she could hear the unmistakeable sound of her second mobile phone ringing. That was strange. Not many people knew that particular number...

*

Nikolay Volkov loved life. He loved his models. He loved the way they looked in and out of clothes. He loved the way their skin could feel so smooth it was like running your fingers across silk. He loved the way they made money for him, either carrying out their 'official' modelling duties or providing the 'additional services' to an influential client in return for business favours.



Most of all, he loved fucking them.

But right now, it wasn't one of his models attracting his attention. It was Angela, his oversexed personal secretary. The sophisticated woman had a body to die for, even if she wasn't blessed with the greatest intelligence. And he had just spent the last couple of hours devouring it.

Now, she was getting ready for the party. Her jet black hair moved gently on her shoulders as she dressed herself in the classic lingerie. He didn't need to touch it to know the black lace was soft and expensive. And watching her roll the nude-coloured stockings along her shapely legs brought a stiffness to his cock that should have been resting after their tempestuous afternoon of sex.

She clipped the stockings into her suspender belt, turning her taut ass towards him as she set her foot upon a chair. Was she teasing him again? The matching thong scooped between her legs, sheer enough that he could make out the padded contours of her vulva.

She hadn't yet fastened the gossamer bra, letting her large breasts hang free beneath her like ripe fruit ready for picking. And she was smiling at him over her shoulder as she watched his reaction.

"I think we have something on our mind," she provocatively teased him.

Volkov smiled. He loved hearing that upper class accent but, more especially, he loved hearing it during their sex, when she was begging him to fuck her harder.

When she straightened, he could see that her large nipples were hard. She was excited again. Her full lips were perfect for dick-sucking. Not to mention how well she could use her pendulous tits to get him off. But time was short and the questions in his head needed resolving before tonight's party.

"You're insatiable," he said, in his barely-there Russian accent.

"For you," she responded, fixing her lacy bra beneath her pendulous breasts.

He shot her another smile before turning away from her and flipping his phone open. He'd taken care of Tony Yamamura. Sergii had subsequently eliminated Vladimir Kazakov. But now he had two other targets. Not that either would require the same extreme measures. His method of dealing with these two thorns would be more subtle.

The first was Michelle Park. She had been Yamamura's girlfriend, and they'd kept that secret. From him, from others. What did that mean? It could be innocent enough. Or...

Or she could have been involved in Yamamura's plan to usurp him. Unlikely, but possible. Either way, he intended to find out. Then he'd decide exactly how he was going to deal with her. Before then, she would help him help resolve his second problem. The stills from the Clinique photo shoot had given him the idea. That kiss.

Jennifer Finney was a cop in the London Met. Yamamura had been so stupid he hadn't even done his background checks correctly. As a result she was here in Dubai, within touching distance of him. That meant the threat had to be removed. Eliminating her could bring more issues than it resolved, so he would go with the alternative.

Besides, this way would be much more fun. Discrediting a cop always was. He'd get Jade to set her up at tomorrow's party with one of the Sheikh's men. All captured on secret camera, of course. The video would prove an instant hit on the internet when he released it. One of the London Met's detectives being fucked by one of the people she'd been sent to investigate. They'd become a laughing stock.

He flicked through the names on his phone and then pressed call. Michelle Park had no idea that he had her personal number.

"Hello?" she answered.

He hadn't been sure what to expect in her voice, evidence that she was distressed at Yamamura's death, perhaps? If so, he was surprised. Her tone was more full of itself than she had a right to be, a voice that admired itself. This woman wasn't grieving.

"Michelle, my dear. It's Nikky Volkov. How are you?"

He could almost hear her breath catch, and the short period of hesitation before she responded confirmed she was shocked to hear his voice.

"Nikky!" she exclaimed, quickly responding. "How wonderful to hear from you."

It wasn't just shock he could sense in her tone. Fear was present, too. Did that mean she was fully aware of Yamamura's plans?

"I was calling to see how you are," he went on, making a point of softening his normally demanding tone. "After the terrible news. I know you and Tony were close."

His voice was soft, but there was an accusation there. Maybe even a threat.

"Close? No. Well, yes..."

There was that give-away hesitation again.

"In a business sense, of course we were. I've just done a photoshoot under his direction for Clinique. His sudden death has been a shock to everyone on your team. How are you, Nikky?"

"Oh, you know, life goes on," he said, grinning to himself at the quip. "For some of us at least."

The silence down the line was deafening. He could only imagine the expression on her face. If she wasn't afraid of him before, that emotion would be kicking in now. Time to lighten the mood.

"I actually saw the results of the shoot, Michelle," he said, putting on a more comforting tone. "I wanted to tell you they were excellent. The client is very happy with you—and with me, of course, for supplying such a beautiful model."

"Really?" she gushed, the enthusiasm in her tone obvious. She clearly responded to compliments. "Thank you, Nikky. I so wanted to impress you."

He grinned at her subservience. Her reputation as a diva preceded her, as did her fiery temper. But in his company she was just like all his other models. A sexy, flirty woman who did what she was told.

"And you have impressed me," he reassuringly told her. "I assume that, despite the dreadful news, you will still be able to attend my party tonight?"

This time there was no hesitation.

"Yes. Yes, of course. I couldn't let you down, Nikky. You know that."

"That's wonderful, Michelle, because I think it's about time you and I got to know one another better, don't you?"

"You do?" she asked, her voice rising in anticipation. "I'd love that, Nikky."

"Me, too," he softly said. "Starting tonight..."

He left it at that and ended the call. He needed to get inside her mind, see what she knew, and would probably do that after fucking her...

The thought made his cock lengthen again and he glanced at Angela. She was about to fasten the tight little black dress she'd slipped into. That would be such a waste when he was practically standing to attention again. When he caught her eye, he crooked his finger.

She playfully rolled her eyes, knowing exactly what was going through his mind. She always did. That was one of the things he loved about her. Without a word, she slipped the dress from her shoulders and let it pool around her ankles.

Volkov let out a soft gasp under his breath. That skimpy black lingerie clung to her curves. If ever there was a body made to fuck, this was it.

He unzipped himself as she unfastened her bra. Her large breasts bounced as they came free and as he dragged his cock out, the thought of a nice tit-fuck occurred to him. But right then and there, he needed her pussy. She understood.

Giving a gurgle of pleasure, she slipped her thumbs into the panties and dragged them down her legs, leaving her naked except for the stockings and suspender belt. The swollen lips of her already full vulva were glistened with need as she crawled up onto his lap like a cat, impaling herself on his cock with well-practised ease.

Volkov roughly gripped her jet black hair so that he could hold her face a fraction away from his.

"Do you remember when you first came to work for me," he rasped, tightening his grip in her silken locks. "You turned down my advances, told me you were only just married. You were shy and demure then, yes? You said you would never dream of cheating on your husband."

His grip tightened further in her hair, jerking her head back to illustrate exactly who was in control.

"But look at you now," he growled. "Just a regular bitch in heat."

Angela blushed. She couldn't help it. They both knew how much this talk turned her on.

"You know why," she told him, in that upper class accent. "Because you corrupted me..."

Circling her arms around his broad shoulders, she slowly began to push downwards, taking him deeper inside. For a moment he thought she was about to kiss him, but at the last minute her teeth were mischievously biting down on his lower lip.

"Now why don't you corrupt me again, Nikky," she whispered into his mouth as she began to jerk down faster. "Just like that first time..."

*

The Ukrainian assassin had changed his mind at the last minute about flying home. He needed time to think. He'd carried out his contract at the Jumeirah Zabeel Saray hotel exactly as Nikolay Volkov had wanted. But the way things had turned out had set him wondering.

Retirement? Was that really an option?

He'd been thinking about it for a while, but there was something he needed to take care of first. Then there was the money. He needed enough to help comfortably continue with his lifestyle. Women, alcohol and drugs all had to be paid for, after all. But now, well, he was beginning to think that opportunity was knocking at his door...

He'd booked himself into one of the cheaper Dubai hotels in an effort to buy himself some time. But thinking wasn't the only thing on his mind. He had a huge sexual appetite. He had made a conscious effort to stay away from the Asian and the Arab prostitutes—he fucking hated Asians and Arabs—and instead, he'd found a young Mexican woman.

Conchita was her name. It was the only English she knew.

She was a real looker, with thick dark hair, wild eyes and a soft, dark skin. He loved that expression of innocence, too, although the way her fingers were working furiously beneath her legs as she masturbated for him belied the look. She was talking to him as she played with herself, although he couldn't understand a word of her native language.

But he knew from the way those dark eyes flashed at him that she was talking dirty, telling him the things she was going to do to him.

He was half-sitting and half-lying on the bed, propped up against the headboard. She was on the chair opposite him, with each leg wantonly hooked over the arms of the chair, her cunt fully exposed to his gaze. He could see her glistening pink labia through the thatch of thick black hair and that made him lick his lips. He loved thick pubic hair.

Her left hand was behind her, resting on the top of the chair over her head, while her right hand was frantically rubbing her cunt.

The bitches he paid for sex usually went through the motions, but this one was different. Conchita was definitely into it. She was moaning now and the throaty sound had him growing even harder inside his trousers. When she saw how big his Ukrainian dick was, her eyes were going to pop out. And when she felt it inside her, she'd beg him for mercy.

Keeping his gaze firmly on her working fingers, he began to unbuckle his belt. When he unzipped his trousers and pushed them down his thighs, he could see her eyes follow the movement. As he expected, she couldn't contain a gasp when he pulled his semi-erection from his boxers.

"Well, what do you think?" he triumphantly asked, speaking in Russian. It didn't matter that neither of them could understand the other. The meaning was clear. "Big enough to tear you apart?"

Fisting the hard flesh with one hand, he smiled as she hesitated. Part of her wanted to continue with her masturbatory show, but another needed what he was offering, and needed it right now.

"Come here," he snapped, ending her uncertainty. "Come and get it."

She understood that instruction all right...

Quickly pushing up to her feet, she brushed a hand through her dark hair before crossing the short distance towards him. She had a slender body, small breasts and that wonderfully thick bush. When she reached the bed and tentatively sat beside him, he slid his free hand through her locks and yanked her head towards his monster.

He moaned as she took his dick between her wet lips. That felt good. His hand tightened in her hair, though he knew it was unnecessary. She wanted this as much as he did. When her tongue began to flick along his hardness like a snake searching for its prey, the moan thickened.

She might look innocent, but the way she took his thick girth deep inside her mouth confirmed that she'd done this many times before. The head of his cock was touching the entrance to her throat. One of her hands reached for his ass, her fingernails digging in, whilst the other dropped to caress his balls. She was worth every penny he was going to pay her.

His fingers dug into her scalp, displaying his growing pleasure. Encouraged, she took his thick cock deep into her throat. And she did it easily. He moaned again, reaching for her hair with both hands now. The bitch was really into it. Could he really be close, this quickly?

Yanking her head up, he held her gaze. His eyes spoke to her, telling her to be careful. Whether she understood or not, she nodded. But that didn't stop her from eagerly going back to work again.

This time her young eyes stayed on his so that she could measure his response, and she teasingly took him to the edge a couple of times before easing off. But when he began to buck his hips against her face, they both knew it was the moment of truth.

They both faced their own dilemmas. He wanted to spurt all over that pretty face, but then his need to be inside that young cunt was overwhelming. She wanted him to explode between her young lips, but he was so big—and she needed to experience that monster inside her.

Pulling back, she wiped the back of one hand across her lips before turning away from him and settling across his lap. That way they could both watch their reflections in the mirror on the opposite wall.

Her hand reached under her for his saliva-covered dick and her lips curled in pleasure as she placed the mushroom head against her opening. For a few seconds, she contented herself by teasing him with her delectable flesh, but soon the need was too much. When she lowered her needy young cunt over his hardness, the Ukrainian shuddered as her moist folds parted around him.

Remarkably, she bottomed out on him, her snug little pussy swallowing him whole. Was such a thing possible?

Falling back against his chest, she pulled his hands around her and onto her perky tits. She began to talk again, to his reflection in the mirror, as she gyrated on his huge dick. The way she undulated reminded him of a stripper in one of the lap dancing clubs that he so loved. When one of her hands went up to her thick hair, holding it high on her head as her peach-like ass made tight little circles in his lap, he almost lost it.

Gritting his teeth, he redirected his hands to her slim hips. He wasn't going to last much longer and intended to show her how a real man fucked before he gave in to the inevitable.

Her words came out faster as he began to pile drive her down on his lap. He could hear them vibrate in the back of her throat. She went with him, flexing her legs and bouncing back up as he slammed her up and down on his monster of a dick. He could feel it burrowing deeper and deeper into her cunt, penetrating as far as he could possibly go.

And she wasn't talking any longer, she was whimpering...

His forearms burned from the effort. Sweat poured from his forehead. And still he slammed her up and down, over and over. Her perky tits bounced with his thrusts and she was gasping for air.

Without warning, her expression suddenly changed. Her body stiffened. Her eyes rolled in her head. He could feel her orgasming on him. And he could hear her. Her whimpers had changed into a wail...

The Ukrainian felt his dick grow even further at the sound—women who let loose when they came always did it for him. Gripping her hips more tightly, he began to fuck her again—a thrusting machine intent on making the hot young bitch wail even more loudly.

"Cum," he rasped in his native language. "Cum again..."

She was like a rag doll on his lap as he increased the pace. Her head was thrown back against his shoulder. Her dark hair swayed on her head and her tits bounced manically. Her hands took a death-grip on his hips behind her in an unsuccessful attempt to steady herself, her nails digging into his flesh and drawing blood.

And then she was there ... letting loose again ... her wails becoming louder as the second climax swept through her.

The feel, the sound, and sight of their reflections in the mirror across from them were suddenly too much for the Ukrainian. He detonated inside Conchita's sweet young body like a rocket powering skywards. And once he started, he couldn't stop, his hips twitching with each explosion as her slick muscles tightened and her cunt sucked burst after burst out of him.

Neither of them moved for a few minutes, just resting. Both exhausted. Both bodies covered in perspiration.

This would be his life when he retired, he mused happily. A life full of sex, drink, drugs ... and more sex. What could be better? But he needed to take what was his first. And satisfy his honour at the same time. After that, the world was his to do with as he wished.
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Palmer: Fashion Week Ch. 06

Chapter 6 — THURSDAY NIGHT — Volkov throws a party

The Smoke Stack was a tall and narrow club, designed to resemble the inside of a bloated factory tower. The building from the outside was made of darkly tinted glass, although even from a distance the gyrating silhouettes of dancers could be seen on every level of the club. It was the perfect location for one of Nikolay Volkov's parties.

"Cute effect," Roxie commented, pointing to the white smoke spilling off the roof of the club. "Dry ice, maybe?"

Palmer shrugged. He didn't know. He didn't care.

Despite the agreement he'd reached with Sandra Wilson, he couldn't help but feel the evening was a waste of time. He'd do everything she'd asked of him, but knew that the only serious way of getting any meaningful information on someone like Volkov was to get close to him. Really close to him.

Jennifer Finney might be a good cop for all he knew, but she didn't have the necessary experience to go undercover against the devious Russian. If anyone could it was Roxie, but that thought gave him the chills. He wasn't about to allow anything that stupid to happen.

He glanced at the two women as they walked side-by-side into the club. Each was beautiful, in her own right. He still hadn't become used to the way Roxie dressed, but put that down to the conservative element in him. Her pinstripe white sheath dress was both classical and sexy at the same time. He'd been so mesmerized by the plunging neckline that it had taken a while to fully appreciate how short it was.

Jenn's outfit was equally stunning. The champagne-coloured halter dress covered just enough of her full breasts to remain on the right side of decent. Even so, her tanned cleavage looked like it wanted to burst out of a plunging neckline that was held in check by a keyhole clasp. She could more than match any model there tonight.

The dimly lit club's interior was circular, and opened all the way up to the roof, save for the ringed platforms that marked each of the seven stories. Low-lying tables dotted the far side, each decorated with a hookah and a group of beautiful models. Everywhere else was filled with excited people dancing to the throbbing electronica.

The sweet smell of the hookah's flavoured tobacco assaulted Palmer's nostrils as soon as they were inside. His Vice Squad instincts quickly kicked in, his senses processing the smell quickly before dismissing it. There was possibly some hashish mixed in, but more likely than not they were clean. At least on this floor.

He'd reserve judgement until he'd explored the rest of the club.

"Okay, let's circulate," he said to his two female companions.

He should have felt the luckiest guy in the world to be chaperoning two such beautiful women. But the sense of foreboding that had been steadily growing on their journey to the club was hard to shake off.

*

Roxanne watched Jack head away across the room and then grinned at Jenn. He was the sexiest guy in the world when he went into full-investigative mode. They'd agreed to separate once they reached the club, see what information they could individually gather, and then meet up again later in the evening.

For a while, at least, she intended to remain at Jenn's side. She could sense how nervous her new friend was, although that wasn't the only reason. She was feeling nervous at the thought of bumping into Nikky Volkov here, especially after her 'initiation'. And he wasn't going to be happy when she told him she wasn't signing the contract.

Grabbing Jenn's hand, they headed towards the glass-capsule elevator that slowly crept up and down the wall of the cylindrical club. One of Volkov's security men was stationed in front of it, but he stepped aside as soon as he recognised Roxanne.

"Miss Lopez," he nodded in awe, immediately summoning the lift. "Good to see you again."

"And you, Gerry," she smiled, ignoring the way his gaze flickered across her body, and then covered Jenn Finney's too, just for good measure. "Is there any particular floor you'd recommend?"

"All different, all the same," he said with a shrug. "The bedrooms are at the back of the top floor."

"Thanks," Roxie smiled, and then pulled Jenn in with her when the lift doors opened.

"Bedrooms?" Jenn asked, her eyes wide. "Does that mean what I think it means?

"Sure does," Roxie replied, giving her a wry smile.

A shiver ran up her spine. Bedrooms were an essential part of nights like this, especially where there were rich and influential clients to be cultivated. She'd been in quite a few during her Dominic DeVere days. Had regularly been the centre of attention in some...

*

Jenn felt the nerves bounce around her body as the lift slowly carried her and Roxie up the side of the club. She told herself to feed off them, that they would make her stronger. They were the same nerves that had told her she couldn't pull off the role of a model when she'd first arrived in Dubai.

Yet she had. So maybe she could pull this off too?

She didn't want to head back to London without something for her efforts here. It was important to her and her future career that she proved her value. Besides, Sandra Wilson was relying on her.

She felt stupid for showing surprise over the bedrooms. Of course there were bedrooms. This was the world she'd stepped into, one was part of now. It felt like she was in a parallel universe, one that was inhabited and dominated by men like Nikolay Volkov.

And, until yesterday, by Tony Yamamura...

That thought sent a cold shiver through her core. Roxie must have felt her reaction, because she squeezed her hand reassuringly as they stepped out of the lift.

"Are you okay?" the redhead asked.

"Sure," Jenn said, with a slight nod of her head.

She'd been so preoccupied with her thoughts that she wasn't even aware of which floor they'd stopped on.

Hopefully, she would be able to make contact with Michelle at some stage this evening. She still felt like the Korean American model could be her key to getting the information she needed on Volkov and his activities. But there had to be others here tonight who could help her. She intended to seek them out.

"Come on, let's get ourselves a drink," Roxie suggested.

Jenn followed her, watched the sexy way the redhead's ass move in her tight dress, admiring the way the pinstripes followed the rich curves of her hips and thighs. She seemed to glide across the floor lazily with that model-learned stride, one foot in front of the other, slender hips swaying.

With Roxanne, everything seemed to come naturally. Would she ever feel as confident as that?

The music didn't seem quite as loud up in the bar area on the other side of the room—she could hear herself think—but the sweet smell rising off the hookahs was much different. Stronger.

Much more illegal?

This floor was completely different to the one they'd just left, although the decadent atmosphere was just as heavy. What had Gerry, the security guy said about each floor? "All different, all the same..."

This one was made up almost exclusively with gossamer curtained alcoves around the side and a small but very busy dance floor in the centre.

Once they had their drinks—Cosmos—they casually wandered around the fringes of the dance floor, deciding on their next steps. When they passed one of the alcoves on their right, Jenn felt Roxie stiffen.

The curtains were partly open and two models were taking turns doing what looked like two lines of cocaine off the table infront of them. The blonde model had just taken a hit and tossed her long, wavy hair back, pinching her nose as the powerful narcotic washed through her.

"Shit, that's good stuff," she commented to the other, before noticing the two women watching them. "Want some?"

Roxanne shook her head disapprovingly as she swung around on her heels.

"You've done it?" Jenn asked, those big brown eyes wide again.

"Once upon a time," the redhead reluctantly said. Drugs and modelling went hand-in-hand, after all. "Those days have been behind me ever since I met Jack."

She glanced towards the dance floor. It was full of attractive dancers flailing their bodies to the heavy music. Beautiful models had always known how to let their hair down. One of the women, a young blonde, was particularly noticeable as people created space around her. She was dancing with an Arab guy at least twice her age.

Her tight ringlets swayed on her shoulders as she flung her sexy body around to the hip-hop beat, while her partner's hands were all over the taut expanse of skin between her little silver cami top and her black mini-skirt. It was scandalously short and fluttered about her thighs with each confident sway of her sublime hips.

"That's Sarah Ellis," Roxie whispered conspiratorially, sipping at her cocktail. "She's a young up and coming model, anxious to please."

Just how anxious quickly became clear. When she pulled the man's head down to hers and whispered something into his ear, he nodded happily and then allowed Sarah to pull him off the dance floor.

"You were wondering about the bedrooms," Roxie murmured, with a wry smile. "I think they're about to see some early action.

*

Jack Palmer wandered across to one of the nooks by the smoky glass windows on the second floor. He'd spent time on each of the seven floors now, casually checking out who was there and listening in to the various conversations. The only common denominator was that the news of Tony Yamamura's death had spread rapidly. Not that his demise had stopped people from enjoying themselves. Even those who knew Yamamura still seemed to be in party mood.

Three beautiful women were talking next to the windows near him. The table beside them was littered with martini glasses filled with various coloured liquids. One of them—an attractive brunette who reminded him of Penelope Cruz—smiled brightly in his direction and waved him across.

"Jack, join us," she cheerily greeted him. "We all want to meet you."

When he got closer, the second model with her whispered something to the third woman. It drew a laugh. Palmer felt his cock tighten, pretty sure that her comment was sexual.

"I'm Isobel," the Penelope Cruz lookalike told him, offering both cheeks for a kiss.

Her slinky gold dress shimmered in the strobe lights and accentuated rather than hid her curves. It was practically impossible not to check out that healthy cleavage. When his eyes returned upwards, there was a cheeky smile on her face. And yet it was a smile that seemed more genuine than any other he'd received tonight. Did he know her?

"I'm a friend of Roxie's," she explained, stroking his forearm. "I've photographed her a few times. She's told me all about you."

Of course! This was the 'Izzy' that Roxie had mentioned. She'd also been the photographer at Jenn's Clinique shoot.

"Ladies, I'd like you to meet Jack Palmer," she said, leaning close enough for him to feel her body heat. "Jack, this is Françoise and 'Faye,'" she added, laughing at some inside joke. "Girls, this is Jack Palmer, Roxie's latest beau."

"Does he speak?" Françoise teased, eyeing him up and down.

Her accent was French, but Palmer had figured as much without having to hear her speak. From her dark, wavy hair fashioned with short bangs across her high forehead, to her round face adorned with sculpted cheekbones and an elegant nose, she just looked ... French.

"Trust me, he doesn't need to speak," Faye chuckled, her dreamy eyes narrowing as she gave him the once-over. "Jade has told us all about him."

The two women burst out laughing again, while Isobel sent him a good-natured smile.

"We're all impressed with what we've heard, Jack," Faye went on, dipping a finger in her glass and then making a show of stirring it in the cocktail before seductively sucking on it. "And want to know when it's our turn."

Palmer didn't colour easily, but he felt his face redden. There was temptation everywhere in Volkov's world. And while he'd—finally—come to terms with that night with Roxie and Jade, the thought of it being discussed among other models didn't sit easily with him.

"A man that blushes, Jack Palmerrr," Françoise chided in that sexy French accent, elongating his surname. "How unusual. Tell me, Jack, do you dance as well as you fuck?"

"I don't—" he began, but suddenly the two women had hold of a hand each and were pulling him towards the dance floor.

"Don't tell," Françoise interrupted him. The corners of her mouth were turned up in a tempting smile. "It's much better to discover these things for ourselves, mais oui?"

*

"I don't think I've met your friend," a sultry voice said behind them.

Roxie turned to see Jade beaming at her. The model looked as hot as ever in a cream trapeze dress that made her black skin look like midnight. She looked extra-beautiful in a room of beautiful people.

"Jade!" Roxie exclaimed, running her gaze across her friend's fabulous body. "You look stunning in that dress. "Gaultier?"

"Thank you," the African model said, delightedly. "You've always had a good eye. You look beautiful, too, lover. So does your friend. Aren't you going to introduce me?"

"This is Jenn. She's an up and coming model. Keep your eye on her."

"I've had it on her all night," Jade teased, turning her dark, smouldering eyes on the brunette. "Hi, baby, you are stun-ning!"

"Hi," Jenn self-consciously grinned back.

She was getting used to being complimented this evening and her confidence was building with each greeting. But even so, having someone this hot flatter her was almost embarrassing.

"Great party," she added, more to deflect attention away from her appearance.

The guys in the office would never believe she could wear a dress as skimpy as this one to a party. Heck, they'd even have trouble believing that someone like her could actually fit in to a party like this.

"Indeed it is," Jade said, flicking her fingers through her dark hair as she laughed. She held up her glass. "May nights like this never end!"

The three women clinked their glasses against each others, toasting the words, and then Jade was talking to her again.

"You did that Clinique shoot with Michelle, right?"

Jenn nodded. A few people had mentioned the photo shoot tonight. It seemed that word got around very quickly in these circles.

"Shame about Tony," the African model added, pulling a face. "Not that I ever had that much to do with him. But we've all had run-ins with Michelle. Right, Roxie?"

Roxanne pursed her lips.

"Jenn and Michelle got on just fine at the shoot," she settled for saying. "And from what I hear, Clinique were delighted with the outcome."

"I heard that, too, Jade said with a smile. "So, we have a new star amongst us."

"I don't know about that," Jenn said bashfully.

Her comment drew a hearty laugh from the other two.

"Jenn, honey, let me give you one word of advice," Jade told her. "In this business, rule number one is never, ever turn down a compliment. It creates the wrong impression."

Jenn grinned back at her. She'd never been comfortable with compliments, not even when she'd been a little girl.

"All advice is gratefully received," she said, with a smile.

"And rule number two," the ebony skinned model added, pausing momentarily while she took another sip of her drink, "is never to take advice, especially from me."

All three women laughed out loud at the quip.

"Look," I'm going to see if I can find, Jack," Roxie suddenly said, giving Jenn a meaningful look.

She had no intention of seeking out her boyfriend, but she and Jenn had just agreed it was time to go their separate ways when Jade had interrupted them. They'd give it an hour of socialising before meeting up again and comparing notes.

"Can I leave this girl in your capable hands?" she said, glancing at Jade.

"Only if you want her corrupted," her friend said, chuckling out loud as she kissed Roxie on her cheek.

She watched the redhead head off across the floor, before turning to Jenn.

"Just look at the way she moves her ass," she said, her voice almost a purr. "She's gorgeous, isn't she?"

Jenn nodded. "She's beautiful."

"And bi," Jade mischievously added, with an exaggerated wink, "So, if you have any thoughts about her and Jack, my advice is to go for it. I can tell you from personal experience you won't regret it."

Jenn's big brown eyes widened. She felt shell-shocked. Was this woman being serious? She'd been with Roxie and Jack?

"It's true," Jade chuckled, bouncing her eyebrows suggestively. "They make a great team. The thing is, Jenn, casual sex is a way of life in this business. We're all beautiful models, right? Why shouldn't be take advantage of what the good Lord gave us? If you've any hang-ups about sex, you're in the wrong industry, honey."

"I don't have hang-ups," Jenn quickly retorted.

She didn't. Did she? She could just be a little bashful at times. Her experience with her ex-husband had taught her to be careful with men.

"Then you and I are going to be great friends," Jade said as she hugged her, making sure to push her full breasts against her new friend. "Now, as you're the new girl on the block, tell me if there's anything I can help you with. Anything you'd like to know about the business?"

Jenn's pause lasted only a couple of seconds. Was this the opportunity she'd been looking for?

"Well, I was wondering about Nikky Volkov," she asked casually, looking again at Jade, whose dark eyes were warm and inviting. "What he's like, you know?"

The African model's grin widened like the proverbial Cheshire cat. She plucked an olive from her glass, rolling it on her tongue and then crushing it between her teeth before responding.

"Well, honey," she slowly said, stepping even closer. "You're asking the person who knows him as well as anyone..."

*

Nikolay Volkov stood at the bar on the club's top floor, enjoying his glass of Scotch. Boris stood by himself at the other end of the bar, trying but failing miserably to blend in with the surroundings. The blonde German was exceptionally good at his job, but had no social graces whatsoever. Not that it mattered. It paid to have Boris around, but Volkov doubted that he'd need his bodyguard tonight.

He'd spoken personally to each of the key contacts he'd invited to the party, kept the business discussions brief but to the point, and then ensured their individual needs would be looked after by the red-hot model he had lined up for each of them.

Now he was free to concentrate on other matters.

He'd despatched Jade to meet up with Jennifer Finney, the undercover cop, and set her up with a well- built guy brought in for the purpose. When it got out that one of the London Met's detectives had taken drugs and been fucked by a small-time local crook, her reputation would be destroyed, as would the Met's.

She'd arrived at the club with Roxanne and that irritating boyfriend of hers, Palmer. He still had big plans for Roxie, but she was of secondary importance tonight. Michelle Park took precedence...

The Korean American model was sauntering across the floor towards him right now, shooting him the sexiest of smiles on the way. He still hadn't made up his mind about her, but he needed to form a view very quickly. If she was a threat, he'd stamp on it instantly. If not, well, maybe he'd bring her into the fold.

She was no supermodel, despite the title she'd earned. She didn't have that ... diamond quality. And by all accounts, her fifteen minutes of fame had gone to her head. He could see the attitude in the way she walked towards him. It was written all over her arrogant poise as she approached; the one that said: I'm the shit and any man should consider himself lucky just to look at me.

That reputation was why he'd allowed her career to meander along.



However, she definitely did have something about her. Watching her now, she looked like sex on legs as she strolled towards him, in a tight black tube-dress that stretched along her hard body.

"Drinking alone, Nikky?" she asked, her throaty voice a mixture of confidence and sex.

"I was waiting for you," the Russian replied, swirling his glass on the bar top.

"Waiting for me?" she asked, raising a playful eyebrow in his direction. "I like that thought. So, I'm here now, what do you intend doing with me now you've found me?"

He smiled. She was direct, and that was a characteristic he'd always admired. And while she wasn't supermodel material, she certainly was fuckable. Very fuckable. She was up for it, too. His cock was growing in his trousers just from the way she was looking at him.

"What am I going to do, Michelle?" he repeated, with a cold smile. "What would you suggest?"

She reached for the drink in his hand and took it from him. Watched his expression over the rim of the glass, she took a sip of his Scotch before replying.

"I was rather hoping you were going to fuck my lights out."

Volkov smiled. He sent a glance towards Boris—one that told him to relax and enjoy himself—and then smiled at the young model.

"I think that can be arranged," he said, with an arrogant air.

*

Palmer was sweating heavily. What man wouldn't with two hot women gyrating on him? Faye was in front of him, grinding her body in a way that would give a saint dirty thoughts. She tossed her long blonde hair, keeping a hand on the back of his neck and her eyes on his face the whole time. He felt like the only guy in the room.

Behind him, Françoise was doing equally dirty things with her body. She held him close with a hand on either hip. He felt her body gyrate up and down his. Those tits on his back were making it difficult to keep his erection at bay.

"I need another drink," he eventually said, when the last song came to a close.

He'd been trying to excuse himself for ten minutes now.

"Hurry back," Faye shouted after him, as he shrugged away her half-hearted attempt to keep him there.

He nodded, grateful that they were allowing him to get away from them. With each previous attempt, they'd circled him so that it was practically impossible to escape.

"Persistent, aren't they?" Isobel asked, as he returned to the bar. It seemed she had waited for him.

"Very," he answered, giving her a relieved smile. "You didn't want to dance?"

"I don't do threesomes," she playfully said, and then laughed heartily at the pained expression that crossed his face.

"Sorry, Jack, I couldn't resist that. But I won't mention it again. Here, I got you a drink." She handed him a flute of champagne and took a sip from her own as she glanced back towards the dance floor. "Unless you want to get back out there again?"

He followed her gaze. As the music had changed tempo, the two women began to freak. It was an amazing thing to witness.

Françoise reached for the clasp in her hair, releasing the dark waves of long, shimmering tresses like a stripper. She tossed it forward, resting her hands on her knees, tits spilling out of her black-haltered dress, and then threw her hair back as she straightened up. Leaning into Faye, they spun as their bodies linked, teasing and twisting as they bounced to the hip-hop. It felt that their shoulders and hips were moving in time to a rhythm designed to make every man hard. Even the sheen of sweat on their skin was sexy.

"I think I feel more comfortable here," he told Isobel, with a wry smile. "I felt like a fish out of water, out there."

She laughed with him, her sultry Spanish gaze staying on his.

"A fish surrounded by two predators, maybe?"

He suddenly realised just how attractive she was. That cleavage was calling his eyes again and despite himself, he found himself wondering what she would look like naked. When he coloured at his self-imposed guilt, Isobel seemed to realise it too, in that way that women did. Her eyes flickered with amusement.

"It's okay, Jack, you can relax," she softly said, tossing him an impish smile. "I respect Roxie and you're safe with me. So ... why don't you get us another drink before your two friends return from the dance floor? Then you can tell me all about you."

*

"So tell me about Nikky Volkov?" Jenn asked as she and Jade found a spot near a window.

The bass of the Smoke Stack's dance floor had grown even louder as the night had gone on. Add to that the din of the beautiful people around them, and it made it difficult to hear herself think, let alone speak. Then there were the hookahs. Jenn could swear she was getting high just from breathing in the smoky atmosphere.

"You seem preoccupied with Nikky?" the African model asked in amusement. "Mind you, all the newest models are. They think that if they let him fuck them, it will guarantee success."

"I'm not thinking that at all," Jenn instantly protested. "I don't want to fuck him. I just wondered what he was like."

"Don't want to fuck him?" Jade laughed. "Honey, it's a pre-requisite if you work for him. Just ask Roxie. All I'm saying is that it's one step at a time. There are a thousand wannabee-models and only a selected few make it."

Jenn's lips parted in a silent gasp at Jade's words. It was pre-requisite to fuck him? Just ask Roxie? No, that couldn't be true. She and Jack seemed so happy. But then, the African model had already let slip about their casual attitude to sex. And the rumours about the redhead's background were rife in the Vice Division, despite the blanket of confidentiality thrown over the DeVere case.

"I'm just interested in how things work," she responded, choosing her words carefully. She wasn't sure how far she could push it. "Modelling is one thing, but from what I've seen in my short time here, a lot more is expected."

Jade raised an eyebrow, and added a sultry smile.

"It's really not that difficult, honey. The top models do whatever it takes to get to the top and stay there. Nikky looks after us and we do as we're told, whatever it takes. There are a lot of women who are beautiful like you, have the sort of body you have, but the question is, how much do you want it? How far are you prepared to go?"

Jenn felt goosebumps break out across her body. Who knows where this conversation could lead if she kept it heading in the right direction.

"I want it," she said, confidently holding Jade's interested gaze.

She was close to making a breakthrough, she could feel it. All she had to do was convince this woman that she would do whatever was necessary to fulfil her modelling ambitions.

"How badly?"

"More than anything," she said earnestly, quickly adding, "It means everything to me."

Jade stared at her for a few moments, those dark appraising eyes looking like they wanted to get into her mind. Could she see through her, Jenn wondered? Could she tell what was going on in her head?

"Maybe," she eventually said, her smile showing a row of perfect, white teeth. "Tell you what, why don't I take you for a quick tour around the top floor? That's where all the action is, after all."

*

"Vodka tonic?" Nikolay Volkov asked, crossing the contemporarily furnished room to the fully stocked bar.

Michelle Park didn't respond immediately, and when he turned back to her, he discovered why. Her eyes were full of arousal as she leant back against the far wall, watching him.

"I'd rather drink your cum," she replied, her gaze narrowing.

He couldn't help but smile. There were only a handful of his models that could get him hard without touching him. She'd just added herself to the list. He could practically feel the power radiating around him as she stared lustfully at him. He loved that feeling, like he was unstoppable.

"You are one sexy girl, you know that?" he breathed.

Even through her dress, he could see her nipples rise. If her connection with Tony Yamamura was innocent enough, maybe there was a way to incorporate her in his activities, after all? A hot young woman this keen to give a good impression would go down very well with his clients.

"You've no idea just how sexy," she drawled, pushing her tight body away from the wall. "But I think you're about to find out."

Her fingers went to the straps of her dress and with a sexy shimmy it was quickly pooled on the cherry, hardwood floors beside her feet. Her see-through pink bra matched her skimpy thong and the right strap fell from her shoulder demurely. She ignored it as she slid her right hand down into the front of her panties, letting him watch as her knuckles curled beneath the silk material.

She sighed, biting her lip as she stroked herself. Volkov thought his cock might explode there and then. When she withdrew her fingers and held them up, they glistened with her juices. Slowly, she brought them to her mouth, slowly sucking each in turn.

"A girl who likes to get right down to business," he softly said, carefully bringing his hands to his trousers and slowly unbuckling the belt. The room was silent but for the clink of its clasp. "I like that."

"Oh, I promise I won't disappoint," she provocatively told him, hooking her thumbs into her thong. "I'm going to be the best fuck you've ever had."

Volkov licked his lips as he unzipped himself and fished out his cock. Could he be any harder? The olive-hued bitch sexily licked her lips as she stared at his erection, and then she was sauntering across the room towards him. Half-way there, she hooked her thumbs into her panties and pulled the garment over the gentle curve of her hips and down over her thighs.

He began to jerk himself as his gaze devoured her naked body. Her perky breasts sat high and proud with all the grace of youth and her cleanly shaved pussy was already wet with anticipation.

"Want some help with this," she huskily murmured, dropping to her knees before him and wrapping one hand around his girth.

Those almond-shaped eyes stared up into his, the kind of look an animal gives its prey just before it springs into action, he thought. Then her lips parted further and she was taking his thick manhood deep into her throat.

Volkov had to grip the edges of the bar behind him as her skilled mouth took him as far as she could. The probing could wait a little, he told himself. For now, he needed to take full advantage of this vision of carnal sensuality.

*

Jade took Jenn through a security door and along a wide hall, lined with alternating, bevelled doors.

"The bedrooms," she told her. "If you play your cards right, you could be here soon in an official capacity. One of Nikky's chosen few. But if you're not committed, tell me now. We can end the tour here and you can get back to your friends."

The stunning brunette stepped straight into the trap, just as Nikky had said she would. She'd be so desperate to get something on the Russian that she'd play her cover for all it was worth. The only question was exactly how far would she go?

They'd find out in the next half an hour.

"I'm one hundred per cent committed," Jenn blurted.

Jade smiled in response. It felt like the brunette couldn't believe her luck, finding someone who was willing to give her the inside track.

"Nikky will be happy to hear that," she said, stopping at the last door on the hall. She smiled at Jenn as she fished out a silver key and opened it quietly. "I wonder if anyone's at home..."

The door opened into an enormous living room, twice the size of her own. The floors were glossy cherry wood. The rich looking furniture was dark wood, stunning against its white upholstery. It was like a page out of a Crate & Barrel catalogue.

"Well, well, looks like our luck is in," Jade whispered, reaching down and picking up a discarded black dress.

She heard Jenn's breath catch as her gaze quickly searched the room. A tiny g-string sat on the floor in the middle of the room. It looked like whoever was there had begun to fix a drink at the bar, but had left that behind, too.

She put a finger to her lips for quiet, and then quietly crossed the room towards an opium pipe on the desk. This part had been Nikky's idea, too. Without so much a glance at Jenn, she took the pipe in one hand, leant forward and sucked a slow drag.

"Mmm, that's good," she purred, her voice oozing out of her throat in an elongated drawl. She turned her head towards Jenn. "Your turn, honey..."

She watched as the brunette's cheeks went red and her heart fluttered. She was wondering how she could get out of this, but they both knew she couldn't. If she refused, her cover was blown.

Taking the opium pipe in one hand, she leaned forward as Jade had done and took a quick, tentative suck.

"Another," Jade told her, standing behind her and resting her hands on her shoulders. Her fingers stroked along that beautifully soft skin as she spoke. "One more to get the full effect."

The young woman hesitated for a few seconds, making Jade think she was about to refuse, but then she was repeating the action. Beautiful!

The African model watched as Jenn's eyelids rolled back as the initial wave rolled through her. Then she smiled. The opium high was wrapping both her mind and her body into a warm cocoon of bliss.

"That's it, honey," Jade whispered, taking her arm. "Come on, let me show you another reason I love this place."

She unlocked one of the connecting doors as Jenn struggled to cope with the drug-induced rush, and then pulled her into a dark room without any windows.

She could tell from Jenn's expression that the opium was really kicking in. And it was as if she could read the brunette's mind. It would be like all her insecurity, all her doubt, was being washed away. In the darkness, she would feel empowered. She'd be thinking that she getting the low-down on Nikky Volkov under her cover as a model. Models did these things, so why shouldn't she?

"This is the viewing room," she exclaimed, no longer whispering. "Don't worry, it's sound-proofed."

When she pulled open a black curtain, she heard Jenn gasp. On the bed, facing the two-way mirror, were Nikky Volkov and Michelle. Flipping a switch, the room was filled with the sound of the couple's loud fucking. Jade couldn't help but feel a tinge of jealousy. The bitch Asian model was dewy with exertion, her sinuous muscles dancing as she rode Volkov for all she was worth.

"Sexy bitch, isn't she?" she murmured, glancing sideways.

Jenn nodded and licked her pouting lips. Jade could see the arousal flooding through her body like an unstoppable wave. Her nipples were pushing through her dress like two organ stops. The opium would have fully kicked in now she'd soon be gagging for it.

It was just a shame that Nikky wanted her set up with Habib. She would have happily spent a few hours with this beauty herself.

"That could be you," she said, stoking her soft fingers along Jenn's back. "Showing Nikky how much you want to be part of his team. You'd like that?"

She felt Jenn shiver as she scraped her fingernails along her bare skin. It would be so easy to seduce her, right now. But she had her instructions and people crossed Nikolay Volkov at their peril.

"Look at them," Jade encouraged again, resting her chin on the brunette's bare shoulder as they watched.

She had to admit it, as much as she disliked Michelle Park, the girl was good in bed. Her hands were clawing into Nikky's chest, her perky breasts bouncing as she increased the pace, and her tight buttocks flexing magnificently with each circular gyration.

"Sometimes a girl just needs to get fucked," Jade huskily whispered in Jenn's ear. "Come on, there's someone I'd like you to meet."

*

"I finally get to meet my British counterpart," Alicia Stiles said as she sipped from a glass of champagne.

Roxanne had been about to go and look for Jenn when they'd bumped into each other. The brunette had been gone too long. But when she'd seen the All-American supermodel, she just had to talk to her. It was unlike the redhead, but she was even feeling a little star-struck. Everyone aspired to be Alicia Stiles. She was a mega-star and had been a fantastic success in yesterday's Victoria's Secret runway show.

"I wouldn't go that far," she modestly protested.

Counterpart was a bit too much.

"Why not? We both hit the spotlight around the same time. We both work for Nikolay Volkov. And if anything, you're a hell of a lot prettier than I'll ever be."

"Now you're just humouring me," Roxanne said through a smile.

Yes, they had both been successful in their modelling careers. But Roxie had been much more than a model when she'd worked for Dominic DeVere. She'd been his top girl, the one he went to when he had a client who needed 'attention'. If Alicia Stiles had fucked half the men she had, she'd be embarrassed.

"You host Supermodel, Alicia," Roxie went on. "And you have your own line of perfume that I just happen to be wearing tonight."

The American model waved a dismissive hand, but her face creased into a smile all the same.

"It's great perfume," she chuckled. "But that doesn't contradict what I'm saying. I'm also older than you, Roxie. I'm twenty eight. That's practically a grandmother in this business."

Roxanne burst out laughing and had to put a hand over her mouth. Was he golden-haired supermodel being serious? She was as desirable now as she'd ever been, perhaps even more so.

"In that case, just about every guy here tonight wishes you were their granny," she laughed.

Alicia laughed heartily, too. But then her face turned more serious.

"Did you hear about Tony Yamamura?"

Roxie nodded. "Tragic."

"They say he'd run up a lot of gambling debts with this Ukrainian. When he'd come to collect, they shot one another. Tony wasn't everyone's cup of tea, but I never had any problems with him."

"Me neither. Although I didn't know him that well..."

"Well, let's talk about happier things," Alicia murmured, taking another sip from her bubbly. "You've signed with Nikky, I take it?"

"Just for this week."

Alicia seemed taken aback. For a moment or two she just stared at Roxie.

"That's all? The rumours are that you're officially one of his leading models now?"

Roxanne bashfully shook her head. She wasn't looking forward to her conversation with Volkov, but it had to be done.

"A contract offer is on the table," she said, with a shrug of her tanned shoulders. "But I won't be signing."

"Be prepared for a fight," Alicia said, nudging her with her elbow. "Everyone knows how Nikky likes to get his own way. So, have you another agency lined up?"

"I'm done with agencies," Roxie told her, sweeping some red hair away from her right eye. "I was thinking of freelancing."

"Freelancing?"

The beautiful All-American supermodel stared at her thoughtfully again, and then slowly nodded her head.

"I have a great idea."

"What?"

"I think you'd be great at co-hosting Supermodel with me..."

Roxanne gasped. Supermodel? It was the biggest thing on television in fashion circles. It's audience was world-wide. She shook her head disbelievingly. Was she really hearing this?

"But it's your show, Alicia," she blurted. Since the mega-star had taken the show over from Gabrielle Dubois, ratings had gone through the roof. "You've made it as popular as it is. Why would you want a co-host?"

"Commitments, dear. I need someone to share the load with while I launch other interests. It's been on my mind for a while. I just needed to find the right person, and now I have. We both have the credentials. We complement one another. We're both household names in the fashion world. You'd be perfect."

She paused, letting the implications sink in. When she continued, her voice sounded like she'd just woken up.

"I have another idea..." she said, her eyes sparkling now. And then she laughed. "It must be all this champagne. Look, we're shooting the season premiere of Supermodel in two days. Why don't you come on as a guest judge? If it works, we can talk about turning it into a regular spot."



Roxanne could feel the instant tingle of anticipation running through her body. She knew that getting away from Nikky Volkov was a good idea, and yet she couldn't help but wonder what the future held for when she did. This could be the answer. It was perfect.

"You're absolutely sure?" she asked, just to make certain.

"Of course. I'll have to clear it with the producers, but it won't be a problem. They'll go nuts for the idea. Think of the ratings!"

*

Jack and Isobel were close to finishing their chat. They'd talked about a variety of subjects other than the one he valued most. He'd tried to tease out information on Nikky Volkov, but the Spanish beauty had neatly sidestepped each of his attempts.

She clearly knew more than she was letting on, but was happy to steer a middle course through his subtle and not-so-subtle questioning.

He could only hope that Jenn and Roxie had been more successful at eliciting information tonight. He could see his girlfriend chatting to a woman across the room right now. It was Alicia Stiles, Isobel had told him, one of the most famous supermodels still treading the catwalks.

In truth, he was looking forward to getting back to their hotel. The evening had been a waste of time, as he'd expected, and anyway he still wasn't comfortable in this sort of pretentious environment. Frankly, he'd had enough of the deadly combination of heavy music, incessant smoke and the endless chatter around him.

Although, truthfully, that wasn't the only reason. Isobel was as tactile as she was beautiful and her slender fingers made continual contact with his hand or arm most every time she spoke. His arm had long ago begun to tingle with excited familiarity with each touch—and not just his arm. Maybe it had something to do with his earlier dancing with Faye & Françoise, but h could feel himself stir in his trousers every time Izzy's smouldering dark eyes looked in his direction.

He and Roxie would be making love pretty much as soon as they returned to their hotel room.

"A water please," he said, leaning against the bar.

Perhaps that would ease the heat inside him? Just until they got back to the hotel, at least.

"You've really impressed me, Jack," Isobel said.

She was leaning next to him, with her elbows on the bar, but facing out. He glanced at her, sneaking another peak into her tanned cleavage. Yeah, he was definitely going to make love to his beautiful girlfriend very soon.

"Roxie's very lucky," she continued. "And so are you, of course. If you ask me, you make a perfect combination."

"Thank you, Izzy," he replied, gulping down the water before asking for another.

"Just stay away from Jade," she added, shooting him a look. "I know she's a good friend of Roxie's, but believe me, she's bad news."

He turned towards her so that he could look directly in her eyes as she elaborated. She met the gaze full on, but softly shrugged her pretty shoulders.

"That's all you're getting from me," she said, a soft smile touching her lips. "You're the ex-cop. Work it out. And I'm not just talking about sex."

"Look—" he began, but a frown was creasing her brow as her gaze diverted over his shoulder.

"Talk of the devil," she slowly said. Then she was touching his arm again. "Don't move. Stay where you are..."

He did as he was told, although forcing himself not to look was excruciating. He could see that her gaze was locked onto something.

"What?" he impatiently asked.

"I can't imagine its good news," she softly said, giving him permission to look with a slight incline of her head.

He followed her gaze towards Jade. She and Jenn were about to enter the lift, along with an Arab guy. For a moment Palmer wasn't sure if the three of them were together, but as they stepped inside he could see that the guy's hand was rested on Jenn's ass like it belonged there. What the fuck was she up to?

*

Michelle Park was flying high. Really high. She had no idea how many orgasms she'd had, but who the fuck was counting anymore? Why bother when she had this man's cock filling her. She was exorcising the ghost of Tony Yamamura and establishing a new future for herself.

The King is dead. Long live the King.

She was on her back, her legs bent back and up over Nikky Volkov's strong shoulders as he drilled down inside her. The weight of his body compressed her even more, driving his cock deep into her cunt.

She had to admit, he had incredible stamina. Sucking him off and letting him cum in her mouth had helped. He was able to last so much longer now. Take her so much harder.

"Fuck me, baby. Fuck my hot pussy," she moaned.

God, she loved to talk dirty. She knew what it did for guys. Tony used to love it. So would Nikolay Volkov.

"Harder," she snapped, reaching up and gripping his tussled blonde hair with her slim fingers. "Do me harder, baby."

He was nearly there. She could tell. Could see it in his sparkling blue eyes. His heavy balls slapped harder against her tender sex, forcing a heavy grunt with each thrust. But the bastard was trying to hold back. No-one held back on Michelle Park, not even this man.

"You're close?" she rasped.

"Yesss," he hissed, his face tightening into a cringe.

"Then do it!" she snarled, crossing her ankles behind his head and squeezing her internal muscles around his cock.

He couldn't resist, going off like a depth charge and filling her slick Asian walls with wet, satisfying heat. This was what she wanted. His cum. She purred happily, dirty-talking to him again until he'd finished firing inside her. Then she rolled on her side beside him, panting heavily. Hot sex was the first step towards making a man hers, and she knew how important it was to keep this particular man happy.

She was wondering if he'd be ready for action again soon when he suddenly took her by surprise.

"Who exactly is Bree Jensen?" he asked out of the blue.

She closed her eyes and tried to stay cool, although she knew her lips had pursed tightly. Fuck! He knew about Bree? She could have lied, but she suspected he already knew the answer to the question. Her best course of action was to come clean. How else would he trust her?

"She's a porn star..." she responded nervously.

Volkov laughed. Michelle didn't like the sound. She started to feel hot, and it wasn't due to sexual energy this time.

"I know that," he calmly replied. "What I want to know, my dear, is what the connection between her and Tony was."

"Oh, I see," she said, acting innocently. "I thought you knew. Tony brought her here from Vegas. He said you'd asked him to. Weren't you hoping to use Bree and some of her friends at a couple of parties or something?"

She kept her tone level. And calm. Even she would have believed what she was saying, and she knew she was lying.

"That's what Tony told you?"

"It's true, isn't it?" she asked, keeping a straight face.

"And what did he tell you about the deal he was trying to set up with Sheikh Amir bin Khalid?"

She felt her right leg begin to twitch and forced herself to keep it still.

"Who?"

"Sheikh Amir bin Khalid. He's the reason we're here in Dubai, as I'm sure you know, my dear. Tony was putting together a business deal with him, wasn't he?"

"I've never heard of him," she lied again.

It was a calculated risk, but she couldn't think of anything off the top of her head that could connect her to the Sheikh.

"But if Tony was putting together a deal for you, he never mentioned it. Mind you, the bastard could be secretive when he wanted."

He ignored the jibe.

"But you and Tony were in a relationship, yes? He must have mentioned something."

He knew they were in a relationship? Fuck. She really was entering dangerous territory now.

"You'd be surprised," she began, as casually as she could. "People know I was only trying to get in with Tony because I thought he could help my career. The sex was good but not much else. He was hard work at times, always seeming to have one thing or another on the go, but he'd never tell me anything. I was going to dump him after the Clinique shoot."

Her heart was in her mouth when she finished speaking. She had to make her story sound believable, but had she said too much?

"The Clinique photo shoot, yes," Volkov mused, leaving it at that.

He was clearly pondering on what she'd said. If it had been any other guy she would have flown into a tantrum, but she choked that feeling back. That would never do in the situation. She needed something else to help authenticate her story.

"But there is one thing..." she said.

She twisted around so that she could lie on his chest, her almond-shaped eyes vstaring upwards into his. There wasn't a single thing in his gaze that gave a clue to what he was thinking.

"Yes?"

"Yeah," she muttered, trying to control the beating of her heart. "I asked him if Jenn and I—you know, the girl who did the shoot with me—could do more work together. She's hot, if a bit naïve, and I know you have a couple of clients where we'd fit in really well together. But, the thing is, he said t she wasn't going to sign for you."

"He did?"

That was better. From the tone of his voice, she'd piqued his interest.

"Yeah. I asked him why, because she did a fabulous job at the shoot, but he just said he had other plans for her. I didn't understand. What plans, Nikky?"

She saw his eyelids flicker. It was a good sign. She had him confused. He might have wondered about her and Tony's relationship, but she couldn't help but think she was playing this scenario perfectly.

At first he didn't say anything. He continued to look at her with interest, her eyes thoughtful.

"This girl, Jennifer Finney," he eventually said. "Tell me everything you know about her."

*

Jenn allowed herself to be led back up to the bedroom area. She felt like she was a cloud in the middle of a windstorm. She floated, but was unable to control her direction or her movement. It was just as well that Jade was helping her. Her body still tingled from the opium hit, and she wasn't quite sure who this guy was.

And yet the curious thing was that, although she knew she needed a clear to obtain the information she needed on Nikky Volkov, her body wanted to feel that opium rush again. She saw how it could be so addictive. She felt warm inside, like she could do anything.

The other thing was that, whoever this guy was, he thought she was a famous model. It was quite a compliment. So why shouldn't she act like one? He was hard to control, though. He'd kept staring at her tits and pawing her ass whenever he'd got the chance.

"I'll leave you and Habib to get acquainted," she heard Jade say.

It took a moment to realise they'd stopped outside one of the bedrooms, at the other end of the hall this time. She was unlocking the door as she spoke.

"I need you to show him a good time. Then I'll make sure you get to meet Nikky tomorrow, yes?"

Yes, that's what she wanted. To meet Nikky Volkov. All she had to do was show this man a good time. She just had to work out a way of doing that without compromising herself. What was his name again? Habib. But Habib what?

She thought they'd start with a drink and chat. That would give her a chance to clear her head and compose herself. But instead he was pulling her through the tidy living room and into the bedroom, practically slamming the door behind them in his urgency.

"Someone's eager," she quipped, trying to keep it light. "How about we have a drink first?"

"Habib doesn't drink alcohol," he snapped, and then he was pulling her into his arms.

The movement took her by surprise and when she felt him press against her, she realised that her skin tingled. In her mind's eye, she could still see and hear Nikky and Michelle fucking. She looked up at Habib, blinking to try and clear her head. He was quite good-looking, with his swarthy complexion and dark eyes that danced with need.

"You are so hot," he whispered in her ear, nibbling along her jaw, down the side of her neck.

Geez, that felt good. But she had to find a way of slowing him down.

"Wait," she tried to tell him, but then his lips had found hers.

She was trying to resist, wasn't she, but their tongues were entwining as her fingers began to unbutton his shirt.

She caught her reflection in a full length mirror over his shoulder. It was like watching two strangers going at it. His shirt came off, floating to the floor. God, he was like an Adonis: a perfect, male upper body. And to make matters worse, his hard cock was pressing against her through his trousers. It throbbed.

She moaned, feeling his fingers draw open her halter. The top of her dress fell to her waist, exposing her breasts. Then his hands were on her, taking each of her breasts in his dark palms, sampling their shape and firmness as if he was handling two pieces of fruit.

Part of her knew that she should have done something to stop him. But instead she felt his touch run all the way down to her wet sex. When his thumbs flicked over her erect nipples, she choked back a moan, and when he dipped his head to take one in his mouth, she was all but lost. She clung to his full head of back hair, drawing him closer even as she fought to get away. Control was slipping away somehow. If she didn't stop this now, she'd never get away.

Not until she felt his cock inside her...

You can't... the voice of her conscious sounded feeble. Illogical. Why couldn't she? She was here pretending to be a model. This was what models did. And it was taking her closer to Nikky Volkov...

Her knees buckled against the edge of the bed behind her. Suddenly, she was sitting. Even more suddenly, her fingers were opening Habib's trousers, feeling his pulsing excitement beneath her hands.

She looked up along his swarthy, muscled body, the toned contours of dark flesh. Her left hand traced his six-pack just to see if this visage was true. It was. His abs were as real as the thick cock he was pulling from his boxer-briefs and offering to her.

She bit her lower lip. Sandra Wilson would be appalled if she knew she was doing this. She shouldn't. She wasn't going to. And yet her right hand was stroking him even as her mind warred. God, he was thick.

When a bead of pre-cum dribbled out across the swollen head of his beautiful member, he placed a hand on the back of her head and pulled her forward. Her heart skipped a beat. Could she get her mouth around him? She had to try.

She kept her aroused brown eyes on his face as she sucked him. She was making him grunt. She was causing those muscles to flex. Such power. All hers. This is what models did. She was a model now.

And yet, even as the thoughts went through her mind, she caught sight of herself in the mirror again. Oh God. Reality hit her. She couldn't do this, she really couldn't. It was the drug inside her that had led to her lack of self control. This was wrong, so wrong...

"I can't," she cried, tearing her mouth from his erection. "I'm sorry."

The back of his hand hit her across the face the instant the words left her lips. Then his hand was in her hair, dragging her head back.

"No..." she cried out, even as he tried to force his cock back between her lips.

It was at that moment that the door to the bedroom flung open.

*

"Get off her," Palmer boomed, as he took in the scene.

Jenn was on her knees, wiping some blood from the corner of her mouth. Her assailant stood over her, a virile-looking Arab with his erect cock thrusting from between his thighs.

"Who the hell are you?" the man said, glancing at him in annoyance. With his clipped beard, his sneer fit his face perfectly.

Palmer didn't bother answering. Jenn's dress was practically hanging off her and she had her hands across her naked breasts, protecting them. He stepped between them and helped her pull the dress back in place and then for good measure pulled off his jacket and threw it over her shoulders to cover her.

"Hey!" the guy shouted, grabbing Palmer's shoulder and swinging him around.

When he swung a wild punch, Palmer ducked and then turned to face him full on. He could feel the rage rising in him. This man had struck Jenn, and this woman was his responsibility. Sandra Wilson had asked him to babysit her and he hadn't. Not well enough. She was inexperienced and it was his fault that he'd allowed her to get herself in this compromising position.

"Back off, buddy," he snapped, but the guy threw another punch, catching him on the side of the head.

Palmer swayed with the blow to lessen the effect and then put all the furious aggression he was feeling into a punch of his own. His hard right connected with the guy's jaw, stunning him as he fell back on the bed.

"Stay away from her!" Palmer barked at him, finding Jenn's shaking hand and pulling her toward the door.

Another guy was standing there, a smoothly dressed young Arab with shaggy, bedraggled hair. He was built like a wrestler, easily two hundred and fifty pounds of muscle, and he looked menacing. Palmer had no idea where he'd come from, or how he'd got there so quickly. But he could tell they were in trouble.

"Don't," he warned the guy, holding up the palm of his hand.

The guy gave a smug smile as he held up his fists.

"Then just leave the woman and go—"

Jack threw a punch but the bear of a man barely flinched at it. It caught him flush on the chin, but didn't even stagger. Snapping his head back to look at Palmer, he smiled again.

"You're going to pay for that..."

He stepped forward threateningly and reached for Jenn, but Palmer pulled her out of his reach. The guy reacted by throwing a punch that caught him the ex-cop off balance and then landed a couple solid blows to his face before he could react.

But despite his size and power, he was picking on the wrong man.

Jack went for his knees, knocking him down. They rolled together and then somehow Palmer was on top, returning the favour. Clamping his knees around the guy's broad chest, he let his fists drum down against the man's smug face, leaving him with a split lip and a bruise that would turn his eye black in the next day or two.

"Let's get out of here," he snapped to Jenn.

If this guy had a go at him again, his sheer strength could win the day.

Rising to his feet, he heard a string of Arabic behind him. The first guy, the brave bastard that had hit Jenn, had recovered and was back on his feet, back in the action. This time he had a knife in his hand. But the smile on his face as he pointed it at Palmer disappeared when the vase cracked against the back of his head.

He slumped to the floor, unconscious.

Palmer looked towards Jenn, who stood pigeon-toed in the middle of the room, shocked at what she'd just done.

"Good shot," he told her, wringing his hand. It was swollen. "Now, let's get out of here before anyone else shows."

The wrestler with the shaggy, bedraggled hair made a feeble attempt to grab her leg as they stepped over him, but she quickly moved to one side. When he tried it again, she swung around and kicked him in the stomach.

"Easy, tiger," Palmer told her, smiling at her resilience. "I think we've both had enough for one night."

Then they were out of the room and into the hallway in seconds, to find a worried Roxie hurrying towards them. They quickly made their way towards the lift before any of them spoke.

"Are you okay?" Palmer asked Jenn on the downward journey, touching her red cheek.

"Look at yourself in the mirror, Jack, then ask me again," she giggled.

He smiled sideways at Roxie. The brunette hadn't lost her sense of humour, despite her experience.

Stepping into the warmer night air at street level cleared his head a little, although he still felt the adrenalin running through him. He hailed a taxi as Roxie checked on Jenn, and then turned towards him again.



"You're shaking!" she said, as she put her arms around him.

She collected his head in her hands and pulled him into a hard kiss, holding him tightly until the impatient honking of the taxi brought them out of their embrace.

"Our hero," she quipped, glancing at Jenn and then back at him. "Always rescuing women in distress. You okay?"

"I think I might have broken my knuckles," he quipped, showing her his swollen hand. "Nothing serious."

She shot him a sympathetic look.

"I'll take care of those knuckles when we get back to our hotel," she promised, "and anything else that might need my attention..."
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Palmer: Fashion Week Ch. 07

Chapter 7 — FRIDAY — Making plans

Roxanne Lopez was contemplative as she watched the purple-white smoke twist off the end of Jennifer Finney's cigarette. The brunette had told her she'd given up smoking a while ago, following her divorce, but after last night's events she needed a comfort blanket.

Roxie understood why. A long time ago, she'd been like Jenn...

She still found it difficult to believe that Jade had manipulated Jenn in such a way. She'd always thought of the African model as her friend, but she was seeing her in a different light. And the ramifications were weighing heavily on her. It had to be Nikky Volkov who had put Jade up to this and there could only be one reason why.

He knew that Jenn was an undercover cop.

How? The Russian had connections everywhere. Was there anything he didn't know? That thought scared the shit out of her.

It was probably Volkov who had been behind the threesome with Jade. Anything else was too much of a coincidence. She just hadn't yet worked out why. To drive a wedge between her and Jack? It almost had. And it could end their relationship if Jack ever found Volkov had coerced her into sucking his cock. Would she never learn?

But that wasn't her immediate concern. She was worried for Jenn. What was Volkov up to? Was he trying to compromise her, and the Met, make an example of her? Or was he simply trying to coerce her into becoming one of his escorts? It could be either of those things.

Thank God for Jack's intervention. No wonder she loved her boyfriend so much. Jenn might need a comfort blanket but she didn't. Who needed one when she had her own hero to look out for her?

He had still been asleep, face down, when she'd left their room this morning. He hadn't even stirred when she'd showered and dressed. She'd headed straight to Jenn's room and invited her down to breakfast. It would give them a chance to chat things through, woman to woman. She reasoned that the brunette probably needed that.

"It feels like I've been out of my depth ever since I set foot in Dubai," Jenn suddenly mumbled, when they were seated. "And last night proved exactly why."

They paused as a waitress came over and took their order. Roxanne asked for a round of mimosas and a fruit parfait. Jenn requested the same.

"Don't beat yourself up," Roxie told her when they were alone again. "I've been around men like Nikky Volkov long enough to know how manipulative they can be. Besides, I'm the one that left you with Jade. I'm going to have it out with her when I see her. What she did was horrible, but I'm sure that Nikky was behind it."

Jenn nodded slowly.

"I've been thinking about that all night. You think he knows I'm a cop?"

"No doubt about it."

"But how? Did I give myself away?"

Roxanne gave an ironic laugh.

"I doubt that, Jenn. Nikky has people everywhere. He probably even has contacts inside the Met. Jack said that sort of thing was rife when he worked there, and I know that Dominic DeVere did. We never ever got to the bottom of that. I'd say that someone tipped him off and last night was an attempt to compromise you."

"He very nearly did," Jenn hoarsely whispered. "Jade got me to take a hit from an opium pipe and after that I just couldn't think straight. Then she showed me one of the bedrooms from some sort of viewing room. Nikky Volkov was there with Michelle Park."

"Michelle!" Roxie exclaimed, her eyebrows knitting. "That's unusual. I didn't think she was in the inner circle."

Jenn shrugged her shoulders.

"I don't know," she said. "The effect of the opium had hit me by then. And watching the two of them in bed ... well, it just got to me, you know?"

Roxanne nodded her understanding.

"Believe me, I know," she sympathetically agreed. "I've been in those situations before, Jenn, and more than once..."

She left the statement hanging. Sometimes it was difficult to believe exactly what she had got up to in those days. At the time, it had all seemed so normal. She'd fallen in with Dominic DeVere almost by accident and had soon become his favourite girl. After that, he'd saved her for important assignments.

She'd even felt special at times...

"You always seem so strong," Jenn said, reaching out and stroking Roxanne's hand. "I wish I had been. But it was difficult to think straight and I kept telling myself I didn't want to blow my cover. I'm supposed to be a model, after all. Jade made it all seem so natural."

"She's very good at that," Roxie said, pulling a face.

They fell silent when their waitress returned with their order, each preoccupied for a moment with their own thoughts.

"She's your friend?" Jenn asked, when they were alone again.

"Some friend," the redhead answered through gritted teeth. "I thought she was. You know, Jack's always been suspicious about the modelling world and I've kept telling myself it's because he doesn't fully understand it. But maybe he's right. There's corruption everywhere."

"He's a good man," Jenn said, with a warm smile. She squeezed Roxanne's fingers. "It's rare to find a real man's man, but with a tender side, too. My ex-husband was a bastard, pure and simple."

"I'm sorry," the redhead empathised, "and you're right about Jack. He's the best thing that's ever happened to me. He saved my life and he captured my heart. I just wish I'd been able to show him the good things associated with the fashion world. His experiences have been the opposite. And here we are again..."

She shot Jenn a melancholy look. But then she smiled.

"And yet," she said softly, "I'd never have met Jack were it not for the DeVere mess. He saved me in more ways than one. I'm a very lucky girl."

"I agree," Jenn said warmly, and they both laughed.

*

The assassin stood in front of the rectangular mirror in the small bathroom, his palms face down on the cool counter beside the sink. He stared at his reflection, seeing the brooding need in his dark eyes. The scar on his face was new, a relic of his last desperate fight for life.

His heart was palpitating from the pill he'd just taken. He had a busy day planned and would need to be at the top of his game.

For a moment, the smooth cream walls of the bathroom closed in on him and he shook his head to clear the feeling before turning on the cold water tap. Filling his hands with water, he checked his reflection once more before splashing it on his face.

That felt better.

The woman he'd picked up last night lay on the bed in the adjacent bedroom, her empty eyes staring up at the ceiling. He hadn't intended to kill her, but when she'd found his gun and began to ask questions, he'd had no choice. Today was too important to take chances.

He would leave her body there when he left the hotel. Like yesterday, he'd exit surreptitiously without paying. He'd got the whore to book the room in her name and no-one had seen him when he'd entered. They wouldn't even know he existed.

He glanced at his reflection again. The sullen face staring back at him looked a little scruffy. Maybe it was just that he needed a shave? He'd have to smarten himself up before he left the room; put on one of the shirts he'd stolen from the upmarket gentleman outfitters he'd visited yesterday. Dubai was full of well groomed men and the last thing he could afford was to look out of place.

He would contact Volkov later tonight. No, make that tomorrow morning. Give him time to think overnight.

Once the trap had been set...

The Russian would be shocked when he heard the news, wondering what was going on. The bastard wouldn't have a clue. He'd let him stew on it until morning and then make the call.

Once Volkov realised who he was dealing with, the multi-millionaire would have no alternative other than to pay the money he demanded.

*

"Am I interrupting anything?"

Both women looked up to find Jack Palmer smiling at them.

He had been alarmed when he'd woken up to find Roxie gone, but then he'd put in a call to Jenn's room. When she hadn't answered, he'd put two and two together and headed down to the breakfast area.

"Of course not, sweetheart," Roxanne said, grinning back at him. Her white knight had finally pulled himself out of bed. "Please join us."

He took the vacant chair next to his girlfriend, kissing her soft lips before glancing at Jenn.

"How are you feeling?" he asked, checking out the side of her face. The redness had almost gone, although there was still a little swelling there from Habib's blow last night. "Sore?"

"A little," she replied. "But what about you? You look kinda rough."

They all laughed. One side of Palmer's face had several abrasions from the fight, and the bandage wrapped around his swollen hand was tinged with blood.

"All in a day's work," he quipped, deflecting the attention.

"He has marks all over his body," Roxie explained, smiling lovingly at him.

She traced her index finger along the downward scar that ran across the side of his neck.

"You see that one?" she asked Jenn. "He got that one when he was a kid. He told me about it the first time we met."

"You asked me about it," he corrected, smiling warmly at her. Not for the first time, he reminded himself how lucky he was to have her as his girlfriend. "You wanted to know if I'd won the fight."

"And you proudly told me that you had," she countered.

Jenn smiled at them as she listened to the exchange. The warmth in Roxanne's voice spoke volumes, every bit as much as the twinkle in her eyes. These two were very definitely in love. She wondered if their love life was every bit as cosmopolitan as Jade had hinted, but doubted it. It had to be just another attempt to put her off guard.

"I told you it added a little character," Roxie continued, her green eyes digging into his. "And then I said that I liked men with character."

"That's just as well," Palmer joked, touching a particularly nasty wound on his cheek. Habib must have been wearing a ring. "I have a feeling that I might have added even more character to my looks."

He glanced at Jenn, more comfortable with turning to business mode than talking about himself.

"Has anyone been in touch with you after last night?" he asked. "Jade, Volkov, anyone?"

She shook her head. "Nope. I haven't heard a thing. I was telling Roxie how stupid I felt. When Sandra—"

"Sandra Wilson doesn't need to know the full story," he interrupted her, "Only the relevant details. And despite everything that happened, we haven't a single thing on Volkov other than he's a nasty piece of work. But then we already knew that."

"Do you think I was deliberately set up, Jack?" Jenn asked wistfully.

"No doubt about that..."

He paused to order himself some coffee when the waitress headed to their table. He didn't need to eat right now.

"Your cover is blown and they're trying to get at you. It serves no purpose for you to stay in Dubai any longer, Jenn. In fact, it's dangerous for you to be here. When you speak to Sandra Wilson, my recommendation is that you ask to go home. Until then, I don't intend leaving either of you ladies on your own for long. Okay?"

Jenn stared at him unhappily.

"Look, Jack, I might have messed things up last night but—"

"It isn't about you," he firmly said, meeting her gaze as he cut her off.

He didn't want any misunderstanding.

"Getting through that photo shoot was quite an achievement and who knows, you might have got further had it not been for Yamamura's death. But you were on a hiding to nothing from the start, Jenn. Volkov knows your identity and that means you're a threat to him. This is a man who doesn't mess around. He removes threats."

She sat quietly for a moment, those big brown eyes flicking from him to Roxie and back again as she considered his words.

Roxanne saw her dilemma and reached out to entwine their fingers.

"You should be proud of yourself, Jenn," she encouragingly said. "You've got a big heart. But for what it's worth, I agree with Jack. This is a foreign country and the Met has no jurisdiction here. What else can you achieve? The time is right to let this one go."

The brunette eventually nodded. It mightn't be what she wanted to hear, but it was clear her friends were talking good sense. For a moment she didn't reply, and then she pushed up to her feet.

"Well, I'd better get going. I need a shower before I speak to Sandra. Maybe I'll feel better after that. But I'm grateful for all you've done, Jack, and thanks Roxanne for our chat."

"Same," the redhead said. "We'll catch up later."

The women hugged, and then Jenn walked away.

*

Michelle Park was walking out of her bathroom when her mobile phone rang. She was naked except for the small white towel wrapped around her damp hair. The number was blocked and she paused for a brief moment before answering. Could it be?

"Hello?"

"Hello, my dear."

The smooth voice that greeted her down the line confirmed her suspicions. The Russian's accent was unmistakable.

"Nikky, it's so good to hear you again."

Her throat warbled and she fought back the knot. She'd thought that fucking him last night would be help show her commitment to him, but he'd left her suddenly after taking a phone call. He was pissed with something, although he hadn't explained why and she hadn't been able to find out afterwards, despite checking with various people.

She still wasn't sure that he believed her story about her and Tony. That made her fearful. Despite the incriminating information she and Yamamura had gathered on the Russian, this was a man you didn't want as an enemy.

"I have a task for you," he told her, without any preliminaries. "Well, a couple of tasks. I know you won't disappoint me."

"Of course," she quickly agreed, with as much enthusiasm she could muster.

It was in her interests to agree to whatever he wanted. The closer she got to him, the safer she would feel.

"How can I help?"

"The model you worked with on the shoot, Jennifer Finney. I've seen the photographs. You looked good together."

"Thanks," she said, waiting for the punch line.

He hadn't called her to offer his congratulations. That was for sure.

"I want you to meet up with her again. I need you to find out why she's in Dubai, what she knows about me. Do you understand?"

She tried to disguise her hesitation. Find out why Jennifer Finney was there? She was a young model hoping to make it big. Wasn't she? This was interesting. What the fuck did she have to do with the Russian?

"Yes ... yes, of course."

"Once you have that information," he went on, taking her agreement as granted. "I want you to seduce her. Fuck her. Judging from the photos I've seen, that shouldn't be too onerous a task. I will specify the time and place. I hope I make myself clear."

Michelle's heart caught in her mouth. Something significant was happening here and she might well be able to use it to her advantage.

"That will be my pleasure," she quickly replied, walking out onto the balcony.

A couple were having breakfast on the balcony next to hers. The guy's eyes nearly popped out when he saw her. She'd forgotten she was naked. But instead of turning away, she stood there as she waited breathlessly for further instructions from the Russian, allowing the stranger's eyes to feast on her unabashed nudity.

"Tomorrow," Volkov said.

His voice was flat and hard. That irritated her. How could she pick up any clues from such a cold tone?

"I'll have things arranged by then," he continued. "In the meantime, I've arranged for a car to pick you up at the hotel in approximately ten minutes. Be ready."

"That sounds good," she murmured huskily, disguising her panic.

Ten minutes? She hadn't even put on her make-up yet.

She gave a sexy smile to her admirer on the next balcony and gave a sexy sway of her ass when she headed back into her room. She might be apprehensive about meeting him again, but she'd fuck the Devil if it was to her advantage. The closer she got to him, the safer she'd feel. But his next words took the wind out of her sails.

"I have an assignment for you," he added, his harsh tone indicating it was an instruction, not a request. "Think of it as more of an audition. It's one that I want you to pass. Don't disappoint me."

He abruptly ended the call before she could respond.

She'd only talked to him for a few minutes and he'd left her bemused. Audition? What did that mean? Seduce Jennifer Finney? Why? But she didn't have time to think it through. She needed to get ready before the car arrived. Whatever he had in mind, she hoped it involved sex. She needed to relieve some of the tension she was feeling.

*

"Jade is a snake," Roxanne told her boyfriend. "Nikky Volkov might have set it up, but it was Jade who did his dirty work. When I see her, I'm—"

"My advice is to stay away from that woman, Roxie," Palmer interrupted. "And stay away from Volkov, too. He'll know of our involvement in foiling his plan and he'll be cooking up something else. Tell the truth, I'd rather all three of us were heading back to England on the same plane."

"Jack..." she started to protest, but he held up his right hand.

"I know, Roxie," he reluctantly said, his jaw setting. "You have to see through your obligations here. But throughout the rest of our stay, think of me as your personal bodyguard. I don't want you going anywhere outside of this hotel without me. Nor does Jenn."

"You really think it's that serious?"

He didn't reply, but the earnest look on his face gave her the answer. Jack didn't do drama. When he made a point, it meant something.

"Okay," she told him, "but it's not all bad news. I spoke to Alicia Stiles last night. She still models for Nikky and other leading agencies when it suits her, but she mainly freelances. And guess what? She's asked me to co-host Supermodel with her."

Her tone grew a couple of octaves as she gave him the news. Her green eyes shone with excitement.

"This is the break I've been looking for, Jack," she continued, speaking faster, more enthusiastically. "No more agency work. No more modelling, except where I pick and choose. Television could be a new career for me. What do you think?"

She looked so happy that he couldn't help but give her a big hug. She wouldn't be this energized unless the opportunity was something special.

"It sounds fantastic," he grinned.

"It is Jack, believe me," she garbled. "I'm going to be a guest judge first, and if that works, they'll offer me a contract..."

She paused, pondering on whether to give him her next piece of news. There wasn't any point if he was set on leaving Dubai as soon as he could. But on the other hand, she knew what it could mean.

"What?" he asked, raising an eyebrow as he looked at her suspiciously.

She quickly jotted a telephone number down on a slip of paper and glanced around her as she handed it to him.

"What's this?"

"It's Nikky Volkov's personal mobile number," she said, her beautiful eyes still sparkling. "One of the new supermodels—Devi, from India—was bragging at the party about having it. She owes me a couple of favours and I managed to wheedle it out of her. Any use?"

Any use? Volkov was likely to have a couple of mobile phones, but if his luck held then this could be a major breakthrough. The question was, did he want to become involved?

*

An excited party of tourists had just arrived at the five star Ritz-Carlton hotel. The assassin stood towards the back of them and to the casual observer, he would appear as one of the group. That was what he wanted, to blend in with the crowd. But his gaze was peering past them towards the hotel entrance.

The woman he now knew to be Michelle Park was standing there, positively glowing in a short, floral patterned dress that had everyone turning their heads. He hated Asians, but even he had to admit that this one was hot. His cock was lengthening just from looking at her.



But she wasn't the main object of his interest. It was the man beside her. It was impossible to miss Nikky Volkov's blonde bodyguard, Boris. He was taking Michelle's arm and escorting across the front of the hotel towards a black Lincoln.

Moving on instinct, the assassin slipped away from the group of holidaymakers and headed towards the taxi stand. Fortune was shining on him. No-one else was in the queue. He slid into the backseat of the first cab as Michelle and Boris climbed inside the Lincoln.

"Follow that car," he said, pulling out a roll of bills.

He peeled off more than it would cost to drive the length of New City. What did it matter? He needed to make sure they kept the Lincoln in sight and all the money he was using was counterfeit.

"Be discreet," he snapped. "There's more of the same if you don't lose them."

"Yessir!" the happy driver smiled, taking the cash without a second glance.

That was typical of an Arab. He fucking hated them as well as Asians.

His attention remained on the black Lincoln in front as they pulled into the heavy traffic. It was darting around some cars as if it knew it was being followed. But with more money at stake, the assassin's taxi driver was following diligently.

There wasn't a problem. Or was there? Fuck! The Lincoln had turned abruptly and his driver had missed it. Stupid bastard!

"What the fuck..." he spat out, but his driver was sending him an over-the-shoulder grin.

He stayed parallel for a short time and then navigated into an alley that split through the shadow of a couple high rises. When they hit sunlight again, the Lincoln was two cars up. They were back on its tail. Maybe the bastard driver knew what he was doing after all?

He relaxed back in his seat as they settled behind the Lincoln on the main thoroughfare. There was little chance of losing it now.

*

Michelle Park fidgeted a little as she stared at Boris, opposite her. He had a curious smile on his face as he watched her. She wondered what it meant. Like all men, he couldn't stop his eyes from wandering up and down her tight body, taking in the huge expanse of thigh she'd deliberately left on display as she'd crossed her long legs.

She returned the smile and then glanced out of the tinted window, reflecting on her conversation with Nikky Volkov. She was pondering what his interest was in Jenn Finney. That puzzled her. And she was wondering exactly where the Lincoln was taking her. But more than anything, she was thinking about his cold, dominant tone.

Had he discovered the truth about her and Tony? Her boyfriend had offered her to Sheikh Amir bin Khalid as a reward for signing the contract with him. That worried the shit out of her. It was the one, single fact that tied her in to the deal...

She glanced at Boris again. He sat quietly in his white linen suit, one leg crossed over the other, the smile on his face not touching his eyes. It would have been impossible to know what he was thinking ... except for the way his gaze was all over her again, lingering on the short hem of her dress and the deep shadow of her cleavage.

He was fucking her with his eyes.

She gave him one of her sexiest smiles. The one that said she was the hottest woman in the world and she knew it. Play the game. Use him to find out what Volkov was up to.

"Where are we going, Boris?" she murmured, taking the initiative.

His gaze rose from her legs to her tits, and finally reached her face.

"Mr. Volkov has arranged for us to visit one of the Sheikh's clubs," he told her, in his thick German accent.

"Why?" she sweetly asked.

His smile returned. God, he was dumb, but she wasn't going to get much out of him. Not unless...

"You know, Boris, I think you and I could be really good friends" she said, suggestively raising an eyebrow.

His eyes narrowed and a puzzled frown crossing his face. They both knew she was a cut above the women he'd normally associate with.

Michelle smiled again, showing a row of straight, white teeth.

"You know," she persuasively said, leaning across towards him. "I love men like you, men who have power..."

Her right hand dropped into his lap. Beneath his pressed trousers, his manhood bulged.

"I bet you have lots of stories you can tell me," she half-whispered, reaching for his zipper. "About your boss and what he gets up to. That sort of power thing always turns me on."

She held his gaze as she carefully eased the zipper down. The German's body stiffened but he made no move to stop her. When she fished out his cock, she was happy to find it more than filled out her palm.

"I want to hear those stories, Boris," she smiled, keeping her expressive gaze fixed on his as she lowered her head.

His eyes narrowed further as she licked her lips and he gave a gasp when she curled her long tongue up and down his thick shaft.

"That's it, baby," she hissed as his body crunched into the leather as he reclined. "Relax..."

Tossing her dark hair, she swallowed half of his girth with consummate ease. By the time she'd finished with the moron, he'd tell her anything she wanted to know.

*

You're being paranoid, Jack Palmer told himself.

He'd stayed in the lobby after breakfast, making the call off his mobile phone in a private section of the atrium. It was unlikely that Nikolay Volkov had bugged his and Roxie's room, but he wasn't leaving anything to chance. The Russian would be aware of his background, and he'd know that it was Jack who had foiled his attempt to compromise Jenn Finney. That made Palmer as big a threat to him as the undercover cop. Instinct, cultivated by many years on the Vice squad, told him not to take any chances.

Roxie's initiative in getting Volkov's number left him with a choice to make. He could ignore the gift and simply support his girlfriend while she completed her Supermodel audition tomorrow and then return to England. That was the easiest choice, and the safest. It allowed him to babysit Jenn, too. Volkov would try again, he had no doubt about that.

But the cop in him wanted to go after Volkov. He could still protect Roxie and Jenn while following up the lead. He had enough time on his hands, so why not see where it took him?

He'd made the call to the only person who could help him and left a message on Taffy Boyd's phone. Inside a minute, he'd succinctly explained what he wanted. It took the Welshman half an hour to return the call.

"Jack, boyo," his deep accent boomed. "It's been a while."

Taffy was working in Narcotics when he'd surreptitiously helped with Palmer's investigation into Dominic DeVere. They had grown up together and Jack knew his overweight friend was the best wireman in the business, bar none. He still felt responsible for the way it had all ended, with Taffy being transferred to some stick-in-the-mud hamlet where it was impossible to use his own initiative.

"Too long, Taffy," he replied, smiling happily to himself. It was good to speak to his friend again. "How are things?"

"Life lurches from one piece of excitement to the next in the hotbed known as Llandudno," the Welshman grunted. "That's why I was so happy to hear from you, Jack. It sounds like you have an interesting problem on your hands."

"To put it mildly," Palmer wryly retorted. "Can you help?"

"Can I help?" Taffy chortled. "Is the Pope catholic? But listen, Jack, you know my part in this will come free of charge. But to do what you want, well, that could be expensive."

"I understand," Palmer said. He was going to try and persuade Sandra Wilson to meet the cost. "How much, Taffy?"

He whistled when the Welshman gave him an estimate. That was practically an entire year's worth of surveillance budget when he was in the Met.

"What exactly will that buy?"

"A ghosted mobile, Jack," Taffy explained. "It rings when the original rings. And it'll light up when there's an outgoing call. You'll be able to listen to and record every single conversation that takes place."

Palmer pursed his lips. Now that was impressive.

"Is there any chance of detection?" he asked, thoughtfully. "Will the person know someone's eavesdropping?"

"Not unless they have access to some more advanced spyware than I have. And I assure you, such a thing doesn't exist."

"That sounds great, Taffy," Palmer said.

A sense of relief ran through him, together with the surge of adrenalin he always felt when back in action. But he had to get Sandra Wilson's agreement before he could take this any further.

"I'll get back to you in the next few hours and let you know whether it's a runner," he continued "Once I've spoken to Sandra."

"That's fine with me, Jack. It'll be good to do business with you again, boyo. And give her my love. And tell her if she's still unattached, all she has to do is look me up."

*

The cab driver pulled up to a curb, across the street from where the black Lincoln had driven in.

"What is this place?" the assassin asked, leaning on the seat infront of him and glancing at the building opposite.

"Ah, that's ... what do you foreigners call it? A gentlemen's club?" the driver laughed.

He pulled a cigarette out of his glove compartment and lit up without even asking. His passenger felt like grabbing it from his fingers and stubbing it out in his eye.

"See how there's no sign on the building?" the man went on, allowing the smoke to escape from his nostrils. "There's not even an operating front door. That tells you the place is exclusive."

"Exclusive?"

"That's correct," the man said, shooting him a toothy smile. "They take the word 'private' seriously in there, my friend."

The assassin felt the irritation surge further in him. He had no choice other than to wait out here until Boris emerged, even though that only increased the danger of discovery. He reached inside his jacket for his Makarov gun. He'd have to kill the driver, of course. He had no choice.

"But if you really wanted to get in," the man suddenly said, sending another cloud of smoke into cab. "I may know a few people..."

The assassin snapped his head up and took his hand from his gun. The driver had a dark goatee, a shaggy head of hair, his teeth were yellow and his eyes were blood shot. But that smile suggested he knew something. Maybe he would let him live after all?

"How much?"

The guy shrugged. "My friends, they're not cheap."

The assassin slowly nodded as he pulled out his wallet. He counted off what he thought was more than a fair price but when the man laughed, he doubled it. It was counterfeit, after all. The taxi driver took the cash, counted it carefully, and then reached for his phone.

"Sayid, it's Raj. I've got a special request..." He laughed at whatever was said. "Yeah, you got it ... uh huh ... we're just outside..."

There was a lot of jabber that the assassin couldn't understand and that made him feel uncomfortable. Was he going to get in or not?

"Of course, of course," the driver continued. "Very well, yes..."

He flipped the phone shut and nodded.

"Okay, you're clear to go," he said, and then held up the wad of notes he'd just been given "I hope you have a lot more where this came from, because it's not cheap in there..."

The assassin nodded and then stepped out of the cab. Money was no object. The momentarily blast of fresh air was welcome, even if it came with a wave of heat.

"Tell them Sayid sent you," the driver shouted, before driving away.

He watched him go and breathed deeply to calm himself. Once his heartbeat returned to normal levels, he descended the short flight of stairs towards an unmarked door. He'd visited a few establishments like this in the Ukraine. Except that there were real women back in his country, not the bitches he'd seen in this country.

He knocked and a slim woman answered, wearing something more appropriate for an Awards Show than behind a back-alley door. He tried not to sneer.

"Hello," she smiled, bowing her head deferentially.

She wore a headscarf, although judging from the plunging neckline of her dress, it wasn't for modesty.

"May I help you?"

"I was told to mention Sayid's name," he snapped.

Her dark eyes broke into a smile.

"Of course. Please, follow..."

Turning away from him, her dress was entirely backless, and her dark skin was covered in tattoos of men and women engaged in very lewd acts. Her eyes smiled at him as she glanced over her bare shoulder.

"There are rules," she explained as they arrived before a cherry wood paneled elevator. "First and foremost, anything you see here does not leave here. This includes 'celebrity sightings.' We don't exist, Mr..."

"Smith," he answered, staring her down.

She smiled sweetly as she pressed a button in the lift.

"Of course, Mr. Smith..."

The motors switched on and slowly carried them upwards.

"You're free to watch anything on stage. Private dances can be arranged with the girls themselves, as well as any ... extras..."

"Extras?"

"Extras," she repeated without offering further explanation. Wasn't it obvious? "We provide private rooms, should you need one, but our clientele is discreet. Most forego that amount of privacy. They prefer to enjoy the ... shall we say... more liberal atmosphere."

The doors of the elevator slid open before he could respond.

"Welcome to paradise, Mr. Smith," she said, stepping to his right and swinging her arm forward.

The sumptuous room formed an oval around a large stage made of polished alabaster. Three dancers spun and twisted on silver-gold poles in various states of undress. Others performed in the laps of the stage-side watchers, who were sitting in black leather armchairs.

And there was more. The outer ring, raised up on its own landing and separated by a polished, wooden banister, seemed to be where the real action was. Lined with plush, purple and maroon couches, the upper landing offered a bit more privacy with a lower light level and gossamer curtains between each booth.

In one, a guy was receiving a very enthusiastic blowjob from a girl wearing nothing but a silver-sequined g-string. In another, he could see the naked buttocks of a black man who was thrusting enthusiastically between the legs of a naked blonde, sitting on the couch.

"Would you like to sit in a booth, or down along the floor?" the veiled hostess asked.

He glanced around and caught sight of Boris and Michelle Park settling into a booth at the other side of the room. To their left was an empty one.

"There," he told her, pointing to the vacant booth. "That one."

"Excellent taste, Mr. Smith," the woman smiled. "That particular booth is one thousand Euros and includes a private dance."

The assassin blanched at the price. It was extortionate and even though money didn't matter, he hated anyone taking advantage of him. But this wasn't a time for making a fuss. Gritting his teeth, he reached for his wallet and paid her what she asked.

She bent her head in thanks and silently took him to his booth

"Syrah will be along shortly," she told him, once he stepped inside. "She'll take care of all your needs..."

And with a soft smile, she left him.

He turned to the gossamer curtains on his left. The flimsy barrier was all that separated him from Boris and Michelle Park. He could do it now, kill the bodyguard and then the girl for good measure. That would only add to Volkov's confusion. The timing was perfect.

He removed his Makarov from his jacket pocket and held the gun upwards as he fixed the silencer onto the barrel. The exhilaration he always felt moments before the kill ran through him. All he had to do was push the curtain aside, step into the next booth and...

*

Michelle Park sized up the pock-faced Arab who had just entered her booth. He was in his thirties, had slicked-back brown hair, and was smartly dressed in a light, designer suit. He also had a cocky swagger that suggested he was someone important.

"So, how do you like my club?" he asked her, ignoring Boris and taking a seat between them.

She glanced at the bodyguard. As usual, he had a blank expression on his face, but the look in his dark eyes suggested he would like to throttle the newcomer. Men were so transparent. She'd given him one blowjob and he was becoming jealous. Still, that was a good sign. He'd soon be telling her everything he knew about Nikky Volkov.

"You own it?" she asked, turning her attention back to the dark haired man in the designer suit. "I'm impressed."

"Not exactly," he murmured, resting his hand on her thigh and lightly stroking his fingernails across her skin. "The Sheikh owns the club. I manage it for him. That's why you're here. For your audition..."

"Audition?"

That's what Volkov had said.

He threw his head back and laughed at her puzzled expression.

"A private joke," he explained, pushing back up to his feet and nodding at the stage in clear view through beyond the thin rail that guarded the front of the booth. "My name is Kamal. Welcome to my world."

Michelle smiled pleasantly as she stared past him. She'd been in a few decadent clubs in her time, but nothing quite like this one.

A blonde dancer had suspended herself by her legs from one of the poles, running her hands across her perfectly formed tits. Another was languidly sliding her tight oiled body down the pole across from her, legs spread high above her head.

Between them, a brunette was naked on the stage, lying on her back with her legs spread open. She had a silver pearl piercing that dangled from her clitoris. Running her fingers along her perky breasts, they found her cunt as she arched her body up off the stage. Only the heels of her feet and her shoulder blades touched.

"I'm sure this is a world you'd feel very comfortable in," Kamal said, arrogantly sauntering back towards his chair.

When he sat down again, he patted his knee. The meaning was clear and Michelle ignored the look Boris was shooting her as she slid from her own seat and settled into the Arab's lap. She still didn't quite understand what was going on, and wasn't going to rock any boats until she did.

"Tell me something..." Kamal continued, hooking one arm around her waist.

"What would you like to know?" she asked.

His free hand dropped to her leg, pushing her thighs apart. When his probing fingers stroked under the hem of her tiny dress, she spread her legs a little to accommodate them.

"Do you fuck as enthusiastically as you suck cock?" he condescendingly asked.

She didn't flinch as she continued to meet his conceited stare. There was no chance of him intimidating her, if that was his intention. She'd eaten men like this for breakfast.

"Do you really need to ask?" she quietly replied, opening her legs even wider so that his fingers could stroke along her already damp thong. "Or would you like a demonstration?"

*

The high-heeled footsteps approaching his booth saw the assassin quickly return the Makarov into his jacket pocket, temporarily at least.

"Hello," a sultry woman's voice said as she stepped inside the thin rail.

The scantily clad brunette was beautiful; there was no doubt about that. Her full lips, glossy black hair, dark almond-shaped eyes and rich mocha coloured skin made the perfect combination. She was carrying a bottle of champagne and two glasses.

"Another five hundred," she casually told him, standing just inside the booth.

"For champagne?" he snapped.

"For champagne, a lap dance, and what follows afterwards," she grinned, stepping forward.

She placed the bottle and glasses on the small side table before slipping comfortably into his lap. Her hand slithered across his face, gently guiding him to look at her.

"My name is Syrah," she told him, her full breasts pressing comfortably against his chest. "And I promise you won't be disappointed."



Her voice was cool and yet husky at the same time.

She pushed up from his lap and reached for the champagne bottle, taking for granted that he'd agreed the price. She poured two glasses, handing one to the assassin.

His gaze swept along her body as he took it. The black top was smaller than most string bikinis, and her extremely short black wrap skirt gave more than a hint of a metallic silver thong. Her legs were long and, like the rest of her exposed skin, shimmering with body lotion.

"Didn't I tell you that you wouldn't be disappointed?" she asked, following his gaze as she posed for him.

Raising both her hands above her head like a belly dancer, she rocked her hips in time with the music that filled the room. Her breasts spilled out of her little top in every direction and the dangling string of colorful gems in her pierced navel danced as if on a string. When she released her short skirt in one fluid motion, it pooled at her ankles, exposing her mouth-watering globes of her tight ass clad in nothing but the thong.

"Well?" she asked mischievously, tossing her black hair over one shoulder and then bending at the waist. "Is it worth the money?"

The sexy woman braced her beautiful body on the assassin's knees as she treated him to a view of her deep cleavage. She flipped her hair between his thighs, then up and behind her, before spinning easily into his lap, facing away from him. When she pressed her body back into him, she smelled fresh, spicy and intoxicating.

Reaching behind her, she released the tie of her top and pulled his hands to her naked breasts. Her erect nipples burned into his palms.

She turned her head to look at him over her shoulder with those large, almond-shaped eyes as she planted her high-heeled feet on the floor, grinding her toned ass against his groin. His cock began to grow with each sultry movement. When her tongue flicked across her full lips and she began to grind faster on him, he began to gasp.

His hands tightened on her tits but then she was gyrating off of him, smoothly peeling her loosely hanging top from her body as she turned towards him. Her full, olive-hued breasts were magnificent. He tried to tell himself he was here on business, but when she crawled back into his lap, he conceded that Boris could wait for a short time, at least.

He was going to fuck the bitch until she begged him to stop.

She rolled her body across him, making sure to caress the valley of her breasts across his perspiring face. One knee either side of him, she began to move on his cloth covered cock again. Fuck, he was so hard. With each grind, the silver thong pulled against the plump folds of her sex and shifted lower and lower on her mound. She was bare and silky.

"Want me?" Syrah whispered, her moist breath fluttering against his face as her fingers toyed with the buttons on his shirt.

She smiled knowingly as he nodded. Of course he did. Her tits pressed against his chest as she eased herself down between his legs. Her slender fingers found his zipper, yanking it down, and then she had his trousers open and his raging manhood in her hand.

"Want me?" she whispered again, swirling her tongue across his crown.

The assassin shuddered, feeling his balls swell. Yes, he wanted her. Badly. The pill he'd taken earlier made him feel superhuman and soon he'd have this bitch baying like a banshee. But first, he was going to let her show him what a good little cocksucker she was.

*

"This changes everything, Jack," Sandra Wilson conceded.

She'd spoken to Jennifer Finney first, for over an hour, and then telephoned Palmer. The first call had been official, but this one was equally as valuable. She'd trust Jack with her life.

He and Jenn had separately avoided the intimate details of the seduction attempt, but both of them had made Wilson aware of the effort to compromise her. The London Met's Head of Vice had been as surprised as them to discover that Volkov had rumbled her cover.

"It had to have come from your end," Palmer insistently told her. "Which means that Jenn's in danger of you leave her here. Get her back to England, Sandra. There's nothing more she can do here."

"That makes sense," Wilson slowly replied, but Jack could tell that her brain was whirring.

"Of course it does," he responded. "Look, she wants to do the impossible and trap Volkov for you, Sandra. But we all know that's not going to happen. Not in Dubai. The Met has no authority here and Volkov is too slippery to be caught out."

"But there have been developments, Jack."

He paused and glanced at Roxie. She was sitting in the chair by the window, a magazine in her lap, but watching him closely. He had the phone on loudspeaker so that she could hear every word. It was important that she understood everything that was going on.

"Go on," he said.

"I told you I had a contact in the police force over there," Wilson resumed, speaking a little more rapidly in her desire to share her findings. "The official report on the hotel shootings has been finalised. It will indicate that the position is as suspected—two gamblers who killed one another when they met up."

Palmer felt his stomach churn. Instinct told him he wasn't going to like what Sandra Wilson was about to tell him.

"But..." he said.

"The facts around the killing don't match up with that verdict, Jack. They're concealing that two more bodies were found at the hotel that afternoon. In nearby rooms. One was an elderly guest and the other was a hotel employee."

Palmer clenched his teeth. Why would there be other killings if this was a face-off between two gamblers? He glanced at Roxie again. Her legs were crossed, and he knew from the way her right foot was swinging back and forth that she was nervous. The situation was bringing back lots of memories for her. Most of them would be bad.

"Not only that," Wilson continued. "It seems that there was a fight in the room, quite a violent confrontation it seems. Some furniture was broken. Other was rearranged in the wrong place. And there was blood on the carpet. The two dead bodies were rearranged in position, to make people think it was a simple shoot out."

She paused to let the implication sink in.

"And you're telling me the official report makes no mention of the other deaths, Sandra? They're supporting the original story?"

"That's what I'm telling you, Jack. And here's something else," she added. "The official report shows the other deceased to be Vladimir Kazakov. The documents found in the room show that he and Yamamura to have a history of gambling debts. Neat, yes? And his fingerprints are all over the room. File closed. But, get this, the formal identification of the body showed that the other guy wasn't Kazakov. It was another assassin. Sergii Baranov. Complicated, huh?"

Roxie pushed up from the chair, smoothing her ponytail as she looked at him. She'd had enough of killings with the Dominic DeVere case. With an arch of her eyebrows, she walked across the room and slid an arm around Jack's waist and snuggled into his chest. It was as if she needed to feel the warmth of his body against hers.

He held her close as he thought it through. Okay, get your mind into gear, Jack. What exactly is going on here? What is it? Work it out! Fit the pieces together.

"Sandra..." he thoughtfully said. "This has all the hallmarks of a contract killing. That meant Volkov is behind this, he has to be."

"Is that instinct, Jack? Or do we have something more concrete."

"Of course it's instinct. But it makes sense. Volkov fell out with Tony Yamamura and had him removed. To distance himself from the killing, he made it look like they were engaged in a gambling dispute."

"I'm with you so far..."

He paused as Roxie shivered against him and slid an arm around her shoulders, pulling her even closer.

"They could have fallen out over some kind of business deal, and that arrangement also someone high up in Dubai society. That's how he's able to influence the police report. As it stands, he's officially in the clear..."

"I buy all of that, Jack. But the rest makes no sense. How do Kazakov and Baranov fit into this?"

He hesitated again. It was a good question. Kazakov and Baranov were both expendable, everyone was in Volkov's world.

"We need to work that one out, Sandra," he told her. "Would it help if we were able to put a trace on Volkov's mobile phone and listen in to all of his calls?"

"Funneee..." she began, but then paused.

Palmer had a good sense of humour, but his tone suggested that he wasn't joking this time.

"How?" she asked.

"The how is easy," he told her, smiling at Roxie as she stared up at him. "The question is how much. Want to know?"

*

Michelle Park grunted as she leaned forward, hands resting on the thin rail at the front of the booth. She could feel the heat of Kamal's body behind her as he thrust inside her.

His heavy balls were slapping against her sodden clit. Fuck, that felt good. She tightened her fingers around the edge of the rail as he retracted, drawing a half breath before he lunged back into her, harder than before. The rail creaked in protest.

"You're so tight," he huffed, as his driving hips picked up speed.

"And you're so big," she lied, turning to look back at him over her shoulder.

Not that she was unhappy with his size. She was used to huge cocks, but he was bigger than average. And he knew how to use it.

Boris had left the booth almost as soon as she'd gone down on Kamal and taken him between her lips. He was pissed with her, but he'd know she had no choice. He of all people would realise that when Nikky Volkov set something up, you went along with it. She'd make it up to the blonde bodyguard in the Lincoln on the journey back to the hotel. And again in her room. That's when she'd pump him for information.

Kamal's hand went to her dark hair, gripping it tightly and jerking her head back. Her fevered gaze fell on the stage infront of them.

A tiny brunette was being fucked by a man with rippling muscles and the swarthy skin of a Dubai resident. He had a shaved head, wide shoulders, and he was kneeling on the edge of the platform as he thrust his hips in long strokes. He was hot, Michelle decided. Maybe she could fuck him, too, after she was finished with the Arab.

She lifted up on the balls of her feet, pushing her ass up higher as Kamal became rougher. The muscles in her legs screamed, growing tight. This man might be a cocky, arrogant bastard, but he was a good fuck. And she had to admire his stamina.

"Uh, uh, uhhh geez...!"

Her face twisted as another orgasm shot through her. They were coming regularly now.

She bit her lower lip, attempting to stifle her scream, not that it mattered to her lover. He kept fucking her through the climax, his thrusts coming so hard she had to go up onto her toes.

He pushed down on the small of her back, shoving her against the rail with each forward pump, driving his shaft even deeper.

"You like that, bitch?" he snarled, his previously smooth voice now throaty and guttural.

Michelle turned her head to look at him again, sending him a message. No man ever got the better of her. She kept her gaze on his as she tightened her internal muscles around his cock. The movement took him by surprise and he cried out something in Arabic.

She did it again. And again. He was gritting his teeth now. When he started to groan, the meaning was unmistakeable. Her clutching pussy was bringing him to his orgasm and there wasn't a thing he could do about it, no way he could escape the inevitable!

When she tightened her muscles again, he did his best to hold his orgasm at bay. But he was fighting a losing battle. She suddenly began to pump back on his cock, so fast that he was taken by surprise. Thirty seconds later, his balls begin to tighten. She detected it, too.

Immediately, she pulled forward, off him. Turning her body, she sank down between his legs just in time to catch the first blast of cum in her eager mouth. Her graceful fingers stroked his juice-slick cock as he came, milking him as she swallowed every drop he had.

When she released him, she sat back and smiled up from her position at his feet with the look of a satiated feline.

*

Vladimir Kazakov had carefully followed Boris out of the building. The blonde bodyguard seemed careless, not bothering to check what was happening around him. That was an unforgiveable error. Kazakov wasn't careless, but he was angry. He'd been about to fuck Syrah when he'd heard the German leave the booth next to his.

Boris stomped his way to the same black Lincoln that Vladimir had followed to the club. There was no sign of the driver, who clearly wasn't expecting his passengers back yet. That was good.

The German opened the rear door of the car and climbed in, slamming it behind him. He was probably going to jerk himself off, Vladimir thought. What poor bastard visited a strip club and watched the action without getting any himself?

He checked around him and listened intently before easing himself forward. Dropping to his haunches, he stealthily covered the short distance to the car, like a crab, taking care to stay out of sight of the rear view mirrors.

His need for revenge was intense. Syrah's blow job had him ready to explode more than once before her experienced mouth had eased off, prolonging the exquisite torture. He'd be fucking her brains out now had it not been for Boris. He owed the bastard for that. He owed him too for being associated with Nikky Volkov. Had it not been for Sergii's gun jamming when the assassin was about to kill him in Tony Yamamura's apartment, he wouldn't be here to tell the tale.

He had just managed to overcome Sergii in the fight to the death that had ensued, and then he'd swopped clothes and identities.

After that, he'd set up the two bodies exactly the way Sergii had explained when he'd been gloating, and then planted the evidence as Volkov had apparently instructed. The Russian would believe Vladimir would be the one who had been killed.

He'd never be any the wiser until Kazakov contacted him. Then he'd panic enough to pay him the money he demanded. Enough to retire. Otherwise he would kill him, too.

He watched as smoke spiralled into the air through the open car window above him. Boris had lit up a cigarette. It would be the last thing he ever did.

"Hello, comrade," he sarcastically said, as he raised himself beside the open window..

Boris's eyes widened when he saw him and his hand instinctively reached for his gun.

"I wouldn't do that if I were you," Kazakov quietly said, placing the barrel of his Makarov against the German's forehead.

Boris looked sideways at him, but his eyes were darting around, searching for a way out. There was none.

"Before I kill you, I have a couple of questions," Vladimir calmly said.

He needed to understand Volkov's movements tomorrow.

The bodyguard nodded, but Kazakov could see from the look in his fearful eyes that he had no intention of complying. That was unfortunate. Boris raised his hand into the air, away from his gun, but then frantically stubbed the glowing cigarette between his fingers into the back of the Ukrainian's left hand.

Vladimir cried out in pain a nano-second before his Makarov flickered into life. The silencer kept the noise down to a spit.

"Bastard!" he snapped, licking the burn on the back of his hand as Boris slumped forward out of the window, a lifeless expression on his face.

He smacked him once across the cheek with the butt of his gun, delighting in the gush of blood, before turning away.
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Palmer: Fashion Week Ch. 08

Chapter 8 — SATURDAY — Plusses and Minuses

Michelle Park tossed her long, glossy hair over one shoulder and stretched her toned body to the limit. Her black, sleeveless tee rose with the movement, betraying the flat band of olive-hued skin around her midriff. She smiled at Jenn Finney, well aware that the beautiful brunette couldn't help but sneak a furtive look.

The area around the hotel's rooftop pool was out of bounds to everyone other than the two of them this afternoon. Nikky Volkov had seen to that. That left her plenty of time to complete her task.

During their telephone conversation late last night, the Russian had surprised her with the news that Jennifer Finney was an undercover cop. She was a detective with the London Metropolitan Police, sent to Dubai as part of an investigation into his activities.

All he wanted, he'd rasped, was for her establish what the cop knew about him and then seduce her. The cameras hidden around the pool area would do the rest. Do that, he'd persuasively explained, and he had big plans for Michelle. He always rewarded loyalty.

The problem was that she wasn't sure if she could trust him. That meant she had to think things through very carefully.

His voice had been agitated when they'd spoken. She could tell that Boris's murder had rattled him. It had shocked her, too. What the fuck was going on? First, it was Tony Yamamura. Now, Boris. The two deaths had to be connected and that worried her, too. If Nikky Volkov ever sussed out her involvement with Tony then she could be next...

For the moment, she decided that going along with him was the best approach. The file she and Tony had complied on his illicit activities could be her way out if he tried anything, but she had to find a way of using that without being implicated.

Perhaps Volkov himself had given her the answer? The undercover cop beside her might hold the key.

She'd called Jenn Finney first thing this morning and arranged for them to meet at lunchtime. The brunette had eagerly agreed and Michelle knew why. She wanted information on Volkov. But that wasn't the only reason. The woman was attracted to her. She'd seen it in her eyes at the photoshoot and had confirmed it with the kiss.

She intended to use that attraction to her advantage.

Making sure that Jenn was watching, she grasped the bottom of her tee, crossing her arms in the process, and peeled it over her head. Her tiny, black string bikini top barely housed her perky breasts, and the skimpy matching thong left little to the imagination. She looked hot...

The young brunette did, too. The woman was adorable. Like a living doll with her big brown eyes and stunning face. And that turquoise blue, haltered bikini displayed her fabulous body to perfection. How could someone with a body made for sin be that shy? Or was that all a pretence? She intended to find out during the next few hours.

Glancing sideways at Jenn, she sauntered to the edge of the glass-still pool and winked at her before diving majestically into the water. She swam a fluid lap before returning to the lip of the pool and pulling herself up so that she could sit on the edge.

"I love the sun," she said, stretching again as the water cascaded from her fabulous body. "It always makes me feel horny.

With an exaggerated smile, she reached behind her and untied her bikini top. Her gaze found Jenn's again as she dropped the wet garment on the hot deck surface beside her.

"Come and sit here with me," she huskily told the brunette. "I think it's about time you and I bonded."

*

Jack Palmer had fingered the ghosted mobile in his pocket throughout the morning. He hadn't been able to stop. It was like a compulsion, as if it would fall out and he'd lose it if he didn't check it on a regular basis.

Sandra Wilson had agreed for the Met to fund the device and Taffy Boyd had acted instantly on receiving Jack's call confirming they were to go ahead. The Welshman had promised the mobile would be waiting for him at the front desk before breakfast, and it had been.

The whole thing felt very James Bond to Palmer. In his days there, undercover operations in Vice usually involved nothing more than growing a beard and wearing a wire. Very occasionally, they'd get a GPS tag to follow a car, but funds were always an issue. So possessing a phone that not only tapped into Nikky Volkov's personal mobile, but also behaved like his without the outgoing signal, was something else.

He had escorted Roxanne to the television studio for her appointment, satisfying himself that everything was kosher before leaving her. She wasn't sure how long the filming of her episode of Supermodel would take, but with an early afternoon start and dinner scheduled in, it was likely to be another long day. In the unlikely event of Nikky Volkov turning up— Supermodel had nothing to do with him, but who could be sure?—Roxie was to phone him immediately.

To his annoyance, Jenn had left a message on his mobile phone earlier to say she was following up a lead. She'd be back at the hotel sometime later, she'd said. That made him nervous. He'd told her not to go anywhere without letting him know, but she was desperate to make a name for herself. That spelt trouble...

Meanwhile, the absence of the two women left him with some free time. He intended to use it to the full.

*

Nikky Volkov pushed a hand through his close-cropped hair as he paced up and down the room in his spacious suite. He had no idea who had killed Boris, or why, but he wasn't going to stand for it. It had taken a long time to build up his business empire, and if anyone thought they were going to fuck with him, they were badly mistaken.

They'd end up like Tony Yamamura.

Volkov couldn't work out a motive for Boris's death. Nothing had been taken, not his credit cards or even the money in his wallet. That suggested it was either personal—it was easy to make enemies in that business—or that Boris had been targeted...

The Russian swallowed the remaining contents from his glass, feeling the bourbon burn his throat. He stopped his pacing to pour another and then took a large Havana cigar from the top drawer of the drinks cabinet. He unwrapped the cellophane slowly before snipping the end and lighting up. With each twirl of his fingers, it began to burn evenly. Only then did he take a long draw and allow the smoke to spiral upwards as it escaped from his nostrils.

His free hand slammed down on the top of the cabinet. Why now, when he was so close to pulling off the biggest business deal of his life? Everything was going so well and he was about to expand his influence into the Middle East—the most lucrative market of all.

He'd taken care of Yamamura's threat and had plans to quickly cut Roxanne and that boyfriend of hers down to size. And he'd soon be able to blackmail the undercover cop. After Michelle completed her task, she'd do exactly what she was told if she wanted to preserve her own and the London Met's reputation.

He glanced down at one of her photographs infront of him, taken at the Clinique shoot. For a cop, the woman was stacked. Oiling those fabulous tits up and fucking them was the first thing he was going to do with her. It wouldn't be the last.

He sat down on the large couch beside the huge window. Taking another long sip of bourbon from his glass, he threw his head back and savoured the taste. Okay, he needed to decide what his next steps were. The obvious action was to contact Sheikh Amir bin Khalid, but the last thing he wanted was for his new business partner to interpret that as a sign of weakness. That contact would be a last resort.

He had a couple of security people he could rely on during the rest of his time in Dubai. Neither of them was in the same league as Boris, of course, but together they would provide adequate support.

His phone rang and he grunted to himself as he picked it up. He'd instructed his new bodyguards to head straight across to his suite for a briefing and it seemed they'd arrived.

"Yes?" he snapped into the receiver as he picked it up.

"Comrade Volkov," the cold voice at the other end of the telephone said.

It instantly sent a cold shiver down the Russian's spine.

"You know who this is?" the voice continued.

"Yes."

Volkov's tone was hoarse. Vladimir Kazakov's thick Ukrainian accent was unmistakeable ... but he was supposed to be dead. In that instant, everything made sense. Fuck knows how had it happened, but that must have been Sergii's body they'd found with Yamamura's.

"It seems that you're employing the wrong people, Comrade," Kazakov told him sarcastically. "You sent Sergii to kill me and look what happened. Boris was no match for me. And yet you wanted Tony Yamamura killed and I carried out the contract perfectly."

Volkov didn't respond. He was trying to stay calm but his heart was racing. This brute of a man was more dangerous than he thought.

"And how did you pay me, Comrade?" the assassin snorted. "With counterfeit money. Sergii told me everything before I killed him."

His voice went quiet and it was only his heavy breathing down the line that confirmed he was still there.

"So, would you like to hear how I see things?" he eventually continued, without waiting for a reply. "You tried to cheat me and you tried to kill me. That is going to cost you ten million Euros."

He paused again, as if waiting for a reaction. There was none.

"I have enough information about Tony Yamamura to make sure you go to prison for a very long time,." he went on, unable to resist gloating "But you won't face prison, Comrade. Would you like to know why?"

Volkov gritted his teeth. Anger seeped out of his pores. How could Sergii have fucked this up? The man was supposed to be a professional. Kazakov was an amateur by comparison, that's why he'd carefully selected him for the task. It should have been straightforward enough to take him out. And now the bastard was talking to him like he was a worthless piece of shit. No-one spoke to him like that.

"Because either you will pay me the money within twenty four hours, or I will kill you. It's that simple. I'll kill you and cut out your heart. Now listen carefully to me, Comrade. This is what I want you to do..."

*

Jenn gave a nervous laugh as she pushed up from her lounger. The heat in her body grew further as her brown eyes swept across Michelle's newly bared breasts. With just a skimpy thong to protect her modesty and her dark hair wet and slicked back, the young Korean American woman made a very tempting sight.

She was aware of Michelle's eyes all over her body as she walked to join her. That excited her. Her blue bikini was skimpier than anything she'd dare wear at home and her nipples had already announced their presence by pushing through the thin material. And it wasn't just her nipples that were feeling the effect of Michelle's approving gaze. Her sex was tingling in anticipation of what might lie ahead.

She tried to ignore the feeling as she sat down next to Michelle, sliding her feet and calves into the warm water.

Sandra Wilson had agreed with Jack that it would be better for her to return to England sooner rather than later, but if she could get this woman to help her, she could gain a valuable insight into the Russian's activities rather than heading home with her tail between her legs.

"There's something I've been thinking about ever since our shoot," Michelle softly told Jenn, leaning into her as she settled.

Her right hand strayed playfully along the brunette's soft thigh as she turned her head to look at her. Jenn instantly felt her pulse quicken. She'd had a few thoughts since then, too. She'd even masturbated to some of them.

"What's that?" she asked, trying to avoid that searching gaze.

But Michelle waited patiently until Jenn nervously met her glance. When she did, she batted her long lashes at her before tilting her head to one side and dipping her face forward.

"You have the most fabulous lips," she murmured, closing the distance between their mouths in what seemed like slow motion.

As their lips touched, the feeling was both sensual and erotic.

The kiss started soft but grew more demanding, and when it eventually ended Michelle's dark eyes flashed sexily at Jenn. She leant her forehead on the brunette's, their eyes finding one another's again for a few sexually charged moments. And then they were kissing again, but this time making out like rabid animals.

"You're a great kisser," Michelle huskily murmured when they eventually came up for air.

"You too," Jenn shyly confessed, panting heavily.

Every inch of her body was tingling and she pushed off the edge, her curvy body sliding into the water to cool off. She submerged herself completely and when she reappeared, she slicked her wet hair back over her scalp as their eyes found one another again.

"I love that sexy innocence of yours," Michelle sexily whispered.

She shifted position so that she could place her hands on the hot decking behind her and sit back on her palms—reclining in a way that emphasized her glistening skin and toned figure.

Jenn found it impossible to keep her gaze away from those naked breasts. They sat high and perky with all the grace of youth and her dark nipples looked like they were begging to be sucked. She began to wonder how they'd taste in her mouth.

Damn ... had she really just thought that?

"Can I ask you something?" she said, deciding that she needed to break the sexual tension.

Her mind was on fire and if she didn't move the conversation forward, she'd be in danger of following her instincts. And they were already demanding another kiss...

"Of course," Michelle answered, stretching out her long legs. She sexily rested a foot on each of Jenn's shoulders as the brunette stood in the water, facing her. "Anything. What would you like to know?"

Jenn shivered again as the woman's toes began to gently massage her hair. It would be so easy just to go with the flow...

"I want to know about Nikky Volkov," she said, taking hold of Michelle's ankles with her hands and somehow resisting the urge to lick her wet tongue along the smooth flesh. "And what to expect from him if I make it as a model..."

*

Jack Palmer decided to go for a jog along the golden beach to clear his head. It felt good to exercise, despite all the energy he'd been spending in the bedroom. Roxie had always been deliciously insatiable but running on the heavy sand was a different kind of exertion.

It also gave him a chance to catch some sun. He tanned naturally, but was paler than usual after the slow recovery from his gunshot wounds following the bloody climax to the Dominic DeVere case. The usual London winter hadn't helped, either, so a little sun was appealing.

But more than anything, it gave him the opportunity to think straight, to work things through in his mind. Now that he had the ghost mobile, he was drawing himself into Sandra Wilson's investigation. Part of him—the cop part—was happy with that. He was buzzing again. Yet at the same time, another part would be happy when he and Roxie had all returned to England. This case was nothing to do with him.

His long run helped him realize just how appealing the surroundings were. The crystal clear water was blue and transparent as he ran along beside it.. He could make out the shells and pebbles around his toes. The sand was fine, golden and warm.

And for those holidaymakers who were swimming just off the beach, they were basking in hotter waters that they'd find anywhere else.

The natural surroundings weren't the only things that caught his eye. They'd created a paradise here. The beach was perfect, with small, lazy waves, like it was almost too much effort to swell and recede in the heat. Couples walked hand-in-hand in the gentle surf and waiters ferried drinks and checks to the women occupying the loungers.

They were hot, young and beautiful; and were mainly attired in bikinis that wouldn't be legal on most beaches back home. To his surprise, others were topless and there was the occasional nudes. He was happy that he'd worn sunglasses. It made it less obvious when he found himself staring more at the tanned flesh covered in oil.

Perspiration was dripping from his forehead and he glanced down the hotel-lined crescent of the beach as he stopped to regain his breath. How had life led him here? How did he get lucky enough to meet Roxanne, even if the circumstances left a lot to be desired? To not only date her, but to get her to fall in love with him?

He'd had similar thoughts when he first met his ex-wife, but even after three years of marriage, he'd never felt the same deep connection that he had with Roxie. They were united on a profound level.

And as an added bonus, she fucked like a goddess...

He finished his exercise by joining the swimmers, enjoying the way the lukewarm water counteracted the heat of the sun. Cooled off, he made his way back to his beach towel before heading back to the hotel. But just before he could leave the beach, he heard a soft voice behind him.

"Jack?"

Pausing, he pushed his damp hair back over his scalp and found Isobel smiling at him. It was the first time he'd seen her since they'd met at Nikky Volkov's party at the Smoke Stack.

"Izzy!"

The Spanish photographer was standing about ten feet away, shielding her eyes from the sun with one hand as she smiled at him.

Unlike the majority of the sun-worshipers, she was dressed in tight, athletic exercise gear. The racer back top was nothing more than a sports bra and he'd seen Roxanne wear boy-shorts that covered more than the matching exercise shorts this woman had on. Together they emphasized her large breasts and wide hips, which made all of the exposed skin seem even more slender than possible.

When a smirk formed beneath Isobel's dark Ray Bans, he realised he'd pushed his sunglasses onto the top of his head when he finished his swim. He'd been caught out fair and square as he took in her appearance, openly staring at her hour-glass body.

She made a show of lowering her shades along her nose, her dark eyes glimmering above the brim. They flicked up and down his own dripping body. Her coral lips curled in approval.

"If you get to look, so do I," she teased. "Not bad yourself."

He blushed deep red and then they both laughed.

"I'm sorry, you just caught me by surprise," he apologised, jamming his sunglasses back down over his eyes.

He felt safer that way, especially as he was wondering how someone could be so slim and yet have such wonderfully large breasts.

"Out for a run?" he quickly asked, changing the subject. "No shoots or runway shows or anything today?"

"Just finished my run," she told him, running one hand through her dark hair. "No, I have a free day. So, want to go for a drink? I need a shower, but can be ready in thirty minutes or so."

He nodded. The relentless sun was drying him off and he was once again feeling overheated. A drink in a beachside café sounded perfect.

"Sure, I'd enjoy that," he said, glancing at that ridiculous body again.

She was a photographer? How could she not be a supermodel when she looked that good?

"Great," she answered, shooting him a wide smile. "Meet you at the hotel café in thirty minutes."

*

Roxanne didn't know what to expect. She'd done commercials and a few spots on various talk shows, but nothing as involved as a full production television show. And running a few minutes behind seemed to have thrown the staff into a fit of activity. The set was some kind of runway-television show hybrid, with large cameras on booms and more staff that she'd typically see at a fashion show.

Within a few minutes of entering the studio, the make-up assistant had taken her by the elbow. She coaxed her into her dressing room as a nerdy looking production manager barked out advice and instructions she barely heard.



"Need to smile all the time, even when you're not being filmed ... red light means taping ... read from the tele-prompter, but sound natural..."

He had a pair of large headphones resting around his neck and would occasionally pause to listen, holding it up to his ear like a DJ. It made things even more disjointed.

"You'll be fine," the petite make-up artist reassured her as they swept into Roxanne's private dressing room.

The production assistant nodded, although at first it wasn't clear if he was acknowledging something heard in his headphones, or what the make-up girl had said. Then he broke into a smile and nodded more enthusiastically.

"You'll be great," he told her. "And you're in good hands with Dawn here."

The girl at her side gave Roxanne a pixie-cute smile and bounced the sculpted arches of her dark brows. She had short, dark hair that curled around her chin and brilliant blue eyes, accentuated by her black-framed glasses. She had naughty librarian written all over her.

"Okay, Rich, time for you to shoo," she said, with the hint of a lisp. "Ms. Lopez is needed on set in an hour and a half, and I'm sure you've got something else do to."

"Right," he nodded, suddenly looking sheepish.

He looked like he was about to say something more, then shut his mouth and left abruptly.

"He seems a little frenetic," Roxanne remarked as she took her seat in front of the bulb-lined make-up stand. I didn't think I was late!"

She knew she wasn't. She and Jack had fucked last night and again this morning, but she was too professional too miss her cue. She'd arrived fifteen minutes before the time Alicia had told her.

"You weren't," Dawn confirmed. "He just likes to make everyone feel that way. Anyway, compared to the other celebrity guests we've had on here, you're very early. That makes a nice change."

Even with only six months since her 'retirement,' it was strange for Roxie to hear herself referred to as a 'celebrity.' She'd almost grown used to the quieter life with Jack. Almost.

Make-up took even longer than she'd expected. Longer than even the most audacious of modelling shoots she'd been on, and yet the end result wasn't overdone. It was just right for television.

"I need to hire you, Dawn," Roxie praised, smiling at the cute girl in the mirror as she admired the work.

She had accentuated her high cheekbones and long lashes for television in the subtlest of ways.

"That's a deal," Dawn giggled. "If I got to work on faces like yours every day for the rest of my life, I'd be in heaven."

She had large, expressive eyes, and unsurprisingly wore her dark mascara well. It went perfectly with her black-framed glasses.

"Most of the celebrities can be pains, that's for sure," she added, giggling again as she began to brush out Roxanne's long, red hair. "Divas before they have a right to be, if you ask me. Not all are bad, I guess, but the good ones are usually eliminated early."

"Really? How long have you been working for this show?"

"Since the beginning, actually. I was a high fashion make-up and hair stylist before the show, but I like this a lot more. I mean, metallic eye shadow has its time and place, but all the time?"

Roxanne had to agree, thinking about her more outrageous shoots.

"So this is what, season seven already?" Dawn went on. "Shit, when you put it like that, I sound old!"

Roxie laughed. The girl certainly didn't look her age. She'd put her at twenty-one at most.

"So, which host have you liked the best so far?" she asked.

"Oh, Alicia. Totally. She's cool and sexy yet has somehow not let it get to her head. At least that's how she comes off ... I have no idea what she's really like, of course. She's a pretty private person."

Roxanne nodded. The blonde supermodel had hit it big just as Roxie was breaking into the modelling scene. She'd signed a contract with Nikolay Volkov and attached her name to Swelter, a perfume that was still top selling. Based on her experience so far, she had to admit she liked Alicia, and looked forward to working more closely with her.

"You're a lot like her, you know," Dawn added, a warm look in her big eyes. She pushed her black-framed glasses further up her nose. "I think the two of you will gel perfectly."

Roxie's green eyes smiled back. The thought of appearing with Alicia was both nerve-racking and exhilarating. She was used to the fame, but the hosting a season of Supermodel was reserved for the upper echelon of the modelling world. The elite of the elite. And yet, if she was successful, this was the compromise that would help her leave modelling agencies behind and help resolve her and Jack's differences.

"I'm sure you say that to all the girls," she quipped.

Dawn just grinned back and went about her work. By the time she was done, Roxanne's hair had been transformed. Her normally thick, wavy red locks were now as straight and flat as a blade. Her bangs were brushed and pinned to pass dramatically across her forehead and left eye, giving her a femme fatale look that went so well with her darker than usual eyeliner.

"Ta da!" the cute make-up artist announced with a flourish.

Roxanne flipped her hair a little, half expecting it to hang frozen and immobile with all of the product that had been applied. Like magic, the shimmering tresses glided about her back and shoulders like a matador's cape.

"You're awesome!" she exclaimed.

"And you're beautiful," Dawn's soft and sweet voice replied. "Now, we'd better get moving."

*

Michelle smiled sensually at Jenn Finney. The moment of truth was close. It felt like the brunette wanted this to happen as much as she did, but the last thing she wanted was to push things too fast and scare her off. She had to keep the young cop off guard.

"Oh, I can tell you lots of things about Nikky Volkov," she casually said, with a toss of her hair. "Some good, some bad, some dangerous..."

She let her words hang there for a moment. Dangling the carrot.

"He loved our photo shoot, you know," she said, smiling again. "He loved you, and he loved the campaign. It will sell lipstick, alright. But you know what, more importantly it will sell Jenn Finney. In a year, no one's going to give a damn about the lipstick but they'll remember the model. If you want to be a model, it's important to capitalise on that."

She paused again, smiling sweetly. This girl was a cop, not a model. But why not plant the thought in her head?

Besides, she still hadn't decided which way to play this.

The London Met had no jurisdiction in Dubai, she was sure of that. And in any case, Volkov's connection with Sheikh Amir bin Khalid would protect him if they tried to make any sort of move. On the other hand, armed with the incriminating information she and Tony had collected on the Russian's illicit business dealings, they would be able to arrest him the first time he returned to Europe.

It felt strange to have the Russian multi-millionaire's fate in her hands, and it felt scary, too. For her own sake, she couldn't afford to make the wrong choice. If she thought she could trust him, she'd burn all the evidence she had and go with the flow. But could she? If he ever made the real connection between her and Tony Yamamura, she was done for. She shivered as she thought of Tony and Boris. The Russian was brutal he with anyone who got in his way.

But if she supplied Jenn with enough information to nail Volkov, it was crucial that she couldn't be implicated. He'd find ways to send people after her. So ... he had to believe she was on his side. And that meant delivering what he'd asked for. Seducing the brunette. After that, she could decide which way to play the cards she had.

"Okay..." she said, her mind suddenly made up. She pushed up to her feet and held her hand out. "You want to know all about working as a model for Nikky, so let's get started."

She took hold of Jenn's hand and helped her climb out of the water. Her tongue flicked across her lips as she watched the water cascade off that lush body, beads forming rivulets along her oiled skin. The brunette looked so hot and yet so innocent. This was going to be fun.

Turning on her heels, she could feel Jenn's eyes on her round buttocks as she sauntered away from the pool and towards the loungers. Her ass was barely concealed by the tiny black thong. When she glanced back, she caught the brunette looking.

"See something you like?" she teased.

She chuckled out loud and then sexily wiggled her ass in the air as she bent forward and reached for her bag.

"C'mon," she persuasively added. "Lie here. I need to put some sun tan oil on that beautiful skin of yours before it burns."

She straightened and struck a sexy pose as Jenn followed her across the tiled area and nervously sat down on the nearest lounger.

"On your tummy," Michelle told her, lighting up what looked to be a cigarette.

But when she sat down on the lounger beside the brunette, the noxious odour of blueberry headies confirmed it was anything other than tobacco. Jenn's head whipped round but Michelle met her look of surprise with a grin, taking another drag from the joint.

"Don't say you're that naïve," she told her, with a disbelieving smile. She'd been around models long enough now. "It's only a little weed. All the girls do it, and a lot worse."

"I know that," Jenn sheepishly responded. "I was just thinking it was a bit early in the afternoon."

Michelle gave a hearty laugh.

"It's never too early," she said, taking the joint from her mouth and handing it to the cop. "And it's not just for me. If we're going to talk about Nikky, we might as well feel relaxed doing it, yes?"

Jenn hesitated for a second. She'd been stupid for trying the opium, but then Jade had had an ulterior motive. Here, they were just two models together, doing what models did. She glanced at the marijuana cigarette for a brief moment before taking a drag, the thick smoke hesitantly curling out from between her wonderfully full lips.

"That's better," Michelle murmured happily. "Feel it?"

A confused look ran across Jenn's face as she blinked her eyes.

"I don't think so," she said, looking at the thin joint again.

She took another drag and released the smoke through her nostrils, the way Michelle had done. Maybe she could cope with this?

She glanced at the Asian model again and suddenly began to feel warm inside. This girl was hot. And if ever there was a face made for the covers of a glossy magazine, this was it. Those high cheekbones, the large almond shaped eyes and beautiful bow lips.

And of course, those perky tits sat so proudly on her toned body...

Her eyes began to glaze over as the wonderful sensation of wellbeing began to permeate through her. When her head fell to one side, like a naughty child looking at her mother, Michelle grinned.

It was time to take advantage.

*

"You know, most guys wouldn't have done what you did at the party," Isobel said to Palmer, as she sat her margarita down and leaned back in her seat.

They were sitting together at one end of the bar. She was wearing a light cream dress that somehow covered everything and yet left very little to the imagination. It accentuated every curve. When a strand of dark hair caught in the gloss of her lips, it was all he could do not to reach across and pull it away.

"What do you mean?" he asked, taking a sip from his own drink.

Booze in the middle of the day—especially margaritas—wasn't his normal thing, but here, it seemed like the right thing to do.

"When you found out that Jenn was in trouble, you just jumped right in there! Like, you didn't get security, or anyone else."

She laughed as she stared into his eyes, and then leaned towards him so that she could speak more conspiratorially.

"Most men I know wouldn't have done that," her husky voice added.

Palmer shrugged, not really knowing what to say. In his world, most people would have done the same.

He also felt that he had to be careful about what he said. He doubted it, but Isobel could be close to Nikky Volkov for all he knew. He'd tried to tease information out of her at the party, only for her to neatly sidestep each of his attempts. The last thing he intended to do was reveal anything about what was going on with Jenn Finney.

"She has all the qualities to make a very successful model," Izzy continued, filling the brief silence. "I've photographed most of them and she definitely has the wow factor. But then, Roxanne will already have told you that."

"Kind of," he contented himself by saying.

Isobel laughed, picking up on the nuance.

"I know you don't rate the modelling industry, Jack, but really, it's just like any other. "Politics. Newspapers. Banking. Full of good guys and bad guys, rich and powerful people who are looking to exploit others. It's just a lot sexier, that's all."

He pulled a face. It was a subject he could debate for a long time, but not right now.

"They should commission you to project the image of the fashion industry, Izzy," he responded, smiling affectionately at her. "I have the feeling you'd make a very good job of it."

They were quiet for a few moments, although it wasn't exactly an uncomfortable moment. They enjoyed the drinks in silence, smiling at one another. Then Palmer bit the bullet.

"Look, can I ask you something."

"Is it personal?" Izzy softly asked.

He shook his head. "No."

"That's a shame," she teased, resting her chin on her palm. "I think having a personal conversation with you could be fun, Jack. Instead, you've gone into cop mode. Still, Roxie told me she could never resist you when you become all business-like. Okay, ask away."

He shuffled on his chair, aware that the beginning of an erection was starting to form in his trousers. There'd never be anyone as attractive to him as his redheaded girlfriend but he liked this woman. She was comfortable in her own skin.

"It's about the party," he explained, trying to watch her eyes for a reaction. It was impossible through her shades. "You told me we should stay away from Jade. That she was bad news."

Isobel nodded her head, but didn't reply.

"Roxie isn't easily fooled," he continued, his face impassive. "But she thought Jade was her friend and it turns out she was nothing of the sort. I'm intrigued how you know so much about her?"

The brunette hesitated, running her fingers along the rim of her glass. It was as if she was wondering how much to tell him.

"I'm a photographer," she slowly said. "That's my job, and so I get to spend time with a lot of models. I listen to what they say, how they act, who they talk to, who they don't. It isn't difficult to form opinions."

"And your opinion of Jade?"

"Hmm ... where would you like me to start?" she asked.

She leaned forward as she spoke, lifting her large sunglasses up to look eye-to-eye with him. Her dark Spanish eyes were gleaming.

"That she's an incredible fuck?" she asked. She smiled and raised a perfectly manicured eyebrow at him. "But from what I gather, you already know that, Jack."

Palmer felt the colour rush to his cheeks and his erection grew another couple of inches.

"For what it's worth," Izzy softly confirmed, seemingly enjoying his discomfort, "she was very impressed with your performance, too."

Satisfied that she had him on the back foot, she let the glasses drop back over her stunning eyes before continuing.

"Jade is a chameleon," she said. "As a model, she was the perfect woman to follow Naomi Campbell and Tyra Banks. The same sort of looks, body, attitude. But that's not what you want to hear..."

She lowered her voice and leant closer to him as she continued.

"She is very loyal to Nikky Volkov and she'll do anything he asks of her. If that means fucking her best friend's husband, or wife, she'll do so with the same enthusiasm she fucks Nikky. If it means setting up someone like Jenn, she'll do that, too. The thing is, it's not that she's intrinsically bad. She's just in love with him. Surprising, yes? But true."

Palmer finished off his drink as her words hung in the air. In love with Nikky Volkov? Those were the last words he'd expected to hear.

"Jack, there's a lot of prostitution in the modelling business," Izzy continued, warming to the subject. "I see it all the time and that'll never go away, no matter how many millionaire sleaze balls you try to put down. Sex and drugs go with the territory. But I love the way you look after Roxie, and your friends. You're a real good guy, Jack."

She signalled for another round of drinks, even as he was beginning to think that the one had been enough. Tequila made him loopy and the last margarita was no exception. But he wanted to hear more.

"Tell me about Nikky Volkov," he asked.

To his surprise, the Spanish beauty actually blushed a little.

"Nikky Volkov has three priorities," she softly said. "Himself, money and sex. Possibly in that order, though I'm never sure."

Palmer pursed his lips as he nodded. He still hadn't established how close she was to the Russian.

"What about you and him?" he asked, deciding to go for it.

He'd find out more by asking the question outright than he would by pussyfooting around the subject.

Isobel laughed nervously.

"Let me see," she said, raising her sunglasses again and placing them on top of her thick way hair.

He could see her eyes now. That told him she had nothing to hide.

"He pays very well, though he is very demanding," she began, hardly taking a breath as she decided to come clean. "If you're a woman and work for him, you have to be prepared to fuck him. Which I have, twice. You also have to be prepared to fuck his clients, which I haven't, ever. Mind you, that's a duty usually reserved for his more famous models, not the likes of me."

She paused, staring at him closely. It was as if trying to get inside his mind, see if he was making judgments.

"He's mega rich, he has no scruples at all," she continued, the corners of her mouth turning upward. "He can be a little crazy at times and he's not a man you would ever, ever, want as your enemy. Will that do for now?"

"Almost," Palmer said quietly. "How crazy? Would he have some killed?"

The question seemed to floor her.

"I'm not sure I can answer that," she said, after a moment's reflection. "But I understand the question. Death seems to have accompanied us to Dubai. First, it was Tony and now Boris."

"Boris?"

"Nikky's bodyguard."

She hesitated, as if Palmer should know what she was talking about. He looked stunned.

"He was murdered last night," she said, her voice cracking a little.

As if on cue, the phone in his pocket—the ghosted mobile—began to ring. The hairs on the back of his neck stood up.

"I'm really sorry," he said to Izzy, instantly moving to his feet and pulling out his wallet. He dropped some cash for the drinks onto the table at the same time as he reached for the phone. "This is a call I've been waiting for. We'll catch up again soon, I hope."

*

Roxanne watched from backstage as the host of Supermodel, Alicia Stiles, opened the seventh season of the popular fashion show.

The redhead was in awe, something she rarely felt anymore. The aura that the blonde host projected was staggering. She was sophisticated, confident, self-aware, self-assured and unwaveringly beautiful. With her long blonde hair, flawlessly tanned skin, and warm brown eyes, she was in part a superstar and yet the quintessential girl-next-door.

"First of all, I want to congratulate the twelve of you for being here," she said. "That's quite an achievement. We auditioned hundreds of young women and you are the best of the best."

She paused for dramatic effect and Roxanne imagined the production staff dubbing in some crescendoing orchestral riff.



"All will be tested. All will be judged. And unfortunately, all but one will be asked to leave."

The blonde spoke from the top of an imposing black-draped catwalk, with the twelve young models seated below it. They all stared up at her with a mix of fear and excitement. Roxanne knew the feeling well, remembering the first days when she first broke into the business. She just hoped their road to success would be different than her own.

When Alicia smiled sympathetically at them, the serious atmosphere instantly dissipated. This was the Alicia Stiles the world had come to love. This was her winning personality.

"Girls, I wish I could change the rules. In my eyes, simply by getting here, you've proven to me that you have what it takes to make it."

Roxanne glanced at the teleprompters and grinned to herself. The blonde was saying almost exactly the opposite of what the script-writers had come up with.

"So, in order to be crowned the next supermodel, as well as receive a year-long contract with a leading agency and the cover of Vogue, you'll have to follow the rules."

Her mock-serious tone drew a giggle from the girls.

Behind Roxanne, the stagehands began to shuffle about. Someone whispered to her, "You're on in five ... four ... three..."

He finished his count with his fingers as Alicia introduced her.

"Our guest judge today is one of Britain's most accomplished models. She's appeared on the covers of Vogue, Vanity Fair, Marie Claire, and Elle, to name a few! She's walked runways from Paris to, well, here in Dubai, and has been in demand from the moment she exploded into fashion three years ago. She's emerged from retirement to flagship the Fashion Week ... and let me tell you, when I heard she was back, I actually jumped with joy."

Roxanne stepped around the back of the runway smiling. She couldn't help it. Alicia's enthusiasm was infectious.

"Girls, if you have any doubts as to what a celebrity looks like, then look no further than Roxanne Lopez!"

The young hopeful supermodels were suddenly alive with shock. They gave each other wide-eyed, broad smiles as a collective realization washed over them. They were really here, on Supermodel. It wasn't a dream after all.

Roxanne sashayed along the runway, her graceful steps halfway between a catwalk strut and a casual stroll. She smiled at the girls as they looked up at her with unquestioning admiration. At her!

She read from the scrolling teleprompter naturally. She'd memorized it already and only needed to reference it a couple times. She didn't deviate like Alicia had. She wasn't sure she could ever be as comfortable as that.

"Ladies, in the modelling world, you need to believe in yourself before you can convince anyone else to believe. It takes a special kind of confidence to make it, and believe me, there are plenty of times you'll feel like you can't make it. Today, we're going to put you to the test..."

She paused as the wannabee supermodels hung on every word.

"We want to watch each of you walk the runway. We want to see you put your soul into your stride. If we can't feel your confidence pouring off of you, then you're not going to convince a designer that you're good enough, either."

She looked down at her captivated audience, and then across at Alicia. It had all gone seamlessly. Wasn't that amazing?

"So, for your first challenge," Alicia picked right up, "we're going to watch the way you move on this stage. But we want you to do it in just the things you're wearing beneath your clothes..."

The twist drew its intended gasps—and would most likely draw its intended ratings once this episode aired.

"So everyone, back stage and off with the clothing. Oh, and if you're not wearing anything beneath ... well, I hope you're not camera shy."

*

"It's beautiful here, isn't it?" Michelle murmured, her fingers gently caressing the tapered hollow in the small of Jenn's shapely back.

"Mmm," Jenn responded, momentarily lost in the heady sensations as Michelle dripped oil across her hot skin.

The marijuana somehow enhanced the delightful feeling of the cool liquid splashing on her skin. When she felt the Asian model's fingers caress the oil into her flesh, she released a purr of contentment.

Michelle grinned, but shook her head when Jenn tried to hand back the half smoked joint.

"Why don't you finish it," she told her, and then added, "While I tell you all about life as one of Nikky Volkov's models."

It was time to whet the brunette's appetite. Give her the information she craved. Until she handed over any documents, it was just hearsay.

"Okay," Jenn said, a little uneasily.

The drug was bringing a haziness inside her but so what? She was close to a breakthrough. Michelle was about to give her the inside track.

She took another drag as the Korean American casually unhooked her halter top and let it fall away. Her large tits fell free. So what? They were alone and it seemed a perfectly normal thing to do. She pushed her dark hair across her right shoulder, holding onto it as if for comfort.

"Relax while I draw you a picture," Michelle softly told her, digging her fingers into the flawless flesh.

She caressed them along the brunette's spine and then working down her back. More oil. More caressing. When her fingers eventually found their way to the turquoise blue scrap of material that barely covered that tight ass, she eased them under the material.

"Nikky has a unique way of operating," she said, keeping Jenn's mind off what she was actually doing. "Tell me, have you ever sucked cock just to get a job?"

"Never," the brunette replied. Though she knew girls who had...

"You will if Nikky offers you a contract," Michelle continued. "It's his way of getting your complete commitment. Nothing less will do."

Jenn's body began to tense. The thought of sucking Nikky Volkov's cock was both alarming and, yes, appealing. After all, she'd actually done that to Habib, hadn't she? She took another long drag at the joint, feeling the buzz spread further through her body and mind. The weed was relaxing her. There was no doubt about that.

"Giving a blow job to someone who's so rich and powerful is quite a turn on," Michelle softly said, dropping her head to breathe into the brunette's ear. "It gets the juices flowing, believe me."

She took the joint from Jenn and took a final drag of her own, letting the smoke curl out from her red lips and through her nostrils.

"Then he makes you a star," she murmured, flicking the stub away. "Makes you grateful to him."

Her hands returned to the young cop's ass, but instead of resuming her caress she suddenly tugged the skimpy thong halfway down her thighs.

"What...?" Jenn said, but Michelle was too quick for her.

"Shhh..." she cooed, knocking Jenn's protesting hands away as she finished pulling the garment off.

Fuck, look at that wonderful ass! The brunette's light tan was complete but for a small outline of paler skin in the shape of a tiny thong.

"You get a couple of modelling jobs that promote you to the big time," she continued, not giving the girl time to think.

She could feel herself practically salivating as she dribbled more oil onto those rounded cheeks.

"And when you're caught up in the new found fame and adulation, he tells you he needs something from you."

"What?" Jenn asked, her head floating.

She was practically creaming herself at the way Michelle's fingers were kneading her asscheeks.

"He gets you to fuck one of his clients, of course," the model softly told her, leaning down to whisper in her ear. "It's only sex after all. And you're so grateful to Nikky Volkov for giving you your big break..."

For a few minutes, she continued to knead those firm buttocks, waiting for an objection. There was none.

"He rewards you well," she went on, allowing her fingers to stray between those shapely legs. "And then you're fucking another client, and another. It becomes as effortless as breathing. Walking the finest catwalks the fashion world has to offer, enjoying a fabulous lifestyle, and fucking whoever Nikky tells you to at the same time."

Jenn felt the lick of heat start between her thighs and then circle her body. It took a few moments for her brain to comprehend what was happening and another couple to confirm she welcomed it. Those fingers between her thighs were becoming difficult to resist.

"You love it, of course," Michelle added, keeping her voice matter of fact. "Sex, drugs and more sex makes the world go round, after all. It doesn't really matter whether it's your boyfriend you're fucking or one of Nikky's clients. In fact, sex with a client is often more rewarding..."

She reached down and brushed a lock of hair from the brunette's eyes with her fingertips, before drawing tiny circles along her soft jawbone. It was a thrill to seduce a cop, especially one as stunning as this.

"Look at me," she suddenly said. It was time.

She sat up enough as she half-turned her head that her full breasts lifted from the lounger. She bit her lip as she stared upwards into those big, almond shaped eyes. Her chest was heaving. Her pussy was on fire. There was no denying the warmth that was growing between her legs as Michelle stroked her fingertips across her sex.

"Roll onto your back," the Asian model ordered, helping her turn around.

This woman was hers now. She was even parting her thighs and hoisting her ass up off the lounger to give her better access. The hidden cameras were about to get what they wanted.

Normally, she liked her sex hard and rough, but that would come later. She had to take things easy to begin with.

The brunette's sex was a thing of beauty. Her swollen lips were small and tight, blossoming open around her pearl just enough to hint at the slicker pink inside. She moaned out loud, out of control as Michelle slid a finger, then a second, inside her.

"Uh," Jenn cried, widening her legs to allow more room.

When she began to hump back against the working hand, the Asian model stretched her thumb to rest in the tight cleft between Jenn's cheeks. The cop let out a soft wail as she rimmed her anus and her legs clamped together to better fuck those probing fingers.

"That's it," Michelle encouraged, dipping her head to suck one of Jenn's nipples into her mouth. "Cum for me..."

Her words and actions combined to act as a detonator. It was like setting off an explosion and the brunette's wet folds shuddered around the fingers until the orgasmic tremors began to ease.

When Jenn's eyes start to flicker open, Michelle held up her glistening hand infront of her face. Slowly and deliberately, she let the brunette watch as she sucked the juices from each of her fingers. The eroticism of her actions made Jenn whimper...

She worked them back inside the cop again, and the second orgasm was instantaneous. She was hers now.

*

Palmer took the taxi cab across town, holding the ghosted mobile in front of him. It was as if it was some kind of bomb, rigged to explode the moment he took his eyes off it. The conversation he'd caught replayed itself in his mind as he neared his destination.

"The Sheikh has told you what's required of you?" Nikky Volkov's sharp voice had asked. "Meet me in a bar called the HeatWave. I'll be there in half an hour. Don't be late."

Palmer cringed in his seat at just hearing the Russian's voice. Volkov reminded him of the late Dominic DeVere. Both men were egocentric and played people for fun. He'd spent a career fighting men like that.

The taxi took twenty minutes to deliver him to the club and he entered through the rear when he realized just how small the place was. The set of French-paned double doors with glass so dingy you could barely see through it and if he walked in that way, every patron in the place would see him.

Instead, he hustled down the alley and entered through the kitchen. It was occupied by a single cook frying pub food. Palmer waved to the man like he belonged there and slipped through the swinging kitchen doors into the worn down bar.

It took him a moment to locate Volkov. He was sitting in a booth in the far corner, on the opposite side of the table from a swarthy Arab. Both of them looked completely out of place in a rundown establishment like this. That meant the meeting was a furtive one.

Palmer settled into his own private booth on the other side of the room. It was impossible to get closer. He was desperate to hear what was being said but had to content himself with observing their body language.

Volkov was talking quickly, and there wasn't any doubt he was agitated. Occasionally he glanced around him, but Palmer was hidden well enough in the corner of his booth. He wouldn't be detected unless either man specifically made their way in his direction.

There was no reason for that to happen.

When Volkov reached into the satchel that hung off the back of his chair, Palmer sat forward. The Russian withdrew a buff coloured folder and handed it to the Arab across from him.

From the look of things, there were photographs in the folder as well as some sort of documentation, but it was impossible to be specific this far away. Whatever was going on, there was a degree of urgency to the way Volkov talked and his agitation hadn't lessened.

The Arab appeared to skim through the document, his sharp eyes zipping across every photograph and piece of information in there. Volkov was nodding and explaining things while his companion listened closely. When he finally looked up from the folder, sitting back in his chair, he nodded solemnly and then got to his feet. Meeting over.

Palmer watched the man leave, followed by Volkov a few minutes later. They didn't want to be seen together. He gave the Russian a few minutes to make sure he'd left the vicinity before rising to his feet and quietly slipping out the way he came in.

He had a lot of thinking to do.

*

The first girl down the runway immediately set the bar high. If Alicia Stiles was the quintessential girl-next-door, then this model was her quintessential sister. Young and lithesome, she wore a white cotton bra and panty set with little red polka dots and white lace fringe. Her long, straight hair was dark blonde and pinned away from her face demurely.

And if she was embarrassed at all to be walking in nothing but her underwear, she certainly didn't show it. She took the catwalk with attitude, owning it with the swing of her slender hips.

"This girl's got a lot of natural talent," Jenn whispered to Alicia as they watched.

"She's definitely hot," the American supermodel agreed.

The girl had paused at the end of the runway, hand on hip. Her girly thong plunged between her taut buttocks, a little heart shaped keyhole back where the straps came together.

The next couple of young women were nothing special, apart from their lacy bras and thongs, but the Asian girl who emerged next was not unlike Michelle Park. Her slim figure was encased in a pair of turquoise boyshorts and a matching bra.

She was a little more playful than the others, a little more bouncy. It brought a smile to Roxie's face—and to a couple of the judges, based on a quick glance. The girl spun at the end of the stage, tucking her thumbs into the g-string and giving it a teasing tug that brought a laugh from everyone there. Her walk back down the runway was a little more confident, her cute ass wiggling a little bit more.

"Sexy," Alicia chuckled.

The rest of the girls went through the same process, but couldn't top that performance. When they all reconvened, wearing short robes to protect their modesty, Alicia applauded them all from her position at the side. But Roxie wasn't with her. They had a surprise planned.

"You have little to no choice when you take a runway job," the blonde supermodel told them, "and believe it or not, sometimes, your outfits may be even more outlandish—and embarrassing—than what you got to 'wear' today."

She paused for effect, glancing at the camera and then back at the young contestants again.

"But to show solidarity," she solely continued, building up the tension, "Ms. Lopez will show you how to really walk a stage... in her lingerie..."

There was a gasp of surprise among the girls as the lights dimmed. Along with the gasps came claps and cheers. Then the techno music that had played as the girls had performed kicked in again.

Roxie struck a silhouetted pose behind the screen and when she took to the stage like a prize thoroughbred, the girl's cheers grew louder. Her voluptuous body was encased in nothing but a pair of hip-hugging lacy boyshorts and a matching black plunge bra that gave her already full breasts even more lift. Dressed in nothing else but a smile and her tall heels, Roxanne Lopez owned the stage.

She stopped at the edge of the runway, gave a cute little wave to the girls, and struck a pose that was greeted with hooping and hollering. Her exit was every bit as good as her entrance. The boyshorts couldn't quite contain her perfect ass, the bottoms of her round asscheeks moving from side to side in a tantalizing tease.

Alicia, who had been struck speechless herself, retook the stage.

"That's how it's done, girls! Thank you, Roxanne!"

*

"You're so fucking hot," Michelle whispered.

Jenn stared up at her, her cloudy brain moving slowly and her deep brown eyes still glazed with lust. She watched breathlessly as the Asian model shimmied out of her tiny black bikini thong. They were both naked now. Slowly standing up, Michelle ran her hands over her perky breasts, down across her flat stomach before resting between her legs.

"You want me, too, don't you, honey?"

Their eyes met and Jenn drew a trembling breath. She was in over her head, drowning in a sea of sexual need. She forced herself to breath and tried to go to the rational part of her brain that was becoming harder and harder to reach. She was a cop, but right now everything was outweighed by her need to experience this sexy Asian woman.

When Michelle swung a leg across her body, it felt as if her heart was going to pound out of her chest. The Asian woman's bare labial lips were glossy and pink with arousal. She lewdly opened her engorged folds with the fingers of one hand as Jenn watched. The other hand reached for the brunette's hair, pulling her head upwards.

When she felt Jenn's tongue willingly slip out, her knees threatened to buckle. The first, hesitant touch made her growl.

She knew that the cop was following her instinct but that only made the experience better. Her technique left a little to be desired, but she could work on that later. For now, Jenn's enthusiasm was enough. Her hard tongue was lapping across her wet sex now.

"Higher," she croaked, tugging her head a fraction upwards.

Jenn quickly understood, her mouth seeking out the slippery clitoris.

As she took it between her lips, she looked up at Michelle with a surge of arousal in her eyes. They were asking if she was doing this right. The Asian model narrowed her gaze and nodded. This was such a fucking turn on. It was different to her raw experience with Bree Jensen but, in its own way, so much better.

Her fingers tightened in the cop's hair as she began to thrust back in rhythm with the flicking tongue. Jenn's hands went to her ass, trying to steady her, but Michelle was into it now, roughly grinding her sex against that beautiful face. It was covered with her juices.

Had Michelle ever seen a more beautiful sight?

She humped harder, her fingers tightening in Jenn's silken hair as she used the brunette. Oh fuck! Her body stiffened as the climax formed. Her moan caught in her throat. Electricity surged through her. One shock after another lighting up her body. This was way hotter than any client she'd ever been with. This was a fucking cop. The London Met's finest. And her eager willingness was mind-blowing.



When the sensational orgasm finally erupted, she made no attempt to stifle her screams.

*

"You were ... so fucking hot out there," Alicia said ecstatically, as soon as she found Roxanne back stage.

The supermodel host pulled the redhead into a friendly hug before Roxie even had a chance to grab a robe.

"I think we can definitely say the job is yours," she beamed. "The ratings will be through the roof."

"You think so?" Roxanne enthused.

It felt like it had gone well, but how could she be sure?

Alicia laughed as she reached out and brushed one of the redhead's sweeping locks from across her eye.

"I know so. You're a natural for television, sweetie. It's going to be such a pleasure to work together. We're going to have a lot of fun."

The American model pulled away enough so that her soft brown eyes could meet Roxanne's. They were sparkling with enthusiasm.

"The girls are doing their interviews now," Alicia continued, "and we judges need to gather to discuss which of the girls have grabbed our attention. That gives us about twenty minutes for food. Give or take. Are you hungry?"

The food was a boxed meal. So much for the glamour of television, Roxanne thought. They wolfed it down while they discussed the merits of each girl and the television crew packed their things up. They were all heading on location to a runway show for the final piece of the show, where the contestants would be tested before a live audience.

"What exactly does that consist of?" Roxie asked.

Alicia smiled. "We get to watch the girls strutting their stuff again—this time with clothes—and then we meet again in our little judging circle to pick a winner and a loser. Such is life."

Roxanne nodded. She'd already formed a view about her three favourites, and also who wasn't going to make the grade. Tonight's live performance would help her narrow down those choices.

"God, I'm pleased I didn't have to go through this when I started," Alicia added, with a sigh.

"Me too," Roxie agreed, shaking out her red hair.

She felt good. On top of things. And she couldn't wait to get back to Jack and tell him how successful things had gone. But first, they had a show to finish up. A stagehand with a headset pointed to a limo for them and the two women walked towards it, arm in arm.

Only a few more hours and Roxie would be celebrating with her boyfriend. He wasn't going to get much sleep tonight.

*

Jack Palmer returned to his room, hoping that Roxie be there. He pulled a face when she wasn't. Nor had Jenn had been in touch. What the heck was she up to? He decided to head back to the bar, in the unlikely event that Izzy was still there. He had a couple more questions about Nikky Volkov to ask.

It was busier there now, but Isobel was nowhere to be found. He ordered a drink and placed his ghosted mobile on the small round table in front of him. Surely Nikky Volkov would use it again after his clandestine meeting?

His detective's mind went to work, casing the details once more. There were two aspects, the phone call and the meeting. He started by thinking about the brief conversation he'd overheard on the phone, picking it apart. "The Sheikh has told you what's required of you?"

He replayed the words in his head time and time again. The Sheikh. The Sheikh. Which Sheikh? Whoever it was, it was someone Nikky Volkov had a close connection too. He'd sent the Arab to meet Volkov, after all. To carry out the Russian's instructions.

Wait a minute...

They already knew that someone was covering up the real facts of the Yamamura murder. That person had to be a senior member of the police, but acting under whose instructions? Someone high up in Dubai society. A Sheikh? That meant he and Volkov had a common interest. Business partners? That had to be it.

What if Tony Yamamura had interfered with that arrangement? Could that be why he'd been killed?

Evidence had been planted to set Vladimir Kazakov up as the killer. To indicate they'd shot one another as the result of gambling debts. But it hadn't been Kazakov's body that had been found. It was someone called Sergii Baranov. This was all making sense now.

What if Volkov had intended for Baranov to kill Kazakov? Every aspect of the story would have checked out if that was the case.

But Kazakov had turned the tables somehow...?

And now he'd come looking for Volkov. Yes. That was it. Kazakov had killed Boris, his bodyguard. Sending a message? That's why Volkov had met the Arab at the HeatWave bar. The guy was being briefed. They intended to take him Kazakov out before he could get to Volkov.

"Well, hello, sexy," a female voice said from behind him, bringing him out of his thoughts.

She placed two cocktails on the small round table as she slipped into the seat beside him.

"I bought you a drink," Jade said, looking as hot as ever in a yellow blouse. It was open to the waist, exposing her heavy cleavage spilling over an animal print bra. "It's a peace offering. I'd like us to be friends, rather than enemies."
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Palmer: Fashion Week Ch. 09

Chapter 9 — SATURDAY NIGHT — Matters take an unexpected turn

Jack Palmer's body was warm and electric. Like every molecule of his being wanted to get up and dance. Move. Be touched.

He'd worked out what it was on the way back to the room. MDMA. Chemical grade Ecstasy. It must have been mixed into his drink. He'd only had one, the drink that Jade had brought over to him. So the culprit was obvious. She'd told him she wanted them to be friends and then drugged him. Why?

"Hey, where is this," he said out loud, as the stunning African model guided him into the empty suite.

Her arm was around his waist to steady him. It had been there ever since they'd left the bar. Walking wasn't easy.

His fuzzy brain was still attempting to understand why she'd drugged him, but at the same time it was difficult to ignore the needs of his body. The soft curves of Jade's breasts had constantly moved against him as she'd helped him to his room. His cock had reacted instantly. She smelled good, too. Real good. Some kind of spicy perfume.

"Why thank you, Jack," he heard her say.

It took a moment to realize he must have spoken out loud.

"You smell good, too," she added once they were inside the suite.

Her eyes were sexily narrowed as she turned to face him, one hand hooking around his neck and the other stroking across the front of his trousers. Was his erection that obvious? When she traced the outline with her fingers, he grew another couple of inches.

"This thing feels like it needs a good home," she breathed, leaning in to kiss him.

He shouldn't have responded. He was in love with Roxie. And yet it that searching mouth, those full lips, that flicking tongue, felt so good.

He'd never been high before, but knew enough to realise that his state of arousal had been enhanced by the ecstasy. It was consuming him. He had a head full of euphoria and it was so light that he felt as if he could float up onto the ceiling.

This feeling was good. So were Jade's lips...

But suddenly she wasn't kissing him anymore. He glanced around, wondered where she'd gone. She'd left the suite?

His thoughts turned to Roxie as he tried to concentrate. He wished his beautiful girlfriend was here with him right now. His Roxie. Roxanne with her red hair. Roxanne with her wide green eyes. Roxanne with the body of a lioness. His cock was throbbing. He needed her.

But then he heard Jade's voice calling. He followed the sound into the bedroom and when he got there, his heart missed a beat. Jade was lying in the centre of the bed. Her clothes lay on the floor and she was completely naked. With her lustrous dark hair, long dark limbs, and voluptuous body, the African woman was sex incarnate.

He blinked his eyes, but she was still there when he opened them again. Lights and rainbows danced inside his head, making him dizzy.

Then he saw the item in her hand. The dildo had a clear shaft with a red and white helix swirling through the core. Ridges spiralled up the shaft and the head was sculpted like a real cock.

He watched breathlessly as she dragged it across the ebony skin of her breasts, touching each nipple, down into her cleavage and then across her toned stomach towards her sex. Her thighs were spread-eagled, offering him a clear view of her cleanly shaved pussy. It was pink and moist, the large folds of her lips swollen and open with arousal.

"Hello, Jack," she huskily murmured, shooting him a provocative smile. "Want to watch?"

Palmer tried to breathe as Jade spread her long legs even wider. She traced the dildo across her flesh, teasing herself with the motion as it hovered just above her wet folds.

"I've been thinking of this all night long," she gutturally murmured, biting her lip as she ran the tip along her glistening opening. "I've been so horny at the thought of that cock of yours inside my mouth again."

His cock? Inside her mouth? No. His cock belonged to Roxie. And yet it was impossible to forget how good the feeling had been only a few short days ago, when Jade had given him a blow job and then fucked him like an Amazon Goddess.

He leant back against the door to steady himself as his gaze returned to the lewd picture confronting him. Instinct screamed at him to get out of there. Jade had arranged this situation to trap him! Instead, he shifted from one foot to the other, mesmerized. The floating feeling was consuming his body again. So was the drug-induced arousal.

"Mmm, after this, I'm going to need the real thing," she breathed, moaning as she grazed the dildo across her engorged clit.

He watched as she circled her clit with the fingers of her left hand, while she teased herself with the dildo in her right. Each time she slipped the head just inside her opening, a sharp moan punctuated her heavy breathing.

Palmer felt his cock straining against its confines as he watched—for a minute, two minutes, five minutes?—enthralled by the intense sexuality unfolding in front of him. Her nostrils flared. Her breath came in short bursts. Her wide hips slowly pushed upwards onto the dildo and her large breasts swayed erotically with each movement.

He considered unzipping his trousers as he watched. The need to set his pulsating hardness free was almost irresistible. But that would have interrupted the sexy scene.

"I know," Jade hoarsely said, pulling the dildo away and sucking on the end for a few moments. "Why don't you? Take it out. Show me."

He realised he'd been talking out loud again.

Should he? Could he? He was so hard he was aching. Another couple of blinks failed to clear his head and then she was fucking herself with the dildo again. Her sensual gaze was hypnotic, watching him as she pleasured herself. It was suddenly too much.

He pushed away from the doorframe and obediently unzipped himself. Jade licked her lips as his cock sprung free.

"That's going to feel so good between my lips," she whispered. "Come and I'll show you, Jack. Right now."

*

"Long time no see, darling..."

Nikolay Volkov enjoyed the startled expression on the woman's striking face as he stepped into the dressing room. Roxanne's full, pouting lips had parted in a silent gasp. It was clear that he was the last person she'd expected to see.

Everything was coming together for him. He'd recovered from the shock of hearing Kazakov's voice, listening to the bastard asking him for money, threatening him. The assassin would be stepping into a trap when he came to collect. That left Volkov free to concentrate on more immediate aspects of his plan.

The arrangement with the Sheikh had been finalised. He was using Michelle to trap the cop sent by the London Met and might even take her into his employ once she was discredited. And now, he was about to drive a wedge between Roxie and her meddling ex-cop boyfriend.

Even with the shock of seeing him etched on the redhead's face, she was as beautiful a woman as he'd ever seen.

"Nikky?" she snapped, pulling her robe closer around her stunning body. "What are you doing here?"

He glanced at the make-up girl standing next to Roxanne before answering. She was cute-looking, with her short black hair and large black-framed glasses. But he didn't want any interruptions.

"Could you leave us for a while?" he said, in a tone that was more a statement than a question. "Roxanne and I have a couple of things to discuss. In private."

When the girl's eyes flickered towards Roxie, the redhead nodded. Her body was shaking and she felt like she needed protection, but she wasn't going to let Volkov think he could intimidate her.

"Just for a few minutes," she said to Dawn. "This won't take any longer than that."

The girl stood thoughtfully for a few seconds, pushing her glasses up her nose with her index finger. Then she nodded.

"I have a couple of things I need to do in the next room," she said, glancing at both of them again. "I'll be there if you need me."

Volkov smiled at Roxanne when they were alone. Her nipples had suddenly appeared through the fabric of her gown. A good sign. She was trying to portray a picture of calm and confidence, but she was a little off-balance. And her boyfriend wasn't around to interfere. He'd made sure that Jade was seeing to that.

"Rumour has it you've changed your mind about signing a contract," he gently told her, keeping his voice level.

He didn't want to frighten her. He wanted her to think of him as her friend. That way she would run to him when she found about her boyfriend's infidelity. From there, it was a small step to her signing a new contract. Then he'd fuck her...

"I'm sorry to hear that, Roxanne, especially as I thought we'd sealed the deal in my office," he continued, before pausing for effect.

The subtle reference to the blow job she'd given him had made her cheeks colour. It had also made his cock unfurl in his tailored trousers. He could still practically feel those beautiful lips wrapped around it.

"Tell me, what changed your mind?"

Roxanne hesitated, attempting to regain her composure. It was clear that she didn't want any confrontation.

"I decided I wanted to take my career in a different direction, Nikky," she simply said, recovering a little. "That's all."

"Ah yes, Supermodel," Volkov said. "I heard that your sessions with Alicia have gone fabulously well so far. I'm delighted for you, Roxanne, but why give up something you were destined to do? You can have the best of both worlds, you know?"

She nodded, but didn't speak. It was clear he wasn't going to change her mind right now, but that wasn't the point. He wanted her to see him as a benefactor, not an enemy. Sow the seeds. Make her think. When she saw the photographs of Jade and Palmer, she'd have even more thinking to do.

"By bringing you to Dubai, I gave you the platform here to make a name for yourself again," he suavely continued. "That's because I believe in you, Roxanne. I can guarantee you success and a lifestyle only the very special can dream of..."

He magnanimously smiled at her as he theatrically spread his arms wide.

"I have shows planned for Rio de Janeiro and then Tokyo, and would love to have you as my number one model. But the choice is entirely yours, Roxanne. Just call me if you change your mind."

He turned towards the door, as if the conversation was over, but turned back towards her just as he reached it.

"By the way," he said, tapping a finger on his chin. "Is it true? The rumours about your boyfriend and Jade?"

The redhead's brow furrowed. He'd thrown her.

"What do you mean?" she snapped, meeting his gaze full on.

"You know, some of the other models told me they've been seeing one another since that little dalliance in your suite..."

He paused for dramatic effect, letting her know he was fully aware of the threesome with Jade. The light blush that had hit her cheeks earlier deepened in colour.

"In fact, I'm told he's spent the afternoon with her today. I believe they're still together tonight..."

"That's nonsense," she snapped.

It was clear she didn't believe him. But then, he hadn't expected her to. That's why he'd brought the evidence.

"It is?"

He pulled out his phone and brought up a couple of photos that Jade had surreptitiously taken in the lift when she'd helped Palmer to his suite. The mirrored glass walls perfectly showed their reflections. The African model's curvy body was virtually wrapped around his, and from the angle it even looked like they could be kissing.

The redhead's brows shot up in disbelief as she bowed forward to get a better look. Volkov smiled to himself. They were just a taster. The really incriminating photos would arrive soon enough. Then he'd forward them to Roxanne.

"I'm sure it's all innocent," he added, hoping he didn't sound too patronising as he flashed the images at her one final time. "That's the thing with rumours. You never know what to believe."

When she turned her face away, refusing to look at them anymore, Volkov slipped the silver mobile phone back into his jacket pocket. Her normally glowing face looked ashen. She was shaken.

He stretched his hand out, gently caressing her shoulder. She was putting on a brave face, but he had her where he wanted. This time when he turned towards the door, he kept going.

*

"That's it, Jack," Jade encouraged, cocking her head to one side as Palmer walked across the room towards her.

She could almost read his mind. Part of him was trying to resist, but the drug made that impossible. And her erotic show only added to his arousal. No man had been able to resist her yet and he wasn't going to be the first. She casually dropped the dildo to one side as he approached, using her fingers to stroke herself instead.

"I can see how much you need me," she encouraged, her mouth watering at the thought of blowing him again.

Ideally, she wanted to fuck him, but Nikky Volkov's instructions had been clear. And the Russian would be waiting for her when she got through here...

Palmer's cock was thrusting from his groin like a mini tower as he walked and his glazed eyes were captivated by her working fingers. She held them out towards him when he reached her, offering him a taste. He hesitated for a second before taking them between his lips.

Jade released an earthy sigh. Roxie was a lucky girl—this man was seriously hot. But he was all hers right now.

Her free hand grasped the front of his shirt and pulled him onto the bed beside her. Pulling her fingers away, she instantly replaced them with her full lips. His mouth opened involuntarily to her touch, allowing her tongue to flood in. The kiss was much more aggressive than the one she'd given him when they'd first entered the suite—that of a female seductress who was about to devour her helpless mate.

Her dark eyes glinted as she began to unbutton his shirt.

"Want me, Jack?" she softly breathed.

He didn't answer, but there was no resistance as she pulled the garment from his upper body. He was hers. He hadn't even noticed the phone camera she'd set up on the bedside table. She looked up along his muscled body, the toned contours of tanned flesh. Her left hand traced his six-pack, reminding herself that his abs were real.

"I'd say this needs some attention, wouldn't you?" she asked, reaching for his thick cock and wrapping her fingers around his girth.

It throbbed in her hand and he groaned as she began to stroke him. She groaned too. Soon, he'd be inside her. But all of a sudden, his hand was on her wrist, attempting to hold it still. The reaction surprised her. He had more willpower than she'd anticipated.

"I need to think," he mumbled, staring uneasily into her heated gaze.

"You do?" Jade grinned, enjoying the interaction.

His resistance made the eventual and undeniable outcome even more pleasurable. Twisting her ebony-skinned body, she kept her eyes on his as she dipped her head and swallowed his thickness halfway into her mouth.

"Nooo..." he groaned, not really meaning it.

How could he? No man could stand firm when her mouth was at work.

She ignored the protest as she licked around his cockhead. He groaned again and she took the opportunity to unfasten his belt and yank his zip downwards.

"Shhh, it's okay," she reassured him as he tried to hold his trousers in place.

She stopped his objection in another hard kiss, forcing his pants down his legs with her heels. His boxers quickly followed and then her tight body was crawling across him so that she could drag his hard white shaft through her heavy black cleavage.

"Want to tit-fuck me, Jack?" she sexily asked. "Or should we just let my mouth do the work?"

Without letting up, she slid down his body again and her soft pink lips slowly devoured his cock for a second time. This time there was no objection, only another groan escaping his lips when she eased the head of his throbbing shaft into her throat.

His hands began to stroke her long black hair as she slowly took control. Her eyes found his and she scraped her fingernails along his thighs as she worked on him, lighting up his nerves. When she slid her mouth back up his shaft, leaving it glistening with her saliva, he arched his back as if trying to return his cock to the warm depths of her throat. It remained ramrod-straight.

"Look at that," she whispered, fluttering her tongue all around the bulging head. "You really need this, don't you?"

Palmer squirmed, as if there was still some resistance there. Jade ginned again. In his mind, maybe, but not in his body.

She engulfed his cock once more, suddenly sucking hard and fast. His fingers tightened in her hair as her head bobbed up and down, trying to control her movements. But Jade had no intention of being controlled. Jack Palmer was a seriously impressive man, but she was the one in control, not him.

She wrapped her wet mouth tightly around his straining head, stroking the shaft rapidly with the eager fingers of one hand while gently kneading his taut testicles with the other.

When his groans grew louder, she slowed her pace. Nikky Volkov's instructions had been clear. Give him a blow job and send the pictures to him. He'd forward them onto Roxie. The camera she'd placed beside the bed would have captured enough to satisfy that command by now, and she'd send them to him in a few moments.

But for now, she wanted her own reward.

She choked a little as she forced him deeper into her throat, so deep that her lips were touching his trimmed pubic hair. Her hands went to his hips to steady herself as she took him to the edge and beyond, loving the feeling as Palmer had no choice other than to erupt inside her mouth and blasted his cum down her throat.

*

"Is everything okay?" Dawn asked, giving Roxanne a concerned look as she returned to the dressing room.

The redhead nodded, though she was still feeling shaken. It was clear that this was another attempt by Nikky Volkov to unsettle her. The images were just so ... so ... not Jack Palmer.

Her boyfriend with his curly, dark hair and unquenchable thirst to do good was hands down one of the best lovers she'd ever been with, but he wasn't an uncontrollable horn-dog. If he was with Jade, there was a good reason for it. And yet ... the images burned into her mind.

Had they been kissing?

"That was Nikolay Volkov, wasn't it?" Dawn asked, fiddling with the short black hair that curled sexily under her chin. "I've seen him before but never spoken to him. He's quite handsome, not that I've ever been into guys. I prefer redheads."

Roxie stared at her for a few seconds before laughing. She'd been so preoccupied with her thoughts that she'd almost missed the quip.

"Yes, he's good looking," she agreed, leaving the redhead reference alone. "But that man is trouble. He has the ability to appear sincere and yet you wouldn't trust him, not even for a second"

Dawn's face turned serious. "I can see he's unsettled you," she said, stroking Roxanne's arm. "I'm here to talk, if you ever need it."

Roxie couldn't help but smile. This girl was sweet as well as cute. But it was Jack she needed to talk to. She'd find out exactly what was going on when she got back to their suite.

"Meanwhile, let me do your make up for the final session, yes?" the pixie-faced girl continued. "Just a few touch-ups."

"Sure. Thanks..."

Dawn smiled happily at her as she began to highlight Roxanne's large eyes with shadow and mascara.

""You really impressed the whole staff today," she went on. "And not just us scrubs. I heard Alicia talking about you, and a lot of production staff, too. You were fabulous."

Roxanne returned the make-up girl's smile. Her positivity was infectious.

"Thanks so much."

"You're welcome," Dawn said, grinning at Roxie's reflection in the dressing table mirror.





She worked in silence for a few minutes, like an artist on her masterpiece. When she was outlining the supermodel's lips with bright red, she casually began to talk again.

"A few of us are going back to one of the suites afterwards. You're welcome to come. It's always an interesting time. Gets a little wild, but in a good way. We open up the bar, Rich has some excellent blow, and we party until the sun comes up..."

Roxanne's gaze met Dawn's in the mirror. For the first time in the conversation, the make-up girl seemed a little nervous. Was she hitting on her?

She could remember those days—wild after-parties that devolved into drug-fuelled orgies. She'd be lying if she didn't admit to being a little excited by the idea, but those times were behind her now. She'd been there, done that, and now she had Jack.

Jack! She needed to get back to see him.

"I think I'll pass," she softly said, "but thanks for the offer."

Dawn's face was bright red with embarrassment at the rejection. People got so funny when it came to sex and celebrity.

"It's not that I don't think it would be fun," she hurriedly added, feeling the need to explain. "It's just that I need to talk to Jack after my conversation with Nikky. It's important."

"Of course!" Dawn knew she was being thrown a life-preserver, but took it gladly. "Here, in case you are bored..."

She quickly scribbled her number down on a scrap of paper and handed it to Roxanne.

*

Jack Palmer emerged out of the hotel and into the night air, trying to make sense of what had happened to him. Jade hadn't drugged him just to give him a blow job. There was more to this than met the eye.

But what?

Disorientated, he turned left towards what he thought was a taxi rank, only to quickly discover it was in the opposite direction. He'd walked into a cul-de-sac. Swiftly turning to return the way he'd come, he had to rest an arm against the wall to steady himself. His head was still woozy.

That was when he saw the first of the three men. Then the second. And finally the third. They had followed him into the small alleyway at the side of the hotel, almost as if they'd known he'd be there. How could they?

Each man was dressed in black, with a hooded mask over his face. When they moved in a menacing semicircle around him, trapping Palmer against the wall, he knew he was in trouble. Volkov had sent them? But why? The combination of Jade and now the three assailants didn't make any sense.

He pushed the thoughts to the back of his mind as they stepped closer. Breathing harder and deeper to clear his head, he crouched low, knees slightly bent, his arms loose and swinging slightly, ready for action. They weren't here for conversation, that was for sure.

"Give us money," one of them said, taking the lead.

He had a thick Arab accent and was slightly taller than the others, with a thick muscled and heavy set body. Raising his hand, he showed Palmer what looked like a long, thick, bamboo stick. He slapped it threateningly against his palm.

"Then we only break your legs," he added.

The three of them laughed raucously, clearly enjoying the moment. They weren't there for money. The only question was whether they intended to kill him, or teach him a lesson.

"And arms," the man to his left happily said. "We break your arms, too."

The three of them laughed again and that gave Palmer the chance to take the initiative. Three against one wasn't the best odds, especially when he was still feeling the effect of the drug that Jade had fed him. But he wasn't going down without a fight. And surprise was his only chance.

Moving quickly towards the guy on his left, he grabbed him around the neck, twisted, and then flung his slender body back into the wall. The impact took the wind out of the man and Palmer kicked him in the solar plexus before he could recover.

One down, two to go. But the element of surprise had gone.

The guy to his right was rapidly closing in and swung his balled fist at the ex-cop's ribs as he turned towards him. Palmer used his momentum to deflect the blow with his biceps, before slamming his elbow into his assailant's sternum. The man went down with a loud grunt, clawing at his chest.

"Looks like it's just you and me," Palmer rasped through gritted teeth as he turned back to third man.

When the guy raised the bamboo stick and swung at him, he neatly sidestepped the motion and grabbed the weapon as it wished past him, wrenching it from his attacker's hands. The man cursed, but wasn't done. He pulled a switchblade and waved it threateningly in the air.

Palmer avoided three stabbing attempts before being able to set himself in position and deliver a short sharp blow to the guy's wrist with the bamboo. The switchblade fell to the ground, bouncing on the stone.

He instantly twisted his body and hooked his left foot behind the man's ankle, lifting his leg up and knocking him off balance. The assailant fell to the ground with a heavy thump, turned over, and looked for the switchblade again. It was too far out of his reach. For a brief moment it looked as if he was about to try and attack again with his bare hands, but a wave of the bamboo stick in Palmer's hands changed his mind.

But just as he defensively scrambled back, the ex-cop heard a barely discernible noise behind him. One of the other two thugs had recovered sufficiently to try again. He whirled around and smacked the guy across the forehead with the bamboo stick as he approached. The man sunk to his knees before toppling onto the stone, groaning incoherently.

The two other assailants exchanged some frantic words that Palmer didn't understand. But the meaning was clear. Moving towards their friend, they took an arm each and helped him to his feet before hurrying out of the small alley without even a backward glance.

Palmer felt the desire to follow them running hot in his body, but knew he was in no shape for that. Besides, what good would it do?

He took a deep breath instead to regain a semblance of control. His head was spinning. He just had time to wonder where he had summoned the energy and strength to withstand the attack before he felt the bile rise in his throat. As he threw up against the dark wall, he had a feeling of déjà vu.

*

Where are you, Jack? Roxanne wondered. She'd called him several times once the day's shooting was finalised and he hadn't answered his phone. He wasn't still with Jade, was he? That thought was still eating at her even during the immediate after-show wind down.

One drink had turned into two, then three, and she had been cornered by one of the show's producers for the last half an hour. He couldn't keep his eyes off her legs, or her tits for that matter. He didn't seem to be able to take a hint and judging from the drinks he'd plied her with, he was persistent.

She would normally have politely made her excuses a while ago but she was still feeling like the new girl. She didn't want to upset anyone. But she needed to get away, find Jack. Her success in the show had her worked up—so insatiable that all she wanted to do was find her boyfriend and make love to him all night.

The text that arrived gave her the pretext to leave, even before she'd looked at it. At last. It must be from Jack. He must be free now. She gave him a soft smile as she pulled out her mobile phone and then wobbled a little on her t-strap heels as she made her way across the room. She was drunker than she'd thought.

The smile on her lips died when she saw that it was a message from Nikky Volkov. A picture message. Her heart froze when she pulled it up. Jade was lying beside Jack. They were both naked. The African supermodel had just taken the tip of his cock in her mouth.

What the fuck?

The picture had to be doctored? But it looked real enough.

She instantly rang Jack again—his mobile and their suite number—with the same effect as before. His failure to answer brought a sickly feeling to her stomach. No. It couldn't be. Could it? It didn't make any sense? What the fuck was happening?

She headed blankly towards the restrooms. To straighten make-up that didn't need straightening. To think more clearly. To clear away the tears forming in her eyes.

Like the rest of the building, they were all glam. Located in the basement, beneath the studios, the halls were constructed of frosted glass and she ran her fingers along the cool glass as she tried to compose herself. She'd broken out into a cold sweat. Her heart was racing. Something was badly wrong and she had to think.

Just as she was about to enter the restroom, she heard the unmistakable cry of a female moan. It wasn't coming from the bathrooms, but from behind the staff door at the end of the hall.

Roxanne paused, almost laughing hysterically at the irony. Here she was, feeling like a bitch in heat, but she couldn't go back to Jack. Not until she'd worked things out about him and Jade. Meanwhile, there was a passionate encounter only yards away.

Before she knew it, she was standing before the forbidden door, trying to peek inside. It was cracked and white light spilled out along the tiled floor. The female moans were louder. They sounded like Alicia's.

Surely not?

Her heart raced faster and she swept her red hair over one shoulder. If she were completely sober, she would have left it alone. If she hadn't seen that photo, she would have turned away. She would have freshened her make-up and headed back to her suite. To Jack. But she couldn't go there. Not yet. Then she heard the woman's voice again.

"Fuck fuckfuckfuck!"

It was Alicia!

Her fingers shook as she carefully pushed the door open and looked inside. The room was an unused kitchen, filled primarily with stainless steel and lighted with brightly burning fluorescent lights.

Front and centre, rutting loudly on the cool surface of the prep table, were the two lovers, facing away from her. The fit young man had his pants around his knees and hadn't even bothered removing his shirt. He was busy drilling Alicia from behind and the beautiful blonde supermodel moans were long and breathy as she rocked her head backwards, driving her slender hips against him.

Roxanne stood just inside the door and closed it softly behind her. If either of them turned their heads they would see her. Maybe even ask her to join in? It brought her previous life back to her. How many times had she enjoyed an impromptu fuck like this in those times?

The guy had his hands underneath Alicia as he fucked her, cradling her breasts in his hands. Whoever he was, he was giving it all he had.

The redhead felt herself grow wet at the sight and did the only thing open to her. With her back against the wall, she snaked a hand beneath her short dress and inside her thong. She was so horny that her fingers practically attacked her clit.

For a moment, the young man lost the pace and his erect cock slipped out. It stood infront of him for a brief second, wet with Alicia's juices like a ripe piece of fruit, before he took it in his hand and slotted himself home again. Alicia gurgled in satisfaction.

Roxie hated herself, but the sight made her even wetter than she already was. She fingered herself harder, seeking to catch up, but even in the heat of the moment she knew that while her fingers would temporarily satisfy her, she needed more.

She pulled her hand away as her mind throbbed. Tears welled in her eye. Her body was on fire and she needed to fuck. She wanted to join Alicia and her unknown lover and yet she couldn't give into any sort of temptation. Not with a guy. That wouldn't be right. But nor could she go back to her hotel suite. Not until she thought things through.

That left her with only one option. Reaching into her pocket, she pulled out the piece of paper containing Dawn's number.

*

Sleep had finally overtaken Jack Palmer. Hard. He had no idea how he'd managed to get back to his hotel, to his and Roxie's suite, but he had. He'd been trying to concentrate on what had happened to him after Jade had joined him at his table, but it had been impossible to think.

He knew it had been a set-up. He knew he'd been drugged. But even so, he'd fallen for Volkov's plans hook, line and sinker.

He wondered where Roxie was, how he was going to tell her. But when he closed his eyes, he saw darkness. His head sighed in relief. His brain was released from the spell of the drug and he could think things through in the morning when he woke.

*

Jade sighed in satisfaction as she licked around Nikky Volkov's spent cock. It was beautiful. She'd headed straight to meet the Russian after leaving her suite, removed her blouse as she'd walked across the room towards him, and then sunk between his spread thighs. His thick cock was between her talented lips ten seconds later.

It hadn't taken long for her to suck him to orgasm and she was still savouring the salty taste of his creamy cum in her mouth.

This was where she belonged. Sex had brought her everything she'd earned in her life, helped by her good looks and her fabulous black body, of course. Modelling was wonderful, too, and Nikky Volkov had provided the opportunity for her to experience the best of both worlds. That was partly why she loved him so much.

Dipping her head, she continued to lick around the Russian's cockhead until she was satisfied she had every last drop. Only then did she sit back, light a joint, and inhale the contagious aroma.

When she passed it to Volkov, the multi-millionaire lazily stroked her naked breasts with one hand as he took a long pull.

"Well?" he asked.

It was the first time either of them had spoken since she'd entered the room.

"Piece of cake," she laughed, taking the joint from him and consuming another drag. "You liked the photographs?"

"Exactly what I wanted."

Volkov nodded. He'd given the matter a lot of thought since his earlier conversation with Roxanne. Palmer's incapacity gave him another opportunity to get the ex-cop out of his hair. The bastard had already foiled him by saving Jenn Finney at the party, so why not take him out of the equation once and for all? The idea was very tempting but the problem was it would be too easy to link the Russian to Palmer's death. He couldn't afford that. Not right now.

On balance, he'd reluctantly decided to trap him with Jade, and then have him thrashed like the interfering dog he was. After the Sheikh's men had carried out their task, he'd be in hospital for a long time. That left the Russian with only Vladimir Kazakov to think about, although the Ukrainian assassin's threat would be removed soon enough.

"What did Roxie say?" Jade asked, interrupting his thoughts.

He smiled softly. The photographs the African model had provided would undoubtedly discredit Palmer in the redhead's eyes, and she'd eventually come back to Volkov and tell him she wanted to resume her modelling career. Any other outcome would be plain stupid.

"She was playing it cagily, but by now I suspect she'll be fuming," he murmured. "The cock-sucking photo will make sure of that. You have an undoubted talent, my dear."

"I do?" she playfully queried, raising an inquisitive eyebrow. "Are you sure?"

Handing him the joint, she dropped her head to lick her way down his hard stomach. When her lips began to nuzzle his testicles, she was delighted to see his cock begin to react. Blowing Palmer had been a pleasure, but this man meant everything to her.

"You're insatiable," Volkov moaned, as she rolled his heavy globes in her mouth. This woman's appetite remained voracious.

"You have no idea...." she smirked, looking up into his eyes as she took his growing hardness into her mouth again.

*

Jenn Finney caught her reflection in the closet mirror. The smile on her face had been there ever since she'd returned to the hotel room after her incredible afternoon with Michelle Park.

"What are you smirking at?" she said to herself. And then she grinned again.

Unwrapping the bath towel from her head, she patted the still wet strands of her dark hair and admired the reflection of her gravity defying DD-cup breasts. They were so sensitive after Michelle's lavish ministrations. That was a nice feeling.

Everything had worked out incredibly well. Shortly before their sexual marathon had come to an end, the Asian model had confessed that she might be able to get her hands on information that would send Nikky Volkov to jail for a very long time.

She'd promised to deliver it, as long as her name was kept out of it. Jenn had jumped at the offer, of course.

It would prove to Sandra Wilson and the rest of the Met that she wasn't just a pretty face. To Jack and Roxie, too, although she hadn't been able to talk to either of them yet. Their hotel suite number was ringing out and neither of them was answering their mobile phones.

Then, there had been the sex. Oh fuck. The sex. Who would have thought that making love with another woman could be so fulfilling? Michelle was hands down the best lover she'd ever had. And tomorrow, they'd be meeting up again...

A warm blush covered her naked body as images of their passionate lovemaking returned to her. Okay, her career could be compromised if Sandra Wilson ever found what had happened, but didn't they say that the end justified the means?

They'd rested between bouts of lovemaking, of course, taken on fluid, swam in the pool, but always returned to the main course. Michelle had been a caring and considerate lover at first, but as the afternoon wore on she'd unexpectedly turned into an uninhibited sexual animal.

Jenn was still blushing from some of the things they'd done...

She ran her fingers down between her thighs. Her pussy was sore from the pounding it had taken. When the beautiful Asian model had eventually introduced her to her strappy, the experience had been every bit as satisfying as she had enjoyed with any man. And the added benefit was that the black dildo hadn't gone soft!

Turning her back to the mirror, she gave a sultry smile as she looked her naked body up and down over her shoulder. Her golden skin was still a little pink from the shower, but was shimmering from the body butter lotion she'd lathered on. Standing up on her toes, she ran a hand along the firm tuck of her asscheeks. Then she blushed again.

To think that Michelle's tongue had been there...

*

Roxanne elongated her body, pointed her toes, arched her back and stretched towards the pillows with her slender arms.

"Uhhh God!" she panted.

Her words were somewhere between a whisper and a moan.

She'd stopped thinking about Jack, Jade and Volkov some time ago and allowed herself instead to float away on a tide of sensual bliss. It was a relief from the myriad of thoughts going through her head. And Dawn's tongue was very enthusiastic.

The pixie-faced young woman's eyes were smiling up into hers as the sexy girl ramped up the tempo. She hadn't taken off her black-framed glasses as she pleasured the redhead and that only added to the intensity of the moment. Felt naughtier, somehow.

She groaned out loud this time. Another mind-blowing orgasm was closing in and they both knew it.

The make-up artist had responded excitedly to Roxanne's phone call, arranging to meet her without delay. They'd taken a taxi back to Dawn's modest hotel room—to 'talk', Roxie had said—although the sexual tension had been simmering between them all the way there.

They'd kissed as soon as they'd entered the room, and Dawn had taken that as tacit permission to instantly take things further...

Roxie's body rose up higher off the bed as that sweet, beautiful tongue worked faster. Her long legs opened wider and ... and ... shit oh shit, she was there again! This girl's capacity and willingness to give such incredible orgasms was unbelievable.



Once the tremors subsided, she took a long breath, filled her lungs and glanced down at her new lover. The grinning girl, with those librarian glasses perched on the bridge of her nose, remained between her legs. Her long tongue lapped again at Roxie's wet folds, a clear indication that there was more to come if she wanted.

"Feeling better?" she asked merrily, licking her lips.

Roxanne laughed. In this state she could barely hold onto a thought. How could she when she was feeling so thoroughly fucked.

"Much, much better," she purred.

"That's good. I aim to please."

They both giggled and Dawn traced her fingers along the redhead's thigh as she pulled herself into a sitting position. Their lips met again in a sweet, gentle kiss.

"I can taste me on your lips," Roxie murmured, when the girl pulled away.

"You can return the favour later," Dawn chuckled, twisting her body so that she could lie back against the redhead. "Would you like to talk now? Tell me what's worrying you?"

Roxanne settled her legs either side of the girl, but curled her feet just inside Dawn's ankles so that she could use her feet to spread her shapely legs a little more.

"I was surprised to get your call," Dawn added, happily stretching out in her new position. "You said you needed to see Jack about your conversation with Nikky Volkov."

"It's all very complicated..." Roxie wistfully said, pushing her hands under Dawn's arms and cupping her perky breasts.

She paused, wondering how she could explain when it didn't make any sense to her. Besides, saying her fears out loud would make them seem real and she wasn't sure she was ready for that.

"Your boyfriend is cheating on you?" Dawn suddenly asked.

The question jerked Roxanne's thoughts into order. Irrespective of what the photograph showed, Jack wouldn't cheat. He wasn't that type. She'd trust him with her life. She owed him her life.

"He'd never do that," she flatly said.

"Then what's the problem?"

"That's a good question," Roxanne sighed.

There could only be one answer. This had to be another Nikky Volkov set-up, even if the photos made that seem improbable. She needed to speak to Jack and find out exactly what was going on.

"Are you two happy together?"

"Of course," she instantly answered. Wasn't it strange how a couple of innocent questions could make everything appear so much clearer? "It sounds silly, but at times I think he's too good for me. He's a wonderful guy and I love him so much."

"But?"

Roxie playfully tugged on the girl's erect nipples.

"Hey, there are no buts," she softly chastised. "Jack and I have a wonderful relationship. We come from different backgrounds so it requires a lot of trust and a lot of understanding at times, but we always work things through. I can't imagine my life without him."

"Then you must do everything you can to keep him," Dawn said, turning her head to look at Roxie over her shoulder. "If you have a problem right now, talk to him. It's the only way."

Roxanne smiled. Of course. It really was that simple. Why had she let Nikky Volkov get into her head? But right now? She used the pressure of her heels to pull the girl's legs further apart.

"Are you sure, right now?" she teased, as she walked her long fingers down Dawn's flat stomach. The girl moaned when they found her clit. "I thought we agreed I had a favour to return?"
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Palmer: Fashion Week Ch. 10

Chapter 10 — SUNDAY — Blood on the tracks

It was early morning when Roxanne finally made it back to their suite. She had needed to expunge all of the negative thoughts in her mind before returning—about the photographs she'd seen of Jack with Jade, of Nikky Volkov's visit to see her and the offer he'd made.

She'd blanked her thoughts out in the way she knew best. Her sex with Dawn had left her feeling vibrant again.

She didn't consider last night as cheating on Jack. Another woman wasn't cheating. Nor did she consider that Jack had cheated with Jade. Despite the photographs of the African model sucking her boyfriend's cock, she knew that there would be a good explanation.

Jack just wasn't that sort of guy. He never had been and never would be. They'd talk about it soon and she'd understand everything then. But there wasn't any need to have that conversation yet. First, she needed the loving intimacy that sex with her boyfriend always brought.

Jack's phone was on the sofa in the sitting area, flashing with missed messages and incoming texts—no doubt all from her. That was a good sign. He was there. But was he alone? She hurried to the bedroom and breathed a sigh of relief. Had she really expected anything else?

Resting her weary frame against the wall behind her, she took a few moments to watch him sleep. His face was pressed against the pillow he'd tucked under one arm. He always did that when she wasn't with him. It showed he was missing her. His dark crinkled hair was tussled in eighteen different directions. That made her smile. He was one of the toughest men she knew, ready to face anything, and yet he was one of the most caring, too. It was a rare combination.

Silently, she pushed her body away from the wall and glided into the room. It took her only a few seconds to undress, leaving her clothes in a pool on the floor before crawling up onto the bed beside him.

He gave a start when she slipped beneath the thin white sheet covering his naked body. The way he tried to push her away, protect himself, was as if he'd been having a nightmare.

"Hey," she softly reassured, taking hold of his wrists and pinning his flailing arms down against the mattress. "It's me."

He stared at her blankly for a few seconds, blinking a couple of times, and then a soft smile creased his lips when he recognised her. He looked disorientated, so vulnerable, and when his mouth opened as if to say something, no words immediately came out.

"It's okay," she reassured him, leaning down to softly kiss him. "It's me, Jack. Shhh..."

His lips felt warm against hers as the kiss deepened, and then her tongue was filling his mouth. They needed to talk about what had happened—they both had stories to tell—but the needs of her body were intense right now. This was her boyfriend. She loved him. And she wanted, needed, to show him exactly how much.

"We'll talk, Jack," she whispered, stroking his damp brow with one hand and reaching for his growing erection with her other. "But first, make love to me."

She held his hardness in her palm as she slithered her curvy body downwards, loving the warmth his body generated. By the time her mouth found him he was fully erect and ready for her. Dipping her head forward, she swallowed him whole. This was her cock, not Jade's. It belonged in her mouth, in her cunt.

Roxie took him as far as she could into her throat, her wet tongue massaging his shaft all the way. His groans were reassuring and she went through her full repertoire, as if every second of her vast number of experiences were preparing her for this moment. Eventually, when it was clear it was becoming too much for him and that he was finding it difficult to hold back, she pulled her wet mouth away.

She wanted much more than a blowjob...

"This thing is for me?" she sighed happily, twisting around on the bed so that she could crawl back up his body.

When she dipped low, allowing his saliva-bathed cock to scrape between her breasts, she was rewarded with another groan.

Her hand found the throbbing hardness again, holding him in position as she settled her tanned thighs over his. Dammit, he looked so hot, staring up at her like that, his mouth half-open in anticipation. Her own lips parted as she sank down on him, a soft gasp escaping them at the sensation of his hardness sinking into her clutching pussy.

It felt incredible. So fucking incredible ...

"Oh, Jack, you feel so good," she murmured, resting her hands on his broad chest as she tightened her internal grip on his wonderfully thick girth. "Tell me you love me."

Palmer did. Instantly. He told her once, twice, three times, until she had no reason to doubt it anymore. But then, she never really had doubted it. Had she? Not when she followed her instincts. She dipped her head again to reward him with another soul-searing kiss.

"I love you, too, Jack," she murmured against his lips. "So much."

Throwing her red hair back, she stretched her arms out before her and ran her fingernails along his chest. Her large breasts began to swing tantalizingly between them as she straightened up to her full height and started to undulate on him.

"Oh fuck!" Palmer whined.

"Exactly," Roxie gasped.

She went slowly to begin with, allowing them both to savour the intimacy that a loving coupling like this brought. Then she began to pick up the pace. Gradually at first, then faster. His hands found her hips, gripping them tightly as she pulled upwards until she was almost clear of him and then sank back down again. She gasped and he grunted with each downward thrust. And then they were full gallop, their bodies covered in sheens of perspiration.

Neither of them was going to last. But that was okay...

The bed bounced and squeaked underneath them as the walls of her cunt caressed and squeezed him, telling her man he belonged inside her. She was a sexual Goddess, loving him in the way only she could.

"This cock is mine," she throatily growled, thinking of the photographs of her boyfriend and Jade. "All mine. Understand?"

His thick girth surged at her words. It felt wonderful inside her. It was where it belonged. It was hers...

Then she was fucking him again, a sexual dervish, even harder and faster this time. Nothing else mattered in the moment, only the way his body was responding to hers and the way he was finding it impossible to contain the orgasm that was bubbling inside him.

"Ready?" she urgently whispered, when she sensed his balls tighten.

He turned his head fractionally to meet her burning gaze. His hands slipped to her asscheeks and his voice was strained.

"Yeah."

"Me too."

Sweeping her red hair over her right shoulder, she drove her hips down one final time. The movement was enough to take her boyfriend and soul mate over the edge. The initial warm spurt of musky fluid inside her quickly turned into a deluge and Roxie savoured the intensity of each torrential burst before her own climax let loose.

Everything in the world was suddenly all right again.

*

Michelle Park was flying high. Really high. She had Nikolay Volkov's cock filling her and was on her third orgasm, but the moment felt akin to a black widow spider about to eat the male after copulation.

She had telephoned the Russian early morning—very early—after she'd had time to think everything through.

Her sex with Jenn Finney yesterday had been as hot as any in her life. The brunette had been a quick learner and her enthusiasm was mind blowing. Seducing any woman for the first time was always extremely satisfying, but the way the beautiful young brunette had willingly thrown herself into the session had been truly beautiful.

Not that it would save her. Volkov wanted her discredited and she'd carried out his instructions to the letter. It was unfortunate for the girl, but the only person Michelle was concerned about was herself.

She'd called Volkov to explain that the content from the close circuit cameras would be provided to him tomorrow. And of course, delivering the evidence would convince the Russian she was on his side. That way, he wouldn't think of her when he found out that the London Metropolitan police had full and comprehensive details of all his illegal activities. He'd be arrested the next time he set foot in Europe and the information she'd provided would see him locked up for a long time.

He'd been his usual arrogant self when she'd spoken to him, but had happily agreed to her suggestion that she visit him in his room.

That was the pièce de résistance. Fucking him one last time when she was the person responsible for sending him to prison would be incredibly satisfying. And it had been. She was on her back now, her legs pinched up over his shoulders as he drilled into her pussy.

His heavy balls slapped harder against the Asian model's tender sex, forcing a heavy grunt from his lips with each thrust. Sucking him off first had meant he'd been able to last so much longer, take her so much harder. She ran her fingers through his tussled blonde hair in encouragement. He was nearly there. She could tell. Could see it in his sparkling blue eyes.

It always came down to this. The richest and most powerful men in the world thought that they were in control; that people danced to their tune. But they were wrong. In moments like this, the woman was the one who had the control. And Michelle was about to prove that.

"Keep fucking me," she told him, driving home her superiority.

He tried to pummel her harder, to teach her a lesson. But when she squeezed him tighter with her pussy walls, he had to grit his teeth. He was just like all the others. No man had ever been able to resist her.

"Fuck my hot pussy. More..."

His face tightened into a cringe as he tried to retake control, but another grunt escaped his lips when she crossed her ankles behind his head. She yanked him closer, letting the weight of his body compress her even more. The action drove his cock even deeper into her wet cunt,

"Harder," she told him. "Fuck me harder..."

But when she squeezed her pussy muscles one final time, his cock went off like a depth charge. Sex had never felt so satisfying.

*

"I fucked up."

They were still in bed, resting after their exhaustive lovemaking. Jack Palmer was sitting up, with his back against the headboard, while Roxanne's body pressed into his as she lay backwards against him.

"Jade appeared from nowhere after I returned from following Nikky Volkov," he slowly continued, the weight of his confession almost too heavy to cope with. "She drugged me, Roxie, mixed Chemical grade Ecstasy into my drink. I couldn't think straight, not then, or when Volkov's men cornered me in the alley..."

"What?" the redhead gasped suddenly, swinging her head around so that she could look into his eyes.

"Jade drugged me," he repeated, meeting her startled gaze. "Then she took me back to our suite—"

"Not that," she interrupted, giving an exasperated sigh.

She was ahead of him as far as Jade was concerned. She'd fucked on Ecstasy many times in her previous life and knew from personal experience that Jack would have had no chance of resisting the African model after being drugged. If she ever saw the devious bitch again, she would tear her hair out. Nikky Volkov had set them up with the sole intention of driving a wedge between her and Jack.

But what was this about Jack following the Russian? And about Volkov setting some of his men on him?

"Tell me," she urged, swinging her body around on the bed and wrapping her arms around her boyfriend's shoulders. She hugged him close. "What happened, Jack? Tell me everything."

She listened to him without interruption, assimilating every piece of information he fed her until he had finished his explanation. When he eventually finished, she reached out to touch his sweat slick chest. His muscles sizzled beneath the surface, hot and hard.

"You didn't fuck up, Jack," she softly told him. "You were put in an impossible situation and it just proves everything you've thought about Nikky. You've been right all along."

If only she'd listened. It was becoming clearer and clearer to her just how dangerous Nikky Volkov was. He'd do anything to get what he wanted. Just ask Tony Yamamura!

"Thank goodness you managed to overcome those three thugs," she croaked, her voice full of emotion. "You've kept telling me we should leave Dubai, Jack. Let's do that today. All of us, you, me and Jenn. Leave Volkov to his games..."

She trailed off as she stared into his eyes. She'd seen that determined look before. Oh fuck, he was going after Volkov.

"Don't even think about it, Jack," she hurriedly told him, brushing her fingers through his hair. "There's no need to stay here any longer. Your girlfriend has a new career waiting for her..."

She quickly garbled out her Supermodel experience, how successful it had been, and how they wanted her to co-host the next series with Alicia Stiles. She wanted—needed—him to understand that they could make a new start. She was to blame for the way things had turned out with Dominic DeVere and she didn't want the same burden with Volkov. She couldn't put Jack in that position again.

"So you see, there's no need to go after Nikky Volkov, Jack," she despairingly continued, hoping to see his expression soften.

It didn't. He was delighted for her, she could see that, and she'd known that he would be. He always put her first above anything else. But once his mind was made up, she'd never known him to change it.

"That's great news, Roxie," he told her, kissing her forehead. "And it's the least you deserve. But don't you understand? Volkov has tried to compromise you, he's done the same with Jenn, and now it's my turn. He'll try again if someone doesn't stop him. Can't you see that?"

The redhead felt her tears begin to well up and she sniffed to hold them back.

"I know," she answered, her voice wavering a little.

"I know you do," he answered, pulling her into another hug. "All I want you to do is trust me. Can you do that?"

"Of course," she meekly said, against his chest.

She'd trust him with her life. And yet, her heart sank as he gently let her go and pushed up from the bed. There was so much more to tell him—about last night with Dawn, about being coerced into sucking the Volkov's cock after her first catwalk appearance. Had that really been a week ago? She wished that she'd never set eyes on the manipulative bastard. But now wasn't the time for further confessions. They'd have to wait. Jack needed a clear head when he confronted the Russian.

Roxanne had a dreadful feeling that there wasn't going to be a happy ending for one of them.

*

The air was hot and humid, the sky a deep shade of blue. And yet the bank of unexpected clouds near the horizon that combined with the freshening wind suggested that a storm was brewing.

Vladimir Kazakov didn't care about the weather outside. He stood just off the main lobby inside the imposing New City Convention Centre, observing everything that went on around him. The magnificently crafted building was full of glass, steel and imposing ceilings and yet the Ukrainian didn't recognise a single aspect of that beauty.

Such things were unimportant to him. Besides, his mind was completely fixed on the challenge ahead.

Remaining inconspicuous hadn't proven as difficult as he'd expected, not when most of the attention was firmly on the dozens of beautiful models—and their entourages—as they flowed in and out. He hated that sort of decadence, even though it served him well in this case. People like Nikky Volkov used such things to build up their empires.

But, today was the day the Russian was going to get his comeuppance.

Kazakov had arrived at the Centre a couple of hours ago and he'd spent his time since then reconnoitring the entire building. Nothing was left to chance. His photographic memory had taken pictures from every angle and filed them away in the back of his mind. He'd checked out where the security guards were positioned, what their habits were and, most importantly, the best escape route. He was fully prepared.

An unusual calmness had descended on him, despite the two pills he'd taken. The extra tablet would ensure his senses were raised to the level he needed. And as always, the effect was to leave him feeling like a fucking God. One who had right on his side! One who was invincible!

By the time he caught his late afternoon flight back to the Ukraine; Nikolay Volkov would just be a distant memory.

The deadline had passed yesterday, showing that the bastard Russian never had any intention of paying Kazakov the money he was owed. That was bad enough, but then the assassin had discovered that Volkov had put a contract out on him. On him! It was the second time he had tried to have the Ukrainian killed. A dozen men had been unleashed, with the single intention of taking him out.

They would have caught him, too, had they been up to the task. That was the problem with employing locals. However good they might be, they were never a match for a professional like him.

He'd been in a quiet bar last night, pondering on whether to cut his losses and return to the Ukraine, when a slim Asian woman in a tight, low-cut dress slid onto the barstool next to him. She'd rested a hand on his thigh as she'd begun to chat.

"Where are you from? How long are you here? Where are you staying?"

He hated fucking Asians and had almost swatted her away. But when her hand had found his crotch, casually rubbing his rapidly lengthening cock through his trousers as she spoke, he'd thought, why not? He had time on his hands, after all. When he'd patronizingly asked her what she did for a living, she'd laughed as if she'd enjoyed the quip.

"You know what I do," she'd replied, tugging down the zip of his trousers with well practiced ease. "I'm a whore."

Unusually, she'd taken him to the alley at the back of the bar rather than back to his hotel. He hadn't thought too much about it at the time, not when his cock was straining inside his trousers.

He'd fucked her there, against the stone wall—her legs wrapped around his waist, her fingers clawing at his scalp and her teeth biting down on his earlobe. The intensity of the fuck was such that he'd almost missed the swarthy Asian creeping up behind them.

A sudden out-of-place sound had alerted him and then he'd caught a glimpse of the man out of the corner of his eye. Acting on instinct, he'd swung the prostitute around so that he could face his attacker. Just in time. The switchblade knife had plunged into her back, not his.

He'd dropped the woman like a stone at his feet, ignoring her pitiful cries as the fall onto the cobbled ground drove the knife deeper into her wound. The man had been coming at him again and—with his trousers around his ankles and his erect cock still thrusting from his groin—he'd been at a major disadvantage.

The guy had taken instant advantage, hooking his ankle around the Ukrainian's and shoving him hard. But Kazakov was too wily to succumb to such a basic move. He'd grabbed hold of the bastard as he'd gone down, raising both legs as his back hit the cobbles and sending the man flying head over heels with a powerful two-footed kick to the head.

Scrambling to his feet, his erection rapidly fading, two more kicks into his assailant's face had quickly rendered the man semi-conscious.

It hadn't taken long to get the Asian bastard to talk, not once he'd broken both of his arms. And what he'd heard had enraged him. Volkov had struck a deal with someone, a Sheikh, who had arranged for a dozen armed men to be sent after the Ukrainian.

That knowledge added a completely new dimension to his situation.

Kazakov had snapped the man's neck before hiding his body, and the woman's, under some rubble in a nearby skip. Then he'd begun to make his plans. As far as he was concerned, it was kill or be killed...



*

"Hey, Roxanne, wait up!"

Jennifer Finney had been trying to get in touch with Jack and Roxie all morning, but neither had been answering their mobile. That had alarmed her and she'd been on her way to their suite when she'd caught sight of the redhead along one of the long hotel corridors.

She looked great, too, in a lime green blouse with its high, open collar and a pair of white shorts that left the curves of her tanned legs bare. Jenn blushed at the thought. After her sexual escapade with Michelle Park, she was looking at women in a new light. And Jack's beautiful girlfriend was as attractive as any she'd seen.

Roxanne swung around quickly, tugging at her long ponytail.

"Jenn, where have you been? I've been looking for you."

"Where have I been?" the brunette quickly responded. "I've been trying to get in touch with you and Jack since last night."

A soft blush tinged Roxie's cheeks. She'd ignored her phone during her session with Dawn and then again with Jack this morning. A lot had happened in such a short time.

"Yes, sorry," she said, trying to make light of the situation. "I was busy with my Supermodel work yesterday and Jack has been busy following up a couple of things..."

"Supermodel?" The look on Jenn's face was a picture. "I clean forgot about that. You were hosting the show with Alicia Stiles, weren't you? How did it go?"

"Fabulous," Roxie beamed.

They'd have plenty of time to talk about the show later, but for now she wanted to know what was on the brunette's mind.

"We can talk about it over a drink," she added, linking her arm with the brunette's. "But first things first. Is everything okay?"

The corners of Jenn's mouth curled up into a broad smile at the question and she glanced around them before continuing.

"Let's get that drink," she began, rolling those beautiful, round brown eyes of hers. "You're not going to believe it, Roxie. I can hardly believe it myself."

The redhead's brow furrowed in puzzlement. Since Jack had saved Jenn at the Smoke Stack, every conversation between them had been tinged with frustration. Now the girl was practically beaming.

"Tell me," she breathlessly said, as they began to head back along the corridor towards the hotel bar.

Jenn's excitement was infectious.

"I have it all," the brunette said, covering her mouth with her hand. "Complete documentary evidence of Nikky Volkov's illegal business dealings over the last few years."

She paused, as if for dramatic effect. Roxanne's green eyes had widened into saucers.

"I know, it's unbelievable but true," she emphasised, pausing at the top of the stairs.

There were a few more hotel guests around now that they were out in the open. She had to be careful.

"I've read every word," she went on, lowering her voice. "And I've already telephoned Sandra Wilson to talk her through all the salient points. Let's find Jack and I'll bring you both up to date—"

The sudden look of concern on Roxanne's face stopped her mid flow.

"What?" she asked.

"Jack's on his way to see Nikky Volkov," Roxie told her. Her voice was thick with emotion. "To have it out with him..."

The sudden chill that settled on both of them was almost tangible.

*

It felt as if everything had turned full circle. The last occasion Jack Palmer spent some time in the New City Convention Centre had been to see Roxie make her debut on the Dubai catwalk. That seemed as if it were a lifetime away. He'd also set eyes on Nikky Volkov for the first time that night and had disliked him instantly.

Now, he was about to confront the Russian.

It had taken a couple of phone calls to find the multi-millionaire's whereabouts. That put him at a disadvantage. It meant Volkov knew he was coming. But it would be difficult for him to get up to his tricks again. It was one thing lurking in the shadows, but this was in public.

He hated men like the Russian, who hid behind a cloak of respectability and yet allowed their darker side free reign. Corrupting people to get his own way was his specialty. He'd tried to compromise Jenn Finney at the Smoke Stack club after he'd found out she was an undercover cop. He'd been more successful with Palmer, but only after Jade had drugged him. And his men would have badly beaten Jack up last night if he'd allowed them to get the better of him.

Then there was Tony Yamamura. Jack was certain Volkov had him killed.

Palmer had learned a long time ago that the only way to deal with a bully was to take him on. That's why he was here. He wanted the Russian multi-millionaire to see the whites of his eyes, to fully understand that his vast wealth and influence meant nothing to him. If he interfered in his and Roxie's life again, then he needed to know that Palmer was coming after him, regardless of the consequences.

Jack's thoughts turned to Roxanne while he waited for Volkov to emerge—his Roxanne, with her flowing red hair, sparkling green eyes and contagious bubbly personality. His girlfriend and his soul mate. Who would have thought he could have found love with someone like her? They were from different worlds and yet they just gelled.

And the sex...

He'd never met a woman so comfortable in her own skin. She knew how hot she was and knew exactly how to use her sexuality. Yet she never flaunted it. She was a supermodel in her own right and yet she was so down to earth she could be the girl next door.

Suddenly, Palmer's body tensed. Nikky Volkov had emerged from the elevators at the far end of the Centre. A woman was with him, maybe his secretary, although she looked more like a model with her jet black hair, full lips and an admittedly voluptuous body.

They were flanked by two men, clearly his bodyguards from the way they carried themselves. The way they looked from side to side as they strutted a pace or two behind was almost comical. It was clear that that the Russian wasn't taking any chances, but Palmer knew there wasn't going to be any violence here. Volkov was too smart for that.

The ex-cop waited until he was sure which direction they were headed before quickly leaving his position near the front of the complex. He could cut them off at the bottom of the staircase.

*

Nikky Volkov wasn't surprised to see Jack Palmer approaching them across the tiled floor. He'd been told that the former detective was coming to see him. The man seemed to have nine lives, but by walking into the lion's den he was about to find out he'd used them all up.

"Leave us," he murmured to Angela, his secretary.

He watched her beautiful ass swing from side to side as she made her way towards the front desk. He was going to fuck it later tonight. But first, he had business to take care of. Palmer was unlikely to try anything in here, but his bodyguards would sort him out if he did. He clicked his fingers by his side to attract their attention.

"So..." he said, as the ex-cop approached him. "So this is Jack Palmer?"

He deliberately made his Russian accent more pronounced as he regarded his enemy. The man didn't look particularly tough, even though he'd fought off the three idiots Volkov had sent to beat him up last night. Still, there was a look in his eyes that the Russian recognised only too well. Palmer didn't fear anything, least of all him.

"You keep getting in my way, Mr. Palmer," he continued, taking the initiative. "Like an irritating fly buzzing around my head. Do you know what I do with flies?"

He raised his right hand and curled his fingers tightly together

"I crush them. As easily as this..."

The bodyguards exchanged a glance as they laughed, but Volkov stilled the sound with a single glance. He could see that Palmer wasn't easily intimidated. He was here on a mission. His bodyguards needed to be fully focussed, not chuckling like schoolchildren.

"The thing is, you're an exception, Mr. Palmer..." he went on, hating the way the bastard just kept staring at him.

Who did he think he was, confronting him like this? Did he think he could frighten Nikolay Volkov? Anger rose in his throat like bile, but he contained it. He'd soon put him in his place.

"Congratulations," he continued, keeping his voice steady. "Normally the people who irritate me don't understand what is about to happen to them. In your case, I want you to fully appreciate what's about to come your way. You're a dead man walking."

For the first time since he'd approached, the look on Palmer's face changed. The sullenness was replaced by contempt.

"You're so full of shit," he calmly replied, moving forward.

Both bodyguards reached inside their jackets as they tried to step between the two men, but the Russian stilled the movement with an upraised palm.

"Not here," he rasped at them. "We don't want to be provoked."

He turned back to Palmer, a condescending smile on his face.

"You think so?" he snapped, meeting Palmer's gaze head on. "Let me tell you that every step you take from here is being watched, and not just by me. The Sheikh is taking a special interest in you, at my request, of course. His men are waiting for you when you leave the premises, and they'll be a damn sight more proficient than the fools last night. And once you're out of my hair, Roxanne—"

He took a sudden step back as Palmer lunged forward. Clearly the mention of his girlfriend's name had tipped him over the edge. So he was emotional after all? That played right into his hands.

It was the last thought that went through his mind...

*

Palmer cursed himself for reacting, but just as Volkov stepped back and away from him, an echoing roar sounded in his ear. He glanced up to see the Russian fall backwards, arms outstretched.

Blood oozed from the bullet hole in his forehead.

The two bodyguards pulled their weapons from inside their jackets, swinging around as if they were unsure about the direction of the gunfire. Palmer knew it had come from above them. One of the men was shot almost immediately, crumbling in a heap onto the marble floor, while the other desperately tried to take cover behind a pillar.

All of a sudden, people around them were screaming and rushing for cover as the realisation of the unfolding carnage hit them. Palmer glanced at Volkov as he threw himself behind the bottom of the staircase. The Russian lay sprawled face-up in a widening pool of blood. He was unmoving, clearly dead.

More gunfire rang out as the second bodyguard stupidly moved back into the open, squeezing off a series of shots up at the balcony above them. His head jerked backwards as a bullet hit him, the initial speck of blood on his chest rapidly widening as he dropped to the floor.

Whoever the assailant was, he knew what he was doing. That could only mean one thing. Vladimir Kazakov...

Palmer glanced upwards and saw the gunman looking downwards before he began to retreat. He had achieved his aim. His focus now would be on his escape route. But where?

Instinct kicked in and he rushed to the staircase, crouching low as he took the upward journey three steps at a time. Yes, it had to be Vladimir Kazakov. Who else? Gaining his revenge?

The balcony was full of terrified visitors, all crouching and covering their heads with their hands and arms as they tried to hide from whatever was going on around them. Palmer saw a spent shell casing at the top of the stairs and kept going past it. There was another, smaller, set of stairs in the far corner.

Up to the roof of the building?

Once a cop, always a cop, he told himself as he made his way past the shocked visitors towards the stairs. One glance upwards revealed a partly open hatch at the top. Yes, the gunman had come this way.

Climbing the stairs, he gingerly pushed it half-open so that he could look out. He half expected the sound of a bullet in his direction but there was none. Scrambling upwards, he crawled through the gap and blinked twice as the hot sun hit his face. Once he adjusted his eyes to the intense light, he caught sight of a figure making its way across the roof top and towards a fire escape that presumably led down to the ground. The assassin had meticulously planned his escape.

For a moment, their eyes met, but Kazakov—if that's who it was—was too preoccupied with keeping his balance to risk a shot. When he disappeared from view, Palmer almost went after him. Then common sense kicked in. This wasn't his fight. What the fuck was he doing?

Slowly, he turned around and made his way back inside the building...

*

Michelle Park stood infront of the mirror in her hotel bedroom, a haughty smirk on her stunning face. Her almond-shaped eyes slithered lazily across her olive-hued figure as she admired her naked body. She was hot. There was no doubt about that.

Was there a man or woman alive who could resist her? If there were, the Korean American model had yet to meet them.

Pulling her long dark hair across one shoulder, she turned one way and then the other as she checked herself out. Her full breasts sat high and perky with all the grace of youth, her spectacularly high nipples were still proud and erect, and her velvety smooth pussy was slightly swollen from her intense encounter with Nikky Volkov.

There wasn't an ounce of excess fat on her fabulous body, testament to all those hours in the gym.

A mischievous smile touched the edge of her lips at the recollection of her early morning encounter with the Russian. Men were so fucking easy to fool, even someone as supposedly intelligent as Nikky Volkov. When he was arrested, she'd be able to put her and Tony's plan into action. Part of it anyway. She'd stay out of the limelight, find a guy who would take the fall if things went wrong, and take things step by step.

The sound of her telephone reinforced her thoughts. She knew exactly who it was on the other end, returning her earlier call. After supplying Jenn Finney with the damming information on Volkov, she'd instantly set the ball rolling. By the time she was comfortably seated on her flight back to the States, things would be taking shape.

"Hello?" she said, pouring herself a celebratory glass of champagne as she picked up the receiver.

"Michelle," the female voice on the other end said. "It's good to talk to you again."

"Indeed," the Asian model purred, taking a sip.

The liquid slid down her throat as easily as Nikky Volkov's cock had.

She hadn't spoken to Bree Jensen since the porn star had hurriedly returned to Las Vegas after Tony's death. But their threesome the night before still burned brightly in her mind. Both women had fought for sexual superiority that night and it was a battle Michelle was looking forward to resuming again. Perhaps just the two of them this time?

"I'd like to meet you when I get back to America," she said, turning back to admire herself in the long mirror.

"You would?" Bree's voice sounded surprised. "Why?"

"To resurrect the business proposition you agreed with Tony and I."

The momentary silence down the line was palpable. Michelle smiled at her reflection, as if sharing the moment with the sexy lookalike. The reflection smiled back. With Nikky Volkov out of the way, there'd be numerous opportunities to exploit the void left by his imprisonment. She intended to take full advantage.

"That sounds ... interesting..."

The Korean American model's smile widened as she took another sip of champagne. It was her favourite drink. She had wondered whether Tony's demise might have spooked the blonde pornstar but, as she'd hoped, Bree Jensen was made of sterner stuff.

"You still have full access to the sort of girls we discussed?" she asked. They were vital to her plans. "Big names in your industry, who would be happy to, let's say, expand their horizons?"

"Honey," Bree laughed heartily. "For the right money, anything is possible. But as I explained to Tony, women in our particular vocation don't come cheap."

Michelle joined in the laughter.

"And as Tony reassured you when he was around, money won't be an issue," she simply said. "You have my word on that. I'll call you tomorrow when I'm back in the States and we can talk further."

She tapped the phone on her teeth as she ended the call. Perhaps she would visit Bree in Las Vegas? That would be fun!

The tap on her bedroom door brought her thoughts back to the moment and she peered through the peephole before answering. A girl in her position couldn't be too careful. It was a bellboy, there to collect her suitcases. He was early. She hadn't fully packed yet. He was also large, muscular and quite good looking...

"You're early," she said as she flung the door open.

She stood there for a moment, one hand on her hip in a perfect model's pose, smiling wantonly at the look of shock on his face as his gaze covered her naked body. Oh yes, he was good looking. Executing a perfect turn, she sauntered back to the centre of her room, knowing without glancing back that his eyes were on her perfect ass.

"Perhaps you can wait here a few minutes while I finish packing?" she asked, tossing him a sexy look over her shoulder. "Do you like champagne?"

He seemed in two minds as the ramifications of her offer sank into his brain, but then nervously stepped into the room and silently closed the door behind him. His gaze shot around the room as he moved from foot to foot, as if he was expecting someone to jump out of the bathroom and ask what the fuck he was doing.

"There's just you and me," Michelle reassured him, reaching for the bottle of bubbly.

She carried it with her to the bed, holding it up as she eased her perfect body down onto the edge of the mattress. Tilting the bottle forward, she allowed the liquid to splash across her breasts, run down her stomach and between her widespread thighs.

"Well, lover," she said, raising a single eyebrow. "I feel the need to celebrate which means this is your lucky day. You said you liked champagne. Why don't you come and get it."

EPILOGUE

The non-stop flight from Dubai International Airport was circling around the City of London, awaiting approval to land at the Heathrow airport.

The first half of the journey had passed relatively quickly, with both Roxie and Jenn bombarding him with questions after he'd relayed the news of Nikky Volkov's death. They'd been as shocked as he had at the killing, and he knew how frightened but relieved Roxanne was that he'd been unscathed as the violence unfolded. For her, for both of them, it had been one shoot-out too many.

The last few hours had dragged for him. He just wanted to get home. He'd watched—but not really seen—a couple of movies to pass the time, while half-listening to Roxie and Jenn's chatter. They could talk, those two girls, and he knew they'd found a new friend for life.

He'd replayed every aspect of Volkov's death in his mind over and over again, wanting to be crystal clear on every fact. Just before he'd died, the Russian had told him that the Sheikh's men would be targeting him when he left the building. He hadn't mentioned that to Roxie or Jenn and, besides, the shooting had changed all that. The threat had faded into thin air, as if the Sheikh couldn't afford to be caught up in anything like this. His connection to Volkov could have been exposed.

He'd even had an easy ride with the police. They could have kept him in Dubai for as long as they wanted, and concocted all manner of charges against him. Instead, he'd been free to go after only a couple of hours of questioning. It was clear why.

The Sheikh wanted him—them—out of the country.

"You okay?" Roxie suddenly asked beside him.

She was still shocked by Volkov's violent demise, but so much more relaxed now that they were returning home. Jenn was the same, especially as she was heading back to the Met with her head held high. She had a thick file of information that exposed the Russian for the crook he was. She'd come out of this with her reputation enhanced.



He still hadn't discovered how she'd gained access to the information, and wasn't going to push her on the subject. He'd find out when she was ready to tell him. Anyway, did it matter? All of them were done with Nikky Volkov now.

"I'm fine," he told Roxie, staring at her thoughtfully.

Was now the right time? Why not?

"Although I have to admit," he quietly continued, "there is one thing on my mind."

She turned in her seat to face him, a sudden frown appearing on her beautiful face. He knew why. The last thing she needed was for him to spring anything else on her. But when she replied, she surprised him.

"I know," she said, her voice a little hoarse.

Palmer shot her a puzzled look. She had always been able to read him like a book, but she couldn't really know what he was thinking...

"You do?" he asked.

"Mhmmm," she nodded, biting down on her lip in the way she did when she was worried. "You're wondering whether all of this has been worth the hassle, whether we have a future together."

"What?"

He stared into her beautiful green eyes, waiting for them to lighten up and tell him she was joking. But no, she was being serious.

"I can't help being who I am, Jack," she continued, her voice low and full of apprehension. "Sometimes, I think you'd be better off with a different girl. Someone without all my baggage, you know?"

He stared at her momentarily before shaking his head in disbelief. She really thought that? This was the woman he wanted to spend the rest of his life with! He reached his arm around her shoulders and pulled her into a soft kiss, letting his lips answer for him. When he pulled away, he cupped her chin so that he could meet her searching gaze.

"Roxie, you're the only woman I've truly loved," he told her, his voice choking with emotion at what he was about to ask. "How about we get married when we return to England?"

Her green eyes blinked in shock and he could see the tears welling up in them long before they began to roll down her cheeks. The good news was that they were tears of happiness.

"Oh Jack! Yes! Yes, yes, yes. Yes, please..."

THE END
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Politics Ch. 01

Chapter 1: Beginnings

Erika Johansson smiled that all-knowing smile of hers. The twenty-five year old Swedish beauty was well aware of the contents of the package. Benni always sent the photos in a buff envelope. Watching the delivery boy leap back onto his motorbike, she pushed closed the deep red front door of her London Mews home, allowing a contented sigh to escape from her full lips.

Fixing a loose strand of her long, blonde hair behind her ear, the stunning Nordic woman ripped open the small parcel, tearing the buff paper in her haste. Keeping a recording together with pictorial evidence of all the young women she and her boyfriend seduced had become an obsession.

Boyfriend? She let out a deliciously throaty laugh at the word that passed through her mind. Yes, Alistair Brinkley-Jones was her boyfriend. He was also heir to the Brinkley-Jones fortune. And soon, the Conservative Party leader would be contesting a General Election.

Erika Brinkley-Jones had a nice ring to it. Wife to the first black Prime Minister, to the man who would eventually inherit millions! Okay, she was a long way from that position. Alistair had neatly sidestepped any overtures she'd made in that direction. That was fine – she could be patient.

That's how she'd reached her position in life after all. Marriage to a sixty-five year-old business magnate had set her up financially. Or, at least, the divorce had. Dennis Irwin had fallen for her charms, but hadn't been able to keep up with her sexual preferences. It was inevitable that they'd part ways. Many people had predicted it from the beginning.

After all, they said, he was a man old enough to be her grandfather! Erika was only too well aware of the reaction. After all, that was part of her plan, right? Only nineteen at the time of their marriage, she knew exactly what she was doing. It had been easy enough to trap the old fool. And it hadn't been that difficult to negotiate an acceptable divorce settlement. Getting him to agree there'd be no pre-nup had been the hardest part.

But then, he'd been captivated…

It hadn't just been the pre-nup, of course, that had led to Dennis being so generous. With so many incriminating photos, he had no choice. Should their sexual games be made public, hopes of the knighthood he so craved would be shattered. Game, set and match!

A slow smile spread across her sculptural face as she thought back to those times. Men really were such uncomplicated creatures. The smile widened as thought of the enjoyment she'd get watching the CD later. She flicked through the photographs, her tongue dancing across her full pink lips as she recalled her and Alistair's latest conquest.

Unfiltered and uncensored, the early shots showed off the innocent young blonde's nudity from all angles. The later photos were much more intense, the little slut's face contorted in ecstasy as Alistair fucked her, and then her eager head buried between Erika's golden thighs.

It had been her first time with a woman, and in truth, she hadn't been that good. But that was okay. It was the whole process of seduction that gave Erika as much enjoyment as the act itself. Turning an innocent into a bi-slut. It was her most favourite feeling in the world. And when she found one who suddenly discovered she'd been born to pleasure women…

God, the thought sent a shiver of excitement all the way to her sex. Though she and Alistair had already fucked that morning, she instantly decided that a second, quick fuck was required.

Gathering the video and photographs in her hand, she stooped to collect the ripped paper from the floor and then hurried through the long hallway, and up the stairs into the bedroom. Alistair was his usual self - rushing around the room as he dressed, worried about being late because of their early morning lovemaking session.

"Want to see the photos?" she drawled in that sexy Scandinavian accent, leaning in the doorframe and running a hand through her long, glossy hair. Yesterday's visit to the hairdresser's may have been expensive, but it had been more than worthwhile. Besides, money didn't matter.

"Don't have time," the forty-year-old black politician grunted, shifting uncomfortably at the dressing table chair as he peered into the mirror. He fastened his blue tie in smooth, practiced motions, meeting her eyes in the reflection. "I have a couple of meetings this morning, then have lunch with someone who's going to manage the rest of my campaign. Can't miss that."

"Thomas Kincaid?" she asked, stepping in behind him. She stroked one hand across his shirt-covered shoulder. "Yes, from what you've told me, he's just what we need."

What we need? One of Dennis's parting gifts at their divorce was an introduction to the Conservative Leader. She'd taken it with both hands, gradually inveigling her way into his affections. It hadn't been that difficult, the low cut top she'd worn to their first meeting had seen to that. His eyes had almost popped out. He'd been looking for a PA, and having carried out a similar role for Dennis, she'd been the perfect candidate.

One of the benefits of being Alistair's PA was that she had control of his diary. That often meant hastily rearranging a meeting when the need for sex overtook her. "But lunchtime is a long way off, darling," she continued, "And that first meeting is only with that boring Tom Broadhurst. Who wants to hear about his strategy for cleaning up the riverbanks, anyway?"

As the Scandinavian beauty spoke, she slowly perched her firm ass on the top of the dresser. The short, pinstripe skirt rode up her thigh, revealing a sliver of tanned skin above her nude coloured stockings. If that wasn't more enticing than the Deputy Secretary for the Environment…

Twisting a little on the dresser top as she got his attention, Erika dropped one photo on the glass top in front of her dark haired lover.

She loved the way he wore his hair slightly longer than he should, and swept it back in an uninhibited way. Her influence, of course. It made him stand out from all those boring politicians he had to deal with. That, and the fact he was black. It seemed that Barrack Obama's success in America had opened the door of acceptability. The country's first black Party leader could soon become the first black Prime Minister.

"More interesting than boring meetings, don't you think?" she teased, glancing down at the image of her and the girl engaged in a heated kiss. She watched his reaction, seeing the desire alight in his eyes like a match to kindling. Her skirt rode up as she uncrossed her legs. It had the desired effect. Alistair looked. Saw the garters holding her stockings up. That flame grew.

The politician felt his cock stir, but tried to push the feeling from his mind. He was already well behind schedule and the car sent to take him to campaign headquarters was due in ten minutes.

"Much more interesting," he answered with a rye smile. "But they'll be banging the door down if I don't get moving. I'll view them later."

"Really?" Erika responded, with one of her sexiest smiles. Her adorable light blue eyes promised so much when they looked at him that way. "Tell me," she continued, rolling her shoulders back and pushing her chest forward, "can you see my nipples in this blouse? That would never do…"

Alistair licked his lips as he surveyed the blonde woman's long body. God, he loved the freckles that dotted her face and ran down to cover her cleavage. Even as he watched, Erika was unbuttoning her white blouse, displaying the lacy white bra to his hungry gaze. Slipping to her feet, her skirt quickly followed, uncovering the thong that matched her sexy garter belt and bra.

She could see the indecision in his eyes. Another fuck, or his early morning meeting? The sexy way she unhooked her bra and allowed her full breasts to bounce free made his decision easier. Like many Scandinavian women, her tanned swells defied gravity, and her high, dark nipples pointed skywards.

With a grunt, he reached out for her.

"Hey," she playfully teased, pulling away from his grasping hands. She knew exactly what she was doing. Keep him wanting more! It was a technique that was second nature. "You don't have time. And I'm only changing because this might be too provocative for the macho men at Party Headquarters."

She felt his eyes burning into her as she headed across to the bed, dropping the photographs on the floor as she walked. Stripping the tiny thong down her legs, she crawled on the bed like a lioness surveying her kingdom. The sight of her naked, except for the stockings, never failed to turn him on.

"You know I'm flying to France later," she huskily murmured. "But I do have a nice surprise lined up for you tonight."

"Surprise?" He knew exactly what Erika's surprises consisted of.

"Oh yes," she replied, "don't want you frustrated while I'm away."

Stretching across the bed, one hand picked up the mobile phone and waved it in the air. The other was already rubbing her smooth pussy. "But for now, Alistair, want me to phone and delay the car and your appointment?"

The black politician hesitated for only a second before he began to rip off his tie and head for the bed.

***

Rebecca de Santos grinned down at her naked lover. Sex on the carpet, or anywhere else for that matter, made a wonderful change from bed. "So," she teased as she rubbed her wetness along his hard stomach. "You have lunch with the Conservative Party Leader. Wants to offer you a job, does he?"

Thomas Kincaid returned her smile. Right at that moment, he was interested in fucking, not talking, but he sensibly allowed his girlfriend to tease him in the way she so loved. The benefits of doing so were only a few seconds away.

"Well, Becky," he responded with a theatrical raise of his pale right eyebrow. "I guess he's heard how well I can service people."

"Is that right?" the raven haired beauty giggled, leaning down to plant a soft kiss on his lips before straightening again. Her red fingernails dug into his smooth chest. "Think you can service me to my satisfaction?"

"Never had any complaints before," her golden haired boyfriend smiled, gripping his girlfriend's hips and attempting to force her body backwards and onto his cock.

Rebecca wasn't having any of it. She was the one in control, after all. Her deep brown eyes stared into his. "Hey, buster," she responded, squeezing her knees either side of his thighs to keep him in the position she wanted. "Let me see. You'll be wining and dining, and hobnobbing with the next Prime Minister of England, while I'm putting the 'girls' through their paces at the aerobics class? Doesn't seem fair?"

Thomas grunted as she rubbed her toned ass back along the length of his cock. Everything about the aerobics instructor's body was hard and fit.

"You…" he began, stopping himself as another low moan involuntarily escaped his lips. "You know you prefer taking that class," he mumbled. "In fact, I'm beginning to suspect that you love that class more than me."

"Oh, you're on to us, huh? Damn…" she laughed. It was almost true. Rebecca loved her work, and was exceptionally good at it too. He'd once made the mistake of attending one, just for fun. Despite his keeping himself pretty fit, he'd ached for days afterwards.

The Brazilian beauty raised both eyebrows. It was that look of hers that told Thomas it was time. Their conversation was at an end. Without another word, she eased herself backwards and with that delicious gasp she always gave at entry, sank down onto his hard cock.

Throwing her wavy, raven coloured hair back so that it bounced on her shoulders, the twenty-two year old thrust her breasts outward. They looked especially inviting the way they half peeked out from below the red tee shirt, pulled up around the top of her chest. There was just enough visible to remind him of their pear like shape, and the bullet hard brown nipples looked like they were begging to be sucked.

"Like what you see?" she teased, watching his eyes glued to her wonderfully full swells as they gently bounced.

She raised her hands and ran her fingers into her wavy locks, maintaining the pose as she slowly and gently undulated on his hardness. When her eyes began to cloud, they both knew she was feeling it…

Time for action.

Dropping a hand to his chest, she ground down harder onto his glistening cock. "Look," she ordered, pausing to allow his gaze to sweep down to their union. Beneath her dangling belly piercing, her smooth labial lips stretched lewdly around his thick girth.

Thomas groaned in appreciation as he ran his palms along her athletic, dark brown legs. He loved her natural sexiness, so comfortable with her body. His fingers stroked her slim legs as the sight of his cock disappearing inside her cleanly shaved pussy intoxicated his mind. God, she was sexy!

"You like?" she softly asked, in that husky accent.

The golden haired young man nodded, feeling his mouth suddenly grow dry. Being an aerobics instructor, she was in perfect shape. Being Brazilian, she was fiery. It was an irresistible combination.

His fingernails dug into her flesh.

Her hips began to respond to his touch, thrusting down and up again in perfect rhythm. She undulated on the cream coloured carpet, driven on by the feelings inside her hotness and the moans she was eliciting from her lover with each down-thrust. She was a wild, uninhibited animal, rutting down on him in long, powerful movements.

Thomas grunted as he thrust up into her, doing his best to meet each powerful undulation. It wasn't easy. Only their grunts and the slapping of their flesh filled the small living area.

"Ngh," he gasped as she leant forward, allowing him to cup the breasts that were now fully exposed. It was a prelude to her orgasm. She loved having her breasts pleasured when she was on the verge. He loved it too - the way her eyes closed and her face creased. In those moments just before she came, he always felt an extra surge inside his balls.

Thomas kneaded both swells, gently at first, and then harder. "Yes…" she moaned. He flicked his thumb across her erect, brown nipples. Her body shuddered. She gasped - something in Portuguese – her body going stiff. "Uh—" she half-gasped, as the orgasmic tide began to sweep through her.

"Yes… oh, yes…" Thomas encouraged, ramming himself upwards inside her one final time.

As she exploded, the raven-haired beauty's head fell forward, her silken waves bouncing as they covered her face. Thomas gripped her hips as her body trembled and jerked. Her face dropped to bury itself in his shoulder. She continued to roll her hips along his length, maximising every one of the small electrical currents still running through her.

Eventually, her breathing returned to normal. His turn now.

Thomas rolled her onto her back, positioning his knees inside her spread legs. He was grateful that the shag pile would minimise his discomfort. His knees and elbows were still red from yesterday's session on the bathroom floor.

Rebecca wrapped her long legs around his back, pulling him closer. "Fuck me, Thomas," her husky tone encouraged, her tongue licking around his ear and neck as she groaned out the words. He could feel the firmness of her breasts on his chest. He could feel her nipples digging into his flesh.

He took her hard and fast, the pent up adrenalin inside him driving him to the relief he badly needed. As he felt himself move closer, he drilled harder. She tossed her head left and right, like a porn star being fucked on screen. "Uhhh, uhhh…" she moaned. "Harder… harder!"

Sweat dripped from his forehead as he responded. Grunts escaped his mouth with each driving thrust. Their eyes met for a second, then Thomas was scrunching his closed, gritting his teeth, as his release closed in.

Recognised the signs, Rebecca tightened her legs around his waist and dug her heels into his heaving ass. "Cum now, Thomas... cum for Becky..."

He pushed up on his elbows, steadying himself as the thick, creamy cum surged from his balls, through his shaft. He jerked forward, a sweaty beast hulking over his prey, and exploded inside her.

The feel of his seed peppering her insides triggered her second orgasm. The Brazilian beauty dug her sharp fingernails into his shoulder blades and her heels into his back, lifting her athletic frame from the rug, as if this was one of the more extreme exercises from her aerobics class.

He pumped in and out even as he spent, forcing as much of his manjuice from him and into the sucking beauty. Rebecca responded in kind, gripping him tightly as, for a few final moments, they continued to buck and jerk.

"Hurry home from your meeting with your politician," she eventually whispered, her pearly white teeth biting down on his earlobe. Her aerobic sessions always left her craving sex. "I haven't finished with you yet."

***

Every day in recent months, the old man in the out-of-place café on the corner of Mayfair and Park Lane had watched the same scene unfold. For the few customers ordering their morning breakfast sandwiches, talk was of the forthcoming General Election. For the South American, British politics was the last thing on his mind.

He licked his thin lips in anticipation of the sight that was coming his way. The cold London winter was over, replaced by the early shoots of Spring. He loved the sudden change in temperature. Gone were the heavy coats and long boots. The women of England's capital finally began to unveil their wonderful bodies. Sexy, tight tops, short skirts, plenty of cleavage. Thank God for Spring - and soon it would be summer! He licked his lips again.

Wiping a dark hand across his brow, the sixty-five year old handed his breakfast order to a young City gent, but all the time keeping his eyes on the silver car. Then it happened.

The pair of long, sculptured legs appeared…

Their owner, a pale brunette, emerged from her Mercedes with all the grace of a gazelle. But then, she'd done the same for the past few months. The old man's window overlooking her parking place gave him the perfect view, and he made sure he took advantage. God, Miss Katie was sexy.

The immaculately tailored dark skirt rucked up for the moment on the leather seat of the car. It was what the South American had been waiting for. In the heaviest winter cold, she'd worn trousers as part of the suit. Then a long skirt, slit generously to mid calf. Now, the skirt was much shorter.

As it caught on the seat, it allowed the watching man a clear view of her sexy, black stocking tops and the bare skin above. She'd been his masturbatory fantasy for months now.

He ignored a customer request as he silently watched through the long window. Despite his age, notwithstanding his nationality, there was something about the way Miss Katie looked at him that told him that, given the right circumstances…

"In a minute," he snapped at his young customer as he repeated his order. There was plenty of time to heat the requested croque-monsieur sandwich. He wasn't going to miss a second of the sight unfolding.

Stepping out of the car, Katie Nichols took her time as she ran both of her hands over her pert ass, smoothing the errant skirt back in place. Her cheeky smile across at the old man told him she knew he was watching, and that she was happy enough giving him his usual morning treat.

He sighed in admiration, pushing back the cloth cap on his head into a slightly jauntier angle. Feeding the croque-monsieur into his microwave, his eyes never left the woman as he poured a coffee into the takeaway cup.

The change in the temperature meant that she kept her suit jacket in the back of the car. Not more than fifteen yards away, he took his time drinking in the generous breasts that pushed against the cream blouse, admiring the way they bounced deliciously as she moved. He was never quite sure whether she wore a bra. The suit jacket she took from the rear of the vehicle tapered down from her athletic shoulders to her deliciously slim waist.



What he would give for five minutes alone with this one!

Her long chestnut brown hair bounced on her shoulders as she tossed her head back. It framed her beautifully sculptured cheekbones, large eyes and voluptuous mouth. Why didn't women look like that when he was her age? What was she… around thirty? The women were all frumpy when he'd been thirty.

Yes, no doubt about it. He'd be masturbating again as soon as he arrived home later that evening. Watching for the usual, warm smile she shot in his direction before slipping money into the parking meter, he turned back to his young customer, anxious to complete the transaction before Miss Katie arrived. Within a minute, he had him served and was reaching for the sandwich that was his dream woman's preferred choice.

Katie Nichols glanced at her watch. Eight o'clock in the morning was her usual time but today she was a few minutes late. Heading across to the small takeaway café, she felt the surge of adrenalin that invariably lodged in her pussy muscles when she walked in there.

The small, South American owner may have been in his sixties, but he reminded her so much of her first time, all those years ago…

"There you are, Miss Katie," the thin man said, bringing her out of her thoughts as she made her way through his door. She pushed up her large, dark sunglasses, using it like a headband. Her eyes adjusted in time to see him handing her the prepared breakfast wrap. "You shouldn't rush breakfast," he continued, heading for the cappuccino machine. "It's the most important meal of the day. Take your time and eat it here, work can always wait."

"Oh, yes, Eduardo," the psychiatrist laughed, her wide smile hitting both sides of her lush mouth. "I can see that going down well with my patients. 'Don't worry about your problems, I'm having breakfast.'"

For a second, her heart missed a beat as she gave in to the forbidden thought that always lurked at the back of her mind. If she missed an appointment, it wouldn't be because she was having breakfast here. It would be because she was sliding the café owner's South American 'snake' into her mouth, just like all those years ago! The thought sent shivers down her spine.

The sixty-year-old smiled at her as he poured the large cappuccino into the takeaway cup, fitting the top onto it with all the panache of someone who'd been doing the same for the last ten years of his life.

His smile froze as he glanced at her. It was there again! He could see it in her expression, in the twinkle of those dark eyes. He knew women and this one was, unbelievably, attracted to him. If only he could get her alone...

"Then come earlier for breakfast, beautiful woman," he craftily suggested as he recovered his poise. "I'll open my café just for you!"

Katie felt herself grow moist. It had been some time since she'd had a man in her mouth, let alone a comparative stranger. The thrill of giving head to someone she didn't know was a weakness she just had to live, and cope, with.

"Can't do that, Eduardo," she answered with a grin, taking the coffee he handed her to go along with the tuna melt wrap. "A girl needs her beauty sleep."

"You don't need beauty sleep, Miss Katie. You beautiful enough."

Katie shot him a dazzling smile over her shoulder as she headed for the door. God, why did she keep going there? Was it because he reminded her so much of that man at her prom night?

Walking the short distance to her clinic, she knew what the reaction would be when she arrived. The matronly receptionist would be appalled. She always was when Katie walked in with her bought breakfast. How many times have I told you? I make better coffee than that. And as for that breakfast sandwich… well…

She laughed aloud as she headed towards the plush offices, ignoring the puzzled glances of a passing couple. She'd had a similar conversation with the middle-aged receptionist every single morning. And Diana was right; it was hardly in keeping with their surroundings.

The Henry Moore sculptures and modernist paintings gave an understated opulence to the state-of-the-art offices and a takeaway breakfast meal had no place there. But somehow, Katie just couldn't break the habit.

The dark haired woman was so fortunate to have gained a junior partnership in the West End psychiatric practice at such a young age. Hard work and determination, yes. But it was an opportunity that had arisen out of the blue and she'd taken it with both hands.

Perhaps it really was time to dump her early morning breakfasts and act like the professional she was?

***

The lunch in the House of Commons Members Dining Room had been a treat. Not only had the meal been of a much higher quality than he'd anticipated, but Alistair Brinkley-Jones had been an excellent host.

The charismatic Tory Party leader had insisted they kept the conversation light until they drove to what he called his Campaign Headquarters. But by the time they'd finished the meal, Alistair knew everything there was to know about Thomas and his background.

Only once they'd travelled across the City to reach their South West London HQ in Millbank, did the Conservative Party leader allow Thomas to ask the question they'd both been waiting for. "Why me?"

The black politician smiled confidently as he lit a fat cigar, allowing the smoke to float into the air like pollution from a chimney. "How many reasons do you want, Thomas? Who was the key man behind the scenes in Tony Blair's second election campaign? No one had heard of you, but Tony is unstinting in his praise. Why did you call it a day after that? You could have had a key job in Government."

"I'm strictly impartial as far as politics is concerned," Thomas softly responded. "I'd never work in any Government."

Brinkley-Jones laughed. "Impartial? Yes, I heard that. So… that means there's nothing philosophical that would prevent you taking the job I'm offering, I assume? Working for Labour doesn't rule you out from taking a job with the Conservatives?"

Thomas shook his head as he pushed his back against the uncomfortable leather couch. "I work for people, Alistair, not parties. People I believe in. That's what turns me on."

"Yes, I heard that, too," the Tory leader responded with a warm smile. He tapped the ash from his cigar into the clear glass ashtray on the coffee table. "I guess that's why you've been working for Barnardo's these last three years?"

"In a way, yes."

"But you're ready to move on now?"

Thomas shuffled in his seat and took a sip from the glass of water in front of him. "You're remarkably well informed."

Alistair Brinkley-Jones gave one of his trademark grins. "That's what you would expect from someone in my position, isn't it? Why move on now?"

Kincaid ran a hand through his golden farmboy hair before responding. "Not that well informed then," he said, raising his eyebrows in a playful gesture.

He wasn't usually into scoring points, maybe it was just the thought of getting back on the political bandwagon again? He was playing hard to get, but was only too aware that he was ready for another dose of that unique adrenalin. "I took a three year contract with the Charity, and have delivered everything the project demanded."

"And more, from what I hear," Alistair said with a grin. "My sources tell me that conservatively, you've brought in around five million in that time. Impressive stuff."

"Thanks," the young man modestly responded, almost bashful in his tone. But he wasn't willing to give more away.

Brinkley-Jones just nodded. "And you're ready for a new challenge?"

"Yes, if it's the right one."

"It is," the Conservative leader responded with a smile. Persuading people was his territory. "The country needs you."

Thomas shot him a rueful look. "The country? Or you?"

"Same thing," the dark haired man replied, stubbing out the cigar in the ashtray and pushing forward in his chair. "You know the state of things, Thomas. You're an intelligent young man, everyone tells me that. The country needs a kick-start again. The Conservatives are the party to do that."

Kincaid shook his head. "You're telling me the Tories are that much better than Labour? And Labour tells me they're so superior to the Conservatives! In my view, you're much the same."

It was true. Those were his thoughts. But he left out one crucial element. And Brinkley-Jones wasn't too modest to introduce it.

"The parties may be similar nowadays," he conceded. "Not that I'd admit that in public. But there is a difference and you know it. That's why you're here. You're looking at that difference, Thomas. Given the opportunity, I'm the person who can change things. You know that."

"I do?"

Brinkley-Jones refilled their glasses from the water jug in the centre of the oval table. "You do. Why else would you be here? You do your homework, Thomas, just like I do. That's what makes us both successful. You know I can help this country. So can you. Help me get elected."

The blonde haired young man sighed thoughtfully, glancing around the room. All around them, people were beavering away, extra busy as a result of the forthcoming election. Yet in the small recess at the back of the main room, the two of them were in their own oasis.

He glanced back at the Conservative Party leader. "Why now?" he simply asked.

Alistair smiled. "I'm sure you'll have worked that out, too," he told the young man. "But if you want to hear it from me, here goes. Because we're neck and neck with Labour. It's touch and go. For the final thrust of the campaign, I need someone to help me. I have a lot of campaigning to do and I have to find a way to take the pressure off. To support me. To handle the press. To come up with ideas. You're that man."

"I'm that man?"

"Yes, and you know that, Thomas. You did it for Tony. You helped him secure a second term. I need you to help me win a first term. There's no one else who can run a General Election campaign like you. I need your skills, Thomas. I need you! Dammit, the country needs you."

"The country can survive without me, Alistair," the younger man dryly said. "I came here to get a feel for things."

It was only partly true. Thomas knew that. So, probably, did Brinkley-Jones. The opportunity to play a key part in the election of the country's first black Prime Minister was too good to pass up. Barrack Obama had done such a wonderful job across the pond, and everything the potential new recruit had heard about Brinkley-Jones indicated he was from a similar mould.

That was high praise!

"Feel away," the Tory leader said, holding out a long arm as he jumped to his feet and executed a three-sixty-degree turn in impressive fashion.

Kincaid's gaze followed the sweep of the arm, staring around the heartbeat of the Conservative Party Headquarters. He'd been so focussed on their conversation; he only now appreciated the sounds going on all around them. The young men and women were different, yet so familiar as they worked the phones and punched the laptops. The main difference was that they nibbled from the platters of fruit scattered around, rather than the junk food being consumed during Blair's re-election campaign.

The memories flooded back, reviving the adrenalin that had lain dormant inside him for far too long. The familiar buzz was exciting, there was no doubt about that.

"So," Alistair Brinkley-Jones said, reminding Kincaid that he was standing by his side. "From that familiar look in your eye, I'd say you were on board!"

"Well…"

"Hey," the black man laughed, picking up a bunch of grapes from a platter on the table behind him and popping one after another into his mouth. "Don't play hard to get, Thomas. This is too important. There's too much to be done. Just tell me you're with us!"

As he spoke, he grasped Thomas's hand in his vice like clench and threw his free arm around the younger man's shoulders. "History, Thomas. Electing the first black Prime Minister is history. Don't you want to be part of that?"

"Is that all it means to you," the golden haired young man asked before he could stop himself. "Just history?"

"Just history?" Brinkley-Jones repeated, a frown covering his handsome features. "For a start, that's very important, my young friend, just as Obama's election was. Just think what message it sends out to the country, to the world. But it's so much more, Thomas. I can influence things. Change things. I can make this country great again. I can do that, Thomas. Others can't. Help me!"

Kincaid smiled. How could you not smile in the face of such rhetoric, such enthusiasm? Instinct suggested this was going to work out well.

"Let me tell you something, Thomas," Brinkley-Jones continued, taking hold of Kincaid's forearm through the dark blue suit sleeve and pulling him back down onto the couch. This time he sat beside him. "Want to know why I'm the right man?"

Kincaid nodded. Listen carefully, he told himself. This has to be more than rhetoric. "Yes, I'd like to hear that, Alistair."

Brinkley-Jones nodded. In that moment, his piercing smile and wavy black hair gave him a movie star look. "Two reasons, Thomas," he said with that toothy smile, right out of some Hollywood blockbuster. "First, I've liaised closely with Barrack behind the scenes. I know what's making his tenure successful. His initial problem was that he came in and learned as he went along. That's tough, y'know?"

Kincaid did know. Tony Blair had confessed the same about his first term. And it had been a rocky few months after his re-election, with the thoroughness of his approach being counteracted by the state of the economy, the state of Britain—hell, the state of the Europe.

"Surprisingly for a Tory leader, I've been closely in touch with Tony, too." He smiled at the widening of the young man's eyes. "Oh, yes," he confirmed, "Tony and I are good friends. Listen, Thomas, I know what worked for him, and I know what didn't. I know what worked for Barrack when he first took over and what didn't. I have that knowledge through my long conversations with both men…"

"So…" Thomas began, but Brinkley-Jones arm around his shoulder stopped him.

"I don't need to make mistakes to learn lessons," the Tory leader continued. "I'm already ahead of the game, Thomas – I've already learned from Tony's mistakes, and Barrack's too, not that there were too many!"

The listening man nodded thoughtfully. "So Britain is getting another Tony Blair?"

The politician gave one of his engaging little cackles as he uncrossed his legs and swung face on to Kincaid. He peered at him intently, as if he was expecting the younger man to know the answer without answering the question. "No sir, I'm no Tony Blair. Nor am I Barrack Obama, Thomas. Some similarities to both, yes, but we're different people."

"So…" Thomas began again.

"D'you know what I believe, Thomas? I believe I have a great intellect. I believe I havethe capacity to persuade, the ability to integrate. What I can do Thomas, is help Britain lift its sights to match my vision. We didn't quite get there with Tony, and Gordon has taken us backwards."

"That's true enough," Thomas acknowledged.

"So tell me, do you want George Blair as your next Prime Minister?"

It was a well-made point. There'd been rumours for some time that Blair had been connected to Dominic DeVere before the businessman's death. All of DeVere's shady dealings had come out after his murder, but despite the whispers, no one had been able to make a firm connection. With George Blair threatening legal action against anyone attempting to link the two of them, that had been that. But still the rumours persisted…

"Come on, Thomas," Brinkley-Jones said. "The country doesn't need George Blair. It needs a fresh start. I can give us one…"

The young man nodded. Given a choice, there was only one way to go. Besides, it wasn't just Alistair's words, it was the way he relayed them. He realised he was suddenly a believer. "What do you want me to do?" he asked, feeling the excitement flowing through him. He was on the team, no doubt about that. But only if he could make a difference.

"Tell me, Thomas," Brinkley-Jones responded with a smile. "What exactly did you do for Tony in that campaign?"

"What did I do?" the fair-haired man repeated. He began to explain the specifics of his role, only to be stopped by the politician's shaking head.

"No," the black politician contradicted.

"No?" Kincaid asked. He was missing something here, but wasn't sure what. Brinkley-Jones helped him out.

"You're telling me your duties," he softly responded. "That's not what I want to hear."

The penny suddenly dropped. "I looked after him," Thomas grinned.

"Exactly!" Alistair almost shouted. "Whatever he needed, you made sure he got. You opened doors. You closed doors. You made things happen. You created the platform that allowed him to concentrate on being elected! All those other pressures, you took away. That's your job description with me, Thomas. Let me concentrate on being elected! Up to it?"

Kincaid smiled. This was what he was good at.

***

Rebecca de Santos was on a high after her morning session with Thomas. Sex always left the young Brazilian beauty that way. It was what she lived for.

Settling down with the young Englishman had been a major decision in her life. After all, her past wasn't exactly littered with monogamy. So far, it was everything she'd hoped it could be. Thomas was intelligent, funny, sexy, and kept her satisfied in the bedroom. Or anywhere else, for that matter, she had no inhibitions as far as fucking was concerned.

In some ways, she thought of her aerobics class like sex. Working her athletic body to its maximum. Enjoying the illicit sensations that came with the different positions. Watching the contorted faces in front of her as she pushed her regulars to their absolute limits.

There were some attractive faces there, too. Some of her faithful followers were quite stunning young women. Deus! She'd better not go there again, wondering what it would be like with another woman. Not the best frame of mind when you ran an aerobics class full of them. It was about the only thing she hadn't experienced, but the idea was forbidden in Sao Paulo.

Okay, put that thought out of her mind! Back to work…

The stunning young woman's focus returned to the class in front of her. Time to up the pace. With a grunt, she found another ten percent, adding to their pain as she slipped into top speed. Maybe she was pushing too much, but she felt the need to burn the image of sweaty, naked women from her mind.

Throwing back her raven coloured hair, the twenty-two year old pushed harder, her protesting muscles screaming back at her with each new step. Pain and ecstasy, ecstasy and pain. She had to feel it too, if the class were to believe in her.

"Higher. Get 'em higher!" she insisted in that sexy accent, straining to make her voice heard against the insistent beat of the stereo.

This was better. She could feel the arousal in her loins, just as she did when anticipating sex. Thomas was in for another treat tonight, but that was invariably the case after one of her aerobic sessions. Deus, she didn't need an aerobics session to fuel her need for sex, but it did make the feeling more acute.

The airwaves of the small, stuffy gym reverberated with the driving music as she pushed harder, forty pairs of track shoes beating out the rhythm with her. The movements intensified as every woman searched for their deepest reserves of strength to help them through this most punishing of routines.





Time to test them even more. "And one and two and three and four—"

Her regulars groaned. They knew from experience that Rebecca was taking them to the top of the mountain and despite the undoubted benefit, there were quite a few who weren't sure if they were going to be able to make it.

Hands raised, she clapped them above her head as she spread her legs apart and then pulled them together. Glancing at her reflection in the mirrored walls at the back of the room, she smiled to herself. A lustful, knowing, sexual smile. God, she was close to getting off on this.

Other women were watching her too, watching her near perfect body move. That only enhanced the feelings of arousal building inside her.

Half turning so that the curved profile of her ass was like one side of a heart, she swung harder, swinging to the left, then the right. Her tits, impervious to the forces of gravity, pushed out self-confidently against the already soaked multi coloured leotard. Her silky raven coloured hair, bounced perfectly on shoulders that were as athletic as the rest of her body.

Fuck, she looked hot!

Rebecca pulled her gaze away from her reflection; her eyes picking out the hottest women in the class, identifying which of their stares at her were tinged with pain, and which with arousal. Other than the bedroom, this was her theatre. Moments like this made her feel like a dancing Goddess.

Concentrate, she told herself! These people—all shapes and sizes—were giving their all. She had to focus, stay with them. A moment's loss of attention and all credibility would be gone. So would the numbers who attended. Hers was the only over subscribed class in North London, the only one with a waiting list. It was a matter of personal pride to keep it that way.

"Okay now, knee raising one last time. Go for it now. Feel the pain—"

Once again the staccato beat rocked the wooden floor of the small gym. Rebecca could see the calories burning before her eyes. Smell them too. The sweat soaked, skin-tight leotards in front of her revealed the contours of the firm, muscular bodies underneath. At moments like this, her fantasy of being with a woman was at its strongest.

She knew there were a few gazes out there, fixed on her, who were wondering, too. Maybe one day?

"And twenty, now twenty more, and one, and two—"

She was close herself, close to the aerobics nirvana—the exercise high. She was also close to an orgasm. Deus!

She may have been blessed with the sexiest, most responsive of bodies, but at moments like this it felt anything but a blessing. Her body was suddenly light as she reached the cloud on which she could float forever. If she squeezed her internal muscles, it would take her there, over the edge.

Yes, like that. Oh, dear God, like that…

She allowed the climax to wash through her as the music reached its crescendo, the intensity of movement required from the class taking their gazes away from her to concentrate on making the very end of their routine. Allowing the orgasm to ease in the way she'd previously perfected when in front of her class, she regained a semblance of control as the music dipped.

"Now we ease," she told them, panting hard. "Don't stop, ladies. Keep jogging, but relax now."

Groans of relief greeted her words, but the atmosphere of mutual congratulation was almost palpable. She felt good. They felt good. Her class adored her, respected her. It was incredibly rewarding, and she just loved that feeling. This was what she was paid for, and along with sex, what made life worthwhile.

Somehow she had to find a way of securing the investment needed to start out on her own. To run her own aerobics franchise! It was her dream…

***

The middle-aged receptionist opened the door of Katie's office and peered through the gap. "Your final patient's just telephoned. She's been delayed half an hour."

"Miss Wilkinson?"

"Yes," Diana confirmed, with that 'chewing a bumble bee' look of hers. "Late again!"

"Don't worry," Katie smiled. Thursday night was Diana's evening for visiting her mother. "You don't need to wait afterwards, I'll show her out."

"That woman is never on time!" came a voice from behind the matronly receptionist. Diana pushed the door open and stepped aside. When the Senior Partner was around, she knew it was time to make herself scarce.

"Still, it gives us time to chat," the heavy set man told Katie, easing his way into the room and sitting down on the chestnut, leather couch opposite the large desk. "Some coffee, please, Diana."

Brian Sterling looked anything but the Scotsman he was, with his slicked back thin grey hair, pencil moustache and Oxford accent.

"So, how are you?"

"Good," Katie grinned. There was something about the smart, stuffy Senior Partner that appealed. Ever since she'd had that dream of sucking his cock. But then, she often had that sort of dream…

The Senior Partner smoothed his immaculate, grey business suit as he grinned up at her. Like most men who looked at Katie Nichols, his eyes were filled with affection and a tinge of lust. Even at his age. Retirement wasn't that far away.

He'd felt that way ever since he'd employed her, and there was no doubt her physical appearance had been a factor in his decision. It went against the grain, and many years of experience. But she had that sort of effect on men. He couldn't deny that. Still, her references had been compelling, and they had been enough to allow him to disguise the real reason behind her appointment.

Since then, she'd proved her worth many times over, progressing favourably to his mentoring and gradually developing her wider business knowledge. He regarded her as the most valuable member of his team, despite her position as the junior partner, an anomaly he intended rectifying before too long.

"You look good today," he told her, as Diana returned with their decaffeinated coffee. "You know how much I love you, I hope."

"I know," Katie laughed. Brian was the ultimate flirt.

"I know, too," Diana chipped in as she placed the coffee tray on the side table. "But half the practice is in love with Katie."

"True," the sixty-year-old Scot laughed. "The difference is, it's your mind I'm after, Katie, not your body."

"Hmmm," the matronly receptionist smirked, handing each of them a china cup and saucer. "That's what all the males in the office say…"

"Bye, Diana," he dismissed her, his warm smile following the receptionist as she threw her head back and left the office.

Katie picked up the silver coffee pot and filled both cups, then perched herself on the corner of her desk and took a sip from hers. "Forgive me, Brian, but you've never been one for small talk. Was there something specific?"

"That's my Katie, never beats around the bush," he said, flashing that confident smile of his. "Just a word about your final patient. She's always late, treats our staff like dirt. Do we really want her on our books?"

There was only one answer. "She pays well, and on time."

Katie watched the overweight man nod his head as he drank from his cup. She knew only too well how much clients' fees counted with him. They were food and drink to the practice.

"Mmmm… you make a compelling argument, my dear," he growled.

Katie smiled as she shifted position on the desk, swinging her long legs almost absent-mindedly under his gaze. But the move was calculated. Some distraction was necessary! Angela Wilkinson was an important client and that income maintained her reputation as the practice's best fee earner.

"Okay, okay," he continued, somehow pulling his eyes away and easing up from the couch. "Just make sure she behaves a little better, will you?"

"I will," she grinned, grateful for the small victory.

Shifting position again, she allowed the Senior Partner a better view of her dark stocking tops as he headed for the door. Wanted her for her mind? Bah humbug! Despite his age, Brian Sterling was just like any other man she'd met. And she knew exactly how to handle them.

What would he do if she slid to her knees and enacted her dream, she wickedly wondered as he left? Damn, what had brought that back to the forefront of her mind? What was it about a man's cock that had brought about her… problem? She didn't need to ask the question, of course.

The first time it had happened had been at her prom night. Her date had been everything any girl could want—handsome, clever, articulate, and the captain of every sports team in school.

It would never have worked, of course. Even then, Brad was beginning to find men as attractive as women. Since then, the Jets quarter back had enjoyed a couple of well-publicised liaisons before settling down with the love of his life, a fifty-year-old music impresario.

Prom night had been beautiful and barmy. She remembered it like it was just last week, not a dozen years ago. She remembered how scandalous her green, sequined dress had been. It was the strapless top of the slinky gown that caused her mother to fret, and the way her already deep, creamy décolletage spilled forth. It was also the night that Katie discovered she had hidden desires of her own, tastes that still haunted her.

Brad had spent much of the evening table-hopping and talking to the male teachers. With her efforts to look as beautiful as she did wasted, Katie had strolled out onto the lawn that bordered the parking lot in disgust.

Leaning against the fender of one of the more expensive cars was one of the gardeners, a five-foot, wispy moustached Costa Rican old enough to be her father. Smoking a cheroot, his crumpled white shirt open to his waist, something about the way he had looked at her hit Katie in the stomach.

By no stretch of the imagination could the swarthy-skinned man have been considered attractive, and yet there was some attraction there. The forbidden…?

Making her way down the path, Katie had stared defiantly back, watching as the diminutive, thin-as-a-rake man took a long draw of the cheroot, blowing the smoke high so that it spiralled away into the evening air. A half smile on his face, he had practically dared her to walk closer.

The look in his eye had been one that she'd seen many times in the boys at school, particularly when she was in her cheerleader uniform, or dressed for the gym. She'd recognised it so well. But the hormone deficient boys her age had engendered nothing like the feelings of sexual arousal that this old feller had. God, the thin, grubby looking Tico must have been sixty, at least, and even now, years later, she felt a shiver pass through her.

She'd walked deliberately out of her way to make sure she passed near to him, knowing that he'd realise that, too. Let him see the goods. Let him see the way her already full breasts were squeezed into her slinky gown. What he couldn't have. When his gaze had run all over her, making no attempt to hide the desire in his eyes, she'd felt a surge of heat run through her loins.

It was a sensation as strong as she'd felt in any of her passionate embraces with Brad. It was stronger, different. Now, after years of training, she knew it was the danger, the illicitness of the situation that had created the arousal. Back then, she'd just been drunk with lust.

Katie remembered feeling faint as she'd walked closer. Allowing this wiry old man's eyes to undress her in the semi darkness of the parking lot, while the party went on in the building behind her, had been exhilarating. She had taken a risk, approaching him this closely, but that thought had only enhanced her arousal.

The sensible option would have been to turn back to the path and return to the safety of the party. The other, heart-stopping alternative, had been to… to…

Without speaking, the narrow eyed gardener had extended his right arm as she drew level, as if offering the cheroot to her. It had been enough to make her hesitate. Before she'd gathered her thoughts, she'd found herself standing in front of him, so close that she could see the little rivulets of sweat on his bared chest.

She'd brazenly taken the proffered cheroot as if it was the most natural thing in the world. She took a long drag, blowing the smoke skywards in the same way that she'd seen him do. The tobacco, if that had been what it was, had a strong, heady flavour to it, causing her to cough uncontrollably as the unexpected taste hit her lungs.

"Ees good," the little man had growled, amusement in his eyes. "You need drink?"

Katie nodded, wiping the back of her mouth with her hand while the other rubbed across her stomach. Tears had collected in her eyes from the after-taste of the smoke in her mouth. The half drunk bottle of water he'd handed her lasted only a few seconds as she gulped it down.

"Wanna see Costa Rican snake?" he'd breathed, his narrow eyes watching every expression on her face.

"Snake?" she'd gasped.

"Yes. You frightened?"

"No," she'd lied, pushing a strand of coiled hair back into place. "Of course not."

"Good," he'd grinned. "Wanna see my snake?"

She remembered nodding, wondering why he had a snake…

When his small hands had dropped to his belt-less white trousers, she'd suddenly understood. Turn and run, she'd told herself, but her feet had become glued to the spot. The Tico had dragged his zip down before pushing his trousers to his knees, his boxers quickly following.

Katie remembered the wave of physical desire that had swept through her, an almost blinding rush of unbridled lust, as the gardener's long, thin cock had been revealed. She dreamt of it. He had been already half erect.

Leaning back against the bonnet of the car, he'd stroked himself. "You want?" he asked. "Costa Rican snake very powerful. When you play with the Costa Rican snake, its spits venom."

Katie had moved forward automatically, her eyes glued on the long cock. Sinking to her knees, she came—hard—as soon as she had him between her lips. The pale young brunette didn't stop sucking until the Costa Rican snake had spit load after load of its venom into her eager mouth.

Life would never be the same again.

***

Despite having fucked Thomas as soon as he'd returned home, Rebecca was ready for more. They'd enjoyed their light evening meal with a celebratory bottle of champagne and she had raised the idea of them considering an open lifestyle again. He wasn't impressed!

"Open lifestyle? You mean fucking other people. Aren't I enough for you?"

"Of course you are," she'd replied, as she always did, letting the subject drop.

She had mentioned it three times over the past few months but had always received the same reaction. Quite why she was feeling the need for more sexual freedom right now she wasn't sure. Yes, her lifestyle in Brazil had been not exactly been monogamous, but since settling down with Thomas, she'd thought she'd put that behind her. She'd fallen in love after all.

Somehow she needed to resist the occasional urges that seemed to flutter through her body when she saw a particularly hot guy. She didn't need that, did she, not when she had Thomas fucking her as wonderfully as he did.

"So, you think this guy will win the General Election?" she asked, changing the subject as she pushed her golden haired boyfriend down on the couch. She almost devoured his mouth with her own before allowing him to answer.

"Well," he mumbled, kissing her again while cupping her tits through the thin dressing gown she'd been wearing since their lovemaking session. "The polls have the Conservatives a couple of points behind Labour, so it'll be touch and go. But you should hear this guy, Becky. He talks sense and he has the country at heart. He really believes he can make a difference!"

This time her kiss was softer. "Don't they all?" she murmured into his mouth. "Isn't that the whole point?"

"Maybe," he answered, kneading her breasts in that way she liked. "But occasionally someone comes along and grabs you by the balls…"

"Like this?" she asked, cupping him through his black boxers. "Mmmm, and do you always grow like that, Thomas Kincaid, when someone grabs your balls?"

He squirmed slightly as her hand moved onto his cock, playfully squeezing his long shaft. "Geez, Becky," he grinned, releasing her tits and pushing his ass upwards. "You're always this way after a class. Can't you take more than three a week?"

The way her hand left him and she eased her body across his thighs told him his thrusting hips had her attention. "No, I can't get more," she said, breathing faster as her excitement built. "But I've been thinking, Thomas, I want to buy my own place, set up my own business."

"Oh, yes…" he began. It wasn't the first time they'd had this sort of conversation.

"I'm serious," she insisted, momentarily putting aside her sexual need and cupping his face in her hands so that she could stare into his eyes. "Most of my regulars tell me they'll come with me if I start up on my own…"

"You've talked to them about it?" he asked, his eyes narrowing. "How do you think your employer's will take that if they find out you've been soliciting business from their customers?"

"Oh, fuck off! Don't be such a wimp!" she exclaimed, throwing both arms into the air in that Brazilian way of hers. "Do you always have to think so logically? Is that why the Conservatives want you? I haven't solicited anything. They told me, Thomas. They're always suggesting it."

"Yes, but…"

"No buts," she told him, her brown eyes blazing in line with her rising voice. "They all say the same thing. They've been to a few different classes in London and mine is the best by far. We only had half attendance when I took over and now – look at the waiting list."

"Then why don't you put on more classes?"

"Damn, Thomas, I've told you this before," she almost shouted. "Because the bloody fools won't let me!"

"I know… I know…" he soothingly told her, hugging her into his body.

She wasn't going to be denied.

"Look," she said, trying to control her annoyance. "Things are going well and I love what I do. I'm very lucky. But I want to do this full time, Thomas. You know I've offered to buy out the franchise, but I can't even afford that. So what happens? That bastard Tommy Fargo keeps paying me peanuts in the knowledge that my dedication will keep me there."

"Yes, but…"

"No fucking buts," she shouted, her Brazilian accent becoming thicker as her annoyance increased. Why did he never understand? "Look, he doesn't appreciate me and when I've had enough, he'd find someone else. And it'll go back down the pan again. If I had my own business, I could double the number of classes and still be oversubscribed. The demand is definitely there. I'd reduce the fees, too. It's ridiculous what Tommy charges. The bastard is taking advantage of my popularity. He has a little goldmine there, there's no need to rip me off, or his clientele, either."

"I'm not against the idea," Thomas told her, reaching up to affectionately stroke her cheeks in an attempt to calm her. "You know that, Becky. I'm aware how much it means to you and I want you to set up on your own. You'll be fabulous. But where do we get the thirty thousand pounds from?"

The beautiful Brazilian went quiet. She'd been to every bank with the idea, but no one was prepared to back her. The economic climate was all wrong for that type of business, the fools had said. Why couldn't they see that it was a sure thing? It was so obvious…

"I don't know, Thomas," she said, quieter now. One hand went to her dressing gown, pulling it open to expose her full breasts. The other went to the back of his head, pulling his mouth to her erect nipple. "All I know," she continued, letting out a small moan as his lips went to work, "Is that I want to take control of my future, not be jerked around on that loser's string!"



***

Alistair Brinkley-Jones turned to watch their reflections in one of the mirrors that adorned Erika's bedroom walls. He loved watching his girlfriend go down on him, hell, he loved watching all of his conquests as they went down on him.

Erika's 'surprise' had been waiting for him when he returned to her flat, dressed in her sexy, schoolgirl outfit. Carolyn was not quite Erika's standard at cocksucking, but very good nonetheless. And what she lost in technique, she made up for in her enthusiasm. It wasn't everyday she got to suck a politician, especially one so important.

The sight of her flicking tongue around his cockhead was a real turn on. Her white flesh, his black. So sexy…

"Good?" he asked, as she licked him like a lollipop. Her upward looking green eyes told him to wait for his answer. Slowly, she took him back between her lips. This was far better than any verbal reply.

He watched his hands in the mirror as they dragged her open white schoolgirl blouse from her shoulders, throwing it across the room. Within seconds, he'd unfastened the front clasp of her brassiere and that joined the blouse on the floor. When his hands slid onto her breasts and pinched her cherry coloured nipples, he felt his cock surge another inch.

The blonde gave a soft moan on his hardness, but stayed focused on the task in hand. Her skilled mouth worked him hard, her head bobbing as she concentrated on bringing him to the boil. When she felt his fingers grip her hair and his body begin to tighten, she pulled her head away. The last thing she wanted was for him to cum before he had satisfied her.

The eighteen-year-old public schoolgirl stood up and pulled at her clothes. Her short, grey pleated skirt and thong quickly followed her bra onto the floor. Looking down, she could see his hungry eyes take in her smooth body, dropping to the thin landing strip of dark hair guarding her treasure. She wasn't a natural blonde, then!

The way her hair was braided at the sides, with bangs at the top, gave her the archetypical seductress schoolgirl look, and the way she sucked on a finger gave her a Lolita-style quality. "Want to suck my schoolgirl pussy?" she cheekily asked, sliding upwards to sit across his chest.

Alistair grinned. Girls nowadays had no inhibitions...

His hands went to her buttocks as he pulled her upwards to his face. He'd soon have her begging for it. Within a few seconds, she was emitting a continuous moan as his experienced tongue honed in on its objective. The guttural keen increased as his lapping tongue stimulated her slippery clitoris. Two fingers followed, flicking inside her and now it was her fingers pulling his hair.

"Shit," she gasped, as he began to finger-fuck her. The blonde youngster's hips began rotating back and forth in rhythm with his pumping fingers. Suddenly, only the wet sound of his working digits filled the small room. As his mouth sucked harder on her stimulated clit, the gasping girl pulled his head tighter against her, desperately grinding herself against his lips.

When her orgasm closed in, she tried to pull away. Alistair was having none of it. His eyes flicked sideways to the mirror as he devoured her sweet, schoolgirl nectar. The strength of his grip on her hips held her in position and he was rewarded with a narrowing of her eyes as the powerful jolts rippled through her. Her hot teenage body bucked on his juice-covered face.

Panting hard, the blonde's hands kept his head against her, encouraging the politician to continue to lap at her until her trembling body began to relax.

"What time do you have to leave," he asked as he eased her down onto her back and manoeuvred between her still trembling thighs.

"Dunno," her trembling voice answered. "I have some homework…"

"Maybe," he grinned. "But think of this as detention. You've been a bad girl, baby, and need to be punished!"

She moaned again as she felt his ramrod hard stiffness slide along her narrow valley. Slowly, he eased himself inside her small opening. He loved this moment, entering a woman for the first time. He had no idea quite how he'd changed from a sober politician to a lustful animal in the short time he'd been with Erika, but the woman had brought all his sexuality to the surface…

The schoolgirl seemed to enjoy the moment as much as he, softly crying out as she stretched to accommodate his girth. Her small hands slid onto his hard buttocks, orange painted fingernails digging in as she pulled him deeper.

His eyes were on their reflections in the mirror as he entered her. "Want a treat?" he asked, watching the girl's gaze follow his. "Want to watch yourself being fucked?"

Carolyn gasped again, moaning as Alistair's black hands covered her small, white breasts. It felt good but she needed more. Her body bucked against his, encouraging her lover for the evening to increase the pace. She dug her fingernails harder into his buttocks, enjoying his responsive moan as she drew blood.

God, these young kids today…

Sweat began to drip from them as he responded. He raised up on his haunches, pummelling the young blonde into the bed with hard, swift strokes. Their moist bodies noisily slapped together. He grunted. She thrashed. Despite her age, she'd done this before. More than once, if he wasn't mistaken. Where the hell did Erika find them?

The slender schoolgirl shook beneath his weight. Her thighs tightened against his waist as her body trembled a second time. The little animal like noises coming from the back of her throat reminded him of a chipmunk, he absurdly thought. When he thoughtfully slowed his movements to allow her to enjoy her climax, her wild eyes stared gratefully up into his.

"Ready?" he considerately asked as she recovered. He began to grind into her, picking up the pace again before she could answer.

Carolyn nodded, provocatively running her tongue across her pink lips as her internal muscles squeezed him once, then again. It brought an instant growl from the surprised politician. This one was full of surprises.

"Come on, teacher," she teased him. "I've been a bad girl, I need to be punished…"

With a lascivious grin that belied her age, she turned her head to the mirror, revelling in the sight of black on white flesh. It wasn't the fact he was a politician that aroused her. A black man had never fucked her before.

Alistair drilled down hard. God, she was so tight. Her legs crossed behind his back, abandoning herself to his needs. Her ankles linked together and dug into his pumping ass. "Yes," she groaned, watched their reflections as he began to fuck her hard. "Yes, teacher… yes…"

He followed her gaze to their reflections, and lost himself in the sight. Suddenly, her nails were digging into his back. Her heels were forcing him deeper with each down thrust. Her hips were bucking upwards. Those chipmunk noises were filling the air.

Alistair couldn't hold back. His groans signalled the end of his journey. "Gonna cum," he unnecessarily grunted as he thrust into her one last time.

She flicked her tongue in his ear as he reached the very edge and her hard licks inside the lobe resulted in a second, longer grunt. Her slender, teenage body humped against him as he fired successive bursts of creamy juice inside her. "Uh, yes!" His body jerked again and again. His energy drained with his cum. Eventually, he lay spent.

As he recovered and the sexual passion began to abate, common sense returned. Carolyn rolled away, reached for her bag, and removed a cigarette. He watched her smooth, youthful face as she lit it. A public schoolgirl for God's sake!

The blonde saw him looking and winked, mistaking the shock on his face for lust. It hit him then that his lifestyle with Erika, and the women she brought into their bed, might just bring him down before he could fulfil his destiny as Britain's first black Prime Minister.


Politics Ch. 02

Chapter 2: The Charity bash

Thomas failed dismally to disguise the yawn. "Sorry, Sally, no offence."

The petite redhead grinned. "That's okay, we've been at it since six this morning. That makes it a long day. And with tonight's charity bash, it'll get a lot longer before we're home in our beds."

The fair-haired man nodded. In the week since he'd been working for Alistair Brinkley-Jones, they'd all been long days. Today had been no different, ten hours of slog, understanding everything he needed to understand.

He was grateful for the way Sally Howitt had shown him the ropes. The thirty-two year old PR Manager had worked for the Conservative Party leader for three years, and today's final briefing brought him fully up-to-date with everything there was to know.

Sally had given her time willingly, grateful herself for some support in the final weeks of the election campaign. The redhead seemed to know everything there was to know, and she was also about the only person on the team who wasn't in awe of Erika Johansson.

"You've noticed that, have you?" she laughed, as she and Thomas retired to the conference room for a break. The smiling woman unscrewed a bottle of Diet Coke. "Yes, Erika does have this thing about her. She rules Alistair's diary with an iron fist, and woe betide anyone who gets on the wrong side of her. But at the same time, she's fun to be around, and is as sexy as hell."

As sexy as hell? Was that a phrase that women used to describe one another?

"Knows her stuff, too," the PR Officer told her puzzled colleague, before he could ponder further. She pulled her chin-length red hair onto the top of her head with one hand, allowing it to fall back again as she took a swig of the drink. "And is astute as they come. My advice is not to get on the wrong side of her. Whatever it takes, stay in tune with Erika. Life will be a lot easier, I promise!"

"You know she wants to see me?" Thomas asked. Her week out of the country had delayed their introduction until this afternoon. Any time now, in fact.

Sally laughed that little girl laugh of hers. "Of course, she does. Likes to run the rule over anyone new. Look, Thomas, don't think of her as Alistair's girlfriend. Nor as his PA. Think of her as the woman with the most influence around here. That way, you won't go far wrong."

The new Campaign Manager nodded thoughtfully, tossing a hand through his golden, farmboy hair. "You've been spot on with everything so far," he told the redhead, "but this advice sounds like the best of all. I'll tread on eggshells around Erika, I promise."

"No, don't do that," Sally shook her head. "Treat her as an equal, it's the only way. Just... keep what I've told you at the back of your mind. What time's your meeting with her?"

Thomas watched the redhead take a sip from the coke and grabbed one for himself from the end of the table. "Five minutes ago," he winced, glancing at the round clock on the wall above their heads.

Sally's eyes followed his. "There's only an hour until Guus Kessen arrives. How the hell did you set that one up so quickly?"

"Contacts," Thomas replied with a grin, swigging back another mouthful. "I've got it all set up."

"Shouldn't you be involved?"

"Possibly," he answered, screwing his face up in indecision. "But I explained to Guus that I'd let him speak to the main man without any influence from me. But I'm pretty confident that if Alistair plays his cards like I've briefed him, that'll be another million donation in the coffers."

Sally's knowing laugh put him on the back foot for a second. "I'm sorry," she apologised, sliding her hand across her mouth to hide the grin that creased her glossy, red lips. "But if you've briefed Alistair, he'll perform even better than you could imagine. That man's a dream!"

***

"So good," the panting blonde grunted, her sexy Scandinavian accent filling the room. "So good!"

Erika Johansson's hands gripped her boyfriend's hair, urging him on. The sight of his head working between her legs never failed to excite her, though not quite as much as the feel of his talented tongue.

Her gaze fell on the blouse she had pulled up round her neck, then onto the tits she'd yanked out from the bra. They gently bounced in time with the thrust of her hips into his face. The trousers of her fashionable black suit were pushed down to her ankles, along with the sexy black boy shorts.

Getting Alistair to give her head in the chestnut coloured leather chair beside his desk had been a sudden whim. Particularly as she was meeting the 'new boy' any moment. But it was an urge the Scandinavian beauty couldn't resist.

"Yes, yes, yes, like that! Just there… just there…" she gasped through gritted teeth

Raising her hips, she threaded her fingers through Alistair's natural, wavy black hair. He'd need to comb it again before they met the millionaire and secured another donation. Thomas was off to a good start, much better than either she or her boyfriend had expected.

Maybe he'd be as good in bed as he was at his job?

With each moan Erika gave, Alistair became bolder. She'd trained him well. She hadn't locked the door, and knew the danger fuelled his excitement. Feeling his tongue harden, the blonde beauty yanked his head away from her clit. Gratifyingly, he began to tongue fuck her just the way she'd taught him.

"Oh, yes," she croaked, pulling on his hair in delirious delight. Her legs widened until she could take no more. "My clit," she moaned, "back to my clit…"

Alistair grunted as he obeyed her urgings. His mouth sought out the slippery clitoris and took it inside. Erika smiled to herself, enjoying the power she was exerting almost as much the pleasure. Twisting slightly, her hands went to her tanned swells, pulling on the high, dark nipples that pointed skywards.

Letting out a series of grunts, the Scandinavian woman's hips began to thrust back in rhythm with the flicking tongue. Wave after wave of arousal raced directly to the pleasure centres of her brain.

"Nearly there," she groaned, a thin film of perspiration glossing her skin as her body began to quiver. "Don't stop, Alistair, don't stop, don't stop—"

Her voice was hoarse. Unsteady. She felt feverish. What would the media give for a picture of them right now? What would anyone of their staff say if they burst into the room? Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck, oh fuck…

Her body stiffened. She began to pant. Short, sharp breathes. She began to shake, at first barely noticeable. It grew. Faster and faster, it grew. She jerked up, forcing more of her sex into the black face. "Ohhh… fuuuuuuck………"

***

"Tell me about the dinner tonight," Thomas asked as he glanced at the clock for the umpteenth time in the last five minutes. Erika was quarter of an hour late now, and Kessen was due there in forty-five minutes.

"A charity bash," Sally grinned. "Big event. George Blair and his lot will be there. So will Paul Collinson and his cronies, not that we're bothered too much about them."

"We're bothered about everyone," Thomas told her, though he knew as much as anyone that the Liberal Party were a spent force. Still, Paul Collinson was a good guy, and could do them damage if they underestimated him.

"True," Sally responded, with that child-like grin. "But it's Blair who we need to knock back. He's been gathering some momentum in recent days."

The golden haired man nodded. Quite how the controversial Labour Party leader had done it, he wasn't sure, but this morning's poll had a three-point difference between the parties. Not good.

"Anyway," Sally added, slipping up from her chair as she stared over his shoulder and out of the glass Conference office screen. "The moment of truth has arrived…"

"Thomas," Erika Johansson murmured as she entered the Conference room before he had time to even swing his head round. "So sorry, but Alistair and I had something to finish off."

"I'll be going," Sally smiled, "but don't forget that Guus Kessen is due in—"

"Forty minutes!" The young Swede chuckled as she finished the sentence for the redhead.

"Okay, okay," Sally said with a grin, pushing her way through the open door. "I should have known better than to think you'd forgotten."

Erika watched her go, and then swung back to the watching man. "Hey, Thomas," she said, holding out her hand. "We meet at last."

Thomas took the proffered hand, but instead of shaking it, the blonde used her grip to pull him closer and plant a soft kiss on his cheek. He blushed instantly. The unexpected kiss and waft of perfume caused an instant twitch between his legs.

God, how long was it that a woman had given him an instant reaction, other than Becky, of course?

But then the Scandinavian beauty had swung away again, taking a seat across from him. Her adorable pale blue eyes indicated that Thomas should sit opposite. That way she could keep an eye on the activities in the office beyond the glass screen, as well as observe the fair-haired Campaign Manager.

"So…" she began, putting an extra growl into that Scandinavian accent.

Thomas waited for her to continue, before realising she was expecting him to speak. So? What did 'so' mean? He shifted slightly on his chair. He was being tested, without much to go on. For someone so young—twenty-five, Sally had intimated—she certainly had a presence about her.

When she adjusted her position slightly, he realised a button was open on her blouse, allowing him the undeniably sexy sight of her lacy black bra. Another test? Should he tell her, or respectfully ignore it?

Shit, the blonde stunner had only been in the room for two minutes and already he was second-guessing himself.

"You up for this?" he heard her suddenly ask, as if she was taking pity on his confusion.

"I am, Erika." His reply was confident, decisive.

Erika nodded, stretching one arm along the back of the chair. The gap in her blouse widened. "Good start," she smiled. "Long days, so you're not a slacker. And Kessen's a pretty good introduction, if everything I've heard about this self made millionaire is true."

Thomas smiled. "Multi millionaire, Erika. And it'll be a good day's work to get Guus Kessen on board. Not just for the money, as welcome as it is. He'll be a powerful ally, too."

She nodded thoughtfully. "How did you convince him to support us?"

His smile widened. "I worked with him at Barnardo's. He sponsored the project I was heavily involved with and we spoke about many things, including his political beliefs."

"I thought he was Dutch?"

"He is," Thomas acknowledged, leaning forward as he warmed to the conversation. "But he's lived in England a long time and this is where he made his money. Like most people, he realises the country is in trouble. And I know for a fact that the recent problems with MP expenses have sickened him. I called him after I first met Alistair last week, and told him I'd met someone I believed in. Someone who could change the political climate for the better."

Erika nodded. She'd heard all of this from Alistair, but it did no harm to double check that the new recruit was telling them both the same thing.

Thomas was only too well aware her eyes hadn't left him throughout his explanation, and he finished the half drunk bottle of coke to ease his dry throat. Why did the young woman make him so nervous?

"Alistair is brilliant," she simply said, as if that explained everything. He could have responded, but it wasn't a statement that seemed to call for one. It was simply a declaration of the obvious. "He's going to win."

That was an interesting follow up. Not we're going to win. Or the Conservative Party is going to win. He's going to win!

"It'll be very close," he calmly told the stunning blonde. He didn't know her well enough yet… and there wasn't any room for complacency.

"I know," she agreed, feeding him that beaming smile. "But Alistair will find a way. He has good instincts. He has a good team. And he has fate on his side."

"Fate?"

The beautiful Swede laughed. Her self-confidence was astonishing in someone of her age. Was she really only twenty-five? "I believe in fate. I believe in Alistair. And now you're here, Thomas. I believe in you."

He sat up proudly. It was a bit like a teacher telling a child he'd done well. Her endorsement made him feel good. Shit, he was ten years older than this woman, and yet she had him feeling like a little puppy, wagging his tail at her approval.

"Sally is wonderful," Erika continued. "A Godsend. But Alistair and I need more support. We have a great team, but I need someone we can trust, someone on a similar intellectual level. I need someone to support me in looking after him. You're that man."

The change in emphasis from 'we' to 'I' wasn't lost on Thomas, but despite the way she was establishing control, he wasn't going to ask the obvious question as to whom he was working for. Think of her as the woman with the most influence around here, Sally had said. That way, you won't go far wrong.

"Looks like your man is here," she lazily told him before he could carry the conversation back to her. He followed her intense blue eyes as they flicked over his shoulder, swinging around to follow her gaze.

"That's him," he confirmed, rising from his seat. "I'll go and say, hello."

"I'll get him," she contradicted him, gracefully easing herself up from her seat. "Was it your or Guus's decision not to involve you in the meeting?"

Another test? "I told Guus I wouldn't," Thomas explained, refusing to bite. "That way he can make up his own mind without fear of influence. I promised him that."

Erika nodded. "Very sensible, too. Why don't you and Sally head home to get changed? You've both had a long week, from what I hear. I'll brief you on the result of the meeting at tonight's dinner."

"Okay," Thomas quickly agreed. Becky had been pretty pissed with him when he left at five this morning. This morning? Every morning since he'd taken on the job. An earlier finish might help, and would give him time to collect some flowers on the way home. He badly needed the brownie points.

"By the way," he added, pausing at the door and then nodding at her blouse. "Just to warn you, a button seems to have come undone."

"I know," she told him, in a matter of fact way. "Thanks for telling me, but it took you long enough. Very naughty, Thomas…"

***

Rebecca de Santos pushed her class harder. "And more, ladies! One, two, three, four… Come on, push it, go that extra mile… work those bodies."

In truth, she'd pushed the class a little too hard. She always did when she was this frustrated. Not that they objected. It was good for them. Her too. Forced her irritations out of her hard, athletic body.

And there were plenty of those to force out.

Thomas hadn't had time to fuck her that morning. His new job was taking up more of his time than even he'd anticipated. Did he really have to leave home that early every morning? What about her sex drive?

Telephoning every bank she could think of in an attempt to secure funds for her desire to buy her own aerobics studio hadn't helped her mood. "Get a business plan," they'd told her. Then they might deign to give her an appointment. But the sort of money she was looking for was out of the question. They all said the same.

And if that wasn't enough, Thomas was heading out to one of London's biggest charity dinners tonight, and hadn't manoeuvred her an invite. It would have been a nice treat to get all dressed up and spend the night on his arm. But one thing she'd learned about him was that unless you were a client, Thomas could be pretty thick at times. Maybe when she made her success with her business, she could hire him for the express purpose of servicing her.

And with those thoughts, her frustrations returned.

She reacted in the only way she knew how: she pushed her class even more.

In front of her, the tortured bodies twisted and strained as they fought for physical release. She had a spectrum of women, all intermingled. Boring gym-ware mixed with designer leotards; grubby sneakers working alongside expensive trainers; cheap haircuts and glamorous hairstyles both gone unkempt and sweat stained.

They were all beautiful to Rebecca. Beautiful in the grunts and grimaces.

Of course, some were more beautiful than others, she thought with a blush. The slackers formed themselves at the back. The triers were confident enough to take middle positions. And the confident ones—the sexiest ones—invariably positioned themselves in the front row.

Sammi, the blonde cutie from Essex, gave her that look again. That 'Sammi look.' The one that said, I'm part of the first completely bi generation and I'd fuck you given half a chance. The young woman's blonde hair danced on her freckled shoulders, those wonderfully thick nipples tantalisingly on show as they pressed against the front of her sweat-stained leotard.

And then there was Brooke, a dark haired model with the most alluringly tight body. She had been coming to the class for a few weeks now and was like a ball of energy. There were times when even Rebecca felt it hard to keep up with her.

Her eyes swept across to Julian, who stood out to her not only because he was the only male in her class, but that he was also devastatingly beautiful. He always wore tight fitting micro fibre shirts that showed off his thick arms and toned upper body. At first, she'd assumed he was gay, but after she'd caught him looking at her ass more than a few times, she'd quickly dispelled that notion.

It was moments like this when Rebecca felt at her weakest, frustration circling around her body, pent up sexual arousal flowing through her veins. If she ever were to stray, fuck someone other than her boyfriend, it would be during a moment like this. The sexual morality of the English always amused her - after all, it was only sex! In Brazil, no one made it that big a deal.

Her focus returned to the class again as she pulled back from her thoughts. Sammi was smiling coyly at her, her tongue playfully darting along her lips. After sending a non-committal smile in her direction, the raven-haired beauty turned her attention away from the blonde hottie and concentrated on the end of the routine.

It wouldn't take much effort to drive herself to orgasm. She'd start to feel much better after that.

***

"Alistair," the overweight man said, firmly grasping the Conservative leader's hand. "I've enjoyed meeting you. You too, Erika," he smiled, swinging around to kiss the blonde on both cheeks. "You have my support."

"I'm very grateful," Brinkley-Jones grinned, sliding his arm across the large man's broad shoulder. "Thomas told me what an impressive man you are, but I think he understated the fact!"

The businessman was nobody's fool. "Now, Alistair, you have my support. Let's not overdo things. But let me tell you one thing," he added, looking from one of them to the other. "I was told you believe in employing the best. You've hit the jackpot with Thomas. He's an impressive young man."

"Young man?" Brinkley-Jones joked, as he held the clear glass conference door open. "I'll tell him that, Guus."

Erika joined in the laughter. "Don't forget you've got to make that call," she reminded Alistair. "Guus and I will finish our coffee before he goes. I hope that's okay?" she added, her pale blue eyes sparkling at the Dutchman.

"Most certainly," the big man answered, the last word coming out as shertainly as his clipped Dutch accent kicked in.

"Of course," the politician beamed, wondering what Erika was up to. There was no call to be made, but if she wanted time alone with the Dutchman, he knew there'd be a good reason.



"'Til next time," he said, gripping Kessen firmly by the hand again before leaving the conference room.

Erika smiled at the overweight man. The million pound donation was theirs. And Kessen had definitely bought into the campaign.

The meeting had progressed even better than she'd anticipated. Alistair was always superb on occasions like this, his powerful convictions guaranteed to win over the vast majority of interested parties. He'd used Thomas's briefing as a basis for the meeting, but had stamped his own personality on it from the first minute.

Then there was her contribution. It hadn't taken long for the Scandinavian beauty to sense Guus Kessen's taste in beautiful women. Most women had a sixth sense about these sorts of things, and hers was rarely wrong. The way his eyes had instantly devoured her throughout the meeting had confirmed the fact.

She could use that to her advantage. This was a multi millionaire after all. Experiences to date had told her never to miss an opportunity, and where there wasn't one, get creative!

Moving chairs so that their knees touched, she resumed the flirting that had started an hour earlier. Her hand touched his arm. With his curly, black hair and bright smile, the self-made multi millionaire presented a larger than life image. Add the charcoal grey suit, red tie and crisp white shirt, he looked every inch the successful businessman he was.

It was a shame he was so heavily overweight, but then, some sacrifices were necessary if you had your eye on the bigger picture.

"So, Guus," she smiled, stroking her fingers along his suit covered arm. There was little time to spare before tonight's dinner, but this was an investment worth making. "Tell me about Thomas. You've known him long?"

"A couple of years," the Dutchman smiled, resting his hand on hers. "He got me to buy into the Barnardo's project. And quite a few other's, too. He's quite a persuasive young man. Tenacious, too."

Erika laughed, shuffling closer so that her breast pressed against his forearm. "Just what we want for our final push. There's a lot of work to be done. As Alistair said earlier, we're three points behind according to the latest polls."

"Get him to involve his girlfriend," the large man responded. "With the exception of present company, she's the best looking woman in London. She came along to a couple of functions. It helps to have some eye candy when you're looking to oil the wheels, don't you think?"

The Swedish woman's laugh filled the room. She and the Dutchman spoke the same language. This could be an interesting relationship.

***

The white wine slid deliciously down Katie's throat. She adored moments like this, soaking in her long bath with a chilled glass of Chablis, and small candles circling the bathtub. It felt decadent somehow.

Regrettably, she didn't have too much time. Why was Brian insisting that she accompany him to the charity bash? She didn't like thinking of herself as simply eye candy? She wasn't borne to simply dangle off any man's arm. She realised it helped when networking, though it was beyond her why he wanted to network in the first place?

They had a successful business model. They didn't need any more help.

Maybe he just wanted to spend time with her out of the office? He'd hinted at that before, though had never gone through with it. Katie was unsure how she felt about that, though the sensations running through her body insisted she wasn't averse to the idea. Perhaps tonight would be the night she made her dream come true? Suck his cock on the way home?

The ridiculous thought turned the tingle up a notch. Instantly, her mind jumped from Brian to Eduardo. The café owner must be sixty if he was a day, but reminded her so much of the Tico at her Prom night. Just the thought of taking the elderly South American's 'snake' from his trousers and sliding it into her mouth made her body shiver despite the warmth of the bath…

Oh, God! Maybe she should call in to see him tomorrow? Tell him she couldn't purchase her breakfast from him again? Brian had personally taken her to task about it again today! Perhaps she should time her visit just as he opened? Without any customers there? Then…

Replacing her glass of wine on the edge of the tub, she slid her hand downwards, across her flat stomach and down into the juncture between her legs. Brushing her fingers through her dark bush, she found her swollen clit. The aroused woman imagined what it would be like to suck the café owner to orgasm. Swallow his seed the way she had with the Costa Rican.

Her breath caught. She was so close, yet… Damn, she didn't have time for this. Brian's car was collecting her in an hour.

Reaching to her left, she picked up her little pink razor and the bottle of body wash. Tipping some of the soapy liquid into the palm of her hand, she dropped the bottle onto the bathroom floor and lifting one long leg from the murky water. The pale, wet skin glistened in the candlelight as she applied the lotion. As she shaved her legs, she imagined Eduardo touching them. Running his fingers over the smooth flesh.

She grew hotter. Her heart trembled. She switched legs. Repeated the process. Her touches became more sensual. She ran her fingertips up the inside of her taut thighs. Would he like her like that? Would he be gentle, or rough?

Setting the razor in the soap dish, she hooked one leg up over the rim of the tub and spread her thighs. Her fingers swarmed her sex as she thrust her hips forward. He'd be rough, she thought, her lips parting in a gasp as her pubic mound rose above the bubble-filled water. Her left hand parted her damp thatch of dark curls as her right buried two fingers into her pussy.

"Nooo—" she gasped, the word tumbling out in a handful of syllables. Tearing her hands away, she clutched the edge of the bath and forced herself to breath. If she went down that road, she'd be late and the driver would be pounding on her door. Lowering her head into the warm water, she let her dark hair soak. She still had things to do…

When her heart had returned to a more comfortable rate, she reached again for the lotion on the floor and her razor. She'd purchased a new seamless corset and thong to go beneath her snug cocktail dress, but hadn't realized how small the panties were until just before this bath.

Regarding herself in the mirror, her dark pubic hair was sexily evident through the gold panties. She giggled, rejecting the idea to change as she thought of her large lingerie collection. Katie probably spent more money on items that no one but her ever saw than her suits and outfits.

Lingerie had become her private obsession—her way of acting out sexually. The psychiatrist in her had already psychoanalysed it. She'd always been on the conservative side when it came to sex, but inwardly, perhaps she wanted to rebel. She did it through thongs, g-strings, garter belts, thigh-highs, bustiers, or whatever else struck her fancy that day.

Wondering whether she should go for a more daring look, she felt a tingle pass across her sex as she ran her fingers through her pubic hair. It was the same feeling she'd received the first time she'd purchased a thong—that illicit sensation of doing something acceptable, yet naughty.

Katie had never done much 'down there'. Trimmed herself a little. Shaved it around the sides to accommodate her shrinking lingerie. She knew that the trend these days was much more extreme.

Her fingers shook as she lathered the sides of her thatch and began to narrow it.

Starting at the top and moving down the sides, she slowly worked her way between her legs. It didn't take long to finish her task, but even as she washed all the soap away, she thought about the style. Of all those sexy, confident girls in the glossy magazines.

Sighing, she set her razor back onto the soap basin and sank fully beneath the water. She wasn't so daring. She was Katie Nichols, thirty-year-old professional. Maybe in another life.

***

"You're joshing me," Thomas gasped, glancing around the sumptuous room.

The opulent setting of the seventeenth century Banqueting House may have been the perfect venue for such a prestigious dinner, but it was a little grand for his tastes. The crystal chandeliers, Rubens ceiling, and breath taking canvasses adorning the walls all said one thing. Money!

Yet it wasn't the venue his shock was aimed at. It was what Sally had just imparted. It couldn't be true. Could it?

"You need to be aware," the redhead added with a slow nod of her head. "Just in case you need to handle the doomsday scenario!"

"Doomsday scenario?"

"Absolutely," she answered, finishing off Thomas's cheesecake as well as her own. For someone so tiny, he wondered where she put it all.

"Explain, please!" he said, his mind whirring in a mixture of shock. He'd thought that Alistair and Erika were the perfect couple, though admittedly the view was based on what he'd read in the press. Sally's confession that they both fucked other people, as she'd indelicately put it, had been as unexpected as it had taken him aback.

"Say the media finds out," she whispered, pushing the second sweet plate away. "You'll be the one handling it."

"If the media finds out," he replied with a frown, "there'll be no campaign. Look… what exactly do you mean, they fuck other people?"

"Oh, Thomas," she laughed, running a hand through her short hair. It always looked perfect, even when all she'd done was to run a comb through it. "I've been so impressed with you up to this point. It's called a swinging lifestyle! All the rage, as I understand it."

Dabbing her mouth with the red serviette, she eased back in her seat. Nudging his leg with her knee, she fluttered her eyelashes as she glanced across at Alistair and Erika, and then back at Thomas again.

"Fuck me," he said, sinking back in his seat.

Sally's perfectly manicured eyebrows rose again. "Really? I will if you want to. But Jeremy might object. I mean, he's said he always fancied a threesome, but I don't think he meant with another man."

Thomas blushed. His cock twitched. "Behave yourself," he scolded. "I have a girlfriend."

"So," she said, giving him a child-like grin as she laughed that little girl laugh of hers. "Maybe she'd be interested?"

"Sally!" he snapped.

The redhead gave her little girl laugh. "You're not a swinger, then?"

"I'm faithful," he said, as if that explained everything.

"Pleased to hear it," she told him, her smug eyes telling him she was enjoying his discomfort. Still, there was something about her new 'faithful' colleague that appealed. That she found sexually attractive. She'd never fucked a fair-haired man for a start. And tempting him off the straight and narrow could be fun…

"Anyway," she continued, dismissing the idea for the moment at least. "I thought you were perceptive? Surely you've been with us long enough now to have gauged Alistair's appetite?"

"Appetite?"

Her eyes hit the ceiling. Shaking her head in bemusement at his stupidity, she added, "Women."

"Women?"

"For God's sake, Thomas," she rasped, her exasperation obvious.

Kincaid shook his head. Could it really be true? Hell, he'd asked a dozen different people about Brinkley-Jones before agreeing to work for him, and there wasn't a hint of this. The Senator did seem to enjoy the company of women… that was for sure. But when you had a girlfriend like Erika...

"How do you know about it?" he asked.

"I'm aware," was all she was willing to confess.

Her blush made him wonder. No, surely not? "Does Erika know?" he uncertainly asked, still a little dumbstruck.

"For fuck's sake, Thomas," Sally responded, shooting him one of those looks. "I've told you. They're both swingers…"

For a few seconds, he stared into her hazel coloured eyes, trying to come to terms with the shocking revelation. What the hell had he got himself into? He was the last person to judge someone on their morals. Live and let live! But he needed to work out if his faith in the black politician was damaged. Was this really the man who could change the country for the better?

Right now, he wasn't sure.

***

Katie smiled at her partner for the evening as they returned to their table. Brian Sterling had insisted that they 'work the crowd,' telling the chestnut haired beauty that networking was an underrated part of their duties. That was why she was there, he told her, and despite his grin she knew it wasn't a joke. It as a relief to know he saw her as more than just eye-candy—not that she ever really believed that. For Sterling, business always came first.

The Scotsman held her chair for her before sliding into the adjoining seat. "Very good, my dear," he murmured.

It was true. The beautiful, pale skinned woman had charmed all the contacts he'd made sure they bumped into. Bringing her to the charity bash as his guest had been a brainwave.

"You can't underestimate the power of networking," he told her, pouring them both some more wine before clinking glasses. God, she was beautiful, even more so tonight. The high-necked gold dress suited her pale skin, while the way she'd curled her shoulder length chestnut brown hair onto the top of her head in true Audrey Hepburn style.

"But why?" she naively asked, blushing a little as she felt his gaze run over her body. "I mean, in our profession…"

The Senior Partner smiled like an adoring father at his child. This was Katie's one area of weakness, but then commercial awareness only came with experience. "My dear," he patiently sighed, staring into those large, luminous brown eyes. "There are lots of people here who can be of use to us!"

"Of use?" she laughed. "You make it sound so clinical. Well, we've met them all now, so perhaps we can relax and enjoy the evening?"

"All but one," he told her, glancing around the room. "Alistair Brinkley-Jones is a good friend of mind. But there's also a good chance he'll be the next Prime Minister. As a friend, I'd clearly like that to happen. But as the Senior Partner of the most reputable West End psychiatric practice, it will be a godsend. We've got to say hello before the evening ends."

"Why are his political aspirations a godsend?"

"You really are adorable when you look at me like that," he told her, reaching out to stroke her cheek. "But you're as frustrating as can be when you're that obtuse. It's a good job you're becoming such a brilliant psychiatrist! Listen, Katie, just think of the doors he can open for us. To the rich and famous. Many of whom are here tonight."

Thinking of wealthy clients who came in to talk about how 'hard' their lives were, it all made sense. "They all need help, and who better to turn to than the firm recommended by the next Prime Minister!" she laughed.

Sterling's laughter joined hers. They drew glances from others at the table, but he didn't care. At last, she was getting it! He raised his glass and finished, "Right! Exactly. This crowd consists of exactly the people who do need psychiatry!"

***

"Champagne, Lady?" a handsome, young caterer asked, offering her a tray covered in flutes of champagne. Lady Olivia Hershey looked from the glasses to the server, smiling demurely. He's cute… she thought, taking a glass with a quiet smile. Maybe he could cure her of her boredom?

"Thank you, kind sir." Her mind formed the words, When do you get off but her mouth couldn't voice them. He smiled back and receded before she could work up the courage.

"Slow down, child," Olivia's mother scolded, stepping up behind her.

"I'm not a child, mother," the young woman whined under her breath. She was so fucking tired of being babied. She was twenty. She was a woman.

"Keep it down," the Lady Eloise Hershey chided, summoning the commanding voice that had been bred into her. "You may not be a child, but you've certainly perfected acting like one."

Olivia rolled her eyes and looked away, fuming. This time, she held her tongue. The two of them had had this conversation too many times. Olivia never won.

"Really, dear, you're acting like a commoner." She spat the word. "You'll understand, one of these days. But for now, please humour me and act like the royalty you are."

Olivia was shaking. She wanted to stamp her feet, plug up her ears, and scream at the top of her lungs. She wanted to cause a scene in front of all these people. She wanted to shame her mother.

But she didn't. She never did. Instead, she took a deep breath, squared back her shoulders, and forced herself to relax. Closing her eyes, she focused on the murmur of conversation around her, and the harmonious chords of the three-string orchestra. She heard her mother say, "That's it, dear. Excellent posture…" but tuned out the rest of the lecture.

Was this what her whole life would be like? Guided by protocol and etiquette? Centred on the proper utensils to use at the dinner table, and how to look down your nose at everyone not of royal blood?

"Look at them swarm. Disgraceful," Olivia heard her mother cluck. Opening her eyes, she followed her haughty glare to a handsome black man, currently entertaining a cadre of bankers. She recognized Alistair Brinkley-Jones from his television spots, although despite his wealthy background, the royals didn't associate with them. "Some people think that man is going to be the next Prime Minister! Think of the shame that would bring to England. A black man! We'd be no better than the mongrels in America."

Olivia grinded her teeth, but still held her tongue. Her mother's racism was nothing new—and was shared by almost everyone she knew.

But as she watched the tall man across the room, she couldn't understand why. He seemed as articulate as anyone else she knew, and even though she couldn't hear him talk, she felt herself drawn to him. The man exuded charisma. His gestures were grand, his smile disarming.

As if sensing her looking, the politician glanced over at the two of them, meeting Olivia's eyes. She felt a shiver run down her spine. He flashed a white-toothed smile before returning to his immediate surrounding.

Okay, the young royal admitted, he was sexy, too. She could admit that—to herself, anyway. Tall. Broad shoulders. Even his wavy, black hair was sexy. And how scandalous would it be to go out with a black man! That thought alone sent a jolt between her legs.

She polished off her glass of champagne and looked around for another. It was her mother's fault she was here in the first place. Hob-knobbing was about as interesting as afternoon tea at her aunt's summer home. Glancing at Alistair Brinkley-Jones one more time, she fantasized about making it a little more interesting.

Only in her dreams.

***

Thomas flicked his mobile phone closed with a soft sigh. Had Becky been home when he'd returned to get ready for tonight's dinner, he could have calmed his girlfriend there and then. God knows where she'd been. The conversation he'd just had with her had carried on from this morning's mood. Clearly her disposition hadn't improved as the day had progressed.

He understood.

His early starts, and often late finishes, had resulted in him seeing less of Rebecca since he'd accepted the job. He'd known from the Blair campaign that this was likely to happen, though even he was surprised at the hours he needed to put in. Nor had he realised just how big a problem it would be for Becky.

Like her, he was feeling 'the need', their sex life being the first thing to suffer. Things would ease, he was sure, as he settled into the role and felt in control, but right now that was little consolation. To either of them.

What made things worse was her frustration over the aerobics class. Her desire to open her own business had grown with each passing day. It was now an obsession. Today had been particularly frustrating. They'd identified all the financial institutions she could approach.



The blank she'd drawn had been like a slap in the face. No wonder her Brazilian temper was being directed at him.

"Problem?"

The question brought him out of his reverie. He swung around to see Erika behind him, one hand on her hip as if posing for a fashion magazine. The Scandinavian beauty looked stunning, made for nights like this, it seemed.

It appeared that only her jutting breasts held the long, black strapless evening gown aloft. The top clung to her tanned breasts, offering a wealth of cleavage that her golden locks complimented perfectly. As she moved towards him, he couldn't stop his gaze from falling on those perfectly formed tits.

His recently unfulfilled libido, combined with the sexy sight in front of him, brought a reaction he tried to control but couldn't. And Sally's recent disclosure didn't help either. Damn, he was reaching an impressive status inside his trousers in a personal best time.

When she gave him the 'come-on' smile she reserved for special occasions and took his arm, he jumped another inch. "You look good in a tux," she smiled, pulling him across the room towards to empty chairs at a nearby table. By the time they reached them, his cock had managed to attain full, aching status.

"Thanks," he weakly responded.

"You're welcome," she told him with a smile. Gratifyingly, she watched his eyes focus on her nipples as they speared through the black material. "By the way," she pleasantly continued, "things went perfectly with Guus, but I'll brief you tomorrow. You seem preoccupied right now?"

"Sorry," he apologised, and then wondered why he was apologising. "Just a problem at home. I've just spoken to Becky," he started.

"Becky?"

"Sorry… yes… my girlfriend."

"Ah," those dark, knowing eyes smiled. "Guus mentioned her. He said you made a really good couple. Something's wrong, though, that's not difficult to see. Want to tell me about it?"

Thomas hesitated, not wanting to burden Erika with his problems.

"Oh, come on," she said, nudging him with her arm. "A problem shared…"

As he felt her touch, it took him a second to focus. With her body on display as it was, and her blonde hair curled in little ringlets, she looked like she could be a supermodel. Thoughts of her and Alistair fucking other people flooded his subconscious.

"It's nothing really," he explained, tearing his gaze away from hers. "Becky's looking to start her own business, but can't get any sort of financial support. Sign of the times, I'm afraid. Banks unwilling to lend to what they see as a risky investment."

"And is it? Risky?"

He ran a hand through his fair hair. "In traditional terms, possibly. She wants to open an aerobics business, and eventually establish a chain of them. The thing is, Erika, she's excellent at what she does. She's doubled the size of the clientele she has, and it's down to her ability as a teacher. Plus she has a waiting list as long as your arm."

Erika pursed her lips and raised her eyebrows. "Sounds brilliant. And from the enthusiasm in your voice, Thomas, she must be good." When she leant towards him, her tanned cleavage threatened to spill out of the dress. It didn't go unnoticed. "But if she has such a clientele now, what's the issue?"

"It's not her business," he explained, pulling his eyes away from those tits. "And the owner, quite frankly, is a bit of a tosspot. If she could start up herself, I know she'd be very successful. But unless she can find a financial backer…"

His words trailed off. She'd worked so hard. He knew she could be successful if given the chance!

The Swedish beauty reached across to rest her hand on his arm. "I have contacts, Thomas. Does she have a business plan?"

"No," he grimaced. "Another flaw. She's working on one, but isn't very good at that sort of thing. And I've been so busy over this last week that I haven't had the chance to help her. Anyway, she can't even get an appointment…"

"Look," she said, her fingers digging into his arm through the dinner jacket. "It actually sounds a no brainer. I have someone I need to chat to right now, but tell Becky to call me in the morning. I'll help her put the plan together, and I'm sure I can help her find some financial backing."

"You're joking?" It was as much of a gasp as a question.

Erika raised those perfect eyebrows. "Thomas, I've written plenty of business plans in my time, I used to be in consultancy. I can produce them with my eyes closed."

She smiled at the way his eyes lit up, like a child receiving an unexpected present. Offering to help with the business plan would allow her to get to know the woman. If she were anything like Guus Kessen described, it would be worth the trouble. Not that a business plan was required if the plan forming in her mind came to fruition. God, she loved games like this!

"Just one thing," she added.

"Anything, Erika."

"If I pull this off, you owe me a favour! Agreed?"

A favour? He'd owe her a dozen favours if she could achieve what she was suggesting. Not only would it help Becky fulfil her dream, his girlfriend would forget all other frustrations. That would allow Thomas space and time to settle into his new job, without worrying about any damaging effect on their relationship.

"Absolutely," he enthused, without a clue of what it was he was agreeing to.

***

Olivia Hershey glanced at the exit for the umpteenth time. The spoilt twenty-year-old had successfully ditched her mother, slipping away when she'd become engaged in some incredibly boring conversation with a French diplomat over the merits of some tariff or regulation or whatever.

Now she was working up the courage to escape. To just walk out of the room, hail a cab and get out of there. She could call Julian, she thought wickedly, warming at the thought of the young courier the Hershey house employed. The two of them had been fucking behind her family's back for the last month, and she hadn't seen him in a couple days.

But could she leave was the question. Could she actually be bold enough to walk out on her mother? Doubt swirled in that pretty little head of hers. What if it caused a scene? What if she embarrassed her family? What if her affair got out? She wanted to rebel, but sometimes it wasn't so easy.

That was how Erika found the pretty, young royal: licking her glossy lips and wringing her satin-gloved hands as she glanced at the opulent doors of the hall.

Despite the drabness of her mousy-coloured hair and the old-fashioned quality of her sensible, dusky pink satin gown, Erika was immediately captivated. She felt like a wolf, stumbling into a meadow of fat, lost sheep. She was practically drooling as she approached the girl.

"You're the Lady Olivia Hershey, is that right?" the statuesque blonde asked, tapping the girl on the shoulder. She had pale, freckled skin, hot to the touch. Erika recognized a girl when she was aroused.

"That's… right…" The girl's jaw practically dropped when she turned to find Erika standing there. She had wide, dark eyes that did drop briefly into the Scandinavian's cleavage for a moment. Another good sign.

"Erika Johansson," she greeted, taking the Lady's hand in hers and drawing her in for a pair of cheek kisses. The young girl was nearly as tall as she was, although the extremeness of Olivia's five-inch heels helped. Erika had wondered at that as she'd watched the girl across the room, deducting that it was one of the small ways the young woman tried to rebel.

It was that little observation that made this girl the juiciest target in the room.

"I'm with Alistair Brinkley-Jones, the man just over there." She turned the girl just a little until she could face her sexy boyfriend, all the while watching for her reaction. The young Lady's eyes lit up when she saw him, her face colouring ever so slightly. Perfect…

"You're working with him?" she asked, unable to hide the incredulity from her voice. These Brits and their conservative ways, Erika laughed to herself. It was the twenty first Century and racism still lingered!

Of course, such things could always work to her advantage.

"Let me guess," Erika said warmly, linking her arm into Lady Olivia's. She had elbow-length satin gloves that matched her dress. How erotically quaint. "Your mother doesn't approve."

The girl didn't need to nod for Erika to get her answer. She knew it before she even asked.

"Would you like to meet him?" she enticed. Olivia's wide eyes were glued to Alistair's, although her imagination had moved far beyond a simple meeting. How wrong would that be, she thought. How scandalous!

The blonde leaned closer to her, brushing a ringlet of ashen brown hair to the side. "Would you like to fuck him?" she whispered.

Lady Olivia Hershey shivered. She did. Oh, yes, she did...

"I promise you, my Lady, you won't be sorry."

***

As he comfortably held court with the various members of the media gathered around him, Alistair Brinkley-Jones kept an eye across the room on Erika. She'd been chatting to Thomas, but had since approached a dowdy dressed young woman with mousy coloured hair. Out of the corner of his eye, he wondered what his sexy temptress of a girlfriend saw in the girl. She looked pretty enough, although her pink dress only suggested at her body beneath, replete with wide shoulders and a hem that reached her ankles.

As they crossed the room, heading toward them, Erika's rationale began to emerge. First of all, the girl was pretty, although she'd certainly done her best to disguise that. Her drab coloured hair lacked all sense of style, coifed up in a bun so tight it could have been carved out of marble.

Still, she wore her make up well—if a little too heavily—and whatever body she had hidden beneath the dress sauntered gracefully next to the model-like Erika.

The young woman looked a little hesitant, nervous perhaps? But Erika's steadying hand on her arm seemed to provide some comfort.

Trust in Erika, he reminded herself. She'd never failed to excite with the women she brought into their bed.

He turned back to his audience and put on his public face. The questions from the media were becoming repetitive, shifting now to more probing statements, rather than genuine inquiries. In many ways, he had it made? His inheritance would make him one of the top ten richest people in the UK? He could soon be converting his position as leader of the Conservative party to becoming Prime Minister. And on they went…

His eyes watched Erika, standing behind them, as he answered with ease—with the humility that was becoming his trademark. She'd come into his life like a whirlwind, transporting him into a different world from the stuffy one in which he'd previously existed. It hadn't just been a sexual thing, either.

Despite their fifteen years age difference, the Scandinavian beauty had been the one who'd taken control. She'd shown him how to laugh, to stop taking himself seriously, to enjoy himself in ways he never really knew existed.

And then there was the sex. The sex! Wild, uninhibited sex. Not just with one another, but with the women Erika was so good at procuring. It was so good… but it was so wrong… wasn't it?

If any of this were discovered, his career, his leading position in the political world—all that he'd worked for—would be at risk.

At risk? He'd be finished! Ruined!

At times, it all felt too much. He was walking a dangerous line every day he stayed with Erika. He knew he kept pushing his luck. He knew that he should probably ditch her before it was too late and return to his boring lifestyle.

But how could he?

How could he give up the most sexual creature he'd ever met in his life? The one who'd led him on a journey of incredible sensations and discovery? The one who promised so many more sexual adventures?

The media audience was dissipating, disappointed perhaps that he'd answered all their questions and sidestepped all their traps. Erika stepped forward, the young girl of obvious station on her arm. The girl's alabaster skin glowed bright red and she kept meeting his eyes and looking away.

"Alistair, I'd like you to make the acquaintance of the Lady Olivia Hershey. Lady, I present you Alistair Brinkley-Jones."

Olivia offered her dainty, gloved hand. Alistair followed etiquette, taking it and drawing it to his lips. So this girl was related to the Royal family? Even more intriguing. Smiling up from his formal bow, he finally met and held her skittish gaze. With a little help from a stylist, this girl could be the most beautiful of the royals. Knowing how that group behaved, though, it was unlikely.

"We have quite a night planned," Erika continued, drawing his attention back to her. "Isn't that right, Olivia?" she asked, turning to the mousy haired young woman.

The twenty-year-old grew even brighter. Alistair felt his cock rise before he found the command that had brought him so much success. There was a place and time for that, and right now, he had more people to meet, heading in his direction.

"I'm looking forward to it," he grinned, adding with a bow of the head, "Lady."

Erika sent a glance over to Alistair. See, it said. I told you I have something special in store later. Wordlessly, she led the young woman away as he returned to more formal duties.

***

Erika smiled to herself as she guided the girl away. The best thing about tonight was that the innocent had no idea what was in store. In the Swede's eyes, she was a typical member of the British aristocracy - dull, dumb and naive in the ways of the world.

Her natural beauty was the only thing that set her apart.

Erika cocked her head to one side, lips slightly parted, staring straight into Lady Olivia Hershey's admiring eyes. The wide-open pupils, the misty haze of intoxication, almost begged for Erika take advantage.

She felt a pang between her legs. Perhaps she would? Just a taste before the evening with Alistair really got underway?

"Tell you what," Erika said, putting her glass onto a nearby table and checking that the snuffbox was still in her small, satin bag. Her voice was deliberately husky, her tongue darting across her wet, glossy lips as she gave that look to the woman. "I have a treat in store. Follow me, honey."

Without waiting for a response, she set off towards the brightly lit corner of the elegant room. She knew the girl would follow like an obedient puppy, and when she reached the white door to the rest rooms, she allowed the young Lady Olivia to enter ahead of her.

Once inside, the girl looked around, as if wondering what to do next. Erika ignored her at first, swiftly looking the door before heading for the cool marble counter. It took a lot to get Erika's blood boiling; corrupting a sweet, young girl was one of those times. She breathed in deeply as she turned to see the girl's frightened stare. Her eyes narrowed as she felt the wetness grow between her legs. The rush she had with a pretty girl the first time never got old.

"Come here," Erika instructed, crooking a finger. The girl hesitantly made her way over to the blonde and the two of them ended up leaning side by side on the counter. Up close, not even the loose fitting dress could conceal this girl's magnificent looking breasts.

"Such a good girl," Erika smiled encouragingly, her hands snaking out to hold Lady Olivia's face so that she could stare into her eyes. She turned, resting her hip on against the marble. "Want a reward?"

"Oh, yes," the young blonde cooed, staring lovingly at the beautiful, vibrant woman. "Yes, please."

"Feeling horny?"

"Yes. Oh, yes…"

"Ever had a woman?"

"A woman?" She looked genuinely shocked. "I thought you said I'd be with Alistair…"

"Of course you will," Erika said comfortingly. "But tell me, Olivia," she continued in a matter-of-fact tone. "Don't tell me that none of your aristocratic lady friends hasn't dabbled with other women."

"Never," said the woozy woman. As the sexy blonde stared deeper into her sexual soul, she wanted to respond. Be more open. "Well… there were rumours about Princess—"

The naïve woman's words came to a sudden end as Erika wrapped an arm around the back of her neck and pulled her in for a soft kiss.

"My God…" Lady Olivia breathed, her heart beating as Erika pulled fractionally away.

Erika's soft fingers caressed her cheek. "Like that?"

"Yes!" Her voice was overload in its enthusiasm. "Oh, yes… I did!"

"Told you," the blonde haired temptress huskily responded. "Do you find me sexy?"

"Oh… God… yes…" It felt good to say, felt electrifying to confess.

"Want to kiss me again?"

"Y… yes. Please!"

Erika tilted her head as if offering her lips to the young woman. "Go ahead…" she whispered breathily.

Lady Olivia hesitated for a second, as if attempting to come to terms with the offer. Then her head darted forward as she crashed her lips against the woman in front of her. As her mind crossed the great divide her hand snaked around Erika's neck, dragging her into a sudden, hard kiss.

The Swede's body felt Lady Olivia's shiver against her. Within seconds, the aristocratic woman was making out with her like the bitch in heat that she was. Erika manoeuvred her against the counter, getting her to half sit on the edge. The most daring thing about the girl's evening gown was the long slit up the front, and the blonde took full advantage. As the dress hiked up and Erika's hand slithered along a pair of deliciously toned, smooth legs, the mousy haired woman instantly widened her legs to accommodate the probing hand.

"Good girl," Erika murmured, pushing the dress across her slender hips. The dress tore, just a little, before she could get full access to her prize. Dropping to her knees, she pulled the damp thong to one side. "Want to cum?" she asked, looking up into the young woman's amazed eyes.

"Oh, yes," Lady Olivia gasped, her hands gripping the lip of the counter, like she was holding on for dear life. "Oh, yes… yes… YES…"

Erika smiled to herself as she gazed at the Lady Olivia's neatly maintained pussy. This girl really does have an inner slut, she thought. A small step for woman. A giant leap for this young bitch.

The touch of her tongue immediately drew a loud groan from the young innocent. Erika dragged it out, skimming along the ridge of the girl's plump labia. She teased her clit without touching it, her tongue slowly circling the swollen bud. Playing in the scrap of dark hair that sat above.

"Please," Lady Olivia gasped, thrusting her hips forward. "Please…"

Please indeed, Erika thought to herself, her nipples stiff with desire at the girl's complete surrender. With a growl, her mouth fastened onto the rapidly emerging clit at the same time as she stiffened two fingers and worked them into her captive's already oily pussy.

"Uh… Goddd…" Lady Olivia cried, her senses going into overload. When Erika's fingers found her g-spot, it set off an explosion as surely as if the Swede had pressed a detonator.

The tall woman's shriek was torn violently from her throat. Her body bent backwards into the wall as Erika's fingers and tongue did their work, the ripples of her violent orgasm threatening never to stop.

Erika sighed happily. Tonight would be a wonderfully long night.

***

"Anything I can do to help, just say," Brian Sterling told Alistair Brinkley-Jones, slapping the man he knew so well on the back. "By the way, let me introduce Katie. Katie Nichols."

Alistair turned towards the beautiful woman. She was standing just behind the older man, and he stared for a moment before taking Katie's hand and holding onto it a few moments longer than he should. The black politician felt his breath catch as he took in the sight of the beautiful woman before him.



The high-necked gold dress was classy and yet sensual, too. Not an inch of cleavage was exposed, yet the way the material moulded to her round breasts was undeniably sexy. He stole a glance at those wonderful tits, and the hard bullet like nipples, before meeting her eyes again.

Katie stared back, their gazes fixed on one another, each a moth to the other's flame. She'd seen the Conservative leader on television, of course, but in the flesh he was even more handsome. That ebony black skin sent shivers through her, and those good looks had often proved her undoing.

Throughout her life, powerful men had always been an aphrodisiac for her… almost as much as the thought of sex with a stranger.

The knowledge that this might be the future Prime Minister only added to the sensation. Standing there, resplendent in his black tux and staring at her with those dark eyes, she felt a shiver of arousal. This was a 'bad boy' type, no doubt about that. Both her serious relationships had been with men sporting that characteristic—and she felt the familiar stirring in her body.

She had been expecting a statesman, a businessman like character. But the way his smiling eyes roamed up and down her body—not too obvious but there all the same—sent chills down her spine.

"Hi, I'm Alistair."

"Hello."

The coolness of the greeting was in contrast to the heat in their gazes, a fact not lost on either of them. Nor was it lost on Brian Sterling. Words were being spoken, but through their eyes. Alistair was wondering what the beauty would look like naked. Katie was envisaging what his black cock would feel like in her mouth. Eventually, Alistair spoke.

"I must commend you on your choice of date," he said to the Scot, though his eyes remained on the brown haired woman. "Your taste has improved from what I remember."

The older man laughed. "II suppose I should thank you, but Katie's not my date, as you call it. She's a junior partner, and the most successful of anyone in the practice. Don't tell the other partners, but she's my star!"

"Praise indeed," the politician laughed, his gaze flicking to Sterling before returning to the stunning thirty-year-old woman. "So, if I ever need a shrink…"

"Then Katie's your woman," Sterling interrupted. "And from the way you two are looking at one another, I'd say you had a lot to discuss."

"Alas, he's taken!" The voice came from their left, and all three of them spun around to face the blonde Scandinavian beauty who had suddenly appeared.

"Our car has arrived, darling," she purred, slipping an arm around Alistair's neck and pulling him into a kiss. Marking out her territory. "I've offered to give Lady Olivia a lift and she's waiting for us. Shall we go?"

Katie stared at the departing man, her eyes catching the look of jealousy that his girlfriend shot back over her shoulder. She didn't care. A lightning bolt had just hit her.

***

Gerry, the hunk of a chauffeur, looked immaculate in his dark suit and peaked cap. He was already opening the doors as the threesome headed to the limousine. He wasn't just their driver, of course. He was also the Conservative Party Leader's bodyguard. Trained to kill.

The thought always sent a thrill through Erika.

The threesome drank more champagne from the Waterford crystal flutes as he drove them to Alistair's London period house. Erika and Lady Olivia had seated themselves across from Alistair. "God, isn't she sexy?" she murmured, running her hand along the younger girl's exposed knee, where it had escaped through the slit.

"She's gorgeous," Alistair agreed, focusing his thoughts on their Royal guest. He'd been thinking of the woman accompanying Brian Sterling, of all people, when he had a couple of intoxicating females cuddling against one another right in front of him. "I've got to admit it, Erika, you have a talent for picking them."

"Pick them?" the simpering aristocratic woman asked, her blurred eyes betraying her confusion.

"Mmmm," Erika responded. "We're going through the Royal family and their friends, fucking them one by one. Didn't you know?" She reached into the girl's hair and carefully began removing the bobby pins that held it up so stiffly.

The girl grinned, letting herself be pampered. This was more like it. This was what she was used to. "Who's the best so far?" she asked, wondering if they were fucking with her or not.

"You, of course," Erika said with smile. Lady Olivia's hair fell away in curled ringlets. Only a few more pins to go. "You're going to be the best we've ever had, aren't you baby?"

"Of course," the aristocratic young woman gleefully responded. She hesitated for a second as the words sank in. "We? Both of you?"

Erika ran her fingers through the newly freed locks, brushing them out. This girl had really long, beautiful hair. She smiled, seeing the glint in the Lady's eyes. Tipping her head forward, she leaned close, ready to kiss again. Both women felt Alistair's eyes devour the sight.

Suddenly, the car was pulling to a halt. The door was opening. Erika pulled away, shuffling out of the car. They headed to Alistair's house. Reaching the door, she winked behind her at Gerry as if to say, 'Yes, this is what you're missing.'

Never mind, she thought, kicking the door closed behind her. She'd make it up to him before too long.

Alistair fixed them all a drink as the two women circled the room. When he brought them over, Erika flopped down onto the sofa and pulled her boyfriend down beside her.

"You are one sexy girl, you know that?" she husked "Come on then, honey, strip. We want to see what's under that dress."

Lady Olivia hesitated for a second, but no more.

Fuelled by drugs and alcohol, her fingers went to the back of her dress, pulling and flicking until it dropped to her feet. Alistair whistled. Her model-tall body was better than either of them had imagined. Towering over the two of them, looking as sexy as hell in five-inch heels and matching green bra and thong, the girl was right off the pages of Playboy. She proudly thrust her large tits at the couple, as if confirming that she lived up to Erika's suggestion of being the best yet. Where had the Royals been hiding this one?

"She could be a centrefold," Alistair murmured, as Erika unzipped his pants and pulled out his thick cock.

"Stroke yourself!" she told the twenty-year-old.

The young woman's eyes widened.

"Do it!" Erika ordered, her tone brooking no argument. The sexy blonde woman began to stroke Alistair's large cock as they watched the girl's hand hesitantly slid into the front of her panties. Her mouth bit down on her lower lip as her knuckles moved and curled beneath the lacy material.

"Good girl," Erika purred, leaning down to flick her tongue across the head of Alistair's manhood. "Finish the strip."

Lady Olivia did as she was told, discarding the bra with a flourish and then hooking her thumbs into her thong. The watching couple licked their lips as she pulled them over the gentle curve of her hips and down over her thighs. Only a little blonde landing strip protected the moist pussy. The large folds of her lips were already swollen and open with arousal

When she looked back for their approval, she gasped at the sight of Erika's heading bobbing on the politician's black cock. The Swedish woman's eyes met hers, smiling approvingly as she held out her hand. "Join us," she slurped, raising her head for a brief second.

The young woman hesitated, as if something inside her insisted she shouldn't. This was wrong. What would her mother say?! She watched as Erika's long fingers pumped along Alistair's black rod. It was much larger than Julian's. Or any other guy's she'd ever seen, for that matter…

She wouldn't be denied. Quickly covered the distance to the couch, she flopped down on their left and immediately jammed her lips against the politician's.

"Want it?" he asked into her mouth, speaking without breaking the kiss.

Her lips pulled away for a second to hear what he was saying.

"Want it?" This time it was Erika asking, her dark gaze staring upwards. She sucked around Alistair's head as the horny young woman's blurred eyes watched hypnotically. "Sexy isn't it?" Erika asked. "Watching another woman give head? Makes you want to, too, doesn't it?"

The captivated woman nodded. Erika understood the thoughts flowing through her naïve, aristocratic mind. Her young mouth would be watering at the need to slide her lips over the hard, black cock, feel it inside her mouth.

"Go on, honey, you know you want to…" she hissed, snaking an arm out so she could grab the curly hair and roughly drag it to Alistair's hardness.

Her lips wrapped around the wet cock before Erika could finish the sentence. Her hands pushed the blonde woman's head away, so she could have this veiny black tower all to herself.

The Scandinavian woman's eyes said, 'I told you so' as she exchanged a glance with Alistair. His dark pupils thanked her before they closed as one for a hard kiss. Their mouths devoured one another as the obedient Lady Olivia feasted on Alistair's manhood, drawing little murmurs of approval from the aroused man.

"Fuck, that's good!" he grunted, as Erika pulled away and gracefully rose to her feet.

The Swedish woman slipped out of her dress, quickly discarding her lingerie as the aristocratic woman lost herself in the haze of lust. Leaning back down, she unbuttoned Alistair's dress shirt, dragging it from his well-toned body.

For a forty-year-old, the politician was in great shape.

Erika cupped the woman's centrefold tits from behind, pulling on the hard nipples. The knowledge that the drug racing through the girl's veins only made her want more of this was an aphrodisiac. The fact that Alistair had no idea intensified the rush.

"That's hot, honey," she whispered in Lady Olivia's ear. "But I think it's time to be fucked, don't you?"

She pulled the aroused young woman from Alistair's cock and stifled any answer by kissing her passionately. As their tongues danced together, her hands manoeuvred the aristocratic young woman's body, easily pulling one long leg across her boyfriend's lap and settling her in position.

Lady Olivia needed no persuasion, no encouragement. She grunted her approval as Erika took the saliva-coated cock in her hand and placed it at the mouth of the young woman's pussy.

"Yesssss," the Scandinavian woman growled, as the out of control girl jammed her body down on Alistair's thickness. "Black cock, honey. You like that?"

Sliding a hand downwards, Erika reached between the Lady's legs and flicked her clit. The young woman screamed. "Doesn't it feel big? All that dark meat sliding inside you?" She bounced her fingers a little harder on the girl's pink button. "What would your mother say?"

"Uh God! FUCK!" It was like waves breaking against the rocks. Her orgasm took her by surprise, battering her until she felt woozy.

Erika gave an aroused sigh of satisfaction. She'd seen the way Alistair had looked at that chestnut haired woman just before they left the charity bash. The night she had planned would make him forget all about her.

***

Sweat covered Rebecca as she collapsed back on the queen-sized bed. Her foot lazily kicked away a rumpled white sheet. "Wonderful," she gasped, reaching across to run a hand across Thomas's heaving chest.

"Mmmm," came his panted response. Becky was usually sexually charged after a couple of days of abstinence, but nothing like this. "That was quite a session."

The Brazilian woman snorted as she half turned towards him. "Don't get too comfortable, that was just the start," she murmured. "But I didn't mean the sex."

"You didn't?" he wheezed, wiping perspiration from his forehead as he flopped on his back.

"No," she said, breathing heavily. "You really think that this Erika can help?"

Ah! So that was it! Thomas turned his head to grin at her. "From what I've seen and heard of her, that woman can do just about anything."

The raven-haired beauty sat up, draping her voluptuous body across him. Resting an arm on either side of his head, her full tits bounced across his chest as she looked into her boyfriend's eyes. "She'll help with the business plan?"

"Yes," he grinned, wiping away a rivulet of sweat as it ran down his forehead and dropped on his eyelid. Bringing her the news had turned her mood around in an instant.

"And she'll get me some financial backing?" she asked again, slithering her hand down his stomach and wrapping her fingers around his spent cock.

"Shit," he moaned, feeling himself jerk as her thumb flicked across the head. "She said she'd help, Becky. That doesn't guarantee anything."

"I'm asking…" she murmured, her hand beginning to jack his recently discharged manhood, "if you think she can?"

Thomas grinned at her childlike eagerness. The life-changing quest meant so much to her. "Yes, I think she can," he answered. From everything he'd heard, the woman usually delivered on promises. "But she said that if she does, I owe her a favour. Maybe she wants her wicked way with me?" he joked.

"Then fuck her, if that's what she wants," the young Brazilian woman told him, her face serious. "I want this, Thomas. I've never wanted anything more."

"Then you fuck her," he joked, looking down his body as she took two inches of his cock inside her mouth. Her deep brown eyes stared up at him as her tongue circled his crown. "I'd do that," she heavily breathed as she licked the head. "I'd fuck anyone to get this opening, Thomas."

"Really?" he grunted, knowing she was joking. They meant too much to one another. "Anyone?"

"Starting with you, sexy," the Brazilian beauty added with a growl, deciding to ignore the question. Straddling his body, she lowered herself onto his recovering hardness. "And just so you're aware, I'm going to fuck you all night long…"

***

Lady Olivia had cum so hard, so many times, that she was having trouble focusing. Yet despite the orgasms, the lust she'd felt earlier had expanded and grown. The heat in her body was like a furnace.

"Big, isn't he?" she heard Erika seductively whisper, slipping the young woman's hand onto Alistair's still impressive hardness. The blonde bent down to suck on the sweaty woman's right nipple before sliding her tongue to her soft ear. "Want to suck him again?"

Lady Olivia's moan answered for her.

Erika snaked a hand around the willing woman's neck and dragged her head forward. She met no reluctance as the young aristocrat eagerly slid her mouth onto his veiny black shaft.

Lady Olivia let out another mumbled moan. It seemed she really couldn't get enough of this cock. She ran her tongue along the underside of his thickness, coating it with saliva. Alistair sucked in air as she wrapped her mouth around him, her chin bouncing against his testicles as she went to work.

Erika slipped down between the young woman's legs again, lapping at her sex with long, powerful strokes of her tongue. Lady Olivia had done the same to her, embarrassed at first, and then liberated by the desire running through her impressively tight body.

The previously innocent woman settled into a steady rhythm, easing his cock in and out of her mouth. Her eyes looked up to catch his gaze, but his were shut, revelling in the moment. When she raised a hand to caress the bouncing testicles, his cock jumped in her throat. Letting out a low moan, her hands gripped his thighs as she opened her legs wider to accommodate Erika's tongue and fingers.

Just like the Swedish woman had shown her, she swallowed him all the way. Her technique was improving and she growled with happiness at her accomplishment. Sliding him back out, she repeated the movement several times, fucking him with her mouth the way Erika had just done.

If nothing else, she was a quick learner. She'd already decided to try out her new skills on Julian. And after that, Jimmy Fathershaw, one of the Queen's guards who'd flirted with her for a while. And of course there was Joseph Walsh, the groundskeeper. He was older, but in a sexy way…

And then there was the Princess—

The tension in his balls under her hand brought her back to the present. Alistair was nearly ready to cum again. How many times tonight was that?

Lady Olivia squeezed first his right testicle and then his left, just the way Erika had told her. It was enough to send the black politician over the edge. He bent forward and cried out as he fired into her mouth. Round after round splattered against the back of her throat.

With some difficulty, she gratefully took all he could offer.

Even as she began to lick him clean, she felt Erika pulling at her body. Somehow she was being forced onto her back, next to the black politician. Then the blonde temptress was straddling her hips, pulled the younger woman's mouth up towards her needy body.

The aristocratic young woman caught a glimpse of Erika's smooth sex before the voracious woman began to thrust herself down against her face. The Scandinavian beauty showed her no mercy, her fingers digging into the newly christened slut's curly brown hair as she face-fucked her new bitch.

Lady Olivia was being used again and she loved it.

***

Alistair lay on the large bed, watching the two women beside him. Erika had changed position again and again, taking the naïve young woman from one high to another. With each movement, his girlfriend made sure she reached across to stroke his cock, as if assessing when he'd be ready again.

On their sides now, Erika's naked back facing him, Lady Olivia's sweat drenched hair bounced excitedly between the blonde's thighs as his girlfriend returned the favour. The twenty-year-olds appetite had grown more ravenous as the night had worn on, her inhibitions dropping away as her technique improved.

When he saw the aristocrat push Erika back and then flick her pink tongue across the older woman's excited clitoris, he felt himself harden.

It was some effort to tear his eyes away.

Having already cum three times, his arousal had been slowly replaced with a feeling of melancholy. The change in his demeanour was becoming more regular, as fresh doubts clouded his mind.

He should stop. He should get out. This would be the end of him.

Yet every time his doubts threatened to take control, Erika came up with something else and he was drawn in again. He was as unstoppably self-destructive as a mindless moth encountered a bright candle.

He had to end it! Somehow! Morally it was wrong, all wrong. He was only too well aware of that.

"Uhh, yesssss, Olivia… eat me!" Erika cried. Alistair was fully erect now, and knew he'd been joining them once again soon.

Whatever the rights and wrongs, it would somehow leak out if he continued with this lifestyle. One of their women would talk. And then it wouldn't just be his political future that was under threat. His inheritance could be, too. Shit! He had to find a way to straighten out his mind. He threw a hand across his sweaty brow. His face clenched as he wrestled with his dilemma.

There had to be an answer!

His conversation with Brian Sterling popped into his mind. Where did that come from? The older man had been a close friend of his Grandfather's and he could trust him. He'd be discrete, too. Maybe that was an option worth pursuing?

"Uh! Uh! Uh!" Erika was grunting, her fingers tightly gripping Lady Olivia's hair. The younger girl had her wonderfully firm ass raised, offering a perfect target. Shit, his cock was aching! Scrambling to his knees, he quickly took position behind the aristocratic young woman. He'd fuck her one more time.

His thinking could wait until tomorrow.


Politics Ch. 03

Chapter 3: The Plot Thickens

Erika Johansson smiled at her reflection in the bedroom mirror. Had Alistair not already left for his early morning meeting with Thomas and Sally, he would undoubtedly have approved.

She held the compact mobile phone away for a moment, and shook out the silken locks she'd styled into golden waves. They bounced on her shoulders, flirting with the delicate red strap of her low cut bra. Accompanied by her plunge-thong and nude stockings with their lacy red tops, she was the perfect, blonde temptress.

Yet maybe Alistair wouldn't even notice, she pouted. He hadn't been himself over the past week, less inclined to take advantage of the 'opportunities' she was suggesting. Or even fucking her! Either his libido was on the wane, or the pressures of the looming General Election were finally getting to him. With a quick glance at into the mirror, she decided that must be the case.

"Hello?" the familiar Dutch voice answered. The blonde wondered what Guus Kessen would say if he could actually see her now! He'd certainly "appreciate" her.

The call was necessary on two counts, of course. She was never just flirting. Because of Alistair's recent behaviour, the Dutchman was an 'option' she was keen to cultivate. A girl always had to have one eye on the future, after all!

He was also essential if her plan concerning Rebecca de Santos was to work…

"Guus," she sexily murmured, only too aware there was no mistaking her sexy Scandinavian accent. "How good to hear your voice."

"You, too, Erika," the multi millionaire retorted. Even down the line, Erika could discern the warmth in his voice. "You said you'd stay in touch," he continued, "but I didn't expect to hear from you quite so quickly. And especially as early in the morning as this."

Early morning? Yes, seven thirty was early, but the Dutchman had confided his working day began at six.

"You're disappointed?" she asked.

The Dutchman's laughter floated into her ear. "On the contrary, Erika. I'm delighted. And wondering whether it's simply a social call?"

The Swedish woman's seductive laughter mingled in with his. She'd only met the multi millionaire once, but had quickly realised he wasn't one for beating around the bush. "Both," she cagily answered. "You told me you're an early riser, so I knew I'd get you. And while speaking to you is always a pleasure, I do have a business proposition that I think will appeal."

"Really?" the clipped Dutch accent responded. "I'm always interested in making money."

Erika's laugh was softer this time. "Oh, this is much better than merely making money," she told him, wondering if her assessment of the businessman would prove to be correct. It could be embarrassing if not, but the twenty-five-year-old had always been able to read people.

"Better? I'm intrigued! Do tell."

"There's someone I know…" she began, then hesitated. "More accurately, I don't know her yet. We're meeting today. The point is, this woman is looking to start a business. An aerobics business. From what I understand, all she needs is thirty thousand to make it happen, but the banks aren't interested."

"And you think I would be, Erika? Tut tut! I don't do business deals for such tiny amounts of money; it's just not worth my time. My investments make thirty grand a minute without me needing to lift a finger. I thought you were much smarter than that?"

Erika gave a soft laugh. Men continually underestimated her. The Dutchman's flirtatious ways at Conservative Party Headquarters had told her all she needed to know about his attitude to women. All she had to do was reel him in.

"Oh, I am, Guus," she softly replied, thickening her accent to its sexiest. "Believe me, I am. It's because it's what the English call pocket money that I know you'll be interested. That… and the chance to have a beautiful woman in your debt."

"You know I'll be interested?" the clipped Dutch accent retorted. "Erika, with my money, I've no problem attracting all the beautiful women I want. Another makes no difference to me. Unless it's you…"

"Guus…" she pretended to giggle, raising her eyes to the ceiling as she pulled her hair onto the top of her head. So easy… "Unless it's me? What are you suggesting?"

"I think you know," the Dutchman answered without a hint of embarrassment.

Erika smiled at her reflection in the mirror. He'd be easy enough to wrap around her finger when the time was right.

"Well, Guus… I'm very flattered! But I think you'll be excited when I tell you the name of the woman in question."

"Really? And why is that?"

"Because it's Rebecca de Santos," the Swedish beauty gleefully said, playing her trump card. She remembered the look in his eyes when he'd talked about Thomas's girlfriend. "I think this might be an attractive proposition for you, Guus. Am I right?"

"Erika," the overweight Dutchman murmured, after a brief pause. "Remind me never to underestimate you again. Tell me more—"

***

Since Thomas had told Becky of Erika's offer to help, the couple seemed to be in a much better place. The early starts and late evenings during his first week had stretched their relationship to breaking point, and if anything, the Conservative Party's Campaign Manager was working even longer now. Yet the possibility of achieving her dream had completely changed the picture.

While their sex life was still suffering from his long hours, that was a short-term issue, and both of them could now see that. It was only a few short weeks to the General Election, and with them both immersing themselves in their different objectives, they could temporarily put up with their sexual deprivation.

Or could they? God knew Thomas was feeling the 'need' right now! As for Becky, sex was everything. Knowing his Brazilian girlfriend, he had no doubt that her vibrator would be working overtime!

Not this morning, though.

Her meeting with Erika would be on her mind, and the need to go over all the finer points of her proposal with a view to finalising the business plan. At Erika's insistence, Becky had provided Thomas with as much background detail as she could. When he'd passed it on, the Scandinavian beauty had told him she'd read it all, and that she was lining up a financial backer.

Shit, with Becky's hopes raised as much as they were, he hoped it worked out!

"Okay, guys," Alistair said, breezing through the glass conference door and dropping his file of papers onto the long glass table "Pour me a coffee, Sally, would you?" he asked, sitting down beside them. It was his preferred seat, back to the window. No distractions.

The redhead smiled. "Want one?" she asked Thomas, pouring two cups when he nodded. "Coasters," she said, taking the cups to the table.

"Tiffany or Conservative Party crest?" Thomas asked with a grin. The two options had become a running joke between them. He'd noticed she'd become flirtier with him as they got to know one another. Not that he encouraged it, of course. Still, it helped the days pass a little more quickly.

"Let's go Tiffany this morning," she laughed, plonking down the mugs before pouring herself a tea. She hated coffee.

"Okay," Alistair started, taking the coffee and pulling a face as he took a sip. "God, that's strong. Have you guys seen the breaking Daily Telegraph story on expenses? This whole bloody thing is going to blow up in our faces if we're not careful."

"It looks like it's the government on the receiving end…" Sally began.

"For now," Thomas said. "It'll come our way, too."

"That's right," Brinkley-Jones agreed. "I've sent some stuff to both of you, just make sure you get up to speed. Right now, I really don't have long," he continued. "I have a shit of a day ahead."

"Okay. You want to start without Erika?"

"Where is she?"

Thomas looked at Sally and shrugged his shoulders. She pulled a face. "Want me to find her?"

The black politician waved a hand in the air. "No, let's wait. You guys are sure this debate is a good idea?"

Sally and Thomas surreptitiously exchanged glances as Alistair rummaged through his papers. The party political debate had been set up for a while now. Hell, they were flying to Belfast tomorrow morning.

"It's a good idea," Thomas carefully began. "We're still a couple of points down in most opinion polls. We need the extra push. Besides, you'll be great at this face-to-face stuff—"

"It always dances around the real issues," Alistair interjected. "Becomes more personal, less about what's important. I can get my points over much better in a solo session or an interview..."

Thomas glanced at Sally again. This was unlike the confident politician. Something was troubling him. Maybe there was more to this Daily Telegraph story than he'd thought?

"Alistair," Thomas said, leaning forward and resting his elbows on the glass table. His tone brooked no argument. "You're made for this. You're a better public speaker than either Blair or Collinson. More charismatic. Your views and ideas are much superior, and you bring a freshness that people love. The public will get a feel for how passionate you can be, and they'll understand how much you believe in what you're doing. How much you believe in Britain."

"You think so?"

"Absolutely," he answered, "Televised public appearances like these can make all the difference. We get the maximum audience. With the forthcoming Newsnight interview and the televised appearance in Scotland, we're building up nicely."

"Okay," the politician conceded, rising to his feet. "Look, I have a few calls to make. Find Erika and we'll go through what to expect. I don't want to walk into tomorrow morning's debate without being fully briefed. Back in here in half an hour. Okay?"

Sally stared after him as he left and then turned her gaze back on Thomas. "Geez, I've never seen him in that mood before," she sighed.

"Something's on his mind," Thomas muttered. "We'd better check our in trays and get up to speed on that expenses story."

Sally eased herself up from her chair and bent forward to kiss him on the top of his head. "And I haven't seen that side of you, either, Thomas. Very persuasive. I'm impressed!"

Thomas felt his cock twitch as the redhead slid her pert breasts against his shoulder. Damn. He really had to create some quality time with Becky…

***

At seven thirty in the morning, Eduardo Dias glanced out of the paned front windows as he opened his small café. He was late. Katie had sat in her car for a good ten minutes, trying to convince herself not to go through with this.

In the end, she couldn't stop herself.

She'd sucked three cocks in her masturbatory fantasy that had lasted most of last night. They belonged to Brian Sterling, Alistair Brinkley-Jones, and the sixty-year-old café owner.

The first two were out of bounds. Eduardo wasn't…

It took her only a few seconds to lock her car, and then hurry across the road. There was no turning back. That destructive force inside her needed this like she needed food and drink. Her body wouldn't operate without it.

"Miss Katie!" the surprised South American greeted her as she quickly entered and leant back against the closed door. "Where have you been? I no see you for a week now! You always say when you on holiday!"

She ran a hand through her chestnut coloured hair, trying to control the breath that came in short pants. "I haven't been on holiday, Eduardo," she breathlessly told him. "I… I can't get breakfast here anymore. My… my employers… they prepare breakfast for me now."

The small, South American owner paused. The cappuccino machine could wait. His brow creased in pain, as if she'd slapped him across the face. "I no see Miss Katie again?"

"I… I came to thank you," she answered, unable to move. She leaned back against door, needing the support.

"Thank me?" He looked close to tears.

"For all you've done," she explained, knowing from the way his eyes dropped to her tits that her thick nipples were hard and fully on display against her cream blouse. "I wanted to… thank you…"

The sixty-year-old man nodded, his mind appraising the situation and her words. That was twice she'd said that. She'd left her suit jacket in the car and her thin, pale arms were laid bare by the sleeveless blouse. Resting against the door like that, she looked lost. And incredibly sexy.

The sudden gleam in his eyes told Katie that the penny had dropped. She'd thought this was going to be difficult. Wondered if she could go through with it, even. The light in his dark eyes was as frightening as it was reassuring.

He picked up a grubby white towel and slowly wiped his hands on it before dropping it back onto the worktop. Leaving the confines of the counter area, he slowly walked around to her position by the door. "How you thank me?" he asked. "How you thank me, Miss Katie?"

The psychiatrist didn't reply. Her heart was thumping like a jackhammer on concrete. She couldn't find her voice over the noise. The café owner took her non-response as approval. He nodded and with a single movement, reached behind her and clicked the lock.

Keeping his small eyes on her apprehensive face, he took her hand, pulling her with him into the small stockroom at the rear of the café.

His movements changed as they entered the tiny room, like a lion realizing he'd stumbled upon a helpless gazelle. He could feel her hand shake in his grip. Feel her palms grow clammy. This beautiful woman was hot for him. He had no idea why, but as he watched her long, dark lashes bat nervously up at him, he knew his instincts were true.

And besides, he didn't care why she felt that way. It was enough that she did.

With one swift motion, he grabbed her slim wrists and forced them above her head, as if worried she might have a sudden change of mind. With a snarl of arousal, he pushed her back against the grubby wall and jammed his lips against her voluptuous mouth. Raising a foot, he kicked the door beside them half closed, the sound of it rattling against the frame as it rebounded.

His searching mouth didn't ease until she was grasping for breath. His hands released her wrists and attacked her blouse, yanking it from her dark grey skirt. Disappearing under the garment, he roughly dragged up the cups of her bra and cupped her jutting swells.

Katie closed her eyes as his cold fingers teased her breasts. It was his cock she wanted, but his eagerness felt so good that she was willing to wait. He pushed her blouse up higher, exposing the fullness of her creamy tits. The small South American dipped his head to suck in a hard nipple. She let out a gasp of joy, which quickly turned to a grunt as his hands roamed under her skirt.

Her body arched into his touch. She spread her thighs, giving his callused fingers access to the treasure between her legs.

The panting man's lips switched nipples. "Ngh!" The moan that tore from her throat sounded almost painful. He was sucking so hard that she buried her hands in his greasy black hair and pulled him closer.

She adored the moment when a man succumbed to the need for her body that first time. Was it the power that overwhelmed her? The delight she took in his frenzy when he was completely unable to contain himself?

The moment had come. She wanted his hardness, wanted it in her mouth.

But… the way his hand had dragged her thong to one side… the way he rubbed his fingers along her wetness! God, it was proving too much. Wait, she insisted to herself. Don't do this. I'm the one in control. I'm the one who wants to devour your 'snake,' feed on your salty seed!

Katie couldn't stop him. Didn't want to stop him. She so needed this…

His fingers found her swollen button, nestled in the bed of her dark curls. That was all it took. He didn't even need to penetrate her to make her cum like a fountain being turned on for the first time, after a winter of rest. For a moment she clung tightly to him, using his small, slender body to stay on her feet as the orgasm ran through her body. Her knees buckled. She groaned. She savoured the violent orgasm, allowing it to consume her.

Then she was sliding to her knees…

He'd already released himself from the confines of his blue jeans. He was smaller than she expected—and not as thick—but she didn't care. Her mouth took him inside with an urgency that had been missing for too long. When his hands dug into her soft hair, she began to mouth-fuck him.

She could feel his shaft push against the sides of her throat as she slid her pink lips all the way down to the base and back up again. When the café owner grunted as she worked on him, another orgasm began to brew inside her. Katie didn't care about the niceties; she wanted that seed. Her eyes danced upwards into his, revelling at the contorted look on his face. A look that she, an eminent psychiatrist, was creating!

"Stop, Miss Katie," he grunted, gripping her hair more tightly. "Please… stop…"

She knew why. The old bastard wanted to fuck her. That was one pleasure she wouldn't allow! His hands gripped her hair more tightly, trying to pull her head away. They were in their own private battle, Katie racing him towards his orgasm, Eduardo desperately trying to resist.

Her large brown eyes stared up into his again. He had no chance! With just the crown of his cock in her wet embrace, she swirled her tongue across the hypersensitive ridge. He groaned, releasing her. She plunged her mouth back onto his ramrod stiffness, deep-throating him again. He was throbbing. He was there now. There was no escape.

She paused and raised her head one final time, a string of saliva dangling between her lips and the tip of the glistening mushroom-shaped head. She stroked his shaft, masturbating him with her hands. Short jerking movements. He began to pulsate.

It was enough.

Eduardo's body jerked. As his snake prepared to spit its venom, she jammed her mouth back on him. Just in time. His creamy seed surged between her greedy lips, her mouth sucking in everything he could offer. She swallowed like it was manna from heaven, gratefully taking every last burst. Her hands continued to pump his shaft until he had nothing left to give.

As the sixty-year-old crumpled back against the wall, eyes closed, knees bent, the beautiful psychiatrist began to regain her senses. Oh, God!

Eduardo heard rather than saw the door to the stockroom open. When he somehow squinted through cum-fuelled eyes, all he saw was Miss Katie pushing through the outer door and rushing into the street.

She didn't look back. She didn't dare. The fuel of arousal was still reverberating through her body. Catching her reflection in a shop window, she realised why passers-by had been glancing at her. Stopping in an as yet unopened shop doorway, she adjusted her state of undress as best she could.

She'd tell them she'd tripped and fallen when she reached her office.

Looking down to see a small blob of cum on one of the buttons of her blouse, she took it on her fingertip and fed it between her full lips. One day, her secret could destroy her career. But a stranger's creamy cum tasted so good, so thrilling, she feared that she'd never be able stop.

***

Alistair gulped down the last of his lunchtime sandwich and took a couple of minutes to reflect. His hour-long telephone conversation with Brian Sterling earlier that morning had been a tough one. So was the Scot's suggestion. But his mind certainly felt more settled for having had the discussion.

Erika had been intrigued when he'd told her to create a gap in his diary that afternoon. It meant he was putting off Tom Broadhurst again. The Deputy Secretary for the Environment was frothing at the mouth at the need to discuss his strategy for cleaning up the riverbanks.



But visiting Brian Sterling's offices was much more important. The phone call to his friend had been the first step. It would shortly be time for his second…

"Why do you need to see him?" Erika asked as he joined the three members of his team in the conference room.

"He wants to discuss a Campaign contribution," he blithely lied. It wasn't easy. He wasn't in the habit of lying. But it had to be done.

"Let Thomas go," she told him, shooting him one of her looks. "You could take care of that for us, couldn't you, Thomas?" she smiled across at the fair-haired Campaign Manager.

"No problem," he answered, feeling the twitch in his trousers as he studied the blonde. In that cream silk shirt and immaculate faded black jeans, she could have stepped out of a fashion magazine. He found himself wondering what she wore underneath. His cock twitched again.

Sally's foot nudged his under the table. When she had his attention, she smiled demurely. But the look in her eyes told him she knew what he'd been thinking. Damn. He had to get home to Becky in good time tonight.

"Not possible," Alistair calmly said, drawing a line under the subject. "He's a personal friend of the family."

Thomas's attention diverted from his illicit thoughts as he watched Alistair and Erika stare at one another. Was there tension? Or was it simply a continuation of his boss's early morning demeanour? He'd been through everything there was to read on the expenses expose. Unless he'd missed something, there wasn't anything too dramatic to worry about, despite his boss's misgivings.

"Now then, can we get onto the subject in hand? I want to know more about tomorrow's debate. Thomas? Sally?"

"As far as the arrangements are concerned, I've taken care of everything. Flight tickets and an itinerary are in the attached folders," the redhead smiled, passing the blue documents across the glass table. "I've been through everything with Erika, so all your other scheduled meetings have been re-arranged around the trip. Early morning flights tomorrow, and back twenty-four hours later. Should be fun."

"Format?" Alistair asked, maintaining his focus.

Thomas acknowledged the tone, as well as the question. He decided to keep it straight and to the point. "The venue is Belfast City Hall in Donegall Square. Apparently, it's an honour to use the council's Civic building. We're on TV, and have a live audience. There'll be you, Blair and Collinson, all answering questions put by the chair."

"Who is?"

"Ronan P. O'Mara."

Sally laughed, theatrically covering her mouth when the others grinned.

"You know something we don't?" Alistair softly asked.

"You haven't heard of him?" she asked, glancing around at the others. "He's a late night chat show host over there. No political affiliation apparently. Used to be a music hall comedian! It's true," she emphasised, when Alistair and Erika pulled disbelieving faces.

"Alas, it is true," Thomas agreed, flashing a grin. "Though my knowledge of late night Irish chat show hosts is not as comprehensive as Sally's. But what I do know is that he's not a serious commentator, not in the Larry Paxman mould, anyway."

"Thank God for that," Alistair muttered. Paxman's rottweiler approach to politicians was well known.

"Don't worry about O'Mara, he's not a problem other than a little, friendly showboating," Thomas continued. "The point is, he won't be able to divert you away from the serious points you'll be making. I'll have a copy of the questions, plus potential answers, ready for you to read on the flight over."

"Sounds good," Erika snapped, checking her watch. "Anything else for now? We don't want to delay Alistair's donation appointment."

The irony wasn't lost on Brinkley-Jones, but he held his peace.

"I'm finished," Thomas said, glancing sideways at Sally. He'd been right about the tension between them.

"Me too," Alistair said, standing up as he collected his blue folder from the table. Heading for the door, he shot back over his shoulder, "Just make sure I have that briefing paper for the plane tomorrow, please, Thomas."

"You got it!" came the answer.

"And you've got it, too," Erika smiled at Thomas as she collected her belongings. "I'm on my way to see your girlfriend now. From everything I've read, I have a good feeling about this. Do me a favour and ring ahead, would you? Let her know I'm heading over there now?"

***

"Diana told me you had a fall on the way to the office this morning."

Katie looked up from her desk. Brian Sterling made an imposing sight framed in the doorway of her office. Her wide smile kissed the corners of her mouth. "Yes, I felt so stupid, Brian. Tripped getting out of the car," she lied, staring into his grey eyes.

Always look someone in the eyes when you lie to them! He'd told her that.

"Well, you couldn't tell," he said, returning the smile as he strolled into her office. "You look fabulous!"

More than fabulous, Brian Sterling thought. Her long, dark, shoulder length hair caught the sunlight curving in through the large window. When he'd first peered into her office, he'd watched her for thirty seconds before speaking. Despite the fact she'd been lost in thought, she was even more beautiful than usual, and the sexy way her voluptuous mouth sucked on the end of that pencil sent chills through him.

Think something else, he told himself.

"Thank you, Brian," the thirty-year-old woman said, her morning's escapade still sending a chill through her body. "And it's good of you to ask."

The Scot nodded as he made his way across the plush carpet, easing himself down on the couch. "I like to make sure my colleagues are okay after any mishap."

"I know," she said with that soft laugh of hers. "You hate the idea of anyone missing a day at work, don't you? It would impinge on profits!"

"Katie!" he exclaimed in mock astonishment. "That comment is as unkind as it's fully accurate!"

They both laughed. She was becoming very comfortable in Brian's company, but knew him well enough to be aware that this wasn't simply a social visit to enquire after her welfare.

"I haven't really had the chance to talk to you about, and thank you for, last week," he told her in that grammatically correct way of his.

He glanced down at the tips of his fingers as he spoke. It was the way he did when he was uneasy about something. God, do I really know him that well? Katie waited for him to get to the point. Much easier that way. Let him find his own way there.

"Mmm. The charity bash. I've already had a couple of calls as a result. Not only have we sown the seeds, we've immediately reaped a couple of profitable dividends! And you wondered why networking was necessary!"

Katie found herself blushing when she thought back to the evening. Alistair Brinkley-Jones hadn't been far from her thoughts since then. Nor had his cock. She'd never been with a black man…

"That's good news," she said quickly, to cover any show of uneasiness. "I assume you'll be directing at least one of those potential new clients in my direction, Brian?"

"Your direction?"

"Of course! We were a team that night, so it's only fair to share the fees, don't you think?"

Rather than burst out laughing as she expected, the grey haired Scot sat back on the couch. Resting one arm along the back, he nodded.

"You're joking!" she exclaimed before he could speak. "I thought the firm's approach was that partners beat the shit out of one another trying to bring in new clients. Giving me one…" would be unheard of, she finished in her head.

This time, Sterling did laugh. "I'm not sure I've ever encouraged a partner to 'kick the shit out of anyone," he said, "though there has been the occasional client who deserved that approach. But as you say, Katie, we were a team that night. Besides, this one is a favour."

"Favour?" she questioned, swinging around in her leather swivel chair. "Why do I have a feeling that a favour means there'll be no additional fee income?"

His face told her this was awkward for him. "I said it's a favour. Well, two actually… no, make that three!"

Her face dropped. She'd been joking, but he wasn't. She'd do anything for this man—of course she would. But taking a non-paying client was strictly against the firm's rules. "Brian, I don't understand. Three favours? Please tell me—"

The grey haired man's upraised hand stopped her. "I know, I know. Let me explain. The first favour is to the client. I'm not charging him a thing, and you'll understand why in due course."

He paused, looking for a reaction. Katie didn't give him one other than a nod for him to continue.

"Good," he smiled, happy with her acquiescence. "The second favour is from you. There are a number of reasons why I'm asking you to help, Katie. One, if I approached any other partner, I'd have a lot of explaining to do. Two, we both know you owe me for everything I've done for you over the years."

Another pause. Another nod. Katie wasn't about to dispute that the Scot had been a major influence in her career, though it was unusual for him to mention such a thing. That suggested he badly needed this favour.

"But as important as either…" the Senior Partner continued, tailing off.

He thought back to his long conversation with Alistair. His younger friend hadn't provided many details, but from what he had told him, it seemed the Conservative Party leader was on the road to self-destruction. If anyone could help, it would be Katie.

"Just as important," he continued, meeting her eyes, "is that I know I can trust you to handle this sensitively. And believe me, it'll need sensitive handling. I want you to see what you can do to help him."

"Of course I will, Brian," she told him, rising from her seat and covering the short distance before flopping down on the sofa beside him. She straightened her skirt. "But why me? I understand that you don't want to use the others… But why don't you see him personally, Brian?"

"I'm too close to the whole thing," the Scot patiently answered. His tone was that of a parent speaking to his favourite child. "Family friend. I'm not sure how much I could help. We all know the perils of having someone close to us as a client. It doesn't work."

That made sense. Katie touched his arm—a favourite daughter giving her father comfort. "Okay, Brian. Of course I'll help. But why all the secrecy? Who is it, for goodness sake? And what's their problem?

"I'll let him tell you his problems," the Senior Partner told her. "As for who it is, that's the third favour. For you."

"For me?"

"Oh, yes. In fact, judging from the way you and he stared at one another the other night, I'd say it's a big favour!"

"That's right," the Scot softly added as recognition dawned on her face. "It's Alistair Brinkley-Jones."

***

As soon as she saw her, Rebecca knew this woman was the real thing. It wasn't the flame red open Mercedes roadster. Or the aggressive way she left it parked outside the apartment: one wheel on the pavement and the nearside wing jutting dangerously out onto the open road, a candidate for either an accident or a parking ticket.

It was the way the blonde oozed class. The creamy silk shirt clung to her curves under the custom-tailored jacket, and her immaculate, faded black low-rise jeans looked like they were sprayed on. And if Rebecca knew her stuff, those were black patent leather Jimmy Choo pumps.

"Rebecca," the Swedish woman murmured as the Brazilian woman opened the door. It was like they'd known one another for years. Planting a kissed on the raven-haired woman's cheeks, she pulled her in for a warm hug. Let her feel the swell of her breasts and inhale the aroma of her perfume. Gabrielle Dubois' Nudity had such a sexy fragrance.

"Becky," Thomas's girlfriend murmured, taking a step back as the beautiful blonde released her. "Please call me Becky."

"Great," Erika murmured, sweeping into the apartment. Swinging back around to face the nervous woman, she gave one of her warmest smiles. "Thanks for sending me everything you have on the project. I got a great feel for what you're trying to do. I think it's a great idea!" The woman's high cheekbones and sizzling light eyes gave her the look of a mountain lion.

"You do?" Rebecca asked. Everything about this woman was impressive, from the way she dressed, talked, and so easily made herself at home. As for that Scandinavian accent, it gave her goose bumps.

"Absolutely, Becky. Thomas has given me everything you prepared," she said, her eyes darting around the room, "and I used them to work out the financials. If I've got this right, this could produce a nice little return for you."

"That's exactly what I've been trying to tell people," the Brazilian beauty enthused, indicating that Erika should make herself comfortable on the couch. "The financial side of things make a lot of sense. But that's not the reason I'm doing this, Erika. I love my work and I love my classes. It's a vocation for me, not simply a job."

"Quite right," Erika responded, slipping off her jacket and casually tossing it onto an armchair. "What do you think?" she asked, doing an outrageous twirl. "Think I'd be fit enough for one of your classes?"

The question was superfluous. It didn't need an answer and she wasn't looking for one. Instead, she wanted the Brazilian woman's eyes on her body.

Becky stood for a moment, admiring the figure on display. She was in great shape, but it wasn't just that. She carried herself well. She had grace and poise that in everything from her posture to the way she wore her clothes. She was sexy. Very sexy, in fact. Rebecca blushed at the thought.

"You're fabulous," she eventually managed, feeling a dryness assuage her mouth. "You go to a gym?"

"Occasionally. But I've installed an indoor swimming pool at home. I do half an hour every day. Keeps me toned, don't you think?"

"Very," the Brazilian woman murmured. "But you should come to one of my classes, too, Erika," she laughed. "Try aerobics, but try mine!"

Oh, I intend trying you, the Scandinavian beauty thought. "Tell you what, Becky," she answered, looking around and then gracefully lowering herself to the couch. "I'll come to your grand opening. How about that?"

"My grand opening?" the twenty-two year old Brazilian woman gasped, one hand rising to clutch her chest. "You really think I can do this, Erika?"

"I know you can do it," the blonde beauty beamed. "I know we can do it! But first…"

"Yes?"

"First, have you any wine?"

Rebecca laughed as she looked down at the Swedish beauty. One arm stretched out on either side along the back of the sofa, she looked like royalty surveying her domain. She actually felt her nipples pushing against her tee shirt and began to blush. This was a woman, for God's sake!

"Red or white?" she hoarsely asked.

"Bring out the most expensive red you have, Becky. I've already drawn up a business plan, though it'll need some fine-tuning once we've finished. But let's enjoy a drink or two while we go through everything. Then I'll help make your dreams come true."

***

"You two already know one another," Brian Sterling commented with a smile, stepping to one side as he ushered Alistair Brinkley-Jones into Katie's office. "For what it's worth, I've told the receptionists that we're thinking of making a donation to the Conservative Party. Seems like good cover."

"I like that thought," the black politician grinned. "How much?"

"As it's an imaginary donation, you can make it for as much as you'd like," the Senior Partner dryly answered. "I've also told them that if anyone outside of the office knows of Alistair's visit, we'll have an ex-employee on our hands."

"Isn't that a bit dramatic?" Katie joked.

"Oh, Brian likes a touch of the dramatic," Alistair laughed, sweeping a hand through his long black hair. It was slightly longer than conventional wisdom dictated, especially for a politician. But it suited him, Katie thought. Gave a hint of a wild side hidden behind the smooth exterior.

"Oh, yes, I know he does," she responded, enjoying the immediate banter, though she knew it was far from the truth. One of the qualities on permanent display with the Senior Partner was his calm, cool approach to life.

"Joke all you like," the Scot told them as his gaze swung from Katie to the Conservative party leader. Their ease with one another boded well for the task ahead. "I take the confidentiality of your visit here as seriously as you do, dear boy."

"I know, I know," Alistair responded, glancing around him before settling on the leather sofa. "And I appreciate it, Brian."

The Senior Partner nodded. "I understand your time is limited, old friend, so I'll leave the two of you. Let me know when you're finished, Katie. I'd like to speak with Alistair before he leaves."

Momentary silence fell as the Senior Partner left the room, both suddenly shy in each other's company. Then they burst into spontaneous laughter at the sudden tension between them.

"He'll want to check that I'm okay at my job," Katie said, choosing to sit in the chair closest to Alistair, rather than beside him. "So even if we get nowhere, you've got to give me a good report, okay?"

The dark skinned politician laughed. "That's not a problem, Katie. But I have a feeling we're going to get on just fine, don't you?"

"Well, let's see," she said, realising that her initial instinct was correct. He was a flirt. Time to get down to business. "You're comfortable about seeing me?"

"Not sure," he told her, shuffling a little on the couch. His eyes were suddenly anywhere other than on hers. "To be truthful, when I called Peter, all I expected was that the two of us would have an informal chat. His suggestion that I should see you took me by surprise."

"Why?"

"Because I'm not sure I have a treatable condition. That's what you shrinks call it, don't you?"

"Shrink?"

Brinkley-Jones laughed as his eyes found hers. "No offence."

"None taken." Provocation was often a defence mechanism. "So, Peter thinks that by telling me about your problems, I can help?"

"That seems to be the idea."

"And you're comfortable with that?"

There was that shuffle again. "You've already asked that."

Katie gave him a disarming smile. Whatever his problems were, his attitude screamed that he was uncomfortable with telling her about them. "True," she agreed. "And you said you weren't sure. What I'm trying to get at, Alistair, is that this won't work unless you're willing to be completely open. And traditionally, the first session with any patient is usually cat and mouse."

Brinkley-Jones waved an imperious hand into the air. "I don't have time for cat and mouse games."

"Good. Neither do I," she said, pulling a notepad from the desk beside her and flicking it open. "Why don't you start from the beginning?"

"So, I'm being treated as a patient?"

Katie smiled at him. "Only until we find out whether you have a treatable condition," she told him, the sarcasm splitting the air between them. "That's what any good shrink would do."

He laughed. No wonder Peter had entrusted him to this woman, she didn't take any prisoners. "Touché," he acknowledged, though his thoughts were racing. How many of his inner secrets was he was prepared to disclose? "Peter said it would be completely confidential," he said, glancing at Katie's notepad.

"Absolutely."

He pointed at the pad when she didn't take the hint. "That means, no record."

"I see," she nodded, closing the pad and returning it to the desk. Everything would have been confidential, but now wasn't the time to dispute the point. Besides, she had a well-trained memory. "In that case," she said, shooting him another confident yet empathetic smile, "Start when you're ready."



Start when he was ready? Shit! He was the Conservative Party leader, for God's sake. The matter of fact way she spoke made it sound as if he was at a tea party, about to give a speech. Whereas he was about to spill his guts out, admit to being a sex fiend, engaged in an out of control lifestyle!

And he wasn't just about to confess to his sins like a parishioner to a priest. He was going to own up to them to this beautiful woman. The chemistry between them had been evident on their first, brief meeting. It was still there now, despite the uneasiness he felt about coming clean. He wanted this woman, and intuition told him she had similar feelings.

Maybe he'd end up fucking his psychiatrist?

Shit! Thoughts like those were why he was in this position in the first place!

"How long will this first meeting take?" he suddenly asked, more to delay the need to confess than anything else.

"Two hours is normal…" Katie began.

"Two hours?" his startled voice spat out. "Not possible. I can give you half an hour at most."

***

"What do you think?" Erika softly asked, running a soft hand along Rebecca's thigh as she drained the last of her wine. They were already on their second bottle of red. She made sure the gesture wasn't overtly sexual, more a friendly motion between two new friends united in a common aim.

"Wonderful," Rebecca enthused, making no attempt to move her leg away from the caressing fingers. The heady feeling created by the alcohol they'd consumed was matched by the successful progress they'd made.

"I think we're on a winner," Erika murmured, holding her empty glass up. Rebecca quickly filled it. "Here's to the achievement of a dream," the blonde beauty toasted, clinking glasses.

They'd meticulously gone through every aspect of Brazilian beauty's aspirations and proposals, with Erika continually asking pertinent questions until she was happy everything was fully nailed down. She needed the information, of course, though not to secure the finance. Her agreement with Guus Kessen was cemented, irrespective of the case being presented.

No, it was afterwards that she needed to be clear. She'd stay heavily involved, help Becky put everything in place, and make sure she was indispensable. When she took the dark haired beauty to her bed, she'd be a willing participant. And everything about the sexy twenty-two year old suggested that it was going to be an experience to be savoured…

Guus would savour her first, of course. His eagerness for the Brazilian woman's body was like that of a horny young teenager. And he'd only offer the raven-haired beauty the money she needed if she submitted to him. Erika hadn't been certain at first, but now she'd met Becky, she was sure. The hot aerobics instructor may need a little push in the right direction, but this meant too much to her.

When the chips were down, she'd give herself. Erika had no doubt.

"I don't know how to thank you," Rebecca told her new friend, leaning into Erika as the alcohol and euphoria swept through her body.

For a moment, the Swedish woman almost turned in for a Sapphic kiss. But no, that could spoil everything. She wasn't sure the sexy beauty was quite ready yet. Instead, she traced her fingers along Rebecca's thigh through the blue jeans again.

"We'll find a way," she told her with that special come-on smile of hers. "But let's make it happen first. I'll put the finishing touches to your business plan tonight and have it delivered before your meeting tomorrow."

Erika twisted away, leaning forward to gather the papers they'd spread across the coffee table. The move—like all her moves—was a calculated one. She could feel her low-slung jeans tighten along the curve of her ass; she knew that the top of her red thong was on display. And she knew Rebecca wouldn't be able to resist looking.

"Meeting?" The woman's question came out in a choke. The blonde smiled to herself.

"Absolutely, Becky. Didn't I tell you, I have a financier lined up. I'll make sure a copy is delivered to him and another to you. That way he'll be prepared for when you arrive."

"But I've tried everywhere…"

Finishing her sexy bit of organization, she turned back to the Brazilian. "This is a private investor. He specialises in supporting small, new businesses. I'll include details in the pack I send with the plan, including the time and location of the appointment."

"This is a fairy tale," the raven-haired woman laughed, flopping back against the cushions of the couch. Her head was spinning. "I really can't thank you enough, Erika."

"You can thank me when the money is secured," the blonde woman smiled, staring at those wonderful lips. Steady, she told herself, one step at a time. "But listen, Becky, I've done everything I can. You need to do the same with the investor. Whatever he needs from you, you've got to give him…"

"I'll convince him," Rebecca said, opening her eyes and beaming at the woman sitting so close to her. "This means too much to me!"

"You're sure?" Erika pressed, hammering home the message. "You'd do anything?"

"Anything!"

"Make sacrifices?"

Rebecca's big eyes widened further. "Erika, I want this more than anything. I'll make any sacrifice to make it come true."

Just what the Scandinavian temptress wanted to hear. Once Becky had given herself to Guus Kessen, the Dutchman would be in Erika's debt. That was important to her in view of Alistair's recent behaviour.

Since their night with Lady Olivia, she'd noticed a difference in his attitude. Not only had he turned down another opportunity of spending time with her and the aristocratic young woman, he'd only fucked her twice during the last week. A pang of conscience? Then there was Brian Sterling. She remembered only too well the look that Alistair gave to the woman with the Scot. Surely that couldn't be at the root of all of this?

Whatever the issue, intuition warned her that she needed to consider her options. Have a Plan B, as the English so cutely referred to it.

Guus Kessen was her Plan B.

By inveigling the multi millionaire into her sexual games, he'd present an acceptable alternative should Alistair be developing second thoughts. Okay, with his overweight frame he wasn't the most attractive of catches physically. But his multi millions more than made up for that.

Glancing at the Brazilian beauty beside her, she felt her breath catch in her throat. Eyes half closed, chest heaving, nipples clearly on show—an intoxicated Rebecca was clearly high on what the future held.

"Tell me," Erika seductively whispered. "Have you ever been with a woman?"

The dark skinned young woman shook her head, though the instant blush on her face told Erika the thought wasn't a new one. All the signs were there. This was even better than she could have anticipated. Corrupting a straight woman was about as good as it got. And when they were as sexy as this one…

Leaning closer, Erika couldn't resist. She tilted her head very slightly to the right, allowing the hot, dark haired woman to see her wet her glossy lips in anticipation.

Pausing, she wanted Rebecca to make the final move. She watched for it. The Brazilian's large eyes were mesmerized, staring unblinking at the blonde's succulent mouth. Maybe she'd need a little bit more encouragement.

With a soft sigh, Erika brushed her lips against the Brazilian woman's. Just a brush, then a pause, waiting for her response. She was risking everything, pushing so hard so quickly… But how could she resist this sensual beauty?

For a few seconds, Rebecca hesitated. Was she about to protest? Had Erika's instincts been off?

But then, the younger woman's toned body shifted almost imperceptibly, leaning into Erika. Her full lips parted, slightly at first, then wider, allowing the Swedish woman's tongue to flick inside. With a moan, the seductress dipped her face towards the brunette's again, tilting her head to a ninety-degree angle as she met tongue with tongue, swirling around each other in a playful dance.

"I have to go," Erika suddenly told her young friend, reluctantly pulling away. She was panting hard, close to taking the hot Brazilian bitch there and then on the couch. But the timing wasn't right. It might scare away her prey and she wanted to be sure. She didn't want a quick making out session; she wanted to own this woman's body.

The seeds had been sown…

***

"Half an hour, Alistair? That's not much time. But I understand your pressures. And how difficult it is to talk about some of these things. Look, how about this. Just talk about how you're feeling. Start anywhere. Just talk to me!"

She watched him struggle with where to start, what to say, and smiled encouragingly. For someone who might be about to run the country, he looked incredibly nervous, too. But God… he was handsome.

As he tried to find a place to start, she allowed her imagination free reign. What was it they said about black men? He'd be much bigger than Eduardo—that was for sure. What would he do if she leant forward and unzipped him? Her eyes closed for a second as she imagined taking him in her mouth.

His deep sigh brought her back to the present. His face was twisted, as if he was attempting to speak, but the words wouldn't come out. He splayed his hands open, the master orator signifying the difficulty of encapsulating his problem in a few well-chosen words.

Katie waited patiently. What was it that was so difficult? This was the Conservative Party leader! How could he be tongue-tied? In other circumstances, she may have jumped in. She didn't. The confused man needed to find his own way forward.

"Okay," he said at last, the deep breath running through his body. "My childhood was a strict one. My parents were wealthy. They didn't take a lot of interest in my upbringing, but had a clear view of which direction their son should take. I guess that's what's made me the man I am today."

"A very successful one," Katie encouraged.

He nodded. Yes, he was successful. But was it that success that had led him down the path he'd followed? "The problem is," he continued, "my lifestyle now, away from the public eye, would shame and embarrass me if it were known. It would certainly end my political career. And maybe cost me my inheritance."

Katie sat immobile, willing her body not to show her shock. "What sort of lifestyle?" she quietly asked, attempting to keep her voice level. Her smile was forced, while her brain searched through her personal experiences in an attempt to second-guess what he was going to say.

She failed dismally.

"I'm not sure how relevant that is," he replied after a pause. There was that uncomfortable shuffle in his seat again.

"Not relevant?" she asked, maybe a little too quickly. That was stupid, she told herself. Don't scare him off. "Alistair, what I mean is, if I'm to help you, I really need to understand what your problems are. We don't have long…"

She watched every expression on his nervous face. His chest heaved as he looked away. His brow furrowed, then relaxed. He ran his hand through his hair before turning back to her. This was a confident politician for heaven's sake. Tell me! Tell me!

"It's an addiction," he suddenly explained, almost jumping up from the couch and crossing the room to the large window. The triple glazing effectively shut out the heavy traffic in the street below, helping him gather his thoughts.

"Addiction to what?" Katie prompted, glancing at her watch.

He shrugged his shoulders as he swung back round to face her. "Sex," he simply said, the concession feeling like a weight had been removed from his mind.

"Fuck me!" Katie exclaimed. Where the words came from, she had no idea. But they were out there before she could stop them.

The two of them burst into laughter, her inadvertent declaration instantly breaking the tension.

"Well," Alistair slowly drawled, "that's not the best offer to give to a sex addict, especially if you're attempting to cure me. Unless that's part of the therapy, of course?"

No, it's not part of the therapy. It would be gratuitous. But how about it? Here, on the couch? The floor? The desk? For a few seconds they stared at one another. The bastard was thinking the same thing. She knew that, she could tell. His shining eyes were already undressing her.

Like what you see?

"At last," she said instead, acknowledging his confession. Her teeth pulled down on her lower lip like a schoolgirl with a crush, who'd drawn a confession from her favourite boy.

"At last," he repeated, drawing a deep breath and letting it go.

Progress, she thought. Progress. But what progress!?! As a psychiatrist, she'd brought out the problem, which provided a platform to continue. But as a woman, this revelation was something else entirely.

There was something about this man. Something that reverberated around her body and ended between her thighs. And to think he was a sex addict! It didn't deter her. In fact, the thought of him taking her, animal like, pummelling down into her, brought a feeling inside her that even this morning's session with of Eduardo hadn't been able to.

She crossed her legs, trying to stem the rush. "We should leave it there," she stammered, attempting to project some vestige of professionalism. "You're time is up, Alistair, and don't forget that Brian has asked to see you before you leave."

His eyes widened. "So, Katie? Where does this leave us?"

"Your call," she said, aware of the tremor in her voice. "There's no magic wand, but through discussion we may be able to put certain things in perspective. That'll help you rationally decide what's acceptable to you… and what isn't."

Alistair smiled. There was no question that he wanted to see this woman again. And not purely on a professional basis. "I'd like that."

***

"What are you doing here?" Rebecca de Santos asked her boyfriend. She hadn't expected him home for hours yet.

"I wanted to create some time for us," he told her, flashing that grin of his as he pushed the apartment door closed behind him. "So, you and I are going out to dinner. You can tell me all about your meeting with Erika."

"She didn't tell you?" Rebecca asked, her voice apprehensive at the recollection of their kiss. It hadn't left her mind since Erika had left. She'd often wondered what it felt like to kiss a woman and now she knew. It was the drink, of course. But if the opportunity came along again, she might well try it again. It wasn't serious, but it had been fun…

"Just said the two of you had got on famously and she has high hopes," Thomas answered, the innocent expression on his face confirming that was as much as he knew. "I want to hear all about it."

"You will," Becky said, while thinking, Well… not quite all. "But right now, I have a better idea than dinner."

The sultry, languid movements as she rose from the couch had him growing hard, even before her hands criss-crossed to the bottom of her tee shirt. She pulled it over her head as she approached him, freeing her tanned, braless breasts. She reached out to drag his hands onto her naked swells, mashing them against her already aroused swells, her nipples poking into his palms.

"You're in for a hell of a night," she told him as she crushed his lips with her own. Her arms went around his neck, curling through his shaggy, golden hair. Geez, his hands felt good on her tits. "Where?" she grunted.

"Bed?" he suggested. "Just for a change?"

"Don't be boring," she mumbled into his mouth, taking his hand and dragging him towards the kitchen. Leaving him at the door, she turned to face him as she teasingly took two backward steps. Her smouldering dark eyes promised everything.

Unsnapping the top button of her jeans, she leant back against the washing machine to steady herself as she shimmied out of them and kicked them away. Her black thong followed. "You like?"

Thomas grunted. His girlfriend's naked body always excited him. How could anyone so voluptuous be so toned? And that dark, Latin American skin of hers! His eyes devoured her breasts, dropped to the dangling belly piercing and then down to the deliciously smooth mound underneath.

"I see you do," she giggled, watching the lust reflecting back in his eyes. Resting her palms on the washing machine's white surface, she pulled herself upwards, her legs lewdly splayed out before her as she sat on the top. "Well, just going to stand there? Don't you want to fuck?"

Her words had the desired effect. Thomas was catching the early flight to Belfast tomorrow, and if he could spend the night fucking rather than eating, he wasn't going to complain. Besides, they had some catching up to do…

He pulled off his red, silk tie and unbuttoned his shirt as he crossed the floor. Becky helped him remove the rest of his clothing, both pairs of hands frantically getting him ready for action. With a grunt, she slid her hand into his black boxers, impatiently grabbing his rigid member.

"Come on, hurry," she urged, lowering her mouth to his nipple and biting.

"Fuck, Becky, that hurts," he whimpered, feeling like a wimp as the words spilled out, but still feeling the sharp pain around his nipple.

"Then get that thing inside me," she grunted, pushing his boxers down his legs as she wrapped her athletic legs around him. With a rough jerk, she took a firmer hold of his thick manhood and despite the awkward position, fitted him against her already wet pussy.

She kissed him again, momentarily thinking that his lips didn't feel as sweet as Erika's. But as he rubbed the head of his cock across her smooth pussy lips, the thought disappeared into the back of her mind. Her hips jutted upward as his cock sank into her, bringing that delicious gasp she always gave at entry.

"Oh, yes!" she growled against his ear as she adjusted to his girth. "It's days since you were inside me, you bastard! Days!"

"I know!" he grunted back, their lips clashing again as her inner walls closed around him. "Want to make up for it?"

"Oh, Thomas, you have no idea," she cried, her round buttocks sliding across the smooth top of the machine. "We're going through the night, baby! Now shut up and fuck me…"

There was no more talk, only an exchange of soft moans and hard grunts. His mouth closed on hers, jamming his tongue hard down her throat. Her hands were in his golden hair, gripping it tighter in her lust. Thomas gripped her hips, thrusting hard as she looped her legs around his back.

It was awkward, yet thrilling at the same time. The washing machine thudded hollowly against the wall as their fucking intensified. Boom, boom, boom!

"What's after this?" she grunted into his ear, running her tongue around the outside. "The refrigerator? Counter top? Trash can?"

Her teeth bit down onto his earlobe as she spoke, stilling any potential reply. He pulled his head away to escape the pain, though his cock remained buried inside her. Her ankles dug into the top of his ass, giving her the leverage to force him as deep as he could go.

Becky clenched her teeth as the heat of her body climbed higher. She tossed her dark, glossy hair back, now damp with sweat. Her heels dug harder into his ass as he began to thrust. The washer absorbed the blows with loud, dramatic reverberations.

"Yes… yes… yes!" she grunted as she grabbed his hands and pulled them to her tits. She loved her breasts being pleasured when she was on the verge. Her hands dug into his back as her orgasm approached. Grunting in Portuguese, her fingernails scraped into his flesh as she climaxed.

"YES!" she screamed. "Keep fucking me. Thomas…"

He did, continuing to thrust inside her throughout her orgasm. When the thudding noise of the washing machine against the wall became too much, he picked up her athletic body up, clutching her ass to keep them upright.



"Fuck, yes," she grunted, fastening her legs around his back and arms around his neck. She clung to him as he shifted them over to the kitchen table, somehow still managing to fuck her as they covered the short distance.

"What the—" he began, but then she was fitting him back inside as she straddled him, pushing him down on the table.

She gyrated downwards on his hard cock, seeking a second orgasm. It wasn't far away. Grinding her hips in tiny circles, her eyes narrowed at the growing sensations inside her. She loved the slow build up, but when his groans turn to growls, she began to ride him hard, pumping down like a machine.

She thrust downwards on his hard cock, seeking a second orgasm. It wasn't far away. Gyrating her hips in tiny circles, her eyes narrowed at the growing sensations inside her. She loved the slow build up, but when his groans turn to growls, she began to ride him hard, pumping down like a machine.

"Oh, God, Thomas. Yes… yes…"

She gritted her teeth as her head fell forward, her body trembling as she succumbed to the second orgasm. Thomas thrust upwards, desperate to find his own release. His hands gripped the sides of the table it scraped along the floor, a sailor hanging onto the ship as it rode the stormy seas.

The tingling sensation ran from his cock to his brain and back again. She was humping back down against him now. Where did she get all that energy?

"Does my baby need to cum?" she teased, leaning down to kiss him. Just as his lips found hers, she pulled away to bite down on his lower lip.

"Fuck, Becky," he complained as she drew blood.

"Exactly," she giggled, increasing her pace. She felt alive, needing to rid herself of the sexual tensions that had been building all week. He'd better be up to what she had planned. But for now, she needed to give him the orgasm he needed. Sweat dripped from her onto his body.

"Uh… uh… uh…" he began to repeat over and over again.

"There, baby?" she asked, pausing for a second and squeezing his cock inside her. "Want to cum?"

She jammed down one final time when he grunted, feeling the sandpaper scrape of his light brown pubes against her smooth sex. He gasped. "Yes!" she shrieked. The first burst of juicy cum splattered her insides.

His balls emptied themselves into her tightness. "Yes… yes… yes…"

She held him tight as his body jerked over and over again, not moving until he was fully spent. Then her lips found his ear. "Front room carpet now, baby? We're going through every room!"


Politics Ch. 04

Chapter 4: Resisting temptation

The tension between Erika and Alistair had been palpable throughout the flight. Thomas had tried to ignore it, but Sally's constant nudges in his ribs and her darting eyes in their direction made that impossible. Even the taxi ride to the Belfast City Hall had been awkward, so much so it had been a relief when Alistair and Erika separated to attend to individual matters that somehow had mysteriously appeared from nowhere.

"What the hell is all that about?" Thomas asked, as he tugged Sally's arm, pulling her to one side.

"They've had an argument," the redhead confided. "That meeting he had with Brian Sterling yesterday? He's arranged a follow up for early afternoon."

"What? He can't! Why?"

Sally shrugged her shoulders. "I've no idea. It took me some manoeuvring to get him on a return flight, I can tell you. It means he'll miss the press lunch afterwards."

"You're kidding?"

Sally raised her eyebrows. "Unfortunately not this time. He wants you and I to handle it."

"He hasn't told me."

"No, well, with Erika being so pissed with him, he probably didn't want to mention it again in front of her."

Thomas nodded, glancing around at the rapidly filling hall. He and Sally wouldn't have their privacy for much longer. "Erika's not returning with him?"

"Apparently not. She wanted to, but he asked her to 'take care' of things here, as if you and I couldn't do that."

"Interesting," mused Thomas, pulling her further into the corner so they couldn't be overheard. "D'you think this has something to do with their swinging lifestyle?"

"Get you!" Sally joked, poking him in the ribs with her elbows. "Been thinking about that, have we?"

Despite himself, Thomas found himself blushing. "Don't be silly."

"Silly?" she asked, those big eyes flashing at him. There was something really sexy about his innocence. God, the stories she could tell him about a swinging lifestyle. If he was blushing now...

She temporarily dismissed the thought and returned to the subject. "Listen, Thomas, I've done a little digging..."

"And?"

"This Brian Sterling. He's a psychiatrist."

The two stood in silence, staring at one another. Sally raised her eyebrows.

"What?" Thomas eventually asked, the look in his eyes betraying his bemusement. "You think the Leader of the Conservative Party is seeing a psychiatrist?"

The redhead burst out laughing. "Got ya! No, you fool. Why the hell would he need a shrink? This Sterling guy is the Senior Partner in the leading practice in London. I'd say we're talking about a pretty big donation, wouldn't you?"

"Maybe," Thomas mused. "But that still doesn't explain why he doesn't want Erika to accompany him."

***

What was it that Erika had suggested before she left?

Wear a dress. Men like women in dresses—something short, but not too short. And show off that fabulous cleavage of yours.

It would work. She knew that from the way Guus Kessen had looked at her during the odd function she'd attended with Thomas. If the lecherous old bastard hadn't been so important to Thomas, she would have told him where to go. In the circumstances, that would have been disastrous!

Especially as her boyfriend had told her he'd secured the businessman's support for Alistair Brinkley-Jones. What a coincidence that Erika knew him, too. Or perhaps that was how the blonde woman had met him? It didn't really matter. What was important was that Erika had somehow secured his interest as a potential backer and she had to make the most of that.

With Kessen's roving eye, that shouldn't be too difficult, should it?

She hated men who made their lustful intentions so obvious. Especially when they did so openly, and in front of her boyfriend, too. Thomas had laughed when she'd complained.He's harmless enough.

Well, harmless he may be, but she'd found the way his eyes undressed her to be unforgivable. Wasn't it ironic that she'd now use her sexuality to get what she wanted? Disguise her dislike for the overweight businessman. Flirt with him a little. Laugh at his jokes. Men liked that, didn't they? They were such uncomplicated creatures, so easy to read.

Erika had been right. A dress was required. Her red sundress, in fact. It was short enough to show off her long, dark brown legs to perfection. And low cut enough to have him drooling over her tits. He'd be putty in her hands!

Dropping her thin robe to the floor, she surveyed her naked body in the full-length bedroom mirror. Her hands cupped her tits, a surge of excitement consuming her.Here you are, Mr. Kessen,she laughed to herself,want to suck on these and then give me thirty thousand pounds?

Her nipples grew hard. Could she really be on the verge of clinching a deal for her dream? She knew she could make the business work, make it profitable. She'd make Kessen see that, too. It was such a shame that Thomas was in Belfast. He could have told her the best way to handle the Dutchman.

She let out a delicious little giggle as she pulled on the skimpy red thong and reached for her dress. If the business plan didn't convince the millionaire, her outfit would! A flagrant display of sexuality had always worked at home in Brazil. It had snared her many a man in her teenage days, most of them married, too. They were always the best.

They knew how to make love; how to treat a woman.

Those days were behind her, of course. She was a faithful girl now. Thomas was her true love. But she still knew how to manipulate a man...

Slipping into the little red number, she checked herself in the mirror again. Her breasts were practically exploding over the top. Thank goodness she didn't need a bra. God, she was so aroused at the thought of what she was about to do, she might even let the old bastard suck her tits, just as a thank you. Her nipples nudged the material at the thought.

She smoothed her sundress across her body, loving the way her long legs flowed out of the thigh high skirt. The Dutchman's eyes would pop out!

Wish me luck, she murmured to her reflection.

***

With the general public crowding into the stately Belfast hall, surrounded by the lobby of reporters to their left, and TV cameras to the right, it was almost impossible to fit anyone else into the impressive room.

The three politicians exchanged small talk with one another on the large stage, all smiles for the benefit of anyone who was watching. But Alistair could see the look of nervous excitement in Collinson and Blair's eyes. He could feel the tension, too, as the claustrophobic atmosphere built.

The idol of Northern Ireland introduced himself to the three men moments before the debate was due to start. Ronan P. O'Mara was a silver haired fifty-year-old, sporting what was now his trademark perfectly groomed handlebar moustache. If it wasn't for the colourful bow tie adorned with small Mickey Mouse figures, Alistair might have made the mistake of taking him seriously.

"Well, gentlemen, I want a good clean fight," the Irishman began, smiling at the audience in front of him as he led them to their chairs and immediately opened the debate. The way he guffawed and winked at both the TV cameras and the general public gave the impression it was a pre-rehearsed line.

Things started slowly. O'Mara told everyone he'd give them a minute after each question to make their point, and then allowed both Collinson and Blair around five minutes each to respond to the most innocuous question of the many selected from his late night show.

"And you, Alistair," he smiled, turning at last to Brinkley-Jones. "What's your view?"

"Heck, Ronan, I don't know," the black politician joked. As expected, the comment got the audience's attention. Something needed to after the dull start. "It's been so long, I can't remember the question."

Thomas nudged Sally at the back of the hall as the roar of laughter went up. This was the perfect start. He knew this format was made for his boss, despite Alistair's doubts yesterday. Satisfied with the opening, he visibly relaxed as the debate continued. With each witty yet constructive reply, the Conservative Party leader quickly established himself as the people's favourite.

"You were right yesterday," Sally whispered into Thomas's ear. "The more the public gets to see Brinkley-Jones the person, the better we're going to do."

"Have you ever known me not be right?" he joked back.

Sally batted her eyelashes. "You're my hero!"

Thomas shrugged his shoulders. "I know."

They burst into laughter, leaning against each other as their raised eyebrows told the other to cool it. People were glancing in their direction.

"He's good," Sally whispered, as another round of applause rang out.

"Outstanding," Thomas replied, feeling more than a little smug. "Did you just hear that answer on MP expenses, after George Blair fumbled his way through it? I'm telling you, Sally, convincing him to come here was a brainwave."

"As I said," she smiled, "you're my hero. Ever thought of wearing your underpants outside your trousers?"

Thomas grinned back at her. "What underpants?"

The redhead wasn't fazed. "I know what you mean, I go commando, too. Want to check?" As he momentarily paused, she let out that little girl laugh of hers. She wore a high-waisted pencil skirt and blouse. Thomas had found himself staring at her rounded buttocks more than a few times, searching for panty lines he never found. Was she telling the truth? "Got ya," she whispered, shooting him a child-like grin.

When he pulled a face, her glossy, red lips blew him a kiss. His cock reacted.Steady boy,he told himself.She's married, and you have a girlfriend.

***

Katie Nichols found herself smiling as she watched the debate. Having a television set in the corner of each partner's room occasionally had its benefits. This was one of those. So was the half hour break before her next appointment, but that time was nearly up.

Was this really the nervous man who'd been with her yesterday? Who'd been so insistent that he saw her again today? She wanted that, too, of course. Yes, she wanted to help him, but it was more than that. A fatal attraction, perhaps? She hadn't been able to get the politician out of her mind. Nor the thoughts of his black cock! What would it look like? How big would it be? How would he feel in her mouth? What would his cum taste like?

She'd imagined him while she'd masturbated last night. Fantasised about his cock. Not just in her mouth, but fucking her. Pounding her.

Oh, God!

The clock on the wall above the couch told her she had five minutes. In her heightened state, it was enough. Her right hand dropped down between her thighs, pushing the loose skirt up her legs and working its way inside her panties. Oh fuck, yes! She so needed this.

Glancing across at her closed door, she rubbed her middle finger up and down her already wet lips. Her breath caught as the moment overtook her. She loved that first touch, caressing her clit, feeling her wet juices. She always thought of a man's head between her thighs at moments like this.

It was Alistair's head.

She widened her legs and planted her feet firmly on the ground, giving herself leverage as she lifted her ass and felt her clit respond.That's it! There... right there...

When she jammed a finger inside her sweet pussy, she felt her orgasm begin to swirl. A second finger and it was there. She rammed them inside her. Except it wasn't her fingers spreading her open. It was a thick, black cock.

Oh, fuck... oh fuck oh fuck...

***

The ease with which Alistair was handling both the questions and his opponents kept him ahead of the game without needing to break sweat.

Unable to take advantage of their sharp witted opponent, Collinson and Blair had tried to freeze him out by turning the attack on each other. But Brinkley-Jones turned that to his advantage, too. He switched personas to become the statesman, interceding now and again to offer a more pragmatic view than the aggressive diatribe spouted by the others.

"A masterclass," Sally whispered.

Thomas nodded happily. Alistair was racking up the brownie points, both with the watching audience in the crowded hall and also on television.

The economy, elaborate health care schemes, MP expenses, petrol taxes, state pensions, back-to-work initiatives were all raised. After the first two protagonists fiercely debated their points, the Conservative Leader stepped in and, with a few well-chosen words, brought yet another round of applause from the majority of the locals.

If this didn't boost their poll ratings, nothing would.

Thomas could only watch in heaving admiration. Despite all the rumours of George Blair's shady dealings in the past, there was no doubt he had a strong reputation as a public speaker, yet his boss was tying even the loquacious Labour Leader in knots. It was poetry in motion...

"Wait a minute," Sally whispered as a thought occurred to her. "We were pretty lucky that Alistair is the last to answer questions. Don't they usually mix it up so that no one has an advantage?"

"Usually," Thomas answered with a grin.

The redhead stared at him for a moment, and then realisation dawned. "You didn't..."

He nodded, pushing a hand through his farmer boy hair. "I've done a few deals with Ronan in my time. A few crates of champagne are on their way to his home even right now. Untraceable, of course."

Her wide eyes grinned at him. Well, well, she getting to know more about Thomas Kincaid the longer they spent together. There really was something about him that appealed, a sexual frisson that gave her goose bumps at times. It was such a shame that he was so in love with Becky. But then again, she liked a challenge...

The summing up session offered one more opportunity to leave a lasting impression. Collinson wasted his chance with a rambling portrayal of everything the Liberal Party believed in. All good stuff, but delivered so flatly that he was close to being a cure for insomnia.

George Blair performed much better. With only an audience to face rather than two real life opponents, he found his usual eloquent style to explain how the future would be safer with another term for Labour. The Liberals—they weren't a serious alternative! The Tories—far too inexperienced for such uncertain times! Labour? The perfect combination of experience and good judgement that the country was crying out for!

"And you, Mr. Brinkley-Jones," Ronan P. O'Mara smiled, adjusting his bow tie as he turned to the Conservative politician on his left. "You've heard what your two fellow leader's have had to say. Impressive stuff, too. What thought would you like to leave us with?"

"Yes," Alistair lied, "impressive rhetoric from both my colleagues. "But good people of Northern Ireland, I've explained throughout the evening what I believe in. Let me tell you what I don't believe in."

He smiled at Collinson and then at Blair as he rose from his seat. Stepping forward, the people in the front row were so close they could almost reach out and touch him. That gave him an idea.

"An interesting approach," O'Mara quipped with another guffaw, smoothing his silver hair as he showed his teeth to the camera.

"It is," Brinkley-Jones agreed with a friendly smile, stepping down from the small platform and wandering up the small aisle in the middle of the audience. "But it's important, too. Because what Idon'tbelieve in..." he began

Sally nudged Thomas. "What's he doing? This isn't in the script!"

"It's perfect," he instantly responded, the admiration evident in his eyes as he stared across at the black politician. "Perfect! He's got them in the palm of his hand. Now just make it good!"

"What Idon'tbelieve in is the current Government's approach of doingnothingwhen the bottom drops out of the economy and the good folks of Northern Ireland, who've worked so hard all their lives, are looking for guidance."

The spontaneous burst of applause drowned out his second point, so he eased back and allowed it to die down.

"No, sir," he continued. "I believe inbackingthe good people of this country. I believe insupportingthe people of Northern Ireland. I believe increating opportunitiesfor the people throughout Great Britain! That's whatIbelieve..."

The applause erupted, just as if the audience were reacting to their own script.

"The Government haven'tdonethat," he continued. "Let me ask you a question," he said, turning around three-sixty degrees in an instant. "Whose fault is it we're in the current economic mess?"

Shouts of 'Labour' echoed around the room.

"And have you heard anything from George Blair today that makes you think they'll do any better going forward?"

"Noooo..." came the concerted cry.

"Have you heard anything from Paul Collinson that gives you comfort?"

"Noooo..."

"And neither have I!" he said, arms held out wide. "Strange, don't you think?"

He paused again to allow the ironic laughter to subside.

"Ladies and gentlemen, I've set out today my approach for the future. My way! The Conservative way." Banging his fist into his palm at, he purposely strode back to his seat, but turned to face the audience before he sat. "It's the best way. It's the only way! Ladies and gentlemen, vote Conservative!"

With an extravagant bow, he took the applause as just about every person in the room rose to their feet.

Thomas glanced at Sally. Her beam was as wide as his. In some ways, it was a cringe-worthy finish, full of platitudes with little substance. But it was just what this audience wanted to hear. And if the television audience felt the same, they were back on track. More than back, they'd be ahead of the game.

The press lunch would provide the ideal opportunity to capitalise on the goodwill. It was just unfortunate that Alistair no longer planned to attend.

***

The overweight Dutchman stepped to one side to usher the Brazilian beauty into his impressive office. Bookcases lined the four walls, and his imposing mahogany desk sat centrally, a chair either side. The room was curiously bare otherwise, increasing the feeling of space.

"Thanks, Marjorie," he half-smiled at his departing receptionist, turning to run his eyes over the sexy apparition in front of him. From the lascivious look on his face, it seemed her choice of dress was perfect for the occasion.

"Rebecca!" he said in that clipped Dutch accent. He resting his thick hands on her bare shoulders as he planted a kiss on both her cheeks. "Such a pleasure. Please, have a seat."

She almost asked him to call her Becky, but some instinct stopped her. Keeping it at Rebecca somehow kept a distance between them. With his curly, black hair and bright smile, he looked more impressive than she remembered. And he looked immaculate in the dark blue suit and tie, and the crisp white shirt. Only the bead of sweat on his forehead spoilt the image.

"Mr. Kessen," she softly said, flashing him a beaming smile, catching his eyes homing in on her cleavage as she lowered herself into the black chair on the opposite side of the desk to his.

"Guus," he murmured, almost waddling around the heavy desk to his seat. "Please call me Guus. How good it is to see you again after all this time."

"You, too," the young beauty responded, keeping her eyes firmly on his. Be confident and act confident! It's only thirty thou, after all.

"Coffee or chilled water?" he asked, indicating the tray on the right hand side of his desk.

"Water, please... thank you," she answered, her hand flicking her dark, wavy hair back over one shoulder. "So, how are you?"

"I'm very well," his pinprick eyes regarding her fondly. He poured a glass and handing it over to her before speaking further. "Prospering nicely, in fact. And I've just concluded an arrangement set up by that boyfriend of yours. I think that pretty soon we'll have Alistair Brinkley-Jones as the next Prime Minister, and his delightful girlfriend supporting him."



That gave Rebecca the opening she wanted. Get to the point, get what she wanted, and get out of there. "Yes, Erika. She's the one who set up our meeting. I can't tell you how grateful I am that you're prepared to look at my proposition."

"Grateful?" he murmured, almost making the word sound dirty as his eyes dropped to her cleavage and back again. From the glint in them, this could be much easier than she thought. "So... why don't you tell me how I can help?"

The question threw her out of her stride. She'd thought he'd be fully up to date. "Erika didn't send you the business plan?"

"Oh, yes," he murmured, picking up his own glass of water and sipping it as if he were tasting fine wine. "And I've read it through. Thoroughly. A very impressive document, I have to say. Makes the case admirably. But before I invest, I like to hear from the person I'm investing in. A business plan is one aspect, but this is much morepersonal, don't you think?"

"Absolutely," she smiled back, wondering exactly what it was he meant. "What I need is a loan, Guus, to open an exercise studio here in London. When it's successful, I'll look to open more, so you'll get an excellent return on your investment."

"My investment..."

She nodded. Erika had told her to start with the bottom line, so she did. "Thirty thousand pounds."

The amount seemed much greater now that she actually said it out loud. It was serious money. The small whistle the Dutchman gave through his teeth confirmed her fears. Was she asking for too much? Erika hadn't thought so. Hell, he was a millionaire! What was she thinking about!

"I have five thousand pounds of my own," she continued, leaning forward in her enthusiasm. His eyes dipped to her deep cleavage.That's it, Guus,she thought, holding the pose.Keep looking. "That's going into the venture, too. Upfront. So you can see I'm serious about this. But I need the loan if I'm to make the whole thing viable."

He looked at her quizzically, as if contemplating the position. "That's an awful lot of money," he said at last. "Perhaps you feel it doesn't mean that much to me because of my wealth? But I didn't make my fortune by wasting it on someone so young and for an unproven venture."

"Wasting it?" she blurted, starting to feel uncomfortable. This wasn't going the way she'd imagined. "Guus, it's a great investment..."

***

Once the obligatory handshakes and photographs had taken place, the three political leaders were taken to the large dining room. The press, predictably enough, were waiting for them. Although Alistair's announcement that he was required back in London drew murmurs of disapproval, the delay in presenting the food on offer seemed more of a problem for the assembled media.

"Personal matter," Thomas and Sally kept repeating, sticking to the party line when they were subsequently asked his whereabouts. "But we'll be more than glad to field any questions you have."

Erika floated around in the background, drawing attention through her stunning looks rather than through any political aspect. She stayed firmly on that particular script, referring all questions to her two colleagues. Even so, Thomas quickly appreciated what a wonderful draw she was. Perhaps he could set up a deal with one of the magazines?Hello, perhaps?

The buffet style lunch was specifically designed to ensure the media had full access to the three leaders and their PR people, press, providing a more detailed and intimate briefing as possible. With Alistair on his way to the airport, Thomas and Sally worked overtime, particularly as the Conservative Leader was the main topic of conversation after his performance.

Thomas found himself sharing Erika's frustration. He'd worked bloody hard to set this up, and it was the perfect opportunity for Alistair to reinforce his good work during the debate. There wouldn't be too many more chances like this as the General Election day loomed.

All he could do was make the best of the situation, and he made sure he and Sally did exactly that. Dealing with the political questions was straightforward enough, of course. The Conservative Party's manifesto was out there, and their policies had been crystal clear for some time, even if Alistair had been able to make them sound fresh and incredibly attractive during the debate.

No, the real opportunities lay in extolling Alistair's virtues.

'The People's Hero' was a phrase bouncing around Thomas's mind. That's what he'd come over as in the hall, and if he could get a leading broadsheet to latch onto it, the publicity would be worth its weight in gold.

"You're joking," Sally gasped, when he whispered it to her.

"It's great," he quietly told her, low enough so that they couldn't be overheard. "Everyone's agreed his performance was exceptional, but we need a hook to hang it on, something of substance. Push it."

Thomas comfortably coped with his absence, offering the leading press—the real influencers—future sessions with the now sought after Conservative Party leader. In groups, of course, he explained, to maximise their coverage in view of the natural time constraints. But he'd ensure it was worth their while.

Reaction was even better than he could have anticipated. This morning had seen the start of the snowball, and with careful press and campaign management, it would roll all the way into number ten.

Erika drifted away towards the end of the session, telling them that her favourite dressmaker awaited. With Alistair gone, she wouldn't be available for the two press dinners that Thomas and Sally were hosting that evening, but she'd catch up with them both for a full briefing at the airport tomorrow before their return flight.

That was okay, they could handle everything from here. In fact, Thomas preferred it that way. It allowed him the control he needed to do things his way. Influencing the media wasn't easy. Sally was good at it, and so was he. They could have them eating out of their hands if they played their cards correctly. And Thomas was good at cards, too...

Time to wrap up, he thought, when the majority of the remaining media decided it was time to depart to a nearby hostelry. Sally was dealing with someone across the room, but when the look on her face changed and she sent ahelp meglance across at him, he realised they'd hit a problem.

He smiled his way through the departing press and across to where she was standing. Her posture looked as uncomfortable as her expression, the hint of relief when he took her arm palpable.

"This is Jack Murphy," she told him, nodding at the spindly, reporter standing a couple of feet away. "From theBelfast Telegraph."

"Northern Ireland's leading daily," the bald man dryly explained.

"Pleased to meet you," Thomas smiled, shaking the limp hand. He didn't recognise the man, which meant he wasn't one of the regulars covering the election. A local hack, no doubt. So what the hell was the problem?

"So, Jack, how can we help you?" he asked, his voice at its warmest and friendliest.

"Your boss," the man said in a thick Irish brogue. He pushed his rimless glasses back up his nose. "Has he ever mentioned the name Mary O'Leary?"

"No. Should he?"

"Mary O'Leary is a young woman from Derry," Murphy explained. "She met Mr. Brinkley-Jones when he was over here, eight months ago."

"Okay," Thomas answered, his heart sinking into his boots at the thought of what was coming next. No! Please God. It couldn't be!

"She gives birth next month," the gaunt man stated, not a flicker of a smile anywhere near his face. "I'd like a quote from your boss."

Oh fuck!

"A quote. In relation to what, Jack?"

He knew the answer before the thin reporter told him. "As to whether he's rebutting her accusation that he's the father."

Ohhh fuuuuuck!

"I'll keep it quiet until you get back to me," the Irish reporter said. "We want this to stay as my exclusive, after all. Here's my card. Call me tomorrow or it'll be all over the front page."

***

Kessen allowed the vision across the desk to see the doubt written all over his face. Maybe he should be in movies? She really believed his hesitation!

The Brazilian beauty had walked into his office full of confidence, thinking she only had to shake her tits to get what she wanted. Think again. Money was power. It was why the overweight Dutchman had been so successful in seducing women. Okay, there'd been a few regrettable failures, but he didn't intend to allow this voluptuous creature to be one of them.

Normally, he would have come straight out with it, but that wouldn't work with this one. He was aware of her Brazilian temperament. He'd even seen it once, when she'd laid into a drunken restaurant waiter who'd been trying to belittle Thomas. She'd been wonderful. Just think how wild and uninhibited she'd be in bed.

Whatever she thought, Guus Kessen wasn't anyone's fool. He'd seen the way she'd looked at him when they'd met at the occasional function. Okay, he may have leered at her, but her response was one of disgust. They'd see how disgusted she became when his cock was buried inside her!

But for now, one step at a time. He wanted her to be willing. But if he had to force her, he'd get a kick out of that, too.

"The business plan is on the table behind you," he murmured, smiling at the nervous beauty as he waved his hand. "Pass it across to me, would you?"

He didn't need the document, of course. But women were like business deals. Take it slowly. Make them wonder. Give nothing away. His eyes ran over her body as she took a step towards the table to pick up the blue file. Those firm buttocks made his mouth water, and he loved the way the short and loose sundress draped across them. When she turned back towards him, her superb unsupported breasts heaved in time with her heavy breathing.

"Very impressive," he murmured when she passed him the file. He waited for the explosion. There was none. In normal circumstances, even a hint of his eyes so obviously on her body would have provoked a negative reaction. Erika had been right, she really did need this money.

Rebecca blushed as she silently sat back down again with a slight bump. Her breasts bounced deliciously under her dress. Kessen licked his lips at the sight. His gaze found hers but instead of blazing their disapproval back at him, she crossed her slender legs and kept her eyes down, looking into her lap.

"So, you'll help?" she eventually asked, feeling her nipples harden like two little bullets as a result of his blatant gaze. If she weren't careful, she'd lose control of this situation. Lose her dream.

He pursed his lips thoughtfully. "Well actually, Rebecca. I do want to help you. I want to help Thomas. And I want to help Erika."

She smiled with relief. "Thank you..." she began.

"But the proposition has to work," he interrupted.

"It does work!"

"Yes, yes," he patiently smiled. "On paper it does. Of course, business is not concluded on paper. I find the personal touch is more important, don't you?"

"Personal touch?" It was the second time he'd made the comment. Time to understand exactly what he was getting at. What would this cost her?

"Personal touch," he repeated. "People are what make businesses work. How much effort they put in. How much they're willing to sacrifice. How far will you go, Rebecca?"

She paused for a second. This was it. The bastard was putting her to the test. How far was she willing to go in pursuit of her dream?

Kessen rose and slowly walked around the desk. Her worried eyes nervously followed him. The Dutchman straightened his blue silk tie, smiling at her as he moved closer. He smoothed a hand through his curly, black hair. "How much do youreallywant this, Rebecca?"

He saw the frown cover her forehead. He had her where he wanted. His heart beat faster at the thought of that fabulous body being exposed to him. Stopping behind her, he slipped his podgy hands onto her slim shoulders. "How important is it?" he persuasively asked again.

She sat quietly, knowing where this was going, but only too well aware of her limits. She wouldn't betray Thomas, not even for this.

"Rebecca," his comforting voice continued. His fat fingers dug into her tense muscles through the material of the dress. "If I understand this correctly, I'm your last hope? I know how tough this must be for you. I can feel the tension in your shoulders. We both know I can help you, don't we? Try to relax and think about what I'm saying."

He eased his fingers forward. Slowly. Giving her the chance to resist. She didn't. Her body was shaking, but she made no move to stop him. His fat fingers dipped down over the slope of her shoulders and edged closer to her tawny skinned breasts that were so clearly on show under the red dress.

He continued his soft persuasion. "Don't throw this chance away. I can give you your dream, Rebecca. What do you think?"

She felt her breath coming in short pants. He hadn't overtly suggested anything, but she was only too well aware of what he was proposing.

"Let's work on that tension whilst you think," he whispered, smiling down. From his position, he could almost see her nipples. He could feel himself growing hard. His fingers lightly massaged her lower neck, caressing the soft skin just inside the fabric of her dress. Each stroke edged a little more of the material away and revealed even more of her cleavage.

"Please, stop, Guus," she said, her voice a strained whisper. It was difficult to think. She lifted her right hand onto his.

He could see her nipples pushing against the material. His soft caresses were having the desired effect. So was his promise of helping her attain her dream. Only her stupid loyalty to her boyfriend was stopping her from succumbing. He needed to help her find a way across the mental barrier.

"Rebecca, we need to get rid of all that tension. You know that. And thirty thousand pounds... thirty thousand pounds! The dream you want. All yours!

She dropped her hand away from his. "Guus..."

His stroking fingers dipped lower inside her dress. They flirted with the swell of her breasts. Her delectable mounds erotically rose and fell. He had her where he wanted and wasn't about to let his prey escape.

"Guus, I can't think straight," she told him, but even as she uttered the words, his wrists pushed the thin straps of the sundress from her shoulders, the top dropping to her waist. Her jutting breasts were exposed.

Her dark skin added to the wonderful eroticism of the sight below him. Her wonderfully full swells looked impervious to the forces of gravity and already, her dark nipples were bullet hard and begging to be sucked.

This magnificent woman was his!

***

"You've cancelled your appointments for the afternoon?" Brian Sterling snapped, waving the nervous woman into his office. "Come in, come in."

Katie shuffled forward, gently pushing the door closed behind her.

"I've never heard of such a thing," he continued. "Why?"

Her answer was to the point. "Alistair Brinkley-Jones."

Sterling removed his black wood half rim eyeglasses and waved them in the direction of the large couch in the corner of his office. Katie quickly took the indicated seat, leaning forward as she rested her elbows on her knees.

"What did Alistair say about his visit yesterday," she hesitantly asked.

The Senior Partner paused, twirling the glasses in one hand and then popping one end of the black frames into his mouth. Katie watched him closely. Why the hell was he deliberating?

"Come on, Brian," she insisted. "I feel like I'm working with one hand behind my back already. If you really want me to help him, don't hold out on me. I'm not asking for any personal secrets, just an overview of whether he found our time together helpful."

The Scot slowly nodded. "I'm sorry," he apologised. "You're quite right, of course. Yes. Yes, he did, Katie. He found the whole thing very difficult. Not the process, or how you handled it, but just getting to the point of admitting his problem to you."

"I see," she softly replied. The pieces of the jigsaw fitted so far.

"What... what exactlyisthe problem?" Sterling asked.

Katie's head jerked up. "You don't know?"

"No, I don't," the Senior Partner confessed, slipping his glasses back on again as if they offered some protection from his embarrassment. It wasn't a question she could answer, even in these circumstances. A patient's issues were always confidential between them and their psychiatrist. "I'm sorry," he quickly added. "Unprofessional."

"Did he say he wanted to continue?"

"Yes," Sterling answered, linking the fingers of both hands as he stared at her. "He was insistent on it, in fact."

"That's why I've postponed my appointments," Katie explained. "Diana is rearranging them. You said to give him priority, that's what I'm doing."

The Scot nodded again. "Yes, I understand. I appreciate that, Katie."

She leant back for the first time since she'd sat on the couch. The next piece of news wouldn't go down quite so well. "I'm seeing Alistair at his house."

Sterling's eyes widened. "His house?" he snapped.

Katie nodded bashfully. It was against all the rules. "That's why I wanted to run it past you," she told him.

"Run it past me?" he said, standing and resting his palms on the antique desk. "The answer is no. We don't see patients at their houses. It's out of the question, Katie. You know that as well as I do."

"I'll cancel, then," she told him, her voice calm as she met his eyes head on. "But Brian, it was you who asked me to help Alistair. As a favour! And you've stressed the importance of confidentiality. You've even threatened to fire anyone who mentions his visit."

The Senior Partner slowly sat back down, mulling over her words. She pressed them home.

"He can hardly come in here for another appointment, can he? He asked me to visit him incognito at his home and I said I would have to check with you. But if you want me to help him, you tell me. What else can I do?"

Sterling stared at her for a few moments. Long enough for Katie to think she may have overstepped the mark. Her voice softened. "Brian, I'm trying to help your friend. And I'm trying to protect his and your confidential relationship at the same time..."

"Yes," he interrupted, conceding the position. "You're right. And you've dealt with it as you should, talking to me first. I can't say I'm happy about the situation, but I'm hardly in a position to complain."

"I'll do my job."

Sterling nodded again. "I know that, Katie. Just one word of warning. If it goes beyond your job, I want to know. Immediately."

The attractive woman felt herself begin to blush. Brian had always been incredibly intuitive. "Why would it go..."

"Because I've seen the way the two of you looked at one another. Twice now."

Her blush deepened. "My private life..."

"Don't go there!" It was the only time she'd ever heard him raise his voice, even fractionally as it was. "Katie, as far as a relationship with a patient is concerned, you and I both know it's off limits. Especially this one, and particularly as he has a rather public and popular girlfriend!"

"Brian..." she weakly began.

"Katie, I'm not suggesting anything. I have no idea whether this instant attraction that's so obvious might lead to anything. And I have no wish to know. But you need to understand one thing. This firm comes first above anything else. Iwon'thave our reputation damaged."

The dark haired psychiatrist stared at her boss, fully understanding what he was saying. She knew how highly he thought of her, but was also aware that he job was on the line—any partner's job was on the line—if they damaged the reputation of the business. She was also aware that if he had any idea of the nature of Alistair's problems, he'd withdraw her from his case in an instant.



Still, the unspoken threat left her cold. It was so unfair. "Of course I understand that, Brian," she calmly answered, gracefully climbing from the couch and heading for the office door. She stopped for a moment, unable to stop herself. "But please remember, Brian,youputmein this position.You'rethe one who's mademevulnerable. I didn't ask for this."

She pulled the door closed behind her before he could respond.

***

Rebecca screamed at him.Leave me alone, you bastard!!!

But it was a silent scream. Shock and disgust overwhelmed her. Shock at the way the Dutchman was blatantly taking advantage of her, and disgust with herself that she was allowing him to.

Under normal circumstances, she would never succumb to this sort of blackmail. But... but... the aerobics studio was her dream, and this was probably her only opportunity of achieving it. Don't blow it!

That wasn't the only factor right now. Somehow, the knowledge that she was being coerced was a turn on, too. Being taken against her will had been a fantasy for some time. Plus, he'd found her weakness.

Her breasts!

His hands were cupping them, feeling their shape, caressing with just the right degree of pressure to increase her arousal. He took each nipple between his thumb and forefinger, pulling just the way she liked. Pleasure flooded from her tits to her sex, tiny electrical currents of unadulterated gratification.

"Guus! No! You have to stop," she groaned as she slipped her hands over his. Her rapid, shallow breathing made the words sound like a moan.

She knew she couldn't trust this man. The bastard was supposed to hold her boyfriend in high regard, yet his desire for her overruled any such consideration. What sort of man was he?

"Stop, Guus," she whimpered again, but they both knew she was losing the battle. Her hands piggybacked on his. Other than her words, she made no attempt to stop him. Instead, she arched her back and pushed her full swells into his hands. His thumbs flicked her aching nipples.

Rebecca's fingers tightened on his. But rather than wrench them away, she dug them into her engorged flesh, the surge of warmth centring directly between her thighs growing further. She told herself that if this was necessary to achieve her dream, then she should go with it. But she was also only too well aware that her weakness for breast play was starting to overwhelm her.

Her legs edged apart as her wetness grew. Her hands left his and slid under her short dress. She was desperate to find relief. Behind her, his hardness pushed into the back of her head. He was as aroused as she.

Her rapid breathing gave the game away. She knew that. So did the way she thrust her breasts forward. His hands were kneading them now, digging into them, rotating them, and mashing them. Her arousal was burning through her and the bastard could smell it.

He timed his rough kneading of her breasts in line with her throaty growls.

The topless beauty couldn't help herself. Her legs widened. The balls of her feet dug into the floor. Her fingers slithered onto and then underneath her thong. An unstoppable fire coursed through her body. This was wrong, this was lewd, and this was unforgivable. She didn't care.

With a throaty growl, she attacked her swollen clit.

Within seconds, the combination of both sets of hands had achieved their objective. Her hips jerked as she cried out. Her body bent forward as the spasms racked through her.

Kessen continued to knead her tits. Her nipples burned into his palms. Her legs widened further as she continued to buck on her working fingers and somehow, a second explosive orgasm followed the first.

The Dutchman took advantage. He slipped around in front of her. As she recovered, he took her hand and placed it on his cloth-covered cock. Rebecca cupped him through his slacks. The warm, heavy weight of his erection felt so good in her palm. Another tremor of arousal fed itself through her. The feeling intensified when he let out a groan of pleasure.

Despite his size and weight, she loved the way his heavy hips arched towards her in eager response. Kessen dropped his hand to grip her hair. Rebecca grunted. He pulled her face up so that he could stare into her eyes. Loving his roughness, another surge of lust washed through her.

His hand slid to his zipper, roughly tugging it down. He pulled out his hard cock. She wanted it. Wanted it in her mouth, and then wanted the bastard to fuck her. Fill her, take away the ache in her pussy. He was much bigger than she expected, and fully erect. Bigger than Thomas...

Thomas! Thomas?!?

She panicked at thought of her boyfriend. She couldn't do this! Not even for her dream! Somehow, she pulled herself away, stumbling to her feet and dragging the dress up and over her exposed breasts.

"No," she gasped, though it took a real effort to deny herself. "No, Guus," she repeated, backing away to the door. "I can't!"

***

Katie glanced around Alistair's impressive living room from her comfortable position on the sofa. It had taken her some time to find his period house, located just off Cadogan Square. The inside was every bit as impressive as the exterior. Everything from the antique furniture, the art collection adorning the walls, the well-stocked bookshelves and the impressive Victorian marble fireplace spoke of money.

Money and taste.

"You seem impressed," the politician observed. He was much more relaxed than on his visit to her office, sprawling back in one of the mahogany armchairs, one arm hooked over the back. His enthusiastic and warm smile told her he was pleased she was there. He was happy to see her again.

"You've had a busy day," she told him, ignoring his subliminal request for a compliment on the decor. "I watched some of the debate..."

"And?"

"You were very good," she told him. "But then, you knew that already."

His confident laugh reinforced just how comfortable he was feeling. It made her feel comfortable, too. If she forgot the reason she was here for a moment, she could imagine being there as his lover, enjoying some easy conversation before a bout of lovemaking. The thought sent a shiver through her.

"Yes, it went well," he modestly told her. "But I cut the visit short because I wanted to get back here to see you."

"For our second session," she confirmed.

"Yes," he slowly answered, drawing out the word. "But mainly to see you."

Katie's glance covered his body. With his hands holding the front of the chair arms, legs splayed wide, that's how he'd be sitting if she were on her knees between his legs. Fuck! Where did that thought come from?

"Are you flirting with me, Alistair," she asked, her tone suggesting that the idea was appealing enough.

"Perhaps," he smiled, sitting upright as if he'd just been caught out. At that moment, his expression made him appear like a bashful schoolboy. "I don't know. I was just being truthful."

"Well, I'm pleased to see you, too, Alistair," she found herself saying, the banality of her words occurring to her. They were mature people, not love struck teenagers. Why did she feel so nervous?

"Good," he softly responded, the unspoken words between them much more telling than their actual conversation. They both wanted to get closer to the other, but for different reasons knew they shouldn't. "And... I wanted to thank you for yesterday, Katie. It was a real relief talking to you. Somehow helped me get things in perspective. It's made a big difference."

"Well, I'm happy about that," she told him, his words reminding her of the reason for her visit. "This session should give us a real feel for whether I can actually help."

Brinkley-Jones nodded. "You can, I'm sure..."

Her gaze covered his face, attempting to read his mind. Was he flirting again, or was he serious? Let's find out. "Alistair, the slow progress yesterday was understandable, but I need you to be completely open with me. If not, let's call it a day now. We can't make progress otherwise."

He grimaced. "I understand. But this still feels strange, Katie. Maybe you could ask me some specific questions to start with? Help me open the door?"

The dark haired woman nodded thoughtfully. There was one question that had been lingering on her mind. And not just from a professional perspective. "Your girlfriend," she asked. "Tell me about her."

"Tell you what?"

What she's like in bed? How often you fuck? Which positions do the two of you prefer? Does she give good head? FUCK! She had to get rid of those thoughts!

She settled for something less provocative. Something to get him talking. "How long have you been together?"

"A year or so," he responded, his thoughts flowing over the happenings of those twelve months with the speed of a fighter jet. His eyes caught Katie's intense gaze. "She's the sexiest, most beautiful woman I've ever met," he continued. "At least, until I walked into your office..."

Katie felt her throat grow instantly dry. "You're flirting again," she scolded, leaning forward to take a drink from the glass of iced water beside her. She crossed her legs, as if that would disguise the growing moistness between her pale thighs.

Alistair pulled a face. "Possibly. But you said to be open. And truthful."

"So marriage is in the cards?" she asked, keeping her voice steady despite the tide of arousal surging through her body. A straight bat was the best way of dealing with the situation. She was his psychiatrist, for God's sake.

But why ask that particular question?

He laughed, a loud, wistful laugh. "No, marriage is not in the cards," he firmly said, leaning forward in his chair. "Erika is... is great fun, but she's not in love with me. She's in love with what I am, not who I am."

"And you?" Katie asked, wanting to complete the circle. She could feel her heart rate increase with each answer. "Are you in love with her?"

This time his laugh was full of cynicism. "Hell, no, Katie. Erika's taken me to a new world. It's an exciting world, especially for someone with my upbringing. I have to confess I've been a willing traveller. But it's not a place for the Conservative Party leader. Or the next Prime Minister."

"So..." she thoughtfully continued, "it's your position that make you want to relinquish the 'world'? Or a belief that it's not for you?"

The previously confident man exhaled a long sigh. His shoulders slumped. His eyes traced the pattern in the carpet. It was a good minute before he raised them to meet her gaze again. "I don't know."

Katie smiled at her confused patient. A smile that was meant to be comforting, tell him she was on his side. They were making good progress, and it was important to keep pressing. "Yesterday, you described yourself as a sex addict..."

"That's how I feel," he answered, slumping back in his chair. He sounded deflated.

"With your girlfriend?"

"Yes."

"Lot's of people have fantastic sex with their partners," she told him, feeling a lump rise in her throat. Unfortunately, it had been some time since she fitted into that category.

"Oh, I see," he said as realisation dawned. "Not just with my girlfriend."

"I see," Katie breathed softly. "So, Erika doesn't know of the other women, and you're worried—"

His shrill laugh stopped her in her tracks. "You know, Katie, up to this point I thought you were ahead of the game. But you've taken a wrong turn. I donothingwithout my girlfriend knowing. She sets up the sex. Threesomes. We fuck women. Together."

The words made Katie's blood run cold. But they excited her, too. More than she thought possible.

"That's the problem, you see?" he went on before she could respond, his voice rising. "Erika introduced me to the pleasures of the flesh. She's brought out sexual desires I didn't know I had. She's turned my life upside down. And if the media catches on, I'm finished."

Her breath caught in her throat. There it was again. The million-dollar question! "So... it's not that you want to give it up. It's that you're worried about the consequences if the media find out?"

"This is where we were some time ago," he answered, crossing one leg over the other and throwing his hands behind his head. "I've told you, Katie. I don't know."

The beautiful woman shook her head. "I think you do."

***

"We've got to think this through," Thomas told Sally, sipping from one of the glasses of wine she'd poured in the bar of their Malmaison Belfast hotel.

"Good?" she asked, knowing that he rarely consumed alcohol. But the allegation that they'd just been hit with seemed to call for something more than a soft drink. "It's my favourite."

He licked his lips. "Not bad. What is it again?"

"Cloudy Bay. Maybe not one for the connoisseurs but it suits my palate perfectly. Maybe a couple of glasses will help?"

Thomas nodded. He certainly needed something to clear his mind, stop the muddled thoughts that ran around the inside of his head and collided with one another.

"Mind you," she said with a laugh, dropping her hand from his arm to his thigh. "If it doesn't, I can think of much better ways."

He almost choked on the drink, spitting some onto the round glass table in front of them. "Does Jeremy know you're such a tease," he asked with a grin.

"Oh, Jeremy knows what I'm like," she responded. "It's what makes the world go round. Besides, don't pretend you haven't."

"Haven't?"

"Haven't imagined us fucking," she calmly told him, her fingers running up his thigh and settling dangerously close to the cock that was now making its presence felt.

"Sally!"

"All men do it," she said with that child like laugh of hers. Only it didn't quite sound so child like anymore. "Think of sex every six seconds or so. That's what they say, isn't it?"

"Sally..."

"Oh, come on, confess." She moved closer, pushing her perky left breast into his arm. "Tell me, what position have you imagined us in?"

"Sally!" he said, raising his voice as he picked up her hand from his thigh and placed it in her lap. "Sounds to me like you're the one who's had too much to drink."

"Maybe," she murmured. "That Chianti was superb, I have to admit. But don't change the subject. You're my hero after all. You never know, you might get lucky! Am I on top? Or do you prefer doggie?"

"Geez, Sally..."

"I know," she smiled, her eyes twinkling at his discomfort. "You want my ass!"

"It's not your ass I'm worried about," he said, waving a hand to call the waitress over and this time ordering an orange juice. "It's Alistair's."

The diminutive redhead settled back in her seat, accepting that playtime was over, for the moment at least. "Okay, okay, but I think we should tell Erika."

Thomas shook his head. It wasn't that he wanted to hold anything back, more that instinct and experience suggested he seek more facts before he disclosed the problem to either Alistair or his girlfriend.

"Why?" Sally asked.

"Because if it's true, and they hold out on us, I want to be ahead of the game. If it's nonsense, why worry them immediately."

He paused while the waitress brought their drinks.

"I can see your eyes on her ass," Sally whispered as the young Irish server returned to her station. "You must be hot for it."

Thomas pulled a face and shook his head. His look told her he wasn't playing that game anymore, although hehadbeen looking. "Listen, Sally, I want to think it through first. How about this? I'll have another conversation with Murphy, try and glean more detail. You check out whether Alistair was in Belfast eight months ago. When we have that information, we'll talk it through and decide on the next steps. Okay?"

"Sounds like a plan," she said thoughtfully, refilling her glass from the green bottle. "There'll be no chance to do that tonight, though, will there? God knows how long these two functions will last."

"Another late night," Thomas agreed, sighing softly. He'd somehow have to find time to call Becky, too. He should have done that immediately after they'd left the hall. If everything had gone as expected, his girlfriend would have secured the financial backing to make her dream a reality.

"You think it might be true?" Sally asked, interrupting his thoughts.

He shrugged his shoulders. "From what you've told me about their lifestyle, there's every chance itcouldbe true, don't you think? If we don't sort this, we're fucked. The campaign is fucked. Alistair is fucked. But I don't want tojustask them. I want to know as much as I can before I do that. Form my own opinions. Then we'll hear what they have to say."

"Isn't that kind of disloyal?"

"No, Sally," he sighed, swallowing his juice. "It means I'm doing my job to the best of my ability. But it also means I'm not going to be jerked around. We need the truth. You with me on this or not?"

"Of course," she said, giving him a why-would-you-doubt-me look.

"Good! Look, we have a mid morning flight back tomorrow. Let's both make sure we do our work before then!"

Sally pulled a face. "With everything we have on tonight? You don't ask much!"

Thomas glanced at her alarmed face. "I know, I know. But it's essential we have as much as we can before we speak to Erika and Alistair. This is fucking serious, Sally. The timescale's are out of our control."

"I understand," she answered, nudging closer to him again. "But just tell me one thing."

"Anything," he said, reaching for his wallet. They were running out of time before the first of their two press functions.

She batted her eyelashes. "It is doggie style you want to fuck me, isn't it?"

***

"Aren't we splitting hairs?" Alistair asked his beautiful psychiatrist. "Whatever the reason, the point is that I need to do something about this before its too late."

Katie shook her head. "No, we're not splitting hairs. If it's the lifestyle per se you were rebelling against, then it would be simpler for you to give up the obsession. Being addicted to it makes it a different ballgame."

The troubled politician stared at her, a haunted look in his eyes. He knew it and she knew it. They'd reached the crossroads.

Katie was only too well aware she'd be unable to help much further. At the fringes, perhaps, but that was all. Maybe if she was a sex therapist? But this was outside of her normal remit.

"Look, Alistair," she began, choosing her words carefully. "I deal with people who suffer from genuine psychiatric illnesses. Things like depression, schizophrenia. Clearly, you don't fit into those categories. I don't have the expertise in this area..."

"I need you, Katie," he answered, cutting off her argument. "In fact, right now, I'd say you were the only chance I have of getting out of this mess. Please help me."

She looked at him and saw the agony on his face. The little child inside the man shone through like a beacon on a dark night. It melted her heart. But who was she to try and offer a solution? When the slut inside her drove her to find strangers and suck their cocks. She had an addiction, too. If she couldn't cure herself, how could she help him?

"What is it about the sex that you enjoy so much," she fond herself asking. It wasn't a professional question, it was curiosity.

He was good looking, charming, humorous, wicked and very bright. It was a heady cocktail of all the characteristics she found so attractive. There was no doubt that the instant chemistry they'd experienced had grown further the longer they spent in one another's company.

Katie realised what was happening and was helpless to do anything about it. She watched the way he looked at her and it excited her further. With every flicker of his eyes across her full breasts, her nipples rose and her body grew hotter. She tried to resist the implications of his gaze, and the undoubted thoughts that accompanied them.



But she couldn't. She wanted him as much as he wanted her.

"It takes me onto another plane," he answered with an embarrassed shrug of his shoulders.

"So... what specifically...?" Damn, the words were out of her mouth again. Stop doing that. Stop asking these questions.

He hesitated before offering his answer. "Have you ever done something you knew was wrong? Something that if... your parents, say, found out, you'd probably be disowned?" She thought of Eduardo yesterday. Or the Tico on her prom night. Swallowing slowly, she nodded, feeling her face grow flush. "Everyone has had that experience at least once..." He paused, watching her. Waiting for her to confess something, perhaps?

"Go on," was all she offered. It took every ounce of willpower not to look between his legs. To look at his cock. Her mouth was practically watering.

"Well, every time Erika brings someone knew into out bedroom... it's like that feeling anew. Watching two women together. Fucking one of them. Then the other. It provides a surge of adrenalin... excitement... the equal to anything politics can offer. It's so wrong, that if I get caught, not only will my parents be ashamed..." He chuckled a little at that. "But I'd be ruined. And yet, I can't stop fucking them."

He could have said making love. But he didn't. He saidfucking. And his rolling voice emphasised the word, as if he wanted toinvolveher somehow in his sexual machinations. As if he was deliberately attempting to unsettle her. He was. Two women together? Katie had often wondered what it would be like with another woman.

In her minds eye she saw Angela Thompson. The big-breasted woman had worked at the practice for two years. She wasn't especially attractive, and was a few pounds overweight. Yet there was something about her. Something about the way she looked at Katie.

"Are you okay?"

Katie jerked her eyes open. A bead of sweat had formed on her forehead and she wiped it away. For a second, the two of them silently stared at one another. Both were on exactly the same page. He knew what she was thinking, knew the effect his words and his problem were having on her.

This wasn't an explanation of his problems. Not any more. Itwasa mind wank and she was colluding with him in mental masturbation.

"Alistair, we've overrun," she stuttered, needing to give herself time to think. Much more of this and she'd be sexually attacking him, adding to his problems rather than helping him resolve them.

"I can see you again?" he asked.

No, there's no point. I can't help you. It would only lead to something that neither of us can control. Don't do it. Don't agree!

"Yes," she heard herself say as she stood and shook his hand. "Maybe one more session. Let's see where that takes us..."

***

Erika lightly towelled her hair, leaving it damp. She liked the wet look. Sexy. Thomas would like it too, she thought. Surely it wouldn't be that much longer before he knocked at her door? The shower had refreshed her and she was looking forward to her latest conquest.

Not that he knew it yet.

"How do you feel now?" she asked, switching the mobile phone from one ear to the other as she threw the towel onto the chair. It hit the back, slowly sliding to the carpet as if pulled by an invisible string.

"Confused," answered the soft Brazilian voice.

"I understand, honey," Erika sympathised.

Rebecca hadn't answered either of her earlier calls, but she had taken this one. After their brief conversation, the Swedish woman now understood her reluctance. Becky had spilled her story reluctantly at first, but then with all the relief of someone who needed a close friend to talk to.

So, the Brazilian minx hadn't been able to go through with it! Not yet anyway. That was okay, she just needed a little push.

"Does Thomas know what happened?" she fearfully asked. That would spoil everything.

"Good God, no, Erika. He called once but I didn't answer. His message said he was tied up for the rest of the evening."

"Press functions. He's a busy boy."

"He said he'll call again when he gets back to the hotel tonight," Rebecca explained, her voice trembling a little. "I can't tell him, Erika. He'll go berserk with Guus. And I haven't covered myself in glory, either."

"Don't worry, honey," the blonde calmly responded. "I'll get a message to him. You've got a migraine. Okay?"

"Y... yes... thanks." The relief was almost palpable over the line. Then the Brazilian's voice changed again. "But I'll still need to face him when he gets home tomorrow."

"Then sort it by then."

"Sort it out?"

"Of course," she said, her tone matter of fact. "Frankly, Becky, I don't know what all the fuss is about."

"Erika!"

"Listen to me," the manipulative Scandinavian woman persuasively responded. "Sex is a weapon that all women have. Don't tell me you haven't used it before?"

"Yes, but..."

"No buts. It's what's got me where I am today, honey. Men are there to be manipulated, Becky. Fucking them is just one way of doing that."

"But, Erika... I'm with Thomas... I love him."

The blonde's shrill laugh echoed down the line. "Listen to you, Becky. Do you hear what you're saying? Look, let's say you were single. Unattached."

"Y... yes..."

"Would you have fucked Guus? To get your dream?"

"Yes," came the reluctant reply after a long pause. "Yes, I would."

"Of course you would," Erika agreed. "So that tells you one thing, Becky. Thomas is standing in the way of what you want."

"No. I mean... That's not..."

"Of course he is, honey. If it weren't for him, you'd have secured that finance by now. And probably enjoyed yourself doing it."

The Brazilian felt herself blushing, recalling her feelings as his hands manipulated her breasts.

"Well, he isn't exactly George Clooney, I'll give you that," Erika laughed. "But fucking a man to get what you want, any man, is a hell of a turn on, Becky. And don't tell me you've never done that. All women have."

The sound of Rebecca's heavy breathing told the Swedish temptress her words were having an effect.

"Of course you love, Thomas. But that's the point," Erika continued, running her hand through her long, damp locks. "That's exactly why you should take my advice, honey. Give Guus what he wants. Get your money. Open your aerobics studio. Then get on with loving Thomas the way you do. It's the best of all worlds."

"But..."

Erika smiled to herself at the lacklustre objection. She sensed victory. "Here's my suggestion. See Guus again tomorrow. See how it goes. Do what feels right. But don't let the dream fade without a fight."

Rebecca's reply was immediate. "I can't, Erika. How could I face him?"

"Easy," Erika's no nonsense voice told her. "This is what you want, Becky. Everything you've ever wanted. And what you deserve. You told me you'd do anything to get it, didn't you? You didn't mean that?"

"Yes, of course. But..."

"Becky!" Erika's was sharp, like a smack across the cheek. "Tell me truthfully. Anything?"

Only the sound of their breathing split the silence. The pause must have lasted a good thirty seconds.

"Anything?" Erika asked again, increasing the pressure. She almost had the Brazilian beauty where she wanted. One final push. "Don't let your dream go, Becky. You'll never forgive yourself, or Thomas, if you do. It'll kill your relationship with him. Understand?"

"Yes, I understand," she hesitantly replied. "But I'm not going to fuck him, Erika. I won't. I just can't."

"Yes, I understand," she hesitantly replied. "But I'm not going to fuck him, Erika. I won't. I just can't."

The words were spoken quietly, as if the raven-haired young beauty was finally admitting to herself just how far she was prepared to go. What her limits were. Despite Erika's well-intended entreaties, she just couldn't betray Thomas like that.

"I understand," came the Swedish accent down the line. "But there are different ways of convincing a man..."

"What do you mean?" Rebecca's voice was eager, desperate to hear a solution to her problem.

"You said it yourself," Erika told her. "You almost gave him a blowjob today. Hell, I'd give a blowjob to get tickets for a George Michael concert."

The two women laughed, but even so, the point behind Erika's remark hit home.

"Yes. Yes, I nearly did." The words were spoken quietly, as if the raven-haired young beauty was finally admitting to herself just how far she was prepared to go.

"So... you'll do it? For your dream?" It wasn't quite as far as Erika had wanted the young beauty to go, but it was a start. Sometimes, the best things came in bite-sized chunks.

This time, the word came out more emphatically. The bridge had been crossed. "Yes," Rebecca confirmed.

"Good girl, this is what I suggest..."

***

The note stuck under his room door had taken Thomas by surprise. Why the fuck did Erika need to see him as soon as he returned to the hotel?

There could only be one reason. She'd found out about Mary O'Leary.

Damn, how had that leaked out? The journey to her suite wasn't an easy one. He'd better make sure he had a good reason for keeping it to himself. Better keep Sally out of this, too.

The Scandinavian beauty raised a finger to her lips when she opened the door, indicating she was in the middle of a phone conversation. His eyes widened at the sight of her breasts pushing against the thin black silk dressing gown. She looked like she'd just emerged from the shower, her long blonde hair hanging wetly down her long neck. It looked darker, slicked back like that.

She turned her back to him and returned to the middle of the room. His gaze dropped to her ass. The short garment was almost transparent. Her body looked every bit as voluptuous as Becky's.

Had she not been expecting him? Yet her note was quite clear.

"Listen to what I tell you," she said into the phone, turning to look into Thomas's embarrassed eyes. "If that's what it takes, fuck him like he's the last man on earth. It's only sex. And it's the key to your future."

Thomas's eyes widened at her words. He tried to control himself, but the cock that had risen to half erection at the sight of her in the silk gown completed its journey on hearing her words.

"Sorry," she murmured, ending the call and dropping the phone onto the table. "Some words of advice for a friend."

The fair-haired man grunted, hoping his arousal didn't show. What with Sally flirting with him all night and the sight of the near naked blonde, he knew what he'd be doing when he returned to his room. He'd call Becky again as soon as he was finished there. She'd be so high after her successful day.

Maybe she'd get him off over the phone?

The good news was that the look in Erika's eyes told him she wasn't upset or annoyed. So much for his theory—her demeanour would have been completely different if she'd heard about the Mary O'Leary accusation.

"You wanted to see me?" he asked, trying to keep his eyes on her face.

"Yes," she said, sexily cocking her head to one side as she spoke. "I spoke to Becky earlier. She has a migraine and I told her I'd let you know, so that you didn't disturb her."

Migraine? Becky didn't get migraines! Damn! It hadn't gone well today!

"Didn't she get her finance?" he asked, his mind suddenly diverting from the sexy sight in front of him as it filled with concern for his Brazilian girlfriend.

Erika slowly raised her hands to her damp, blonde locks, pulling them onto the top of her head and allowing them to fall. The movement outlined her breasts and nipples against the diaphanous material.

"On the contrary," she lied, "I believe it mostly went to plan. Just a few loose ends to tie up tomorrow."

"Fantastic," he said, trying to pull his eyes away from those perfect tits. "I'll... I'll... call her in the morning."

The Swedish beauty beamed back at him, picking up the bottle of champagne on the table beside her and pouring two glasses. "To celebrate," she told him, handing him one.

"Thanks, Erika," he muttered, as he hesitantly took it from her. "But... it's one o'clock in the morning. It's been a very long day and I need to get to bed."

"My sentiments exactly," she purred, taking a sip of her bubbly while releasing the tie on her robe. With a soft shimmy, it floated from her body.

He'd been right, she was naked beneath.

She tossed her head back, almost like a mare presenting herself to her stallion. His eyes gratifyingly traversed the full contours of her body. The freckles that covered her beautiful face ran down to cover her cleavage and there were no visible bikini lines to interfere with her deep tan.

Thomas felt a lump form in his throat. Her tits were every bit as full as Becky's, but their shape was different, hanging from her slender frame like ripe fruit. Atop each sloped breast was a dark nipple that pointed skyward. His cock ached.

"You like?" her sultry voice asked, as his eyes completed their downward journey to rest on her smooth mound and very wet labial lips.

He choked back another gasp, and tried to gulp down the lump in his throat. Becky, he told himself. Think of Becky!

Erika almost floated towards him and her manicured fingers curled around his neck. She pulled him against her curvy body as her mouth closed on his for a long, deep kiss.

"No..." he gasped when he felt her tongue run around the inside of his mouth, somehow finding the will to pull away. Oh God...

Her hand pulled him back, only this time her mouth stopped just short of his lips. "Don't you like what you see?"

"No... yes... of course... I just can't, Erika..."

He pulled away again, hurrying to the door. His hand was on the handle when her voice stopped him. "But Becky will never forgive you."

Becky? Forgive him?

"What do you mean?" he asked, half turning. His puzzled eyes flicked across her naked body again before he could stop them.

"She has her dream," the Scandinavian woman told him, one long step swinging across the other as she closed on him—a model's gait. Her movements were slow, as if not to frighten away her prey. "You remember I set up the finance? We wouldn't want that withdrawn, would we?"

Her naked body pushed against him as her mouth found his again, forcing a longer kiss.

"You wouldn't," he whispered, panting into her mouth when she broke the lip-lock.

"Oh, I think you know I would, Thomas," she answered. The steely look in her intense blue eyes reinforced the threat. "And we don't want to ruin the dream, do we?"

The blonde beauty lowered her lips to his neck, planting little butterfly kisses at the same time as her hand found his confined erection. When she heard his involuntary moan, she knew she'd won.

Her practiced hands freed Thomas's hard cock. Then her body was sliding downwards, her triumphant gaze staring upwards into his. He watched her until her mouth descended over his shaft and then he closed his eyes. His body pushed back into the doorframe as he moaned.

The feeling of her mouth on him was completely different to Becky's, but every bit as sexy. She sucked him like the expert she was, bringing him to a boil, allowing him to simmer, devouring his pre cum and then taking him back down to less dangerous levels. Then her body was sliding back upwards again.

"Remember I told you that if I made it happen for Becky, you owed me a favour?" she whispered into his mouth as she jammed her lips against his again. "Time to pay your debt!"

***

Rebecca de Santos tossed and turned. Sleep wouldn't come easily. She desperately wanted to call her boyfriend, hear his voice, and ask him what to do. Ask him? How stupid. She couldn't ever divulge a thing about what had happened. Or what was going to happen.

But she desperately needed the comfort of his arms around her.

Her thoughts returned to Erika and the conversation she'd just had with her spiritual guide and mentor. In the short time she'd known her, the Swedish woman was turning into such a good friend.

Her help with the business plan! Her setting up of a financier! And now her words of wisdom. How could she ever repay her?

Should she give Guus Kessen a blowjob tomorrow? A thirty thousand pound blowjob? For that money, she'd better make it good. She gave an almost hysterical laugh, burying her head into the pillow to drown out the noise. He should be so lucky!! It would be the best head the millionaire had ever had.

The thought horrified her! But somehow... in some way... it aroused her, too. Being manipulated by someone like Guus Kessen, coerced into going down on him for money... helpless... sent a wave of lust flooding through her.

The image of his hard cock came into her mind again. Her mouth descended on his thickness. Oh, God... get rid of that image...

Think rationally! Was Erika right? Would she resent Thomas for the rest of her life? Would she hate herself? This was her life's dream, after all. Could she throw it away as easily as this? All she had to do was blow the Dutchman. Once. Then she could get on with opening her business, loving Thomas for helping her get this, and enjoying the rest of her life.

It made sense. Didn't it? How many times had she given head to men back in Brazil, after all?

Erika's words rang out in her ear.If that's what it takes, that's what it takes. It's only a blowjob after all. And it's the key to your future.

Her hand snaked down between her thighs, feeling her wetness. Somewhere in her psyche, she was already starting to look forward to tomorrow.

***

Erika settled her thighs over Thomas, her triumphant eyes staring down into his. He closed his eyes, thinking of Becky, imaging his girlfriend's body over him. The stinging slap across his face brought him back to the present.

"Look at me," the sexy Scandinavian accent ordered, her palm now slapping across his left cheek.

"What the fuck?" he grunted, but even as the pain rose to the surface of both cheeks, he felt his cock surge another couple of inches at her rough treatment. "Erika..." he began to protest.

Her kiss cut off his words. Her hands grabbed his wrists and pinned them to the headboard behind him. The pain in his cheeks was forgotten, replaced by the slick sensation of her smooth pussy sinking down on him.

"Ngh!" he groaned. Like her cocksucking, it felt so very different to that of his girlfriend. And like her technique giving head, it felt so incredibly good.

Her jutting breasts brushed across his chest as she held his arms down, keeping her prisoner under control as she slowly undulated on him. Fitting nipple to nipple, all four were hard and caught up by the moment.

He moaned again.

"Good," Erika said as she twisted to bring her right swell to his gasping mouth. It was a statement rather than a question.

He took it immediately, sucking in the hard, dark bud.

"Yes..." she hummed, as his mouth suckled and pleasured. With a roll of her body, she switched tits on him, allowing him to give the same attention to her left breast. He covered her nipple in saliva as he rotated it around his mouth.

"Such a good boy," she murmured, slowly raising her ass and then delicately sheathing him again. "So obedient! Want me to fuck you now, make you forget all about your Brazilian bitch?"

The words stung him. How dare she? But even as he attempted to wrestle his hands away free, she tightened her grip on his wrists and plunged down on his captive body.

"Oh fuck!" he whined, feeling himself bottom out.

"Exactly," she murmured, repeating the motion, the down thrust of her hips creating sensations entirely different to when he and Becky fucked.

Was it the different woman, or the different situation? He didn't know, and was beginning not to care. She'd abandoned any pretence at softness and was beginning to fuck him hard, a sexual goddess claiming her mate for the night.



His hips responded, thrusting upwards as they sought to fit into the rhythm she'd already established. Her inner walls clutched him tightly, let him go, gave a ripple that sent his libido into overdrive, then clutched him again.

Fuck, she was good! Very fucking good!!

"Does you girlfriend fuck you like this?" Erika asked, leaning down to kiss him. When his mouth opened in response, she aggressively twisted her head and bit down on his lower lip, drawing blood. "Does she?"

His eyes closed, attempting to shut out her references to Becky. They seemed to arouse her. Reluctantly, he found they aroused him too. Her cunt muscles tightened, squeezing him like a velvet-gloved hand.

He grunted his appreciation.

"Too hot for you?" she sexily whispered, sensing his balls tighten.

His face scrunched up. He couldn't prevent the throaty groans. He stopped his upward thrusts now. Both feet planted firmly on the mattress as he fought back his climax. He knew he was lost...

"Not yet, honey," the Swedish temptress husked, somehow keeping his cock inside her as she rolled onto her back. Instantly, she wrapped both legs around him. The pressure from the backs of her heels pulled him in tighter.

Becky was wild in bed. This woman was a contortionist.

"You're free to leave if you want," she suddenly grunted, spreading her arms wide across the bed to indicate he was no longer her prisoner. "I promise not to withdraw Becky's funding. Honest! What do you think?"

Thomas contemplated doing exactly that. Leaving the grunting bitch unfulfilled on the bed. The thought lasted a nano second, disappearing immediately her velvety wall did another ripple and her heels dug harder into his ass. Her breasts bounced and when he didn't move, she collected them into her hands and squeezed them together, tweaking her own nipples.

His cock surged. He couldn't resist. He took over, increasing the pace, fucking her faster in an attempt to bring her to her climax first.

"Good?" she asked, releasing her breasts, she reached up to touch his face. Her devilish, intense blue eyes spilling both triumph and arousal. His legs curled tighter, harder, gripping him in her vice like spell.

"Yes!" he huffed, unable to stop himself from responding.

"I know," she grunted, her sex clutching him tighter. "Tell me, do you fuck your Brazilian bitch like this?"

He whimpered, finding leverage with his knees to thrust down harder. He'd show her who was in control. His hips pumped.

Erika's fingers found his hair and dragged his head down to hers. Her teeth found his ear, biting down on the lobe. His cock lurched at the pain. He drew his hips back higher, intending to drive down harder. He slipped free and his return thrust missed its mark, skittering across her smooth mound.

"Fuck!" she groaned, her hand instantly slotting him back into her slippery walls.

Fuck, his mind mimicked her exclamation. Sweat formed a sheen on his body as he fucked harder. He tried to hold his release at bay, but Erika was rippling her internal muscles as her hands dug into his ass. He was close. Very close.

"Going to cum now?" she asked, sensing the moment was near. Sweat dripped from his forehead onto her body. She planted the soles of her feet on the bed and undulated harder. Pumping up. Her ass left the mattress. Only her feet and head on the bed. "Cumming for your Swedish bitch?" she goaded as she heard him groan.

Thomas shook his head. He'd hold out. Somehow. He had too. He closed his eyes. Clenched his mouth. Gritted his teeth. Not yet!Not yet!

Erika slipped one hand down his back, caressing the hard globes of his ass. Her fingers toyed with the crevice between his buttocks, rimming his asshole.

His eyes shot wide open.What the fuck!

He rammed down harder, ignoring the desire to hold out. He couldn't. He had to get her there first. His balls slapped against her slippery vulva with each jam of his hips. He was passing the point of no return. Noooooo...

He paused, shuddering as he tried to stem the tide that was about to sweep him out to sea. Then her finger pushed down into his asshole.

His breath caught. His jaw clenched. With a snarl, he came like a bull. Her free hand clutched his golden hair, pulling his face close to hers so she could watch his expression as his cock went off. His scream was piercing, animal like, and he couldn't stop it from tearing at the back of his throat.

Erika's grip on his hair tightened, but he didn't feel the pain. Her heels dug into his back, her body arching so much she lifted both of them from the sheets. Her eyes urged him to fill her with his virulent seed. He didn't disappoint. Quite how she extracted so much cum, Thomas had no idea. All he knew was that his body continued to fire until it went dark behind his eyelids.


Politics Ch. 05

Chapter 5: Rebecca submits

"God, you look rough," Sally murmured. "Want me to hold the taxi when it arrives? Won't take you long to freshen up..."

"Didn't get much sleep," Thomas grumpily offered by way of explanation. What else could he say? Erika fucked me all night? That woman was insatiable.

It must have been around five o'clock before she allowed him to return to his room. That meant an hour's nap, a quick shower, and a room service breakfast while he made the call to Jack Murphy. They had an hour and a half to reach Belfast International airport and catch their Aer Lingus flight.

"Okay," he continued, taking her arm and pulling her to the quietest part of the foyer. "I spoke to our Irish newspaper friend."

The redhead's face became a picture of expectation. "Don't make me wait," she told him, dropping her hands to her hips. "And?"

Thomas felt a twitch in his groin. After her teasing come-on in the bar last night, he was seeing Sally in a different light. And she looked so sexy in that pose. The spaghetti straps of the tight, cream camisole top didn't cover the flowery bra straps and he could see the swell of her small, perky breasts when she leaned forward like that.

"Hey," she said, tugging his arm. "I'm up here! You feeling frisky this morning?"

"Frisky?"

"You're staring at my tits."

"No, I'm not," he growled. How the hell could he be feeling frisky after last night? "I... I just like that top."

"You just like my top?" she said, throwing her head back. For a second, he didn't know what to say, but Sally's burst of laughter saved him.

He gave a bashful smile.

"Sorry," he apologised, trying to think of anything other than sex. Tell her about his conversation with Murphy! "It's difficult to form an opinion, Sally. He's adamant his story is rock solid, but can't offer any facts to back it up."

"Or won't," the redhead pointed out, playfully ruffling her short hair.

"Or won't," he agreed, with a curt nod. Was she playing up to him now? "But I threw a few questions at him and there wasn't much depth in his answers. Either he's very clever, or the stuff he has in tenuous at best."

"He didn't seem very clever," Sally grinned.

Thomas laughed for the first time that morning. "Never judge a book by its cover, but in this case I think you might well be right. How did you do?"

"Drew a blank," the redhead replied, raising her eyebrows in that familiar way of hers. "As far as I can work out from everything I've been able to check, Alistair was everywhere but Ireland around that period. There was a European tour, a conference in Dubai, and he was part of a delegation to the States."

Thomas pursed his lips as he nodded thoughtfully. "Doesn't mean he didn't visit personally..."

"No, but from what I can tell, he didn't have much free time. Apart from the visits I've mentioned, he was heavily involved in preparations for the Party Conference. A visit to Ireland just doesn't seem to fit."

"Why am I getting the feeling that this is a set up? Okay," he said, glancing across to the lifts at the far side of the foyer. "Erika's heading over here now. Anything else?"

Sally followed his gaze across to the sexy Scandinavian. "Not a thing," she told him. "What now?"

Thomas shrugged his shoulders. "We've done our homework. We brief Erika first, then agree how we break it to Alistair."

"You tell her," Sally grinned, as the blonde walked towards them.

"Morning," the Scandinavian woman greeted them, her voice bouncing with energy. "Sorry, I'm late—phone call. God, Thomas, you look rough..."

"I've already told him," Sally laughed, turning to greet the blonde.

Erika smiled. "What have you been up to?"

He shot her a look that would have laid her low had it been a punch. Guilt was riddled through his body. He wasn't interested in mind games.

"Never mind," she said, dismissing the subject with an imperial wave of her arm. "I overheard Sally. What do you want to tell me?"

"Taxi," the redhead interrupted, acknowledging the wave from reception. "Maybe we should wait 'til we get to the airport?"

"Tell them we'll be there in a sec, would you, Sally?" Thomas asked, waiting until the diminutive woman headed for the reception desk. "Erika," he rasped, his eyes blazing with concern. "About last night..."

"Last night? Last night you did very well, tiger. But don't let it pray on your mind. It's our secret. Okay?"

He stared at her, trying to read her Swedish mind. Was that it? A one night fuck, with no repercussions? Was she really that cold? It suited him down to the ground to forget all about it. But could he trust her?

"Listen, Thomas," she said patiently, as if reading his mind. "It was sex, just sex. Nothing more, nothing less! I needed it and so did you, from your wholehearted performance."

He gritted his teeth at the patronising comment. "Erika..."

The hint of menace in her intense blue eyes stopped him. "The way I see it, is that if Alistair knew we'd fucked, your relationship with him would be at an end. And if Becky ever found out, I'd imagine you and she would be finished, too. So I promise you I'll say nothing, and suggest you do the same. Okay?"

Thomas could feel his fingernails cut into his palms as he clenched his fists. Somehow he'd expected more, though he had no idea what. Despite her arrogant dismissal, she was offering him a way out. Better to forget it, though that would be quite a feat. Particularly as every bone in his body felt the guilt.

"Good," she decisively said, taking his answer as read. Remorse was for the weak. "As for you and Sally wanting to talk to me, let's wait until we get to the airport, shall we?"

***

Rebecca hadn't expected Erika to call her so early that morning. Nor had she anticipated that her meeting with Guus Kessen would take place so quickly. It seemed the millionaire was flying to his villa in Monte Carlo this afternoon and this would be his only opportunity to see her for a few days.

It's up to you,Erika had told her during their early morning telephone conversation.Your final chance! I've done all I can. Don't go if you're not committed to doing what's necessary.

Do what's necessary!! The words had floated around her mind since Erika had ended the call in her rush to catch her airport taxi. But then those words had been with her since their conversation last night. She had an hour to get ready and reach his Mayfair offices. Her heart was racing. And not only because of the near realisation of her dream...

Shewasgoing to be unfaithful to her boyfriend in a way. Okay, she wasn't going to give herself to the Dutchman. She wouldn't allow him to fuck her. But she was going to suck his cock. For money! Like a high-class whore!! The thought already had her wet with anticipation. Now that her mind had come to terms with what was necessary to secure the finance, she realised she actually wanted this!

Deus! She actuallywantedto take the millionaire's cock in her mouth!

Yesterday had whetted her sexual appetite. So had her conversations with Erika. When she'd masturbated last night, she'd even fantasised about the blonde's kiss! She'd also recollected the feel of Kessen's hands on her tits. And recalled the sight of him exposing his thick manhood.

Only in last night's masturbatory fantasies, she had it in her mouth. Just like she would later this morning.

And being coerced into the act assuaged any guilt. After all, she wasn't being unfaithful. She could rationalise that she had no choice.

Erika had said that she should try again and persuade Kessen of the business sense in her proposition. She knew it was too late for that. She was heading for his office with one thought in mind. Thoughts of her illicit liaisons with married men in Brazil had returned. A fire inside her had been lit.

She actuallywantedto be used.

***

The seats at the far side of the Executive lounge afforded a little privacy. Enough for Thomas to raise the subject. "Sally and I were approached by an Irish reporter yesterday. Confidentially."

"Jack Murphy," Sally added. "Belfast Telegraph."

"Yesterday?" Erika instantly responded. "You didn't mention this last night?"

Sally shot Thomas a look. It was late when they'd returned to their rooms last night and she'd invited him in for a drink. But they were so bushed after their long day, and he'd been anxious to call Becky.

So... he'd spent the night with Erika instead! No wonder he was looking so tired.

Why the hell hadn't Erika involved her? She had before. But only when it suited the blonde, it seemed. Damn, if it wasn't for the thrill that a threesome gave her, she'd turn the Swedish woman down the next time she asked.

Who was she kidding?

Her husband had occasionally mentioned a threesome, but that wouldn't quite be right. Besides, Jeremy just wanted to fuck another woman while she watched. With Erika, she was able to take part, lose herself. And losing herself with Thomas and the blonde would have been quite an experience.

Still, he wasn't quite the innocent that she thought he was. All that crap about being faithful! Well, he couldn't claim that one with her anymore. One thing was quite clear in her mind now. She'd fuck her fair-haired companion sooner or later. It was just a question of getting the situation and the timing right.

"He told us he had a story on Alistair," Thomas mumbled, trying to keep his voice steady. He knew that a blush was already spreading itself across his face under Sally's perceptive gaze. Fuck! The last thing he wanted or needed was for the redhead to have any suspicions.

"Story? What sort of story?" Erika snapped.

"Does the name Mary O'Leary mean anything to you?" he asked, forgetting Sally and keeping his eyes firmly fixed on the sexy blonde. He needed to see if there'd be any hint of recognition. There wasn't.

"No. Should it?"

"Mary O'Leary is a young woman from Derry," he explained, feeling better that Erika seemed blissfully unaware of the name. That almost certainly meant the story was fabricated. "Jack Murphy's allegation is that she met Alistair over here, around eight months ago."

"He meets a lot of people," Erika responded with a frown. "Was he over here then? I can't recall us visiting Northern Ireland during the last year."

"I can't find any trace of him being in the country," Sally blurted, immediately backing off when Thomas's eyes widened at her. "Not that I've been able to carry out any sort of check," she mumbled, quickly catching on. They didn't want Erika thinking they'd gone behind her back.

"You used the wordallegation," Erika slowly said, her eyes flicking between them as she began to realise the implications. "What does that mean?"

"It's not good news, Erika," Sally nervously blurted.

"She gives birth next month," Thomas added, coming straight to the point. "The suggestion is that Alistair is the father."

The instant silence hung over them, like a sudden fog engulfing the skyline.

"This is bullshit," Erika eventually rasped, her sexy Scandinavian lilt rising. "Absolute bullshit. How dare they suggest that?"

"Careful," Thomas interrupted, a roll of his eyes indicating they were attracting attention from passengers not too far away. He diplomatically lowered his voice, though it was the blonde who was in danger of being overheard. "First things first, Erika. We have to make Alistair aware, and get his reaction."

"Reaction?" the Scandinavian woman shot back, her intense blue eyes flicking from one to the other as her mind ran through the implications.

"We have to make sure he hasn't come across this woman..." he paused, the smirk in Sally's eyes warning him of the inadvertent play on words. "Whether he's met her before," he corrected, making a point of not looking at either woman.

"Of course he hasn't met her."

Thomas hesitated. "We're all pretty sure he hasn't," he slowly confirmed. "Which means we need to agree on our next steps."

"Next steps?" Erika snapped, glancing around her as she realised she'd raised her voice again. She lowered her tone instantly. "Why don't we simply ignore the meaningless trash?"

Thomas paused. As intelligent as she was, Erika wasn't thinking clearly. "As meaningless as it may be, we know the press. They'll hound us on this one and make a much bigger story if we don't give them something. We want them writing about Alistair's performance in the debate, not this crap."

"You're right," Erika slowly responded, thinking things through. "Absolutely! Doing nothing isn't an option. Okay, this is why we hired you, Thomas, what we pay you for. To deal with this horseshit! Your suggestion is?"

Having it instantly thrown on his shoulders was unexpected, but she was right. Itwashis responsibility. His and Sally's. Instinct told him the next steps.

"We discuss with Alistair and make sure he doesn't know this woman," he firmly responded, adding, "It makes sense, Erika," when the blonde's eyes flared at him. "Just to tick that box."

When the Swede nodded, he continued.

"Then I'll speak to Murphy again and refute the whole story. Maybe even throw in the suggestion of us suing, though I don't want to be too heavy handed at this stage."

"Be as heavy handed as you want," Erika snapped, tapping her fingers on the side of her chair in irritation.

"Yes, I feel that way too," Thomas responded, leaning forward in his seat to emphasise the point. "But we need to understand what makes them tick first, which buttons to press. If I can find out more specific timescales from them, we can do our own research as to where Alistair was at that time."

"You want to check up on him?"

"No, Erika, certainly not," he told her, glancing at Sally and then back at the blonde. "But think about it! We need to be in a position so that when they raise stuff, we have the facts and can counter everything they throw at us."

The Swede's eyes blazed. She remembered only too well the made-up stories when she separated from Dennis. The media hadn't treated her kindly at first. "It's one thing I quickly discovered about English newspapers. If they don't have facts, they'll manufacture lies. The bloody tabloids are scum."

"I understand how you feel," Thomas acknowledged. "But if we've done our research, we'll have all the facts and can combat anything they say. Then we'll be in a position of strength."

The blonde woman slowly nodded, letting a long sigh escape her lips as she fought back the recollection of the unfair coverage of her separation and divorce. Everything Thomas said made sense.

"So, we meet Alistair as soon as we can when we get back?" Sally asked.

"Yes," Thomas confidently replied. "You ring ahead and arrange that, Sally. And whatever you need to do to start that research, make it happen. We need chapter and verse on Alistair's movements around the time they're suggesting. Okay?"

"Okay?" the diminutive redhead asked, glancing at Erika for approval.

The blonde stared thoughtfully ahead, her mind trawling through the women she and Alistair had been with. Of all the beauties they'd fucked together, it had to be an unknown that was trying to make trouble.

Jane Atkinson, she could understand. She never did trust that gobby socialite, though she'd threatened her with what could happen when the dyed blonde had got too big for her boots and hinted at a conversation with the press. Now that she'd married a footballer, that particular threat had gone away.

Then there was Françoise, the free spirited French girl. She'd approached Erika some time ago, trying to strike a deal to keep quiet. It had been enough for the blonde to explain she had a video of the B-class actress taking cocaine, and that it would find its way to the police should she open her mouth.

But Mary O'Leary? Who the hell was Mary-fucking-O'Leary?

Her eyes darted back to the couple beside her. Both were closely watching her as she contemplated her options. If Sally researched Alistair's movements, there was an outside chance she might stumble on one of their conquests.

While that might not betoomuch of a problem, considering the redhead's involvement from time to time, she didn't believe in leaving things to chance.

"Go ahead with the research," she finally confirmed. "But I personally want a telephone update at the end of each day. And the three of us will meet first thing every morning to discuss findings.Everymorning!"

"Okay," they said in unison.

Erika nodded in silent satisfaction. Had either given even the sliver of a hint of dissent, she'd have come down on them like a ton of bricks. Problem number one may have been Mary O'Leary. But number two was all the other Mary-fucking-O'Leary's who might crawl out of the woodwork if this came out.

"And should either of you find anything unusual—anything at all—I want to knowinstantly," she went on, reinforcing who was in control. "No onetakes unilateral action.Nothingis done, or confided in anyone else, unless I agree to it. We're a team, the three of us. But I'm in charge. I have to keep the pressure away from Alistair with everything else that's going on. Understand?"

***

"Well, well," Guus Kessen said, making no move to move from his chair as his secretary brought Rebecca into his office. It was quite a contrasting approach, deliberately so, to his reaction to her arrival yesterday.

Show her who was in control.

"Guus," she nervously said once the grey haired secretary had closed the door behind her. She took a couple of steps forward and then stopped, nervously waiting for the overweight man to offer her a seat.

He didn't.

"We have some unfinished business," he murmured, his clipped Dutch accent more pronounced than usual. "Erika pleaded for me to see you again. Interesting, that. Want to know what I said?"

Rebecca nodded nervously. She'd planned out her speech on the way there, rehearsed it several times. Yet he'd instantly taken the initiative. What could she do other than allow him to continue?

"I told her I wouldn't," he went on, leaning back in his chair and stretching his legs out. "You see, Rebecca, I've never given a second chance toanyone."

The raven-haired beauty felt her breath catch in her throat. She was on the back foot and they both knew it.Deus! She'd soon be begging him to let her suck his cock.

"But..." he continued, crossing one extended foot over the other, "Erika has exceptional persuasive powers. And you, Rebecca, are an exceptional woman. Otherwise I wouldn't have even listened to Erika's entreaties."

Rebecca nodded, unsure what to say, or whether to speak at all. "Thank you," she eventually committed, wondering what else was coming.

"Very polite," Kessen smiled, slowly pouring himself a glass of water and raising it to his fat lips. Make her wait. Keep her standing there. "Would you like to know what else I thought?"

No, she thought.No, I wouldn't. But she had to. Or lose her dream forever. "Yes, Guus," she hesitantly said, trying but failing to force a smile.

"Yes,please, Guus," the Dutchman said. She was his now! There was no doubt about that. Docile and obedient. But let's see if he could provoke that Brazilian temper. She'd make an even better fuck if she were angry with him.

"Yes... please... Guus," she spat out, deliberately slowly, feeling her temperature rise as she spoke. Under normal circumstances, she wouldn't allow any man to treat her like this. But these weren't normal circumstances.

"Good," he arrogantly smiled, his lustful gaze running across her body.

Rebecca shivered. She felt herself blush. Being controlled like this was a new experience. Part of her hated it. Another part found it arousing. She'd deliberately dressed less provocatively, yet even through her bra she knew her nipples were pushing against her crisp white blouse. The colour superbly highlighted her dark, South American skin.



"I wondered about your proposition," he smugly told her. "I mean, to be an aerobics instructor, you need to be fit. Have an athletic body. To make a real success, I imagine you need a superb body." He waved a hand at the file on his desk. "That's the one thing your business plan doesn't demonstrate. And you'll appreciate, I'm sure, that if I'm going to invest such a substantial sum, I need to see that for myself, Rebecca."

So there it was. Openly. She understood what the overweight bastard wanted. Her large, brown eyes flashed at him. She'd come prepared to give head to the Dutchman, to be humiliated by him. Yet... somehow... the thought increased her arousal. Why not make the bastard's mouth drool?

Keeping her deep brown eyes firmly fixed on the smug millionaire, she pulled off her brown leather jacket and dropped it by her feet. One by one, she slowly released each large white button on the front of her blouse.

Only the increasing sound of his heavy panting broke the silence.

Her movements were slow and deliberate, extracting maximum effect. The way his pinprick eyes narrowed, a bead of sweat formed on his forehead, his tongue flicked out, encouraged her further—aroused her further.

Completely unbuttoned, she slowly pulled the white garment from her black skirt and allowed it to float down to the floor to join her jacket. The right strap of her sheer cream bra demurely fell from her shoulder. She left it there, shifting from hip to hip, thrusting her perfect tits in Guus's direction.

Her hands went to the side button on her skirt, flicking it open and dragging down the zip. It fell to her feet and she stepped out of it, hands on hips.

She stood proudly on one leg, and then the other, the glint of her dangling belly piercing shooting across the room. The way his lustful gaze fell to her upthrusting cleavage, provocatively spilling over the top of the white bra, was gratifying. So was the fact his eyes couldn't seem to choose between her tits and the delicious skimpiness of her matching thong. The lacy cream material scooped so low it was quite clear she was cleanly shaven.

That's right, stare at the goods, you bastard,her defiant gaze told him.Have you ever seen anything as sexy?

The Dutchman nodded, as if hearing the unspoken question. His tongue flicked across his thick lips again. His grey eyes devoured the deliciously dark skinned body. "Perfect," he grunted, taking another sip of water from his glass. His hands were shaking "Even better than I'd expected," he added as he leant forward and carefully placed his drink back on his desk.

The Brazilian beauty threw her head back, allowing her dark, wavy hair to bounce on her naked shoulders. Despite the ludicrous situation, her nervousness had disappeared. How many times had she seduced a married man back in Brazil? Was this really that different?

Her whole body tingled in anticipation.

"You'll be pleased to know I'm willing to invest," he gasped, his Dutch accent little more than a croak as his eyes feasted on her body. Reaching down to the right hand drawer, he pulled out a thick, buff coloured envelope and casually tossed it onto the top of his desk. "Thirty thousand pounds," he simply said.

The Brazilian woman's eyes shifted to the envelope and then back to the Dutchman. He'd already brought his hands to his trousers and was slowly unbuckling the belt. Only the clink of its clasp interfered with the sound of their breathing. The Dutchman drew the zipper of his expensive pants down and pulled out his cock, semi-erect and already impressive.

"Well, my little lekker stuk?" he throatily asked.

***

"You've got to be joking," Alistair Brinkley-Jones repeated for the third time as he paced up and down the long, narrow conference room floor. Erika had sunk onto her favourite position overseeing the outside floor, while Thomas and Sally stood together in the far corner of the room.

It had taken a few minutes for Thomas to explain the problem and answer the politician's questions. Alistair's eyes continually flicked to meet Erika's throughout. It seemed they were both thinking the same thing.

"Thomas, they're going to kill me with this pack of lies," he repeated, rubbing his hands together as he paced. "How are we going to stop it?"

That was a hell of a question, the Campaign Manager thought, wishing he had the answer. Alistair was looking at him was as if he'd just dished out the next task, just like asking him to fix up a radio or television interview.

"Sally's already started her research," he told the pacing man. "We'll have that fully completed tonight..."

"Fucking tonight?" Alistair interrupted. "Why so long?"

"Because we need a day by day assessment of your whereabouts over a two month period," Thomas replied, the voice of reason in a fraught situation. His boss's reaction had been out of character. If the story was fabricated, why was he responding in such a panicky way?

Brinkley-Jones sent another stare in his direction.

Thomas responded with more clarity. "I've spoken again to Jack Murphy. He won't give us a specific date. So we cover a wider period, make sure we've got every angle covered. Erika wants to run through it once it's compiled, and make sure it matches her diaries. That way we're watertight."

"Okay," the irritated man conceded, sending another glance in Erika's direction. He picked up a doughnut from the table and devoured it as if it might be his last supper. "That fucking debate went so well," he rasped. "A brainwave of yours, by the way. You were right and I was wrong. But we need to get this albatross from around our necks so we can start to capitalise on it, okay?"

"I'm trying," Thomas told him, leaning against the wall as he spoke. "One other thing occurs to me."

"Which is..."

"Murphy has given us a deadline of first thing tomorrow to respond. Otherwise he's printing, or so he says."

Erika cut in. "Can we buy more time?"

"No point," Thomas firmly replied. "We'll have our research completed by then, so we'll have our defence. I suggest we tell him that we'll sue if he prints. Try and kill it there and then."

"Do you think that'll work?"

"Could do," Thomas told him. "But if I get a feel that he's going ahead, my recommendation is that Sally and I contact the media we trust. We meet the story head on byusbreaking it to the key players, not allowing the Belfast Telegraph to do that. Steal their thunder. Reduce the impact."

Alistair and Erika exchanged glances. "Are you mad?"

"Just think," he enthused, pushing himself away from the wall and sitting on the table. "If it's going to be in the media,weneed to control the story, not anyone else. Neither of you should be involved... leave it to Sally and me.Wetake the initiative. We'll tell them we repudiate everything. That there's no truth in anything this woman is saying and we won't dignify the rubbish by saying anything more. We'll talk politics going forward and nothing else."

"Think it'll work?" Alistair asked Sally, raising a dubious eyebrow.

"Not entirely," she admitted, "but it's a great idea. It'll putuson the front foot andthemon the back."

"Hmmm! And what happens when it's the first question anyone asks me?"

"That'll happen anyway," Thomas told him. We want a statesmanlike approach from you. One that says that you're running an Election campaign. You expected this sort of crap to happen in America, but not here. But you're not worried about it. You're just getting on with business as usual. If the media want to talk about lies and minutia, that's out of your control, though you have to say you're disappointed. You have a serious campaign to get on with. That's what we're all trying to do."

The politician swept a hand through his long black hair. "Take the moral high ground."

"Exactly!"

Alistair glanced at Erika again. She nodded. For the first time in a while, it seemed the two of them were agreeing on something.

"Okay," the Conservative Party leader agreed. "So, what's next?"

"As far as this is concerned, let's get our facts together and we'll brief the two of you tonight," Thomas decisively said, nodding across at Sally. "In the meantime, I have a number of group press discussions lined up for you today, Alistair, as well as a couple of television stations."

"I thought you said..." Erika began, shifting in her chair.

Thomas anticipated the question. "Nothing to do with Mary O'Leary, except it makes this more urgent. Wemustcapitalise on yesterday's performance. You were terrific, Alistair, and we need to get maximum value while I can. Today's polls have already moved in our favour based on the debate. Let's capitalise on that. We need to get this snowball rolling..."

"Okay," the politician smiled. This kid was good. "Shouldn't Sally be doing this? She is my PR Manager after all."

"I'll chip in where I can," the redhead interrupted. "And Thomas and I have been working together on this. But I need to gather this information on your movements. I've already liaised with Erika and we've rearranged your diary to accommodate everything."

"Yes," Thomas added. "We need you from lunchtime through 'til seven."

The Conservative Leader hesitated, glancing across at Erika and then back to Thomas. "I have a couple of things to clear right now, but then I'm yours. When will you be ready to brief me?"

"Sally and I have a briefing paper already drawn up," Thomas smiled. "I'll walk you through it as soon as you're ready."

"Okay," Brinkley-Jones confirmed, standing still for the first time since entering the conference room. "But can't we finish earlier? I have a personal meeting early evening."

"Doubt it," Thomas told him with a frustrated sigh. He'd spent a lot of time and effort setting these meetings up. "We have a pretty full agenda, Alistair, and these are essential to the Election push."

The black politician nodded. "Yes... yes, I understand... I'll move things back..."

***

Rebecca realised she wanted this almost as much as the drooling millionaire did. She was in front of him in three steps, quickly dropping to her knees. Kessen set his hands on the chair either side of him, allowing her a clearer view of his thick cock as it rose like a tower from its hairy base.

With a grunt, her long fingers wrapped themselves fully around the root of Kessen's girth even as her eager mouth engulfed his hardness.

It amazed her how earnest she was to satisfy him. This wasn't just about the money any longer. It was also a need to satisfy her inner whore, take herself back to her days in Brazil, and enjoy the illicit act. And she could do it without blame. After all, she was being coerced, right?

Her aroused senses drove her on. The twenty-two year old beauty went through her full repertoire. Her lips sucked around his bulbous crown. Her licking tongue urgently worked itself back and forth against the underside of his shaft. Her hands dragged his trousers open more widely, pulling his legs forward so that one hand could cup his balls.

He moaned, his hands sliding down her back to unhook the catch of her bra. Without stopping her work, she raised one shoulder then the other, allowing him to drag the garment from her. When his hands slid under her, she sat up a little, allowing him to mash her tits while she sucked him.

Her moans joined his. Her nipples were erect, burning into his palms. She eagerly sucked up his precum before taking him as far as she could go. She'd never deep throated a cock so big, but she became determined to do so.

"Oh, yes," the Dutchman grunted as his Brazilian wet dream swallowed more and more of his veiny flesh with each dip of her beautiful head. His fingers found her wavy hair, gripping her tightly enough to cause pain.

Rebecca slurped off his cock, raising her large brown eyes to stare into his. His fingers tightened in her hair, attempting to pull her head back. She resisted, just for a moment, trying to wrestle control away from him. The Dutchman was too astute to allow that. Even as he dragged her mouth back onto his cock, he raised his fat hips and grunted. "More..."

Rebecca responded by taking his stiff member deep into her throat. Her reward was another throaty gasp from the millionaire. Her head bobbed machine like as she fucked him with her mouth, like a whore, a high-class prostitute. The wetness between her thighs increased at the thought, and with each dip of her head, every feel of his cock bottoming out.

"Oh, yes, you bitch," he encouraged. "Just like that!" He pulled her harder and harder against his now upthrusting crotch.

Rebecca moaned at his reaction, renewing her efforts. Should she swallow or pull away? Surprisingly, she realised she wanted his creamy juice. She wanted to feel it explode against the back of her throat.

She choked a little as the Dutchman pushed up, shoving himself deeper into her throat. He grunted, clenching his teeth and pulling her down until her lips touched his wiry pubic hair. Her hands went to his hips to steady herself as he prepared to fire... but then... then... he was dragging her head upwards.

"You don't think you earn your money that easily?" he panted, his face red and sweaty. "We haven't finished yet."

***

"We need to speak, don't you think?" Erika suggested as she and Alistair left the conference room.

The politician ruefully nodded, heading for his office and holding the door open for her. He closed it firmly behind them when she was inside. This wasn't going to be an easy conversation and it was essential they weren't overheard.

"What going on, Alistair?" she instantly asked, hands on her hips as she strode to the couch on which he'd fucked her so many times. She flopped down, crossing her hands across her firm breasts as she waited his response.

"You know as much as I do," he non-committaly said, heading for his chair. "I've never even met this fucking Mary O'Leary before. Unless one ofyourwomen had used a false name and is trying to cash in."

"One ofmywomen?" she fumed, her intense blue eyes shooting daggers at him. She wasn't going to accept criticism from him just because he was losing his nerve. "You mean, one of the womenyou'veenjoyed fucking?"

The look on his face confirmed her words had struck home. "Yes, Erika, I guess that's what I do mean," he agreed, softening his voice. "I know, I know—I've been an equal player in all of this."

"But not lately," she shot back, crossing her shapely legs and revealing a wonderful expanse of thigh. His eyes homed in on her flesh and then looked away again. She lost her temper. "What's wrong with you? You're growing tired of fucking me, Alistair? Of the assignations I arrange, just for you?"

Her tone stopped him in his tracks.

"Perhaps," he weakly responded, shrugging his shoulders.

Was that it? A shrug of his shoulders? That's what their relationship was currently worth? He wasn't fooling her. Yes, his concernwasgenuine. Hewasworried of the consequences. But there was more to it than that.

Time for another point to be made.

"Really," she snapped, rummaging in her bag. Removing the buff covered envelope, she pulled out the latest photographs that her contact, Benni, had prepared for her. The CD was safely in a locked drawer at her safe. "The way you were with Carolyn didn't look like you'd grown tired," she said, holding up one photo after another of his bedroom action and then tossing them onto the floor. "You enjoyed fucking your little schoolgirl?"

His eyes narrowed, like he'd been slapped in the face. Worse than that, his cock reacted at the recollection of his session with the not so innocent young teenager. How the hell was he going to break this addiction? Did he want to?

Erika saw the half defeated look on his face. She wasn't going to let up, but there was more than one way to skin a cat.

"Alistair, what is it?" she asked, softening her voice. "Tell me, help me understand. Something's changed. What?"

He nodded, resting his head in his hands for a moment. "Erika," he quietly explained, looking at her again. "Don't you see? The thing I feared more than anything is about to happen. When details of my wild lifestyle, our lifestyle, ekes out, my political career is over. I'm finished!"

She quickly stood up, standing on the scattered photographs as she crossed towards him. She perched beside him on the edge of his desk. When his eyes glanced down at the expanse of naked thigh, she took his hand and rested it on her smooth flesh.

"Alistair," she gently said, removing any hint of irritation from her tone. Keep it soft and comforting. "Think about this. Neither of us knows this woman! She's nothing to do with what we've enjoyed in our private lives. None of that will ever come out. Didn't I promise you that?"

"But it might, Erika," he contradicted her, pulling his hand away from her thigh and jumping to his feet. He walked towards the window, yanking the blind up and peering out before allowing it to fall again. "Don't you see?" he asked, swinging back to face her. "This one might be a publicity seeker, but that's not the point, is it? What if she encourages others to speak to the papers?"

"Others?" It was the same thought that had occurred to her.

"The women who reallydohave something to tell," he snapped. "Carolyn. Lady Olivia. Any of them."

"They won't," she told him, her calm blue eyes looking into his and seeing a sea of trouble. "I always have something over them. You never need worry."

"But I do fucking worry," he rasped, stomping back to the desk and resting his palms on the top as he leant towards her. "Erika, I've lived on this knife-edge for too long. That's why..."

The blonde raised her eyebrows. She understood he was worried about his career. And his inheritance, too, no doubt! It was just as well she was cultivating Guus Kessen. "Go on," she quietly told him, smiling calmly in the face of his anger. "Finish what you were saying. That's why...?"

He suddenly pulled away, unable to meet her piercing gaze. He couldn't confess to meeting Katie, or the reason why he was seeing her. "Nothing," he lamely ended, pulling away and returning to the window.

"Nothing?" Erika's voice softly murmured. "I thought that after our time together, we could at least be honest with one another, Alistair."

His alarmed face as he spun around confirmed her suspicions. "What—"

She cut him off. "I know you're seeing a shrink." Did he think he could sneak off without her making enquiries? Did he think she wouldn't question why it took two personal visits to Brian Sterling to secure a donation? She'd done her homework. She always did. She knew all about the West End practice. About the Senior Partner. And about the slut Brian Sterling had taken to the dinner.

"How did you know?" he asked, his question confirming her suspicions.

Her laugh filled the office. "Oh, Alistair! Do you think I'm that stupid? Give mesomecredit! But what I can't understand is why someone as intelligent as you needs to visit a psychiatrist? They're all mumbo jumbo fakes anyway."

"She's not a fake! She's..."

Bingo! She hadn't been sure about the woman, but now she was. "She?" she calmly asked, standing up and then flopping down in his chair. "So that's it! There I was, putting two and two together about your visits to Brian Sterling and it turns out you're not seeing him at all. It's that woman from the dinner."

"Look," he angrily snapped, looking anywhere other than her eyes. "Katie is helping..."

"Oh, Katie?" she smiled, though she knew only too well it was Katie Nichols. Junior Partner. Still, keep up the pretence. "That's her name? What exactly is Katie helping you with, Alistair?"



"For God sakes, Erika," he snapped, her coolness bringing the opposite reaction from the politician. "I need to get my head right, that's all. I need to understand whether this lifestyle is right for me. Whether it's worth what I'm risking. Can't you see? I could lose everything."

"I've given you everything," she calmly told him, not backing off for even a second. "I've helped shape you. Make you what you are."

"Have you?" he asked, prepared to tell her what he really thought. Something held him back. This wasn't the time or place. "Look, Erika. Iamgrateful for everything you've done for me. Personally and in my career. Please don't make this into something more than it is. I need to figure things out and I can't do that on my own. Or with you. I need some help, independent help!"

The Swedish woman smiled again. "Alistair, you love this fucking lifestyle," she told him. "You love fucking me, and you love fucking the women I bring into our relationship. We both know that, don't we?"

He dropped down onto the couch, a defeated look on his face. In some ways, it startled Erika. How could she have failed to see this coming? She'd thought it was just the pressure of the forthcoming General Election.

"Of course, I love it," he answered, calm at last. "That's the point. But it might bring me down. I could lose everything. My career. My inheritance. I need help to find my way through this, Erika. Decide what's best. That's all."

The blonde hesitated. He really was confused, and further arguments wouldn't help. It was time for a change of pace. She needed to manage this properly, give herself some thinking time. "Oh, Alistair, that's fine with me," she lied, gracefully rising from his chair and joining him on the couch.

"It is?" His puzzled eyes told her it was the last reaction he was expecting.

"Of course, honey. I only want what's best for you," she lied, leaning in and planting a soft kiss on his lips. His eyes looked so confused. "I was just hurt because you were shutting me out from this, that's all," she tenderly continued. "Look, be honest with me. You're appointment tonight is with this Katie? That's why you wanted to leave early?"

He coyly nodded. "Yes."

"Okay, honey, that's fine. Just do what you need to get your head right. I want that. Surely you know that? Listen, put all this nonsense out of your head right now. You have a busy afternoon ahead. Let Thomas brief you on the TV and press sessions. We'll all handle Mary O'Leary. Don't worry about that. Just remember, I only want what's right for you!"

His smile told her a weight had been lifted from his shoulders. That was good. She'd take that fucking weight, find this Katie, and drop it on her fucking head. No one would take Alistair away from her untilshedecided.

In the meantime, she'd call Guus Kessen when Alistair was on his little soiree tonight. Options! Always have options! Assuming today had gone as planned with Becky, the multi millionaire was in her debt. She'd make a point of increasing that debt.

Meantime, she had to make sure that her boyfriend didn't shut her out. "And Alistair," she added, playfully ruffling his long, dark hair. "I'm on your side! I understand! Talk to me after you've seen Katie. Keep me up-to-date. I only want what's best for you. Okay?"

***

Rebecca saw the triumphant look in Kessen's eyes as he rose from his chair and pulled her to her feet. She'd never been in such a submissive role before. Strangely, it only served to heighten her arousal. So did the fact that the millionaire was so overweight.

There was something about submitting to such a vile looking creature that added to the sensations circling her body. But there was still no way that she was going to fuck him. That was completely off limits.

"No, Guus," she told him as he held her wrists and pushed her down into his chair. "I won't..."

"Fuck me," he finished for her, opening a drawer of his desk. "But you will, Rebecca. One day. One day you'll give yourself to me willingly."

"Never," she panted, although there was no denying the thought of allowing the large Dutchman to fuck her was somehow sending a shiver of arousal through her already overheated body. She watched as he removed a bottle of oil, pouring the liquid into one hand before placing the container on the desk and rubbing the liquid into both of his large palms.

Leaning forward, his slippery hands enveloped her velvet-smooth breasts, beginning to stroke and squeeze the dark Brazilian skin Rebecca sighed, settling back in the chair. If the millionaire wanted to pleasure her tits, that was okay by her. She might even cum if the bastard continued to manipulate her swells that way.

Closing her eyes to enjoy the sensations created by his stroking fingers, she felt more oil streaming over her erect nipples as Kessen poured more lubricant onto her dark golden skin. Then both hands of his hands were on her again, expertly manipulated her gleaming, jutting breasts.

Oh God, that was fantastic. She was in sexual heaven. He could have no idea the effect of pleasuring her breasts had on her, and her dark brown eyes slowly opened to look at the beaming man, his own eyes glazed with arousal.

"That feels good, my dear?" he murmured, watching Rebecca's beautiful face as his fingers slid effortlessly over her soft skin, smiling triumphantly as her sensuous lips let out another pleasurable sigh.

She realised that the bottle was half empty and it clicked with her that it wasn't the first time a woman had found herself in this position in his office. She idly wondered whether any had experienced as much pleasure as that running through her fabulous body.



As his hands worked slowly and easily on her firm, oiled tits, Kessen slid a trousered thigh between her legs, pushing them open until he nestled against her damp thong. Rebecca grunted at the pressure. Her body took on a mind of its own. Within a few seconds, she had begun to rotate her curvy hips against him, unable to stop herself and not even wanting to.

Her bullet hard dark nipples were begging to be sucked, but she clenched her teeth and allowed his smoothly sliding hands to continue their pleasuring. Shame on her, she felt her thong covered crotch slither across the Dutchman's leg as she masturbated herself against him. Don't, she pleaded with herself. Her body wouldn't listen.

Her clitoris was fully exposed from its hooded sheath, gliding deliciously back and forth through her thong onto his meaty thigh. The feeling sent waves of shivery pleasure through her overheated body. God, much more of this and she was going to cum. Please, her narrowed brown eyes silently pleaded, keep going.



Kessen heard her breaths now soft purrs of excitement. His penis had stayed hard throughout and he knew the captive woman was now ready for the next phase. His own breath increased, quick and heavy pants now, his hands squeezing the young Brazilian woman's superb breasts harder as he shifted his position.



Rebecca's grunted her objection as Kessen's leg moved away from between her thighs, her brow furrowing in frustration as hips rose from the chair as she tried to keep rubbing herself against him. It was only when he changed position that his intentions became clear.

He was going to fuck her after all. But it was her tits he intended to fuck. A mixture of apprehension and excitement shot through. This would be a first. And she wanted it, needed it, with a passion that wouldn't be denied.

The Dutchman knelt over Rebecca and shuffled forwards until his overweight body towered over her and his plump buttocks rested lightly on her washboard flat stomach. His hands slithered firmly over her heavily oiled breasts, his face smiling at her gasp as she felt the weight of his girthy erection nestle into her shining cleavage.

All of his ministrations had simply been preparing her for this moment!

"Ready, my lekker stuk?" he asked as he eased his hips forwards over the beautiful young woman's slim body. He sighed as he closed Rebecca's slippery breasts around his thick girth. His erection slid deliciously between her swells until his purple dome appeared just below her neck.

"Ready?" he triumphantly grunted again, the question simply reinforcing his domination. Gasping with excitement, he began to thrust gently back and forth above her voluptuous body, his grey eyes fixing on hers as he unhurriedly began to fuck Rebecca's tits.

The bottom of her vision could see his cockhead appear from the tunnel of soft flesh on his inward strokes. She closed her eyes to block out the unwanted yet arousing sight, but somehow the fact she was still able to feel and hear him slithering between her gleaming breasts enhanced the feelings reverberating around her dark skinned body.

She hated the way he was using her... didn't she? And yet she could hear her own quickening breaths, heavy with arousal at the delicious tingling that radiated from every thrust of his cock between her oil covered globes.



Kessen was panting hotly now, his face red from his exertions. Sweat covered his forehead with each continuous thrust between this Brazilian's beauty's superb bosom. Her nipples were bullet-hard beneath his sliding hands. The sight of her submitting to him was almost as fulfilling as the sensations her greasy breast tunnel was producing.

He knew he couldn't last much longer.

He let go of her breasts for a second and dragged her hands onto her jutting swells to replace his. She accepted the unspoken instruction, pushing her tits even more tightly around his sliding cock. He groaned aloud at her willing subservience.

Dropping his right hand down behind him, he slithered his fat fingers down into her thong. Rebecca gasped as she opened her legs to allow him more freedom. He took it willingly and his fingers easily found her engorged clitoris. Her gasp turned into a moan when he slid a finger inside her and flicked his thumb against her aching button.

"Ngh!" she moaned as she bucked her body upwards.

She moaned again as he worked his fingers faster. When the Dutchman flicked her g-spot, she came, flooding his hand with her honeyed nectar. He thrust his cock harder between her tits, while at the same time his fingers refused to give the twenty-two year old any respite.

Rebecca groaned again as she felt herself begin to spiral upwards once more and then shouted out in Portuguese as a second orgasm hit her. The thought that the whole of his office could hear her cries made the orgasm more powerful. The realisation that the entire floor would know she was being abused saw her groans grow even louder.

She had no way to know the room was soundproofed.

Satisfied that her orgasms provided him with yet another victory, the large Dutchman began to plunge faster between her gleaming breasts. They were perfectly shaped and perfectly tanned, not a hint of any bikini line anywhere. She continued to hold them throughout to allow his huge erection to plunge relentlessly through the fleshy cavity.

Her deep brown eyes followed his, and when he saw the unadulterated arousal burning in them, he whimpered as he passed the point of no return.



When his huge erection pulsed strongly against her soft, sensitive skin, Rebecca understood that the large millionaire was about to spend. The Dutchman gasped with relief as the first warm, creamy jet of semen shot from his purple penis, flying over Rebecca's shoulder and landed in the thick silk of her dark hair.

His shaft pulsed again and Rebecca flinched as his hot seed splashed across her forehead. Her overheated arousal took over. Kessen may have intended the facial as the ultimate indignity, but she didn't care.

Her hands released her breasts, allowing her lips to dart to his cock and engulf him before he could fire his third shot.

Kessen panted with pleasure at her eager, lewd actions, seemingly creating even more creamy manjuice as his third burst of thick seed splashed against the back of her throat. His orgasm deepened as she sucked and swallowed. His peak seemed to go on and on as he emptied himself prodigiously into her welcoming mouth, until eventually the flow of semen became merely a series of tiny globes that the young Brazilian beauty gratefully sucked from him.

It took some time for the businessman to recover, his red face and heavy, wheezing pants resembling a man about to experience a heart attack. He slumped back down into his vacated chair as Rebecca retrieved her scattered clothes.

"Wonderful, Rebecca," he panted. "You're even more than I expected. Take your money, but..."

"No," she barked at him, her eyes blazing as she struggled into her blouse, not realising or caring that she was ignoring her bra. "No buts!"

The Dutchman nodded, as if confirming he wasn't attempting to manipulate her. He wasn't. But the session had only made him want her more.

"No buts," he repeated, pausing for breath as she pulled on her skirt. "Except to say that when you let me fuck you, I'll write the debt off. All thirty thousand pounds! Think about it..."

***

Katie's mind raced as she put down the phone. Her first reaction at Alistair's news that he couldn't make their appointment had been one of extreme disappointment. It surprised her how deep her feelings ran. But then he'd asked her out to dinner. In a professional capacity of course, he'd explained. Perhaps they could have their session in less formal surroundings?

She knew what her answer should have been. She was also aware of how Brian Sterling would react if she told him. As she should. But she didn't.

Instead of rearranging the appointment, she'd instantly agreed. And she would keep it to herself. After all, this was probably the last time she'd see the black politician. Even this meeting was tenuous at best. She couldn't help the troubled man. Not as a psychiatrist. But she owed him this final meeting.

She giggled to herself as she twirled a loose strand of dark hair between her fingers. Who was she kidding? She was seeing him because she wanted to. Wanted to what? Wanted to see what would happen.

Another giggle emerged. Even that thought wasn't quite being truthful with herself. There was one thing in her mind. Two actually. She wanted to taste him, suck his black cock. And she wanted him to fuck her. The fact he had a girlfriend made no difference to her. Besides, that relationship looked fragile at least. He'd said he did nothing without his girlfriend knowing. Well, she'd see!

Damn! How wicked? What had got into her?

The thought of seeing him again was already sending warm shivers down to her sex. She usually only experienced that feeling when she was hunting for a stranger's cock to suck. But this was the same, she knew. Except this time, Alistair Brinkley-Jones wasn't a stranger. And his cock was black...

If this was the last time she was to see him, she'd make sure she had it before the night was out.

***

Erika had missed a couple of calls from Rebecca before she'd had time to phone her back. She'd had quite a bit on her plate that afternoon. But Alistair's sessions with the media allowed her some free time late afternoon. So she'd eventually returned the call, telling Becky that she'd created some time early evening and would meet her.

The timing was perfect.

It gave her the chance to meet her Brazilian friend and still get back to the Conservative Party Headquarters in time for Thomas and Sally's report on their findings. The Grove Rochester Hotel was the ideal location. Situated in Westminster's Vincent Square, it was close enough to the Tory offices and sufficiently quiet for them not to be overheard.

More importantly in the grand scheme of things, it also gave the blonde woman the opportunity to gauge Becky's reaction to her meeting with Guus. Not that she needed to know what had happened. She'd already had an effusive description of their liaison from the Dutchman moments before he left to catch his private jet to Monte Carlo.

What had he said?He was in her debt... he hadn't anticipated quite how hot Thomas's girlfriend would be... how willing she'd be!It was music to Erika's ears, the gate to her transferring her loyalty from Alistair, if that's what circumstances dictated. Guus Kessen could be her future.

But what she wanted now was to use the happenings of the day to increase the strong hold she was beginning to exert on her young friend.

"I can't believe it," Rebecca told her, once they'd settled in a corner of the bar area and their drinks had been delivered. She covered her face with her hands as she repeated the words. "Just can't believe it!"

Erika laughed. It was a calculated laugh. Make it appear as if it was no big deal. "Oh, Becky," her soft Scandinavian accent purred. "You did what I would have done. Hell, honey, I would have fucked him to get my studio."

The twenty-two year old Brazilian raised her head. Any words of comfort were welcome in the circumstances. "Really?"

"Absolutely," Erika replied, filling the two glasses from the bottle of champagne she'd ordered. "Let's celebrate."

"Celebrate?" Rebecca asked, clinking the flute that the Swedish woman proffered.

"Yes, Becky! Celebrate! You have your finance now and soon you'll have your studio. You did what you had to. I would have done the same, more. We have alotto celebrate!"

"I didn't just go down on him," the Brazilian woman suddenly confessed, her dark brown eyes wide with excitement as she glanced around them. There was no one within earshot. Even so, her voice lowered to a whisper. "He tit fucked me," she blushingly admitted.

Erika let out another laugh and this time, Becky responded with a self-conscious grin. "One of my favourite things," the Swede said, raising a perfectly manicured blonde eyebrow as she refilled their flutes again.

"You've done it?" Rebecca asked, her delicious mouth dropping open.

"There's nothing I haven't done," Erika responded, flashing a wicked grin. "You have no idea, Becky. I'll tell you what's best in a moment! But first, confess, honey. You enjoyed it, didn't you?"

The Brazilian woman's eyes widened. A flash of excitement appeared in them. It was difficult to stop her voice from trembling. She felt guilt, embarrassment and shame. Guus had coerced her, no doubt about that. But in the end she'd given herself willingly. What was worse, she was still feeling the buzz. Being unfaithful to Thomas had left her with an intense sexual hum that continued to flow around her body.

"That's what's so awful, Erika," she confessed, her voice rising. "Yes! I did this to get the finance I needed and in the end I loved every second."

"I should hope so," the blonde woman responded, a wide smile creasing her beautiful face. "You think you should have done it and hated every second? That would assuage your guilt? As the English say, do me a favour. How can you not enjoy sex? Especially wicked sex."

She reached an arm out and snaked it around the Brazilian woman's shoulders, pulling her into a hug. It was a warm gesture, the sign of a friend. But the sexual frisson was there nevertheless. Rebecca was still on a sexual high. And Erika was just the person to take advantage!

"Here, another glass," she said, draining her drink and waiting for Becky to do the same before topping up their drinks. "To the future!"

"I'll be drunk," the Brazilian woman laughed, covering her mouth to disguise a hiccup.

"Don't be a lightweight," Erika laughed. "And let me tell you, what you did with Guus stopped you from hating Thomas."

"Hating?"

From the look in the younger woman's eyes, she could see that she was her cock-eyed logic into her open mind. Push it home!

"Of course. You have your dream now. Your studio! Forget about Guus Kessen. Forget about what happened. And concentrate on opening your business. I have some great thoughts on helping you, you know? We can get this up and running in no time."



"You'll help?"

"Of course I'll help. You know exactly what you want. My business acumen and contacts will help you get it. I'll call you tomorrow and we'll get down to things straight away. The sooner the better."

"But the General Election. You're so busy..."

"Never too busy to help a good friend, Becky. Besides, I can do both and it'll be a refreshing alternative to the campaign. Look, I'd better get back. Feeling better?"

The Brazilian woman smiled. "Yes, you always make me feel better, Erika," she said, leaning across and planting a soft kiss on the Swedish woman's cheek. "I appreciate everything you've done for me."

Erika's hand held Becky's face as she attempted to pull away. "I said I'd tell you what I enjoy best," she seductively whispered into her ear. "Women."

Rebecca's head swung around to meet the twinkling gaze. "Women?"

"Absolutely!" Erika softly purred, lowering her voice to a sensual whisper. "You've never been with another woman, Becky?"

The twenty-two year old shook her head, staring hypnotically into the beautiful intense blue eyes. Suddenly, Erika looked so hot.

"Oh, honey, you don't know what you're missing," the blonde told her. Without giving Rebecca time to think, she closed the distance between their slightly open mouths. Her head tilted at an angle as one set of lips met the other, her tongue flickering against Rebecca's like a candle flame in a soft breeze.



Briefly pausing until the younger woman responded, she closed in for another kiss. Wetter, deeper, even more passionate! Their open mouths collided, battled, cooperated and then Erika sensually pulled the Brazilian woman's bottom lip down between her teeth before letting it go.

Drawing back, she watched the aroused look fill Rebecca's brown eyes. "You should try it some time," she suggested, pulling away and leaving the stunned young woman in a state of shock.

"I have to go," she softly said, climbing to her feet. "If you take my advice, when Thomas arrives home tonight, I suggest you fuck his brains out. I'll call you tomorrow..."

***

The evening had gone well. Very well. For a couple of hours, they'd enjoyed each other's company as if they were two friends together, rather than psychiatrist and patient. Katie had complimented him on his success with the debate, and Alistair had explained about the Mary O'Leary allegation.

He told her about the afternoon meetings that had gone so well with the media, and how well Thomas and he had built on the Northern Ireland visit. But then he'd explained that those sessions had been interrupted by the need for meetings with two of his MP's who'd been implicated in the expenses scandal. Persuading them to resign had been necessary, but not easy.

Gordon Ramsey's Boxwood Café was one of Alistair's favourite restaurants, helped by the fact he was always allocated a private room. Usually he'd be entertaining a foreign dignitary, or perhaps someone promising a large donation, but occasionally—like tonight—he'd use it privately.

As they enjoyed coffee and a liqueur, he asked that they weren't disturbed. Time to raise the thorny problem that had brought them into contact.

"Erika knows..." he began.

"About us?" she asked, wondering as she said the word, what exactly was it she meant by 'us'?

His laugh was shrill, uncomfortable. Clearly this wasn't a subject he was comfortable with. "That I'm seeing a shrink," he answered. "Or should I say psychiatrist? And that the psychiatrist is you."

"And how did she respond?" Katie asked, swilling the liqueur around in her glass before sipping it. She'd had far too much to drink tonight. Deliberately, perhaps? She didn't know. But she was aware that her inhibitions were lowering and her arousal was building.

"Surprisingly well," he told her, with a wry grin. "Says she only wants the best for me, that I should do what I need to."

Katie raised an eyebrow. "You sound like you didn't expect that reaction. That maybe you thought she'd be angry?"

"I don't know," Alistair said, shrugging his shoulders. "I really don't know. Here I am on the verge of becoming Prime Minister, and I feel more confused than ever. What do you suggest, Katie? You said you'd help me."

"I said maybe one more session," she corrected. "See where that takes us. I don't know what I can do to help, Alistair, except one thing has occurred to me since we spoke."

His darting eyes drifted down to her cleavage as Katie spoke. The black dress was modest, but allowed enough of a glimpse of tantalising flesh to whet his appetite. So did her legs, crossed before her as she sat with her chair pushed towards him. The short dress offered an expansive display of thigh.

The thirty-year-old woman batted her eyelashes at him as his gaze returned to hers, absently running a hand through her long, shoulder length chestnut brown hair. "You enjoy your lifestyle, but are worried about discovery," she slowly said. "But maybe if you weren't with Erika, if you were in a different relationship, that could make you feel different?"

Alistair nodded thoughtfully. "You're saying Erika is the problem?"

"I'm saying," she slowly said, choosing her words carefully, "that the problem might be the two of you together."

He nodded again, picking up his liqueur glass and draining the alcohol in one go. He heard her words, but was having a hard time concentrating on anything but that cleavage and the wonderful display of thigh. Scraping his chair along the floor, he pulled it closer to Katie, touched her leg softly with the tips of his fingers, tracing swirls along her thigh.

"And," he whispered, feeling her body shiver under his touch, "do you have a woman in mind that you think would fit me better?"

He spread his fingers out, provocatively caressing her full expanse of thigh with his entire hand. He could feel his heart beat faster. She looked stunning, with her beautifully sculptured cheekbones, large, luminous brown eyes and voluptuous mouth.

Katie knew she should stop this, but every instinct in her body said this was right. The alcohol was affecting her without question, but even without that Dutch courage, her sexual needs would be driving her on.

It was now or never.

Her glossy lips parted. Her eyes narrowed. Leaning forward, she offered her lips to him. He took them willingly. Their mouths jammed against one another, their lips crashed together, their tongues sought one another.

Alistair's hand found her breast through the dress, roughly kneading it.

Katie's found his erection, already ready for her, and she traced the outline through his trousers. She couldn't hold back. She needed it, wanted it. She was going to have it. Right now.

Her hands swiftly freed the black rod and for a few minutes, she alternated her gaze between his erection and his eyes. It was everything she'd imagined and more. Large, pulsating, and black. Very black.

She leant down and took it into her mouth.

Her eyes half closed to maximise her sense of touch, taste and smell. Her hands reached around the base as she began to suck, taking him deep into her mouth. In dreamy slow motion, her head began to move rhythmically up and down, just as she had with Eduardo.

The irony wasn't lost on Alistair. He'd come to Katie for her to help resolve his problems... dangerous tendencies that could bring him down politically and as a man. Instead, his sexy psychiatrist was risking everything that she had, betraying every oath she'd taken.

His fantasies about his beautiful psychiatrist, his sexy doctor, were coming true.Hadcome true! His thoughts had been such powerful sources of pleasure since they'd first met. But for them to actually come true...

She looked up into his eyes as she sucked hard, expertly throating him. Her mouth paused there for a few teasing seconds before she eased back, retaining just his bulbous head. She ran her tongue around the crown, his body jerking from little flicking motions before she went down on him again, sucking up and down in rapid motions. Her mouth was a suction machine and she felt him begin to throb.

"Careful," he gasped, but she didn't care. She wanted his seed.

She sucked harder, wincing with pain when she felt his hands grip her hair and yank her head upwards. It took him all his will-power, and he was just in time. "No..." she complained, attempting to force her mouth back down.

His grip tightened in her chestnut locks, pulling her head up. "Katie, I want to fuck you," he mumbled, pulling her lips to his for a deep kiss.

She pulled away and shook her head. "No, not here."

She was willing to go down on him in public, but fucking him, that could wait until they returned to his. Or hers. Anywhere but in public.

She underestimated that black politician. Alistair was inflamed. He'd wanted this woman since they'd first met and he wasn't willing to wait. Grabbing her around the waist, he spun her around. When he placed his hand on her neck and pushed her forward over the table, Katie realised exactly what he intended.

***

"Fuck, Becky, that feels good," Thomas moaned. Her soft lips were attempting to bring his cock back to an erect state. "But you've made me cum twice already..."

"And I've had four orgasms," she purred. "Don't you want to catch up?"

He felt a growing arousal as she sucked his crown. Her tongue deliciously flicked along the rim.

"Nice?" she gloated as she heard him moan.

She smiled up at him and was rewarded by the contorted look of pleasure creasing his face. This is what she needed to expunge thoughts of Guus Kessen from her mind. As soon as Thomas had arrived home, she'd dragged him to the bedroom. Well, she thought with a delicious giggle to herself, that was after she'd had him on the couch and then the living room carpet. And now, in their bed, she was going to have him again.

He gave another groan as her hand joined her mouth. She always had a way of getting him to rise to the occasion.

Her sex acts with Guus had been necessary evils. Forget about them now.Fuck Thomas's brains out,Erika had told her. She'd been right. After making love twice with her boyfriend, she was beginning to cleanse herself of what had happened earlier. It wasn'tjustthat, of course. Her visit to see the millionaire had left her with a sexual drug running through her body and she needed some clear attention to dampen that fire.

"Mmmm, that's good."

Her words made Thomas look down. When she caught his gaze, she provocatively held his eyes as she licked down and around the shaft. They shone at him.

"Mmmm, baby, such a good boy," she murmured.

Good boy? The successful sessions with the media this afternoon hadn't been able to rid him of his guilt. At the Tory HQ, he'd been able to immerse himself in the media briefings, ensuring that every journalist received what they wanted. He'd orchestrated Alistair's sessions like the master conductor he was. Yet still...

It had been at the back of his mind all day. He'd travelled home faced with a different reality. Telling Becky about his night with Erika. How could he? How couldn't he? It was impossible to keep the guilty secret from her. She'd never do the same to him, and he owed her more than that.

But the way she'd sexually attacked him as soon as he'd arrived had driven any confessional thoughts from his mind. What would it achieve?

Even as his guilty thoughts flickered around Erika, he was moaning again. Becky's eyes were locked on his as she took each of his testicles in her mouth. First the left and then the right. Her hand held his shaft whilst she rolled each heavy ball around in her mouth. Her eyes gleamed at his growing response.

"I think baby's ready for me now," she purred. "Now let me see, you fucked me in the missionary position on the couch and came good and hard. I fucked you on top on the carpet and you came good and hard. Let's do my favourite position now."

"Your favourite?" he asked.

She nodded as she turned around on the bed to display her perfect, peach-like buttocks. His eyes followed her gaze to his erection.

"Why, Thomas," she murmured, "I do believe your cock is excited at the thought of fucking Becky doggie style?"

Oh, God! That's what Sally had intimated he'd been thinking about? And since she'd planted the suggestion, he had imagined himself fucking the redhead that way. What the hell was wrong with him?

He felt himself harden further at her words. Or was it the image in his mind of Sally offering herself the way Becky was right now?

His girlfriend sank down onto her elbows, deliberately raising her buttocks. She glanced back over her shoulder and cocked an eyebrow.

"Or would you prefer to rest?" she teased. "After all, you have another early start tomorrow!"

Thomas eased himself into position. "And it'll be another long day," he told her. "But if I need inspiration I'll just close my eyes and remember you like this."

She twisted her head to one side against the pillow, flashing him a mischievous smile. He pulled her hips slowly towards him. She gave a soft whimper as he slipped himself between her legs.

"That's good, baby," she moaned.

He tenderly began to rub his hardness along her heated furrow, ignoring his tiredness. Becky gently pushed back against him. Both moved slowly. Their breaths grew ragged as they became caught up in the moment. Becky looked back at him over her shoulder, her deep brown eyes narrow and aroused.

Thomas drew her onto him and eased himself home. There was no hurry. Both began to ease themselves forward and back, gliding against one another. They moved that way for some time.

Thomas dismissed all thoughts of Erika. It was Becky he loved.

Becky closed her mind to memories of Guus Kessen. It was her boyfriend she wanted.

This time, the third time they'd made love tonight, there was no urgency between them. Only tenderness.

***

"No," Katie moaned as Alistair pushed her down onto the table and fitted his body behind her. The glasses and cups went flying as he held her jerking body in position. It seemed that nothing was going to stop him.

His spare hand flipped her skirt up to her waist and roughly dragged her skimpy black panties halfway down her shapely legs.

"No, Alistair," she repeated, feeling her heart beating faster at his delicious roughness. Was he going to rape her? God, she hoped so. Where did that thought come from? Wanting to be taken so forcibly? She felt her wetness increase at the thought.

"You want it," he told her, whispering in her ear as she obediently rested her elbows on the white tablecloth and deliberately raised her buttocks.

"No," she gasped, wanting to maintain the pretence.

"Yes you do," he grunted as his knees slid inside hers, forcing her legs wider. With each nudge, the adrenalin in her body increased. Her sex grew even wetter. Her nipples hardened further.

He was going to use her and worse than that, she actually wanted him to use her, wanted that black cock inside her. The thought of a waiter suddenly appearing only made the situation more arousing.

"Tell me," he grunted, his long fingers running through the carpet of damp curls that covered her labial lips. "Tell me you're hot for it."

Her head shot sideways, her eyes looking back into his, an aroused look covering her face as he rubbed his black cock along her dark bush. She couldn't help but groan aloud. Was this how he treated his other women? She wanted to be one of them, taken and used.

"Tell me," he repeated, his hands reaching around her body to squeeze her breasts against her dress. He dragged the top down, yanking them from her bra. They were sensitive, aching to be touched. He cupped them, rotating her nipples in the palms of his hands. "Tell me, Katie," he whispered. "Tell me you want to be fucked."

At first she didn't respond, but as he rubbed rubbing his hardness along her heated furrow, ignoring her attempts to push back against him and take him inside, she gave in. She had to give in.

"Yes," she gasped as his hands mashed her breasts, as his cock pushed against her... so close... but not willing to enter. "YES!"

She pushed her ass back, confirming her need to have him inside her. Each rough touch inflamed her senses, amplified the heat in her body. Her breath grew ragged as she became caught up in the soft friction between them. Alistair teasingly continued to rub himself along the whole of her coarse wetness, making no attempt to enter her.

She looked back at him again over her shoulder. Her eyes were wild, her nostrils flared. With a growl of anger, irritation, arousal and need, her hand shot down between her legs and grabbed his hard cock. In one movement, she fitted the large head of his heavy black dick inside her. Her body was so wet that he entered immediately.

She gasped at his entry, loving the way he filled her. The sound was more like a hiss. She could feel every delicious inch.

Alistair grunted as he slid inside. As she pushed back, he pressed forward.

"That's good?" he asked, one hand finding her long chestnut hair, gathering it into a ponytail. She gave a soft whimper as his grip tightened. He roughly dragged her head upwards.

At first, he stroked her trembling hips as he gently pulled her back and pushed her forwards in time with his soft thrusts. He fell into the lazy rhythm, drawing backwards until he was almost free before softly gliding back. His hand pulled her hair with each soft thrust, as if he was riding his mare. With each forward thrust, he filled her completely again.

Alistair grunted from his standing position. Spread-eagled over the table, Katie moaned her compliance.

He moved that way for some time, building up the sexual tension between them. She allowed him his way, wanting to fuck back against him, but enjoying the sensation of being filled too much.

He began to move faster. Grunt louder. He yanked her silky locks backwards more tightly.

"That's it," she panted. "Yes, Alistair. That's it."

Before they knew it, they were in a contest, a rodeo rider attempting to control the bucking bronco. She had no idea how long it lasted. A minute, five minutes, ten minutes? All she knew was that the politician knew how to use his black cock, a cock that had fucked so many women.

They panted, fucked, grunted, groaned, and worked in a harmony that was remarkable considering the situation. Eventually, there was no doubt she was beginning to lose it...

She shouted out as her climax overpowered her, not caring in that exquisite moment that the restaurant might be able to hear her cries. If anything, it made the orgasm more powerful. Her groans grew louder.

Her uninhibited orgasm, and shuddering body, created a delicious sensation impossible to counter. He, Alistair Brinkley-Jones, had fucked this delightful beauty. His psychiatrist. The first time since he'd met Erika that he'd fucked another woman without her knowledge.

It made the moment sweeter, more magical. He raised up on his tiptoes, pummelling her into the table with hard, swift strokes. He grunted and she fell into a continuous moan. His black cock was fucking her like an animal and Katie knew she was about to cum again.

She shook as her body trembled a second time. Just as she thought he had thoughtfully slowed his movements to allow her to enjoy her second climax, the bastard immediately picked up the pace. It was wonderful! He fucked her hard, his short strokes adding to her stimulation as well as his. His groans signalled the end of his journey.

"Gonna cum," he unnecessarily grunted as he thrust into her one last time.

Katie thrust her ass back against him as he reached the very edge and her movements resulted in a second, longer grunt. She thrust backwards again as he fired successive bursts of seed, his black body continually jerking until eventually he was spent.



In that moment, the world faded away in a sublime tide of pleasure.


Politics Ch. 06

Chapter 6: From the sublime to the ridiculous

Thomas was frustrated. Boy, was he frustrated!!

With the General Election only three days away, he was now working sixteen-hour days. That meant that he and Becky hadn't made love for over a week. Not since she'd practically sexually assaulted him the day he'd arrived home following his night with Erika. It was making him irritable, affecting his demeanour, and his judgement, too.

Becky must be feeling the same way, but she was putting in similar hours in an effort to get her exercise studio up and running. Erika had found her the prime position and helped negotiate the lease. It wouldn't take much to have it exactly as she wanted. The formal opening was right on schedule. Only two days away.

Opening so close to the election was an ironic coincidence. Both of them were working ceaselessly towards a common timeframe, yet such different objectives.

Her total concentration on that project was overshadowing everything else in her life, including him. Not that he was complaining. It was such a wonderful opportunity for her and one she deserved. The next time he spoke to Guus Kessen, he'd have to thank him for so generously financing his girlfriend.

The lack of sex wasn't his only frustration, of course. It's just that it was making it more difficult to concentrate on the political campaign. They were in a mess, and if they were unable to find a way forward, Alistair's chances of becoming the first black British Prime Minister were all but buried.

For a couple of days, after the Northern Ireland debate, they were flying high. Some polls even had then five percentage points ahead of Labour. But now that Jack Murphy had broken the Mary O'Leary story—despite all the threats Thomas could come up with—the percentage lead had reversed. Five points behind with three days to go!!

Things had gone from the sublime to the ridiculous!

It didn't matter that there wasn't a single shred of evidence, nor that they'd denied every single allegation made and threatened to sue, the tabloids and the Labour broadsheets had picked up the story and were all running with it.

Nor did it help that Alistair was so short-tempered. The negative impact on his chances of winning had hit him hard, though Thomas had a feeling there was more to his constant irritability than that. Although the atmosphere had improved between the politician and Erika, there were some underlying currents that didn't quite add up.

Nor had any donation from Brian Sterling been forthcoming as far as he could tell. He'd caught Alistair trying the businessman's office a few times but it appeared they weren't taking his calls. That reminded the Campaign Manger—Guus Kessen's donation hadn't arrived yet, either. With the Dutchman backing Becky financially, he hadn't wanted to chase him for the money.

But they needed that million...

Despite their depressing poll ratings, it was impossible to fault the politician for effort. When he wasn't attending to other matters, he was out on the streets, canvassing, wearing out his shoe leather and putting the hours in. If the Election were judged on effort alone, he'd be the clear winner. Hell, if it were based on policies, he'd walk away with it too.

But it wasn't. It appeared to be simply based on the Mary O'Leary story!

That disclosure had fucked them and the public seemed to believe he was guilty by implication. Not only that, there were already internal rumbles of discontent, though it was too late for the Party to do anything other than close ranks and support their leader. Still, one or two of those on the backbenches weren't helping with the leakages to the tabloid press!

And Alistair's decision to ignore that particular section of the media was self-defeating. Okay, it stopped him from having to face the same banal questions over and over again. But some people were seeing it as an admission of guilt. The whole thrust of their campaign had changed. It had stopped being about politics, or the people, and instead focused on his battle with the media. And on this fucking story, of course... or should that be, a story about fucking?

There had to be a way forward. They were dead otherwise. But what?

***

"Guus!" Erika checked her face in the mirror as she spoke, running a hand through her wavy blonde hair.

"Hello, my dear," the Dutchman warmly murmured. "I do look forward to our regular chats."

"Me too," Erika murmured, flicking her tongue across her glossy red lips.

It had become her morning routine over the past week; the only way to deal with Alistair and the mess of the election. Call Guus. She'd made a point of having a daily conversation with the Dutchman, despite his stay in Monte Carlo being extended.

But now he was back in London, it was time to up the ante.

What had become known in the tabloid press as the 'Mary O'Leary affair' was destroying their hopes of an election victory. And if that happened, there was no doubt that Alistair would be outed as the Conservative Party leader.

In disgrace!

Unbeknown to others, it wasn't just his career that would be in tatters. Although he's attempted to keep it from her, his parents were very unhappy with the situation, too. Irrespective of whether there was any element of truth, they saw their son as dragging the family name through the mud. If there wasn't an immediate resolution, he could say goodbye to his inheritance.

If that wasn't bad enough, it wasn't the only thing he was keeping from her. The poor bastard was mooning around like a lovesick dog. After their chat in his office, he'd been more open with, even going so far as to confess he had 'some feelings' for this Katie.

Some feelings? What the fuck did that mean? And did he expect her to listen patiently to him and sympathise? Allow him to humiliate her by signalling he was on the verge of dropping her for this bitch of a shrink?

Shehadlistened patiently, of course. It was important to her plan that he thought she was on his side. Inside, of course, she was seething. Irrespective of the General Election result, it was over between them. If he lost the election and his inheritance, it was over between them. Why would she stay with a loser?

And if by some miracle things worked out, she had no intention of remaining with someone who was so flagrantly dishonouring her. The photographs she had in her possession would find their way to the press. What better time than after he'd been voted into power? Revenge would be so sweet.

And then there was the revenge she wanted on this woman. It appeared that Katie was refusing to return his calls, and he was handling the rejection badly. It was pathetic. But if they did get back together, she knew exactly how she'd deal with the two of them. It made her mouth water...

All of this led to one thing as far as Erika was concerned. A need to cultivate Guus Kessen! With money like his, who cared how overweight he was? He'd be the perfect short-term replacement until she advanced to her next victim. Victim! What a wonderful description. It fit perfectly.

"Hello?"

"Yes, Guus, I'm here," she responded, pulling herself out of her thoughts. "I was just thinking, now you're back in England, how good it would be for the two of us to meet up sometime during the next week. It's been too long, don't you think?"

The sigh of approval at the other end of the line suggested she'd surprised but pleased him. "That sounds wonderful, my dear."

"I mean," she continued, lowering her tone to what she regarded as her seductive Scandinavian lilt, "we seem to make such a good team, don't you think. After all, you helped with Rebecca, and gained your—shall we say—reward? I feel as if I owe you something. Don't you?"

"I see," the Dutchman slowly responded, his change in tone telling him that realisation was dawning. "And Alistair?"

"Well, Thomas doesn't know anything about your... er... arrangement with Rebecca. Why should Alistair need to know anything about our arrangement? Besides, I've wanted to get to know you better for some time..."

"I see," came the studied response. "And tell me, Erika. Do you see ourarrangementcontaining the same sort of benefits I enjoyed with Rebecca?"

"Well, Guus," she purred, putting even emphasis on her sultry Scandinavian accent. "I'd say that anything is possible, wouldn't you?"

***

"What is it?" Alistair Brinkley-Jones asked as he joined Thomas and Sally in the conference room. He was sick of the sight of those bloody walls. "I have a few things to tidy up before I take to the streets of London again. The great unwashed gave me a right ear bashing yesterday, but I'm fucked if I know what else to do."

Sally glanced across at Thomas. It wasn't just the words. The strain on the black politician's face was plain enough. She had no idea how he'd react to Thomas's suggestion. She wasn't even sure how she felt about it.

"Doesn't anyone ever tidy this place?" Alistair grumpily asked, pulling a chair out and wearily plonking himself down. There were papers spread across the glass table—faxes, newspapers, campaign literature, even some spoiled fruit, half eaten food and empty cans.

"Look, I don't have much time, he continued, picking up a bottle of water and downing half of it in one go. "Can we make this quick and painless?"

The door burst open just as Thomas started to respond. "Sorry I'm late," Erika smiled, looking as composed as ever. "Phone call. Have we started?"

"No," the Campaign Manager advised, pushing back his golden farmer boy hair. Her timing was ideal. He needed Erika's opinion on the idea he was going to float. He glanced at the three faces staring in his direction. "But Alistair's in a hurry so let me get right to the point..."

He paused, grateful for Sally's warm nod of encouragement.

"Our ratings have stalled over the last week," he continued. "No, that's wrong. They've gone backwards at a rate of knots. And it's not because of anything that Paul Collinson or George Blair are doing. It's all down to this one story."

"Tell me something else that's new..." the politician irritably growled.

"A story that you were supposed to be controlling..." Erika added.

"That's unfair!" It was Sally who cut in. As loyal to her employers as she was, the diminutive redhead wasn't going to see Thomas blamed.

"That's okay," he smiled at her. "This story has us all at our wit's end. But we can't go on like this. We aren't going to make up five points in three days by doing the same thing. We've gone into our shell, cutting contact with the less salubrious sections of the press, staying out of the firing line. We need something drastic. A change of direction."

"Such as?" Erika asked, crossing her arms over her full breasts as she leant back against the conference room door.

"We go on the offensive."

"Offensive?" Alistair snorted. "Which means exactly what?"

Thomas turned a seat around and sat down, leaning forward on the back of the chair. "Which means instead of hiding away from publicity, we go looking for it. Instead of ignoring questions on Mary O'Leary, we answer them. Instead of looking guilty, we take the higher ground."

"It won't work—" Alistair began.

Sally cut in. "It's got to be better than what's happening now. We've effectively lost eight percentage points in a week. We're heading for earth in flames and we've got to get ourselves out of this nosedive."

"Flying a fucking airplane, are we?" Alistair ungraciously said. "Look—"

"She's right," Thomas interrupted. "Basically, we're fucked. We've just been denying that. You might not see it this way, Alistair, but the way you've reacted is the way of a guilty man. If there's any chance of winning this, we need to dramatically change people's perceptions. Overnight!"

For a few minutes, no one spoke. It was Erika who broke the silence. If they were crashing and burning, that was fine by her. So was getting Alistair back in the spotlight. Make the bastard suffer. "It makes sense, darling," she said, smiling sweetly at the black politician. "You have such charisma. If anyone can turn this round, you can."

Brinkley-Jones didn't speak at first. His eyes were rolling around his head, his face creased in thought. He bit down on his lower lip. "Isn't it all too late?" he said with a sigh, his shoulders sinking into a resigned shrug.

"Possibly," Thomas admitted. "Probably, even, if we're honest with ourselves. But I don't want to go down without a fight."

"You think I'm not fighting?"

"Of course you are, Alistair. We all are! But effort alone is no good, and especially if it's misplaced. If we're going to lose, let's go down in a blaze of glory."

"Which means?" Alistair and Erika chorused in union.

"I rang Larry Paxman this morning. Offered him an exclusive appearance on tonight'sNewsnightshow."

It was as if a cold wind blew through the room. "You've what?" Alistair confrontationally asked. "How fucking stupid—"

"Wait," Erika interrupted, thinking it through. He was right—itwasfucking stupid. Larry Paxman was a rottweiler and would tear Alistair limb from limb. What a delicious thought! "It makes sense," she added, her heart leaping at the embarrassment it might cause. "Shows that you're not frightened to face him, face the country. I think you should do it!"

"It's a risk," Sally interjected. "But in our situation, we need to take a risk. It's our only chance."

"Think about it," Thomas urged, leaning forward in his chair so that the back legs rose from the floor. "The programme gives you two opportunities. Refuting everything about the woman, and then getting your policies across. And the fact it's live let's you control it better, Alistair. When you're in full flow, there's not a more impressive sight."

The black politician grunted, his lack of objection indicating he was coming around to Thomas's way of thinking.

"Let Paxman ask what he wants" the fair-haired Campaign Manager continued. "Then it's all about how you respond. Answer everything truthfully. Then when the time is right, hit him with,Larry, I know why you're asking the question, but should someone as experienced as you be indulging this rubbish? Why are you dignifying such ludicrous accusations? There... is... no... truth... in... the... story! Period!"

The room quietened again, but this time it was a warmer silence. Thomas's enthusiastic words had taken them all by surprise. The young man pressed his point home.

"The crucial variable in all of this isn't Mary O'Leary. It's you, Alistair. People don't know you well enough yet. The Belfast debate began that process, but we've backed off. However painful the questions, we need to let the public see the real you again. What you believe in. Show that you care."

"What have you got to lose?" Sally cut in. "We're dead otherwise. "

Thomas jumped up from his chair, as if standing would emphasise his point. "We only have the final appearance in Scotland between you and the Election," he rasped. "If the Paxman appearance goes well, and you wow them in Glasgow, we might just have an outside chance."

The black politician rose from his chair and slowly headed across to the conference room door. As Erika stepped to one side and held it open for him, he glanced back at the fair-haired Campaign Manager. "If this goes badly, I'm fucked, and you're fucking fired..."

***

"So, I'll be sacked soon," Thomas murmured, as Erika followed Alistair out of the door. He swung back to look at Sally. "Fuck me!"

The petite redhead smiled and tipped her head to one side. She'd do exactly that soon enough. "Why thank you for the offer, sweetheart. After a tough meeting like that, sex is often a good stress reliever."

"Very funny," he uncomfortably said, his eyes sliding to the v-shaped red blouse. Her breasts were perky rather than big and he couldn't help but notice her sexy black bra that he could see through the thin material. Hell, even during his discussion with Alistair and Erika, he'd been aware of it.

Sally sat on the edge of the table, seemingly oblivious to the way her short, black skirt rode up her thigh, revealing a flash of lightly tanned skin above her nude coloured stockings. She always wore stockings, he'd noticed. Very sexy.

"Not funny," she told him. "True. And the thing is, with the hours we've both been working—neither of us has had much time at home. You've been more and more irritable as the week has progressed. So've I. You know what that's a sign of?"

Thomas cleared his throat, but didn't answer. He knew only too well. Sally raised an eyebrow, telling him she was waiting for his reply.

"It's only for another few days," he grunted with a shrug.

"Maybe?" the petite redhead sexily murmured. "But tell me the truth, Thomas. You have imagined us together haven't you? I know you have."

He felt his cock stir. This discussion wasn't good for his blood pressure. With each conversation, she seemed to be a little bolder, as if turning the screw. "You're married," he lamely replied, as if that would end the subject.

Sally flicked a hand through her coppery bob and allowed herself a low laugh. "What? You think that would worry me? Thomas, you're such an innocent. What Jeremy doesn't know, doesn't hurt!"

She swivelled around on the table, deliberately crossing her legs to allow him a sight of the suspenders holding her stockings up.

Thomas pulled his eyes away, but knew he was too late. She'd seen his glance. And his blush was a dead giveaway, too. "And I have Becky," he added. "I'm all but married."

"Becky?" she said with another of those child-like laughs. "Thoughts of Becky didn't stop you from fucking Erika in Belfast, did it?"

His pale blush turned deep red.

"Oh, don't worry," she told him. "You're secret's safe with me."

"I... I was coerced," he mumbled.

This time, Sally's laugh was full blooded. "Oh, that's it? You like your women to force you? Then have no fear, buster, I'm just the girl."

Thomas frowned. He couldn't help the way his body reacted to her sexual teasing. But he wasn't going to betray Becky again. Ever. Not with Sally, Erika, or any woman.

"Sally..." he began, but the diminutive redhead was already swinging her body from the glass table as a couple of party workers headed across to the conference room.

"Don't worry," she whispered as the two elderly workers paused at the door, unsure whether to disturb them. They'd booked the room out for a meeting that was already late. "I can tell from your eyes that you want me," the redhead told him, seconds before she pulled open the door. "And just so you know, the feeling is mutual..."

***

Katie Nichols was in turmoil. Over the man she was beginning to develop feelings for. That thought frightened her.

She was, or had been, Alistair Brinkley-Jones' psychiatrist. And she'd betrayed that bond. Brian Sterling was her boss, and she'd defied his instructions. The Conservative Party leader had a girlfriend, and she'd ignored that fact. They were all considerations that were weighing heavily on her mind.

Yet despite them, she willingly allowed him to fuck her. In a public restaurant. Anyone could have walked in. Anyone could have heard. And it would have destroyed Alistair's reputation for good. Things were bad enough with the lies about him and the Irish girl that were plastered all over the media.

Then there was Brian. He'd go apeshit if he knew what they'd done. What they'd done? Her laughter floated into the empty air of her office. She'd fucked a client, the biggest sin that there was in her world. Hell, she could have embezzled millions from the firm and the news wouldn't be received as badly.

If she allowed the relationship to go any further, she'd have to tell Brian, of course. And thatcouldcost her job.



All reasons why she was refusing to take any of Alistair's calls since that night. But there was another. She hadn't felt this way about anyone for a long time. Not since Peter. That frightened her. So did the fact that she wasn't sure she could trust Alistair. How could you trust a man who fucked you while he was in a relationship with another woman?

Okay, she understood that the relationship was on its last legs. But then, he'd already confessed to being a sex addict. Was she just one of his many conquests? She had no idea of the answer to that one.

What she did know was that he'd only need to speak to her again for her to give in. She missed him. More than that, she craved his attention. She wanted to see him, be with him. And she ached for his thick, black cock to be inside her again. Fucking her. Oh, God!

One thing was for sure. It had cured her of her need to suck a stranger's cock. Temporarily at least. Her masturbatory fantasies were now all centred on Alistair's black prick. Feeling it inside her, pounding away!

Damn, damn, damn!

She glanced at her mobile phone. It was closing in on lunchtime and he hadn't tried to contact her today. What was wrong? Why not?

Maybe next time, she'd answer his call?

***

Damn, damn, damn!

Was their any point in calling her again? Alistair had telephoned Katie several times every day since they'd fucked in Gordon Ramsay's restaurant. She hadn't answered once, nor had she returned a single call, despite the messages he'd left for her.

It seemed his whole life was crumbling around him. The vicious tabloid press were hounding him on this O'Leary story. The impact on popularity was being reflected in the opinion polls. His parents were on his back, as if all of this were somehow his fault. His need for sex was eating away at his insides and yet he and Erika hadn't fucked for a week.

In fact, they'd hardly seen that much of one another outside the office during that time. She'd been remarkably supportive, much more than he'd anticipated or felt he deserved. He'd certainly misjudged her.

The only positive in all of this was that his craving for the lifestyle his Swedish girlfriend had introduced had left him. It was a different craving that consumed him. He wanted Katie. Wanted her body. Wanted to take her. Wanted to fuck her.

But it was so much more. There was a chemistry between them that went far beyond mere physical attraction. It was what he imagined being in love would feel like. Except he'd never been in love.

It was curious. Being Prime Minister was his destiny, thought it appeared as if he might have to wait another four years. Receiving his inheritance had been at the forefront of his mind ever since he could remember. Yet, right now, both paled into insignificance compared to his ache for Katie.

If she would just answer his call—talk to him again—he'd find it so much easier to deal with all the other crap. But how could he reach her?

As the idea hit him, he felt his breath catch. His chest tightened. Therewasonly one way. He glanced at his watch as jumped up from his desk and headed for the door. Noon. Other things could wait.

It would take around twenty minutes to reach her offices.

***

Rebecca checked herself out in the mirror one final time. The crisp, low cut top and matching oatmeal-coloured linen skirt were classy enough for wherever they were dining, yet casual enough not to look overdressed for whatever it was that Erika was planning for later.

In addition to putting her cleavage on show, the skirt displayed the long expanses of her shapely legs. She looked sexy. She felt sexy.

The shadow that crossed the window made her glance outside. If it wasn't the biggest limo she'd ever seen, it was close to it. Erika had told her she needed a break from the long hours working towards opening her exercise studio and suggested that lunch today was the perfect opportunity.

Plus 'a surprise' afterwards, whatever that was!

As usual, her Swedish friend was right. Shehadbeen working too hard. But how could she not when her dream was so close? The opening was imminent, with just a few bits and pieces to fit into place. And Erika had been wonderful—helping her secure premises, opening doors, and hurrying work through much more quickly than would otherwise have been possible.

She deserved a break!Deus!She hadn't even had sex for a week. That was a lifetime!! Once the studio was open, and the horrid General Election out of the way, she knew exactly how she and Thomas would celebrate!

She pulled the door open.

"Mrs. Dos Santos?" the chauffeur asked. Not quite, but it was close enough. In the dove-grey uniform and peaked cap under his arm, he looked like he'd stepped out of a fashion magazine. Even the thin scar running down his tight cheek added a little character to his appearance.

"Won't be a moment," she answered, feeling her jaw drop and quickly regaining her composure. He looked dishy and there was certainly an impressive physique under that uniform.

Hmmm, she'd never fucked in a limo before!! The Brazilian beauty felt her nipples harden at the thought.Deus, her abstinence from sex was playing havoc with her libido. When she'd masturbated last night, Guus Kessen had featured as well as Thomas. Heavens, Erika was in there somewhere, too!

That worried her. So did her reaction to Erika's occasional kisses. In her part of Brazil, it was forbidden for two women to be together, though she knew it was prevalent enough elsewhere. She'd often wondered about it...

But from now on, man or woman, there was to be no more sexual dalliances. She'd done what she needed to and Thomas was the only person for her going forward. Who knows, maybe even marriage could be in the cards once they'd got over their current workloads. What better way to cement their relationship?

Becky gave a little giggle to herself when she collected her purse and pulled the door closed behind her. Thomas would swallow his tongue if she mentioned marriage. They'd joked about it previously but now... well, now—it just might not be that bad an idea?!

Watching the chauffeur's ass in that suit as he returned to the limo, she shook her head. She needed a long, long session to be able to get rid of her sexual frustrations and it was Thomas she needed to scratch the itch.

Maybe tonight?

Stretching her legs in the air-conditioned interior, the raven-haired beauty let out a long sigh of contentment. Her encounter with Guus Kessen was behind her and she'd celebrate in style with her wonderful new friend. Erika had done more than she could ever have expected. The new studio was a dream that was on the verge of coming true and when she was successful, she'd do something to repay the Scandinavian woman.

But for today, she'd allow herself to relax and enjoy Erika's hospitality.

"Miss Johansson said to tell you there's some refreshment in the bar in front of your seat," the good-looking chauffeur announced from his seat. "There's fresh ice in the bucket and mixers in the refrigerator."

Fresh ice? Refrigerator? In a car? Rebecca grinned to herself. This was seriously wicked. Maybe when her exercise studio had taken off...deus, when her series of studios had taken off... this would be her?

Staring into the Aladdin's cave in front of her, she saw that every preference was catered for. Settling on the red wine, she poured a larger glass than she'd intended and settled back into the comfortable cushions.

The wine gave her an immediate rush. Drinking wasn't really her bag, though it seemed standard practice around Erika. Why not? Everything about today was special. Worth savouring. It wasn't just an opportunity to relax from her heavy workload. It was a celebration, too. Her parents back in Brazil had been so proud of her when she'd phoned and told them.

Pulling up outside ofRoussillon, Rebecca's heart was in her mouth. She'dneverbe able to afford lunch here under any circumstances. Thanking the hunk of a driver and then spontaneously planting a kiss on his cheek, she hurried inside before she grabbed him and fucked his brains out.

She really had to satisfy that need bubbling inside her. Maybe she should cancel whatever Erika had planned for later and call Thomas? She gave a quick snort. Even if she did, there was no way he'd be able to find time in the afternoon. God knows what time he'd be home tonight.

The maitre d' hovered beside the entrance as if he'd been waiting for her. "Mrs. de Santos?" he asked in his heavy and very sexy French accent. "This way." The way the imperious man led her across to where Erika was sitting at what appeared to be the best table in the room.

Rebecca gave a delicious giggle to herself. What else would she have expected? That wine must have been good, she already felt a little woozy!

***

"Katie!"

"Alistair!"

The attractive psychiatrist nodded to the matronly receptionist who'd shown the black politician to her office. "That's fine, Diana. Thanks."

The grey haired woman sent a puzzled frown in her direction, and then obediently backed out, softly pulling the door closed behind her. Katie stood by her chair, staring at the handsome man.

Alistair didn't move from the door, his heart beating faster. "I had to see you," he explained. "Why? Why haven't you answered my calls?"

"I couldn't," she told him, her large eyes even larger at the shock of his arrival. Her skin was covered in goose bumps. Her insides were churning.

"Why?" he asked again.

Katie's mouth opened, but no words came out. How could she explain? What could she say? Some of it didn't even make sense to her.

"You look good," he suddenly told her, his eyes running up and down her body. He loved those short-skirted business suits she wore. On anyone else, the grey pinstripe and white blouse would look ordinary. On her, they were classy, professional, and so very sexy, too!

She nodded. She looked good? So did he! Good enough to eat. Good enough to suck his cock. Good enough... to fuck.

No, they couldn't. Not here. Recollections of their sex in the restaurant filled her mind. The abandoned way he'd taken her. In a public place! Full of danger of discovery! It had given her a thrill that had lodged in her body and still threatened to overwhelm her. And now... here in her office... could she?

The same thoughts seemed to hit her lover. Their eyes spoke, breaking the panting silence between them. She didn't know who moved first, but suddenly they were in each other's arms. Their lips locked, franticly, two lovers trying to make up for lost time. Alistair's hands mauled her breasts. Katie's reached for his trousers, quickly freeing his cock.

This wasn't a snake. It was an anaconda.

Katie sank to her knees. It was the middle of her office and anyone—Brian Sterling even, if he learnt Alistair was there—could walk in. So dangerous. So hot! The thought of getting fuckedright nowinstantly had her wet. Fuck! What kind of woman was she turning into?

Her deep moan slipped out uninhibited, vibrating around the black shaft she was massaging in her throat. He buried his hand in her chestnut coloured hair as she assaulted his manhood, attempting to control her frantic movements. She shook her head, trying to throw his hand away, burning with the need to suck him even harder.

"Oh, God," he groaned, holding her head still as he fought back from the edge of an imminent orgasm. "Fuck, Katie, I'm close!"

She pulled away instantly and jumped to her feet. "Already? Not yet," she gasped. "Not 'til you've fucked me."

"Here?" he gasped, feeling his cock twitch at the thought. "We can't."

"I know," she agreed. With her hands shaking, she reached under her skirt. Leaning on the desk for balance, she roughly dragged off her skimpy mauve coloured panties. "We can't." Thank God she'd put them on over her suspenders.

The politician covered the distance between them, sliding his hand against her wet sex. "Not here," he whispered. "Too dangerous."

"Uhn!" she moaned as he pushed a broad finger into her pussy. "I know," she said through gritted teeth. "Too dangerous."

"Ever thought of going bare," he grunted, his wrist rubbing against her thatch as he curled the finger inside her.

She half-laughed, half-moaned. "So that's what you like?" she said, bucking her body against his probing finger.

"I like lots of things," he murmured, locking lips with her again.

Katie kissed him hard, then turned away. She leaned across the desk, resting her hands on the top. With a sexy wiggle, she offered her skirt-covered ass to him.

Alistair flicked the garment up above her waist, resting his cock against her wet opening. "You're right, we can't fuck," he grunted.

"I know," she whimpered. Fuck, that felt good. "You can't fuck me, Alistair. Not here. Not in my office. Not hard."

She tightened her fingers around the edge of the desk as she pushed her ass back. As if laser guided, he slid home. She was able to draw a half breath before her black lover lunged forward. She thrust her ass backwards again to meet him.

The desk shifted slightly, creaking in protest.

"No, not hard," he huffed as he roughly drove his hips forward. He wasn't going to last long if he pumped hard, but he didn't care. He wanted to hear her moans as he exploded.

"God, yes," the sexy psychiatrist moaned, resting her elbows on the desk so she could push her ass upwards. "Hard. Fuck me hard!"

She lifted up on the balls of her feet, pushing her up buttocks even higher as his balls slapped against her dark bush. The muscles in her legs screamed, growing tight with the effect of maintaining her pose.

It was a delicious ache.

"Oh, fuck, Alistair," she grunted, feeling her orgasm close in. The speed of her impending climax signified how much she wanted him, had missed him. "Oh, ohhh fuck...!"

Her face twisted as the orgasm shot through her. She bit her lower lip, closed her eyes, and revelled in the scorching climax.

Brinkley-Jones paused while her body trembled, but only until the first orgasmic waves had passed. Then he was pumping again, his hips piston-like, his animal-like thrusts coming so hard she whimpered with wanton arousal as she went onto her toes.

"Good?" he provocatively asked, pushing down on the small of her back. She found herself on the desk edge, his cock dominating her. "What if someone walks in? Sees us? Like this? My black dick inside you? Fucking your patient?"

Her head twisted to look at the door, imaging it opening. Diana there. Brian there. "Oh my God!" she mumbled, unable to catch her breath. Her head turned round further, watching him over her shoulder. His narrowed eyes returned the stare. He jammed himself harder into her.

"Oh Goddd!" she moaned, holding his stare even as her body danced to his tune. She was bent in half, the politician's captive, his to do with what he wanted. And yet it still wasn't enough for her. "C'mon," she groaned between great, heaving breaths. "Harder!"

Alistair's face tightened as he responded, his eyes drowning in desire as he drove forward. He grunted, trying to stave off the inevitable. He tried, but couldn't. His explosion was like a shot from a rifle... one, two, three bullets being released in quick succession and splattering her insides.

Katie groaned gratefully with each spurt, her body swooning in great, exaggerated ripples with each new burst. He seemed to cum forever.

"Oh, fuck, I needed that," she murmured as the politician pulled away, quickly dragging her skirt down as she turned to face him.

Alistair took an unsteady step backwards, tucking his spent cock back into his trousers before flopping down on the corner couch.

"Me, too," he gasped, sending her a beaming smile. "I have thought about that for the last week."

Katie laughed, trying to push her hair back into place. "Tell me about it." She paused, her eyes tenderly regarding the still heavily panting man. "But Alistair. We need to talk..."

***

Erika waved away Rebecca's objections as the waiter brought them another after lunch liqueur. The young Brazilian woman was already high on the bottle of champagne they'd consumed. It was a celebration, Erika had insisted. A second liqueur could push her over the edge.

Pixie would be delighted with that. The South American beauty would be so much more pliable for the trained masseuse.

"Erika," Rebecca giggled. "What did you say they call it again?"

"Yellow Bird," the blonde smiled, enjoying the way the dark haired woman was attempting to memorise the ingredients. "Crème de banane, galliano, dark rum, orange and pineapple juice."

"Well, the first was delicious," Rebecca laughed, trawling her fingers through her long, raven-coloured hair. "It's just that I'm not used to..."

"Nonsense," Erika murmured, raising her glass and encouraging the young woman to do the same. They each took a sip, allowing the exotic flavour to pleasure their taste buds. "I mean, you hadn't tried frogs legs before today."

"Delicious," Rebecca told her, covering her mouth to disguise a hiccup. "And what was it... pan fried wild seabass? I've never tasted anything so delicious."

The Swedish woman reached over and traced her fingertips along the Brazilian beauty's bare forearm. "Life is all about new experiences," she smoothly told her. "I'm not much older than you, Becky, but I have so much I can share with you, help you experience. You'd like that?"

In this case, three years between was a lifetime's gap.

"Oh, yes," Rebecca instantly responded, wondering if her Scandinavian friend knew that the sensations her caressing fingertips were causing had found their way to her nipples.Deus! She was so aroused that if Erika kissed her again, she'd show her just how an uninhibited Brazilian woman could respond.

"Wonderful," Erika went on, clinking glasses in encouragement. "Drink up. If this exercise studio is successful, the sky's the limit. You and I are going to be such good friends."

"I don't know how to thank you," Becky said, licking her lips to capture the lingering taste of the Yellow Bird liqueur. "I..."

"Hey, you don't need to thank me. That's what friends are for!"

Erika smiled sweetly at the twenty-two year old beauty. It looked like butter wouldn't melt in the young woman's mouth. With that smile, those big eyes and that voluptuous body, she was a magnificent looking young woman. No wonder Guus was so enamoured and had been so effusive in his praise.

She felt the throb of the engine inside her. Seducing her would be even more of a delight than she'd originally anticipated. With her usual conquests, she'd have bedded them by now. This one was worth so much more than that. Becky was one to savour. For the long term...

She glanced at her watch. Damn, she'd need to hurry back to the Conservative Party Headquarters. Besides, she had Becky booked in for her treat in half an hour.

***

"Are you sure?" Sally asked, her brow furrowing at the news.

"Reasonably," came the voice down the line. "I've had her staked out for days. Something's certainly going on."

The redhead glanced around the office. People were all around her, but busy with their own calls and duties. It was hectic in there now, and would only get worse over the next week.

"Where is she now?" she asked.

"The Lansdell Suite at St Thomas'. Just the sort of place they'd take her," the male voice replied. "It's private, of course. She's booked in as Megan Jones. Quite ironic, don't you think?"

Sally joined in his laughter, though it wasn't really a laughing matter. If they felt things were bad now, all hell could be about to descend.

"Can you get someone in there?" she anxiously asked.

"Already done, though more by good fortune than anything else. We did a story on them a couple of months ago. Got some info from a contact on the inside. All I've had to do is wave a few more notes in front of her and I can get all the information I want. She knows what's going on."



"Sounds good," Sally hummed, feeling very nervous all of a sudden. "Don't forget you owe me one."

"That's why I'm calling you," the gruff voice confirmed. "I always repay my debts. You know that."

"Well, we're even after this one. But you know what I need?"

Her contact gave a soft laugh. "Yes, Sally, I know what you want. Whether that's the news I can supply is another matter. But as soon as I know, you'll know, too."

"Good. Let's hope it's soon."

There was that laugh again. "Not that I'm an expert in these things. But I believe the exact timing will be in the lap of the gods?"

***

The Health Club was one of London's finest. God knows how much it had cost Erika to book her in there. It was yet another example of how her good friend was looking after her. It was such a shame she'd had to rush away, otherwise they could have enjoyed it together.You deserve it,she'd insisted when she'd broken the news after their lunch.Just enjoy a relaxing massage and prepare yourself for tomorrow.

Erika was right, of course. There was so much to do tomorrow, with the opening of the studio arranged for the day after. She'd be busy from early morning 'til late night both days.

Today was the opportunity to recharge her batteries.

"You okay?" the masseuse asked, breaking into her thoughts.

Rebecca turned her head to the right, smiling at the petite young woman. She couldn't be any more than eighteen, surely? And that shock of dyed pink hair? Remarkably, it seemed to suit the otherwise thin, plain girl.

"Yes, fine," Rebecca murmured. It was true. She was more than fine, actually. All that alcohol had been racing around her head since she'd left Erika, creating a wonderfully, woozy feeling of wellbeing. "I... er..."

"Pixie," the girl said, thinking her client was searching for her name.

"Yes, Pixie," Rebecca murmured. "I just might have had a little too much to drink, that's all."

The young girl laughed, digging her massaging fingers into the woman's shoulders. "Nothing better than a massage to get rid of the alcohol," she joked.

"Really?" the naïve Brazilian woman asked. The tensions that had built up with her long working hours were already beginning to vanish beneath the knowing hands.

"Of course," the pink haired girl grinned. "By the way, are you Rebecca or Becky?"

"Becky," she answered, gasping as the fingers dug in. "Call me Becky."

"Well, Becky, do you have a preference for the massage, or would you like to just hand your body over to Pixie?"

Hand her body over? That was an interesting phrase. Rebecca giggled. "It's all yours, Pixie. I have a tough couple of days ahead, so just help me get rid of any tension you can find, okay?"

"Okay by me," the pink haired teenager told her. "I'm an expert at making women feel good, so just close your eyes and go with the flow."

The way she saidwomenseemed to be full of meaning, though Becky couldn't quite put a finger on why. What did it matter anyway? Her alcohol fuelled mind told her to do as Erika had suggested.Just enjoy a relaxing massage and prepare yourself for tomorrow.

For a while, that's exactly what she did. Until she realised that the massaging fingers were starting to unlock the sexual feelings that had been building inside her over the last week. Even her almost daily masturbation hadn't been able to settle her down. She needed a new vibrator.

Somehow, her nipples had grown erect under Pixie's hands. The delicious, tingling sensations of arousal were circling around the fullness of her breasts. Quite how or why it had happened, she had no idea. But the little awakenings of desire were definitely beginning to percolate through her consciousness.

The probing hands slid to her stomach, smoothing, kneading the hard muscle. They moved in tandem, sometimes softly caressing their way across Rebecca's soft skin, occasionally bringing a gasp as they pushed in more firmly.

The delectable stirrings in the Brazilian's body were moving lower and she could feel the arousal begin to flow from deep inside her. When the massage was finished, she'd have to find somewhere to relieve herself. The sensations were so strong there was no way she could wait until she returned home.

Her eyes were closed and she tightened them so that there was only darkness behind her eyelids. Pixie's hands were wonderful, so feminine. She hadn't realised there was such a difference between a man and a woman's touch. The thought brought Erika into her mind. And that kiss in the hotel bar.

She felt a surge of dampness.

Change your thoughts, she told herself. Quickly! Thank goodness her feelings were carefully concealed from the masseuse. If Pixie knew what she was thinking, she'd be shocked.

***

"Where's Erika?" Alistair asked, rushing into the Conservative Party's Millbank Headquarters. He was late and had expected his girlfriend to be champing at the bit, waiting for him. It was unusual for them to be canvassing together, but the local constituency candidates had specifically requested her support.

Girlfriend? He'd have to stop thinking of her that way. It was Katie who was now occupying his thoughts. She was the woman he wanted to spend time with, get to know better. Their lunchtime liaison had only confirmed that.

He'd have to bring the subject up with Erika, especially after the invitation he'd maybe too eagerly given to the chestnut haired psychiatrist. It was a conversation that was necessary, though not one he was looking forward to.

"She's on her way," Thomas told him, handing the Conservative Party leader his papers. "She called maybe ten minutes ago, he added, glancing at his watch. "She should be here any minute."

"No problem," Alistair told his Campaign Manager, bringing a quick glance from Thomas. His boss's demeanour took him by surprise, especially in view of their confrontation this morning. He appeared to be much more relaxed. Maybe he'd had a good lunch?

"I rang ahead," Thomas told him. "They know you're running quarter of an hour late. "I've briefed your driver to get make up as much time as he can."

"Okay," the black politician said, flicking through his papers. "Gerry's a good driver, he'll save us five minutes. By the way, forget about that crap earlier."

Thomas made a point of meeting the black politician's eyes. He wasn't going to make itthateasy. "What crap?"

Alistair laughed. "That's it, Thomas, rub it in. I deserve it. The crap when I suggested I might be firing you. Truth is, win or lose, I couldn't do without you. Or Sally. I don't say this often enough, but thank you."

The fair-haired man's eyes widened. Alistair had apologised to him and thanked him in the same breath. Shit, it must have been a good lunch.

"Okay," the forty-year-old politician quickly continued. "Where are we this afternoon?"

"Cutting across three constituencies," Thomas answered. "Holborn and St Pancras. Then Islington South and Finsbury. Finally Hackney South and Shoreditch. It sounds worse than it is."

"I'll take your word for that," Alistair ruefully replied.

"I thought you enjoyed pressing flesh," Thomas said with a twinkle in his eye.

"Hmmm. With all this walking, I'd stick a new pair of shoes on my expenses except it'll be all over theDaily Telegraphtomorrow," the politician joked. "And talking of the media, what's the timings for tonight?"

Thomas glanced down at the schedule he'd produced earlier. People may laugh at his carrying the clipboard around with him, but with so much going on, he needed a clear view of what was happening every hour of every day.

"Get back here for eight," he told his boss. "I'll brief you on what to expect while you eat. Then we depart for the TV studios around nine. I gather Larry Paxman is rubbing his hands together..."

Alistair shot him a sideways look. The message was clear.Don't fuck with me.

Thomas grimaced. "I didn't say it would be easy, Alistair. But this is our only chance. We're running out of time."

"I know," the black politician sighed. "I know."

***

The pink haired girl smiled. Erika had described this beauty perfectly. Said she would be a bonus for her. They both knew from the Swede's sessions with the masseuse that Pixie was a lesbian. One of the pleasures of her job was giving her blonde client an orgasm whenever she visited. And Erika had promised her that she could do the same to her new client, too.

It would be more of a seduction, the Swedish woman had warned her. Becky would give herself, she just wasn't aware that she would. But with Pixie's knowing hands, all she had to do was gradually build the pressure.

And already the teenager was aware that she'd flicked some switch. The barely perceptible purr! The slight shifting of position. This beautiful young woman was certainly reacting. Pixie knew about these things, of course. Erika wasn't the only one of her female clients that she performed 'extras' for.

She increased the pressure, making the massage more overtly sexual as the tell tale signs of arousal continued to flow from the prone beauty. She had flawless, sexy, tawny skin. A cut above her normal client. Mmmm, she was several cuts above her normal client. This woman's stunning body was on a par with Erika's. Different in their own ways, but both were heavenly.

Voluptuous! That was the word! If only she had a body like that...

Normally she had to be careful with a new client. She couldn't afford to misread the signs. It would cost her job. With Becky, there was still some concern. Handle her with care, Erika had said. That meant this was all still deliciously dangerous. But that was the best way, right?

"How does that feel, Becky?" she asked, reaching for more oil.

"Wonderful," the Brazilian woman murmured, keeping her eyes closed but breathing more deeply.

"That's good," the pink haired young woman purred, pouring the oil across her palms and then reaching for those mind boggling breasts. What she'd give for tits like that. They were every bit as full and firm as Erika's.

She felt Rebecca's body squirm as she cupped her swells, those magnificent swells. But the beauty made no objection. Only the sound of her breathing increased. Pixie could see her chest moving with the pounding of her heart. The teenager spread her fingers across Becky's jutting breasts, making sure she brushed against the rock hard nipples.

Fuck, this woman was everything Erika had intimated.

Moving her gaze away from the voluptuous breasts, Pixie saw that the beautiful woman looking at her and knew what she was thinking. Not the specific thoughts. But she was aware they were centred on sex, on her fantasies, on the need for sexual gratification.

Nor was it simply the look in Becky's eyes that gave the game away.

The pink haired woman was monitoring her captive's responses through her sensitive fingertips. The Brazilian woman enjoyed having her tits manipulated. Cassie did too, she reacted in exactly the same way. In fact, Pixie's girlfriend could cum from having her lover's oily hands working on her breasts.

Maybe this beauty could too?

She had no doubt about the eventual outcome. Not a single woman had yet been able to withstand her ministrations. Only something outrageous would stop the inevitable from happening, something that would break the spell she'd been weaving. But Pixie had no intention of scaring this rare bird away.

She unbuttoned the top two buttons of her white coat, letting the aroused woman see the obvious action. "Hot in here, Becky," she smiled. Leaning forward over the voluptuous body, she allowed the Brazilian beauty to watch her tits fall forward through the opening.

Small but perky, only her lacy black bra contained them.

She smoothed her fingers over the delightfully full breasts and rubbed the thrusting nipples. Becky let out a groan. She sent her fingers up into the woman's armpits, leaning further forward so that her client could feel her soft breath on her cheek. Pulling back slightly, she held the position, allowing the beauty to see the cleavage falling from her black bra.

It took a huge surge of effort to stop herself from dipping her head down and sucking on those dark, hard nipples. Cassie would benefit—her girlfriend always did after sessions such as this. The thought of her lover fucking her with the strap on sent Pixie's temperature soaring.

She could feel Becky's thumping heart, could see her chest rising and falling. She knew she should take this slowly, but couldn't stop herself. Her hands cupped the ripe, eager, oil covered breasts, sliding upwards to the hard nipples. She took each one between thumb and forefinger and squeezed.

***

"You've seen Katie," Erika murmured as their car closed in on its destination. This part of Holborn was such a dump. The way Alistair blushed at her out of the blue comment confirmed her suspicions. "At lunch time," she added.

He turned towards her from his seat in the back of the Bentley, a shocked look on his face. "How... how did you know?"

She threw her head back and laughed. "Alistair, I can read you like a book. That's why you shouldn't keep anything from me. I can always tell. Besides, I'm pleased for the two of you."

It was as if she'd shaken him. His eyes widened and his breath caught. "You're pleased for me?"

"Of course," she lied. "Look, I've seen the signs between us for a while. Maybe it'll work. Maybe it won't. To be truthful, I kind of feel that way, too. Perhaps you need to explore your relationship with this woman. See if it works for you. If not, you may feel differently about us. It will give us some breathing space, but without either of us feeling any pressure. Don't you think?"

Alistair sighed. It was a deep sigh of relief. He hadn't expected Erika to be so... so understanding. The Swedish woman constantly surprised him. "I... I don't know what to say..."

"Then say nothing," she said, smiling sweetly. Wasn't it amazing how easy it was to fool men? Especially powerful men. It never failed to amaze her. "I can see from your change in demeanour that you've seen her at lunchtime," she continued. "You were like a bear with a sore head this morning. Have been for several days."

His face creased into a smile. "Well..."

"In fact," she interrupted, leaning close enough to him so that he could smell her perfume. "If I'm not mistaken, you fucked her, too."

Bingo! The look in his eyes confirmed her prognosis. So... the bastard was off fucking this bitch when he could be fucking her? Well, two could play at that game. She'd call Guus Kessen again later. It was time to press that particular button and tonight was as good a time as any.

"That's okay," she lied, as he struggled to reply. She turned up the smile, disguising the daggers she had ready to aim at his heart. "It's just a shame you can only catch fleeted moments with her. You two need to spend some time together."

His eyes flickered again. God, he was so transparent!

"What?" she asked, moving away from him and sitting straighter. If she stayed close to him, she'd dig her sharp fingernails into his stupid face.

"I... er... suggested that Katie should come to Scotland with me. I mean... I know there's not much free time, but it'll give us a chance to get to know each other.

Youbastard, she thought. "What a good idea," she said.

"You think?"

"Of course," she muttered through gritted teeth, keeping her smile in place. "In fact, it's a great idea. I'd like to meet her."

His head jerked back, as if she'd slapped him. "Meet her?"

"Of course," she smiled, a plan already forming in her mind. "She's bound to see me there anyway, isn't she? But I'd really like to chat to her. Make her feel comfortable. Tell her what a great guy you are."

"Erika..." he began, doubt clouding his mind.

"Seriously, Alistair," she said, reaching over and patting him on the knee. The Bentley eased to a halt. "Look, we're here now," she said. "But this is what I'm going to do. I'll check our Scotland itinerary and see if I can create you some spare time. You know I only want what's best for you..."

***

Becky felt her arousal building, but had no idea that she was being manipulated towards it. Her naïve mind told her it was purely as a result of the alcohol, the constant high she was on at the thought of opening her own studio, and of course, the sexual starvation she'd suffered for the last week.

The innocent hands on her tits were simply the instruments she was using to allow her mind to give full reign to the wicked thoughts running through her.

Her fantasies began to take over. She was with Guus Kessen again, only this time after sucking his cock, she was allowing the large Dutchman to fuck her. He had to persuade her, of course. Threaten to withdraw the finance he was providing. But that only made the fantasy more enjoyable. Spreading her legs, giving in, allowing the millionaire to do with her what he wanted.

Then there was Erika. Kissing her. Only this time, she was kissing back, showing her blonde friend how passionate Brazilian women were. Not only were they kissing, they were stroking one another's breasts, too, just the way Pixie was attending to hers. Caressing, stroking, pulling, kneading.

She opened her eyes to watch the eighteen year-old. She was quite plain really, but that splurge of pink hair, and the burning look in her black eyes, gave her an appealing quality. So did the way she was mashing her breasts. Becky shocked herself by wondering that if the young girl could evoke such a response with her hands, what could she do with her tongue?

Her body jumped at the thought.

She was so cute in that short, white coat, too. It felt so liberating to think she'd allowed the young woman's hands the freedom of her body. But she hadn't expected her to evoke such feelings. The way she was looking back at her as she manipulated her breasts... it was almost as if she was deliberately caressing her, rather than simply providing an everyday masseuse service.

It was all becoming too much...

She grunted out loud, her legs spreading under the white towel spread across her hips. Her buttocks rose from the massage table. Whatwasthis girl doing to her? Surely this wasn't normal for a massage? Had she given herself away? Did the teenager realise just how much her body was burning?

Her chest tightened. She began to panic. Her orgasm was starting to bubble. She couldn't allow this. Could she? What if Erika found out?

When Pixie's hands left her, she moaned her objection, wondering if she dare ask the girl to continue. But even as her mind fought with itself, they were back, sneaking under the small white towel that covered her modesty. The hands traced lazy patterns of the sweet smelling oil on her thighs.

The hands and fingers covered the outside of her flesh at first, before tantalisingly edging inwards, digging firmly into her muscles.

Becky raised her firm buttocks a little with each stroke. Her whole body began to rock with anticipation. Pixie's fingers milked her arousal, edging towards her quivering sex and then, just as she raised her hips, backed off.

Pixie's eyes fixed on hers. She smiled. The forward momentum of her fingers almost over strayed the acceptable mark, pushing to the very edge of those deliciously wet pink lips. Becky's head rose from the table. Her hands gripped the white towel and shamelessly dragged it away. She needed to watch.

Don't stop, her mind screamed.Don't stop!

Becky knew her actions had given away her need, but she no longer cared. It was evident enough anyway. Displayed in her wide eyes, with every lift of her ass, every tremble of her thighs. When Pixie leaned in, shooting her fingertips to the very edge of Becky's labia, she raised her buttocks even higher.



Her narrowed eyes saw the pink haired teenager licked her lips. The look in her eyes seemed to say that she'd earned this moment. And she had. Becky's entire body was alive with desire, with her need for relief. The whiteness of her clenched knuckles, half opened mouth, clouded brown eyes and trembling thighs were all signs she was unable to disguise.

Pixie took advantage, leaning her head towards Becky, but stopping just short of a kiss. But the action was obvious enough. She was offering her lips. The Brazilian beauty took them, one hand burying itself in the shock of pink hair and dragging the teenager's mouth to hers. The kiss was passionate, urgent.

At the same time, Pixie slipped two fingers her. They slid into her wetness like a knife slicing through melting butter. Becky came instantly, the pent up sexual need being released as if someone had turned on a tap. Her juices spurted across the wonderful digits. She mercilessly crushed Pixie's curling fingers between her thighs. A burst of Portuguese hit the air as she squeezed them, rocked on them, and fucked them.

Only when they'd extracted every last drop of pleasure did she let them go.

***

The afternoon had been as frustrating as the rest of his day. Closing in on seven o'clock, Larry Paxman hadn't returned a single one of Thomas's calls.

The fair-haired Campaign Manager knew why, of course. The rottweiler of an interviewer was in the driving seat. He would go straight for Alistair's throat, with a meticulously prepared list of questions aimed at the Mary O'Leary affair. With the Conservative Leader on the verge of losing the election, he didn't need to pull any punches.

Booking Alistair onNewsnightwas a gamble, and a big one at that. In some ways, the truth was irrelevant. The media didn't deal in the truth. And the public chose to ignore it when it suited them, too. Somehow, Alistair had to perform like he never had before, even in Belfast.

Get it right, and they had a sliver of hope. But get it wrong...

That's why Paxman hadn't returned Thomas's calls, naturally enough. The Larry King look-alike wanted to give the Brinkley-Jones camp as little time as possible to work out their strategy. Not that he needed to specify his questions in advance. But Thomas had stipulated that Alistair would only appear if Paxman gave him a flavour of the areas he intended to raise.

He would—but in his own time, it seemed.

A shiver of fear passed through Thomas's body. If he were leading Alistair into the lion's den without any protection, he'd be confirming his boss's election death warrant. And it would be all down to him. That's how it would be seen. Maybe the gamble hadn't been worth taking after all?

Fuck, he was in big trouble...

"Hello."

Thomas looked up into Sally's beaming smile. "What's up?" he asked, unable to disguise the frustration in his voice.

"Oh, dear," she answered, perching on his desk. It wasn't just Thomas's eyes that fell on the flash of lightly tanned skin above her stockings. Did she practice that move, so that the black skirt rode up her thigh whenever she sat like that? All male eyes in their vicinity in the open plan office were drawn to the same sexy sight.

"Bad afternoon?" she asked.

Thomas shrugged in disgust, casually leaning back in his chair and crossing his hands behind his head. "It's probably true to say that everything I've touched hasn't turned to gold," he answered with a sigh.

The diminutive redhead laughed. "I know the feeling," she said with that child like grin. She leant forward as she spoke, her small cleavage pushing itself above the v-shape of her red blouse. "No way out?"

"Doesn't seem like it, Sal," he grumpily told her, trying to pull his eyes away from the sexy black bra on show. "Maybe things will improve after Paxman returns my fucking phone calls"

"Jeremy calls me Sal," she whispered, shuffling closer on the desk and lowering her voice so she could keep their conversation to themselves. "Just before he fucks me."

Thomas's cock had already reacted to the sexy sight on his desk. Her words brought it to full attention. Shit! With Alistair'sNewsnightappearance, and the inevitable briefing afterwards, it would another late night/early morning return home. There'd be no opportunity for sex. He was going to lose his mind if he didn't—

"Hey, tiger," she murmured, interrupting his thoughts. "Stop looking at my tits and listen."

He wasn't of course, but her words took his gaze towards them. Her thick nipples were clearly pushing against the material. Oh, fuck!

"Sally—"

"What would you say," she interrupted, "if I made your day?"

His eyes dropped to her tits again. He knew she was about to play her sexual games with him again. He wearily shook his head as his eyes flickered to hers again. Round and big, they were gleaming at him.

"What if I gave you something that took your worries away? What if I gave you some news that makes you eyes pop out?"

He gave her a twisted grimace. "Not possible."

The arching of her slim eyebrows contradicted him. "Okay, you be the judge. How about this?" she asked, sexily pulling her short red hair onto the top of her head and allowing it to drop back to the top of her shoulders. "Mary O'Leary's just given birth."

His jaw dropped in a cartoon-like gesture. She laughed.

"It's true. And guess what..."

Thomas stared at her. He blinked. Once, twice, as if the power of speech had been removed from him.

"Can't you guess?" she sighed, touching a finger to her cheek as if in thought. "Doh! Well... the baby is white."

Thomas pushed back in his chair. His legs splayed out in front of him, his eyes widened in astonishment. He ran a hand through his farmer boy hair. "White! But... but... how d'you know?"

Sally laughed. "You're not the only one with contacts, dear boy."

He paused, his mind working overtime. "Are..."

"Are they reliable?" she asked for him, winking as she replied. "You bet!"

Thomas went quiet again. A stupid grin had appeared on his face and it only got bigger. His mind churned as it whirled with the ramifications.

Sally leant even closer, her breath touching the sides of his face as she whispered. "You owe me one. I'll let you know when it's time to deliver..."

***

In some ways, the astonishing news had left Erika cold. She was tired from their long hours of canvassing on London's streets and at close on eight o'clock, longed for a bath. That would have to wait for another hour at least.

She reflected that it had been a day of bad news. Alistair had fucked his new slut at lunchtime. He wanted to spend more time getting to know her, ignoring the resultant humiliation for the Swede. She'dneverhad a man turn her down. It was always the other way.

And now, it appeared, his election campaign could turn around in an instance. It wasn't possible, was it? They couldn't win from this position?

If this stupid fucking Irish woman had waited another week or so before giving birth, her lies would have been discovered too late. Alistair would have lost the election, and the Conservative Party leadership, too.

Now, the bastard was off the hook.

It would be a temporary respite, of course. The photographs that would find their way to the press would see to him leaving his position in disgrace, whether that was as Prime Minister or Leader of the Opposition. And that would fuck up his chances of receiving his inheritance, too.

Then there was this Katie. If Alistair thought the path of true love was smooth, he'd be in for a shock. Erika would take care of that particular matter in Scotland. It would be a temporary diversion from Becky's seduction, but one she'd enjoy just the same.

No onedumpedher! Not without suffering the consequences!!

She picked up the phone and dialled the number that was now firmly ensconced in her memory. The familiar Dutch voice answered immediately.

"Guus," her warm voice drawled. "Something's come up. Unexpectedly. I thought you'd like to know."

"I'd love to," he told her, his voice indicating that the timing of the call wasn't ideal. "But it's eight o'clock and I'm dining with the Lord Mayor of London tonight. Maybe we can talk in the morning."

"That's your call," she murmured. "But what you need to know is that I'll be free tonight. From ten o'clock, I'd say."

"Tonight?" he snapped, like a child who had a carrot dangling in front of him but whose hands were tied. He understood immediately the implications of her news. "I... I can't... the Lord Mayor..."

"Oh, I understand," she sexily breathed. "These things happen. It's just that, well, you know I told you that anything is possible? I just thought that you might like to take immediate advantage. After all, it's not an opportunity that comes along too often, is it."

She could almost hear his mind whirling during the sudden silence down the phone line. The choice was dinner with the Lord Mayor of London, or the possibility of fucking her. Was it really that difficult?

"Tell you what," she sexily murmured. "I'll give you my address just in case. If you do decide you can make it, don't be late. I'll beavailableat ten..."

***

"How are things?" Alistair warmly asked, cradling the phone against his right ear as he pushed the door to his office firmly closed. With Erika working through the itinerary for their visit to Scotland, there was no chance of interruption.

"Good," Katie replied. "Very good, in fact."

His sigh of relief floated down the line. After their session in the restaurant, he'd worried that she'd be feeling confused again after his lunchtime visit.

"I'm pleased about that," he told her. "I didn't want you having doubts again."

"Oh, I've plenty of doubts," the psychiatrist told him, laughing as she spoke. "But I'm ignoring them for the moment. And maybe our time together in Scotland will help us both feel more comfortable."

"Yes," he murmured, wondering whether to mention his conversation with Erika.

"I know you said we won't have a lot of time together," she continued. "And that this is a final throw of the dice. But I think it will help me just to see you in your natural environment. I can't explain it, but I'll feel better for that."

The opening was there. He'd better tell her. "Yes, I agree. I... er... mentioned it to Erika. After all, she'll be there, too..."

He could tell from the hesitation in Katie's voice that he'd struck a nerve. "My God," she replied. "How stupid of me. I'd assumed she wouldn't be there..."

"She travels most places with me," he said, hurrying to explain, "I mean, she's my PA. Organises everything." They were both silent for a few uneasy moments. "You okay?"

"Well, yes, but maybe it's not such a good idea..."

"No," he blurted. "I mean, yes, it is. She's actually very supportive, Katie. Said she'd amend the itinerary to create some time so we can be together. In fact, she's doing that now."

"Supportive?" she responded, her voice suspicious. "From everything you've told me, that's not a word I associate with her."

Alistair pulled a face. "Yes, I admit it's taken me by surprise, too, Katie. But she couldn't be more encouraging. Says she's looking forward to meeting you."

"You're joking," the psychiatrist replied. "That isnotnormal behaviour, Alistair, I can assure you of that. Trust me, something doesn't add up."

"You should know," he joked. "Maybe you can give her an hour's session, too, while we're there. Get to the bottom of where she's coming from?"

She gave a long laugh, yet it was full of misgiving. "If what you've explained is accurate, Alistair, it will take more than one session to understand that one."

"It's accurate," he instantly confirmed. "But look, even if you just say hello and keep your distance, you need to meet her sooner or later. By the way, did you speak to Brian?"

"Oh, yes," she murmured, her voice dropping an octave. "It felt a bit like asking my dad if I could get married. He was full of questions, of course. And asked how far our relationship had gone."

"And you told him?"

This time, her laugh was softer. "I told him you were no longer a patient. That you were going to ring him to thank him for what he'd done. And that I was going to Scotland with you as a friend, who could still offer you some advice if it was called for."

The black politician grinned. With every contact, he realised how resourceful this woman was. "Sounds very believable," he murmured. "So, you didn't give him specific details of today's session in your office?"

"No," she laughed. "Nor the session in the restaurant. I'll leave that to you. Just make sure you do call him, okay?"

"Yes, yes, I know. I will. Listen, Katie, I have to go now, but I have some great news about Mary O'Leary..."

***

"Larry," Thomas said, smiling into the political interviewer's eyes as he shook his firm hand. "I thought it would be useful for us to have a quick chat while Alistair's in makeup."

"Of course, of course," the Larry King look-alike confirmed, making no move to seek out a position of privacy. Not that there was one on the floor of the TV studio. It was all hustle and bustle. "Listen, son," he added. "Sorry I couldn't get back to you today. Was tied up in pre-production."

"We had a deal, Larry," Thomas responded, removing the smile from his face. "You know that as well as I do. They were the terms for Alistair to appear."

"I know, I know," the grey haired man responded. "What can I say?"

"You can say you owe me one," Thomas told him, his firm gaze not moving from the interviewer's tired looking eyes.

"Oh, I owe you one, do I?" the rottweiler began to respond. "Just who do...?"

"Especially," Thomas quickly added, taking the man's arm and pulling him into the quietest corner he could find. "As I've always been a fan of yours."

The interviewer curled his lip. He was used to people attempting to ingratiate themselves with him.

"And that's why," Thomas went on, before Paxman could snap back. "I'm going to stop you from making a big mistake."

"Is that right?" the Larry King look-alike all but sneered.

Thomas nodded, but hesitated. He had to play this carefully. "Larry, I know the reason you've ignored me today is because you're going to hit us with everything you can on Mary O'Leary..."

The interviewer smiled that deathly cold smile of his. When that look hit his face, politicians usually cowered. "It's all here," he half-grinned, tapping his blue file. "Every question." He looked at his watch. "Ten o'clock. We start in twenty minutes. I guess it's just a shame we don't have time to go through them, isn't it, son?"

He began to turn away, but thought better of it.

"Let me tell you something," he rasped, swinging back and taking a step closer to Thomas. "I've never liked Brinkley-Jones. And getting that Conservative twat on my show, putting him in the firing line, is the biggest mistake you'll ever make. Okay?Son?"

Thomas paused for a second. Perhaps it would be better to let this arrogant bastard go into the interview blind. Everything he'd heard about Paxman was true, it seemed.

With what they knew, Alistair would kill him. It was such a temptation to allow that. But the problem was that such an approach could well be counter productive to the image they were trying to create for the Conservative Party leader. He needed to be seen as statesmanlike.

And it would earn them an enemy for life.

"I said I wanted to help you, Larry," Thomas said, his hand on Paxman's shoulder stilling him as the interviewer began to turn away again. "What you need to know is that Mary O'Leary gave birth today. The baby is white. It's not confirmed yet, but we're expecting the allegations against Alistair to be withdrawn. With an apology."

Paxman's already grey face turned greyer.

"It's under wraps, but my information is accurate," Thomas added, staring firmly into the interviewer's wavering eyes. "That Conservative twat, as you call him, wanted you to know," he lied. "So that you didn't fall into the chasm. Can you imagine him telling you live on air, after you'd tried to savage him?"

Paxman nodded. It was a begrudging nod, but a nod nonetheless.

"He wanted to save your integrity, Larry. Me, too," Thomas added. "Now my take is that the public are going to be super sympathetic with Alistair when this breaks. It's up to you, but I think a gentler interview examining Alistair's political credentials would be perfect for you and him. Don't you?"

***

Erika's Mews house was located in Prince William Mews, sitting perfectly in the middle of one of the London's most sought after areas. She loved the period charm and quaint cobbles.

"Very nice," Guus Kessen hissed as she closed the door behind him, taking in his surroundings as she led him through to the expansive living area.

"Why, thank you, Guus," she beamed, indicating for him to sit in one of the postmodern chairs. "I opened part of the roof up and installed glass to let in more light. And put in the heated indoor swimming pool, of course. But then, you haven't come here to talk about my house, have you?"

He smiled at the Scandinavian beauty. "Indeed. I can't tell you how pissed Boris was at my bringing our dinner to a premature end, Erika. I hope you are not going to disappoint me?"

She raised one delicate eyebrow as she surreptitiously slipped the right strap of her black dress from her shoulder, allowing it to fall down her arm. The well-practiced routine revealed one perfectly formed breast. The tanned swell defied gravity, its high, dark nipple pointing skywards.

She held the position for a few moments, allowing his pinprick eyes to feast on her. The exposure of a single breast was so much more powerful. When his tongue flicked across his fat lips, she slipped the other strap away, allowing the dress to float down to her feet.

His gasp was gratifying. Just as it should have been, of course! How often would the Dutchman find a pear such as she, even if he were a multi millionaire? Everything about this first time had to be perfect. Better than he'd had before. And even more satisfying than his session with Becky!

His eyes were sweeping down her body, his mouth almost salivating as he took in the sexy little freckles that dotted her face and ran down to cover her cleavage. His gaze dropped lower, taking in her magnificent swells, the sexiness of the belly piercing on her flat, washboard stomach, and then down to the wickedly wet lips of her puffed up labia.

"I take it you approve?" her soft Scandinavian accent asked. "Worth cutting short the Lord Mayor?"

"Oh yes," Kessen croaked, his voice hoarse and unsteady. It wasn't just the incredibly erotic sight in front of him. It was the immediacy and wantonness of the act, combined with the confidence she exuded, shifting from one leg to the other as she displayed herself.

"Would you like to know what's going to happen?" she asked, taking short, slow, confident strides across to the businessman.

"Yes." He was attempting to portray a cool, calm exterior. It wasn't working. The bead of sweat on his forehead confirmed that. Kessen always began to sweat when he was aroused.

"First," Erika seductively whispered, removing his tie. "I'm going to undress you. Then I'm going to give you the best blowjob you've ever had. And then I want you to fuck me, Guus. I want you to fuck me hard."

She looked him in the eye, making sure he understood what was in store, and then cupped the growing bulge in his crotch.

"Mmm, plenty of potential there, Guus," she murmured, beginning to unfasten his belt. Her eyes remained on his, hypnotically holding his gaze, as she undressed him. The increasing amount of sweat on his brow told her she was having the effect she wanted.



Taking his shirt, she wiped the perspiration away, but even that act was slow and seductive. His erect cock pulsed its appreciation.

She smiled wickedly, dropping down to her knees. "You've never had anyone suck your cock like I'm going to," she promised, her flashing blue eyes staring up into his.

Her fingertips ran up and down his thighs as her wet mouth descended on his girth. The Dutchman groaned as she swallowed his entire length at once. There was no easing into this blowjob. She knew how sensational Becky had been. She had to be better. So much better.

Before he could get speak, the head of his manhood was sliding down her talented throat. Erika's hands sneaked around to his plump buttocks, her sharp fingernails digging into the soft flesh, forcing him further down her throat. "Oh fuck, yes..." he encouraged, running his fingers through her blonde hair, thrusting harder and harder against her sucking mouth.

Fuck, shewasevery bit as good as she'd promised.

"Oh fuck, yeah!" Guus grunted again, clenching his teeth as her tongue somehow got in on the act. It swirled around his shaft even as her mouth sucked him deeper. He widened his stance, digging his bare feet into the white shagpile, trying to keep his balance.

Erika's fingers were almost as talented as her tongue, digging in when necessary to increase the sensation, easing off when she felt his gasps increase. Her eyes continually stared up into his, telling him that whatever he wanted, she was the woman to deliver. She choked a little as he shoved himself deeper into her throat, telling her he was close.

"No, honey," Erika told him, pulling off until just the tip was in her mouth. She tongued the purple crown, toying with him as she looked up into his lustful eyes. "You've got to fuck me yet..."

***

"Mary O'Leary, Mr. Brinkley-Jones," Larry Paxman began. "From what I can tell, it's nothing more than a series of unsubstantiated claims, designed to sully your good name. It has nothing to do with politics, other than to descend into the sort of tabloid frenzy that appears to be a sign of the times. Your view?"

Alistair took a deliberately slow drink of water from the glass on the table between them. Thomas had told him he'd taken the sting out of the interview, but this schmoozing approach was so unPaxman-like. When the news broke, the interviewer wanted to be one of the few who could say,I told you so.

The murmurs of disapproval from the studio audience indicated their feelings at the ridiculously soft question. They were here to see Alistair Brinkley-Jones squirm. Like the tabloid press, they were preparing for his denouement. What was Paxman playing at?

The politician smiled in response. Statesmanlike, Thomas had said. That's what he gave the camera. "Good to be with you again, Larry. My view is the same as yours. The allegations are completely untrue. Unfounded. And what is so disappointing is the way certain sections of the tabloid press have latched onto it, without any respect for the truth."

"Yes," agreed Paxman, shuffling uncomfortably in his chair. The sooner they got off this subject, the better. He could change back from poodle to rottweiler and attack the politician on some of his policies. Still, a couple more questions were needed to put a line under the subject.

"And because of those sections of the media," he went on. "The whole of the country wants answers. So do your own party. We've already seen some unrest there..."

Alistair smiled again. A warm smile that said he felt completely in control. "What the country wants is answers to the current global problems, not tittle tattle about my private life," he confidently answered.

"Exactly," Larry Paxman agreed. "So let's put it to bed. Unequivocally..."

Alistair took the cue "I thought I just had, Larry. But once again! Unequivocally. The answer is it's not true. It didn't happen. I've never even met this woman. There... is... no... truth... in... the... story! Period! Is that straight enough for you?"

"Absolutely," the grey haired man responded, ignoring the murmurs from the studio audience who couldn't believe he was allowing the Conservative Party leader off the hook like this.

He snorted. When they were finished, heads would roll backstage. What the hell did they pay their researchers for? To put their most valuable asset on the back foot like a novice?

"So let's move on," he said, shuffling his papers.

Off stage, Thomas rubbed his hands in glee. Whatever else, he owed Sally big time. The redhead had turned disaster into triumph. Though quite how he'd extricate himself from her clutches in Scotland was weighing on his mind. She wasn't serious about fucking him. Was she?

He focused back on the interview. Not that it was that difficult, but Alistair was responding just as he wanted, with just the right mixture of indignation and patience.

"Tell me," Paxman continued. "Before these allegations, the Conservatives were beginning to establish a lead in the race for Number Ten. This... er... garbage has badly knocked you back. Here's your opportunity, Mr. Brinkley-Jones. Why should the country support you?"

"Throughout this, Larry," Alistair explained with that warm, honest looking smile, "I've tried to continue to talk about the things which are really important to the country. The economy. Overseas policy. People struggling to keep their jobs, to stay in their homes..."

"They're all on my agenda," Paxman smiled, declining to fire any Exocets. Because of the situation, he'd allow the politician some latitude tonight. Next time would be completely different...

"I'm sure they are," Brinkley-Jones nodded. "People in this country are struggling. And because I have some mud slung at me, it seems the media want to take advantage. But I haven't been distracted from what I believe despite the criticism. And I won't be diverted from what's important for the people of this country. We are the only viable government! The Labour party is in a mess. Just look at the expenses scandal..."

"That spread across all parties—" Paxman began.

"True, but it's been nowhere near as prevalent in the Tory party and you've seen, the country's seen, how I've handled it. Decisively! Every one of our actions have been transparent and the few cases we've uncovered have all been swiftly dealt with. Unlike either Labour or the Liberals..."

"I'm sure," Paxman answered, his patronising stare telling the politician he was getting tired of playing lap dog. It said, let's throw a little hand grenade in, just for the fun of it. "But tell me, Mr. Brinkley-Jones, even though you've categorically denied the accusations, do you think that the country might just believe that you're more trouble than you're worth? That somehow—"

"Why, because someone is telling lies about me?" The indignant look on the politician's face was perfect for the occasion. "No, I don't believe that. You want to know what Idobelieve, Larry? I believe in backing the good people of the United Kingdom. I believe in supporting them. I believe in creating opportunities!That'swhat I believe..."

The spontaneous burst of applause from the studio audience was as heart warming as it was surprising. In the space of no more than ten minutes, Brinkley-Jones had begun to turn them from cynics to believers.

Thomas slapped himself on the back. Was there a chance that their campaign was back on track?

***

Erika had led the Dutchman through the large house, up the winding staircase, and to her bedroom. From the top of the stairs, she'd provocatively walked backwards, keeping her seductive eyes fixed on his. He was panting like a little lapdog who was about to be given a treat. With every other step, her long tongue flicked across her full pink lips, confirming the promise of what the next hour held.

When they entered the bedroom, his eyes widened. The king sized bed, with its wonderfully ornate iron bars and wooden corner posts, looked ideal for fucking. But it was the mirrors adorning Erika's bedroom walls that mad his heart race. It made the location perfect for their first fuck, particularly as the hidden camera would capture everything. The cd and photographs that Benni would produce later could come in useful later, too.

And not just for her personal viewing. She believed in security...

She took the Dutchman to the bed, smiling at the way his thick cock had remained firm and lewdly bounced in front of him with each step he'd taken.

She eased Kessen down onto the bed. "Ready, honey?" she softly asked. It wasn't really a question. He was.

Turning her back to him for the first time since he'd entered the house, she reversed herself down onto his lap. The Dutchman placed his hands on the bedclothes to steady himself as she positioned his cock against her opening. She was wet and ready.

"Look, Guus," she seductively murmured, nodding across at their reflections in one of the mirrors. "Want to watch?"

Erika backed down gently, prolonging the moment, and the impact, as she lowered herself. She took him inch by inch, deliberately slowly, so that his eyes could feast on the sight being projected back at him.

"Uh... FUCK!" he gasped, his voice croaking as she sheathed him.

Erika moaned too, not just from the feeling of his thick girth filling her, but from the intense look of arousal on the multi millionaire's face.

"So good, Guus," she breathlessly told him, pulling his hands onto her full tits. He cupped them gently at first, and then mashed them in his hands before tweaking her nipples between thumbs and forefingers.

Erika moaned again as his cock shifted in and out of her. She set a slow pace to begin with, letting his hands devour her breasts and his gaze feast on their reflections. His eyes shifted from mirror to mirror, savouring the different angles that each erotic reflection offered.

For a while, Kessen didn't move, allowing Erika to do the work, almost as if he was captivated by the variety of sights that were shining back at him. Then the sensations of her cunt muscles, squeezing around his thickness, jerked him back to the present. He felt himself grow inside of her. He wasn't watching a blue movie—he was actually taking part.

Not that he had any understanding their act was being recorded.

His hands gripped her breasts more tightly as he drove his hips into her warmth. They became rougher, manipulating the full swells with each upward thrust. Turning her head, she found his lips with hers. "Worth cutting Boris short for," she murmured into his mouth.

He grunted his affirmative, suddenly lost in the lustful haze that the mirrors... the situation... this sexual Goddess of a woman was creating!

The Dutchman felt a tightness in his balls. No, not yet!

Erika felt it too and had climbed off him before he could realise what was happening. A different position would give him the chance to recover. Flopping onto her back, she pulled the overweight Dutchman across her.

He struggled for a second or two, but once her hand fitted him back inside and her legs wrapped around his back, he became a man possessed. Supporting himself on his elbows, he pummelled down into her.

Erika whimpered at the ferocity of his movements. Until now, it had all been about him, now she was being pleasured, too. She lost herself in the heavy pounding, squeezing her legs tighter around him as he grunted with the effort he put into fucking her. He was a machine thudding forward and back like the mechanical workings of a steam engine.

Thoughts of Becky came into her mind, the two of them servicing the multi millionaire. Now that really would cement the debt he owed her. She filed the idea away—for the moment—but the image in her mind was suddenly too much. His sweating head dripped perspiration. She thrust back, her hip rising from the bed. Everything was frantic, desperate.

Then she was cumming—once, twice!

The Dutchman paused for breath as her body spasmed against her, his head shooting from right to left, left to right, checking their reflections as he made this voluptuous Goddess spend on his cock. The sight, and his achievement, brought a surge in his own groin.

Erika gripped his curly black hair, pulling her face down to hers. "Your turn now, honey," she panted, her eyes betraying the aftershocks that still reverberated inside her. "Going to cum for Erika?"

She squeezed him inside her, her internal walls closing in on clenching him like a vice. It caught him by surprise. A wonderful surprise.

"Ngh..." he moaned, attempting to stave off the inevitable.

"Was it everything I promised?" she teased, squeezing again.

His heavily sweating head dropped against hers, rubbing perspiration along her tanned shoulder as she took him there. His teeth clenched. Erika's hands cupped his head, bringing his eyes to hers. He might be overweight, but seducing women with this multi millionaire could bring a dimension that even Alistair was unable to.

When she gave a final squeeze, he came like a bull, firing one bullet of sticky cum after another into her willing body. Her eyes continued to bore into his face until he was finished. It took a long, long time.

"Told you it'd be worth it," she eventually gasped, collapsing between her new bull and the bed.


Politics Ch. 07

Chapter 7: The race resumes

The excitement in the afternoon air crackled like electricity. Erika nudged her raven-haired friend. "What do you think?"

Becky glanced at the blonde. What did she think? Other than not having seen much of Thomas lately, she thought that life was pretty much perfect. And she had Erika to thank.

It was the blonde who'd found the gym. She'd negotiated the purchase on Becky's behalf. They'd got it at a rock bottom price due to the Polish owner going bankrupt. It was perfect for Becky's needs, with very little work required other than a complete repainting, some cosmetic changes to the layout, and the purchase of some state of the art gym equipment.

Even the idea to combine an aerobics studio with a gym had been Erika's brainwave. So was the girl the blonde had recommended as Manager for the gym side. And as Lucille was working for a small percentage of the gym profits, she wasn't costing Rebecca a single penny.

The formal opening was scheduled for next Monday. The rest of the gym equipment would arrive by then. But the 'staged' opening today provided the media and the BBC TV London News Channel with a sneak preview of what was on offer. And it was superb publicity for the new studio.

Again, thanks to Erika's contacts.

Inside the studio, Rebecca's regulars were scattered across the wooden workout floor, grateful for the invitation and delighted for their chance to be seen on television. Just about every single one of them had pledged to follow her to her new base and today provided concrete evidence of their commitment.

In keeping with the occasion, the variety of gym wear usually on show had been replaced with new, sexy, leotards specially purchased for their TV appearance. Even the scruffiest of her clientele had made an extra effort today. It bode well for the future!

"It's so exciting," the Brazilian woman answered, crossing her arms over her chest as if hugging herself in congratulation. Her eyes focused on the large sign hanging so impressively over the entrance lobby.

Becky's.

It was simple. It was perfect!

***

Two o'clock wasn't the best time to force a sandwich down his throat, but it was Alistair's first chance to eat since his arrival this morning. His six thirty start had been even earlier than usual.

The morning of press interviews had gone well. Putting a different spin on the same points over and over again was a skill all good politicians had. Alistair was just a little better at it than others. He'd made sure he seemed sympathetic to Mary O'Leary accusations, despite the constant attempts to provoke a more severe reaction.

The bottom line was that he was back in the race and now, his thoughts were focused on Glasgow.

Once he'd completed a couple of television interviews, he'd meet Katie for their early evening flight. It was a relief that Erika was catching a later flight. The last thing he wanted was for her to make uncomfortable Katie by bombarding with questions. Though his ex-girlfriend really was being exceptionally understanding about all this. Hell, she'd even booked a suite for him and Katie!!

Hmmm, something didn't feel quite right, though he couldn't put his finger on it. Nor did he have time to think about it.

He'd just put the phone down following his call to Brian Sterling. The conversation had been surprisingly tense. It seemed clear that Sterling didn't approve of him taking Katie away to Glasgow, no matter how much he tried to justify what he was doing.

Still, that conversation was behind him now. He'd thanked Brian for all his support, and now he could move forward.

Thomas's suggestion that they 'blow' the whole million that Guus Kessen was donating on television ads made a lot of sense. Okay, the money hadn't arrived yet, but he'd asked Thomas to chase the multi-millionaire immediately after the Election.

They'd flood the television stations with ads over the next two days. Newspapers, too. On the back of withdrawal of the Mary O'Leary accusations, the carefully focused ads would help attract as many of the 'undecideds' as they could.

"You'll get indigestion, eating that quickly," Sally told him with a smile, breaking his thoughts as she bustled into his office.

The black politician nodded, wiping his mouth with a paper serviette. "True, but right now I don't care," he told her, with a huge grin. "Got any chocolate?"

The redhead laughed. "Alistair, do you think any girl's going to be willing to share her chocolate? I do love you, but notthatmuch!"

He smiled back. "I've just been through these ads," he said, nodding at the papers on his desk. 'It's a great idea to back up the TV commercials with newspaper ads. Especially those."

Sally grinned. "You like?"

He didn't just like. He loved! The 'attack' on Labour seemed like anything but, and clearly got the message over that there was only one party to be trusted. But it was his positioning that hit the spot. It was sublime, making him appear to have the same presence, wisdom and charisma of an early-elected Tony Blair, or dare one say a Barrack Obama. They'd pulled out all the stops!

"Perfect. Almost." He gave another one of those smiles, his white teeth gleaming. "I've marked a couple of changes, otherwise let's get going with them. Every second counts."

That was it, decision made. Guus Kessen had donated a million. It would be a shame to let it go to waste.

***

Deborah Barr had led the way, the tall brunette one of the most recognisable TV presenters in the City. The mobile television crew had been half an hour late, but at least they were here now. The slim presenter had been all business from the moment they'd arrived. She'd ensured her people had set themselves up properly, and briefed Becky on what was required from the interview.

"The leotard-clad women will provide the perfect background," she murmured as she ushered everyone into position. "The cameras will devour those bodies. If the male viewers enjoy this sight as much as the newspaper hacks here, we may have the highest viewing figures for some time. There tongues are hanging out!"

Rebecca laughed. It was true. Just about every male newspaper reporter had made a point of picking out a couple of women to obtain a few quotes and, in a couple of instances, telephone numbers also.

"Want to make a deal?" Deborah asked.

"A deal?"

"Mmm-hmm. You give me free membership for a year, and I'll make sure you get prime position in the programme tonight. I'll also tell viewers that I've joined. That'll get the men and women of London clamouring to sign up. They love their TV personalities."

The surprised Brazilian woman instantly took the proffered hand. "It's a deal," Becky said, meeting broad smile with broad smile.

"Okay, tell me again where everything is going," Deborah murmured, grinning in satisfaction with their arrangement. She glanced around. "It certainly looks fantastic."

It did, too! Rebecca's eyes took in the pristine looking polished wood aerobics floor, not yet scuffed by the soon-to-be assault of hundreds of pounding trainers.

"Okay, we have something of everything here already," she enthusiastically explained, pointing at the small amount of bicep and triceps machines, rowing machines, bicycles and weights on the far side. "But we'll have quadrupled the numbers by the time we open on Monday. They'll all occupy their own space in strict scientific order. That means we'll cater in turn for each of the body's muscle groups."

"Sounds good," Deborah smiled, nodding at the cameraman. They were about to roll. "Talk me through it on camera."

Rebecca did, soon recovering from her early nervousness to cover just about everything Erika had coached her. Deborah nodded encouragingly with each point, providing the new Brazilian owner with the confidence to emphasise key areas.

"One of the differences between my studio and others is that its part gym, part aerobics. And the Nautilus machines are wonderful. Anyone can complete a quick circuit inside half an hour. It's ideal for a lunch break, or early evening. And you only need to use it three times a week."

"And your aerobics?" Deborah prompted, smiling into the camera. "I'm told that you're the best instructor in London. Is that really true?"

"I don't know," Becky coyly smiled. "I love my work, and I love my clients. I like to think that we make a good team together. To begin with, I'll spend personal time with anyone who joins. Then we'll soon have them feeling part of the team."

"Sounds good," grinned Deborah, holding an off camera hand up to indicate she was wrapping up the broadcast. "So there you have it," she smiled into the lens. "A new state of the art gym and aerobics studio. Would you like a figure like this?"

Becky felt herself blushing as the camera flicked across her body.

"Remember the name.Becky's! It's the newest studio in London and from what I can tell... it's the best! Want to finish by saying anything else, Becky?"

The Brazilian woman picked up on the cue, smiling into the camera. Deborah had already briefed her on the final question and even given her a pat answer. "Exercising like this changed my life," she said. "If you want to change yours, get in touch!"

***

Katie Nichols paused in her packing. From what Alistair had told her, he'd be pretty busy in Glasgow and therefore she'd have some free time. Hence the papers she was clearing from her desk and resting on top of her briefcase. She'd long ago learnt to take every opportunity when studying patient's cases.

But it wasn't the free time that was on her mind. Alistair had told her they'd be spending every spare minute he could eke together. Getting to know one another. And fucking, of course! That was the bit that worried her.

Not the act itself. Right now, she sprawl him across her desk if he was here and fuck his lights out. The thought of that black cock inside her had her drooling. But curiously enough, that's where her worries started. She'd done a lot of thinking since they'd fucked in her office. Maybe too much?

What she realised was that, as much as she lusted after the black Conservative Party leader, she wanted—needed—much more than that. If it was just sex, then she could satisfy herself by finding a stranger somewhere. Or maybe, pay Eduardo another visit? That had been hot.

She was the more conservative one, with all this inner passion. And that description fit Alistair to a tee,untilErika had entered his life. In her position as a psychiatrist, she was supposed to help him, restore the confused man to his former self. Yet her worst fear was that it was working the other way around. That he was having more of an influence on her!

He'd said he was addicted to sex! Is that what this was—part of his addiction? Was she being drawn into his games? Or was he genuinely interested in her as a person. If not, she could be on a path to self-destruction.

Whatever else, Glasgow would provide the answer. Or it would give all the signs that she'd need to work it out for herself.

She wanted a relationship, not a fuckbuddy—especially one who simply saw her as the next on his long list of woman. He'd made some pretty damming statements about Erika, and how she was the one to blame for all this. Corrupting him. Well, it remained a possibility that he was corrupting her. Opening the dark side that she kept hidden.

She'd soon find out.

"You'll have to get moving." Brian Sterling's voiced made her jump.

She looked up, surprised to see him in the door to her office. Hadn't he been due for a Board meeting today? She smiled at him as she held up a couple of files before stuffing them in her briefcase. "Homework for when I'm away," she told him with a mischievous grin. "Don't worry, Brian, even when I'm taking a couple of days holiday, I have the firm's best interests at heart."

"You're going away to work?"

"No," she empathically said. "You know that, Brian. But I have two early appointments as soon as I return and I'll be fully prepared for them."

The Senior Partner smiled. It was a rueful smile. "Your commitment isn't in doubt, Katie," he told her. "Nor is your judgement. At least, I've never known it to be. Maybe until now?"

Straightening up, she turned to face the Scot, crossing her arms over her chest. She'd been expecting this ever since she'd told him. He hadn't exactly been enthusiastic about her plans. But then, she was fully aware of what his reaction would be. Still, this washerlife! One eyebrow arched. "Meaning?"

He smoothed a hand through his thin, grey hair. Clearly, this wasn't the easiest conversation for him, either. "Meaning I wonder whether I made a mistake in introducing the two of you. In passing Alistair to you as a client?"

"He was never really a client, Brian, was he?" Katie asked, holding his gaze. "He was simply someone who needed some help, someone to talk to."

"And that conversation has led you to going away with him?" the Scot asked, though it was a rhetorical question.

"You object?"

"He's in a relationship."

"No, Brian, he isn't," Katie insisted. "Hewasin a relationship."

"Until he met you."

The sexy psychiatrist sighed and sat back on the edge of her desk, quickly smoothing her skirt over her thighs. She wasn't in the mood to flirt. What the hell! She didn't need this, and especially not right now.

"The relationship was on its last legs," she told him, wishing she didn't have to explain. She swung away and pulled the final pieces of her packing together, wondering why she was attempting to justify herself. "And anyway, his girlfriend... ex-girlfriend," damn, there was a Freudian slip if ever there was one, "is happy with me going. She wants to get to know me."

"Get to know you?"

Katie ignored the irony in his voice. "Exactly. When you talk to Alistair—"

"I have."

His words stopped her in her tracks. Katie paused, biting down on her lower lip as she picked up her briefcase and closed the zip on her other bag. She wasn't going to give him the satisfaction of asking about that conversation.

"Ready to go?" he asked, those disapproving eyes boring into hers.

Damn. Despite herself she couldn't resist. "Yes. What did Alistair say?"

"Much the same as you," he told her.

"Well then," she snorted, as if those two words covered everything.

"Well then?" he repeated. "Look, Katie, you know I have your best interests as heart. But if you ask me, appearing in public is quite a first step."

"After the interests of the firm," she snapped, her normally calm eyes blazing. She wasn't stupid. The look in his eyes told her she was sailing close to the mark. Blushing, she retreated. "Anyway, we'renotappearing in public."

The Scot shrugged his shoulders and stepped to one side. The conversation was over. It was an invitation for her to leave. "I hope you two know exactly what you are doing," he calmly said, as she walked past him without a backward look.

***

"What do you think?" Sally asked Thomas, shuffling in her seat so that she sat facing him as their taxi raced them to the airport.

Normally, they would have travelled with Erika and Alistair. But with the Scandinavian woman flying later tonight, and their boss heading across London to meet this Katie woman, it was just the two of them.

"About what?" he asked, coughing slightly as their knees made contact. She made no attempt to adjust her skirt and the clear view of her stocking tops made his cock twitch.

"You nervous?" she murmured, smiling into his anxious eyes.

"You always make me nervous," he told her, with a wry grin. "It's what you're good at."

"I'll take that as a compliment," she said with a laugh, sexily sliding a hand through her coppery bob. "Sex on your mind?"

His deep sigh may have answered for him. Sex was always on his mind. But only because he knew it was on the redhead's. Her constant references were in his psyche now. When they had a private moment, he'd have to tell her how uncomfortable her teasing was making him.

"Anyway, tell me," she murmured, leaning her head back against the plush interior wall. "What do you think?"

"About what?" he asked again.

She laughed that little girl laugh of hers. "What do you think? About Katie Nichols, of course."

"Who? Oh, yes. I... I don't know..."

"I do," she answered, running a hand across his knee. "I have it all worked out."

He shifted slightly in his seat. Each touch made him grow another inch.

"And what's your conclusion?" he asked, partly out of interest but also to keep his mind away from any other thoughts...

The way her driver shifted his head warned her they might be overheard. She lowered her voice. It was well known—or should that be rumoured—that the chauffeurs in both parties knew more about what was going on than anyone else. All through listening in on conversations such as these.

"Okay, think of this," she whispered, pushing closed the glass divider between front and back to give more privacy. "Why do you think there's been so much tension between Alistair and Erika?" Her fingertips teasingly dug in through his trousers. "Why do you think Alistair has been so grumpy? Why do you think he made up the story about Brian Sterling and a donation?"

"Made up?"

"Fuck, Thomas," she laughed, sliding her hand up his thigh. "For someone so bright, you can be incredibly obtuse. Let me explain. The tension between them has partly been because of the election, I'll give you that. And this Mary—fucking—O'Leary woman's accusation, of course. But it started before that. He's been caught shagging this woman."

"Mary O'L—"

"No stupid," she impatiently spat, her eyes rolling into the top of her head. "Katie Nichols! Erika's caught the two of them at it!"

Thomas blinked as his brain computed the information. Women were so much better at this sort of thing than men. "That's why Erika cornered me?" he quizzically asked. "To get revenge?"

"Cornered you?" Sally asked, bursting out into laughter. She lowered her voice again when she caught the chauffeur's glance in the driving mirror. "Is that what they call it? I doubt it. That's the way she's made. What she wants, she gets."

Thomas caught and held her hand on his thigh. The movement of her fingers was getting just a littletoopersonal. Hell, he was already getting hard.

Sally laughed at his discomfort, but pulled her hand away. Erika wasn't the only woman who got what she wanted. And the petite redhead wanted this intelligent yet often naïve Campaign Manager. She'd have him, too, but no need to scare him off right now.

"But let me tell you something strange about Erika and Alistair," she continued, drawing him into her theory. "Women like her don't forgive easily. He's been caught out and yet have you seen how sweet she is with him? Something's up, believe me."

"Like what?"

She leant forward again, allowing his eyes to dip into her small cleavage. "I don't know. Haven't worked that out yet. But let's both keep an eye on what's happening and compare notes. Okay?"

***

Erika had told Becky to call out to her house around seven. That would give her an opportunity to take care of a few items, pack, and still allow a couple of hours with the young Brazilian woman before her airport car arrived.

"A chance for us to relax after a wonderful day", the Swedish woman had told her.

She cursed herself for not having arranged to fly to Glasgow in the morning. That would have given her the night to seduce Becky. But it was too important not to reach Glasgow on time. Morning fog would play havoc with her intention to take care of Alistair's slut. Besides, Guus hadn't been available this evening. And the Dutchman was an integral part of her plan...

Instead, she'd use their time together tonight to sow the seeds. Take things between them one step further than she'd done so far. And when she returned from Scotland in two days—well, the woman would be hers...



What time was it? Nearly seven. She'd had enough time in the sauna. She was sweating buckets. Besides, Becky would be on her way. She wanted to be naked in the hot tub when the Brazilian beauty arrived.

The others would be in Glasgow now. Thomas, Sally—and Alistair with his woman. Allowing them to spend the night together went against the grain.Sheshould have been sharing that room with Alistair, not the psychiatrist. But it was an essential part of her strategy.

Lull them into a false sense of security!

When she was finished with them, her ex-boyfriend would need a psychiatrist all right. Just not that one!

It surprised her how quickly she'd come to terms with Alistair's betrayal. Only a few, short weeks ago, she was thinking that Erika Brinkley-Jones had a nice ring to it. Wife to the first black Prime Minister, to the man who would eventually inherit millions! That was when she'd thought he was a strong man.

Not only had he shown his true colours, he'd been disloyal, too. The long sigh she gave as she left the sauna allowed her to calm herself. Her time with Becky tonight was too important to be ruined by allowing her anger to build.

Shit! She reallyshouldhave arranged to fly tomorrow morning. She was so horny that right now she could devour the raven-haired beauty!! And the hot Brazilian was up for it, too, she could sense that. Pixie had softened her up nicely, just as she'd anticipated. And the way Becky had looked at that Deborah!

She'd have to contain herself tonight, but then, waiting only made it sweeter. Have a little fun with Becky this evening, and then use Alistair's slut as her appetiser tomorrow.

The main course would be waiting when she returned back to London.

***

Katie loved the large, round bathtub. It was a relief to sink into it. How many men had descended on Alistair as soon as they'd arrived? All party activists, she believed, whatever the hell a party activist was. But from the way they fawned around him, as if he was some sort of God, she'd instantly known that wasn't her scene. No, she was better off in their suite, luxuriating in the bath.

His subsequent call to say he'd miss part of dinner brought her doubts back to the surface. Yes, he'd said she'd spend time on her own. But they'd only been there a couple of hours and she had thought they'd be together for a while before he was dragged off on his official duty.

He'd better make sure he arrived before they were finished their meal. Then she'd drag him back to their suite before he had time to blink. Didn't he know how much she needed his black cock inside her?

She took a quiet sip from the glass of white wine she'd poured, laughing as she transferred a bit of foam from her arms and wrists to the cool crystal. Wasn't that just so luxuriously decadent? She tipped her head back, soaking her chestnut coloured hair in the foamy bath water and smoothing it wetly over her scalp as she sat up. She laid her head against the curved end of the tub and slid her left hand across her slippery skin. The bath oils soothed her after the long trip, and made her skin feel even softer.

She closed her eyes as her hand cupped a large, pale breast and thumbed the erect nipple. Slipping her right hand into the water, she released a sumptuous sigh. Her fingers slithered into her dark curls, seeking her aroused button.

Ever thought of going bare?Her lover's question returned to her, sending a shiver across her body despite the warmth of the water enveloping her. She had, but never seriously. That wasn't something girls like her did. She was a professional woman, and in her mind, professional women didn't shave down there.

She lifted one slender leg from the bath and allowed it to curl over the side of the tub. The water trickled from her pale skin, tracing its way along her inner thigh and dripping back into the bubble filled tub.

As she strummed her clit, she began to wonder. Could she? Should she? She'd always felt the soft hairs between her legs when she touched herself like this. She'd become used to the shadow it created through her skimpy lingerie.

But Alistair wanted it, and now, suddenly, she did, too.

Reaching to her left, she picked up her little pink razor and the bottle of body wash from the edge of the bath. Her heart tingled. "I'm just going to shave my legs," she said breathlessly, to no one but herself. Tipping some of the soapy liquid into the palm of her hand, she spread the lather along her shapely leg and went to work. She was delaying her decision, she knew, but that didn't stop her to luxuriate in the feeling the large bath gave her.

Like a princess.

Switching legs, she thought of her black lover. His thick cock. Put away the doubts, for now anyway. Just go with the flow. Imagine his face when he saw her if she did this... For him...

The bubbles had melted away, leaving behind nothing but soapy islands that floated in the murky water. She bit her lip as she pushed her hips forward. Her pubic mound rose above the bubble filled water, dark and full. She pinched it, felt it one last time. Her womanhood. Her sexual innocence.

But you're not a good girl anymore, Katie,the devil inside of her taunted.You fucked another woman's man in a public restaurant, and then did it again in your office. You fucked a patient!

She worked a soapy lather into her thatch. The feeling of wickedness overwhelmed her. Time to say goodbye to that good girl!!!

She went to work, her heart aflutter. Was she really doing this? Why was she taking such delight in something so wicked? Her breath came in short, sharp pants. With every glide of her razor, things got fuzzier and her arousal heightened and deepened. She went through two razor heads, swiping the pink thing across her mound in short, thorough strokes like she'd been doing this for years. She didn't stop until it was all gone.

Carefully, sensually, she finished her task. When she was done, her heart was beating so fast she felt like she'd just finished a five-mile run.

She ran her fingers ran across her smoothness, amazed that skin could be so soft. If she knew how good it would feel to go bare, she'd have converted years ago! She found her clit so easily, sitting swollen and exposed like a sail-less boat in the eye of a hurricane.

"No," she said firmly. Not here.

She hauled herself out of the bath, stopping only to drain the unfinished wine in her glass. Hurrying into the bedroom, she slowly approached the long mirror. She felt nervous. Giddy. Like opening a letter that she knew contained good news. Hesitantly, she looked at her reflection.

God, she looked as sexy as she felt!!!

She had a clear view of her tight-lipped puffy labia, which broke around her fully engorged clitoris. She slicked her dark hair back, cocked her hip to the left, and held the pose. Her full tits were high and round, tapering into her narrow waist that flared back to her womanly hips. Nothing marred her creamy white skin. Her flat stomach now met her swollen pussy lips in a sinful union of smooth flesh.

Reaching for the tub of coconut scented body butter, she smiled at her little triumph as she opened it and covered her smooth mound. The sensation was too much!

It was impossible to resist the desire to touch herself and her fingers turned from a soft rub to a sensuous caress. It felt like being touched by a stranger. And she so loved a stranger's touch. Her breath quickened again. There wasn't time, but it made no difference.

She watched as the wicked woman in the mirror slipped a finger inside her. A second to join the first. The feeling of her palm against her newly shaved flesh nearly set her off. Instantly, her eyes narrowed into little pinpricks. Her orgasm began to swell up. It felt so much better, more arousing, much sexier, being shaved!

Reluctantly, she pulled her fingers away at the last minute. She was going to cum tonight, and cum hard! But it would be her new lover she allowed to take her to orgasm, not her fingers...

***

The Malmaison's boutique style hotel was more upmarket and affluent than Thomas had previously experienced. But it wasn't the quality of his surroundings that was on his mind. It was the knock on his door. Surely it wasn't time for dinner with Alistair, Katie and Sally already?

He'd planned on a shower first. And a quick call to Becky. He was lonely and horny. If only his girlfriend had been there with him. She'd have loved this hotel. And they'd have stayed locked in their room for twenty-four hours! At least!!

His cock jumped at the sight of the mischievous redhead at his door. God, there was that mischievous glint in her eyes again. The one that meant trouble.

"Hey, it's my hero," she joked, sexily sauntering past him. "I've just spoken to Katie. What d'you think of her, by the way?"

For a moment Thomas didn't speak. Dressed in just a skirt so short it hardly covered her ass, and a sparkly top that left half her waist bare, the diminutive redhead looked as sexy as he'd ever seen her.

She turned and caught his eyes on her ass. "Hey—you checking me out?" she asked with an exaggeratedly sexy flutter of her eyelashes.

"No," he mumbled, his eyes anywhere but meeting the redhead's steady gaze. "Not at all. Look, I was just about to have a shower..."

"Go ahead," she grinned, her eyes dancing with excitement when she saw the bottle of red on the round table beside the window. "Hey, is this complimentary?"

"No—" he began, but she was already tearing the covering from the screw top.

"You'll just have to stick it on expenses," she joked. "That's what MP's do, after all." With a shrill laugh at her own joke, she filled the two glasses on the table beside the bottle and walked across to hand one to him.

He reluctantly took it. "Sally—"

"You can call me Sal tonight," she mischievously told him, clinking his glass before turning around and heading for the small couch. "That's what—"

"I know, I know," he hastily said, taking a quick drink. He didn't want to cover that subject again. Particularly when he was this horny.

With a delicious giggle, she flopped down on the couch and spread one arm along the back. "Cheers," she murmured. "Mmm, not bad."

Thomas gave a sigh and then took another sip. It was better to go with her when she was in this mood. At least the multi coloured top wasn't showing any cleavage, but he was pretty sure she wasn't wearing a bra.

"I was going to call Becky," he said, hoping she might take the hint.

"Just a quick glass together," she smiled, slurping down half the contents. "Alistair called me and said he wouldn't be here for dinner. He's told Katie, and from what I can gather the news went down like a lead balloon. Anyway, he wants us to look after her."

"Look after her."

"Mmm-hmm. I called her and said I'd collect her from her room in half an hour."

Thomas glanced at his watch. He might have time to call Becky after his shower. Otherwise, it would have to wait until they'd finished dinner.

"So," Sally continued, draining the rest of her drink and jumping to her feet. She poured herself another and then waved the bottle at Thomas.

He shook his head. "I don't drink much—"

Her soft laugh made him wince.

"You don't drink much? I already know that, Thomas, but for God's sake, loosen up," she told him, with a rueful look. "Take a night off. How many of those have we had? Look, one more glass and I'll leave you to your shower."

It seemed like a good deal. He half-heartedly finished half his drink then held it out for her to top up. The sexy redhead shook her head, indicating he should finish the contents of his glass.

"Wasn't difficult, was it?" she sarcastically said, shooting him that childlike grin when he complied. Returning to the couch, she flamboyantly crossed her legs, shooting him a wide expanse of naked thigh. "We'll make a man out of you yet. So, you haven't told me. What d'you think of Alistair's new woman?"

"She seems nice enough," he non-committally told her, shrugging his shoulders. Why did woman always want your opinion on other women? "Good sense of humour. And very confident."

"She's certainly that," the redhead replied, pursing her lips. "But you can't help liking her. I have the feeling she thought she and Alistair would be spending some romantic time together."

Thomas ruefully laughed. He could feel the wine going to his head, but somehow it was creating a nice, warm feeling in his body. "Not much chance of that with everything he has on."

"Maybe you can tell her that at dinner," she joked, glancing at her watch. "Which is now twenty minutes away." Jumping to her feet, she finished the rest of her drink as if devouring water. "So... you'd better get moving. There's still some wine left in the bottle so don't dare finish it. We'll have it after dinner."

The sexy redhead sashayed to the door, knowing his eyes were on her body again. "I'm off to collect Katie," she said, flashing a knowing grin over her shoulder. "See you in the bar. Don't be long."

He watched the sexy whirlwind depart and then glanced at the mostly drunk bottle of wine. Finish it after dinner? Yeah, right! He wondered how Jeremy coped with having such a tease for a wife.

***

Erika Johansson was feeling relaxed.Veryrelaxed. Her indoor sauna had cleansed her pores and sucked the tension from her tired muscles. The impromptu aerobics class that the regulars had insisted on once the TV cameras had departed had been harder than she'd expected. That girl was certainly fit.

And hot, too.

She could see that many of the class were in awe of Becky—and the routine. A number had been eyeing the Brazilian woman's body, too. On the sidelines, it had been impossible for Erika not to see the sexual tension present.

But that voluptuous body was promised to her.

The raven-haired beauty didn't realise that yet, but soon would. Or... actually... her subconscious probablydidrealise, but hadn't formally conveyed that knowledge to her brain yet. Their planned liaison tonight would change that. It didn't matter that Becky had called to say she was running late.

There was still enough time.

She'd be there soon enough. Once she'd completed the telephone interview. TheLondon Standard's interestfollowing the TV news broadcast was simply too good to ignore. The combined aerobics studio and gym was going to be a huge success. Rebecca was in her debt. And she'd be calling in that marker shortly.

The warm Jacuzzi was rounding off the sauna process. Soothing jets of water played firmly over the sexy woman, massaging her flesh. Only the sound of the gentle rush of water disturbed the silence, allowing the Swedish beauty to luxuriate in her thoughts. Thoughts that centred on the young Brazilian woman!

She'd be impressed when she arrived, of course. Affluence always impressed the young women she and Alistair allowed to stay overnight after a night of fucking. Unless you were a Lady Olivia Hershey, of course! But they were rare.

A morning sauna and Jacuzzi seemed to reinvigorate all three of them and set up the final session before they allowed their conquest to leave. Occasionally, when Alistair departed for an early morning meeting, Erika would allow the young beauty to pleasure her. Take her time. Teach them what she enjoyed best. It was a final act of submission before the prey was allowed to depart.

That lifestyle would continue, albeit without Alistair.

She'd soon have Guus in her spell, and he'd be the one to benefit from her 'hunting' talents. She'd use Becky to help ensnare him, but then had different plans for the Brazilian. She had some wealthy female contacts as well as men. Some of whom who would find the thoughts of making love to a woman just as attractive as with a man. Especially a woman with a body as hot as the brunette!

With Becky's delayed arrival, she had an hour before her airport car arrived. That was long enough for a little teasing... to implant messages... to prepare her for the final dénouement on her return from Glasgow in a couple of days.

The thought made her wet. She dipped down into the bubbles, lowering her head into the warmth. Satisfied, she widened her legs as she emerged, pushing her sex upwards towards the tantalising jets of water. They felt sublime.

So would Becky's tongue!

She raised her body and pressed closer to the pleasure-giving jets, steadying herself with both hands on the side of the sunken tub. The water shamelessly stroked her sweet lips, massaging her very core in the way she'd train the twenty-two year old Brazilian beauty to do.

Her thoughtful blue eyes closed in pleasure. This wasn't the water lapping her towards her orgasm. It was Becky's perfect mouth—her soft tongue. The blonde's full pink lips parted as she gave a deep sigh. Careful. Not too fast.

In her minds eye, her hands were taking hold of the raven coloured locks, guiding the Brazilian woman's inexperienced movements.

The feeling was sublime—she had to be careful!

Swinging around, Erika allowed the eager torrents into the welcoming crevice between her buttocks. It rushed there, sending explosive pleasure to her brain. She adjusted position to intensify the feeling, bending forward at the same time as she thrust her ass back against the Jacuzzi wall. In blissful collusion with the pleasuring water jet, she allowed the sensations to ravish her.

Just before her curvy body was about to surrender itself to the onrushing climax, the shrill ring of the doorbell rang out. She allowed the raven-haired image in her mind to bring her to orgasm before answering.

***

"Is it always like this?" Katie asked her two dinner companions.

She knew she was being unreasonable, of course. There was a General Election in two days, for goodness sake. But if he was going to be the invisible man as soon as they arrived, then why ask her to accompany him?

The problem was exacerbated by her state of arousal. She'd built herself up to fucking him as soon as they arrived. Sheneededto fuck him as soon as they'd arrived! Had she taken care of herself after her bath, she would have been feeling better. Much better. But stupidly, she hadn't. Stupidly, she'd told herself to wait for her lover. Well how long was she going to have to wait?

Yes, she was being unreasonable. But all that did was bring back her doubts. Was he really interested in her? Or was she just another fuck? Another scalp to add to all the others he—and Erika—had claimed? Damn, this was so unfair!

"No, it's notalwayslike this," Sally answered, with a sympathetic laugh. "But just now he's in demand every second of the day. It's only to be expected."

Katie glumly nodded. She liked the redhead. Sally seemed to have a permanent twinkle in her eyes. And she was right—itwasonly to be expected. But that didn't help the way she was feeling. Maybe she shouldn't have had that third glass of wine? She was feeling light headed and very horny.

She needed that black cock...

"Afraid so," Thomas added, his voice slightly slurred. It had been funny watching Sally ply him with wine. He'd had even more than Katie had. Apparently, he wasn't much of a drinker, and the petite redhead had winked at her with each refill. It was naughty, really. But in the circumstances it had kept a smile on her face. God, knows, she needed something to smile about...

"Had the Mary O'Leary allegations still been grabbing headlines," he said, taking another sip, "things would have been different. Gloomier. But now that he's been cleared, every single second counts."

"Every second?" she responded, smiling to herself at the alcohol-induced haze in his eyes.

He nodded, then realised what he was saying. "Sorry," he slurred. "I don't want to pour water on your time here. But... well... he has an incredibly full schedule, Katie."



The brunette nodded, pushing her plate to one side. The prawns had been delicious. If you ignored the sight of a teetotaller gradually descending into a happy drunken state, not much else was. She glanced at Sally as the redhead topped up his glass again. The petite woman grinned openly at her now.

"We're good company though, aren't we?" he slurred, with a happy smile.

"Brilliant company, Thomas," she said with a smile. He seemed a pretty straight guy and she liked that. But his drunken words only confirmed that travelling to Glasgow hadn't been such a good idea after all.

"And we're back in the race now," he added, his unsteady hand picking up another piece of crusty bread but not quite managing to dip it into the oil. He raised a wavering finger and aimed it roughly in her direction. "Mark my words," he garbled. "Every second counts!"

Sally met Katie's, sharing an amused grin at Thomas's state. Then her face turned serious. "From the poll results fed through before we came down to dinner, we're neck and neck with Labour again," she explained, waiting a few moments before continuing while their plates were removed. "That means the next two days are critical. But I'm afraid they're packed full, too."

Katie nodded, her face betraying her disappointment. "I should have stayed out of the way..."

Sally patted her hand. "Well, it seems to me that having people around him who care will make him more relaxed. He'll perform better. I'm sure you being here will be a big help to him."

The psychiatrist's face changed into a reluctant smile. How could Alistair go wrong with people as good as these around him? "That's a nice thing to say, Sally. Makes my stay here seem more worthwhile. I guess I'll just have to be patient and let Alistair get on with things." She thought for a second. "Besides, it might be interesting enough watching the political machinations from close quarter's."

"Like watching paint dry," Sally said, laughing out loud. "But actually, these last couple of days will be fascinating. You'll find out more when Erika arrives—"

She suddenly stopped, realising that she'd maybe put her foot in it. Mentioning Alistair's ex to his new girlfriend—if that's what Katie was—wasn't the subtlest of moves. Especially with the woman feeling as melancholy as she appeared to be.

For a few seconds, the silence spilt the air.

"Yes... Erika," Katie slowly said, looking down at the tablecloth. "I gather she'll be joining us at breakfast tomorrow. "I'm looking forward to meeting her."

Sally kept her face straight. Looking forward to meeting her? That was one meeting she wanted to be in on. She sneaked a look at Thomas. Her fair-haired friend was smiling happily. Soon he'd be her lover.

***

After a soft kiss on the lips and a caressing hug, Erika led Becky through the house towards the hot tub. Despite her orgasm, she could feel her skin tingle in anticipation with each sensual step.

"I'm relaxing. Come and join me," she told her. It wasn't a question or an invitation—it was an instruction.Come and join me!

The Swede walked with an swinging, easy gait, feeling the excitement inside with the certain knowledge that those wonderfully deep brown eyes were fixed on her voluptuous body. Only the fluffy white towel protected her nudity. She ran a hand through her wet blonde hair, pulling it back across one freckled shoulder.

Reaching the Jacuzzi, she suddenly swung around. "Well? What do you think?"

With a flick of her wrist, she allowed the white towel to flop to the mosaic-tiled floor, leaving Becky wondering whether the Swede was referring to the hot tub or her body. Standing naked at the edge of the Jacuzzi, she raised both hands to her hair now, smoothing it back on her head.

Her eyes spoke to the Brazilian.Look at me. Devour me. Want me.Her hands slithered downwards to her breasts, cupping them, flicking across the high, dark nipples that pointed skywards.

Dancing to the strings of the expert puppeteer, Becky's eyes were dragged to the gravity defying swells, almost as if they were paying homage to the powerful, arrogant breasts. Erika allowed the woman to feast, holding herself momentarily in the relaxed pose of a model, one leg pushed forward in front of the other, arms dropping down to her sides. Slowly, calculatingly, she took three graceful steps backwards, immersing herself in the warm bubbling waters.

"Don't just stand there," she told her friend as she sat on the seat beneath the water. "Join me. And tell me all about your interviews."

Becky nodded, her pink tongue flicking across her lips at the thought of undressing under the sexy blonde's gaze. For some reason, she wanted to put on a show, repeat the sexy way that Erika had revealed her curvy body. Show the Swede that she, too, could be sexy.Wassexy! And had a body to match.

She took her time, knowing she was being studied. She turned to meet Erika's gaze, the Swede's expression curious, questioning. Woman always had an interest in each other's bodies, but in this case there was something more. She glanced away as an inexplicable embarrassment gripped her, but then her eyes returned, drawn back to Erin's sultry gaze by some invisible magnetism.

With a sigh of anticipation, her fingers slid to her large belt, playing with the buckle, pulling gently, unfastening and then allowing it slide down her legs and, with a clunky clang, drop onto the mosaic-tiled floor.

Unfastening the top button of her jeans, she rested a slim hand on the round, white table for balance. Slowly, sensuously she tugged them down her long, slender legs, revealing her hardened buttocks encased in a wispy cream thong.

Erica's hypnotic gaze seemed captivated.

With her hands shaking, she took the hem of her white tee shirt and yanked the garment above her head in one swift movement. Her tanned swells bounced free, springing up and down across her chest until they settled. The sexiness of the moment, and the rush of cool air around her newly exposed swells, brought an instant hardness to her dark nipples.

Tit for tat, Becky thought. You showed me yours, now I'm showing you mine!

She allowed their gazes to intermingle before slipping her thumbs into the waistband of her cream thong. With what seemed like an appropriate sexy flourish, she shimmied out of the material, wiggling her ass as she kicked the skimpy garment away.Well? What do you think?her mind asked the blonde.

Slowly, she edged into the water, sliding next to Erika in the bubbling foam. It struck her that neither had spoken for some time. Waves of sensuality were radiating through her body, creeping under her skin, reinvigorating her nerve endings. Even in her foggy brain, she could see that Erika seemed to fully understand the way she was feeling. Her body trembled at the thought.

"Your interview with theLondon Standard?" Erika eventually said, breaking the silence. Let's get on straightforward ground first. Then we can test the water. Her glossy lips curled into a large smile. "How did it go?"

Becky felt her blood quicken. Yes, the interview! Two interviews!! "Wonderfully well," she murmured. "Buteverything'sgone wonderfully well today, Erika. The opening was fantastic. I watched the TV broadcast and Deborah put a great piece together for us. And then, after theLondon Standardinterview, theMetrocalled and I did a piece for them, too! They'll appear in the morning."

"On the way to fame and fortune," Erika chuckled, reinforcing the comment with a sexy arch of her eyebrows.

"Maybe," Becky laughed, caught up in the moment. Life was wonderful. So was Erika. The Jacuzzi felt glorious, sending pinpricks of warmth across her tawny skin. The world was turning in her favour, promising so much, and in truth it was all down to this sexy blonde woman's influence.

"I love you for what you've done, Erika," she mumbled, feeling embarrassed at the words but wanting to say them all the same. Her nipples hardened even further. She felt light headed. It was difficult to resist the overwhelming urge to show the blonde just how grateful she was. For a few seconds, she closed her eyes, trying to steady the flow of emotion that ran from her brain to her sex.

"I love you, too, honey," came the husky Scandinavian accent in her ear.

Rebecca's eyes shot open. Erika's face... mouth... lips... were inches from hers. Their noses touched, nuzzling before their lips met.

Becky reached back to hold onto the edge of the Jacuzzi, fearing she'd be swept away into its depths otherwise. Their kiss started lazily, as if they had all the time in the world. It was tentative at first, as Erika allowed the Brazilian to make the running. When Becky grew bolder, she responded in kind. It turned from hesitant to tender to passionate before their mouths paused for breath.

The Brazilian beauty stifled a moan of pleasure as the wetness flooded her thighs. She opened her legs, allowing Erika to move her body between them.

Her total acquiescence was even more than Erika expected. Just a kiss, she'd planned, but it was so difficult to constrain herself in that way. Particularly with the raven-haired beauty all but offering herself. Beneath the water the Swede's hands returned to the wonderful breasts, seeking and finding the rock hard nipples. Gently but insistently, her thumb and forefinger squeezed the erect buds between as her tongue traced along the contours of Becky's teeth.

The blonde varied the pace of the kiss—deep, passionate, then playful and teasing. Occasionally there was the clumsy touch of teeth as their lips locked hard. Her tongue reached deep into Becky's mouth as her hands mauled those voluptuous breasts. They were hers. Ripe to the touch.

The shrill ring of her doorbell interrupted the moment. It was the car sent to take Erika to the airport. Was it that time already? She didn't care. She wasn't going anywhere until she'd closed the deal.

"You'll come and see me as soon as I get back from Glasgow?" she asked the panting woman, cupping Becky's head in her hands.

The Brazilian beauty nodded. "Yes... yes, I want to..."

"Would you like something to remember me by while you're away?"

Becky's eyes narrowed as a surge of arousal flooded through her curvy body. Erika's hands were stroking her thighs. They both understood her meaning. She thought back to Pixie and nodded. She needed that feeling again...

The blonde dipped her head to suck in Becky's right nipple. The young beauty hissed as the wet sensation around her nipple spread through her. Erika's right hand curled across her wet pussy under the water. The Swede's slender fingers tiptoed around her swollen clit.

When she stiffened two fingers and pushed them into Becky's oily pussy, the twenty-two year old gave a long, throaty groan. Erika just smiled, instantly pulling her fingers away and holding them up. They were glistening with the raven-haired beauty's juices.

Slowly, she brought them to her mouth, sucking them one at a time.

Becky's breath caught as she watched the amazingly sexy act. Erika kissed her again as she slid her hand back downwards. Eagerly, the Brazilian beauty widened her legs to accept the wonderful intruders. The Swede smiled through the kiss. This woman was going to be the perfect lover.

"Oh, shit!" Becky gasped into Erika's mouth, as the blonde increased the pressure on her clit. Her thumb was both soft and persistent. It was flicking, diving, fingering. Creating circles of fire, beneath the waves! A third finger joined the first two in her pussy. The blonde twisted her wrist.

Becky's body went stiff as the long digits drilled into her.

"Cum for Erika," the blonde whispered in her ear.

The Brazilian threw her head back, her long, dark hair sinking into the water. Her tits floated on the bubbles, her shoulders pushed back against the wall, her legs splayed wantonly open. She came harder and longer than even with Pixie. So fucking good. So fucking good...

"Just wait 'til I get back from Scotland," Erika whispered into Becky's cute ear. "Next time, it won't be just my fingers getting you off."

***

"What's happening?" Thomas asked, as Sally helped him lie down on his bed.

"Ssssh," she whispered, stroking his cheek. "You've had too much to drink."

"Too much...?"

"To drink," she confirmed. "How are you feeling?"

"Fine," he defiantly said, blinking his eyes. "Well, maybe a little fuzzy."

"Want me to help with the fuzziness?"

"Oh, yes," he grunted, taking a long sip from the glass of water she held for him.

"Okay," she murmured, grinning to herself. Was it date rape to fuck someone who was drunk? She didn't care. He wouldn't be drunk when she'd finished with him. "Here, drink some more."

He greedily slurped from the glass. Some water ran down his cheek and onto his shirt. Sally rubbed the wetness with her hand, standing up as she placed the glass onto the bedside table. When her hands dragged her multi coloured top over her head, Thomas looked as if he was going to panic. "What... what are you doing?" he asked, blinking his eyes as if to check they weren't deceiving him.

"What d'you think?" the redhead asked. "You said you wanted me to take the fuzziness away."

She posed for him, sexily cupping her naked tits. Her dark little nipples sat high on their peaks and were already erect. They grew long and hard out of her small areola. The way his mouth dropped open made her smile. His drunken state somehow added an extra dimension. He was hers to do with what she wanted. She intended to take advantage.

Her hands unfastened the short, wraparound skirt, sliding it down her legs. Standing in just her skimpy thong, she knew just how sexy she must look.

"You like?" she teasingly asked.

Thomas's eyes weren't too blurred to disguise his arousal. Bending forward, her hands went around his neck and pulled his head upwards from the pillow. He responded to the kiss. Nice and soft. With tongues.

"Feel better?" she asked as she pulled away. Her big eyes stared into his.

"Can't," he mumbled, shaking his head.

"Oh, I think you can," she told him, sliding her body upwards so that she lowered her left breast to his mouth. She got the reaction she wanted. Feeling a nipple invade his mouth, Thomas clamped down on it, sucking it inside and beginning to suckle, like a baby at his mother's breast.

"Oh, yesssss," she hissed, stroking the hairs along the back of his neck as she switched breasts and gave him the other. "Such a good boy!"

Her hand sought out the bulge in his blue denims as he suckled her—his mouth sucking, her hand stroking. Time to move to the next stage. Adjusting position, she pulled away from his pleasuring mouth and began to unfasten his belt, pulling it free from the hoops on his jeans before flicking open the top button and pulling down the zip.

"We have all night," Sally teased as she eased out his pride and joy and dropped her head. He was already fully erect.

She ran her slippery tongue across his round, purple head. She licked it as if licking ice cream from the top of a cone. It was only when he grunted that she sucked him inside. He might be inebriated, but he wasn't too drunk to know what she was doing. Or try to stop her.

He didn't.

She put on a show for him, her short, silken locks enthusiastically swaying as her mouth ran up and down his hard shaft. She knew how to suck good and make it look good.

His hips inadvertently rose a little from the bed.

She pulled away, giving him a playful grin. "So, is this as good as your Brazilian girlfriend," she mischievously asked.

The pained look on his face made her giggle. His fingers dropped to her hair, as if he was about to wrench her head away. When she dropped her mouth back over his crown, he paused. When she took him all the way inside, his grip turned into a caress, running through her soft, coppery hair.

Sally smiled to herself. Men were all the same when you got down to it!

She traced her expert tongue along his length, bathing it in saliva before taking him all the way back in her mouth. This time, she smoothly took him all the way down into her throat, her lips wrapped around the root. The hand on his balls felt them tighten and she pulled away immediately, taking his shaft in her hand and gripping it tightly.

She teasingly shook her head. "Makes you want to cum, does it? The thought of Sally's mouth doing things to you? Have you been thinking of this, Thomas? When we've been in the office? Thinking of what this would be like?"

She felt his cock twitch again and leant down to lick a drop of pre cum from the head.

"Oh, you bad boy," she teased again, allowing him to see her licking her lips. She was showing him a side of her he never knew existed and from the way his cock reacted, it was a side he liked.

She allowed him a few seconds to calm down, watching as his breathing returned to normal and the tightness in his balls relaxed before continuing the exquisite torture. She sucked him slowly, gently, running her lips up and down his throbbing member. It was like playing with dynamite.

He was close. She could feel it. And she loved that anticipation.

He grabbed hold of the sheets as he tried to hold back. Every time she felt him close, she eased off. She tried a different technique each time she returned. She sucked his balls. She corkscrewed her head. She tormented him once again with her throat muscles. The redhead took him to the edge and back five times until she knew he could stand no more.

Enough teasing. She needed pleasuring, too!

***

Katie admired herself in the long mirror again. The simple act of shaving... going bare... made such an amazing difference to the way she looked. And to the way she felt about herself. Her naked reflection was hot. So very, very hot.

Quite why she'd brought her vibrator with her, she really couldn't explain. It was a nonsense! With Alistair there, she wouldn't need anything else, would she? After all, he'd be fucking her all night long.

Except, she had brought it. And Alistair wasn't there. Nor had she heard from him since his pre dinner message. He might be busy, but not too busy to call her, surely? This wasn't what she'd expected. It reinforced her concerns!

She hated that!

The anticipation of sex throughout her journey from London, and the failure to deliver on that promise, had left her feeling extraordinarily horny. Sheshouldhave given herself relief immediately after her pre-dinner shave. That would have taken the edge off the way she was feeling. With him not being around to satisfy her, she had two options. Go out and find a stranger. Or use her favourite Magic Wand vibrator. It wasn't really a close call.

The vibrator was the safer option.

Her restlessness since returning to her suite confirmed that her need for sex was outweighing the danger of Alistair returning and her being caughtin the act. Still, by setting the lock on the suite door, she'd mitigate against being accidentally interrupted. By Alistair or anyone else.

Retrieving the Magic Wand from the 'secret' compartment in her overnight bag, she took it with her to the large bed. The anticipation had her moist.

The first touch almost sent her into orbit. No, not yet. Take your time, she told herself. At this rate, with Alistair still out of contact, she'd have all night. Running the Wand up her stomach to her sensitive tits, she slowly and sensuously circled it around each nipple. Her legs widened. A soft moan escaped her wet lips. Why tease herself like this when she needed release so badly?

Go for it, girl.

She ran the lovetoy down her body and across her clit. Fuck, that felt so very, very good. Let the vibrator do the work. That was the secret. Who needed an unreliable man when you had an obedient servant like this?



Her moan was inevitable as she dragged the shivering length along her wet folds. She wanted to prolong the moment, but couldn't. The sight of her smooth sex and the wonderful vibrations along her pussy were already beginning to drive her now undulating body towards her inevitable climax.

She thought of Alistair as she thrust it all the way inside, imaging it was his cock. She'd have to purchase another vibrator. A black one! A masturbation fantasy always worked at times like this and despite her frustration with her lover, it was his long black shaft that filled her imagination.

The pace of her breathing sharpened. One hand went to her breasts and played with a nipple while the other allowed the Wand to work its magic. The advertising slogan,it does exactly what it says on the tin,came to mind.

That was the prefect slogan for her Magic Wand...

A soft gasp escaped. She was almost there. Alistair was no longer missing. He was in the room, fucking her. She closed her eyes. Her body trembled. Her back arched. Her head dropped back onto the bedclothes. Eduardo appeared behind her eyelids from somewhere. When the first deep, liquid orgasmic wave swept through her body, she let herself go with it.

A second wave hit her. Who cared if Alistair was out enjoying himself with his political cronies? She had what she wanted right here...

***

Alistair was enjoying a celebratory glass of single malt when Erika walked in to the hotel. He saw her immediately and felt a nervous shudder pass across him as he watched her check in at reception.

He should have been up in his suite with Katie right now, but the three Glasgow MP's who'd hosted his stay so far had insisted on a drink before he retired. How could he refuse? The three Glaswegians had impressed him with their commitment and work and at last their campaign in Scotland seemed to be on the front foot.

When Erika turned to head for the lifts at the far corner of the bar, he saw her gaze fall on the four men. Shit! She was actually coming over to see them...

"Well, this is what you boys get up to?" Her lips were painted bright red, accentuating her white teeth as she smiled.

The three MP's knew Erika, of course. She actually fit in very well with them, and not just because she was a bit of eye candy. They'd met the teasing temptress at various Conservative functions and her eyes had always seemed to hold that hint of promise. They almost fell over themselves in their rush to greet her.

"Here, join us for a drink," one of them said, as she dropped her overnight bag beside their table.

"Yes," Alistair quickly agreed, draining his glass as he stood. "It's about time I headed for bed now. But I'll let the four of you talk over old times."

Erika gave him one of those looks when she'd finished planting a kiss on each of the MP's cheeks. "No, it's been a long day for me," she said, flashing them that sparkling smile. "I only came over to get one of you hunks to carry my bag to my room. But as Alistair's retiring, he can do it. See you boys tomorrow, I hope?"

With that, she sent another winning smile in their direction and turned towards the lifts. Alistair had no option other than to pick up her bag and follow.

His mind flew backwards a couple of years. By coincidence, this is how he'd met her. Introduced to her in a hotel lobby and ended up carrying her bag to her room. She'd just been divorced from her first husband, and while the media had dragged her name through the mud, she'd remained strong-willed and positive. He'd instantly wanted her, although a girl like that—tall, blonde, European—was normally not the kind he usually went for.

They hadn't fucked that night, but it hadn't taken much longer.

A moment of nostalgia spread through him like waves ebbing against the shore. In a sense, his sleeping with Katie tonight provided a full stop to his and Erika's relationship. He felt distance between them, as though they were standing on opposite ends of a canyon.

For the first time since meeting Katie, he felt just how sad that was.

"Good flight?" he asked, stumbling for something to say as he followed her into the lift.

"Great," she smiled, though they both knew that irrespective of the journey, Erika would have said the same.Great. Erika was a person who always spoke positively, irrespective of the circumstances.

"Why aren't you with Katie tonight?" she asked, as the cabin began to climb upwards. Her challenging blue eyes bore into his.

"Haven't had the opportunity," he answered. "You know what it's like. And the Scots in particular like their hospitality."

Her shrill laugh made him wince. "Hell, Alistair. If it were you and I, we'd have been in our room a couple of hours ago. You'd have fucked my brains out by now. And we'd probably have been on our second helping."

He didn't answer. It was enough to try and keep the beating of his heart under control. When she unzipped her thin jacket, his cock reacted. She'd undone enough buttons on her turquoise blouse to offer an expansive hint of tanned and freckled cleavage.

"I see from your eyes that you're in a particularly horny mood tonight," she told him, reaching up to smooth out his long, black hair. "It seems Katie is in for a treat. And there I'll be... all by myself in my room."

Alistair didn't respond. What could he say? At moment's like this, she looked and acted like the sexiest woman on earth. Were doubts crossing his mind? She was a natural socialite. She knew how to speak this group's language. How perfect would she be as the Prime Minister's wife? Gorgeous. Intelligent. Articulate. And a firecracker in bed.

At the recollection of them fucking, his cock reached its full potential. The thought of the three of them together—Erika, Katie, him—came into his mind again. That was the second time he'd had such ridiculous thoughts.

Katie was special. And she'd offered him a way out. It was Erika that had led him to such a destructive end. And it was Katie who'd save him.

He followed Erika out of the lift and along the corridor. God, her ass looked fantastic as it provocatively swayed in front of him. When they reached her room, she used her keycard to open the door. "Drop the bag on the bed, will you," she muttered as she sauntered into the room.

Alistair hesitated. He hadn't intended going inside. Knowing Erika, being alone in a room together could only lead to one thing. Taking a deep breath, he strode past her and dropped the bag on the bed. Another wave of nostalgia passed through him.

"I'm sorry I'm putting you through this," he finally said, swinging around. He wasn't used to seeing Erika hurt, and this was about as hurt as she got.

His heart caught in her mouth. The turquoise blouse was already unbuttoned and she was slipping it from her shoulders. He'd thought she wasn't wearing a bra. The sight of those wonderful breasts took his breath away. His manhood began to ache uncomfortably in his trousers.

He backed away, step by step, towards the door. Katie was waiting.

"Here," the blonde said, sexily cocking her head to one side as she spoke. She flashed that come-to-bed gaze at him.

For a second, she didn't move. She knew his eyes would return to her freckled swells. Her tits were full and aroused, hanging from her slender frame like ripe fruit.

He knew that sight like the back of his hand. Atop each sloped breast was a dark nipple that pointed skyward. He longed to...

Erika almost floated towards him and curled her slim fingers around his neck. She pulled him against her curvy body as her mouth closed on his for a long, deep kiss. "That's a thank you for carrying my bag," she told him, her spare hand running along the bulge in his trousers.

If she unzipped him, dropped to her knees, took him in her mouth, he knew he's be lost. So did Erika.

Instead, she stepped back. "Off you go," she told him with a casual wave of her hand, like a mother dismissing a young child. "Your latest piece of tottie is waiting. Remember?"

***

"My turn, baby," Sally explained, helping Thomas into a half sitting position. That would do. She bent her legs as she half kneeled, half stood on the bed. Holding onto the back of the high headboard, she lowered her sex to his face. "C'mon, baby. Show me how good you can be. Fair's fair."

For a few seconds, the redhead held herself just short of his lips. She could feel his breath on her skin.C'mon, she was silently telling him.C'mon, baby. You know you can't resist.

He couldn't. Such was her uninhibited rawness, he was caught up in the moment. Even despite his intoxicated state, he was fully aware of his actions. He knew what he was doing and yet... he couldn't stop himself.

When he lapped along her labial lips, her jaw tightened. Her body trembled. Her gasp was like the hiss of air escaping from a radiator.

He knew he was now a participant, of his own free will. When it came down to it, it was just like he had been with Erika. He had a chance to refuse, to back out, pull away, be faithful to Becky.

And as with the Swede, he flunked the opportunity.

"C'mon," Sally commanded, her fingers gripping the top of his hair.

He reacted as she wanted. As he wanted, too. He licked along her length again before his mouth sought out her slippery clitoris. Her grip tightened.

"Oh, yes, Thomas! Such a good, good boy!"

Her abandon overwhelmed him. His head was throbbing. He was still dazed. But he knew he was being used. And it was a huge turn-on.

Sally bent her legs further, pushing her sex against him and rotating against his face. He mumbled into her wetness even as he jammed his tongue inside her.

She grunted. Her orgasm was closing in. He knew that from her sounds, from her heavy panting, and from the way she grinded her hips against his face. He wanted it. Wanted to hear her cum. Wanted to taste her cum.

Her hands yanked his farmer boy hair harder, pulling him tighter between her thrusting thighs. Her hips pumped forward. She smothered her juices across his forehead, nose and chin. Grunting, she began to hump her willing captive's face.

"Yesssss," she hissed.

Thomas increased his efforts, his face red and sweaty. But he was no longer a participant. He was an object. A sex toy. There to be used.

Sally's teeth clenched as she arched her back and interlocked her fingers for better purchase. He could hear her panting, feel her grunts as she used his face to fuck herself towards her nirvana.

So close... so close...

She thrust again, smothering his face. Thomas sucked her juices inside his mouth when he wasn't trying to breath. His cock was lengthening from the way she used him. This was about her now, not him. But he knew that he'd shortly be fucking the sexy little redhead and despite Becky, he was beyond desperate to be inside her.

Her body was shuddering, trembling and shaking.

Then she exploded...

***

The room was dark when Alistair entered the suite. Damn, he'd thought Katie would be waiting for him. Still, he'd been away for far longer than he'd expected or intended. Maybe she'd be pissed with him? It didn't matter. Once he was in bed, he'd quickly revive her interest.

He was still throbbing from his brief flirtation with Erika. His head told him it was right to draw a line under the two of them. Just imagine if details of any of their liaisons hit the press? It would make the Mary O'Leary affair seem like a damp squib. He'd be crucified, lose his career, and lose his inheritance. No, it was the right decision all right. And finding someone like Katie only confirmed that fact.

But that didn't change the fact that Erika remained the sexiest woman he'd ever encountered. And it didn't prevent the throbbing in his cock simply at the sight of her tits again. He couldn't rid himself of the lewd thoughts occupying his mind.

The thoughtful politician dropped his jacket onto a chair and quietly made his way to the bathroom.

He turned on the cold-water tap and splashed his face. By this time tomorrow night, he'd have a clear idea of whether he was going to be the next Prime Minister. Okay, it wouldn't be confirmed until the following morning, but the key results would all be in and unless it was fifty-fifty, they'd know which way the coin was going to fall.

Alistair Brinkley-Jones. Prime Minister. The culmination of all his dreams.

A noise behind him disturbed his thoughts. It was Katie. Dressed only in black boy shorts. The colour provided a sexy contrast to her pale skin. Everything about her turned him on. Her breasts weren't as large as Erika's but they were sexily perky and her thick nipples were already hard. Highlighted in the door by the soft light that came from the far bedroom, her long, shoulder length chestnut brown hair framed her beautifully sculptured cheekbones, large, luminous brown eyes and voluptuous mouth.

The fire in her eyes told him she was as aroused as he was.

"Where the fuck have you been?" she complained. But it wasn't an argument she was looking for. In three strides she was beside him, falling to her knees as she dragged down his zip and unleashed his black beast. He was still semi-erect from his encounter with Erika and grew larger at her frantic movements.

Without another word, she closed her lips around the dark head.

***

Sally climbed across Thomas, feeding him some more water from the glass, partly to assuage his thirst and also to clear his juice covered mouth. The sexy fair-haired man had given her as good an orgasm as she'd had in a long time.

He was still drunk, though no longer with the alcohol. That feeling was starting to evaporate. He was drunk on lust now.

"Want to fuck me?" the redhead asked as her hand positioned him against her glistening entrance. "Want to fuck Sally?"

He didn't give her the satisfaction of an answer, though the way his hips thrust up confirmed his acquiescence. The feeling was intense as he easily sank inside her wet body. She effortlessly slid all the way down onto his stomach, bringing an aroused grunt from her captive.

"Not so drunk now, are we?" she teased, staring down into his eyes. They were still blurry, but clearing by the second. "More water?"

She reached to the side, picking up the glass and taking a large gulp. Dropping it back to the table, she leant forward. Lowering her lips to his for a kiss, she allowed the water to cascade from her mouth to his.

"Okay, Thomas," she whispered as she leant forward and bit his earlobe. "You've been such a good boy for Sally. Want your pleasure now?"

He responded with another grunt as his hands grasped her buttocks. Her words drove him on and they both knew it. She ignored his attempt at control, and began to undulate on him, slowly at first but soon increasing the pace of her downward thrusts. Despite her orgasm, she wanted another. Her body would suck him dry before the night was over.

"That's good, baby," she whispered in encouragement, licking along his neck, shoulders and chest like a dog lapping at water. "Fuck me," she murmured. "Fuck Sally real good."

She groaned as he responded, the sensation almost too much to bear as he speared up into her. She bounced down in perfect rhythm, maximising the sensation from each fleshy slap.

"So good," she grunted, her narrowing eyes seeking out his.

Thomas grunted a response, but his eyes were closed and he was gritting his teeth. The redhead teasingly took him to the edge and that eased back. She slowed the pace to a delicious torture before pounding down on him again. It was hot, raw, heart stopping... everything she'd imagined when she'd masturbated at home thinking off the sexy fair-haired man.

"So fucking good, baby," the redhead encouragingly gasped again, feeling his body tighten. She recognised the signs. But she wasn't ready yet.

Pulling herself from his body, she swung around. Sinking to her hands and knees, she offered herself to him in that most basic of ways. "You like doggie style, Thomas?" she enticed, wiggling her slim ass. "Remember what I told you? To imagine us like this? Come and finish me off, baby!"

The sobering man needed no further encouragement. He was past rationale thinking. Lust dominated his thoughts. With a snarl of arousal, he mounted the petite redhead from behind, sliding his length along her wonderfully wet furrow, teasing her before entry.

Sally wasn't in the mood to be teased. The sexy temptress grabbed his slick shaft and rammed him home. Both knew this wouldn't last for long.

She slipped a hand down onto her clitoris as he began to fuck her. Her fingers rubbed the little nubbin as she met each short, fast thrust with backward pushes of her own. Saliva drooled from her mouth as he took her, the king of the beasts mounting and fucking his mate.

Thomas's grunt seemed to reverberate around the room, turning into a throaty growl and then a bellow of uninhibited bestiality.

Sally's head shot around to stare at him over her shoulder. His face was contorted, pained. His eyes were wide, as if they were about to pop. She grunted too, his out of control features piercing her psyche. She frantically rubbed her stimulated clit, sprinting to catch up.

There was another roar, and his body stopped for that amazing split second before the torrent releases itself. She heard him croak an instant before his hot seed splashed inside her. Rapid bursts. One, two, three, four... how many was that? All exploding against her inner walls!

When she came too, the overheated redhead had to bury her head into a soft pillow to drown her low wails of pleasure.

"Good boy," she heard her parched voice eventually whisper, just before the overwhelming darkness closed in.

***

"I want you," Katie growled, swinging her body around so that she leant back against the bathroom door. A blowjob was only delaying the inevitable and she wanted that hard black cock inside her.

Her hands were on his trousers as she approached her, unfastening the belt, ripping them open, pushing them down his legs. His boxers followed, leaving him naked below the waist. Her hands went to his tie, practically ripping it as he tore it loose.

Alistair grinned at the eager woman, delighted at her need for him. When his hands went to the buttons of his shirt, Katie pushed them away, her need to be fucked more urgent than his need to be naked.

"Fuck me," she told him, reaching down and gripping his cock.

Alistair moaned. His hardness almost hurt.

She provocatively eased her thighs apart, arching her back against the door.

His mouth found her erect nipple at the same time as her fingers led his manhood towards her labial lips. She could feel the tingling heat in her loins surge with each stroke of his hard cock.

She thrust her breasts into his mouth, her diamond hard nipples burning against his sucking lips. Then she was dragging his head upwards to kiss him again, frantic, lips locking, tongues parrying as the anticipation of the moment overwhelmed them.

"Ready?" she whispered, needing him inside her right now.

Her hard buttocks rotated between the door and her new lover as her fingers guided his cockhead to her wet opening. One leg wrapped around his waist, pulling half his shaft inside her. When she raised her other leg, her heels finding purchase in the swell of his buttocks, he slid the rest of the way inside.

"Oh, fuck," she gasped, feeling the relief of her new boyfriend's cock inside her. She'd thought of this moment all day. "Yes," she moaned in approval as his hands found her ass, his legs stiffening to maintain his balance. "Fuck me good, Alistair."

Her feet tightened around him as he began to fuck her. She bucked back against him, the sound of her ass bouncing off the wood driving him on. So did the fingernails that clawed at his back through the shirt. They were painfully digging into his flesh, drawing blood. It only served to arouse him further.



"Harder," she grunted, feeling that familiar tingling heat. She was close already.

The bathroom door thudded behind her as she threw her hard ass back against it. She was going to cum, she could feel it...

A torrent of moans and groans flooded out as her climax overtook her. Her legs tightened around his waist, her hands gripped his long hair, holding on for dear life as the orgasmic waves threatened to drown her. She could feel him widening his stance to hold her in position.

Her voluptuous body trembled and shuddered her way through her climax, loving the way he supported her on his thighs while his hands clawed at her ass. She felt so deliciously out of control.

When the intense waves finally subsided, she pulled away and dragged him out of the bathroom towards their bed. Halfway there, she changed her mind. She couldn't wait. She dragged him across to the couch. Instantly moving into position, she wiggled her ass and glanced back over her shoulder. "Now, Alistair," she moaned. "Take me now!"

With a grunt of arousal, he eased himself onto the couch behind her and thrust home in one clean sweep. She was so wet, so accommodating.

"Fuck, that's good," he moaned as her body easily accepted him. Reached underneath her arms, he cupped her breasts.

"Yes," she moaned. "Grab my hair." A red mist was descending on her and she needed to cum again. "Pull," she ordered. "Pull!"

Alistair's hands tightened in her hair and dragged her head back. That was it. Use me! The sound of her animalistic grunts filled the air.

Her out of control grunts were almost as much a turn-on for Alistair as the feel of her ass pushing back against him. He didn't know what had gotten into her, but it was a fucking fabulous way of forcing thoughts of Erika from his mind.

Damn, then why was he thinking of her? For a moment, it was Erika's blonde hair he was pulling. It was the Swedish woman's hard body he was fucking. His cock surged at the thought.

Suddenly, Katie was grunting, screaming his name. She bucked back against him as she came again and it set off his own explosion, his hips violently slapping against her as his creamy tribute spurted inside her.

Each time he juddered, he ejaculated again. He couldn't stop. Neither could she. The thought that the bedroom awaited them filled his mind as he collapsed on top of her body.


Politics Ch. 08

Chapter Eight: Entrapment

"Here, sit beside me," Erika invited Katie as the dark haired woman and Alistair came down for breakfast. Both looked showered and refreshed, but Erika knew better. When it came to sex, she had a keen eye, and these two had been up most of the night. Inside, she burned. Outwardly, though, she kept her face smooth, offering a pleasant smile. "The others have updated me on what's happened since yesterday, so I promise not to talk politics."

The psychiatrist returned the pleasantry nervously, slipping into the offered seat next to the stunning blonde. Thomas and Sally exchanged glances; even Alistair looked wary, but no one said anything.

Despite all that she knew about the blonde, Katie's first impression was a good one. The young woman was intimidating beautiful, her strong blue eyes possessing more confidence than many of the executives in her firm, but she couldn't help but want to like her.

"What are your early impressions?" Erika asked as Thomas poured coffee for the newly arrived diners. The blonde turned in her chair to face Katie, ignoring her ex-boyfriend to her right.

"Impressions…?" Katie asked, halting the flush that was threatening to crawl up her pale and slender neck. Her night with Alistair had left her mind tired, yet her body was invigorated. So much so that she'd joined Alistair in the shower and let him take her against the cool tile. Shifting, she felt her soreness—a reminder of what they'd done. It only stoked the fire that burned between her legs. She wanted—needed—more. Tonight couldn't come soon enough for her.

"Impressions of what? The psychiatrist felt dizzy with uncertainty. Impressions of fucking in the bathroom? The living room? The floor? Their bed?

"Yes, you know," Erika said sweetly. "The campaign. We've burst into life again after this O'Leary woman's lies were exposed. But that means everything is hurtling along at two hundred miles an hour. Hardly time to think. But with only another day before the election, every second is vital."

"I thought you weren't going to talk politics," Alistair dryly murmured.

Erika swung around to face him, her beaming smile not touching her eyes. "I'm not," she softly said, then turned back to Katie. "I'm simply asking how you're finding things. I know what a pain it can be to find yourself on the outside when everything's going on around you."

Katie nodded her understanding, wondering if there was a double meaning there. Her patients often took a more roundabout way when speaking to her and she couldn't help but analyse the blonde like one of them. Was Erika feeling like the woman on the outside now?

"No pain at all, really," she fibbed just a bit. She'd been feeling a little abandoned last night, but after their frantic fucking, she was much better. Since she'd awoken, she'd been dreading this meeting. Yet as Erika put her at ease with her sparkling blue eyes, she began to think she had nothing to worry about. "I had a good dinner with Thomas and Sally last night. Alistair was so busy that I didn't see him at all until quite late. But then I know how busy—"

"It'll be the same today," Erika interrupted, flashing a sympathetic smile. "I tried to create some time for the two of you after his appearance when I reviewed the itinerary. But with the success of the Newsnight interview, everyone wants to talk to Alistair. And it could make all the difference to the campaign."

"I know," Katie answered, sending a smile of support in Alistair's direction, when all she wanted to do was drag him back upstairs and lock him in. The thought of a full day mostly on her own, followed by another long evening like last night, wasn't an enticing prospect.

"Still," Erika said, waving a hand imperiously into the air. "I have something in mind for later that might save your sanity."

Katie's right eyebrow arched and her luminous brown eyes flickered. "Really…?"

"What?" Alistair asked, half leaning across her to make his voice heard. He didn't trust Erika an inch and was going to keep Katie as close to him as he could.

"Nothing you need to be concerned about," Erika told him, her body pulling away from his. She sent a wink at Katie. "Girl's stuff, that's all!"

***

It had been a long time since Becky had given herself the luxury of a lie in. Today, she gave in to the need. Despite the hectic recent pace, it wasn't so much her body that needed a rest. It was her mind.

With her head nestled into one pillow, she pulled the other across and snuggled it against her as she organized her thoughts. First and foremost, there was her new business. Since the TV news piece last night, she'd been inundated with calls. People who were wishing her good luck. Friends promising to introduce other friends to the studio. Other media, wanting more information.

If this pace kept up, she'd need her own PA to help run the business!

The early signs were brilliant. She'd have to call her parents later. Bring them up-to-date. They were already so excited for her.

Then there was Guus Kessen. In some ways, what she'd done with the Dutchman seemed a lifetime ago. It was surreal. A dream. Had she really sucked him off? Allowed the overweight millionaire to tit fuck her? The knowledge horrified her…

So why was there a growing warmth growing between her legs? He'd said he'd write the debt off if she let him fuck her. If that thought sickened her as much as she told herself it did, why did her heart skip a beat every time it came into her mind?

Thirty thousand was a lot of money. Even with the wonderful reaction to her opening, it would take a long time to repay. She could wipe it out with one, simple act…

She raised her head and then banged it back down on the soft pillow. "Argh!" she groaned into the empty room. It wasn't just the thought of fucking the businessman that appalled her. It was the fact she was considering it. The thought of being coerced into giving him her body was turning her on. What the fuck is wrong with you? she asked herself in Portuguese.

One hand found its way down between her thighs. Her heated skin was slippery to the touch. Balmy, like the hottest of days back home in Brazil. Where the fuck was her loyalty to Thomas? He didn't deserve this.

But Guus Kessen wasn't her only problem. What the hell had she allowed Pixie to do to her? Another woman!! If she closed her eyes, she could still feel the pink haired woman's hands on her. And not just the masseuse's. Erika's too.

Where the hell was that relationship going?

Becky giggled hysterically. She knew exactly where it was going. Erika was her good friend and she owed the Swedish woman so much. She wanted to give herself to her new friend. Pixie had lit the fire, but it was burning for the Swedish beauty. If she closed her eyes, she could feel the blonde's hands cupping her tits. Tweaking her nipples. Sliding down to…

God, when Erika had fingerfucked her, she'd cum so hard—

Once Thomas returned, she'd need a good talk with him. Not about what had happened with Erika, of course. Or what was going to happen between her and the Swede. That would have to remain her secret forever. But she needed to talk about them. For the last couple of weeks, they'd hardly seen one another.

He hadn't said anything about another job after the election, but when he'd accepted this post, they'd agreed it was short term. That was how it had been with Tony Blair, he'd said. It may have been, but his commitment to this Brinkley-Jones was hurting their relationship. If he found another position, it would have to be somewhere where they had time for one another.

It wasn't just him, of course.

She'd have to shape her time at the studio so that she could give him the attention she deserved. She'd call him tonight, at his Glasgow hotel, just to talk to him. Or maybe she should wait until he returned?

For now, she needed some relief. Her hand had been involuntarily softly stroking her wet lips throughout her thoughts. Her thighs tightened and relaxed. Her vulva ached with desire. Guus… Pixie… Erika…

Her body was burning. Her mind felt on fire. So very hot! When she felt like this in Brazil, she'd just go out and select a man to sate her needs. Here, it was completely different. Wasn't it? She had Thomas.

She pushed the pillow downwards, trapping it between her thighs. One hand pushed it into her sex. The other slid to her breasts, her bullet hard dark nipples rising to meet it. She savoured the firmness of her right bud as she pulled on it. Except in her imagination… they were Erika's slim fingers again, not hers.

Her other hand pushed the pillow more firmly around her. Her legs wrapped around it, trapping it like a man between her thighs. Or a woman? Oh, God!!

She could see Erika's eyes, the way they were at the Jacuzzi, staring into hers as she finger fucked her to orgasm. Her hips pushed up into the pillow. Her hand pressed it tighter. She could feel the soft material against her wet lips. Against her clit. She rubbed her curvy body against it, spreading her slick juices against the white cotton. She trapped it, held it. Her hips pumped upwards. She rocked faster.

"Yes… yes… yes…"

She pushed off the sheets, her naked body arching up from the bed. Her hands and her thoughts sent spears of fire through her body. Her moans danced across the room. Her hips rocked faster. Sweat formed on her brow. Her head jerked back and forth with her upward thrusts.

"Make me cum again…" she told the Erika in her mind, though she had no idea whether she was speaking in English or Portuguese. "Make me cum…"

She stiffened as the sexy blonde woman obeyed. The Swedish beauty smiled at her behind her eyelids, those playful, glimmering blue irises. Becky's dark brown eyes began to lose focus. They rolled upwards. Her body jerked.

When she came on the pillow, her mind soared like a straw in the wind.

***

Erika smiled at Alistair's attempts to keep Katie close. She knew him so well. It wasn't that he wanted her with him during the session. He just wanted to keep his new girlfriend out of Erika's clutches.

He was destined to fail.

The shoebox shaped City Hall in Candlelriggs was the home of the BBC Scottish Symphony Orchestra. The stage was large enough to accommodate a ninety strong orchestra, and the auditorium flexible enough to seat between one and two thousand guests. Two days ago, it seemed a ridiculous venue. Now, it was perfect to host the throngs wanting to hear the Conservative Party leader.

Erika waited until he'd personally ushered Katie into a seat at the front and returned to the stage. With perfect timing, she made her way along the aisle and seated herself next to the attractive psychiatrist. His look of horror when he turned to see her sitting there made her laugh. She gave him an arrogant wave.

"Handsome beggar, isn't he?" she asked Katie, nudging her arm.

The chestnut haired woman smiled. She seemed embarrassed at the comment, unsure how to respond.

"And cute, too. It was so nice of him to come to my room last night."

Katie's eyes shot wide. The flicker of shock on her face was impossible to disguise. "Your room…?"

"Yes, didn't he say?"

The dazed woman shook her head. "N… no…"

Erika laughed and playfully punched Katie on the arm. "Oh, don't worry," she told Katie, her voice soft and comforting. "I just gave him the kiss he wanted and then sent him on his way."

"Kiss…" It wasn't a question. It wasn't even a statement. It was just a stunned reaction from the confused psychiatrist.

"Yes," she softly murmured, dropping her hand to Katie's leg and running her fingertips along her thigh. It was a friendly gesture. Not sexual. Not yet. Katie had dressed conservatively, as if unsure what was required. Still, she wore her blue pinstripe power suit well. The long skirt was slit generously to mid thigh. It pulled against her shapely legs as she sat, revealing a hint of darkened stocking tops.

The sight made her tingle. Demure on the outside, sexy on the inside. Very promising.

"Oh, Katie," she continued with a knowing look. "You must know what he's like by now. He's such an outrageous flirt."

The dark haired woman was lost for words, struggling to take in what Erika was telling her. The Swede could read the thoughts going through her mind. So that was why he was late coming back to their suite. That was why he was so horny. After all he'd said about his ex-girlfriend, he'd gone to her first. To her room.

"He doesn't really mean anything by it," Erika explained, laying her hand flat on the woman's thigh as she turned further into her prey. She could feel the lace of her stocking tops. "Well, not unless he's had too much to drink. God knows how you stop him then. But listen, Katie, between us girls, he's yours now and I wouldn't do anything to interfere with that."

Erika loved the feeling of being fully in control. After the session, there'd be a round of formal press interviews, then photographs, immediately followed by a formal lunch. Alistair wouldn't get any sort of break. Her scheduling had seen to that. It left her plenty of opportunity to execute the second part of her plan. God, she was on form! Some days she felt invincible. This was one of them.

"I promise," she continued, applying the mental pressure. The older woman fell for it so easily. And this woman was a highly regarded psychiatrist? It was laughable. "Whatever he might try, Katie, you can trust me…"

***

Becky was luxuriating in the aftermath of her orgasm when her mobile rang. She'd ignored several calls already while she'd lain in bed. How lazy! But she had a rare free day today. Make the most of it, she'd told herself. Relax. Unwind.

She languidly reached out, her sweat covered breasts falling free from the bedclothes as she pulled the phone from the bedside table. Her heart stopped when she saw the caller ID. What should she do?

For some reason that she wouldn't admit, the Brazilian woman wanted to take the call.

She apprehensively raised the phone to her ear. Her chest heaved. Her breath quickened. Her recently satisfied sex began to tingle again. "Yes…"

"Rebecca, my dear," came the voice. The Dutch accent was unmistakeable. "How are you?"

"I'm… good… Guus…" she softly answered, drawing the sheet to her neck, as if he'd be able to see her uncovered breasts otherwise. She realised with a start that her nipples were pushing hard against the thin cotton.

Surely not simply as a result of hearing his voice?

"Pleased to hear it," the heavily accented voice murmured. "I heard about yesterday's opening. And I caught the piece on television. It seems that you're off to a wonderful start."

"Th… thankyou," she answered, idly brushing her fingers across her hard stomach. The pressure between her legs made her widen them again. What was wrong with her?

"So my money has been put to good use. You know you couldn't have achieved this without me?"

"And I paid you the way you wanted," she spat back, the light touch of her fingertips coming to a sudden halt on her soft skin.

"Yes, indeed," he answered without the trace of any embarrassment. "And as I recall, you carried out your duties extremely eagerly."

Deus! Was he ringing to gloat? The tingling between her legs increased. "Guus…"

She heard his soft laugh. "It's true," the pronounced Dutch accent drawled. "I mean, you were the one who sucked my cock at the end. Wanted my seed. You can't deny it, my dear…"

She should have been outraged. But whatever exasperation ran through her body, the excitement his words provoked outweighed it. Her fingers ran down her body and she began to stroke herself again. God, she was so wet!

"Guus," she hesitantly said. "I don't want this sort of conversation."

"No, I understand," he confidently murmured. "Even if your voice tells me something else. So let me get to the point…"

Yes, she thought, rubbing herself harder at the memory of their session together in his office. Please get to the point!

"My final offer. It won't last forever. Have you considered it?"

"Final offer?" The shockwaves hit her. One finger slid inside her labial lips. Then a second. They curled inside her, her thumb flicking her slippery button. It hardened and grew under her touch. Oh, God, her orgasm was beginning to bubble. She wasn't doing this. Was she? Masturbating to the sound of Guus Kessen's voice on the other end of the line?

His laugh was louder and longer this time. Self-confident. Arrogant. Patronising. It was as if Guus knew he wasn't saying anything she hadn't thought since then. She just hadn't wanted to admit to those thoughts. She hadn't betrayed her husband… she'd been coerced! Her blush increased. Her fingers took her closer.

"You know only too well," he responded. "A way to wipe out your debt."

Becky could hardly speak. Her breaths came in short gasps. The image of the Dutchman—inside her, fucking her—filled her mind. She began to breathe more heavily. Her middle finger rubbed up and down her wet opening. She tried to cling on to what Guus was saying but right at that moment she was preoccupied with the slippery bud of her clit.

"I need your answer," he told her. "By tonight."

The Brazilian woman couldn't disguise her gasp. "Tonight?"

Kessen's voice was firm. It was the tone he used for closing business deals when he held all the Aces. "Tonight. Or the offer is past its sell by date."

The phone clicked into silence. Becky's heart was beating so fast it threatened to burst through her chest. The enormity of Kessen's take-it-or-leave-it declaration seeped into her mind. Recollections of the Dutchman's cock as he titfucked her filled her mind. They were replaced by images of the overweight millionaire fucking her. She began to sweat at the thought.

Her legs widened. Her fingers began to move again. Harder, faster. She couldn't hold back. Her head thrashed as she fell off the cliff. Her perfectly sculptured ass cheeks lifted from the bed as her whimpering scream pierced the room.

***

Alistair had slowly risen to his feet, smiling confidently out into the auditorium as he ran a hand through his long hair. Taking his time, he removed his jacket and threw it onto the chair behind him. He pulled on his blue tie and unfastened the top button of his shirt.

"Get on with it!" came a Scottish accent from somewhere near the back of the hall.

Alistair waited until the laughter died down. "I'll do that," he said with a smile. And first, let me thank everyone who's taken the trouble to come along today. I know how hard people work up here, and how difficult times are."

"Aye, they are," came a shout to his left. "Bloody hard!"

Alistair nodded, silent for a moment while he thought.

"Lost for words?" someone else shouted, bringing another peal of laughter.

"No," the black politician responded with a smile. "It just seems to me that you'd rather exchange views than listen to a prepared speech. So why don't we do that? You ask whatever you want, and I'll try my best to answer."

The cheers and round of applause that ran around the large theatre told him it was a brave decision. Still, nothing ventured, nothing gained.

"A lot of us canna work hard reet now, because we've lost out jobs," the first question came from the front of the room. The bearded Scot stood on his feet to shout out his point. "So what are you gonna do about it?"

"Great question," Alistair immediately responded, nodding at the man before glancing around the room. "Put your hands up, how many people here have lost their jobs in recent times?" he asked, unbuttoning his cuffs and rolling the white shirtsleeves up his powerful black forearms.



Around a third of the audience raised their hands. He gave a soft whistle.

The bearded Scot interrupted him again. "Ay, and there's many more like us aroond this great City. But you have'na told us what you're gonna do about it yet."

"That's true," the politician replied, slowly nodding his head. "I haven't. And I believe in straight talking. My mother was Scottish. Born not to far from here, actually. In Paisley. She lived and worked in Glasgow most of her working life. Then disaster struck and we moved to England."

The joke brought a huge roar of approval from the audience. A huge round of applause followed. The Scots loved any sort of dig at the English. "Ay, well, we'll not hold that against you," a ginger haired man shouted from somewhere near the middle of the room.

"Thanks," Brinkley-Jones laughed along with them. He was off to a good start. "Look, I'll not bullshit you." He paused. "Hey, can I say bullshit?"

The question drew another round of laughter from the audience. "You can say a hell of a lot worse than that," someone shouted.

"Great," Alistair grinned. "I can see we speak the same language. Now let me tell you something that you probably already know. There are three types of politicians. Those who tell you what you want to hear—they usually never deliver what they say. Those that just won't face you." He paused while he theatrically glanced around. "Can you see anyone from the Labour or Liberal parties here?"

"Got more sense!" someone shouted, bringing another round of good-natured laughter. Alistair joined in, holding up his hands.

"I'm beginning to think that," he responded. "But, let me tell you something about Alistair Brinkley-Jones. First, I'll always come and face you down. I'll never hide. Second, I'll never promise something I can't deliver."

"So there'll be no jobs available?" the bearded Scot confrontationally asked, making sure his point wasn't forgotten.

Alistair nodded. "I'm not going to lie, and you wouldn't believe me if I told you I'd find you a job tomorrow, would you?"

The room split between a ripple of applause and a series of groans.

"Listen," Alistair told them. "The jobs in the great Glasgow shipyards are gone forever. You can't bring them back, and neither can I. And the days of all-powerful Unions are long gone, too. That's why you need someone you can believe in. Someone who'll tell you the truth. But someone who's on your side, and will look after your interests."

"You're on our side?" a sceptical voice shouted.

"Yes, yes I am."

Another ripple of laughter ran around the room. There wasn't much confidence in the thought of any politician doing much to help Scotland.

"And it's not easy," Alistair continued, raising his voice above the increasing noise. "There's only one real way forward. It's the only way! What we've got to do instead is reskill you. Prepare you for the future."

The groans in the room grew louder. Alistair Brinkley-Jones met them head on.

"I understand how that makes you feel," he continued, his gaze swinging from one side of the huge room to the other. He wandered across the full length of the stage and then back again. "Change isn't easy. But it's a different world now. You don't need me to tell you that. So we all have a choice. We can either address change, or whither away and die."

He paused, allowing the wave of disquiet to flow around the room before settling.

"Listen folks, there's one thing I do know. If you're anything like my mother, you're not going to easily give up, are you?"

"Not likely," someone shouted.

"This is Glasgow," came another voice.

"Exactly," Brinkley-Jones responded, thumping his right fist into his left palm. "I don't give up either. I've had a lot of shit thrown at me in this campaign—"

He paused, allowing the laughter and comments to meet his words. It took a good while until they were exhausted.

"Hmm… I see you've heard," he joked, and this time the spontaneous burst of applause told him he was starting to win them over.

"But listen," he continued. "I didn't quit as a result, and neither are you!"

"Not likely!"

Alistair nodded at the response. "Exactly! But we've all got to get smarter and learn new skills. I can't promise you a job overnight, I'd be lying if I did."

He paused, though this time it was more for effect. The noise was settling. People were listening to him.

"But I can promise that I'll work my ass off to give you the support you need. And the training you need to find another job. That's what the Conservative Party stands for," he emphasised, his voice rising. "We're committed—and Alistair Brinkley-Jones is committed—to supporting you folks and ensuring that life gets better."

The ripple of applause started slowly but grew into bigger waves.

He held his hands up, stilling the reaction. "But you have a part to play, too," he said, warming to his theme now that he had their full attention. "It's not easy, changing careers, and you'll need to give it your best shot."

The spattering of applause told him he still had some work to do.

He wandered across to the left of the stage, and then back across to the right, waiting until the chattering began to die down. "I told you I'd taken some hits in this campaign. It hasn't been easy for me. In fact, it's been fucking difficult."

The curse word brought a huge cheer.

"But I've told you, I have Glaswegian blood in me. I'm up for everything that anyone can throw at me. And I'll win! Now then, you're mostly all Glaswegians, right? Some of the hardiest, most flexible, hard working people in the world! I promise you I'll help provide the tools. And if you use them, you'll never look back."

For a few seconds, there was silence.

"Well?" he asked, his heart in his mouth.

The sudden roar of approval told him he'd successfully made his point.

***

Erika steered Katie into the VIP bar area, making sure they were located as far as possible away from Thomas and Sally, the media, and—when he arrived—the man of honour. She wanted them to be alone.

"That was wonderful," the blonde said, both to herself and to Katie. Even before he'd spoken, she'd planned on coming out as the supportive former girlfriend. She didn't really buy into his whole commitment to the common folk rhetoric, but he'd always had a way of speaking…

The chestnut haired woman didn't answer. He large, dark eyes were far away, filled with confusion. All her doubts that had resurfaced.

Erika grabbed two glasses of cheap red wine from a passing waitress and handed one to the psychiatrist. The Swede was playing the game to perfection. She'd known from the start that full frontal assault would prove to be counterproductive. Every aspect of her natural cunning was essential here.

But she was at her best when she was manipulative.

She was pretty certain she'd lulled Katie into a false sense of security. At the very least, she'd introduced insecurities into the young professional that would keep her mind occupied, far from seeing Erika as a threat. They were on the same side, she nurtured through her actions. Booking the suite for the two of them, filling the woman's head with praise.

But then she'd planted the doubts. This woman was a psychiatrist, and from what she understood, a very good one, too. Yet she was unable to analyse herself. She'd fallen for it hook, line and sinker. There was more of the same to come, of course. Much more.

"Here, drink up," she said, quickly draining her first glass and watching encouragingly as Katie followed her lead. Waving at a waiter, she secured them a second glass. "The formal lunch will last for a couple of hours," she continued. "And then Alistair is tied up until tonight. Any idea what you want to do?"

Want to do? She wanted to go home. She'd had enough. The bastard had created a negative picture of Erika, yet he'd gone to his ex-girlfriend's room last night. At least the Swedish woman had been gracious enough to send him packing, and honest enough to tell her. Katie wondered if that was why he'd fucked her with such abandon? Was he thinking of Erika?

"Want to hear my suggestion?" the Swede asked, slipping an arm around Katie's slim waist and pulling her closer so she could whisper. "Shopping."

"Shopping?"

Erika's eyes sparkled. "Exactly! The cure to every woman's blues! And trust me, Katie. Glasgow has some of the best clothes shops and I know them all. What do you think?"

***

Rebecca's mind was made up. No one would know. And certainly not Thomas. Only her and Guus. And Erika, when she told her. She knew what her Swedish friend would say. Go for it… and for thirty thousand, make it a fuck to remember. Erika treated sex as casually as Becky had while she was back in Brazil. It was good to have a kindred soul.

The taxi heading across London to Kessen's offices was making slow progress in the heavy traffic. That was okay. It gave her a chance to think things through. Change her mind. Or… savour the prospect.

She was going to fuck Guus Kessen for money. Did that make her a whore? The word alone sent a shiver down her spine. There were lots of whores back in Sao Paulo. She'd even had a few friends that did it. They were beautiful, sexy, uninhibited women. So had she been back in those days. And this afternoon, she would be again.

Kessen hadn't seemed that surprised when she called him back. It was almost as if he'd been expecting to hear from her.

"Well?" he'd simply asked.

"Yes."

"Good. In my office. At six."

That was it. She'd signed her body away in only a few words.

The bastard could have said something else, she thought, but what? That he looked forward to seeing her? That he wanted her? That she had no choice? Yes, that's what she'd wanted to hear. Something to assuage her guilt. She had no choice in the matter. He was coercing her and there wasn't anything she could do but give in.

Shuffling in the back seat of her taxi, she knew why she really wanted to hear him say more. It was a turn-on. She wanted to be taken, to be forced. The idea aroused her. She was fucking for thirty thousand pounds. Fucking for money that the high-classed Sao Paulo whores would kill for.

The thought made her juices flow.

***

Katie never really considered herself a shopper. Her wardrobe primarily consisted of work outfits, with a few casual blouses and a couple of pairs of jeans for when she was at home. Erika was like a whirlwind as she led her through the trendiest shops and boutiques of Glasgow, and despite her pre-conceived notions about "shop-a-holics," she found herself having a ball.

She also realized just how much she'd misjudged the blonde. Or perhaps it was more accurate to say she'd been misled? The woman had been great company, offering her tips on what to try on and asking the same in return.

And the whole time, Katie analysed. There was no doubt the Swede was a sexual creature. Even with her, there was a seductive quality that came to Erika so naturally that she didn't think the blonde was doing it on purpose. She was so self-confident, so self-assured. Hugs lasted a little longer than normal, gazes fixed on one another. She'd touch her gently when pointing something out.

She'd never been with such a tactile woman, and it felt kinda nice.

As the afternoon advanced, whereas Katie became more and more tired, despite their coffee and lunch break, Erika only seemed to get stronger. She was clearly much more used to this lifestyle than the brunette was.

"No stamina, you older women?" the Scandinavian beauty joked, sliding her arm around Katie and pulling her against her curves.

"Hey, not so much of the old," the dark haired woman objected with a laugh. "I was just starting to like you."

"Only just?" Erika asked with the arch of a brow.

"Honestly, this afternoon's been a blast. I'm just a bit bushed."

"C'mon, I know this place," the Swede offered conspiratorially. She nodded at the sign above the hostelry only two doors away. The timing was perfect. She'd been leading the brunette here all along. "There are lots of bars in Glasgow," she explained, gathering up her bags of clothes and pushing through the door. "It has a reputation for being fairly liberal, if you know what I mean…"

Katie didn't. She waited until Erika slid into a vacant corner booth before asking her to explain.

"Heavens girl," the blonde asked, sniffing. "Can't you tell?"

"Tell?" Katie's large eyes widened in surprise. She gasped! "Marijuana?"

Erika laughed loudly, reaching across and pushing a stray strand of hair back behind Katie's ear. "You really are an innocent aren't you? Okay, give me a moment."

Feeling out of her comfort zone, Katie watched her head to the bar. The blonde walked with a bounce in her step, sashaying her hips like she knew where Katie's eyes would be. She'd be right, of course; the older woman found herself mesmerized by the taut ass encased in those figure-hugging white trousers. Matched with her deep red blouse with its flipped up collar and her wavy, flaxen hair, she was a true vixen.

"Beers?" the psychiatrist queried, her eyebrows arching in surprise when her friend returned with two bottles.

"Beers," Erika confirmed. "Their strongest. And no glasses, either." She raised a bottle and clinked it against Katie's. "When in Rome…"

Katie grinned as the blonde laughed again. She had such a delicious laugh. Could she really be the wicked witch that Alistair had painted?

"Here," Erika said with a knowing wink as she shuffled in her bag. She brought out a cigarette. "Light it," she instructed, handing Katie the book of matches.

The brunette did, the child like look in her eyes confirming that she knew she was doing something she shouldn't, but somehow couldn't resist.

Erika held her hand as she lit the cigarette, a look passing between the two of them that gave her goose bumps but left her confused.

"Try it," Erika said, taking a drag and then holding it out for her friend.

"I don't…" Katie's eyes were wide as saucers.

"It's not tobacco," Erika confided, with a wink. "Try it."

The psychiatrist hesitated, her eyes darting from the reef to the blonde and back again. This was naughty. Really naughty. And yet…

"Try it," Erika giggled. This was no big deal, she seemed to say. Why are you being a chicken?

Maybe she was right, Katie thought? Maybe she needed to loosen up? Goodness knows, with her seeing a different side to Alistair, she felt like she deserved to do something she shouldn't. What was wrong with having a little fun? She hesitantly raised the joint to her mouth. Her gaze fixed on Erika as she took her first ever hit.

When the burning smoke hit her lungs, she coughed loudly, tears welling up in her eyes. It did the same with Erika, only the blonde was laughing.

"You've got to take it easy, honey," she said, handing Katie her bottle of beer and plucking the joint from her between thumb and forefinger. "Here, this'll help."

Katie took a slug of the beer, wiping her hand across her lips as some escaped and dribbled down her chin. The effect of the weed rolled in suddenly, like London fog off the Thames. She laughed, though she wasn't sure why.

"Damn, Erika," she giggled softly, her eyes glancing around the rough looking hostelry to make sure they weren't being watched. "Where've you brought me?"

The Swedish woman laughed, picking up her own glass and clinking it against the brunette's. "I've told you, Katie—when in Rome! If you want to experience Glasgow, you've gotta go native. Och aye man!"

The attempt at Glaswegian, with that sexy Scandinavian accent, made Katie laugh out loud. She took another slug of her dark beer. Damn, that was strong. Her eyes crinkled as she swallowed the mouthful. Erika passed her the joint and she took another hit. The combination of alcohol and marijuana penetrated her brain more deeply.

Her head was swimming but, God, she felt good!

***

Guus Kessen had been somewhere between semi-erect and ramrod hard all afternoon. He could barely think straight, let alone do work, and it had been all he could do not to take care of business himself.

But no, he was going to save all his energy for the sexy Brazilian slut who'd be here any minute now. With a lust-and-Viagra cocktail pumping through his veins, supplemented by a little illicit umph, he was amped up and rock hard when his receptionist finally announced Rebecca's arrival.

"Send her in, Marjorie. And go home! I'll close up."

"Yes, sir."

The door opened hesitantly and a shy Rebecca de Santos stepped in. Knowing her fiery temperament, it was almost touching.

He sat back and silently appraised her, raking his gaze across her white halter dress. It was short and tight on her toned body, the colour a stark contrast to her shimmering, deeply tanned legs. Girls like Rebecca didn't wear stockings or hose—they didn't need to.

"We need to stop meeting like this," he said at last, easing back into his seat and scratching his chin. "So much pretence." When the sexy little entrepreneur didn't say anything, he held his finger up and twirled it in the air. "Let me see you."

Awkwardly, she pivoted on her spiked, white heels. The dress clung to her firm, rounded buttocks, barely covering her smooth thighs.

"Excellent. But I'd like to see more…" He pushed up out of his chair, not even bothering to hide the tent in his pants. "Lose the dress, my dear."

Rebecca sucked in a deep breath, but didn't object. Instead, she reached behind her neck and unfastened the white tie of the halter. Skimming her hands over her shoulders, she slowly peeled the white material away.

Beneath, she wore a strapless white bra and a matching thong. Like the dress, it was scintillating against her dark tan.

"My, my, there's no doubt in my mind what it is you do," he complimented, eyeing her six-pack stomach and the lines of definition in her long legs. Without touching her, he circled close, admiring the way her flawless buttocks tucked in to meet the tops of her thighs.

He felt her shiver as he touched her ass. He watched her eyes close. Was that a gasp of pleasure, or fear?

When he dipped his head low to kiss her full lips, she turned her head. Her cheeks were burning against his mouth. "No kissing," she protested weakly, like it was some kind of deal she'd made with herself on the way over.

Guus laughed, grabbing her chin in his hand and turning her to face him. He jammed his fat lips down onto hers, forcing his tongue into her mouth. She only resisted for a moment. She yielded almost too quickly for Guus. He'd hoped for a little bit more of a fight, but as his hands explored her body, he wasn't about to complain.

The girl seemed to be all muscle, although she was soft where it counted.

Breaking the embrace, he dragged him around to his side of the desk and sat her on the edge before sinking into his executive lounger. She looked at him; he looked at her. Her breathing was hard, causing her full tits to throb over the tops of her bra,

"Play with yourself," he ordered.

"That's not part of our agreement," she protested.

That was better. There was the fiery girl he'd lusted after. But he'd tame her. "Do it."

Her dark eyes blazed at the indignation, never leaving his for a moment as she slid her hand across her hard body and under her flimsy thong. Her face tensed as the touched herself and felt just how wet she was.

"Finger yourself," he growled, as he unzipped his trousers. The panties were tiny enough that she couldn't fake it. He watched her knuckles work lower between her legs, her hand and wrist displacing the white lace enough to give him a peek at her smooth mound.



The Dutchman licked his lips and freed his cock. Glancing up, he realized she'd given up on pretence. Her eyes were closed and her head lolled to one side as she nibbled on her sexy, lower lip. It was spectacular to watch, especially as he fisted his thick cock only a few feet away.

"Look at me," he barked, sensing her orgasm close. Her eyes flew open, growing even wider as she saw his naked cock again. "Look at it!"

A crease broke across her silky brow. She gnawed on her lips harder, stifling the deep growl that rose from her throat.

"Good, my pet. Now… stop!" She beat her hand harder. "STOP!" He rose to his feet, looming over her. Dominating her. She shied away, drawing her sticky fingers from her panties. The fear was back. "Turn around."

She did so obediently.

He yanked her thong down her thighs and bent her forward, shoving her against the cool leather top of the desk. With his feet, he forced her legs apart. Cock in hand, he bent his knees enough to get into position. His bulbous head played along her wet folds, soft as silk.

Guus Kessen grunted, lunging forward. Part triumph. Part lust. It wasn't just that he was about to fuck the Brazilian woman at long last; it was because she was giving herself so willingly. He clutched her hips as he drove into her, whimpers of delight confirming everything.

Holding her bent over his desk, the Dutchman's trousers around his ankles and his shirt bunched up at his chest, he began to fuck her with an easy rhythm. She was every bit as sexy as Erika, though this one was like a wet dream he'd been having for some time.

A dream that was now wantonly surrendering herself to him.

He placed a hand on her firm back and held her down against the desk, her magnificent breasts spilling out of the bra against the leather top. She pushed her ass back against him, moaning something in Portuguese under her breath.

He slowed his pace as he felt that familiar feeling building. God, no! Not yet! He wanted to prolong the moment for as long as he could. Narrowing his eyes, he tried to block out the sight, the feel, the sexy grunts of the undulating woman.

She glanced back at him, her long, raven-coloured hair hanging over her shoulder. That look of unbridled lust was rife in her deep brown eyes. He almost shot his load there and then. His clenched teeth saved the day. Her body felt warm and alive as the desk rocked on its legs. He'd fucked lots of women in his office. But no one quite so uninhibited as this woman!

The millionaire's hand caressed down her hard stomach and between her legs. He rubbed her clit softly beneath his fingers. He was determined this fuck would be as memorable for her as it was for him.

Then she might come back again!

Her juices soaked his cock as he continued to pump inside her. The sight of her writhing back against him reminded him that he so loved doggie. Her tanned ass made the perfect heart on the end of his cock, and the site of her thong that stretched down around her ankles was perfectly wicked.

"Uh, Deus!" she cried, the words tearing violently from her throat.

Yes, she was fucking him for money, but she was giving herself to him, too. For the moment, money was forgotten. Her lust was driving her on, her desire to be fucked. To be dominated. By him!

Sliding his spare hand up underneath her body, he cupped one bouncing breast. Her nipple was like a rock in his palm. He squeezed and kneaded, drawing another Portuguese cry. He dragged his other hand upwards to play with both her tits. Her cunt muscles squeezed his thick cock and intelligible gratitude in Portuguese burst from her mouth.

Fuck, he was close. Couldn't hold out much longer. Sweat dripped from his bulk. Rivulets of it formed along her mocha skin. He was panting hard, groaning each time her sex squeezed him tighter.

His hands left her swells. Back to her hips. The finishing line was in sight. Time to give all he had. "Harder, bitch," he rasped. "Want it harder?"

Rebecca didn't reply, instead throwing down a challenge with the increased pace of her backward pumps. She looked at him over her shoulder again, deep brown eyes exploding with lust, sweat pouring from her brow. The Brazilian beauty bucked her heart shaped ass backwards against his thighs.

Kessen grunted like an animal. He dug his fingernails into her thighs, going for broke. He felt himself hurtle towards the edge. Wrapping some of her dark, wavy hair in his hand, he yanked her head up from the desk. Holding it suspended in the air, Rebecca gasped for breath.

"Deus!" she cried in a mixture of pain and ecstasy. She wasn't on the edge. She was way beyond it. She jammed herself against him one final time. "Uh! UHUH!" Her sex spasmed and contracted around his cock.

Yesssss!

He smirked to himself as he felt her body shake. Victory! He'd taken her to her nirvana before he'd reached his own. The beauty underneath him cried out in Portuguese as she crested in her release. Her juices covered his slick hardness.

He loosened his grip on her hair and her head sunk back down to the desk. Despite her convulsions, she lewdly spread her legs wider, giving him all the encouragement he needed to go for the finishing line.

When he loosened his grip on her hair, her head sunk back down to the desk. Despite her convulsions, she lewdly spread her legs wider, giving him all the encouragement he needed to go for the finishing line.

He grunted. He—Guus Kessen—was in control now!

When it came down to it, money talked. He was the one who called the shots. He could have any woman he wanted. Even Erika. Even one as sexy as this. With that thought, his well-worked balls tensed and he couldn't hold back.

He heard Rebecca gasp as he fired the first two streams into her thirsty and waiting sex. His grip on those wonderful hips tightened as more followed. Grunting with each new explosion, he took the moment to revel in his fortune. She'd fucked him for the power he lorded over her, not just the money. And that meant she'd be coming back for more.

With a growl as he finished emptying his balls, he pulled the sexy Brazilian woman backwards and slumped down into his chair. His heart was pounding.

The brunette kept her legs spread wide as her weight fell onto his thighs. She positioned herself on his lap. His cock was still semi hard from the Viagra, enveloped by her tight sex. She squeezed her cunt muscles around him again.

What the fuck…

"Rebecca…" he groaned. Control passed from one to the other.

***

"Let me guess," Erika said as she reclined across from Katie in the booth. She waved a half-smoked marijuana cigarette in the air, holding it now like she would a menthol, elegantly pinched between her middle and ring finger. "You've always been a good girl."

Katie smiled, the strange sensation reminding her how light her head felt. She'd always defaulted to the straight and proper. She worked hard in school to finish at the top of her class. She worked hard at her job to get her where she was today. But if only Erika knew her special secret…

"But I bet…" Erika paused, wagging the joint at her and narrowing her eyes as she analysed. "I bet a part of you would enjoy being bad." She finished with a sly grin, pleased with herself, and held the joint out to the brunette.

Katie's smile widened. She could be bad all right!!

"I've been watching you," Erika said, sinking into the grimy booth like it was a plush sofa. "You're a sexy woman."

Katie felt warm at the comment. Through her hazy eyes, she was vaguely aware of Erika's eyes on her. Was there something in that light blue glint? Contrary to popular belief, psychiatrists were no better at reading minds than anyone else. But if she had to guess, she'd say there was some attraction there. The blonde woman had said she was sexy, after all. And Alistair had told her she was into other women…

Or was that the drink talking? She shouldn't have had the second bottle of beer. It was way too much for her.

She knew for certain she'd misjudged this woman. Hell, Alistair had misjudged her, too. Didn't he say she'd been sympathetic when he'd told her about him and Katie? Hadn't she said she only wanted the best for him?

"Ever thought of psychiatry?" Katie asked, struggling to stay in the moment. "You have a knack for reading people, you know." Another sip at her beer. "A natural."

Erika waved her hand dismissively, but it didn't wipe away her grin. "Please, I'm just an ignorant foreigner." Both girls giggled, knowing how far from the truth that was.

"You still care for him," Katie said. The startled look on Erika's face pleased her. She guessed it was a difficult task to catch this woman off-balance, and the way the blonde's jaw set a moment later spoke volumes. She did still care for Alistair, but would never admit it. Even to herself, apparently.

"That's nonsense. He's a philanderer. You can have him," she said bitterly, taking up the joint and pulling on it. She held the smoke deep, releasing it in a lazy curl along her bright red lips. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean it that way. He's just… you'll see."

"I think I'm beginning to," Katie admitted.

She reached across the table, her fingers touching Erika's in an affectionate caress. "You know, you're all right," she found herself saying. Okay, it may have been the alcohol and drug that was giving her the courage to speak, but it was true all the same.

Erika's hand placed itself on top of hers. "You, too, Katie. There's something about you that's really… sexy. Maybe you're a bad girl disguised a good one?" She handed the nearly spent joint back, as though proving her point.

With a drink in one hand and the marijuana cigarette in the other, Katie had to agree. She did so with a giggle. She, Katie Nichols—the straight-laced psychiatrist—was smoking weed! "You think I'm sexy?"

Erika's blue eyes glowed in the smoky dark. "Very," she whispered huskily. "I bet Alistair has had fun with you." There was no mistaking what she was talking about. Katie thought of last night, blushing profusely at the memory of the animal that had emerged in both of them. "I bet you that he brought out a side of you that you didn't know you had."

Again, Katie was surprised at this woman's insight. "How did you…"

"Remember, my dear, I dated him a long time before you." She didn't say it bitterly. There was no jealousy. It was a simple observation. "He has that affect on people."

Katie blinked. The whole time, he'd maintained that it was Erika who'd done all the corrupting. Could this be true? Could it be the other way around? After the last few hours she'd spent with the blonde—the sum total of which may have been more than she'd ever spent with Alistair—she could believe it.

"But you know what? We weren't good together. You're a much more… levelheaded person. It balances him out more. He can be a bit… off the wall, you know. You'll be a good steadying influence."

"Off the wall?"

"Well, you know. Last night was an example. And don't you find that politicians lie so well? But look, it doesn't matter," she continued, softly stroking the back of Katie's hand with her fingertips. "You'll find out soon enough."

"Find out? Erika…"

"Don't worry, honey, you'll be good together."

Katie stared into the blonde's intense blue eyes. What incredible, sparkling eyes they were. And what a fantastic mouth, too! Those lips! She thought of kissing them? Just a small peck? They were so glossy. Damn, this beer and the heady aroma that hung low over the customers were really getting to her.

"C'mon, taxi time," Erika said, temporarily breaking the spell. "It's gone eight. We'd better get back. Make sure you gather up all your bags."

Katie's head rushed as she stood. She paused, putting a hand on her forehead to get her mind clear. When they returned to the hotel, she'd have to lie down.

"Stoned?" Erika laughed, linking her arm in the brunette's. "Me too. Come on, let's get out of here."

***

"Where's Katie?" Alistair asked, charging into the operations room they'd reserved on the hotel's ground floor.

Thomas glanced at Sally. She returned the look. Her eyes told him that she wasn't going to be the one to speak first.

"They're not back yet," he hesitantly volunteered.

The Conservative Party leader's face twisted. As if he'd been expecting the bad news. "They?"

"She went shopping," Sally explained. "With Erika. They said… Erika said… it would be a long, boring afternoon for Katie. So she had a better idea."

The black politician didn't respond. He didn't need to. His face said it all. Thomas and Sally understood. They'd both been on the end of one of Erika's ideas.

"Okay," Alistair snapped, his dark eyes darting around the hotel bar as he spoke. "What are you doing here? Don't you guys have any press contacts to entertain?"

Thomas shook his head. "All done and dusted. We've done everything we can today, Alistair. And things are looking really positive. We were waiting here in case you wanted to get together for a briefing—"

Alistair nodded, stopping himself before he could take his annoyance out of his two most committed workers. That wouldn't be fair. "I've had enough," he simply said. "Brief me in the morning. I have a radio interview in half an hour, from the BBC van outside. But I'll call it a day after that. There's nothing more to be achieved tonight and we have an early flight back to London in the morning. We all need to be fresh for tomorrow."

Sally nodded. "Big day."

Polling Day. The enormity of the moment threw a cloak across them for a few seconds. By this time tomorrow, Alistair could have made history. The first Black Prime Minister. Two days ago it looked unachievable. Now, anything was possible…

Alistair walked away from them, and then abruptly wheeled in a circle. He stepped from one foot to the other. "Well, I guess we'll find out tomorrow." His eyes spread around the room, as if expecting his girlfriend walk in at any second.

Thomas glanced at Sally. She winked back. Her thoughts weren't centred on tomorrow. She was anticipating what lay in store tonight.

"Okay, have a good night," Alistair said, his dismissive wave indicating that he wanted to be alone in the room. Probably a couple of phone calls and some preparation for his interview, Thomas thought.

Sally linked his arm as she led him along the narrow corridor and out into the main reception. The lifts were to their left. Seeing that no one was around, she pulled her fair-haired lover in for a passionate kiss.

"We're going to have a good night, all right," she murmured into his mouth. "Aren't we, big boy?

***

Erika had been shocked when she'd caught sight of Sally and Thomas kissing downstairs. Clearly, the couple had thought they couldn't be seen. She'd call both their rooms in the middle of the night, just to make sure her suspicions were correct. If there weren't an answer from either, she'd know.

And she'd put the information to good use…

"This feel so good!" Katie giggled as they swept into the suite she and Alistair shared. Erika watched her prance across the room, arms spread wide as she spun around like a girl in a meadow.

Alistair wasn't there, of course. He had a radio interview shortly, one Erika had set up herself. They had plenty of time. She couldn't wait. Just a little bit more patience and she'd be between this girl's legs.

Erika crossed the room and threw herself into the lounger, crossing her long legs before her. Going into her purse, she lit another joint. Her gaze flickered across Katie's body, taking in the thick looking nipples that were pushing against her blouse. Her tongue flicked invitingly across her wet lips. Those hard buds would soon be in her mouth.

"What are you doing?" Katie asked, pausing for a serious moment. Then she burst out laughing, trying to say something to the effect of: "You can't smoke in here."

"No?" Erika murmured, crossing her arms over her chest as she inhaled the sweet smoke. "Why don't you go open us a bottle of champagne from the bar. Then we can talk about what we can and can't do."

Katie rolled her eyes good-naturedly and skipped over to the bar. Both women laughed as she struggled to open the bottle, finally succeeding in a frothy mess. Two flutes of golden bubbly in her hand, she joined Erika on the couch.

"God, I can't believe I did that! I still feel so good. So…"

"Decadent?"

"Yes!"

The blonde sipped her drink and stared deeply into Katie's eyes. The woman really was a beauty. Erika had always been the one who chose and seduced their female conquests, but maybe she should let him pick a few.

Should have, she quickly corrected. Should have….

"Want another hit?" she asked, forcing her mind back to this evening's target.

"I don't think it's a good idea…" Katie replied hesitantly. Did she realize she was grinning like a fool? This was too easy.

"I think it's a great one. Champagne and pot. There are only a few combinations better than that," she smiled.

"Um, Okay…"

Instead of handing her the joint, Erika took another long drag on the marijuana cigarette and leaned forward as though for a kiss. When Katie opened her mouth in surprise, the blonde hot-boxed her, passing the sweet smoke from one sexy mouth to the other.

Katie's heart tried to jump out of her chest as the haze in her mind grew thicker.

"Feel better?"

She nodded, finding it a little hard to focus. The smoke filled her body. It made her sizzle. So did Erika's mouth. She felt something on her neck and realised it was lips. A woman's lips! They planted soft kisses that made her body tingle. Then there was a tongue. A wet tongue, leaving a damp trail behind as it slowly traced a pattern across her flesh.

"You… you mentioned other combinations better than combination and pot?" Katie said hesitantly, trying to turn her mind away from the forbidden sensations her body was experiencing.

Languidly, Erika sat up, taking her soft touch with her. "Why yes, my dear. But you'll have to trust me. Do you?"

A fire was burning between Katie's legs. She'd never been with a woman, but suddenly wanted to more than anything. Only, she couldn't quite convince her rational self. "I think so."

Erika laughed lightly and sat back. "Why don't you try on the new dress you bought today?"

"The one you made me buy, you mean?" the brunette asked with a giggle.

"The one that you looked so sexy in," Erika emphasised.

Katie laboured to her feet, her earlier light-footed grace gone. "If you insist." She disappeared into the bedroom, shutting the door behind her out of modesty.

Only a few more moments, Erika though, licking her lips. Her heart was beating rapidly, as it always did in the midst of a seduction. Alistair had prepped her well.

Flipping on the radio, she tuned into BBC. "…a few moments and we'll be joined by the Conservative Party's own Alistair Brinkley-Jones, a man's who's had quite a turn around in the last few days. He'll be talking to us about—" Click.

They still had plenty of time. His interview hadn't even begun. She grinned, a cat waiting at a mouse hole, ready to pounce, and began to unbutton her blouse.

***

"Oh fuck! Uh uh UHHH!" Guus's cock stretched her well-worked pussy with each short thrust in his lap. Bracing her hands behind her on his thighs, her head resting back on his shoulder, Becky undulated her exquisitely maintained body against him. She wanted more. She couldn't get enough!

It had been easy to get him fully erect again. Just a little grinding on him, like a stripper going that extra mile. Some of her friends back home had been strippers, too. Now, she saw why they liked it so much. Even in this overweight man's lap, she felt hotter than she'd ever been.



Reaching behind her, she circled his head and drew him in for a kiss. The panting Dutch millionaire's hands clutched her breasts, twisting her nipples as their kiss turned sloppy. She sent moans down his throat before she had to pull away.

She was close again. Guus's hand on her clitoris pushed her the rest of the way.

"On the desk," he ordered, pulling her away from him by the hips and swivelling her around. He felt her muscles flex beneath her skin as she got into position: balanced on the edge of the leather top with her feet resting on the armrests of Guus's chair.

He stood, eyeing her wet sex spread before him. The businessman gripped his cock at the base and stepped right between her legs. "As of right now, I absolve you of your debt. You're free to go."

The Dutchman didn't step away, however. Instead, he brushed the heavy head of his cock against the bare rise of her mound, just above her clit. She whimpered. "If you stay, it has nothing to do with money. Understand?"

Rebecca brushed aside the enormity of her decision all too easily. All it took was a few more drums of his cock on her pussy. A single tap on her button would set her off again, but he knew how to play his game.

The Brazilian woman groaned, taking hold of his thick girth and pushing it cleanly into her silky hole. "Just fuck me!"

She twisted her legs around his back and pincered them around his flabby flesh. She loved sex, loved how tactile it was. She loved feeling Guus's balls swing against the bottoms of her ass cheeks. She loved how his cock thrust so deep inside of her. She even loved how his heavy stomach pinned her down.

And God, she loved how he fucked.

***

Katie felt feverish. She could barely control her shivering body, thinking at first it was some combination of the smoke and drink before realizing it was excitement. The last time she'd felt this way was on her Prom night. With the Tico. Only now, the feeling of being bad was amplified a hundred fold.

The dress Erika had asked her to put on was one she'd never buy for herself. She wouldn't have even considered it. The skin-tight silver-sequined dress was short enough that even standing straight, it didn't quite cover the lacy tops of her stockings. And she could forget about a bra; the haltered dress left her creamy white back dramatically bare before converging snugly on her hips and ass.

Erika had even convinced her to purchase a pair of matching sandals, which were sexy, but quite impractical with their four-inch stiletto heels.

When she stepped back out into the primary suite, she was momentarily taken aback. Erika had changed as well and was standing before the mirror on the inside of the bathroom door, pivoting on her dangerously tall red heels. Katie recognized the deep scarlet slip dress, although it looked frighteningly perfect on the blonde's statuesque frame.

"What do you think?" the blonde asked, swivelling around so that she faced away from the psychiatrist. The clingy material was even shorter than Katie's, barely covering any of her slender thighs.

"Wow…" Katie responded. She felt herself swooning. If there was ever a woman to experiment with, Erika was the one.

"Touché," the blonde replied, holding out her hand in invitation. "How do you feel?"

"Like I'm going to fall down!" Katie giggled, swaying across the room like she was walking a tight rope. "I feel tall."

"You look great." Katie blushed. Being complimented by women that looked like a model wasn't something she was used to. As soon as she was within arms length, Erika reached out and pulled her before the mirror. "Look at yourself," she whispered, stepping behind Katie.

The brunette couldn't deny what she saw. She looked hot. Just not like Katie Nichols.

"Alistair will love you in this outfit," Erika cooed. In the reflection, Katie could see the blonde checking her out, stroking her bared back and round butt. She shivered. "But I do, too."

Katie felt her tummy flutter as the reflected blonde leaned down and kissed her on her pale shoulder. She tilted her head to one side as the other woman's lips found her neck. The brunette could feel her chest rise and fall. She was out of breath, panting. She saw herself one last time in the mirror before her lids fell across her eyes. The blonde's hands had crept around, hugging her close.

Creeping up her stomach, where her nipples had grown visible.

Heat rose with the Erika's creeping hands and soft lips. She felt those butterfly kisses along her neck. Along her jaw. They reverberated in time with the flapping in her stomach and the pitter-patter of her heart. There was no doubt that the touch belonged to a woman. No man had ever been this gentle, nor this soft.

Coupled with the drug and alcohol inside her body, her mind was in sensory overload. She couldn't think. She could hardly breathe!

The hands finally found the undersides of her breasts. She wobbled at the precipice of an orgasm. At the hands of another woman! This wasn't right, was it? This was wrong! Even through the wooziness in her brain, she realised she was being seduced. She tried to pretend she wasn't—don't ruin the moment. But she was. And she had to put a stop to this before it got out of hand.

Still… maybe just a moment longer?

"Does that feel good, honey?" she heard Erika whisper, her husky Scandinavian tone sounding thick with arousal. Then those creeping hands were cupping her breasts, kneading them through the thin, sequined dress.

She tried to speak, to tell Erika to stop. But how could something that made her body tingle be wrong?The moan slipped from her throat before she could stop it.

"You know you want this, don't you?" the faraway voice huskily whispered.

"No," Katie whimpered, hardly able to get the word out of her mouth. "I can't…" Soft hands mashed her swells. Her nipples were rock hard under the pressing palms. She was moaning again… louder this time.

"No?" Erika's seductive voice was like a whisper inside head, barely audible. She felt the hairs on the inside of her ear dance. "I think you do." She was vaguely aware of one hand leaving her breast; all she could focus on was the return of those softly teasing lips, skipping along her jaw.

Her head turned, drawn to the heat of Erika's touch. She felt those wonderful lips close over her own. She felt Erika's tongue push into her mouth. She accepted the bisexual kiss.

"Uh, God!" It came out like a whine, high pitched and cracking. She pulled back from Erika's kiss, a fraction of an inch, as she stifled her orgasm. For the moment.

"Very sexy lingerie," Erika whispered, her fingers toying with the strap of her garter belt. Before Katie could saw more, the lips descended again.

Electricity zipped through her body, singing and circling wherever the blonde touched her. Her breast. Her thighs. The panties that stretched tight across her throbbing mound. She almost blacked out but forced her eyes open.

They found Erika's sparkling gaze only a few inches away, watching her, observing every change in her normally composed face. She tensed when Erika's fingers brushed across her clitoris, hypersensitive even through her thong.

"Look at yourself," Erika soothed, shifting her eyes back to the mirror. Katie's gaze followed. She gasped. The reflection shocked her. The tight, silver dress was bunched up around her waist, fully revealing the floral-patterned black lace of her thong, and the garter belt above it. The blonde's red-painted fingernails were drawing circles across the front. "This is so pretty…" she teased, drawing dangerously close to the upper hem.

Her other hand squeezed Katie's tit one last time. Just as the brunette thought Erika was going to plunge her fingers into her panties, the blonde girl stepped away, leaving her frustrated and slumped on her feet like a forgotten marionette.

The Swede floated back to the sofa on long, graceful strides, and relit the half-smoked cigarette. "Want to know a better combination than this and champagne?" she asked, meandering her way toward the bedroom.

Katie gulped, nodding.

"Come and find out…" the Scandinavian continued with a quick puff. Without another word, she glided into the bedroom.

The psychiatrist watched her go, rooted to the floor for a moment. Within the other room, she could see Erika reach behind her and unzip her dress and shimmy out of the slinky material. No bra adorned her naked back, but she had a red g-string on.

The blonde sat herself down on the bedside, crossing her legs and setting the joint between her red lips. She patted the spot beside her and smiled through the doorway to the watching brunette.

That was all it took. Katie moved, unfrozen. Her brain might have been a little fuzzy, but it was a good fuzzy, and she knew what she wanted. She pulled her own dress off as she sauntered into the bedroom, doing her best seductress impression. Seeing Erika's bright blue eyes light up helped.

"You've never done this before, have you?" the Swedish woman asked as the brunette crawled up into her lap.

Katie hadn't, but she wanted to.

Erika pulled the last of the reef into her lungs as the brunette's arms encircled her head. This time, as they hot-boxed, neither woman pulled away. This time, their lips slotted together into a deep, French kiss as they passed smoke down each other's lungs.

When the older woman—a professional who should have known better—pulled her head away, things had gone even fuzzier. Eyes closed, she let herself be guided to the bed, where she'd spent the previous night fucking this woman's ex-lover. She stretched, opening her legs wide as another woman crawled over her.

Erika's eyes sparkled down into hers. Katie's begging gaze met the look. The Swedish woman tipped her head to one side. She raised her eyebrows, silently asking Katie a question.

"Please…" the brunette gasped, feeling the other woman's knee squeeze into the space between her thighs.

"Please what?" Erika asked, leaning forward to run her tongue across Katie's lips. The brunette raised her head. Her mouth opened in search of that tongue. Erika pulled away, holding herself a tantalising inch away. "Please more?" the sexy Swede asked. "Please harder? Please fuck me…"

Katie moaned at the words. Please fuck me? Reaching behind the blonde's neck, she pulled the teasing woman's mouth down onto hers, as though to say, Yes please!

When Erika rotated her leg harder against her pussy, the brunette couldn't help herself. Her thighs widened. Her hands found their way to Erika's perfect ass, pulling her more tightly into the heaving embrace. The feeling of her panty-covered vulva pressing against the blonde's upper leg was sublime.

She gave a loud wail. Complete surrender. She pushed upwards. Her hips moved in more frantic circular motions against the sexy woman's thigh, seeking and finding the magical pressure on her clit.

Their Sapphic kisses grew looser. Wetter. Harder to maintain through her heavy breathing. She was close. So close…

"No!" she shouted in protest as Erika retreated. She felt a bead of sweat pour down her forehead. She was so close!

The blonde ignored her as she kissed down her body. She maintained eye contact the whole way, those sizzling blue irises promising everything. When she felt Erika's soft cheeks caress her breasts, it was like being plugged into the main. When her long, pink tongue darted out and swirled her nipple, her body jumped at the jolt.

"Has Alistair fucked these yet?" Erika asked, switching tits.

Alistair! Right! She was in their room… She was with his girlfriend… Ex-girlfriend… Fuck, she couldn't keep anything straight in her head. "N… no… Not yet."

Erika smiled. "Not yet," she repeated. "Now you're finally understanding."

She kissed further down the brunette's creamy body, settling in between her thighs. With one side of her thong in each hand, she continued, "He'll make you experience things you never thought you'd do." She kissed the skin just above her panties and below her garter belt. "And you know what? You'll crave it…"

No,Katie moaned, even as Erika lowered her lacy thong. It wasn't a protest at what she was about to do—have lesbian sex with this incredible blonde. Her protest was directed squarely at Alistair. Even as her thoughts and mind swam on the clouds of intoxication, she knew they were through.

She didn't like who she was becoming.

"My, my," Erika purred between her legs. "Shaven. I didn't think you were the type." Katie went red in the face, and the other woman quickly picked up on it. "Let me guess… this was his idea?"

Katie nodded, biting her lip. She could feel Erika's breath flutter across her moist sex. She was suddenly nervous. Bashful. And yet she opened her legs wider. When the blonde's lips descended, her mind was blown away. Erika had a long tongue and knew precisely how to use it.

The psychiatrist quickly found herself arching her back as she dug her heels into the bedspread. She began to issue hysterical gasps and groans as the other woman went to work on her clit, coaxing the swollen bud from its hood before sucking it like a mini-cock.

Two long fingers joined the mouth, pushing into the velvet channel and easily locating her g-spot. Katie thrashed about, squeezing her own breasts. Pinching them hard. She came violently, screaming her throat raw.

Erika didn't stop there. She backed off, concentrating on her smooth mound and soft pussy lips. Her twisting fingers took a slower, lazier pace. Her tongue lapped softly. Waiting for Katie to come down.

When she was finally able to catch her breath—when her back finally touched the bedspread again—Erika turned the heat back up. Only now, she introduced a third finger. She used her teeth. This time, Katie blacked out as she came.

***

Thomas lay on Sally's bed, already semi hard at the thought of what was in store. She'd decided that using her room tonight would provide some variety. Becky kept coming into his mind, and he kept pushing her away. A few short weeks ago and he'd never have dreamed it was possible he could cheat on her.

Erika had changed all that.

And now, here he was again, being unfaithful once more. He hadn't been coerced this time. He was guilty, sure. It was like a bucket of water poured over his head. But his cock was aching with anticipation.

"Penny for them?"

He swung his body around on the bed. Damn, he'd been so preoccupied he hadn't heard the bathroom door open. Sally looked delectable in just the short bath towel. The diminutive redhead really was a sexy bundle of dynamite.

He turned away from the sight, trying to compose himself. Why did his cock so easily betray the need inside his body? In just his black boxer shorts, it was impossible to disguise his arousal.

"Hey, I know," she murmured. Waiting until he looked at her, she pulled the white towel from her naked body and began to dry the hair still wet from her shower. "You're starting to feel guilty, aren't you?"

He began to answer. The sight of her jiggling tits stopped him. With each rub of her silken locks, they danced before his eyes. Her breasts weren't large, though on her petite figure they looked big enough. Her long, dark nipples were lovingly erect out of her small areola. She stopped her movements when she saw the direction of his gaze and posed for him, her hands still on her hair.

"You like?" she teasingly asked, with that cheeky, child-like smile. She shook her upper body, sending the delectable twin peaks into another delicious shimmy. "I can see you do," she nodded at his bulge, hooking her finger in the towel and trailing it over her shoulder as she slinked across the room towards him.

He felt the mattress sink as she crawled onto the bed behind him. Her hands snaked around his body from behind, running along the outline of his hard cock in his boxers. "See, I knew youliked," she teased.

"Sally…" he began, feeling himself ache under her touch.

He wanted to say that maybe they should talk instead of fuck? His free hand grabbed one of hers as he tried to compose himself. But when her free hand slipped to the gap in his boxers and pulled him free, he knew he was defeated.

"Nice," she murmured, gripping just below the crown. "Nice and hard. For Sally."

She slithered around him and dragged his boxers down his thighs. Her hand, her amazingly soft, began to caress his testicles a second or two before her mouth enveloped him. He felt her teeth on either side of the crown, her eyes teasingly staring up at him as if threatening to bite. When his eyes narrowed, she grinned and pulled her mouth away, holding the base between her fingers as her tongue ran up one side of his shaft and then the other.

"Strange thing about Erika and Katie," she slurped, her mouth not pausing for a single instant. "She's up to something."

"Up to what?" he grunted, gripping her damp red hair and holding her in position. The last thing he wanted right now was a conversation. Her sucking movements were already sending warning signals to his brain.

"That's the question!!" Sally murmured, her outstretched hand pushing him back on the bed. She fed him back into her mouth, her lips covering his entire sensitised crown as her hands dropped to his heavy balls again. Thomas moaned as she fondled him. The excitement was building. "Mmm, I can feel how this little Mister needs some attention."

"Little?" he snorted, dragging her head up to meet his stare.

"I've had bigger," she teased.

She'd had bigger? He'd show her! With a snarl, he pulled away and switched position to kneel over the redhead. He arrogantly rubbed his throbbing manhood against her lower stomach, feeling her trimmed stripe of soft, auburn pubes. When she moaned, he edged his long shaft down to her centre, following the narrow trail of hair. It gave way to the blissfully smooth ridges of her clitoral hood. She gasped. Teasingly, he eased his cock along her heated furrow.

When Sally attempted to force him inside, he was a little too quick for her. With a twist of his body, he pulled back. "Had bigger, eh?" he snorted.

"Mmm, I like it when you take control," she murmured, raising her hips.

Leaning forward, Thomas took her right nipple into his mouth. His tongue ran around the hard tip as he sucked it inside. When she eased her hips towards him, he pulled back a fraction. Not yet. She'd beg for him first!

His hands gripped hers, entwining fingers. He lowered onto his elbows. Sliding downwards, he left a trail of sloppy, wet kisses on his way to her inner thighs.

Sally's entire body jerked when his tongue found its objective. She spread her legs further apart, wrapping them around his broad back. With a moan, she locked her feet together. Holding him in position, her hands clasped his head. She pulled his mouth tightly into her needy sex.

She abandoned her quaking body to his skilful tongue. Yesterday, he'd been tentative. Tonight, he was uninhibited. With each lick, she thrust her hips towards him. Her loins were on fire. He slid his mouth to envelop her clitoris. His fingers stroked the back of her thighs as he gently took it between his teeth.

Sally's hips bucked as he sucked down hard, coating it with his saliva. Electricity shot through her body. She was there…

She hissed out her sexual release. "Oh, yesssss!"

Thomas didn't wait. Even as she struggled to regain her breath, he was on the move again. Sliding onto his back, he somehow got his body underneath her. Dragging her by her arms, she followed his lead until she was sitting on his lap.

"Want Sally to do the work?" she grunted, her eyes still clouded.



With a twist of her lean body, her hand took him and lined his cock up with her wet opening. She leant down and thrust her tongue into his mouth. He groaned into her mouth. His fingers dug into her firm ass as she eased down.

"Feels good," she grunted, letting her body adjust to his girth before rotating her hips. She moved in circular motions, gliding him against her tight walls.

It was her turn to dominate.

Her hands gripped his farmerboy hair, roughly pulling his head up into another deep kiss. To emphasise her control, her teeth captured his lower lip and pulled down on it. Pushing his head back onto the pillow, she slid her hands to his bare chest. Jeremy was hairy, but she preferred Thomas's smoothness. Wasting no time, she began to power herself down.

He grunted with each jerking thrust. His hands tried to slow her. The redhead had no intention of allowing him. Instead, she fucked him faster. Her perky tits bounced in front of his eyes. An erotic dance of lust. The sweat dripped along their skin. Apart from their panting, the only noise in the room was the sound of their bodies slapping against one another.

"Have we taken your mind off your guilt?" she grunted, changing back to teasing mode. "You seem happy enough fucking me now…"

"Don't you ever stop?" he mumbled, feeling the bed shake as she jerked down harder.

She paused, just enough to drop her mouth beside his ear. "Well, just think of poor Jeremy. At home, all alone with his cup of cocoa, while his sexy bitch of a wife let's you fuck her brains out. Not fair is it?"

Her internal muscles squeezed him in a vice like grip. His eyes shot wider. She squeezed again, rippling herself on his cock.

"Oh, God…"

"He won't save you," she laughed, her fingernails digging into his chest as she jerked down on him like a jackhammer. "Nobody can. Going to cum, baby?"

Thomas gritted his teeth. He shook his head.

"Oh yes," she teased, pausing for a delicious second and then jerking down hard again. "I think so…"

He closed his eyes. Just like that, she had him ready to fire his load.

"That's it," she encouraged, changing from long, deep strokes to short piston like movements. The bed bounced. Her body reverberated as if someone had switched her onto a high setting and she couldn't stop.

Thomas gasped. The surge began in his balls and raced through him like lava leaving a volcano. He surrendered to the moment and gripped her hips as his seed burst from his testicles. As he began to ejaculate, Sally increased the speed of her downward thrusts. She was determined to find another orgasm.

"Keep fucking, you bastard," she spat out.

Her teeth reinforced her need by pulling on his earlobe.

Thomas obeyed, continuing his upward thrusts, ejaculating further as he did so. She was sucking his insides out…

The feeling of his spurting inside her was delicious but so was the way his shaft rubbed against her clitoris. The need to cum consumed her. "Keep fucking," she told him again, seconds before her eyes rolled into her head.

Her hot juices poured from her as she came. It covered them both and the bed. Her body shuddered at the powerful sensations and her series of long moans were unstoppable. When her breathing eventually began to return to normal, she grabbed his hair. Her lips found his. It was a long kiss.

Eventually, she pulled back, her aroused eyes stared into his. "Good boy, Thomas. What's next?"

***

Katie slumped back on the bed, her arms splayed to either side, fingers spread wide. Her nostrils still flared as she forced air into her lungs. The slick sheen of sweat started to cool on her body.

She felt hands stroking her damp, chestnut brown hair. She felt a warm body recline next to hers. She was in rapture. The after-effect of her orgasm, combined with the alcohol and drug, made her feel cosy and comfortable.

"Hey," she heard the beautiful blonde murmur. Turning her head, Erika's lips were a tongue's lick away from hers. When the blonde closed the distance, she had no hesitation in seeking out that wonderful tongue.

Erika sat up, her eyes covering the attractive woman. Katie's long, chestnut hair framed her beautifully sculptured cheekbones. Her large brown eyes were wide, shimmering. And her coral pink mouth looked as sexy as it tasted.

She had to admit it—Alistair had good taste.

Even Katie's pale skin was sexy, quite a contrast to Erika's tanned flesh. The apple shaped breasts were delightful and those thick nipples made her mouth water. But the greatest surprise was that smooth mound. She hadn't expected the psychiatrist to be shaved. That was a bonus. Thanks again, Alistair.

Bending down, she took a thick nipple into her mouth. Katie moaned like an animal on heat as she pulled it between her teeth. It wasn't the only sound that met Erika's ears. The door to the suite had opened. In her woozy state, the brunette hadn't heard it. But she had. Her heart palpitated.

In a few moments, Alistair would be at the bedroom door.

Moving with the grace of a panther, she spread her body across Katie, scissoring their legs together. She could feel the woman's heat and wetness as their pussies clashed noisily together. In position, she pulled the brunette's leg up to her shoulder.

No time to waste.

With a teasingly slow pace, she began to move her hips. "Ha—" Katie gasped at the delicious feeling of their juices mingling and their bare skin gliding against one another.

"Ha—ha… ah!" she began to pant. Erika grinded harder, driving her padded pubic bone against the brunette's button. The older woman growled at the friction, her eyes narrowing with each slap of their thighs.

Erika adjusted position, so that clit rubbed on clit. Satisfied, she rocked gently at first. Their juices were flowing more freely, easing the smooth grind of their bald pussies. Yes, Erika panted in her own mind, thinking of Alistair providing this sexy innocent for her. Her hips circled faster, increasing the intensity.

When Katie attempted to move, Erika thought the woman was trying to get free. She wasn't. The gasping brunette was shifting impatiently as she tried to get her clit to rub just the right way against the blonde.

Erika groaned with satisfaction. This one really was a sexy bitch.

Out of the corner of her eye, she could see the shadow in the doorway. Time to put on a show. She found the right movement and the right rhythm. Katie released a deep, guttural groan. One hand held the raised leg against her shoulder. The other gripped the brunette's ass, pulling her tighter as her pumping hips increased the pressure.

The friction, the heat, the sucking wetness, the constant rubbing--it was all there. Groans. Moans. Hot women. Sexy voyeurs. Alistair was watching. Was he hard? Did he like what he saw?

The brunette was caught up in the need to reach another climax. Her hips started to gyrate wildly and her groans increased in pitch. She reached down, her fingers dancing across their clits. They spared like live wires, each time they touched.

She bucked faster, her cries becoming a shrieking sound.

Erika maintained the pressure. Her ex's new girlfriend was a full participant now—not just giving in to her. Alistair would be impressed!

The naked blonde rose up onto her knees, her wet sex never leaving Katie's. Bracing her pale lover's leg against her shoulder, she leveraged herself over the moaning woman, increasing the friction.

Katie's thighs started to shake. Erika reached across with her free hand, roughly yanking her hair. Katie screamed as her nerve ends triggered. Her body vibrated. She couldn't hold back. Her hot womanhood throbbed under Erika's hard movements. She screamed out her orgasm.

When Katie eventually flopped back on the bed, letting the orgasm gently fade at its own sweet pace, darkness took her once again. Erika shifted position so that she could turn towards the door.

Alistair's eyes were wide with shock.

The Swede had intended this to be her final revenge. To allow him to see the seduction of his girlfriend. But there was something else in his eyes. A look she'd seen so many times before. Immediately, another thought ran through her mind. Oh, yes!!!! This would be even better.

She crooked her finger.

***

Becky tossed and turned in her bed. She'd felt the need to call Thomas. To talk to him. Everything she'd done today made the need to hear his calm, loving voice more acute. She hadn't just allowed the millionaire to fuck her tonight. They'd each taken their pleasure, sating themselves on each other's bodies. Hell, she'd stayed in his office for two hours! Two hours!!

After he'd taken her over his desk, she'd fucked him in his chair. There'd been no need to do that. Nor had there been any need to fuck him on the desk. Or suck him back to life so he could have her again. Other than her wanton sexuality! And for someone so overweight, he'd displayed wonderful stamina.

She had no idea what she would have said to Thomas had he answered her call. Maybe she would have confessed? Would that have assuaged her guilt?

No, that wasn't an option. Guus would remain her secret.

What was more important was that she put a stop to this before it went too far. Pixie, Guus, Erika… it was all too much.

When she saw her blonde friend the day after the election, she'd explain. She would tell Erika that however attracted she was, she wanted to settle down and make things work with Thomas. Despite the intensity of feelings that insisted she wanted to experience the Swede's body, she couldn't do that. Guus had been a step too far, but at least she could put that down to the money.

What she'd realised in the hours since then was that it had made her feel alive. That disturbed her more than anything. She'd been a whore. A Brazilian whore! Yet it had felt wonderful. She'd loved everything about the whole experience—far more than she had expected.

That's why she'd needed to talk to Thomas. To hear the voice of reason. He was the one constant in her life. Her rock. She'd betrayed him, and yet he'd never dream of being unfaithful to her. That's why a few words of wisdom from his lips would calm her. Bring her down from this sexual high.

Why the hell hadn't he been in his room? She'd called three times.

She knew of course. The poor thing was being pushed to the limit in this Election campaign. Tomorrow would see an end to that pressure. Then they could make love, have that talk and start again.

***

Alistair was naked before he reached the bed. Erika threw herself back, opening her legs for him. Her head rested against Katie's sleeping body. Revenge was sweet. As he attempted to crawl between her thighs, she pushed him back with her bare foot. When he hesitated, the drooling blonde draped her legs over his broad shoulders. He understood immediately.

Leaning forward, his stiff tongue lapping across her wet folds.

"Oh, yesssss," she encouraged, wrapping one foot around his neck and pulling him closer. "You haven't lost your touch…"

He twisted his head, jamming his tongue between her labial lips as if he was slicing a knife through butter. Erika moaned again. Her revenge would soon be complete. Enjoy the journey until then.

She moaned as he shifted his focus to her slippery clit. Panting hard, she pushed her hips up to meet him, rubbing his hair with her other foot. Her hard body arched. All that supported her was his black shoulders and the unconscious woman behind her.

His tongue jabbed at her in the way he knew she liked best.

"Yes, honey," she groaned, pushing herself back against Katie's pale skinned body. Her blonde hair spread across the brunette's tits. "Oh, yes!"

She began to hump his face. Her hands grabbed the sheets underneath her as she lifted herself even higher. Her ankles linked behind his neck.

Alistair's tongue alternated between her sweet folds and her aroused button. So familiar. Her heart ached. It had been so good between them once. So perfect. Why the fuck had the stupid bastard tried to dump her?

"My clit," she gasped, directing him. "My clit!"

He responded to her pleading, lapping over her swollen bud over and over again until she couldn't take it any longer. Pushing back into Katie, she squeezed her ex-boyfriend's face between her thighs as she came like a geyser on his sweaty, black face.

"Fuck, I needed that," she eventually grunted, twisting around. Her plan had been to wake the sleeping woman, but she had plenty of time.

One last fuck.

Pushing Alistair flat on the bed, she straddled him and sheathed his black cock. This was where he was meant to be. She looked down, watching his ramrod-stiff manhood disappear into her smooth sex. Her breathing came quicker at the sight. Black on white. His trimmed, dark curls on her bare skin. So sexy…

She began to move. Slowly at first. Her perfect swells bounced with each undulation. She began to bounce higher. Her body started to fuck him a little faster. Their bodies slapped together and she felt him tremble. She knew his groan. She knew only too well it signalled one thing.

Clearly the time he'd spent at the bedroom door, watching her trib with his new girlfriend, had had quite an effect. Time to finish him off. Receive his gushing tribute one final time. Then… she saw a movement beside her.

Katie's eyes were opening. This was even better.

Slowing the pace until she was sure the psychiatrist's gaze was firmly fixed on them, she tossed her blonde hair. Ran her fingers through it. She held it on top of her head as she moaned. "Want it?" she asked Alistair.

He growled as his fingers latched onto her hips. It wasn't enough for her.

"Want it?" she asked again. "Tell me. I'm the best, aren't I?"

He grunted again, trying to increase the upward pace. She was having none of it. Her body stilled. Reaching down, she pinned his arms to the bed. The message was clear. If you want to cum, you'd better play this game.

"Yes," he conceded, his voice hoarse with need. "Fuck, yes… you're the best."

"So are you, honey," she murmured. "So are you…"

Erika felt a hint of nostalgia but there was no time for that. With a grunt, she slithered off Alistair's cock and attacked Katie's lips. For a few moments the brunette allowed her, but didn't respond. The shock of what she'd seen was still sticking in her throat.

"Told you," the Swedish woman murmured as she kissed off Katie's lips. "Didn't I tell you what to expect?"

Her hands caressed Katie's breasts as she spoke. Her fingers ran across the aroused woman's nipples. One hand dipped down between the brunette's thighs. Good. Despite the brunette's disgust, she was wet again. Very wet.

"Don't let him fuck you," Erika whispered, keeping her voice low and away from Alistair's hearing. "The bastard's not worth it. Is he?"

Katie didn't answer, though she did raise her hips against Erika's hand. This girl was aroused and ready for more.

Her fingers easily slid inside the brunette's juicy body. The woman was panting harder, thrusting up against the pleasuring invaders. Erika knew she wouldn't be able to resist. One parting, whispered shot before she left them, and her plan was complete. "He just wants to use you the way he used me..."

The Swede's eyes flickered over to Alistair's. Once she had his gaze, she nodded down to Katie's thighs. He followed her eyes and understood the message. Erika knew he wouldn't be able to hold back either.

She was right. The black man reacted instantly, sliding his body between Katie's thighs, onto his knees. He roughly lifted up his girlfriend's legs and planted them across his shoulders.

"No," the pale skinned woman moaned.

Alistair took no notice. He rubbed his hardness along her overheated furrow and then sliced into her, driving her down into the mattress. She folded against his hard body, being dominated above for the second time in just a few minutes.

"No," Katie objected again, even as her feet linked behind his thick neck. She squeezed him tightly, pulling him deeper.

Alistair snarled, his face hard and domineering as he began to fuck her. His teeth clenched and unclenched with each downward thrust.

Erika backed away towards the door, leaving the two rutting animals to their pleasure. Tonight, Katie would fuck him. Tomorrow, she'd remember she'd said 'no' and he'd ignored her. That made it rape, didn't it?


Politics Ch. 09

Chapter 9: Marriage?

While the last thirty-six hours had been agonizingly slow, Katie couldn't remember the details. She remembered cancelling her meetings yesterday and today. The psychiatrist had told herself that doing so would allow her to recover from her sexual mauling at Alistair's hands. She remembered drinking—most of Election Day had been spent with a glass of wine in her hand. And here she was, the day after, in a rough bar in the East End of London. Drinking again.

Any other substantive thing was gone.

She told herself all this was necessary. The alcohol provided her with the liquid courage to face up to the repercussions of everything that had happened since she'd met Alistair Brinkley-Jones. A name she'd come to hate. Unfortunately for Britain, it was a name that was now acknowledged as the new Prime Minister.

She stared up at the big television screen above her head. He'd done it after all. Despite the Mary O'Leary allegations, he'd pulled it off. The first black Prime Minister. It had been a close run thing, but not only had the Conservative Party won the election, they'd also (only just) gained sufficient seats to guarantee them parliamentary control.

His ugly face was on the screen now.

She had no idea which News Channel it was, not that it mattered. They were all the same. Broadcasting a replay of Alistair's acceptance speech given in the early hours of the morning. George Blair, the Labour Leader, had waited until the result was certain before conceding. He'd drawn it out as long as he could and waited for the recounts in the most closely contested seats. But in the end, there was no room for doubt.

As she listened to Alistair's calm, reasoned, statesmanlike diatribe, her face creased in contempt. This was the man who had so roughly fucked her only two nights ago. She'd kept saying no, though she knew that her refusal was a moot point. Her body had gratefully taken everything he could give.

But it was a drug and alcohol fuelled body. Put there by his ex-girlfriend. So that she could fuck her, too! How could she have been so stupid?

The brunette had tried to help Alistair. She'd attempted to find a way to bring him out of his self-confessed 'sex addiction'. Instead, she'd been seduced into their little games by the Conservative Party Leader and his Swedish slut ex-girlfriend. Had they set her up together? A charade designed just to fuck her? Logical thought said that was impossible. Her intuition suggested something else.

If the public knew what a sex-crazed bastard he was, things would be different. Maybe the Mary O'Leary accusations had been false, but there were lots of similar women that Alistair had taken advantage of. Unfortunately, her professional oath prevented her from revealing that secret.

And now she was one of those women.

She felt her fingers wrapping around the stem of her cheap wine glass as rage poured through her. At Alistair. At Erika. The Swedish beauty had befriended Katie with the sole purpose of seducing her. Questions bounced around her head. Had Alistair's arrival in their suite scared the blonde seductress away? Would she actually have spent the night with Erika otherwise?

She recalled the sight of the Scandinavian woman riding Alistair's black cock with an ecstatic look on her face. It made her cringe with horror. The problem was… it inflamed her, too.

Since leaving Glasgow, she'd been constantly horny. A bitch in heat! As much as she denied it to herself, while everything that had happened since meeting that bastard had almost ruined her life, their experiences together had rekindled the fire inside her. Her heightened arousal had always made her more sexually aware. Of people around her. The way they looked. What they might be fantasizing. Like her…

The guy sitting in the corner had been watching her for the last half an hour. Of course he hadn't made it too obvious, but Katie knew

Hell, he was coming over to her now. Well… it had taken him long enough.

"Can I buy you a drink?" he asked as he reached her.

There was a knowing flicker of his dark eyes. She returned the look. It was like he'd been sent to her. For the last hour she'd alternated between hating Alistair and thinking of Eduardo. Should she go back and visit the café owner again? Instead, her answer was here. A stranger. And with his dark Indian complexion, shaved head and slender figure, he was just the way she liked them.

"I guess I could do with another," she smiled, pulling at the ponytail of dark hair as she raised her empty glass. "Dry white."

She watched the wiry stranger through narrowed eyes as he headed to the bar, keeping her lustful gaze on him until he'd returned with their drinks. The way he carried himself, the way he smiled—he was cocky, no doubt about that.

He thought he'd pulled. Well—he might just be right!

"Want to talk about it?" he said, pushing the chair back with his foot and flopping down opposite her. He plonked their drinks down onto the round wooden table.

"About what?"

"Whatever it is that's troubling you. Whatever's led you to a bar like this. A pretty lady like you."

"A bar like this?"

"Yeah," he grunted, his narrow eyes flickering across her body as he spoke. "A good looking, nicely dressed woman like you. This isn't your usual place. You're an upmarket bird. This is far too rough for you. Want to know what I think?"

Katie smoothed a hand through her ponytail again. Her eyes remained on the rim of her wine glass. "And what's that?"

"I think you're looking for something."

The psychiatrist didn't speak for a moment. Instead, she allowed the arousal building inside her to circle around her sex. It was here on a plate. All she had to do was take it. "I think I've just found it," she told him, meeting his hot gaze.

Throwing her head back, she drained the wine in one go. Standing up, she made her unsteady way across to the small door on the right of the bar. How much had she drunk? It wasn't necessary to look back—she knew he'd be following. Her heart was racing.

Was this really happening? Was she really going to do this? Suck him off?

The bathrooms matched the roughness of the bar. Dirty wooden floors, grainy walls, stained porcelain sinks. The stalls were no better, with some of the slats on the dark doors broken. But Katie didn't care about any of that. Barely saw it.

Instead, she turned to see that the sexy stranger had followed her inside. He was leaning against the wall even as his hands were working on his belt. They didn't need to speak. In a few seconds, his trousers were down at his ankles. Her mouth watered at the sight of his swollen, uncircumcised dick.

It featured a pronounced, upward curve. Like a dark banana.

The young Indian man was hairy, although he kept his pubes trimmed short and his large balls as shaved as his head. Katie didn't trust herself to say anything.

Almost robotically, she crossed the room and sank to her knees before him. Taking his hard cock from his stroking hand, she closed her mouth over the head. Her body shivered as an orgasm quaked through it. There was absolutely nothing as exciting as sucking on a man for the first time. It rivalled any other experience she'd had.

Even that of being fucked by Alistair.

The stranger had to sink a little along the counter in order for her to get the proper angle. She corkscrewed around the curved cock, feeling it's spongy head graze the roof of her mouth as she swallowed more.

"You're good, baby," he groaned as he roughly gripped her ponytail. He began to jerk his hips in time with her head thrusts.

He pushed against the back of her throat, causing her to choke a little. Katie sucked off the dark banana to compose herself before diving back in. Her body was on fire. She'd soon have what she wanted. His cum. Then she'd be out of there.

The dark stranger shuddered above her as her moan passed vibrations along his fleshy cock. He was close, she quickly recognized. She bobbed faster, taking shorter strokes designed to maximize the pleasure of her deep-throat.

She was shocked when he wordlessly came. So quickly? Only the tightened grip on her ponytail warned her. His throbbing cock spat into her mouth, little bullets of creamy manjuice. It was exactly what she needed...

She sucked his head clean, desperate to savour the moment. Much to her surprise, he only went partially limp. She wasn't too experienced, but all of her previous lovers went soft after emptying themselves into her mouth.

Then his hands were underneath her arms, picking her up off the floor with a grin and kicking open a stall door. "I know, I'm a stud," he said, bouncing his thick brows.

His mouth crashed against hers, distracting her for a moment before she realized he was unsnapping the button of her tight jeans and pulling at the short zipper. God, he was sliding her jeans the rest of the way off. Suddenly, she realized his intent. The Indian was going to fuck her!

"Nice thong," her impromptu lover commented as her lacy panties came into view. His words inflamed her more. She shoved her hand beneath the skimpy lingerie and found herself soaking.

She didn't do this. Not fuck. She found strangers and sucked them off. That was all. Yet she didn't protest. Nor did she stop him when he peeled her blouse over her head. She deserved this, after falling for Alistair.

It was her penance.

"God, you're sexy, baby," he grunted as his hands slid over her bra, dragging up the cups and tightly squeezing her naked breasts.

"Stop talking," she demanded, kicking her jeans off her legs. Stop talking! Just fuck me! Her heels went with them, leaving her in the presence of a man whose name she didn't even know, in nothing but her dark lacy panties.

The guy nodded, reaching out and yanking at the expensive black material. She cried out as they snapped, thirty pounds gone in one yank. Her skin burned as he pushed her back into a stall and sat her on the closed lid of a toilet seat. He was right beside her, cock in hand. God, he was growing again!

She lifted a leg onto the toilet paper dispenser and rested the other on the floor. He still wasn't fully erect, but when he rubbed his cock along her well-oiled furrow it didn't take long. Her hands went for his cock and dragged him to her wet opening. With a grunt, he pushed himself inside her.

Katie reclined, hitting the old-fashioned toilet handle with her back and flushing it. She didn't care. She didn't even hear it. The cold metal digging into her naked skin reminded her how dangerous this was. How dirty. She was being fucked in a public lavatory! And a dirty one at that! It somehow heightened her arousal.

"Fuck me! Fuck me!" she moaned, feeling the Indian's sweat drip across her tits.

He pumped inside her in long thrusts, caring only for his own pleasure. Her breath was blown out of her lungs. Stars twinkled in her vision as her nostrils flared. When she came, it was as if a series of volts was being fired through her.

It was only a few seconds later, when he turned and left her without a word, that she wondered what the hell she was doing.

***

Alistair Brinkley-Jones—Prime Minister! The black politician breathed out a long sigh that encapsulated the rigours of the last twenty-four hours.

It had been late into yesterday evening before his victory was confirmed. One of the closest races in modern history. Curiously, all bar one of the recounts had gone the way of the Conservatives, giving them sufficient seats for parliamentary control. The Good Lord had been smiling down on him.

Yesterday had been the most exhausting day of his political life, though as he'd been dead and almost buried just a few days ago, he wasn't complaining. The telephone calls had started to arrive. Fillon, Berlusconi, Merkel from his European counterparts. He'd even held a brief telephone conversation with Barrack Obama. They'd agreed to meet in the next couple of months.

He'd created history! The first black British Prime Minister! All of his press conferences were completed and only a round of TV interviews remained.

The five-minute break he'd insisted on talking was supposed to allow him to collect his thought and prepare. Instead, he was realising what a fool he'd been. One thing that would make his world complete was missing...

Erika!

His whole team had been wonderfully supportive. Thomas and Sally in particular had worked like Trojans and he needed them as part of his inner circle when he moved into number ten. He wouldn't be Prime Minister without them and their experience and loyalty were essential in guiding him through his first term.

But it was thoughts of Erika that filled his mind. His ex-girlfriend had surprised him yesterday. She'd taken away a lot of pressure he was feeling by picking up everything that had slipped through Thomas and Sally's net. After that last night in Glasgow he hadn't even expected to see her at Headquarters.

They hadn't discussed what had happened. Not that they'd skirted around the subject, it was just that there hadn't been much opportunity for any sort of conversation. The day had been frenetic and Alistair had been dragged from one constituency to another to add his support for the local candidate. He'd been run ragged—and it had been worth every single chaotic second.

It had been late in the day when he'd eventually returned to their South West London Party Headquarters in Millbank and Erika had still been there.

He'd been sitting with his head in his hands as they'd waited the results of yet another recount, when she'd brought him a mug of coffee and ruffled his hair. It had been a tender gesture. Without speaking, their eyes had met and communicated as if it had been like the 'old' days.

Old days? How he missed them!

Rather than being upset with Erika for what had happened in Glasgow, he realised she'd opened his eyes. His brief flirtation with Katie had been a horrible mistake. How could he have thought he'd be better off with the psychiatrist than Erika? What he needed—now more than ever—was a strong woman by his side. Not someone who could so easily be seduced into bed. It was pathetic!

His Swedish girlfriend was always one step ahead and that was one of the qualities he loved in her. She was more than self-sufficient. She was his equal.

They made a wonderful team.

And then there was the sex. Yes, he admitted it. He was addicted to the lifestyle Erika offered. He'd tried to run away from it because he was apprehensive about the consequences. And the Mary O'Leary situation had fuelled that anxiety. But he should have had enough faith in his girlfriend to realise that she'd never allow anything to eke out in public. She was much too resourceful for that.

How could he have imagined that Katie was any sort of match for her? That was ridiculous. He'd thought he could start again with a strong powerful woman and adopt a different lifestyle. But she'd shown she wasn't a strong woman. And he'd realised he didn't want a different lifestyle. All he needed was for their way of life to remain their secret. For the women Erika procured to know their place!

Had Erika had stayed in his Glasgow suite two nights ago they would have enjoyed sensational sex with Katie. There was no doubt the psychiatrist was hot in bed, too. But his ex-girlfriend hadn't. She was making a point. And the point was well made. If there was any comparison to be made, it was the Swedish woman who'd come out on top every time.

He sighed again, wandering to the window of his office and staring down into the South West London street below. The knock on his office door interrupted his reverie.

"Yes," he grunted.

It was Sally who poked her head around the door. "The car to take you to the television studios has arrived. Sure you don't want me there with you?"

He shook his head as he turned and headed towards her. "No. You enjoy the party here. I'll be back soon enough."

Halfway across the office the new Prime Minister paused. He knew only too well that had it not been for Erika, he wouldn't be Prime Minister now. She'd invested so many hours in him. Accompanied him to functions. Willingly developed and cultivated relationships with key business and political contacts. She'd planned, cajoled, plotted behind the scenes—all to further his career. Most of all, she'd been the driving force behind him when he'd had doubts.

Without a shadow of a doubt, he realised he still wanted her. Wanted to be with her. He reached for the phone as he glanced across at the redhead.

"Sally, I have a call to make. Tell the car to wait and keep people away from my office…"

***

Erika checked her appearance in the bedroom mirror. Just out of the shower, she was naked under the green wraparound dress. It would take only a single pull of the tie at her waist to reveal her glorious nakedness.

Becky would be hers soon and the thought of the Brazilian woman's hot body already had her excited. In Glasgow, Katie had been the aperitif. Today, two days later, she'd taste the main course. And there was no doubt the young beauty fell into the à la Cartecategory. Her tongue flicked across her lips at the thought. The sexy woman would be there in half an hour. And then…

The brief thought of Glasgow made her reflect on Alistair and Katie. She momentarily wondered what had happened between the two of them after she'd left the suite. Or rather, she knew the answer to that question. It was how Katie had reacted the next morning that intrigued her.

The brunette had been so out of it with the weed and alcohol, and so incredibly horny, that she imagined the two of them fucking well into the early hours. A tinge of regret flickered in her heart. In other circumstances, she would have been with them, enjoying the fruits of her labour.

Another women seduced, for the two of them to enjoy together.

She and Alistair made such a good team. Until she'd thought about it after retiring to bed, she hadn't quite appreciated how much she actually missed the man. She'd been so hell-bent on gaining revenge on him that she'd lost sight of the fact that the two of them went so well together.

When she'd masturbated that night, it had been Alistair she'd fantasised about.

Yesterday—Election Day—she'd seen every facet of the vulnerable man. She'd seen his strengths, his weaknesses, his aspirations and his fears. She knew them all even better than he did. Watching on television as he raced from one venue to the other, he'd looked very powerful one moment and incredibly susceptible the next. It was the Alistair she'd come to care about.

Not love—she didn't 'do' love. But perhaps the next best thing?

And becoming Prime Minister wasn't just the culmination of Alistair's dream. It was hers, too—her dream for them both. It was what she'd put so much effort into. Groomed him for in some ways. That's what it had been all about, hadn't it? Erika Brinkley-Jones had such a wonderful ring to it. Wife to the first black Prime Minister, to the man who would eventually inherit millions!

Then the idiot had become infatuated with that fucking psychiatrist. How stupid! She'd have given him a little scope if that were what he'd wanted. After all, she had Guus Kessen, didn't she? The Dutchman was too good a contact to ignore. She'd make sure she and the multi-millionaire would remain close allies. She'd position him exactly where she wanted, fuck him when he needed her, and ensure he was on hand to help her whenever it was required.

But as for Alistair and that woman, their relationship had no chance of succeeding. Even without her interference, it was doomed to disaster from the very start. The two weren't right for each other. They weren't a match. She'd quickly been able to see that and was surprised he hadn't. But then, like most men, he'd never been good at relationships.



There'd only been one possible outcome. She'd stepped on the unsuspecting woman and crushed her like a beetle under her heel. sand she'd had fun exploring that hot little body at the same time. The psychiatrist may have hated Alistair when she'd woken up the next morning. But she wouldn't easily be able to shake off the sexual high she would have experienced.

That would stay with her forever—together with a newly acquired taste for women. The psychiatrist would dabble again. Erika had no doubt about that. Perhaps she'd look her up at some stage? Now that would be fun!

She sighed and fluffed her way hair as she again stared at her reflection in the mirror. She looked hot! Alistair was such a stupid bastard! The fool could have had everything with her help. A couple of terms as Prime Minister would have been almost guaranteed. His inheritance would have been his—well, theirs. Together with all the hottest of sex he could possibly want.

Instead, she was about to ruin him. He had to pay his debt, too.

Benni would be distributing the incriminating photographs to all sections of the press later tonight. Alistair would have no option other than to resign in disgrace. His political career would be at an end. His inheritance would be lost. He'd regret the day that the thought of crossing her began to ferment in his mind.

Her phone rang. Damn, if that was Becky reporting she was running late, she'd scream. Her body was starting to ache in anticipation of the feast in store. Flicking it open, her eyes narrowed in surprise.

"Well, well, Alistair," she sexily murmured. "Now this is a surprise…"

***

"We did it," Thomas mumbled, an air of disbelief permeating his voice. He felt like he'd just crossed the finish line of a marathon he hadn't intended on running.

Sally nodded, the enormity of their achievement filling the air in the conference room. They hadn't been able to relax until now, working at feverish pace since returning from Scotland. They wanted to watch Alistair complete his television interviews on the plasma screen before joining the others for a victory party that would last the rest of the day. Alistair wouldn't be back for another hour, so the celebration hadn't officially begun, anyway.

"He's good, isn't he?" Sally murmured, crossing her hands over her chest as she leant against the conference room wall. Alistair would be back at headquarters within the hour and the celebration could then properly get underway.

"Always has been," Thomas responded, helping himself to some water from the plastic covered bottles beside him. "Want some?"

The diminutive staffer nodded and took a bottle from him. He helped himself to another.

"You know," he quietly said, standing next to her, "I'm knackered. But since the results were confirmed, Alistair seems to be invigorated. Look at him, he has them in the palm of his hand. I guess that's what confidence does for you."

The redhead laughed. "That's not Alistair."

"It's not?" he asked, with a puzzled frown.

"Hell no," she answered, taking a ladylike swig from the bottle. "That's the Prime Minister. I think there's quite a difference."

Thomas smiled. "How exactly?"

Sally widened her eyes at him. "Just think of how many interviews he's had to do on the back foot. With Mary O'Leary hanging around his neck like an albatross. Anything's a piece of cake after that."

"True," he agreed, swallowing half the bottle in one go. It would provide a nice platform for all the champagne to follow. "Those dark days seem a long time ago, don't you think?"

"A lifetime," the redhead agreed. "Remember how charismatic he was when you first met him? When he persuaded you to get on the bandwagon?" She nodded at the screen. "That's the man we're seeing again. Only this time, he has history on his side. There'll be no stopping him."

"You know what? You're right." He felt the cool water line the inside of his stomach. Thinking about that initial interview straightened his back. Thinking that he'd played an integral part of getting the man elected squared his shoulders. "You staying on?"

Alistair had offered them positions in his political regime. Until now, Thomas didn't know what his answer would was.

Sally nodded, laughing. "Of course! Quite a pay rise. Guess it pays to be in Government."

Thomas playfully nudged her in the side. "You deserve it, Sal. He couldn't have done it without you."

The petite woman slipped her arm around his waist. "You, too, Thomas. You too. Have you decided if you're accepting his offer?"

He nodded. "I have. And I'm staying." He'd planned on talking to Becky first, but he knew what he wanted. And if he'd learned anything from this whole experience, it was to not deny himself anymore. "I busted my ass to get him onto Number 10."

The redhead raised her brows as she regarded him, thinking that maybe it wasn't just Alistair who was a changed man. "You did. It was very impressive, Thomas."

He smiled at her, hearing the purr in her voice.

"I still need to work things out with Becky. The hours I've been working haven't been exactly fair on her. In addition to… other things…"

"Take her on holiday. That's what Jeremy's doing for me."

He stared at her. She was so cavalier. So confident with herself.

"Good idea, although her studio opens on Monday. Don't think there will be much chance of us getting away some time soon." He paused, thinking, If we make it through tonight's talk. "So… where's Jeremy taking you?"

"The States," she answered with a gleam of delight in her dark eyes. "New York. He says it's a reward for all the hours I've put in at work and the time I've been away. Sweet, isn't he?"

Thomas shot her a wry look. "Yeah. Sweet."

"He fucked my brains out last night," she said, lowering her voice to a whisper, even though they couldn't be heard through the glass conference room door. Her hand slipped from her waist to his ass, squeezing his hard flesh. "Though not as good as you did in Glasgow."

Thomas felt his cock begin to unfurl under her stroking touch. Turning sideways to check that no one could see them through the glass conference screen, he mumbled, "Yes, well, that was Glasgow."

"Sure, she murmured, squeezing his butt harder. "But you know what? Don't you think that you and I should have our own celebration down here?"

"What did you have in mind?" he asked, turning toward her. Her hand slipped away before they looked like anything other than a couple colleagues, enjoying a bottle of water together. His growing hardness suggested something else.

"Well, Alistair keeps some good Scotch in his office," the sexy redhead suggested, stepping close enough that her breasts pushed against his chest. "Come on. It might be our last chance for a while. Jeremy and I fly in the morning."

Just like that, Thomas thought. Their last chance "for a while."

She pushed off the conference table, shielding them from the rest of the office with her body. Her hand snaked down to the seat of his pants, finding him throbbing.

Yes, this is what he wanted. He'd earned it, after all, right? "Lead on," he grinned.

***

Erika took the half full glass of wine from Becky and placed it on the side table along with her own. "Tell me, honey. Did Pixie turn you on?"

"Pixie…"

"Mmm," Erika softly murmured, reaching across to play with a button on Rebecca's pale blue blouse. The first two were already unbuttoned. Her deft fingers flicked the third open. "The first time she massaged me, she did the same. I came harder than I had in a long time. She's very skilled, don't you think?"

Becky's eyes gave away her arousal. The Swedish woman smiled. There was no doubt that the Brazilian woman had come there expecting to be seduced. She was almost begging for it. There was no need to take this slowly…

"And what about us," Erika continued, unfastening another button. Rebecca's tanned cleavage looked magnificent jutting from the semi-opened blouse. "You enjoyed our time in the Jacuzzi?"

The Brazilian woman nodded. Her breasts rose and fell in line with her excitement. The blush spreading up her beautiful face was so adorable. "I… I…"

"I know," Erika told her, softly running her fingertips across the tanned cleavage. "I know exactly how feel, honey. I know what you want. I know why you came here. And you want to know something, Becky?"

She unfastened the final button and gently pulled the see-through blouse from those beautiful shoulders. The Brazilian's magnificent breasts spilled over the pink half-cup bra. Erika felt her moistness grow stronger.

"I'm going to make all of your dreams come true," she huskily breathed, comfortable that the twenty-two year old woman hadn't made a single move to object. Erika cupped her beautiful face. "You'd like that?"

Rebecca nodded, her eyes providing the doorway to her inner thoughts.

The blonde gently pulled her prey's face so close that they could feel each other's hot breath. "Tell me," she encouraged, holding her glossy lips a fraction away from the panting beauty.

"Yes," Rebecca breathed, her voice little more than a soft whisper. She felt dizzy. Dizzy with arousal. Erika's ruby red lips were beckoning her. The Swede was even more beautiful, vibrant, than she'd ever seen her. Her freckles were so sexy. So was that sultry mouth. She wanted to kiss those lips. Lick her way across those freckles. Take Erika's hand and guide it between her legs. Feel the woman's fingers inside her again. But she couldn't. Not yet.

The Brazilian woman had to wait until Erika confirmed the next steps. Her teacher was in control. She felt a sudden heat consume her as the blonde's lips met hers. Surely she wasn't cumming? Without even touching herself?

Erika's hands left he cheeks and slid behind Rebecca's back. She unhooked the flimsy bra as she kissed the hot beauty. Her captive's mouth was eager. Her tongue was soft and wet. Their noses nuzzled. The blonde flicked her tongue along the Brazilian woman's lips, but when Becky moved to capture it in her mouth, she retreated again. One step at a time…

"You know what really turns me on?" Erika whispered, her hands softly stroking those magnificently full swells. The bullet hard dark nipples looked like they were begging to be sucked. "The idea of a straight woman going down on me."

Rebecca's large brown eyes widened. Another orgasmic ripple ran through her. She'd thought she was here to be seduced but the blonde clearly had other ideas. She wanted Becky to service her. And the Brazilian wanted to serve…

"Just imagine," Erika's seductively hypnotic voice continued. "A straight woman would be a little unsure at first, a little clumsy perhaps, needing me to tell her just what I like. You want to, honey?"

Becky's arousal threatened to overwhelm her. She was close to being drowned in a tide of desire that was directing her destiny. This sexy woman wanted to receive, and she so wanted to give.

Then Erika was rising from the couch, a graceful gazelle. She held Becky's gaze, loving these games: fucking her mind before the actual physical sex.

With a flick of her fingers, Erika pulled loose the tie holding her wraparound dress together. Shrugging it from her shoulders, the light garment floated downwards to her feet.

Becky's wide brown gaze covered the beautiful body like a computer analysing a set of statistics. The sexy freckles that dotted the Swedish woman's face ran all the way down to her cleavage. Her tanned swells were as full and as enticing as her own, with the high dark nipples already erect. And that smooth pussy was already glistening in anticipation…

"You're the sexiest woman I've ever seen," Becky said, feeling a calmness engulf her like a cooling wind.

"Present company excepted," Erika smiled, sliding back down onto the couch, opposite the Brazilian woman. Sexily hoisting one leg up and along the backrest, she lazily trailed the other down onto the carpet. Her toenails were painted a sexy shade of red.

With an aroused sigh, the blonde sunk back into the soft cushions. Her hand slid across her full breasts. Onto her hard flat stomach. Down between her erotically parted thighs. Slowly, her fingers caressed her smooth mound, sliding between her deliciously wet labial lips.

Rebecca seemed mesmerized as Erika stroked her wetness. "It's time to indulge, Becky," she whispered to the woman sitting not more than a foot away on the couch. "Take your time and enjoy."

Rebecca didn't hesitate. Her naked breasts swayed provocatively as she sat forward. She moved onto all fours like a curious cat, leaning down to the earthy richness awaiting.

Erika's hand reached out, her fingers finding and encouragingly caressing Rebecca's silken hair with a soothing gentleness. "Taste me," she whispered.

Rebecca hesitated. Just for a second. Her heart was pumping. No matter how much she'd thought of this, being inches away from Erika's glistening pink folds was even more exciting than she'd anticipated.

Her eyes flickered upwards to meet the blonde's gaze. When the Swede so sexily nodded, she lowered her head. Her tongue lapped along the sexy offering in front of her.

"That's it," Erika moaned. She stroked behind the woman's ear with the edge of her thumb. "Go ahead, Becky. Taste me."

The raven-haired beauty's first lick of another woman was hesitant but explorative. She drank in the heady aroma, savouring the juicy texture of another woman's clean-shaven pussy. "Yes, g—good… right there!" Her confidence grew by the second.

Erika shuddered as the twenty-two year old ran her tongue over her clit. Her body bucked a little. Becky felt it and licked again. "Oh, yesss. Harder!" The Swede's groan encouraged her further. The sexy woman laced her fingers through her dark, wavy hair.

When Erika bucked her hips forward, Becky lapped at her faster, like a dog taking water from its bowl. This was her bowl, except it contained syrupy nectar that tasted even better than she'd anticipated. It felt wonderful, as if her tongue was delivering tiny pulses of current.

The Swedish woman's ripeness filled her mouth in a way that no fine wine could ever have done.

"Oh, God, that's good, honey." Erika's husky voice was muffled by the way her taut thighs closed around the Brazilian's ears. The hands gripped her hair more tightly as her shapely ass lifted from the cushions.

Becky hooked her arms around Erika's legs, forcing her head deeper between the trembling thighs. She was captivated by the new experience. Lost in the exquisite pleasuring she was giving. This was completely different to pleasuring a man… Softer. Tastier. The blonde's juices were flowing more freely and she wanted them all.

"You're made for this," Erika grunted, dragging the sexy woman's head upwards. "We're going to do so much, honey, but if you don't stick those fucking fingers inside me, I'll scream…"

"Like this?" Becky sexily grinned, easing one finger into Erika's hot core.

The blonde's mouth dropped open. "Uhhh…" she growled, her eyes rolling back. Becky slipped a second in with the first. The blonde's hips rose. Becky didn't need any further instruction. She curled her fingers at the same time as she circled Erika's clit with her tongue.

"I'm close," the blonde instantly moaned, using the sexy young girl's head as leverage to hump her hips up even faster. The muscles in her neck tightened. "Yes! Yes! YES!"

When she came, her orgasm went off like a depth charge exploding inside her.

***

Sally pulled Thomas into Alistair's office. They wouldn't have much time, but it would be long enough. The door had barely shut behind them before she pushed him against the wall, her hands tearing open his trousers. That wicked smile of hers met his gaze as she dropped down to her knees.

Her slim fingers were just long enough to wrap all the way around his thick girth. Her wet mouth descended on him. A lustful groan rewarded her as his hands gripped her hair. "Getting to be a habit, don't you think?" she mumbled, meeting his eyes.

Holding his gaze, she jammed her lips over his hard shaft. Thomas couldn't speak. Even the child-like grin she flashed him was sexy. When his groans deepened, Sally diverted her attention to his heavy balls. She sucked, one then the other into her talented mouth. His groan was louder.

"Not yet, baby," she insisted, pulling away and returning her attention to his stiff manhood. With a throaty growl, she took him as deep into her mouth as she could.

"Oh fuck, yes…" Thomas grunted, running his fingers through her red hair again. His hands pulled her harder against him, clenching his teeth as the sensation built. Another minute of this and he'd be through.

She choked a little as he shoved himself deeper into her throat, but only for a moment. Then her lustful eyes were staring up, telling him there wasn't anything she couldn't cope with.

"Not yet," she told him, pulling off until just the tip was in her mouth. She tongued the purple crown, toying with him as that mischievous gaze of hers danced into his. "You've got to fuck me yet..."

"Now," he grunted, unable to contain himself.

His hands dug under her armpits and yanked her to her feet. One of his hands dragged her left leg up to his waist. His fingers ran across her smooth thigh as she wrapped it around his shirt covered back. His other hand dragged her thong to one side and with one hard thrust he was inside her. It took a couple more pushes before he was all the way, pinning her back against the wall.

"Oh, yeah," Sally moaned. "That's it, Thomas. Fuck me like you mean it, baby…"

He thrust hard. Everything was frantic, desperate. Using and abusing Alistair's office only added to the moment. His sweating head dropped onto her shoulder as he pumped his hips. Her fingertips gripped his pistoning butt, encouraging the raw, basic fucking. Two animals going at one another.

Thomas pummelled her like a stormy tide battering the rocks. With a growl, he pulled her right leg to join the other around his back. His thighs ached as he held her and he widened his stance to keep the redhead upright.

"Oh, yeah," she growled, biting down on his earlobe.

The pain made the fair-haired man fuck harder, thudding her against the wall.

"Someone will hear," he grunted, the noise alarming him. Glancing around, his lust-fuelled eyes searched for an alternative position.

"Don't stop… don't stop… don't stop…" Sally gasped, her body beginning to shudder. Her insides clenched him like a vice when she came, her fingers leaving a mark as she dug them into his sweating neck.

Thomas paused for breath as she shuddered, an engine refuelling. Then her hips began to move again, slapping herself against him as she encouraged him to the finishing line. It caught him by surprise.

"Ngh…" he moaned, giving in to the inevitable.

He came like a bull, firing one bullet after another into her willing body. Eventually, he caught his breath, unclenched his teeth and opened his bleary eyes. Sally was grinning at him.

"Nice send off…" she huskily told him, pulling his head to hers for a final kiss.

***

The soft, wet sounds of their kissing filled the room. Their curvy, naked bodies twisted and writhed against one another, slick with sweat and each other's juices. Erika cupped Becky's jutting young breasts as their kisses became deeper. More passionate. She dug her knee into the sweltering space between the Brazilian's thighs as she dragged her own sex against the girl's silky skin.

Drawing out of the girl-on-girl kiss for a moment, she fed her breast to Becky as she surveyed her conquest in the mirrors. The dark-skinned South American's body was nearly perfect. The muscles of her back rippled as she bent low to suckle. Dimples formed just above that full and hard ass. And those legs…



Retiring to her bedroom had been a natural step after their sex on the couch. Not just because it was more conducive to a day of lovemaking. But also because of the hidden cameras.

This would make a wonderful addition to her collection. Perhaps the best…

Becky had cum several times already. So had Erika. The Brazilian beauty had proven to be just as uninhibited as she'd anticipated. She'd been everything Guus had told her she would be. Wild, abandoned, sexy and unrestrained.

Erika rolled one of those mouthwatering nipples in her mouth, tugging on it with her teeth. Her soft lips were a vacuum of delight. She sucked the hard bud inside her mouth and her experienced tongue flicked around the sensitive nipple.

Becky's low moans filled the room. It hadn't taken the Swedish woman long to discover that the Brazilian loved having her breasts pleasured.

"Ready for another?" Erika suddenly asked, pushing the dark haired woman flat on her back. Before Becky could react, she was licking her way down the girl's trembling body. One hand pushed a leg across the bed, opening the dark-haired beauty to her touch. In an instant, she lowered her head.

Becky's aroused clit was already standing at attention, parting the swollen folds of her shaven sex. Within an instant, Erika had it in her wet mouth, devouring the slippery bud.

The twenty-two year old cried out, bucking her hips up into the beautiful face. Her lover's sharp fingertips dug into her ass. The feel of Erika's mouth was intoxicating. Becky tangled her hands in the wavy blonde hair as her orgasm closed in. Her head thrashed back and forth. This was too much!

"Open your eyes, honey," she heard a whisper.

It wasn't the first time Erika had issued that instruction. Becky followed the Swedish woman's gaze across to their reflection in the mirrors. The beautiful blonde woman was holding the dark haired woman's legs apart and sliding her tongue up and down the length of her opening. The younger woman began to shudder. It was as if she was taking part in her own porn movie.

The delicious pressure built in her body as Erika's talented mouth paid homage. The sight enhanced the building sensations. She thrust her heaving breasts upwards. Her ass rose from the bed. Her feet dug into the mattress. Her fingers clawed at the white, silky bedsheets. She howled…

For a few moments, darkness surrounded her.

"I haven't used this in a while," she eventually heard a distant voice say.

Forcing her aroused eyes open, the electricity hit her. Erika was leaning against a mirror. Becky saw two lovers, both the same. The real and the reflected. Both had the same voluptuous bodies. The same look of lust in their blue eyes. And the same flesh-coloured strap-on dildo thrusting from each groin.

Becky felt her body begin to overheat as Erika's tongue invaded her mouth. They French kissed as the blonde woman began to rub that plastic cock against her wetness.

"Turn around, Becky," the soft Scandinavian voice instructed. "On your knees, honey. Let's start with doggy."

The Brazilian woman felt another surge of wetness as she swung into position, watching her lewd surrender reflected in a mirror.

Then Erika's hands were on her hard body, her fingertips running along her upraised ass. "Oh, fuck…"

"Exactly," the blonde's husky voice responded. She lined herself up and pushed in easily. The first couple of soft strokes allowed the young woman time to adjust to the thickness.

"Oh, fuck…" Becky groaned again. For some reason, Guus Kessen flashed into her mind. An image of the Dutchman fucking her doggy style over his desk. She whimpered.

Erika smiled at the noise. She breathed in the heady scent of lust through her nostrils. God, she loved the control and power a dildo gave her… "You little slut. You love this, don't you? Getting fucked?"

Grasping Becky's slim hips, she gradually built up the pace. With each heave forward, she yanked the beauty hard against her. The strap-on dug into her clit with exquisite pressure. Being able to pleasure them both at the same time came with practice.

"Erika…" Becky groaned again, feeling yet another orgasm begin to bubble.

The Swedish woman tore her gaze away from the mirrors. She'd just have to watch the whole session again on video tonight. Her hand roughly pushed Becky's head down into the fluffy white pillow, her fingers around the slender neck holding her there. She sat up on her haunches as she humped the girl between her legs. Her hips slid back and forward in perfect rhythm.

"You like that, honey?" she asked, her voice little more than a hoarse gasp. The Brazilian beauty bowed against the bed, crushing her full tits beneath her as she tried to keep her ass raised.

"Yesssss!" Becky hissed into the pillow, lost in a lust-fuelled haze.

"Harder?" Erika asked but didn't wait for the reply. Her legs strained and ached as she drove the cock in and out of the squirming woman. She sat up even more, her thighs straining as they held the awkward pose. She put her weight behind each hefty lunge, pushing off with her toes.

"Ah! Ah! AHH!" the brunette growled. Long bursts of Portuguese filled the air. Her long legs widened as she pumped her ass backwards, desperately trying to keep up with the other women. Reaching between her legs, her fingers found her clit just as another orgasmic tide rolled in.

This one dragged her out into a sea of dark.

***

Katie's whole world was crumbling around her. She'd decided to resign from the practice, although the decision wasn't an easy one.

Yes, she was the largest revenue earner in the business—which just happened to make her the highest income producer in the whole country. She was bloody good at her job, even if she said so herself. Okay, she had a lot to learn on the commercial side. Brian had already demonstrated that. But she was learning…

So why resign? She'd justified it to herself over and over again.

It didn't all reverberate around Alistair, of course, though it was her interaction with him had brought it out into the open. She'd demonstrated terrible judgement. It was a fundamental mistake for any psychiatrist. How could she have been so wrong about the politician as a person?

She shouldn't have gotten involved with him in first place. She shouldn't have gone to Scotland with him. And she most certainly shouldn't have let herself be seduced by Erika!

What kind of psychiatrist was she to be fooled so easily?

In some ways, she could have forgiven herself for all that. She didn't pretend to be infallible after all. Yet there was another factor. She'd fucked a patient! Yes, she tried to deny that he actually was a patient. Came up with all sorts of excuses for herself. They were just that—excuses. Fucking a patient was just about the worst crime a psychiatrist could commit.

Just about…

Had it not been for her other secret. One that was even worse. She, Katie Nichols, made a point of seeking out strangers, taking them somewhere, and sucking them off. That Tico on her Prom night had a lot to answer for. And now, it appeared that her obsession knew no bounds.

She'd allowed herself to be fucked! In a public place! By a stranger!! And worst of all, she had to admit that it had been so much more exciting and fulfilling. Would she do it again? Her thighs warmed at the thought.

What the hell was happening to her? Had Alistair and Erika corrupted her? Or was it just a natural extension to the depravity that was ever present inside her? Just imagine that finding its way into the open. Brian was so protective of the firm's reputation—he'd have a heart attack.

That was, if he didn't sack her first. He'd been annoyed enough at her accompanying Alistair to Glasgow. How would he feel had he known what had happened there? Or how she'd compounded her sexual errors through this morning's encounter with the Indian stranger!

He'd blow a gasket.

Or had he heard something? Was that why she'd been summoned to his office? As soon as she'd received the message, she'd thought things through and had come to the conclusion that she had no option. Resignation was the decent thing.

She'd sat in the Senior Partner's office for some time before he'd finished his call. They'd been interrupted within a minute of her arrival. An important client with a complaint. He'd handled it with his usual calm demeanour. Would he handle her the same way?

The constant cups of black coffee this afternoon had managed to negate the effect of her thirty-six hours of drinking. Or was that two and a half days worth? She still had a hangover of course. And her headache was either tension or alcohol induced. But at least she'd got herself in shape to handle the conversation.

"Sorry to keep you waiting," he said, the frown remaining on his face even as he swung towards her in his chair. "I just had to take that call. But I'm pleased you were able to call into the office, Katie. I know you took a couple of days unexpected holiday but this just couldn't wait."

I bet it couldn't, she thought. She'd never seen the Scot do anything but smile when he saw her. His frown was an indication that he had bad news on his mind. It was just as she'd expected. Well, she'd beat him to the punch…

"Brian, I have something to say—"

"Me too," he interrupted, standing up.

Oh God. He never talked to her standing up!

"If I can just—" she began, only for his upraised hand to stop her.

"I think the youngsters say 'age before beauty' or something like that," he interrupted again. "In this case, as Senior Partner, let's say I'm pulling rank."

She gave it one final try. "Brian—"

It was doomed to failure.

"I've had a long think about things while you've been away," he told her, pacing across the floor and back before taking his seat again. "And I reached a decision. One I've been thinking about for some time. It's what happened with Alistair Brinkley-Jones that forced it to the forefront of my mind. I have no choice, when I think about it."

Oh, God, here it came! She had to get in first, even if just to save her dignity. "Brian, listen to me—"

"Oh, I will. But not until I'm finished, Katie. I've analysed the whole Brinkley-Jones thing in my mind, and I've come to one conclusion. It's a conclusion I've shared with the other partners. Maybe surprisingly, they all agree."

Shared it with the other partners? That was a step too far. Surely he could have kept this between the two of them? She had a good mind to tell him—

"The reason I referred Alistair to you," he went on, "is because I trusted you. I trusted you more than anyone else. What's happened subsequently has been unfortunate. To say the least. You and he are still seeing one another, I take it?"

She shook her head, holding back the tears. She wouldn't let him see her cry.

He pushed back in his seat and picked up a pencil, holding it horizontally in his two hands. "Well, that's something, I guess. And actually makes this decision seem even more appropriate."

Katie stood up. She'd had enough of this shit. Maybe she'd find another bar? Another man? "Brian, if you're going to sack me then—"

The look of shock on his face told her she'd misjudged the situation.

"Sack?" The frown disappeared and his loud peal of laughter gave her goosebumps. "Whatever are you talking about? I decided that if you were good enough for me to believe you could help Alistair, you were certainly too good to remain in a junior position. You're now a Main Board Partner. Congratulations."

It was the brunette's turn to be shocked. Was that thumping her heart? Her body was trembling. "Main Board Partner…"

"At thirty," he said. "Unheard of. But you deserve it, Katie, and I know I was too hard on you over the Glasgow thing." He coughed, covering his mouth with his hand as if trying to hide the fact he'd apologised. "Though I have to confess I am pleased it hasn't gone any further between you and Alistair. He wasn't right for you, you know."

She smiled to herself. He didn't know the half of it. "I agree."

"Yes, well," he mumbled, standing up again. "Enough of that. I wanted to tell you of our decision on your return, but of course you'd taken the holiday. Most unusual, by the way. I like prior notice. But that's why I asked Diana to get the message to you and see if you were available today. I wanted to tell you personally."

"Brian," she panted, trying to catch her breath. "I can't believe it. I don't know what to say except that I'm very grateful."

"Good," he told her with that grin she was more familiar with. "And I'm hoping you're free tonight, too."

"Tonight?"

"Has to be tonight," he explained. "Damien and Bartholomew are flying to Dubai in the morning. So I suggest you hurry home to get ready. We're meeting all the other partners at eight for a celebratory dinner."

***

"Welcome back," Erika murmured, leaning down and planting a seductive kiss on the Brazilian woman's soft lips. The strap on induced orgasm had been so intense Rebecca had blacked out. The timing was perfect. "I have a surprise for you."

"Surprise?"

"Mmm," the blonde woman murmured, gently stroking a few strands of dark hair away from the young beauty's brown eyes. "You told me you wanted to experience everything with me, remember?"

Had she? Becky couldn't recall. But it seemed a good idea. It seemed a great idea! The Swedish woman's hands were constantly moving, cupping her breasts, tugging on her nipples, tracing circles across her stomach, drawing patterns on her inner thighs. When they stroked along her wet folds, Becky lifted her hips.

"You mean there's something we haven't done yet," she jokingly teased, her hands pulling the blonde's head to hers for a deeper kiss.

"Oh, honey, you have no idea," Erika softly breathed into the twenty-two year old woman's mouth. "For example, you remember that you told me you haven't had a threesome? Even in Brazil?"

Becky felt her body jerk with excitement. She knew instantly what Erika's surprise was. Or rather, who it was. Guus Kessen!

It had to be. The hands pushing her legs apart confirmed that. They weren't Erika's hands—the Swede had those on her tits again. She kept her eyes closed as the blonde's soft lips found hers. The hands opened her legs wider and a cock—a delightfully hard, warm cock—was gently rubbing itself against her wetness.

She knew this was wrong as clearly as she understood she was powerless to resist. She'd told herself no more men. Erika, yes. Maybe even Pixie again. But the Dutchman was part of her past. She owed Thomas that.

Then why was she allowing him to raise her hips? To pull her onto him? Despite his size, she was so wet that he slid in easily. It took three passes for him to sink balls deep. She tightened her internal muscles around him like a glove.

"Such a good girl," Erika whispered as she planted kisses along Becky's neck. Had the brunette resisted she'd have told her about Thomas and Sally. But that piece of information could be kept in store for another day.

The dark-haired beauty grunted with arousal. The contrast of the softness of the Swedish woman's lips and the hardness of the cock that was slowly fucking her was sublime. She raised her ass and locked her ankles around the man's back. Guus was surprisingly gentle, far more than he'd been in his office.

The blonde's head was sliding downwards to find her breasts. Her lips began to do wonderful things to her nipples. "Look," she murmured, reaching a hand upwards to turn the young woman's face towards their mirrored reflections.

Becky gasped, her wide eyes staring at the sensual combination of black and tanned flesh.

"This is Alistair," she heard the Scandinavian voice murmur. "My boyfriend."

Erika pulled away from Becky's aroused breasts and dragged Alistair's face to hers. "That's right, isn't it?" she asked him with a mischievous smile.

Her earlier telephone conversation with her ex-boyfriend had seen a few home truths spoken. What she hadn't expected was for him to be so full of contrition. He'd made a big mistake. He'd realised his true feelings for her. He'd missed her. He wanted to make it work…

There was a lot more talking to be done, of course. It would start once Becky left them. That would be much later. Until then, they'd return to their old ways and enjoy the Brazilian woman's hot body. Making love together to some innocent always seemed to add an extra element of arousal, after all.

What Erika did know was that Alistair had convinced her to give him the opportunity to try again. After all, it wasn't everyday someone asked a girl to marry them!! Especially when they were Prime Minister. Plus the small matter of being heir to a fortune. And there was no reason that her relationship with Guus couldn't continue on the side. A girl couldn't have too many friends!

"Hello baby," the black man grunted at Becky's reflection in the mirror, pulling her legs up and across his broad thighs as he began to increase the pace. This one was hotter than usual, no doubt about it. The way she undulated back into his rhythm had him sweating buckets…

Becky felt her orgasm begin to burst. His muscular black physique had a sexy sheen to it. From her angle, she could see his cock continually sink and emerge. Sink and emerge. Her breath away came shallow. The dark monster of a cock was relentless. All she could do was hump back against him.

Some strands of sweaty hair caught on her glossy lips as her head bounced from side to side. Her face contorted in lustful bliss. Her bouncing breasts heaved and her body twisted. Despite the wonderful orgasms Erika had already given her, this one exploded like a depth charge deep in her body.

"Oh, yes," she heard Erika murmuring somewhere in the distance, though strangely her tongue was still licking across her breasts and nipples. Becky felt a second climax follow the first.

"Well, well," the blonde's distant voice was huskily whispering as her hands continued to cup and knead the recovering woman's perfect tits. "I see you like my boyfriend. How about thanking me?"

She licked her lips as she swung a leg across the prone Brazilian.

Becky's heart trembled as she understood what was happening. She weakly raised her hands to steady Erika's hips and took the glistening pussy into her eager mouth. Alistair's pumping eased as she raised her head a fraction. Her tongue flicked upwards.

"Oh, yesssss, good girl," Erika hissed, resting her hands on the bed behind her.

Alistair leant forward and the Swedish beauty turned her head to meet his in a passionate kiss. Neither moved, both revelling in the way the Brazilian beauty's mouth and sex sucked them both deeper inside.

"Told you I had a surprise," Erika murmured, though Becky was unable to hear the words. The spread thighs covering her ears cut off all sound. Not that it mattered, the Brazilian was lost in her own lust-fuelled world.

Erika came first, writhing on the end of the other woman's flapping tongue. She drowned the dark-haired woman's willing face in her juices.

"Ah, fuck!" she heard Alistair bellow, although she couldn't get her eyes open in time to witness his release. She felt it through the girl, though. Through the way her tongue went rigid, spearing deep inside her pussy. Through the way she blew a moan across her quivering sex.

When Erika was able to open her eyes at last, Alistair was pulling out, leaving a trail of pearly fluids. It was a mouth-watering sight, seeing her lover's cum oozing from this vixen's smooth sex. She leaned forward and captured the soft flesh in her mouth, lapping at the delicacy the pair had prepared.



Becky went off again as the blonde ate her. Erika felt her gasps tickle across her sex and thighs. She lowered herself on the brunette's face, smothering her as she slashed her tongue along the girl's wetness. She felt another orgasm on the verge of a boil, but was determined to devour Alistair's manjuice before she came.

Flopping back at the head of the bed, Erika let the sheen of sweat cool on her body. She couldn't remember the last time she ached from sex, and yet it seemed like Becky was still going strong.

She watched the girl pull herself to the edge of the bed, where Alistair was standing, semi-erect cock in hand. She needed no more instructions. The obedient young woman reached out, gripped the dark flesh at its base, and swallowed it into her mouth.

The blonde dragged her fingers along her flat stomach and gently toyed with her pussy as she watched. The girl knew what she was doing and flipped her long, damp hair out of her face, making sure Erika had an unobstructed view of the blowjob. Her deep brown eyes, however, never left Alistair's.

Erika watched as the girl's cheeks collapsed as she sucked. God, that must feel incredible, she thought. He was probably in her throat now, fully erect. Ready to fuck again.

Finding her reserves, Erika crawled up behind her new, female lover. She draped her body around her, pushing her tits into her back as she whispered, "I want to watch you fuck him… with these…" She reached around and collected the Brazilian's large breasts in her hands.

Becky slurped off Alistair's dick and turned her head. The girls met for a wet kiss, sharing the sinful cocktail of spit and semen. Erika squeezed the girls fleshy orbs together hard before releasing them to their owner.

Becky wasted no time. She sat up straighter, leaned forward, and wrapped her tits around his the cock. Lubricated by her own saliva, he began to glide through her cleavage.

Erika crawled into the space between Alistair and Becky's legs, nudging the girl's thighs apart. The girl's pussy presented the perfect target to slot her tongue.

Now this, Erika thought, was going to make for some hot viewing later on. She purred to herself before banishing the thought for later. Right now, she had some young pussy to eat.

***

Brian had presented Katie with a bottle of 1990 Pol Roger Brut Cuvee when she joined the practice. A short time ago, she'd thought of opening the champagne and taking it with her to her bath. Instead, she'd uncorked some Bollinger.

She had other plans for the bottle of Sir Winston Churchill's favourite bubbly.

The drink slid deliciously down her throat. Half the bottle had gone. She'd had more than she should, but so what? She was celebrating!

It was difficult to believe. She'd gone to the office to resign and walked away as a main Board Partner! Somehow, after all the heartache she'd experienced since last seeing Brian, he'd changed her life again. She owed that man so much...

Twisting in her long bath, she was careful to avoid the small candles circling the bathtub as she refilled her glass again. She didn't have that much time before she left for dinner, but it was long enough to savour the moment. She'd gone to the office to resign before she was sacked. And now this!

On reflection, there was no doubt in her mind—she deserved her good fortune. It was Brian who'd introduced Alistair Brinkley-Jones into her life. Had it not been for her Senior Partner, she wouldn't have gone through such hell. So it was only right and fair that he should redress his mistake. Wasn't it?

She rested her head back on the edge of the tub. God, didn't that champagne taste wonderful? It was already dulling the pain she'd been experiencing. Making her feel alive again. The thirty-year old psychiatrist had had enough alcohol over the last couple of days to last her a lifetime. But the gallons of black coffee she'd consumed had helped redress the impact. Or at least in seemed like gallons.

She'd need another coffee before Brian picked her up.

Hmmm—Brian?

The Scot had hugged her after giving her the wonderful news. He'd held onto her for a few seconds longer than was necessary, too. And she'd felt a promising bulge in his groin when he'd pressed against her. Well, well, well…

The Senior Partner had insisted on collecting her up from her apartment tonight, too. That meant he'd take her home also. Her heart fluttered as she drained the flute. That left some wonderfully interesting possibilities.

Okay, he was nearing retirement age. But so what? And physically, with his slicked back thin grey hair, pencil moustache and Oxford accent, the Scotsman was the opposite of her normal type. Who cared? Maybe—just maybe—settling down might be exactly what she needed right now?

But marriage?

The thought hadn't occurred to Katie before. A blowjob—yes. She'd dreamt of sucking her Senior Partner's cock for a long time. She'd even enjoyed the occasional masturbatory fantasy fuck. But this time, it was much more than sex that was on her mind. Was marriage really an option?

She held the bottle up to the light as she considered another refill. Maybe two glasses worth were remaining? Perhaps she'd offer Brian one when he arrived? And maybe she'd open that 1990 Pol Roger when they returned later tonight. A nightcap, she could say. Then another. Soft lights. Music.

It had been a long time since she'd gone for a romantic seduction. It was much more fulfilling to find and suck off a stranger. Brian was different. He needed nurturing. She'd have his seed all right. But a softer, more loving approach would pay better dividends in the long term.

Katie reached for her razor, giggling at the thought of the Senior Partner's face when he discovered that she shaved herself bare. It was a good thought. The future suddenly seemed much clearer and brighter than she'd ever imagined.

***

Erika snuggled against Alistair's broad chest. One hand drew patterns on his smooth skin while the other casually stroked his black manhood. He grew in her hand with every soft caress. Both pairs of eyes were glued to the sight on the television at the far end of the bed.

The three sweaty bodies on screen were drunk with lust. Everything was sticky, hot and frantic. Becky was sitting beside the two lovers as Erika pushed Alistair onto his back and climbed into his lap. They could hear her gasp as the blonde sank down on him, the young South American woman was clearly enthralled.

"God, she looks so sexy," Erika sighed into Alistair's chest. "Look at her eyes."

"She's our sexiest yet," Alistair grunted, raising his hips as Erika curled her thumb and forefinger just under his crown and slowly began to jack him.

"Fuck, yes," Erika murmured as she watched the onscreen action. "See what you've been missing?" she asked, turning her face upwards on Alistair's chest. He leant down to kiss her but the blonde had other ideas. She slithered her body down his, sliding down the bed while her blue eyes promised everything.

His head flopped back on the pillow when she took him inside her mouth, his gaze alternating between the erotic site on the television screen and the blonde working between his legs. He reached down and touched Erika's soft, wavy hair.

He was happy to be back where he belonged.

Erika picked up the remote as she licked up and down the hard black tower, fast-forwarding the action on the screen. Why not? It only got hotter from there. With a random flick, she pressed 'play' and dropped the control beside her on the crumpled sheets.

Onscreen, Becky was now on her hands and knees. Her perfectly toned ass jutted high in the air as she licked out Erika's juices. Alistair was lining himself up behind her, his powerful thigh muscles glinting with sweat from their exertions. His cock slid in easily and Erika's hands on Becky's hair kept the woman's head in place between her legs.

The Brazilian woman's slurping sounds filled the bedroom. Alistair's groans intermingled with the recording, though they weren't onscreen. He was reacting to his sexy girlfriend's sucking mouth. Erika had him so close again...

The screen was blotted out as she rose from her position between his legs. Her body hid the action. Those sexy blue eyes met Alistair's dark ones. She smiled wickedly as she seductively licked her way back up his body.

"So," she murmured, leaning down and scraping her majestic swells across his smooth chest. "So you want to marry me, Prime Minister?" she asked. "When?"

***

Becky lay contentedly in Thomas's arms, hot and sweaty from their lovemaking. She hadn't been able to escape his amorous advances. What excuse could she have made? I'm exhausted from fucking your boss and his girlfriend?

Yet it had surprised her how quickly she'd gotten into it.

Her tiredness had soon been forgotten, overtaken by the adrenalin still running through her body. Being fucked by both Erika and Alistair had taken her to a sexual high she hadn't experienced before, even in Brazil, yet somehow, being with Thomas topped it all. Like the cherry on the top of a very sexy sundae.

"You okay?" he asked, softly stroking her dark silken locks.

"Mmm," she mumbled. She was so tired that even talking was difficult.

"I've been thinking about us," he continued, curling her hair between his fingers.

It was an effort to turn her head, the perspiration from her face mingling with that on his sweaty chest. She'd been thinking about the two of them, too. Her large brown eyes stared up into his, silently telling him to continue.

"We agreed I'd review the situation with my job after the election," he said, wiping away a bead of sweat as it ran down his forehead. "It hasn't been exactly fair to you, has it?

She flopped her head back down on his chest, her heart beating faster. She could hear it pounding against his side. She'd been debating whether to tell him. Whether to confess… "It's been tough, I know," she slowly told him. "But it's been necessary, Thomas. And you did it, baby. You got him elected."

He kissed the top of her head. "God, I love you." He took a deep breath. He was nervous about something, she could tell.

Becky didn't speak. She'd been confused ever since she'd returned home. She knew she didn't want to lose Thomas. He was a good man. But she wasn't sure that she was willing to sacrifice her newfound sexual liberation.

"Alistair wants me to stay on. I accepted."

Just like that. Without talking to her. Without consulting. The Brazilian felt her temper flare, right along with a lick of admiration. She'd heard stories about the fabulous Thomas Kincaid but had only seen glimmers of it in their personal lives. She'd always been the one in control.

"Thing is, I love you, Becky. We'll get to spend more time with each other than these past few weeks, but it's still going to be hellishly busy."

Despite his sex with Erika and his torrid affair with Sally, he did love this woman. He wanted a future with her. To spend the rest of his life with her. The problem was, things had changed. Britain had a black Prime Minister. Becky owned her own aerobics studio. And Thomas wasn't certain he could go back to a monogamous lifestyle again.

Deep breath. "I've been doing a lot of thinking, and you remember our conversations about having an open lifestyle…"

Becky's jaw dropped open, speechless. She hadn't expected him to open that door. He'd always said no whenever she'd tentatively suggested it.

"I know you're a liberated woman, Becky. I don't want to restrain you. I can't if what I'm about to propose will work."

About to propose? Her heart beat even faster.

"Becky, I think we need to try it. It will be good… for both of us… But it's on one condition."

She took his head in her hands and turned so she could look up at him—look him directly in the eyes. There was a something there. What was it? This certainly wasn't what she was expecting, even if it was something she'd toyed with proposing herself. Still, fantasies and realities were completely different things. But why was Thomas suggesting it?

And what was the condition?

"Becky, I love you. I want to marry you! And if having an open lifestyle is the way to keep us fresh and together, I'm prepared to go that way."

Prepared? Thomas felt a right heel, positioning things in such a way that it appeared he was only thinking of her. But he'd debated whether he should tell her about Sally and Erika and decided against it. It would only cause harm. From here on out, he'd be truthful. What was done was done.

"So… will you marry me?"

Stunned again, all she could do was blink her large, dark eyes. It took a lot to strike this woman speechless, and Thomas had done it twice within one minute. He laughed at her, nuzzling her nose with his. She was so beautiful.

"You want to… marry me?"

He nodded, unable to contain his broad grin.

"But you think we should have an open lifestyle?" She tried to sound flat, but his happy-go-lucky attitude about their future was infectious. Goddamn it, why was she smiling?

Again, he nodded. "It's what we've talked about before. And it may not even work. But I love you, and I know you love me, and I think we can make this work. Hell, if you're to become Mrs. Kincaid, it has to work!"

Silence filled the air. He'd said it!

Becky's heart was in overdrive. Marriage??? Mrs. Kincaid? And an open marriage, at that! A feeling of warmth suddenly flooded her body. She hadn't expected it, but it was there all the same. Marriage! That had a nice ring to it. Things became clearer. The perfect solution!! It wouldn't tie her down. It would secure their relationship… and provide a firm platform for her to explore her needs.

Batting her long lashes, she asked sweetly, "Are you sure you know what you're implying, Thomas?"

He reached down, stroking the hair that had matted to her forehead. "I've never been a jealous person, Becky. And I know how you tick. We wouldn't last more than a year if we continued on like this."

Thomas had indeed given this a lot of thought. It was an impossibly hard decision. The thought of his girlfriend with other men twisted his gut. But if he was to have his own flings, then it couldn't work any other way.

"But we always have to be honest with one another, okay?" he said, his eyes boring into hers. "Going forward, that is. It can't work any other way."

"Going forward?"

He nodded and for a moment they shared a look. There was something there in both their pasts but neither was prepared to admit it. It was better if they didn't. What was important was the future, not the past.

"Okay," she answered, as if agreeing to go to the cinema.

"Okay?" he asked. "Is that it? Just okay?"

The brunette nodded and dropped a hand to his lap. Hell, he was hard. Suggesting all of this had him excited. She was, too. Suddenly, she wasn't feeling so tired. Suddenly, the future seemed bright. She curled her fingers around his growing erection. "Well, there is one other thing," she said, swinging her legs over him. "I think we need to seal the deal, don't you?"

"Oh, yes," he groaned as he sank into her silky channel, feeling a surge of relief.

There was still a lot to talk about, but she'd accepted the idea far more quickly and easily than he's anticipated. She couldn't really have anything to hide, could she? It didn't matter, he decided, dismissing the thought. The past was the past. All that was important was that they were truthful from here on in.

"Fuck me, Thomas!" Becky moaned, drawing him to the present. "Show me how much you love the future Mrs. Kincaid!"

***

Erika picked up the phone and rearranged her fluffy hair in the mirror as she waited for Benni to answer. She'd left Alistair exhausted in bed—the wimp! Still, she had lots of ideas on how to get him back in peak condition again.

Wasn't it strange how things worked out?

Erika Brinkley-Jones. Soon to be wife to the Prime Minister. Spouse to the heir of the Brinkley-Jones fortune! With a Brazilian slut to call on and share whenever she wanted. Not to mention a multi-millionaire Dutchman who was deep in her debt and anxious to expand his sexual horizons.

Plus a million new sexual adventures for her and her husband-to-be to enjoy...

"Benni?" she said as the familiar voice answered. "I want you to cancel the distribution of those photographs. But keep them safe. You never know when they might come in useful. Understand?"

THE END
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Same Time Next Week

Being a masseuse had its benefits.

Seducing a young attractive woman on the massage table, through nothing more than the power of my hands, was a sexual thrill hard to match. Over the years I had discovered that I could bring even the most innocent woman to such a state that—despite herself—she was practically gagging for it.

I had to be careful, of course. Test the water as I went along. One wrong step would be the end of my career, not to mention the potential charge of sexual assault that could follow. But I prided myself on having it pretty much sussed out. As each massage progressed, I could sense who was up for it and who wasn't.

And I never—ever—crossed the line without being one hundred per cent certain.

We were all at it, of course. The guys I worked with were, like me, Massage Therapists at one of London's biggest chain of health clubs. Our clients ranged from younger to older women, thin women to those with a fuller figure, wealthy married women to everyday but stunning young beauties.

The difference between me and the other masseuses was summed up by one thing. Age. They were young bucks who ... yes ... boasted huge stamina and had muscular bodies to match.

Me? I was nearing retirement age. But that was an advantage, not a drawback. It gave me the one thing they didn't have. Experience! And my encounters with women on the massage table—and beyond—had proven beyond doubt that experience counted for so much these days.

Today was going to be an extra special day. I realised that as soon as I peeked out through the blinds at the next client waiting in the reception area. All my Christmases had come at once.

She flicked a hand through her short blonde hair as I watched, her expressive blue eyes taking in everything that was going on around her. God, she was fit. Her tight fitting dress showed plenty of delectable thigh as she crossed and uncrossed those long tanned legs and her tits were simply straining against the pink material.

What was going to make the encounter even more interesting was that I knew her. We weren't friends or anything of that nature, but we had exchanged a few friendly words from time to time at the local pub we both frequented. I wondered if that familiarity would count against me. How would she feel about a massage from someone familiar to her?

Whatever her objection—should it come—I instantly knew I'd find a way to overcome it. This prize was too great to let go.

As I watched her shuffle delectably on the chair, I went through my filing cabinet of a brain to regurgitate what I remembered of her. Her name was Sammi Cannock and the stunning, sexy, larger than life character was in her mid twenties. She used to attend college and rumour had it that she was fucking one of her professors, an older guy.

That augured well...

But I was pretty sure she had moved on from college to work. Wasn't she with a marketing agency now? Then there was the part time photographic modelling work she was involved in. That was no surprise as she was an attractive girl, more beautiful than she realised, with a red-hot body.

Okay, she pissed off a few of the guys in the pub with her attitude—she didn't suffer fools gladly and would put down any guy who got out of line with a single, sarcastic throwaway comment.

I had always liked that quality. Sassy women had always been my thing.

I took a deep breath as I glanced at the clock and turned away from the window. Before I headed for the door, I adjusted my cock inside my trousers. It was already reacting to the anticipation growing inside my body. This was going to be fun...

*

The way Sammi's eyes did a double take confirmed that she recognised me. For my part I made no acknowledgement of the fact and gave her a beaming smile and a friendly shake of her hand. Before she had any opportunity to object—I wasn't taking any chances—I turned on my heels and led the way to the massage room.

"Okay, Sammi," I said once we were inside. I smiled again but kept my voice business-like as I glanced at my notes. "It's good to see you again. You're booked in for an hour, I see, so why don't we get started? I don't want to waste any of your time."

She nodded at me. That was good. First hurdle overcome.

"It's a full body massage you're booked in for," I continued. "Are there any areas you'd especially like me to focus on?"

"My back's a little tight," she said, staring at me with those deliciously blue eyes. My shoulders, too."

She touched them with her hands and then dropped them downwards to her legs.

"And my thighs need attention. Is that okay?"

"Of course," I cheerily responded. "Just put yourself in my hands, Sammi. I'm the most experienced of the masseuse's here and it's my job to make this as enjoyable and as beneficial as possible."

"Okay..."

I smiled at her again, meeting her gaze. That was one of the things with Sammi. She had the most wonderfully expressive blue eyes. It was well known from conversations in the pub that she could either cut you off at the knees with one of her looks or seem to invite you to fuck her.

They open stare she gave me was somewhere in between the two and frustratingly I couldn't quite gauge her mood.

"Okay," I continued, firmly meeting that look. "I need to pop back to the office briefly. Why don't you get undressed and lie on the table. You can pull that top sheet over you when you're naked..."

"You want me naked?"

Her right eyebrow rose fractionally to emphasise the double-entendre. I smiled. That was another of Sammi's characteristics. I'd seen guys dumfounded at the pub as they tried to work out whether or not she was coming on to them. She loved that game.

"I most definitely want you naked, Sammi," I calmly said.

And how! My cock was lengthening again.

"You can keep your panties on if you're shy," I continued. "Whatever makes you feel the most comfortable. I'll be back in a couple of minutes."

With that, I shot her another reassuring smile and left the room before she noticed my erection. The thought of having my hands all over the delectable Sammi Cannock's body—and white might follow—was inevitably starting to get to me.

*

As I'd hoped, Sammi was fully naked when I returned to the room. She lay on her stomach with the sheet pulled just far enough up to provide a teasing view of the top of her asscheeks.

My cock twitched again.

Don't fuck this up, I said to myself. Just don't fuck this up.

"Feeling relaxed?" I asked.

I made a pretence of adjusting the sheet across her lower body, but the truth was I couldn't hold back the need to view that beautiful ass. I'd seen it in jeans, in a dress and in a skirt and I'd once got a look at her panties during a particularly boisterous night at the pub.

But naked, her ass was something else. Perfectly round and beautifully firm.

I reached for the oil and lathered it across my palms. As usual, I started on the lower back, using both hands to smooth the liquid in. I worked slowly, covering the width of her tanned body and up to her shoulders.

Her breathing pattern changed as I worked—longer and deeper breaths that matched the rhythm of my firm strokes.

Pouring more oil onto my palms, I changed position to stand at the top of the table and kneaded my hands down her fabulous body, starting at her shoulders and ending at the top of her asscheeks. Her arms were stretched out beside her head and her face was turned to the side. Had she looked up towards me, she would have seen the bulge in my trousers.

"How's that?" I softly asked, after a good five minutes of continuous, deep massage.

"Divine."

The word came out as a murmured purr and I smiled. She was in that contented state that encouraged further exploration.

I took hold of her arm as I moved to her side again and eased it backwards. By crossing it behind her back, her body lifted a little on her left side. It was a technique I'd perfected some time ago and allowed me to massage across the front of her shoulder and the side of her firm breast.

"Is that okay, Sammi?"

One step at a time, that was the secret. No surprises. Just lead her to where you wanted to go. That was the secret.

She purred again. "You're very good at this."

Her voice became soft and sexy when she was aroused. My cock was in a semi-permanent state now.

I rubbed under her arm, her armpit, up to her shoulder and back down the side of her breast again. With each caress I covered more and more of that delicious mound but to her it would seem like a natural progression.

She lifted herself to feed me more of her breast—a great sign—and let out a little whimper as I cupped and then rotated it in my palm. But as her breathing hardened I gently lowered her arm and moved away.

For now I needed her wanting more.

I covered my palms with more oil and when I reached for her right arm she was ready for me. She rocked to her side, allowing me access to the whole of her right side as I rested the arm across her back. I took advantage, cupping her wonderfully pliant breast in my left hand and began to knead rather than massage it. Her hard nipple burned into my palm.

I played with her tit for a good minute without letting up. Her soft pants changed into louder moans. She was well on the way to where I needed her to be.

"There you go," I murmured, replacing the arm and moving back into position above her body. "Does that feel better?"

"Fucking marvellous," she replied.

Sammi had never been one for mixing her words.

I dribbled some oil directly onto her body this time, making her wince. Although my sweeping hands covered the whole of her back again, this time I continued all the way down to cup her ass. I seamlessly repeated the motion, over and over again, long strokes...

"You mentioned your thighs," I softly reminded her. "Would you like me to pay some attention to them?"

Her head nodded fractionally and a soft "Mmm-hmm," escaped her lips.

She was pretty much mine to do what I wished.

I kept my hands on her beautiful skin as I moved my body down towards the foot of the table. With a slightly theatrical flourish that played to the arousal I was feeling, I dragged the rest of the sheet away. That stunning tanned ass, with the tiny white bikini line, was exposed to me.

For a while my hands worshipped it, with long circular strokes of those firm buttocks. Her body squirmed under my touch and she was gasping now. I turned my attention to each ass cheek and worked her gluteal muscles, digging my fingers in firm and deep. Sammi's ass began to rise up and down, almost humping the table with each caressing stroke.

"Too much?" I asked.

She lazily turned her head turned to glance back at me. That look was in her eyes again. It was the one the guys in the pub referred to as her come-fuck-me-look. She held my gaze as she swung her body around on the table and rested on her back legs apart.

I hadn't needed to instruct her. The sexy bitch was ahead of me.

"Why don't you do me this side," she murmured, fanning her hair out on the white pillow behind her and then settling with her arms by her side.

Our eyes stayed on one another as I poured more oil onto my palms and started on her stomach. I ran my hands in tight circles across her flesh. Her eyes were clouding in pleasure but remained locked on mine. I should have worked longer on her flat belly but that sexy gaze was getting to me.

Instead, I moved to her tits. She gasped out loud. I no longer made any pretence at this being a massage. I cupped them, pushed them together, squeezed them, worked her hard nipples, kneaded them ... pleasured her tits with my strong hands. She was moaning now and my cock was rock hard inside my trousers.

We were both getting off on this.

We stayed that way for a couple of minutes, me cupping and kneading, Sammi openly moaning, my cock so hard it was beginning to ache. I closed my eyes for a second, for a brief second, savouring the feel of this hot, sexy girl's body under my control.

That was when I felt it.

*

Sammi's left hand was on my trousers, the whole of her palm tracing the outline of my cock against the material. Now it was my turn to gasp.

She stroked me until my ache became acute and then she twisted her body on the table so that she could bring her fingers to the belt of my trousers. She slowly unbuckled it, the room silent but for sound of our heavy breathing and the clink of its clasp.

Her gaze never left mine as she drew the zipper of my trousers down.

She had my hard cock out into the open within seconds. It stood full and proud before her gaze. The swollen head glistened with anticipation.

"Not bad, granddad," she chuckled.

When she took me between her lips I almost blew my load there and then. The combination of the sudden action and the warm feeling of her wet mouth around me were sensational. I gritted my teeth to regain control.

I quickly discovered she was a master of the art.

She corkscrewed her hand around my hard shaft as she teased the head with her mouth. When I moaned, she deep-throated and held me there while her eyes found mine. Then she was easing me from between her lips, allowing saliva to drip from her mouth and down onto my hardness. She sexily worked it into my veiny flesh with both hands and then took me between her lips again. It was a masterclass.

When I tried to fuck her mouth she eased off. When I moaned and ran my fingers through her blonde hair, she increased the pace again. It was all becoming too much for me. As much as I wanted to blast cum down her throat, across her face, over her tits, my need to fuck her was more urgent.

Dragging her head away, I twisted her body so that she fell onto her back. She gave a guttural growl of approval and widened her thighs. Her smooth sex was glistening. I moved into position and hooked my hands under her knees so that I could heave her legs up over my shoulders. I aligned my cock with her wet opening and, with a press of my hips, I thrust forward.

She was so ready for me that I entered with a single thrust.

Her tight cunt held me inside her as I reached for the bottle and poured some oil down onto her tits. It splattered across her beautiful breasts and ran across her skin in rivulets before I began to work it in with my hands.

Her tits bounced in my clutching palms as I began to fuck her. She grunted and wrapped her feet behind my ears. I found myself thinking that—even in my dominant position—it was remarkable how her clutching pussy owned my cock. The table bounced as we increased the pace.

Sammi fucked the way I'd imagined in my fantasies. Yes, I'd come away from the pub on a few occasions and masturbated to thoughts of having my way with her sweet body. But even in my wildest fantasies it had never been like this.

We were never still for more than a few minutes. Each time one of us built up a head of steam the other pulled away and changed positions.

I crawled on the table beside her and took her sideways. Her hot body lay back against mine and her hand found her clit as my cock did the business.

Then she was on top. Her breasts bounced deliciously as she arched her back and rode me like a fucking dervish. I reached upwards to close my palms around her delicious tits but she was already swinging around like a contortionist to face away from me.

Oh fuck...

Goosebumps broke out all over my body as I stared at those perfect asscheeks. She jammed down on my cock and grinned back over her shoulder as she began to rotate her hips in tight circles. She stayed like that for a while, riding me reverse cowboy style while she watched my expression.

"Too much for you, granddad," she teased again.

She was right. Her fucking body was taking me to heaven and her red hot stare was accentuating the feeling.

But it wasn't going to be that easy. No fucking way...

I wrestled control back from her by pushing my body up from the table and pushing her forward. With my hand on the back of her neck, I propelled her head down onto the pillow and pulled her perfect ass into the air.

She twisted her head around to look at me and my breath caught in my throat. She was beautiful. Her body was so fucking hot.

And here I was, fucking her.

I wrapped strand after strand of blonde hair around my fingers as I lined myself up and easily thrust home again. When I yanked her head back and thrust harder, she responded with an encouraging growl. Her hips pumped back in time with my thrusts and that wonderful wet sound of slapping flesh on flesh filled the air inside the small room.

A sheen of perspiration covered our bodies. Sweat dripped from my forehead. I thrust harder, she pumped back harder, both of us caught up in the moment. I fucked her that way until I had no more to give.

When I came, my heart was in my mouth. I could hardly breathe. It was like volts of electricity were being pumped through my body. She was a sexy succubus, draining me dry while cursing something out that I could only hear in the far reaches of my hazy mind.

Then Sammi was cumming too. God, that bitch could scream.

Her body trembled and shook as she peaked and—eventually—we collapsed together, our bodies heaving, my arms around her and spooning that fabulous body into mine until the shudders began to die away and—gradually—sense began to return.

It took a while and then, slowly, her head swung around and her eyes sexily grinned into mine.

"That was nice ... same time next week?"
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Seven Days

This is a story I first wrote under a pseudonym (Proc0cateur) and since then I've wanted to improve it. Grateful thanks to Cambria for her superb editing skills.

THURSDAY, DECEMBER 15TH -- MEETING STEVE RUSSO

It was four o'clock in the morning and Daniel dropped through the gears as he raced his top of the range Lexus LFA around another corner. The heavy rainfall flooding the roads made driving conditions ever more difficult and it was becoming an effort just to keep the car on the road.

The loud, rumbling crashes of thunder and spectacular flashes of lightening seemed in keeping with the sinister happenings that had first become evident seven days ago. They were now coming to a head and it was clear that the world was under significant threat. That was why he and Susie had undertaken their long journey in such a violent storm.

"You okay?" he asked, glancing sideways at the redhead.

She was one of the two female vocalists in his band, which was ironic—in a sense—as that was where this had all started. He just hadn't realised it at the time. Susie was his one link to the future, although he was hoping that number would double in the next hour.

Her faint smile seemed forced, and she pulled the black coat more tightly around her nude body as she stared out of the window.

"I'm okay. How much further?"

"Not long," he answered, pulling the car back on track as it skidded through a pool of water again.

Was this weather never going to let up?

Driving naked didn't help. Even with the car heater turned on full, he was feeling the intense cold. Their wet clothes were spread on the heated seats in the rear of the car, drying out for their arrival.

"We turn left at the crossroads," he told her, checking the car's inbuilt satellite navigation system. They'd driven along so many narrow country roads he'd have been lost without it. "Then we're just a mile or so away."

Despite their lack of sleep, the adrenaline running through his body kept him alert. He'd need all his wits about him when they reached Steve Russo's home. Explaining the danger and convincing the Professor of the need to act wouldn't be easy, although he remained unsure of how much 'Old Man' Watkins would have told him.

If Tom Watkins hadn't been able to explain their concerns, Russo might simply turn them away. Who would believe something this incredible, especially when the story was conveyed by two strangers turning up unannounced at his home at four in the morning?

It seemed Susie's thoughts were aligned to his.

"Should we have called him?"

"No way," he irritably snapped.

He had no intention of giving anyone prior notice of his movements unless he was certain he wasn't walking into a trap.

"Not until we're sure," he added, almost as an afterthought.

He paused, letting the implications of his words hang in the air between them like the Sword of Damocles. They fell silent for a moment, each lost in their own separate thoughts.

The minor road he turned into when he took the left turn at the crossroads was practically under water, and ran along parallel to a high stone wall. It looked like a back road to nowhere, but within a couple of hundred metres they reached an entrance on the opposite side of the road. They'd reached their destination!

Daniel pulled the Lexus to a halt on the grass verge, and stared in resignation at the height of the protective wall. The ugly-looking barbed wire set along the top further complicated matters, as did the wrought iron electric gates that guarded access to the entrance itself.

Gaining entry undetected wasn't going to be easy, especially as his swollen hand was throbbing now. Had he broken a bone when he'd punched his way out of the studio?

"What now?" Susie asked, staring out of the window into the spine-chilling darkness outside.

It was a good question. He sent her what he hoped was a comforting look as he turned in his seat and reached for their clothes in the back of the car.

"We find a way in," he told her. "Let's get dressed."

The redhead's hand stopped him mid-movement. She'd shrugged the coat from her shoulders, displaying her fabulous body to his gaze. Those full breasts and dark nipples wouldn't have looked out of place on a porn star, and his cock began to lengthen as she spread her legs for him and ran the fingers of one hand between her thighs.

She was feeling the need again. So was he. And he'd already learned that such a powerful emotion couldn't be denied. The insatiable need for sex was somehow linked to the cursed fate awaiting the world, and it continued to gather strength no matter how often they fucked.

"That's it," she huskily murmured, watching his erection grow as she lewdly fingered herself. "I want you nice and hard."

And then she was leaning forward, stretching her slender fingers around the base of his hardness as she met his gaze. That look was in her eyes again. Like an animal, needing to feed. And despite their circumstances, exactly the same sensation was running through his own body. A need to quench a thirst that couldn't be denied...

His gaze held hers as she dipped her head and licked around the head of his cock. When she took him inside her mouth and swirled that wonderful tongue around his shaft, he could feel himself grow another couple of inches.

"That tastes so good," she mumbled, looking up at him.

A string of saliva hung between her red lips and his cock. The way she sexily sucked it inside her mouth gave him goosebumps. Then she was moving again—quickly, frantically, like a cat—crawling across the leather seat and finding a way to straddle his naked body in the confined space.

"That feels so good," she huskily groaned, wrapping her arms around his neck as she sank down on his cock. "Fuck me good!"

PROFESSOR STEVE RUSSO

Steve Russo stared out of his bedroom window, enthralled at the way the rain bounced off the outhouse buildings. The thunder and lightning that alternated in the darkness was spectacular, too. He loved stormy nights like this, when the weather was so vibrant.

Night? It was nearly morning. The green illuminated dials on the small clock sitting on his bedside table registered four thirty.

His mobile phone vibrated in the pocket of his checked robe as the next flash of lightening lit up the sky. He allowed himself a smile of satisfaction as he checked the message. Ayesha's taxi had only left his house half an hour ago and it was the third text she'd sent since then. The first two had described in graphic detail what she wanted to do to him the next time they were together. This one listed the things she wanted him to do to her!

His cock flexed inside his robe.

He'd met the Indian Air hostess on his return flight from Delhi, having represented the Government at a hastily convened meeting to discuss what was scientifically becoming known as the global 'Armageddon Phenomenon.'

His focus should have been solely on the destructive forces that had been identified during the top secret conference, but his recent shortage of sex was making him grumpy and Ayesha had impressed him by recognizing him and asking for his autograph.

So... they'd got talking, and she'd casually dropped into the conversation that she was free overnight once they'd landed at Heathrow. Russo had thought about it for no more than thirty seconds before inviting her to stay at his place.

They'd made love within ten minutes of arriving at his home, and had christened just about every room in the house before he'd needed to call her a taxi this morning. But it was their final fuck that would keep him warm until he saw her again. She'd leant her slender body against the cold glass of the bedroom window, arms spread out wide either side of her, ass pushed back, while he'd taken her doggie style.

His cock flexed again, and that made him smile. He had turned sixty only a few weeks ago and yet he was still able to maintain an almost constant erection despite their frantic non-stop fucking over the last twelve hours.

And yet ... the adrenaline inhabiting his body after their intense sex was tinged with a keen sense of guilt. He'd come away from the conference with a mountain of research work to do, all of which demanded his immediate attention, and the Prime Minister was expecting a report from him as a matter of extreme urgency.

With Ayesha gone, he had some rapid catching up to do. Starting now!

But just as he began to head towards his study, the sudden sound of his dogs barking downstairs put his mind on high-alert. The golden Labradors never caused a fuss unless they were disturbed—

He glanced out of the bedroom window again, but he could see nothing untoward. Marching quickly across the room, opened the bedroom door and stilled the dogs with a sharp command.

"Max! Bess!"

The chime of the front doorbell stopped him in his tracks. What the heck? He had a visitor at this time of the morning?

Alarm bells went off in his head and he stealthily returned to his bedside table, sliding the Taurus M85 Ultra Lite Revolver into the pocket of his robe. It was unlikely that any potential intruder would alert him by ringing his front doorbell, but after the conclusions of the Delhi conference, he had no intention of taking any chances.

AYESHA

Ayesha's groan of pleasure had nothing to do with the recollection of the rampant sex she'd enjoyed with Steve Russo. For someone of his age, his stamina had been amazing and she would be trying to schedule her next couple of flights with the intention of seeing him again.

But right now, it was the hard cock driving in and out of her that was making her growl out like a bitch in heat. Even the rain that pounded down on her half naked body didn't dampen her need. Perched high on the hood of the black taxi, the cab driver was fucking her like a machine.

It had become clear soon after they'd had left Russo's home that the roads were close to becoming impassable. It seemed they would have little choice other than to turn back, even though that would mean her missing her assignment on the Miami flight. But then, she told herself, it was unlikely there would be any air traffic in these conditions.

The rain was heavier now, splattering against the bonnet and her body. Her clothes were already soaked, sticking to her skin, but that only added to her frantic excitement. Was there any better feeling than being fucked in the driving rain, with the thunder pounding the sky and the lightning flashing across her lust-fuelled body?

"Fuck me harder," she told him, digging her nails into his skin. "C'mon!"

She began to rock her body against him, crossing her ankles around his back. Being fucked like this was so uncomfortable and yet so incredibly hot. The changed angle as she bounced on the bonnet saw her aroused clit rub against his shaft and her nails dug in harder.

"Faster," she grunted, locking her ankles more tightly around his thrusting hips.

Her palms rested flat on the bonnet behind her so that she could better pump upwards. Despite her marathon session with Steve Russo, this was just what she needed right now—raw unadulterated fucking that was gradually emptying her mind of all other thoughts.

"Fuck me," she chanted. "Fuck me ... fuck me..."

The blonde taxi driver had stopped the cab on a small side road only ten minutes or so ago, turning around towards her to explain he couldn't take the vehicle any further. She'd been caught in two minds. Her devotion to duty had told her she needed to make it to Heathrow at any cost, but the thought of returning to Steve Russo's mansion was equally appealing.

Before she could make a decision he'd signalled to her to lean closer. When she had, she felt the puff of smoke that emerged from his overly-large nostrils permeate all the way down between her thighs.

She wasn't sure what happened after that.

The refreshing feel of rain splattering against her body told her that they had exited the cab. She had a vague recollection of someone positioning her on the bonnet and then dragging her panties down her thighs. It must have been the driver. When he thrust inside her pliant body, she was so wet his cock felt like a knife slicing through butter.

She hadn't been sure she should let him fuck her, not at first, but then another puff of smoke had emerged from his nostrils. And with it came the urgent need to have him fuck the life out of her.

Strangely—and gloriously—it felt as if that was exactly what the beautiful bastard was doing. Fucking the life out of her!

"C'mon," she'd rasped again, throwing her head back so that the rain splattered across her forehead and cheeks. "Fuck, yes, like that..."

His head was leaning closer to hers as his pounding hardness gave her even more of what she wanted. He had dyed blonde hair, like so many others nowadays, and his dark eyes were sunken into their sockets. But she didn't care how spooky he looked. All that mattered was his cock.

When his mouth found her neck, it felt like he was sucking on her flesh like a vampire would its prey. She chuckled to herself. Why had that thought occurred to her? She'd never met a vampire, had she?

She groaned again as she pulled her face back to look him in the eyes. He had a vacant expression on his face, not at all what she'd expected.

When his tongue flicked out again, she saw that it was long and blue, like that of a reptile. Even as the shock hit her system, it was piercing the skin of her neck, burrowing inside her flesh as his cock seemed to force its way up and inside her stomach.

"Oh shit..."

6 DAYS BEFORE THE MEETING WITH STEVE RUSSO

Donna Wilkinson smiled that all-knowing smile of hers as she watched the delivery boy leap back onto his motorbike. Then, pushing closed the deep red front door of Daniel's London Mew's home, she sighed contentedly.

Fixing a loose strand of her long, black hair behind her ear, she ripped open the envelope, wanting to make sure her photographs were up to the standard she expected before showing them to her boyfriend.

Boyfriend? She let out a deliciously throaty laugh.

Yes, Daniel Hesston-Smith was her boyfriend. He was quite a catch and she had set her sights on him ever since he'd taken over as manager of the band. Their fortunes had soared under his guidance and, with a couple of number one records behind them; it seemed their future was assured.

He was sophisticated, intelligent, fun, and most of all he was rolling in money. Despite the variety of women all chasing after him, she was the one who had him, and she didn't intend letting go.

After all, Donna Hesston-Smith had a nice ring to it!

She might be the lead singer of his band, but it was better to be the wife of a man who was going places. The next Simon Cowell, maybe. She would quickly be able to get used to a life of luxury, homes across the world, travelling in a personal jet, sumptuous holidays...

Okay, she was a long way from getting married to him. They weren't even engaged. But she had been blessed with great looks ever since she was a child and had learned very early how to use her body to get anything she wanted. It amazed her how men would do virtually anything to get their hands on a woman with big tits, a flat stomach, a tiny waist and a heart shaped ass!

Why should Daniel be any different? Okay, he didn't think of their relationship as anything permanent right now. For him, it was just a casual arrangement. But that was fine, she could be patient, and she had contingency plans, of course.

Nothing in life went smoothly, after all.

She had told Daniel she'd needed to visit her mother last weekend, whereas in fact she'd spent the two days in the Caribbean with Tommy Becker. The entrepreneur was old enough to be her father, but that hadn't stopped him from coming onto her. He'd been chasing her for a couple of months now. She'd kept him on a string until he'd offered to arrange a photoshoot for her, at which point she'd rewarded him by agreeing to join him on his yacht. It hadn't exactly been a chore. He'd treated her like a princess and had proven to be an exceptionally good fuck.

The results of that photo shoot were in her hands right now, and would be worth every second she'd spent with him. Flicking through the photographs, she felt her heart leap. My God, they were even better than she could have hoped for.

Her tongue danced across her full pink lips as she admired one after the other. Bruno, the photographer, had been true to his word and even better, he apparently had contacts with Playboy! He said he'd talk to them, to see if there was a possibility of arranging for her to appear in the legendary magazine. As a reward, she'd let him take a few naked ones.

He'd promised they were for his own private collection, but Donna wasn't naïve. The photographs could find their way all over the internet. But if the potential prize was a spread in Playboy, then it was worth the risk. To seal the deal, she'd given him the best blowjob he was ever likely to have, before they had finished the shoot. Well, a girl had to make the most of her talents to progress in this world.

She was meeting Bruno again this evening, when he'd promised to let her know what his Playboy contacts had said. If it was good news, she'd promised she would let him fuck her this time.

Gathering the photographs in her hand, she hurried along the long hallway, and took the stairs two at a time until she reached the bedroom. Daniel knew nothing about the background to the shoot, so she had invented an innocuous story that would keep him happy. And she couldn't resist letting him see how hot the photos were.

He was his usual self, talking to a contact on the telephone while rushing around the room as he dressed. She'd surprised him by arriving at his apartment in a fur coat and nothing else, and their resultant early morning lovemaking session had made him late.

"Want to see my photos?" she drawled, in that sexy way she put on when she wanted something.

She leant in the doorframe and ran a hand through her long, glossy hair. Yesterday's visit to the hairdresser may have been expensive, but it had been more than worthwhile. Besides, Daniel's management company was paying.

"I'd love to but I really don't have time," he said, checking his watch.

"Sure you do," she murmured, pouting sexily as she walked across the carpeted floor towards the small dresser beside him.

Placing her hands on the surface behind her, she pushed herself upwards until she was sitting on the top. When her thin robe fell open, his eyes were instantly drawn to her exposed breasts.

The robe had opened when she'd met the young messenger who had delivered the photographs. The spotty faced kid hadn't been able to believe his luck as he'd gawked at her naked tits, and she'd got a kick out of allowing him to ogle them as she'd signed for the envelope.

"What do you think?" she asked Daniel, holding one of the photographs up so that it was framed between her naked breasts.

"Fabulous," he told her, with genuine warmth in his voice.

He was such a sweetie.

When she sexily shrugged the robe from her shoulders, his gaze returned to her breasts. Who could resist them?

"I'm horny again," she simply said, casually shuffling her legs further apart and dropping her right hand between her thighs.

He never had been able to resist when she masturbated in front of him.

His eyes burned into her as she stroked her fingers across her labia. The sight was more than any red-blooded man could withstand—Tommy Becker hadn't been able to—and Daniel hesitated for only a second before he began to rip off his clothes and reach for her.

*

"Nice of you to join me," the Old Man sarcastically told him, when he eventually made it into his office.



Tom Watkins, otherwise affectionately known as 'the Old Man,' was Chairman of the advertising agency. He and Daniel had been personal friends for a few years now. He'd called ahead and asked Watkins' secretary to push the meeting back half an hour, but even so, the Old Man wasn't going to let him off the hook so easily.

"Been fucking one of your floozies?" he brusquely asked.

Daniel's grin widened. Tom Watkins might be in his seventies, but he remained as bright as a button.

"Sorry, Tom, he settled for answering. "But I'm here now."

He might even have made it for the original meeting time, had Donna not joined him in the shower after their quickie. She'd gone down on him beneath the cascading water and ... well ... that girl could seduce the Pope with that mouth of hers. He'd never known a woman who so loved to give head and who was so good at it.

When she'd had him hard again, she'd clung onto the shower rail and wrapped her legs around his waist while he fucked her again.

"I hope she was worth it," Watkins added, unable to resist one final barb. "I've told you for some time you should be settling down now."

The comment didn't require an answer, and Daniel didn't provide one. Tom Watkins had wanted him married off and settled down years ago, but he wasn't the marrying kind. There were just too many women in the world to commit to just one. Whoever captured his heart would have to be special, and it hadn't happened yet.

He watched quietly as the Old Man painfully eased himself up from the large chair behind his imposing desk, no doubt wishing that his darn rheumatoid arthritis didn't make life such hell. Maybe the chestnut, leather couch might be more comfortable?

"Here," he growled, once he was seated. "Sit here with me."

Daniel quickly joined him on the couch and no sooner had they settled themselves than the office door opened.

"Coffee," Dorothy announced, bouncing into the room.

The forty year old woman had been Watkins' secretary since he'd become Chairman. The Old Man might be the figurehead, but Dorothy made things tick behind the scenes.

"And before you ask," she added, "yes, it's decaffeinated."

Daniel shot her a broad smile. She was the only person in the agency who could get away with that tone when addressing her boss. But although she gave as good as she got in the verbal stakes, she fiercely protected him in a business where everyone wanted a piece. No one got to Watkins without being interrogated by Dorothy first.

"About time," the Old Man said, although there wasn't any doubt that the gaze he turned on her was an affectionate one.

"I know," she laughed, as she placed the tray of coffee on the table beside them. "The impossible I do in seconds. Miracles take a few minutes longer."

"Miracles? Making coffee is a miracle?"

"Getting it to you within a nanosecond of your asking is," she dismissively said, winking at Daniel.

As she leant forward to pour from the silver coffee pot into each of the china cups, both pairs of male eyes dipped into the healthy cleavage offered by her white silk blouse. The action seemed innocent on her part, but the way she held the pose for a few moments longer than necessary told Daniel otherwise. For as long as he'd known her, she'd always been a flirt.

"Shout if you need anything else," she said, shooting him a grin as she straightened. "I'll put on my Wonder Woman outfit and get it to you before you have time to blink."

"Wonder Woman," the Old Man murmured as she left the office, winking at Daniel. "Now that's a sight I'd like to see."

Both men laughed before Watkins continued.

"So, where were we?"

"You asked me here to discuss a business opportunity," Daniel reminded him.

"Oh, yes."

Watkins shuffled uncomfortably in his seat as he reached for his coffee cup. His rheumatoid arthritis seemed worse every time Daniel got to see him.

"I had lunch with Emilio Silva yesterday," he continued, after taking a sip. "You know, the fashion Guru..."

Daniel nodded. He'd met Silva before, at one dinner or another, and didn't like the guy. He was too up-himself. But if they were talking money, he was willing to listen.

"They're launching next year's new line in clothing soon, and he wants us to come up with something different as part of the promotion. So I suggested we use your band."

"My band..." Daniel asked, unable to hide his incredulity.

One of the first decisions he'd made when he took responsibility for the band was to change the crass regimented outfits they'd previously favoured. Okay, he'd made sure that Donna and Susie, his two lead vocalists, dressed similarly. But they fronted up the on-stage performances and it was hot to have them dress alike in such a sexy fashion.

As for the backing group, he'd allowed the guys the freedom to choose their own style, and it had instantly paid off.

Frankie insisted that his fur coat and top hat were needed to help him to perform his magic, although he was always sweating buckets by the end of the evening. He'd always been an oddball, but he was the best keyboard player in Britain. On sax, Patrick went the other way, his tiny singlet displaying all those muscles he worked on in the gym. Harry's flowery shirt and black leather trousers gave him a hip look—drummers were always a little bit crazy, he'd often confessed. Tony, on guitar, provided the final contrast in his Brian Ferry-like dark suit and tie.

Daniel couldn't even begin to imagine how they would fit in with Silva's more sophisticated style.

"How would my band help promote their new fashion range?" he asked.

Watkins laughter at the question turned into a cough, and it took a few moments for him to compose himself.

"All it needs is a little creative thinking," he croaked, when he recovered. He eased the harshness in his throat with a gulp of coffee before continuing. "Your band has built up a massive following with the target market Silva's new designs are aimed at. The question is how we tap into that."

Daniel waited patiently for him to continue. If the Old Man had an idea he thought would work, he was happy to go with it. He'd lost count of the number of awards the agency had won for its creativity.

"We have an option on a date for a Wembley concert," Watkins explained, with a twinkle in his eye. "It will be a sell-out, of course, all your concerts are. We get the band to dress in the new clothing line, adapted to their style, naturally enough, and I've secured rights to televise it worldwide. Silva get unprecedented coverage for his new range and we'll use some of the concert outtakes as a series of television advertisements. We can supplement all of that with a poster campaign."

Daniel smiled softly. He had to give it to the Old Man. He was the very best at what he did.

"You and your band get the profit from the concert," Watkins' added, winking at him, "plus your own exposure. It'll be huge, of course. And that's not all..."

He finished his coffee before continuing, making Daniel wait. He'd always had a flair for the dramatic.

"Tell me this," he said, clearing his throat. "What's the latest craze?"

Daniel thought for a few seconds, and then burst out laughing.

"I thought Silva was launching a new clothing range, not advertising hair products?"

Men and women across the world had begun to dye their hair blonde, for no apparent reason. Not that there usually was one. These things happened out of nowhere. New fads suddenly became the rage until they disappeared back into obscurity again.

"I've seen lots of fashion trends in my time," Watkins said, "but this one really takes the biscuit. Started in Japan, didn't it?"

"I heard India, but no one seems to know," Daniel answered, shrugging his shoulders. "But what I do know is that it's quickly gathering pace. And it's not just a youth thing, Tom, it's all ages."

"But we'll focus on the youth," the Old Man said, leaning forward enthusiastically. "I already have my creative people working on how we can incorporate it in the campaign. Maybe the members of your band can dye their hair blonde for the concert? Something of that ilk. How about it?"

"I'll dye my hair, too, if it helps," Daniel quipped, his mind kicking into gear.

There would be around eighty thousand fans at the Wembley concert. That meant megabucks. And if it was transmitted worldwide as the Old Man was implying, the television exposure would see the band become a household name. They hadn't cracked America yet, but this idea could see them reach that market overnight.

Watkins laughed heartily as he painfully eased himself to his feet. It was his traditional way of indicating that the meeting was almost over.

"I knew you'd like the idea," he chuckled, breathing heavily as he flopped down into his black leather chair. "I'll talk to you again when we have all the details worked out, and I'll need you to attend the meeting with the Silva Executive, just to show some willingness. But for now, why don't you get back to your floozies again?"

*

Donna waited patiently in the Irish-themed bar. Her heart was racing like a schoolgirl's on the first day of class, or should that be a teenager on her first date? If Bruno was able to make the connection between her and Playboy, she was going to fuck him for sure. She'd fuck anyone, man or woman, to become a Centrefold.

But then she saw him enter the bar.

Was this the same guy she'd given a blow job to in the studio? His hair was dyed in that new, crazy, blonde fashion that was becoming all the rage, but it was the look on his face that stunned her. It was kinda vacant. Was he on drugs?

When he scanned the tables for her, she waved weakly to attract his attention.

"Hi," she said, as he almost mechanically took the bar stool next to hers.

Close up, he looked even worse, as if he'd been up all night. His eyes were sunken into their sockets, with dark rings encircling them. He'd better have something positive for her, she told herself. Otherwise she was outta there before he could blink.

"You liked the photographs?" he asked.

Even his voice had changed. It was monotone, without any sort of emotion. He had to be on drugs, didn't he?

"Yes," she cautiously told him, trying to disguise her nervousness. "They were great, thanks."

When he reached across the table and covered her hand with his, she had to fight her instinct to pull it away. His touch was cold and sent the wrong kind of shiver through her body. Maybe he didn't have any news for her? Perhaps he just wanted to another blow job? That wasn't going to happen. She'd been stupid to let things go as far as she had in the studio. Could there be a way of getting those 'personal' photographs back from him?

"I've some news for you," he began.

His eyes were dull, too. He'd been full of life in the studio. How could he have changed this much?

"Yes?" she anxiously asked, only to be frustrated when his phone chirped.

She sat back on her stool as he answered the call, rubbing her hands together to warm them. Don't keep me waiting, she silently screamed at him. Is it good news or bad news? Just tell me, and don't fuck me around. But he was already talking into the phone.

"Yes."

"Yes."

"I understand."

"Yes, I understand. I'll be right there."

He hung up and looked at her with those sunken, dark eyes.

"I need to get going—"

She stared at him for a few moments before she realised he was being serious. What the fuck? She reached out to grip his arm as he rose from the stool.

"You said you had some news for me, Bruno?"

That hollow, cold gaze seemed to pass right through her, and the unease she was feeling began to spiral out of control. But when he spoke again, her demeanour changed instantly.

"I've been speaking to Heff's people."

"You have?" she gushed.

That changed everything. Okay, his appearance had spooked her, but maybe it was his blonde hair that emphasized his different look? She had to admit he'd done a good job. There was no sign of any roots.

"That's really good of you, Bruno," she responded, tugging his arm so that he sat back beside her again. "What did they say?"

"They're interested."

"They are?" she excitedly gasped. "Tell me more..."

"They want to see you."

Oh fuck. They did? Every nerve end in her body began to tingle. This connection could earn her a lot of money, not to mention the fame. If things didn't work out with Daniel, there wouldn't be any shortage of rich, influential guys who would want to be seen with her.

"When..." she began, but it seemed like he hadn't heard her.

"I have to go," he mechanically said, turning away from her.

Donna fought back her frustration. She would dump the bonehead as soon as she could, but she needed him right now. Her hand dropped to his leg and her fingers casually stroked along his thigh as her expression changed into a warm smile.

"That's okay," she said, more calmly than she felt. "Look, we're doing a small gig tomorrow night. Why don't you come along as my guest? We can chat more over a drink afterwards."

5 DAYS BEFORE THE MEETING WITH STEVE RUSSO

The charity gig had been arranged in repayment of a long-time favour by Charlie Morton, one of the band's early sponsors. The club owner had never been shy of pointing out that his money had kept them going in the early days, before Daniel had taken over. Without his early investment, they would probably have disbanded long ago.

Daniel had eventually, albeit reluctantly, agreed to Morton's request for the band to play at one of his clubs. But that was it. Debt repaid.

As it turned out, Daniel didn't reach the venue until the last moment. Tom Watkins' phone call had delayed him halfway there. The Old Man had confirmed that the final detail had been agreed with Emilio Silva and he wanted Daniel to attend tomorrow's final meeting when everything would be rubberstamped.

True to form, Charlie Morton was waiting for him when he arrived, sitting in the reserved booth just off the front of the stage. It was all polished black wood with red-velvet upholstered seats. If anything, he was even more overweight than ever, and couldn't resist a wide smile as Daniel slid into the booth beside him.

"You made it," Charlie said with a grin.

He was sitting with both feet up on the small table, a large Havana cigar in his fat hand. Taking a slow draw, he blew the smoke out and grinned at the attractive blonde woman sitting next to him.

At first glance, she didn't seem his type. His usual female company was women young enough to be his daughter, with very little between their ears and their huge tits on display. This woman was the polar opposite, oozing sophistication rather than pure sex.

"Welcome to my world," Morton added, sending another plume of smoke spiralling into the air.

Daniel nodded at them both, before turning to the club owner. Even at the best of times, he could be a real cocky ass.

"Isn't that against fire regulations," he quipped, nodding at the cigar.

Charlie threw his head back as he laughed.

"This is my club, my rules," he said, holding his arms out wide.

Then he nodded at the bottle of champagne on the small table beside his shiny shoes. All three glasses next to it were filled, although Morton's and the woman's were already half empty.

"A small token of my gratitude," he said, pulling his feet off the table and sitting up.

He pushed the full glass across to Daniel, smiling confidently at him as he then topped up his and the woman's.

"I know you're doing me a good turn by bringing the band here tonight. It's my way of saying thank you."

Daniel's lips tightened. That was the thing with Charlie Morton. He'd play it cool before hitting you with what he wanted. The only time he'd ever heard the club owner say thank you was when he was about to ask for something else.

"It's your way of asking for another favour," he countered, leaving the champagne untouched. "What is it this time, Charlie?"

Morton crinkled his nose as he scratched his clipped beard. It was full of grey flakes. Then he closed one eye as he looked at Daniel.

"I guess you know me a little too well," he said, his smile hardly creasing his lips. "But this time it's me who's doing you a favour..."

He paused as he glanced at the blonde beside him.

"This is Lydia," he continued, taking another puff on his cigar and allowing the smoke to unfurl towards the club's high ceiling.

The woman leant across Charlie to offer her slim hand to Daniel. It felt surprisingly cool when he took it, especially as the room was so warm. Until now, the conversation had gone on around her, but now he took the chance to study her more closely. With her high cheekbones and shiny, golden hair, the more he looked at her, the more beautiful she became.

"She has the most beautiful voice I've ever heard," Morton enthusiastically continued. "I was thinking, if you ever need a third vocalist to go along with Donna or Susie, this is the woman..."

Daniel didn't respond right away, although Charlie couldn't believe for one moment that he was seriously thinking about the proposition. There could be only one reason for the request. The club owner was trying to impress the woman. Clearly, he hadn't fucked her yet.

"I don't need three vocalists," he eventually said, thinking carefully about how to position his response.

Despite his distaste for the guy, it didn't pay to make enemies in this business. Charlie Morton knew some important people.

"But if you're looking for work, I'll be happy to speak to a couple of contacts," he conciliatorily added, looking at Lydia. "They might be able to help with an audition."

Charlie's happy chortle suggested that he was happy with Daniel's olive branch. His large hand settled on the woman's bare thigh as he turned towards her.

"Didn't I tell you," he rasped, pointing his cigar at her. "I told you that Charlie would help make you famous, just like I did with the band, huh?"

If she was impressed, she didn't show it. She sat quietly, simply acknowledging the offer with a slight nod of her head. It occurred to Daniel that she hadn't spoken as yet.

"Well, that's settled," Morton said, breaking the sudden silence by pushing upwards to his feet. He reached for Lydia's arm. "Why don't we talk about it back in my office?"

She slowly stood with him, but the indifferent look on her face told Daniel that the overweight club owner would have to come up with something much more tangible if he was going to get his rocks off with the blonde.

"I take it you've primed the band so that I get my money's worth tonight?" Morton crassly said, his final act of bravado before they left. "I don't want any of my potential investors going home disappointed. These people could make me a lot of money."

"They'll be on their usual form," Daniel said bluntly, giving him one last weary look before checking around the room.

It was full now, and the sudden sound of the band's introductory music was greeted with a cheer. But there was one thing that struck him more than anything else, and that was the number of people in the audience who had dyed their hair white.

It seemed that the phenomenon was really gathering pace.

*

When the band took to the stage, the noise level increased instantly. As usual, Frankie led the way in his fur coat and top hat, followed by Patrick in his tiny singlet, Harry in his garish flowery shirt and Tony, who looked as sophisticated as ever in his dark suit and tie.

But it was when Donna and Susie stepped to the front, looking every bit as hot as they always did, that the whistles and applause became deafening.

Both women were dressed in their traditional tight waistcoats and lacy elbow length white gloves. The outfits had long since become their trademark and he'd suggested to the Old Man that Silva should think of introducing something similar into his collection.



Donna's long dark hair provided a sexy contrast to Susie's red locks, but that wasn't the only difference. His girlfriend simply dripped sexuality, having perfected the ability to make men think the dirtiest things as they watched her perform. Susie was more subtle and refined, but with an even better body that promised everything.

As the introductory cheers and wolf whistles died down, Donna extended her slim, long arm and pulled the microphone down to her full lips.

"Hi, my name's Donna. This is Susie. Are you ready to rock?"

The enthusiasm that greeted her words surprised even Daniel.

But the ease with which the two women quickly had the audience eating out of their hands didn't. These two sexy creatures were the heartbeat of the band and knew how to work a crowd.

Halfway through the gig, their waistcoats had been unbuttoned, and then removed to reveal the skimpy camisole tops worn underneath. Donna's was white and Susie's black. Each garment narrowed and then disappeared into the top of their low-rise jeans.

Every so often they turned their back to the throng of cheering fans, with their legs spread wide and arms stretched high above their heads. It was a pose they'd made their own. Hips grinding sexily from side to side, pert asses on display, they were sex on legs.

The crowd was with them at every stage, and as the gig entered its final stage the two vocalists provocatively used each microphone stand like a giant phallus, squeezing them tightly between their legs as they humped her hips forward.

Even Daniel thought they must be fucking the damn things. God, they looked hot. It wasn't just their voices that sold records...

*

Donna waited until the 'after-gig' party was in full flow before slipping away. Daniel was surrounded by people, as usual. He was always in great demand and she didn't know how he coped with it. Tonight, it suited her purpose. She didn't want him, anyone, to know about her assignation with Bruno. If she read the signs right, a Playboy contract was just around the corner.

She knew the photographer wouldn't be too far away. She'd spotted him during the performance and had given him the eye as she'd gyrated on stage. He had the same blank expression on his face, but so had quite a few of the blond-haired members of the audience. She'd even seen some of them slope away with a female fan in tow. You didn't need to be a genius to know what they were up to.

She found Bruno as soon as she left the party—dutifully waiting like an obedient lapdog close to the dressing rooms. Despite his sunken eyes, with the dark rings encircling them, she could tell that he wanted to fuck her. They all did, didn't they? In Bruno's case, his chances were totally dependent on the news he had to tell her.

"Well?" she asked, sidling up to him.

There wasn't any point in small talk. If he wasn't able to make the connection she wanted, then she'd be better off at the party. If he was, she would need to keep him onside until it had all been set up.

"Well what?"

She fluttered her eyelashes, wondering if he was deliberately trying to play it cool. He was so different to the guy she'd blown in the studio, but that's what drugs did to you. It made it appear as if the person was suffering from a personality transplant.

"You said Heff's people were interested," she prompted, leaning in closer. "They wanted to see me?"

When she brushed herself against him, his body felt surprisingly cool. She shivered at the connection, but didn't pull away.

"Well?" she impatiently asked again.

"I spoke to them again this afternoon," he told her, his cold breath on her cheek. "They want to set the meeting up."

Donna's eyes lit up. They paid megabucks for centrefold spreads and the coverage would make her one of the most sought after women in the music industry. She wouldn't need the band. She wouldn't need anyone. She could start out on her own.

"They do?"

The way he nodded mechanically gave her the shivers again. Why didn't he show the same emotions he had in the studio. He'd been fun then. Now he was like a robot.

"We need to talk specifics," he said. "Now. But not here."

Donna glanced around. She daren't be away from the party for too long, otherwise questions would be asked. But she needed to know the full details.

"I need to get back soon..." she explained, forcing a smile as she stared into the vacant face. "Quickly. Tell me."

"I will," he said, taking her hand. "I have a place where we can speak without being overheard. Follow me."

The narrow corridor led to what appeared to be a small office on the right. How could he have known the layout? He must have checked it out while he was waiting for her. A desk, small cabinet and a couple of chairs were enough to fill the room.

"Bruno—" she began, suddenly feeling vulnerable now that they were completely alone.

She half turned to him as she spoke, enough for their heads to clumsily bump together. Suddenly, his mouth was on her neck.

It felt more like a suck than a kiss, and the hardness pressing into her stomach felt much bigger than it had been when she'd sucked him off? She'd known he wanted to fuck her, but he was going to have to settle for another blow job. She'd only think about going all the way once she'd met Heff's people and heard what they had to say.

But even as the thoughts flashed through her head, his hands were taking hold of her wrists. He raised her arms up above her head, holding them tight against the wall as he began to rub his erection against her.

"Bruno—" she half-whispered.

But there was no time to think further. As she stared into those sunken eyes, his nostrils flared. It was strange; she hadn't previously noticed they were that large. A faint puff of smoke emerged from them, and her head jerked back in shock. Had that really happened?

And then the aroma was engulfing her.

She felt the effect all the way down between her thighs.

When his tongue flicked out again and licked along her neck, her knees buckled. She must be hallucinating. It couldn't be long and blue, like a reptile's. Hadn't she read somewhere that a male lizard bit the female around the neck when mating? But this one wasn't biting her. It was sucking in long circles along her skin.

As the aroma pervaded her senses again, she heard the sound of his zip being yanked downwards. When he dragged her hand to his cock, it was impossible to believe he could be that thick and hard.

She tried to speak, but another emission from his nostrils stilled her. The sweeping tongue snaked across her neck again as she felt him turn her around to face the wall, and then spread her legs apart. His hands were on her thong, a single tug ripping it from her body.

He was going to fuck her...

*

The door to Charlie Morton's office was half open as Daniel approached it. He had no idea why the club owner needed to see him so urgently, but he quickly understood when he saw Lydia with him. Did the man never give up? Clearly the blonde was holding out on him until she got exactly what she wanted.

"Ah, Daniel, come in, come in."

But the smug look on Charlie's face suggested he had misinterpreted the situation. The overweight man was sitting in front of a computer screen, and looked like the cat that had just got the cream.

"There's something I've been made aware of," Morton said, nodding at the screen infront of him. "We caught it on our CCTV cameras."

Daniel took a couple of steps forward to better see the monitor. It was a grainy, fuzzy colour but there was no doubt as to what was taking place on screen. The passionate grunts gave it away even before the picture did. But so what? From what he'd seen, a few guys with dyed blonde hair had been pairing off with women as the gig approached its end. What was so interesting about this one?

He sighed aloud as he turned to Charlie, but the gleeful look on the club owner's face made him check out the action again.

The blonde haired guy had his trousers around his knees and was moving perfunctorily as he fucked the dark-haired girl from behind. She was into it as much as he was. Her arms were infront of her, pressing against the wall for leverage as she violently humped backwards against him. Between her grunts, she was exhorting the man to fuck her even harder.

That's when it hit Daniel.

The voice was familiar. No, it couldn't be...

But when her thrashing head turned in the direction of the camera, exposing the look of frenzied unadulterated need on her face, he saw that his worst fears were realised.

What the fuck!

4 DAYS BEFORE THE MEETING WITH STEVE RUSSO

"Françoise, pop into my office," Charlie Morton instructed.

Replacing the phone before his new secretary could answer, he unfastened his belt and worked his trousers and boxers around his knees. It would save time.

Life was just getting better and better.

Lydia had introduced Françoise to him, in the club last night some time after Daniel had left. Fuck. What a body the teenager had!

Lydia had convinced him that he needed a secretary, one who would look after all of his needs. She told him that her young French friend would prove to be the perfect. He didn't even need to pay her, she'd explained. The hot blonde teenager just needed the experience!

Charlie laughed to himself. Some women were just so fucking naive.

But there was one proviso! If he wanted to take advantage of her offer, Lydia had insisted that Charlie allow her to sing at his club tonight. He'd agreed instantly, naturally, although her next request was trickier. She wanted him to arrange for Daniel to watch her perform.

He knew why, of course. Charlie Morton wasn't stupid.

The woman was hoping to wheedle her way into the band. That wasn't going to happen—Daniel had already made that clear. Donna and Susie were too well established. But why should he try and dissuade her? All she'd asked was for him to set it up, and he'd done exactly that with a persuasive telephone call to Daniel no more than half an hour ago.

So, he'd kept his side of the bargain and his immediate reward was entering his office right now.

Françoise might have the personality of a wet fish, but she was young and she had a superb pair of tits. And right now, as she closed the door behind her, her gaze was fixed on the way he was idly fondling his erect cock.

Charlie grinned crudely at her. He might be overweight, but women loved both his size and thickness.

"I've arranged everything I was asked," he told the French teenager, practically salivating at what his reward was about to be.

The girl might be strange looking, with her pale complexion, sunken eyes and short blonde hair, but then she was no different to so many other young women who seemed to be adopting that look recently. And who was he to complain, especially as she was already unbuttoning her white blouse as she made her way around to his side of the desk.

"Let me help," she breathed in that monotone voice, as she rounded the desk and sank to her knees.

Fuck, yes. The young French bitch was about to blow him!

And she was eager, too. Her hand knocked his away from his cock and she stared upwards into his eyes as she corkscrewed her fingers around the hard shaft. Charlie felt himself grow even further under her expert touch. Young flesh was his lifeblood and while there was never a shortage with his money and status, each new conquest was like an aphrodisiac to him.

"Why don't you suck it," he gently told her, placing a hairy hand onto the back of her head and encouraging her mouth towards his cock.

When she instantly took the bulbous head between her pale lips, he tightened his fingers in her short blonde locks. Dammit, that felt incredible. She had wrapped her long fingers around the base of his cock and held him steady while her mouth worked on him. Fuck, it felt like she was curling her tongue around the entire thickness of his shaft.

Impossible...

Even at his age, he maintained a sexual appetite equal to any younger man. He'd always thought of himself as young at heart. But the French teenager was every bit as good as any woman he'd ever had and if the sexy bitch kept sucking him like that, he'd cum soon.

And he hadn't fucked her yet.

*

"You're late," Dorothy said, although the over-the-shoulder grin she gave Daniel was as welcoming as ever.

The Old Man's secretary was stretching across her desk to collect some papers from the far end, and Daniel let his eyes linger on her body as she all but posed for him in that position.

She'd always been a tease.

He loved her habit of wearing short designer business suits that displayed her curvy figure so well. Today was no exception. The little pinstriped skirt stopped high on her shapely thighs and, as she eventually straightened, her white blouse allowed just enough of her ample cleavage to leave a man wanting more. She really was looking good.

"I was hoping they'd get the boring bits out of the way before I got here," he replied, shifting his gaze back to her face.

"Boring bits?" she quipped, tipping her head to one side. "There are no boring bits in advertising, are there?"

They laughed together. Maybe that was why he liked her so much? Most everyone in the advertising or music businesses was either too over-the-top macho or lacked any kind of social skills. Dorothy was a breath of fresh air in a world full of insincerity.

"But I have to warn you," she added, confidentially leaning closer. "Emilio Silva isn't happy that you've dropped Donna from the band. He thinks it will affect their popularity, and that will impact on his sales. So be warned."

Daniel felt an uncomfortable lick of heat just beneath his loosened collar at the words. He didn't like Emilio Silva, never had done. The Latin American had carved out a name for himself in the retail industry as a shrewd operator but on the rare occasions they'd met, the man always seemed up himself.

Dorothy waited a moment for him to absorb her comment, before turning on her patent leather pumps and taking him to the agency's boardroom.

"Ah, Daniel, good to see you," Tom Watkins warmly said, as he entered the long, narrow room.

The look in the Old Man's eyes told Daniel that he'd been behind Dorothy's warning. That meant he wanted him on his best behaviour. In other words, whatever issues were laid on the table during the meeting, he would take care of them afterwards. Well, that was okay, but he still wasn't going to take any crap from someone like Silva.

"You too, Tom," he responded, before glancing around the room.

Watkins followed his gaze and quickly made the introductions. Daniel shook each Executive's hand, before taking Emilio Silva's. He was half expecting something slimy in the handshake, but the man's grasp was strong and firm.

"Tom was explaining the problems with your band," he said to Daniel, still holding onto his hand.

There was a distant smile on his face, one that didn't quite touch his eyes, and despite his dark South American complexion, there wasn't even the hint of an accent in his voice.

"There are no problems," Daniel flatly replied, moving away and taking a seat next to Tom Watkins.

"You no longer have a lead singer? That's not a problem?"

"The band has two lead vocalists."

"You had two lead vocalists," Silva corrected him. "But not anymore. What happened?"

Daniel paused and glanced at Tom Watkins. He'd spoken to the Old Man earlier this morning, telling him that he'd dropped Donna from the band. He hadn't tried to explain why. That was his business. But right now, Watkins seemed happy enough to let the two of them spar.

His ex-girlfriend's infidelity last night burned bright in Daniel's head, although on reflection he shouldn't have been that surprised. Donna had always had a wandering eye. But he'd expected that she'd eventually use him as a stepping stone to bigger things, not fuck a fan in some Spartan back office of Charlie Morton's club.

He'd called around to see her first thing this morning, with the intention of tearing a strip off her and telling her their relationship was over. He'd wanted to see her face-to-face and find out what she had to say. Yes, he'd thought of dumping her from the band, but with the Wembley date arranged and the potential rewards so spectacular, that would have been counterproductive.

Yet, in the end, he'd had no choice.

Both her appearance and demeanour had stunned him. How could someone so vivacious become the polar opposite overnight? Her dark sunken eyes made her look ill, the vacant expression on her face suggested she was stoned, and it was clear from her hair new colour that she'd bought into the new craze. When had she the time to dye it blonde? He'd tried to talk to her about it but she hadn't even been able to hold a meaningful conversation.

When he saw two naked blonde-haired guys in another room, he'd lost his temper. How many fans had she fucked since last night? He'd instantly decided to dump her, even though it would be a major headache to quickly fill the gap in the band with anyone as talented, or as popular.

"Well?" Silva rasped. "I asked what happened. This girl was the most popular member of your band. Without her, you're nothing."

Daniel fought back the instant response that had formed on his lips. The Old Man wanted him to behave and besides, Silva wasn't saying anything that hadn't already occurred to him. Donna was extremely popular, but it was the chemistry between her and Susie that worked so well for the band. How the hell could he find a replacement at such short notice?

Okay, he'd agreed with Charlie Morton to watch Lydia perform at his club tomorrow evening. Charlie was putting her on display, just for him. But however effusive the club owner was about his new 'find', Daniel just couldn't picture her as Donna's replacement. From the little interaction they'd had last night, she just didn't have the same of charisma.

"Susie is even more popular," he told the South American, hoping the reservations he felt weren't showing on his face. He didn't like to lie, but being economical with the truth seemed the easiest way out right now. "And Donna has been losing her edge lately. Moving her out now gives me the chance to have someone even better in place before the Wembley gig. I'm protecting your interests as well as mine."

The stare Silva gave him was chilling but then he laughed disarmingly. It was clear he didn't believe Daniel, and yet he couldn't be sure.

"The point is," Tom Watkins interrupted, displaying his remarkable talent to step in at just the right moment. "We have all the ingredients for the most successful advertising campaign in history."

For once, all eyes in the room turned to look at the Old Man.

"Linking one of the hottest bands around to your new clothing range is a winner of itself," he calmly said, looking each Executive in the eye, one by one, before turning to face Emilio Silva himself. "And when we incorporate the new phenomenon sweeping the world, the campaign has the potential to earn you millions."

"I like that thought," Silva said, although there wasn't a trace of humour in his pedantic voice.

He sat quietly for a few seconds, thinking.

"And I'm happy to go with it for now," he eventually agreed. "But I'll delay any final sign off until I've seen the woman's replacement. I suggest we convene again in one week, yes?"

The Old Man nodded, happy to restore an order of balance to the meeting. And it bought Daniel a little time to find someone suitable, which had been his main objective.

But Daniel didn't respond. He was thinking, too. This craze for blonde hair was gathering pace at an alarming speed. Just look at Donna. But two other facets were simultaneously emerging. The craze was carrying a sexual freedom in its wake—people were revelling in some sort of new found sexual revolution. And yet, conversely, the people converting to the new trend appeared to be suffering from a personality bypass.



It was weird. Something didn't add up. But what?

*

Françoise grunted as Charlie Morton's firm hands held her bent forward over his desk. His immaculate trousers were around his ankles and his tailored shirt bunched up at his waist.

It was moments such as these that confirmed to him just how much he'd progressed over the years. From humble beginnings, he'd built his nightclub operation into what it was today. In the early days, he'd needed to dance to other people's tune to get what he wanted.

Now, they danced to his.

His biggest regret was missing out on the band, especially as he was the one who had kept them afloat at the start. Without him, they wouldn't even be a distant memory. He'd thought it was good business to sell his interest when he had, but Daniel had proven him wrong. And then the bastard had taken the band onto a level of success that even Charlie hadn't imagined possible.

Still, he had the proceeds of last night's gig. And he'd cemented some important contacts. One way and another, due to his astute business sense, he was going to make a lot of money from last night.

Françoise grunted again as she pumped back on his hard cock.

"Good?" Charlie murmured, as he slowed his pace.

The hand in the middle of her back held her down against the desk, pushing her large tits against the soft leather top.

"Good?" he repeated.

He loved to hear his young conquests admit how much he, Charlie Morton, was the best they'd ever had.

But as much as fucking the blonde French bitch was making him sweat like a pig she wasn't his ultimate prize. That was Lydia. The strange thing was that the older blonde woman wasn't even his type. He liked them younger, bigger and bustier, the more flesh the better.

Lydia was tall and slender, cooler and more collected than any woman he'd known. Maybe it was the fact that she wouldn't let him have her—yet—that made him want her more?

Whatever the reason, it had become an obsession.

But right now, thoughts of Lydia were fading. Françoise had somehow turned around so that she could push him down into his leather chair. The bitch wanted to be on top. That was fine by him.

As she swung one pale leg across his overweight body and straddled him, a light flare of her nostrils sent a wave of pleasure through his senses. Was that her perfume he could smell? Why hadn't he noticed it before? His cock grew another couple of inches as the aroma consumed him and he settled his fat hands on her fleshy hips.

But the lustful smile on his lips suddenly faded as her tongue flicked out...

What the fuck?

It was long and blue, like that of a lizard. No, it couldn't be. He blinked twice and momentarily pulled his head back in shock.

When the tongue flicked out again, he saw that he wasn't imagining it and panicked, trying to push her off him. But another puff of smoke from her nostrils stilled his movements. Then she was lazily wrapping her arms around his shoulders and sheathed his cock with one downward thrust.

Damn, she was so fucking tight.

He watched disbelievingly as her face changed. It became completely feral and that long, blue, forked tongue was flicking out again, licking his cheek as she began to fuck him. His body began to sweat in fear, his eyes began to bulge from their sockets, and yet the way her warm sticky juices permeated his skin was sending sparks of pure pleasure through him.

What was happening to him?

Despite himself, he felt his climax closing in. So quickly? No, surely not? Yet his balls were tightening and he could feel the toe-curling sensation of an oncoming orgasm descending upon him.

Somehow, it was unlike any other he'd ever experienced.

Unbeknown to him, his alien-induced orgasm would squirt every aspect of his humanity into the female bouncing in his lap. Once he eventually slept, he would become, like her, yet another of the legions of undead, whose world-wide numbers were increasing exponentially with every passing second.

3 DAYS BEFORE THE MEETING WITH STEVE RUSSO

The transformation was astonishing. Lydia had seemed quiet, composed and almost reserved when Daniel had first met her with Charlie Morton. And yet here he was, in the same booth as he'd occupied at the charity gig, staring at Donna Mark Two.

He'd missed the first part of her performance, and nearly hadn't made it at all. The Old Man had telephoned him just as he was leaving his apartment, to share Emilio Silva's latest idea. The South American was suggesting that Daniel replace Donna with a 'high profile' name in the music industry. Just for the campaign. Then he'd be willing to sign it off.

Even as Daniel's blood pressure was starting to rise, Watkins had quickly explained that he'd been able to diplomatically bat away the suggestion. But if they were to sensibly manage Silva's nervousness, he'd emphatically added, then the sooner Daniel found a replacement the better.

Daniel had been grateful for the Old Man's support, even if it did feel like Mission Impossible. How could he find another Donna so quickly? Discovering someone with the same characteristics—sex appeal, throaty voice, wild personality—was difficult enough by itself, but whoever it was would also have to mesh with Susie, too.

And yet here he was, staring at her ready-made replacement!

As her slim hips bounced to the bass, the watching throng moved with her, entranced by her sexuality as well as her sultry voice. Even the growing numbers of normally passive blonde-haired guys and women were glued to the performance!

It was difficult to believe that this was the woman he'd met only a couple of nights ago. Even Donna hadn't owned the stage like this...

*

"You were late," Lydia said, as she slid into the booth beside Daniel.

Like the rest of her race, she could alter her appearance and attitude to suit any occasion. Becoming the mirror image of the woman she'd seen perform two nights ago hadn't been difficult. Taking Donna's place in the band gave her species access to the band's fans worldwide, starting with the eighty thousand who would inhabit Wembley.

It was easier to convert the humans in large groups.

But for her meeting with the human, she made sure that her voice was soft and seductive, back to the sultry undertones from their first meeting.

Daniel had been impressed with her performance. She could see that in his eyes. But then humans were so easily taken in by anything sexual. She'd never met a race so preoccupied by sex, and she and the rest of her species had quickly discovered how it could be used to their advantage.

"You said you would be here at ten o'clock," she added, shuffling closer to him.

He seemed surprised at her directness, but that was okay. He'd be hers soon, even though this one had more resolve than many others. He could help them fulfil their mission, but he could be dangerous to it too, and that was another reason for targeting him.

"I nearly didn't get here at all," he simply replied, looking around. "But I'm pleased I did. Where's Charlie?"

Charlie? Oh yes, the ridiculously obese man who owned the club. He didn't matter anymore. Françoise had converted him. He was one of the undead now.

"He's of no consequence," she replied, casually shrugging her slim shoulders.

There was no point in wasting any time with further conversation. She would convert this man, too, and then the place in the band would be hers. She moved closer, resting her hand on his forearm. Human's responded well to any sort of physical touch.

"We should go somewhere..." she told him, pressing her full breasts against his shoulder.

The two women in the band had large breasts and so she had adjusted her own to a similar size. That seemed to please most men.

"Into the room at the back," she added, parting her red lips as she tilted her head towards him. "I can give you what you want there."

"What I want?" he asked, raising an eyebrow in surprise.

She smiled. He was different to the others. Charlie Morton, and the other men she'd converted, couldn't wait to have sex with her. It was part of the nature of the male humans. But this man was more thoughtful.

"Of course," she said, reaching her hand out to cup his chin and guiding his gaze to meet her own. "You can fuck me there..."

Colour flooded his face as he edged back fractionally. That was interesting. She had never met this sort of resistance before. But when she placed her hand on the inside of his thigh, sliding it up against his crotch, he was as hard as the rest of them.

"You'd like that," she told him, squeezing the bulge with her slim fingers.

Her large dark pupils grew even bigger as she moved in for the kiss. Her action took him completely by surprise and as he opened his mouth in protest, her tongue flooded in. Humans seemed to enjoy that feeling. At first he tried to resist, but then she could feel his willpower begin to ebb away as her fingers stroked the outline of his erection again.

She'd fuck him. He would sleep, and then join Charlie as one of the undead. After that, she would take control of the band, their fans, and everything associated with their activities. It was that simple.

They had converted nearly a quarter of the world's population, and that figure would double in the next couple of days.

The occasional male was immune, but there was no escape. Each one of them would be rounded up when the time was right and converted in a more painful way. No females were immune, but occasionally one would show no signs of conversion—no blonde hair, no outwardly haunted look and no sensation of being infected. These 'carriers' had proved to be invaluable, converting other humans without being aware of their powers.

She lowered his zipper and slid her slender hand inside the gap. He was hard, but she wanted him harder. When she allowed a puff of smoke to emerge from her nostrils and float between them, he instantly grew further in her clutching fingers. That was better.

"I can feel your need," she whispered, smiling at the confused expression on his face.

He wasn't still trying to resist was he? That was amazing. And yet his efforts to defy her were even more satisfying than the more normal conversion. She allowed a second flare of smoke to emerge and wondered whether to convert him then and there. But there were too many people around. She'd take him in what was Charlie's office.

"Come with me," she told him, pulling her fingers away and taking hold of his hand instead.

He obediently followed her as she rose to her feet and led him away from the booth. Soon he would be inside her ... and she would be extracting his humanity with each of his ejaculations.

*

"Hi," a cheery voice said from behind Daniel. "I've been looking for you."

He blinked twice in an attempt to clear his mind. Had someone spoken to him? He turned around slowly, and found Susie's grinning face in his eye line. In normal circumstances he would have been happy to see her, but all he could think about was that he'd been about to fuck Lydia. The arousal flowing through his body right now was intense.

"What are you doing?" he asked, aware that his words were coming out a little more slowly than usual.

Susie's grin widened as she moved between them to give him a warm hug.

"I thought I'd come and check things out for myself," she said, patting him on the chest.

Then just as quickly, she was swinging around to face Lydia.

"I only caught the end of your performance, but you were fab," she enthusiastically told her. "If Daniel's thinking the same thing as me, I think we've found a new star"

"Thanks," Lydia said, staring at her with those almond-shaped eyes.

It occurred to Daniel for the first time that he'd never seen eyes quite that colour before—a sort of dull grey with overly large dark pupils. Her voice seemed to have an edge to it, too, as she responded to Susie. Was she as frustrated as he was as the redhead's intrusion? His cock was aching so hard. Was he really missing Donna's touch that much?

"Excuse us," Lydia added, half-turning away. "We have some business to attend to..."

"Oh, take care of it later," Susie giggled, staring into Daniel's blurred eyes. "If we're on the same wavelength, you've found my new singing partner. What do you say we celebrate?"

"Celebrate..." Daniel began, staring at Lydia and back at Susie again.

It was so difficult to think clearly.

"Yes, celebrate," Susie happily told him, slipping an arm around his waist.

It seemed that she was as relieved as he was to at find someone as hot as Lydia for Donna's replacement. That was a good sign. For it to work, the chemistry between them had to be perfect.

"Tonight we celebrate," she laughed, glancing towards the bar. "But we need to get down to rehearsals quickly. We have a lot of work to do if we're going to be ready in time for Wembley."

*

Daniel and Susie were sitting in the back of the taxi, staring out of the window into the darkness, each lost in their own thoughts. It was her idea to share it. Her apartment was on the way to his.

"How much have you had to drink?" she suddenly asked, turning towards him.

"Drink?" he asked. "Not much. Not much at all."

"Yeah, right," she chuckled. "Well it's either drink or drugs. I've never seen you this fuzzy before."

"Don't be stupid," he said, still aware that the words were coming out at a slower pace than normal. "I've never touched drugs."

"I know that," she murmured, tilting her head and looking at him suspiciously. "So it must be the booze?"

He shook his head again, but even that was an effort. It was difficult to remember, but he was sure he hadn't drank any alcohol tonight, not until the solitary celebratory beer he'd had with Susie.

To his disappointment, Lydia hadn't joined them. She never touched alcohol, apparently, and had then made the excuse that she had some business to attend to. Maybe she'd just been as pissed at Susie's sudden appearance as he was? If the redhead hadn't arrived unexpectedly, he'd be fucking Lydia right now. She'd been as up for it as he was. He couldn't ever remember being as aroused as this.

Yet at the same time, he couldn't quite work the woman out. On stage, her raunchy persona had the audience in the palm of her hand. Off it, her demeanour was the opposite—cool, calm, and almost calculated. It was as if she were two different women. The rehearsals would give him the opportunity to figure it out. They'd agreed a couple of dates before they'd left the club, and he needed that chance to watch Lydia and Susie together. If that chemistry wasn't there, he was back to square one.

"You know what I think?" Susie asked, bringing him out of his reflections with a playful poke in the ribs.

He turned his head towards her. He'd been so lost in his thoughts that for a moment he'd almost forgotten she was there.

He inclined his head towards her.

"No, what do you think?"

"You were going to fuck her, weren't you?"

Her words shocked him and he tried to focus on her face in the dimly lit interior. Her smile had faded, to be replaced by more of a quizzical look in her eyes.

"That would have been a silly thing to do," she went on, her eyes wide and alert. "First, you've only just met her. Second, you don't want any more complications right now. And third, she's not even your type."

Daniel tried to focus on her words. They might have made sense if he wasn't feeling so horny.

"Is that right?" he asked, trying to remember what she'd just told him. He'd already forgotten the first part. "My type? What's my type?"

She swivelled in the leather seat to face him, her short black skirt riding up her thighs. Despite himself, he couldn't prevent his gaze from zeroing in on the shadow between her legs. The direction of his gaze wasn't lost on Susie, whose flirtatious smile instantly returned.

"Redheads," she said, pushing a hand through her hair. "Like me."

Daniel shifted uncomfortably in his seat, trying to subtlety adjust his achingly hard erection. When she pushed towards him and looked teasingly into his eyes, he stared at her face. Those freckles were cute, offsetting her sultry mouth. She smelled good. Some kind of spicy perfume. And her lips were moist. Kissable.

"So ... I have a much better idea," she huskily told him, her parted lips just a fraction away. "Why don't you fuck me instead?"

He blinked, his vision widening from the funnel he'd been in. Was she being serious? She was, because her hand was reaching behind his head and pulling his mouth against hers.

"I guess that's a deal," she whispered, pulling back fractionally so that she could smile into his eyes. "My place or yours?"

*

They were all over one another as soon as they entered her apartment. The kiss that had started in the cab went on and on, and then Susie was dragging her tank top over her head and exposed her large tits to him.

"I've always thought you were so fucking sexy," Susie growled, leaning back against the door. "Now why would you want to fuck a blonde bimbo when you can have a hot little redhead like me?"

Her hands pulled his to her breasts, letting him mash them while she reached under her short black skirt and dragged her thong down her legs. The skirt went next, leaving her naked, and she raised her hands above her head, resting her palms on the wooden frame behind her.

"Well?" she teased. "Fuckable or not?"

Daniel's response was to undress urgently, yanking each item from his body and dropping them where he stood.

"That's better," Susie murmured, reaching for his hardness. "I'd go down on you but right now I need this thing inside me..."

She curled her right leg around his back as she fed him to her wet opening and his cockhead pushed inside her. When she repeated the action with her other leg, her heels finding purchase in the swell of his buttocks, he slid the rest of the way inside. She was as aroused as he was.

"Do you know how often I've imagined this?" she gasped, wrapping her arms around his neck and holding on for dear life. "Fuck me, Daniel. Fuck me good."

He grunted as he stiffened his legs to maintain his balance, supporting her freckled body on his thighs. Once he was comfortable, he picked up the pace right from the off, beginning to fuck her like there was no tomorrow.

Whatever the reason, he couldn't stop fucking her, the blur of intense need broken only by her cries as her climaxes overtook her. He didn't even break stride as she came on his cock, again and again, other than to widen his stance to hold her in position as he fucked her more violently.

The animal inside him had been uncaged.

*

"Oh my God, that's impressive," Susie croaked, her chest heaving as she looked into his eyes.

They were in her bed now, and it was almost morning. Had they really been making love the entire night? It took Daniel a brief moment to understand her meaning, but when her playful fingers stroked along his cock again, he understood what she meant. He was still hard.

Pulling her now-damp red hair over her left shoulder, she pushed him onto his back, perspiration dripping from her body as she adjusted her position so that she could settle on his cock. The palms of her hands rested on his chest as she began to gyrate in small circles, just like the strippers at one of the better-class lap dancing clubs he used to visit.

"Let's take it nice and easy this time," she murmured, arching backwards to throw her fabulous tits into greater prominence. "Then we can build up another head of steam after I cook you breakfast..."

2 DAYS BEFORE THE MEETING WITH STEVE RUSSO

The five-star Dorchester overlooked a lush Hyde Park, and was only a few minutes away from exclusive Bond Street shopping and high-end bars. The hotel was often used by Tom Watkins for hosting client business lunches, but today's meeting with Daniel had nothing to do with a lunch invitation.



He'd been making his way home after the exhaustive night of sex with Susie when the Old Man had telephoned him, asking if they could get together at the hotel. But rather than meeting at their usual table in the restaurant, he'd asked Daniel to meet him in the hotel's underground car park. The part rented exclusively by his agency.

Daniel had been intrigued, of course, but the Old Man wouldn't elaborate until they met. All he would say was that it was in both their interests to keep things low key, and could Daniel keep the meeting to himself.

The whole scenario was so out of character for Tom Watkins that Daniel's mind had subsequently been working overtime at the reason for such curious subterfuge. Something to do with Emilio Silva, perhaps? He would soon find out. Looking out of the window of his top of the range Lexus LFA, he watched the Old Man guide his silver-grey Bentley down the entry ramp and into the adjacent bay.

This part of the car park was empty but for their two cars.

"Thanks for meeting me," Watkins said, as Daniel climbed in the passenger side of the Bentley.

He had a flustered look on his face and his large hand was warmer than usual as Daniel shook it.

"It's okay," Daniel replied, closing the door behind him. "But you have me feeling like I'm in the Secret Service, Tom. Do we really need all this cloak and dagger stuff?"

"I'm not sure," the Old Man mysteriously said. "But I can't shake off the feeling that I can't be too careful."

Daniel stared quizzically at him but before he could ask the obvious question, Tom Watkins was putting the car into gear.

"All in good time," he sighed, heading for the ramp again. "Fasten your seatbelt; we can talk while I drive. Let's start with Emilio Silva."

Daniel gave a wry smile to himself. He knew the clandestine meeting had to be about the South American.

"He's very nervous," Watkins continued, pulling out into the traffic. "And I understand why. He's allocating a huge portion of his marketing budget to this campaign and he stands to earn millions when it succeeds. That's why he's being very hands on, and right now he's pressing for more involvement in the choice of Donna's replacement—"

"Already sorted," Daniel interrupted.

"What?"

The Old Man's head snapped towards him, before he quickly returned his attention back to the road.

"I found her last night," Daniel continued, twisting his body slightly in the passenger seat so that he could watch Watkins' reaction to his words. "It's a long story, Tom, but I'm pretty sure I've identified someone with all of the attributes I've been looking for. I just have to make sure that she and Susie gel on stage."

Watkins nodded as he took a left. He didn't need Daniel to explain further. They'd learned a long time ago to trust one another's judgment.

"Her name is Lydia," Daniel continued. "I'll make a final decision after I've put her and Susie through their paces at rehearsals tomorrow night. Assuming everything turns out as I expect, Silva should be satisfied with the choice. That'll mean you'll get your sign off, and I can get back to doing what I do best."

The Old Man nodded again, although his face turned to a grimace as he pulled up at a red light.

"Damn rheumatoid arthritis," he rasped, his voice cracking with emphasis, as he shuffled in his seat to make himself more comfortable.

He paused for a moment until the discomfort had subsided. Then he glanced thoughtfully at Daniel as the lights turned green and he smoothly pulled away.

"As it happens, Emilio was in a good mood when I spoke to this morning," he said. "He wants to take you and me out for dinner to celebrate their sales figures. All we've done so far is to link his new clothing range with the Wembley concert in a few tabloids and billboards, and the interest generated has already exceeded his expectations."

When Daniel pulled a face, the Old Man chuckled.

"Okay, and it also gives him the chance to talk further about his ideas for Donna's replacement."

"Well," Daniel slowly drawled through his teeth. "That's not necessary now, and as far as celebrating anything with Silva is concerned, no thank you. The man's a conceited asshole."

This time, Watkins' chuckle was heartier.

"The advertising industry is full of them," he quipped. "But then, he's the client, and he pays good money. He can be anything he wants to be."

"For you maybe," Daniel pointed out. "Not for me."

"He's the one who pays the bills," the Old Man wheezed, taking another left turn. "Let's not forget that, shall we? This campaign is going to earn him a lot of money, and it will make the agency's shareholders very happy. But it's going to be high profile for you and your band, too."

He paused to allow the implication of his words sink in.

"Humour him," he added. "And me. I doubt he'll give the final sign off until he's personally seen your new woman perform. Can you set something up?"

Daniel tried to contain the wave of exasperation that washed over him, but knew that Watkins could sense his irritation even if he couldn't see it. And he had to admit it, the Old Man was right. The television exposure associated with the Wembley gig alone would be huge. Humouring Silva was a small price to pay.

"I'll arrange it," he grudgingly agreed, turning away to glance out of the window.

The traffic was heavy, as always, but he had no idea where they were headed.

"Nowhere," Tom Watkins said, as if reading his mind. "I just don't want there to be any chance of the next part of our conversation overheard."

Daniel stared at him, suddenly wary. The Old Man always had a reason for everything he did, but this bordered on the paranoid.

"What?" he softly asked. "What's worrying you, Tom?"

"Remember we said we would get the band to dress in the new clothing line at Wembley, maybe adapted to their style?"

Daniel nodded. That was it? All this secrecy was about Silva's soon-to-be launched clothing range? But the Old Man continued.

"And that we'd consider getting them to dye their hair blonde for the concert, in line with the new craze."

He spoke slowly, carefully, as if he were thinking through every word.

"I've had Toby Bull, my Creative Director, looking at that aspect," he went on, staring straight ahead of him. "I wanted Toby to look at the craze in detail, to make sure we stayed up-to-date and identify other aspects we could incorporate. What he's found is disconcerting, to say the least."

Daniel took a deep breath as he waited for the Old Man to continue. He'd known something didn't add up, but hadn't been able to work out what that was.

"Disconcerting?" he asked.

Watkins just nodded. But his face had turned even more serious and he looked like he was biting his lower lip.

"Consider the facts," he eventually said, in a carefully measured tone. "We keep referring to dyed blonde hair, but have you noticed any dark roots? Tony has identified that there's no evidence whatsoever of people dying their hair. The change in colour to blonde is real. Go figure that one out."

Daniel shivered. He was beginning to get goosebumps.

"Add into that, this is everywhere. There isn't a single country standing apart. Whoever heard of a craze spreading that rapidly across the world? In every single part of the world? And across such a vast age range? It doesn't make sense."

No, it didn't. It made no sense at all.

"The average Joe has been affected," the Old Man went on, "but so have celebrities everywhere. That sort of thing is expected in the entertainment world, but not with business people and politicians."

He turned his head to emphatically stare at Daniel before continuing.

"Then there's the behavioural thing. It's not just a change in hair colour; it's as if these people have undergone a personality transplant. One week ago I had three junior members, all on different account teams, who had joined the craze. Now, I have eleven. From what I'm told, their work output has dropped dramatically. They're like walking zombies. Explain that to me."

Daniel felt another chill pass through his body as he recalled Donna's appearance when he'd gone to see her. She'd been a different woman.

"Drugs?" he asked.

Tom Watkins shrugged his shoulders as he drove along the side street that led to the Dorchester car park. They were almost back to where they'd started from.

"That's one possibility," he agreed, swinging the Bentley down the entry ramp. "But on such a large scale?"

"What else?" Daniel asked, trying but failing to come up with a more obvious rationale. "And if you and I have these concerns, Tom, why don't others? We can't be alone in thinking that something doesn't add up here. There hasn't been anything untoward in the media ... or in the corridors of Government."

"Not as far as we know," the Old Man responded, parking the Bentley next to Daniel's Lexus LFA. "But what's even more alarming is that I've made a couple of calls to some senior contacts in influential places after I spoke to Toby. Not one of them has gotten back to me."

Daniel stared at him. This was surreal. There had to be a rational explanation, surely?

"Tell me," Watkins continued, resting his arm on the steering wheel as he turned to look into Daniel's perplexed eyes. "Have you ever heard of a guy called Professor Steve Russo?"

Daniel shook his head. The name meant nothing.

"Russo is the Behavioural Science Professor at London Business School," the Old Man offered. "He's also widely regarded as the world's foremost practitioner in his field. The Government regularly include him in meetings when they need specialist advice. The good news is that he also happens to be a good friend of mine and I intend to have a long conversation with him later tonight. If anyone knows what's going on, he will."

He paused, as if letting that cold sense of finality sink in. Daniel just stared at him as he asked, "What would you like me to do?"

"Be careful, for one thing," Watkins told him, the expression on his face deadly earnest. "My Head of Accounts is among those who've converted to the craze, or whatever it is, and I've arranged a meeting with her as soon as I get back to the office. That could help me understand things better."

He tapped the steering wheel with his fingers again as he considered their next steps.

"Why don't you give me a call after tomorrow night's rehearsal, and let me know whether you intend to use this woman, Lydia. That way I can get Emilio Silva off our backs," he thoughtfully said. "But more importantly, I'll be able to update you on my conversation with Steve Russo. Yes?"

*

Carrie Stevens stared out of her small office window as she gyrated slowly in the youngster's lap. Lying back against his chest as he fondled her huge tits, the blonde's snug little pussy swallowed him whole. She only had a limited view out of the window, but wasn't looking at anything in particular. She was lost in her limited thoughts, her body focused on the task in hand.

She had been Head of Accounts for the Agency for the last couple of years, having worked her way up through the department for several years prior to that. At one time she had been ruthlessly ambitious, but that was before she had been 'converted' by the blonde stranger she'd met in a bar.

Now, her only raison d'être was to convert as many others as she could.

Tommy Watson would be the last of the guys in her department, and he wasn't going to last much longer. He was panting hard as she rotated her hips in tight little circles in his lap. Her hands covered his, holding them against her breasts as she took him ever closer to giving her what she wanted.

In less than an hour, she would be called into a meeting with Tom Watkins. She had no idea why he had asked to see her, but the opportunity to be alone with someone so powerful was too good to pass up. All she had to do was make sure that Dorothy, his secretary, stayed out of the way and the Old Man would be hers, too. After that, she and the other converts would systematically work their way through the rest of the senior staff in the Agency.

She could see her reflection staring back at her in the window as she eased her ass upwards and slammed it back down on Tommy again. Her sunken dark eyes were expressionless and her blonde hair was bouncing on her shoulders. Arching her back, she changed from her slamming, downward thrusts to circular rotations again. The youngster had no chance.

"I'm going to cum," he gasped, his body stiffening as the moment arrived.

Carrie didn't speak. Her vacant expression didn't change. She just tightened her pussy walls around his teenage cock and prepared to suck the life out of him.

1 DAY BEFORE THE MEETING WITH STEVE RUSSO

Although the predicted storm hadn't yet arrived, the far-off flashes of lightning and escalating rumbles of thunder suggested it wasn't far away. Not that the forecasted bad weather made any difference to Daniel. He had far too much on his mind to worry about the approaching rain.

His conversation with Tom Watkins had been on his mind ever since he'd left the Dorchester hotel's car park. Instinct told him one thing, but the cold light of reality suggested another. Were there dark forces at work? Or did those sort of inferences belong to the movies, not real life?

Try as he might, he hadn't been able to come up with any sort of reasonable answer, and it had frustrated him that he couldn't share his apprehension with any one of his friends. He'd have given a lot to talk his fears over with someone he could trust. But the Old Man was right. They couldn't be too careful and for the time being their conversation had to remain confidential.

He'd spent the night with Susie again, trying to work out some of the concentrated arousal that still remained in his system. Even that worried him. He'd always been highly sexed, but the sheer intensity of his need since he'd spoken to Lydia was out of the ordinary. And anything out of the norm right now was a cause for concern.

He had eventually told himself to park his thoughts in the back of his mind until he spoke to Tom Watkins again. By then, the Old Man would have spoken to Steve Russo and they could be a lot closer to a rational explanation for the unusual behaviour than they were now.

Besides, tonight's rehearsals needed all his focus. He couldn't allow his attraction to Lydia to colour his judgment and she had a lot to prove before he was willing to seriously consider her for his band. There was a lot hanging on the next few hours.

*

The storm had well and truly arrived when the different members of the band finally made it to the studio. The heavy rains that were lashing the building had played havoc with traffic all night, and it was close to nine o'clock by the time they were in a position to get underway.

Once he'd introduced everyone to Lydia and explained what was expected of them, Daniel had taken up position in a seat at the back of the small auditorium, out of the way. It was his way of remaining impartial. The blonde had been her usual cool and collected self, and yet the guys had instantly gravitated towards her like moths around a flame.

That had to be a good omen, didn't it?

As he knew full well, she had this way of giving off sexual signals without appearing to make any effort. They way he looked at it was that if her persona worked on the other band members—Susie included, judging by the attention she was giving Lydia—it would do the same with their fans.

But the proof of the pudding was in the music, and in this case, in the interaction between the two women. Was that chemistry there?

At first, he hadn't been sure. The first hour had been okay, but was more of a case of them finding their way with one another than anything else. And yet, two things about Lydia had impressed him.

On stage, she had this ability to instantly shed her cool exterior and come to life. It was as if she was playing the part, except that no one could play a part that well. She was also a quick learner. She had this instinct that allowed her to continually modify her performance to fit in with Susie.

The second hour had been much more impressive. The two women finally had it together and even the guys were raising their game. Frankie was hitting the keyboard like the magician he was, Patrick and Tony's solos with the women, on sax and guitar respectively, were brilliant and Harry was every bit his usual crazy self on the drums.

It couldn't be that Lydia was inspiring them, could it?

The final hour couldn't have been any better, and Daniel couldn't remember them ever putting on a live performance with the same intensity. Forget Donna. These two hot women were complementing each other effortlessly now, a perfect fusion of sexuality.

To cap it all, their final song was a jazzy-bluesy number entitled 'A Kiss to Remember'. Lydia had slipped her arm around Susie's shoulder as they reached the final notes, pulling her into her body before her red lips descended on the redhead's. The spark of electricity Daniel felt at watching the unexpected and uninhibited girl-girl kiss was the final confirmation he needed that the band's future was secure.

The band knew it, too, cheering and applauding themselves as the session finished. Daniel had never seen them this full of themselves at a rehearsal. Wembley would be rocking with a performance like this one.

He left them to it as they headed to the dressing room. It was close to midnight but that wouldn't stop the guys from getting into their usual after-rehearsal drinking session. He would join them soon, but first he had a phone call to make. Tom Watkins didn't retire for the night until the early hours and he'd be expecting Daniel's call.

The Old Man would be delighted to hear how successful the rehearsal had been. Although it had only been a couple of days since he'd dropped Donna from the band, Emilio Silva's attempts at interference had made it feel as if that decision had been hanging over them for a lot longer.

*

Daniel knew that something was wrong even before the Old Man's wife put her husband on the line. Molly always flirted with him whenever they spoke, but this time it was as if she didn't know who he was. Tom Watkins had never mentioned any problems with her health, and yet he couldn't think of any other reason for her distance.

Her tone was disinterested and she spoke to him as if he were a stranger. It couldn't be because of the lateness of the hour, could it? Maybe he should have left the call until the morning?

But when the Old Man came on the line, alarm bells instantly went off in Daniel's head. The usual growl to his voice had gone. Like his wife's tone, it was replaced by a flat monotone, devoid of any variety or expression.

"Yes?"

"Tom. It's me. Daniel," he said, instantly concerned. "Are you all right?"

"Of course. What is it?"

"What is it? We agreed that I would call you tonight."

"We did?"

The hairs on the back of Daniel's neck instantly stood on end as a sense of foreboding flooded through his body. A sudden feeling hit him that he was being observed and a surge of nervous energy shot through his lean frame as his eyes surveyed the space around him. It was empty.

"I'm at the rehearsals," he hesitantly explained, aware that he was breathing more heavily as his senses went on alert. "You wanted an update."

The silence at the other end of the line reinforced his unease. What the fuck was going on? This wasn't the man he knew so well, the same person he had spoken to in his Bentley yesterday, the sharp and alert mind who had so clearly enunciated his concerns to him.

"Why don't you come here now," the lifeless voice on the other end of the phone suddenly said.

Daniel froze. Every nerve end in his body went on alert. Instinct told him that the Old Man's house was the very last place he should visit right now.



"It's very late," he cagily said.

"I need to see you."

"How about we leave it until the morning? I can see you first thing at your office."

"Now is better."

Daniel hesitated again. He needed time to think things through and if he let the Old Man, or whoever this was, think that he was on his way there, that could buy him what he wanted.

"I'll be there within the hour," he said, keeping his voice level. "But Tom, tell me, how did your conversation with Steve Russo go?"

"Who?"

A cold chill swept through Daniel's body and he swiveled on his heels to look around him again, but he was alone. Was he becoming paranoid?

"Never mind," he quietly said into the phone, his knuckles white from gripping it so tightly. "I'll see you within the hour..."

*

Daniel's mind was so preoccupied as he returned to the dressing room that at first his eyes didn't process what they saw. When realisation hit him, it was the second shock to his system in the last half an hour.

It was akin to walking into a sexual orgy!

Groupies trying to associate themselves with the band members went with the territory, of course. It happened after every gig. It was quite unbelievable what some of these girls would do, just to attract attention to themselves. Even Daniel was targeted at times, although he didn't have the same glamour that was attached to Frankie, Patrick, Harry and Tony.

But this wasn't a gig, it was a rehearsal! Fans didn't know they were there. And even if they did, they couldn't easily get inside the studio. Suddenly, two and two made four. These blonde women weren't ordinary groupies. They had been brought here, allowed to enter, with one thing in mind.

Sex!

His heart raced faster at the realisation, and then threatened to burst from his chest when he glanced towards Lydia. She was leaning against the wall, her arms crossed over her breasts, observing the scene as it unfolded. It had to be her! She'd set this up. But why?

The action continued unabated as if he hadn't just walked into the room.

A blonde girl was gyrating in someone's lap on the small green sofa. The leather trousers around his ankles and flowery shirt still on his back left Daniel in no doubt that it was Harry. Frankie was beside him, his top hat still on his head as another blonde energetically fucked him.

Patrick had removed his white singlet as he thrust inside a blonde girl against the far wall, while yet another blonde was sucking Tony's cock. A strand of saliva stretched from her lower lip to his bulbous head as she turned her head to look at Daniel, her expression vacant. Then her head was dipping again, her mouth going back to work on his stiff member and taking him deep enough into her mouth that Daniel had no doubt she was deep-throating him.

He almost missed the action on his immediate right, and it was only Susie's groans that diverted his attention from the others. She was perched on the cool surface of a wooden counter, her legs wrapped around a blonde guy as he pumped in and out of her. Her black jeans and tiny red thong were pulled down to her ankles.

Daniel was taken aback and at first thought she was a willing participant, just as Donna had been while he'd watched her onscreen fuck. But the vacant look on Susie's face suggested otherwise. Had she been drugged? His eyes found Lydia's again. Her gaze was expressionless as she pushed away from the wall and began to move sexily towards him.

When a light puff of smoke escaped her nostrils, the pieces of the crazy jigsaw suddenly began to drop into place. He couldn't work it all out, not there and then, but there was enough to know he was in mortal danger.

Clenching his teeth in anger, he took two steps towards the guy fucking Susie and threw a punch. The hard right connected with his jaw, but amazingly it only stunned him. It took two more punches to put him down with a split lip, and then Daniel grabbed Susie's hand.

Lydia reached out to grab him as he pulled the redhead towards the door, and there was something about the look on her face told him there was no escape. As her iron-like grip fastened on his arm, the wild swing of his right fist was more out of sheer fear than expectation. The force of the punch was enough to rock her back on her heels, and he desperately dragged his left arm free of her clutches while he had the chance

Shaking his throbbing right hand to ease the pain spread through it, he grabbed Susie again. She was dazed, confused, and he had to use all his force to pull her along with him as he rushed them out of the room.

It took seconds to find their way to the Emergency Exit and make their out of the building and into the heavy rain. They were drenched in seconds but that matter. Even if he didn't fully understand what was happening, it was apparent that they were fleeing for their lives.

They were free and had to keep going.

But first, keeping hold of Susie's hand in one of his and resting his other palm flat against the cold brick of the outer studio wall, he bent forward and released the contents of his churned stomach onto the wet pavement beside their feet.

*

Daniel cursed himself for having taken a cab to the band's rehearsal. Had he driven himself there, he and Susie would be on their way right now. In the short time he'd had to think, he'd only come up with one option. They needed to visit Professor Steve Russo.

Tom Watkins had told him that Russo was the Behavioural Science Professor at the London Business School, and that he was widely regarded as the world's foremost practitioner in his field. If the Government regularly sought him out when they needed specialist advice, as the Old Man had said, then surely must be fully aware of the phenomenon going on around them. If so, he could be their saviour...

It wouldn't be too difficult to get Russo's address. Off the top of his head, he could think of half a dozen people who could find that for him. He would call each of them when he had time to catch his breath, and hope that at least one or more of them remained unaffected by the spreading epidemic. Epidemic? Was that what it was? He didn't know.

But first things first.

They needed to find a taxi to take them back to his place, and it seemed that cabs were in short supply. Once they reached the safety of his Mews home, he could think through their next steps, put together a few rations, and then drive to see Russo.

At least a dozen cabs must have passed them by before they found one in service. Thank God for that. He checked out the driver before deciding it was safe to enter the vehicle. The man's long grey hair told him it was.

He pushed Susie in first before sliding into the backseat beside her.

"Manor Crescent," he snapped through the partially open gap separating front and back,

"You've got it guv," the taxi driver said, glancing at them in the rear view mirror. "Got caught in the storm?"

Daniel glanced across at Susie and then down at his own wet clothes. Their coats were still in the studio's dressing rooms.

"Yeah," he simply responded. A talkative cabbie was the last thing he needed right now. "Bad timing."

He pushed back into his seat, but however much he tried to relax, there was just too much going on in his head. Besides, the prickly heat that was covering his flesh made him want to itch at his skin to get rid of it. It occurred to him it was a similar feeling to that he'd experienced in the corridor when talking to Tom Watkins, or whoever that had been. His head jerked around to stare out of the rear window of the taxi.

"Pull over for a second would you?"

"Here, Guv?" the cab driver asked, pulling up to a curb.

He half-turned to look at his two passengers, a quizzical look on his wrinkled face.

Daniel was aware of his searching look, but he wanted to focus on the car lights behind them. One vehicle was drifting to the curb, like them, stopping maybe a couple of hundred metres behind them.

"What?" Susie asked, grabbing his hand.

He winced in pain. The swelling was getting worse if anything.

"I'm not sure if we're being followed," he murmured.

"Followed?" the taxi driver laughed, scratching the top of his head. "Let me guess. You're both secret agents?"

"It's a long story," Daniel responded, ignoring the jibe. "You see that black car parked in the bus lane a few hundred metres behind us?"

"I see it."

"Keep your eyes on it as we pull away."

"Keep my eyes on it," the taxi driver chuckled, as he slowly eased the cab back into the traffic.

His amused gaze was trained on the rear view mirror and after thirty seconds he glanced over his shoulder at Daniel again.

"He's still waiting back there, Mr. Bond," he said, with a wide grin. "It's either a false alarm or we've given them the slip. Was it SMERSH or SPECTRE?"

He laughed loudly, enjoying his own joke as he returned his concentration to the road ahead.

Daniel shook his head to himself. Humour didn't figure in his psyche right now. Maybe they weren't being followed but he'd feel happier once they reached the safety of his home. His immediate priorities for them both were a shower, change of clothes, food and a couple of whiskies.

And finding Steve Russo's address, of course. The sat nav system in his car would guide them there.

He glanced across at Susie. "How are you doing?"

"Wet and cold," she softly said, snuggling into him. "What's going on?"

For a few moments, he just stared at her. How much could he tell her? How much would she believe?

"I'll explain later," he softly said. "Just rest for now."

"I can't," she said. Her hand found his thigh. "I'm horny. Very, very horny."

Daniel felt his chest heave. He'd been thinking about that. Lydia must have fed him some sort of aphrodisiac when she'd come onto him at Charlie's club. He'd been constantly aroused ever since, despite his several bouts of lovemaking with Susie.

She must have fed Susie something similar in the studio, otherwise the redhead would never have let that guy fuck her.

But that brought with it another problem. Her need for sex would be extreme for the next forty-eight hours at least. And dammit, he was feeling the need again, too. It was something else to add to his priority list when the taxi dropped them off. Fortunately, they weren't far away.

"We're nearly there," he told Susie, almost reluctantly pulling her hand away when she ran it across the outline of his erection.

Dammit, when had he become that hard?

"I can't wait," she told him, pushing her hand back and squeezing his manhood under the wet cloth. "It doesn't feel like you can, either—"

"Manor Crescent!"

The driver's sudden announcement of their arrival saved the day, but it was his next words that made Daniel freeze.

"You want me to pull in beside the police cars?"

He yanked Susie's hand away and rubbed the inside of the window so that he could peer out into the semi-dark. There were two cars in the street, with two police officers sitting in each. It didn't take much deduction to realise it was his Mews home they were keeping an eye on. Fuck it!

"Drive on." he rasped. "There's a silver Lexus parked about one hundred yards down on the left. Stop beside that, would you."

It was on the curve of the bend, further away from his home than he would usually leave it, but there hadn't been a closer parking space. That was a slice of luck. His car was practically out of sight of the police.

"Sure, Mr. Bond," the driver laughed. It took a moment to accelerate again after he'd slowed down. "I'm enjoying this. Let me guess, that little lady with you is a Russian agent and they have a world-wide warrant for your arrest?"

"You got it in one," Daniel muttered, reaching for his wallet.

"How do you know they're anything to do with us?" Susie whispered, her frightened eyes staring into his.

"One reason," Daniel softly told her. "They have blonde hair."

To her, it meant nothing. To him, it explained everything.

THURSDAY, DECEMBER 15TH -- MEETING STEVE RUSSO

The cold bit into Daniel's bones as he rang the ornamental front doorbell. It had nothing to do with the low temperatures, or the incessant rain that refused to let up. It had everything to do with the colour of Steve Russo's hair. If it was blonde, the game was up.

Unsure what the future held—for him, Susie, or the world in general—he had told the redhead everything he knew on the journey to Russo's. He didn't pull any punches, deciding that it was up to her how she handled it.

She had taken it all pretty well given the circumstances. Yes, she'd shed tears once, when she realised what would have happened by now to the male members of the band. The band? There wasn't a band anymore, although that was the least of their worries.

It had been a lot for her to take in, but she was an intelligent girl and once she'd recovered from the shock of what he'd had to say, she had surprised him with the depth of her questions. He'd answered them the best he could, but had stuck to the facts throughout. There were still some gaps in his knowledge, and there wasn't any point in sharing his assumptions until Steve Russ had either confirmed or denied them.

The beating of his heart went into overdrive when the door slowly opened, and then relief flooded his body. The man who opened the door had wavy, black hair. Okay, it was grey around the sides, but it was still predominantly dark. This had to be Russo. And from the way his eyes also flickered to Daniel's hair, it was clear they were on the same wavelength.

"Professor Russo?" he asked, standing tall in an attempt to portray some dignity.

It wasn't easy with his wet hair plastered to his scalp and his drenched clothes glued to his skin. The fifteen minute walk along the tree lined drive had taken its toll.

Russo nodded guardedly, the alert eyes leaving Daniel's hair and covering his dishevelled appearance with an almost surgical precision. Once he was satisfied, his gaze flicked to Susie. She had the protection of the heavy coat he kept in the boot of the car around her.

"I don't often get company at this time of the morning," Russo carefully said, keeping his left hand on the door and the right in the pocket of his robe. "How did you get through the gates? My security is pretty tight."

"We came through when they opened for the taxi," Daniel explained. "Maybe twenty minutes or so ago."

There was no room for anything other than the complete truth. This man needed to trust them, just as they needed to trust him.

"And then we walked along the drive," he added.

Russo pursed his lips.

"That explains your appearance," he softly said. "But the cameras didn't pick you up."

"We kept to the shadows. It was important not to be detected until we saw you."

"Which is why you didn't use the intercom at the gate?"

"Exactly."

Russo nodded at Daniel, his eyes uneasily flickering from him to Susie and back again as he pondered on the explanation. When he removed his hand from the pocket of his robe, it was clear he wasn't buying it.

"Forgive me," he said, pointing the small gun at Daniel's chest, "but while your story may be plausible, it seems to me that you've gone to great lengths to avoid my security system. I can't think of a single reason why you would want to do that. Give me one reason why I shouldn't call the police here and now."

Daniel stepped protectively infront of Susie again. He understood Russo's scepticism, but after everything they'd been through he wasn't going to leave here without the Professor hearing him out.

"Because the police might have blonde hair," he responded.

When Russo's eyes widened, he knew he'd hit the mark.

He exchanged glances with Susie, who had also seen the change in Russo's expression, before continuing.

"We've travelled a fair distance in God-awful conditions to get here, Professor," he continued, using the back of his hand to sweep away the raindrops that were falling from his forehead into his eyes. "To talk to you about whatever this thing is that's sweeping across the world."

Russo nodded, although his grip on the gun remained steadfast.

"Why me?"

"Because Tom Watkins told me he was a good friend of yours," Daniel answered firmly.

Russo's eyes suspiciously flicked to Susie, but then returned to Daniel after she nodded in affirmation.

"You know Tom?"

Daniel nodded sadly. "I did. We were good friends, too."

"Were?"

Daniel felt his voice wobble fractionally. "I have reason to believe he succumbed yesterday, Professor Russo, before he could speak to you. That's why we're here."

*

It was almost six o'clock in the morning and the three of them were sitting around the large rectangular wooden table in the Professor's kitchen. Daniel and Susie sat on one side, with empty breakfast plates in front of them. Steve Russo sat on the other.

Despite the urgency of the situation, Russo had suggested they get out of their wet clothes and take a shower before they got down to any sort of meaningful discussion.

It hadn't been that simple, not with the intense arousal still running through Daniel and Susie's veins. They were fucking again as soon as they'd entered the shower room and then again under the warm cascading water. It would provide both their bodies with some short-term relief until the need overtook them again.

When they finally made their way to the kitchen, dressed in only the black robes that had been provided, Russo served them up scrambled eggs, bacon and toast. Having an early breakfast in the unfamiliar surroundings, while their very existence was at risk, felt surreal.

Russo patiently allowed them time to devour the hot food, although it was clear from the way he paced the floor that he was itching for Daniel to start on his story. When he did, Russo took a seat opposite them and asked probing question after question along the way.

It was several cups of fresh coffee later when the tale was finally concluded.

"The average person," Russo said, tapping his finger on his lips as he looked at them both, "would think you're either mad or deluded."

Daniel felt his mouth go dry. It wasn't the response he'd expected. The uncomfortable surge of heat that suddenly worked its way up his body made him wonder whether he'd made a mistake taking them there. This guy hadn't believed a single word. Had he? But then Russo allowed himself an ironic smile.

"Perhaps it's just as well that I'm not the average person!"

The sense of relief that the two visitors felt was almost audible.

Russo stood to refill their coffee cups for the umpteenth time as he appeared to contemplate just how to respond.

"What I'm about to tell you is fully classified," he eventually explained, pacing the kitchen floor one more time before returning to his seat. "It could compromise national security."

He picked up the buff coloured file that had sat on the table in front of him throughout their conversation, and idly flipped through a few pages before closing it again.

"Who am I kidding?" he asked with an air of resignation, as he sat back in his chair. "From what you've told me, it seems that we're well past the classified stage. The pace this has progressed in the last forty-eight hours has exceeded even our most pessimistic forecasts."

Daniel exchanged an apprehensive glance with Susie, but waited for Russo to continue. He'd done his talking. Now it was their turn to listen.

"At first we thought it was something to do with Russia. But our best contact there—he was born and raised in Moscow during the Soviet era—did some digging in the highest echelons of the Kremlin. It turned out that they were as puzzled as us. So were China, Japan and the USA, according to our moles there, though everyone was as suspicious of each other as they usually are. Then it was thought this might be a Middle East thing, not for any reason other than we couldn't put our finger on what was happening anywhere else."



He took a long sip of his coffee as he lost himself in his thoughts again. The pause was long enough for Daniel to almost tangibly feel a sense of dread beginning to settle over him.

Susie either sensed his mood, or felt the same, because she leaned forward to touch his hand. It was still throbbing from his fight at the studio. He tried to send her a comforting glance, but his eyes never made it to hers. Her black robe had fallen partially open and her cleavage spilled out of it. He cursed himself for the way his cock instantly reacted. Even at a time of dire need like this, he was beginning to need sex again.

"But you understand it fully now?" he asked, trying to put his arousal to the back of his mind and concentrate on Russo.

The Professor nodded gravely.

"Yes. This is an alien invasion."

He couldn't contain his gasp. The thought had occupied his thoughts ever since his conversation in the car with Tom Watkins but he hadn't been able to bring himself to believe the possibility. Those things only happened in the movies, not in real life. Having it confirmed was like a blow to his solar plexus.

"We discussed the possibility during a conference I attended in India a couple of days ago," Russo went on, leaning forward in emphasis. "It didn't take long for everyone to accept the reality. Until now, the mainstream scientific community has never accepted evidence of extraterrestrial life, but the evidence was overwhelming. At that point, we drew up a global plan of action, with Government representatives each designated areas of action to carry out and—"

"This is ridiculous," Susie suddenly interrupted, her voice trembling and her eyes full of panic. "There must be a rational explanation, how can we be invaded when there's no fighting?"

"That's not how it works, Susie," Russo softly told her, his compassionate gaze meeting hers. "It's a sexual thing, which explains the arousal you've both been feeling. You've both had near misses."

"How?" she asked, still unwilling to accept what she was being told.

Her chair scraped on the wooden floor as she suddenly pushed to her feet. This time she pulled her robe more tightly around her body as she looked around her and then hurried across to the window. For a few moments she stared out into the darkness, and when she turned back to face them again, her normally bright eyes were wide with shock and disbelief.

"It's more complicated than this," Russo explained, "but try to think of it this way. They prey on the most basic of human needs by using the act of sex to conquer. It's seems that once a human has slept afterwards, they effectively fall into something akin to a zombie-like state. Pretty soon they die, but before that happens they convert other humans into the same state through the same process. Sex."

Susie just stared at him, as if unable to take it all in.

"If our research is correct, there seem to be a couple of anomalies," Russo continued. "It appears that the occasional person is immune, usually a male. We don't know why yet. And some females are what we've universally termed a 'carrier'. They seem to be immune, but sex with them will still turn a man into an undead-like state."

He paused, staring at them both to assess their reaction. The look on Daniel's face was deadly serious, but he looked strong enough. Susie, on the other hand, had tears running down her cheeks.

"I know this is a terrible shock to you, but there is some good news," he added, trying to defuse the negative ambience that had suddenly settled in the room. "We know what the alien's weaknesses are, although opinion has been divided over how we exploit that. That was the task given to us when we left the Delhi conference."

"And?" Daniel quickly asked, unable to stop himself.

Russo pulled a face, for the first time undecided how much further information to disclose. Neither of his guests looked like they could take another hit, but he had no more good news for them. He'd called his two key contacts, one in France and the other in Pakistan, while Daniel and Susie had been in the shower. Neither had responded.

"You're both tired, and with good reason," he finally said, playing for time. "So, what I suggest is this. You both catch up on a couple of hours sleep while I make a few phone calls. When you wake, I'll have spoken to my contacts and we'll know exactly how we're going to wipe out the threat. It won't be long until we're on the front foot, I promise you."

TWO HOURS LATER

Susie caught her reflection in the mirror opposite the bed as she pushed herself upright. With her pendulous breasts rising full and firm off her chest, and her unkempt red hair framing her flushed face, she looked every inch the sexual predator she felt herself to be.

As soon as they'd left Russo and retired to the bedroom, she'd been all over Daniel, energetically fucking him until he had no more to give. He was in a deep sleep beside her now, worn out by the events of the previous twelve hours, but also from her constant sexual demands.

She, on the other hand, couldn't sleep. The adrenaline pumping through her body saw to that. It was as if she were living a nightmare, one that haunted her waking hours as well as her dreams.

Daniel had explained everything he knew on their nightmarish journey here. She hadn't been able to believe him at first, but gradually everything had started to drop into place. Russo had added to the picture once they'd gained his confidence, confirming everything that Daniel had told her but also filling in the gaps.

It all made sense to her now, especially as she knew things they didn't. She'd kept that information to herself, more out of a sense of self preservation than anything, only to be revealed when she had no choice.

She had almost panicked when Russo had explained that the aliens used sex to turn humans into a zombie-like state; that the humans died soon afterwards, but not before they themselves had converted others into the same state. It was like a sexual epidemic, with only one outcome.

Daniel thought he had saved her from such a fate in the studio, but he had no idea that she'd fucked one of the creatures only two nights before. The guy—Bruno—had contacted her out of the blue and said that he was a good friend of Donna's. He had something to tell her, he'd explained, something for her ears only.

She had agreed to meet him in a bar in the West End. It was public enough and she'd be safe there. As it turned out, he gave her some mumbo-jumbo about wanting her to try out for Hugh Heffner. She'd instantly told him she wasn't interested, but she had agreed to have one drink with him. Until now, she had just assumed that he'd spiked it. Why else would she have let him fuck her in the back of his car?

But that episode told her something else. She hadn't changed into something Russo had referred to as 'undead', and that had to mean she was one of the very few who were immune. If she wasn't, then according to Russo, she'd be a zombie now! So would Daniel considering their frequent bouts of uninhibited sex!

It all made sense now.

She glanced at Daniel again. His breathing was slow and steady, his tired face peaceful for the time being. He needed to recharge his batteries, and when he awoke she would fuck him again.

But meanwhile, despite their recent session, the familiar need was building in her body again. She knew it couldn't be denied and, with Daniel sleeping so soundly, that left only one option.

*

The large desk in Steve Russo's small study occupied half the room. It was made of wood from the African Blackwood tree, otherwise known as the Mpingo in its native Tanzania. A large computer sat the middle of the expensive desk, with Russo glued to the screen except for the moments he made notes on the white lined pad infront of him.

He was so preoccupied with his research that at first he didn't notice Susie enter the room. Not until she coughed gently to alert him.

It wasn't just her sudden appearance at the door of his private study that shocked him. It was her appearance.

He knew from their earlier discussions that her need for sex had been triggered by her experiences. She had little control, if any, over when and where that feeling would begin to inhabit her body again. Clearly, this was one of those times. Why else would she be naked?

His gaze fell on her pendulous tits first, and then ran down her flat stomach to her bare labial lips. They were glossy and pink, clearly displaying the extreme arousal she was feeling. Almost instantly, his cock began to unfurl under his checked robe.

"What are you doing?" he softly asked, already knowing the answer.

"Daniel's sleep," she simply said.

She moved into the room as she spoke, every nuance exaggerated as she walked slowly across the floor towards him.

"I can't help it," she added, her gaze already finding the growing bulge under his robe.

"I understand," he told her, unable to control his body's reaction. "But believe me, Susie, you should rest now."

She was close enough for him to smell her arousal. It was infectious. But there was one very good reason why he couldn't oblige her. Taking time off from his duties to fuck Ayesha had been one thing, but the information Daniel had relayed confirmed that time was the most valuable commodity he had right now.

And it was as worrying as it was ominous that every single contact had yet to return even one of his calls...

But the redhead wasn't going to be easily dissuaded. Her hands were on his shoulders as she worked her way between him and the desk, and then she was throwing one leg across his lap, straddling him.

"I need this," she huskily told him, cocking her head to one side as her hand pushed under his robe and found his thick girth.

"You need Daniel," he rasped, trying to push her hand away. "Right now, I need to—"

The puff of smoke that emerged from her nostrils instantly transferred itself across the short divide between them. Instantly, his cock was so hard that it rose from between his thighs like a mini tower.

"I need this," she repeated, feeding his hardness between her thighs.

Russo's head jerked back in shock when she rocked forward, taking the tip of his cock inside her and then quickly sinking him deeper.

It took every last vestige of his willpower to try and resist—the future of mankind was at stake—but the second transmission of smoke cut him off. Then her fabulous body was beginning to move on his, one of her arms hooked around his neck as she began to ride him.

The sensual way she gyrated in his lap was unlike anything he'd ever experienced. His body instantly began to succumb to the most intensely pleasurable sensations; feelings that were already beginning to take him towards a mind numbing orgasm unlike any other he'd experienced.

The reality of what was happening hit him as her blue tongue curled along his neck. It was long and forked, and swept in long circles along his skin, tasting every piece of sweaty flesh she could find.

This woman had to be a carrier, there was no other explanation. If she was, that also meant that Daniel had to be immune. And unless they were the most convincing liars he'd ever met, the chances were that neither of them realised the state they were in.

A groan left his lips as he felt his orgasm close in. If he didn't quickly find a way to make the redhead understand, he was about to join the legion of undead zombies who were threatening to wipe out humanity.

But just as he closed his eyes and clenched his teeth, trying to hold out against the surging tide of sexuality bouncing in his lap, he felt her tighten her internal walls around his thick girth. When she gave him the pussy ripple, the feelings reverberating around his groin area were unlike anything he'd ever experienced.

His whole body arched and then stiffened like a board as he finally gave in to the inevitable. The last thought that went through his mind was that it hadn't just been his own survival at stake.

It was the whole of mankind.
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The Assassin

Annälisa could be described as a stereotypical Swedish beauty, with her stunning Nordic good looks, long blonde hair, soft blue eyes and that curvaceous body that promised everything.

The trouble was that her looks were a problem in her line of work. She was too noticeable. The best assassin's were able to blend in with the background when they needed to, whereas her eye-catching beauty attracted attention wherever she went.

She overcame her difficulty by embracing it, turning it to her advantage. If her contracted-targets were too busy staring at her cum-on-me tits, they were less inclined to be focused on the danger she presented to them.

Right now, the blonde Nordic beauty was seated at a small table in the corner of an out of the way Starbucks, simply dressed in a tee-shirt, leather jacket and jeans. The small freckle-skinned man with her had beady brown eyes, two teeth missing, and a long thin scar running down his right cheek. His head was bald except for the single strand of red hair that curiously ran down the middle of his head. That had earned him his nickname.

"You understand, Annälisa?" he eventually asked, settling back in his seat.

Beads of perspiration had already broken out on his forehead.

She nodded. She'd understood ten minutes ago, but had learned to be patient with Ginger. He thought that the more he spoke, the more he earned his corn. That was okay with her.

She had never met any of her employers face-to-face and used Ginger to front up the deals for her. Until lately, he had proven to be the perfect foil, but despite today's briefing he was staring to become lazy. That was a problem for her, and one she would have to address before too long.

"Here," he added, his callused hand pushing a small buff-coloured envelope across the table towards her.

His fat fingers were covered in gaudy rings. Ginger loved his bling-bling.

"It's all there," he unnecessarily added.

Annälisa took the envelope and quickly dropped it into the bag by her feet. He should have known better than to pass it to her so openly—another black mark.

It contained written instructions, and several photographs. She would digest the information when they finished their meeting and, when the agreed fee hit her bank account, she would eliminate the target with her usual chilling efficiency.

"Time frame?" she asked, raising an eyebrow.

Ginger leant forward across the table and looked at her in the way he did when he thought he was in control.

"Tomorrow night," he said, conspiratorially. "The payment will hit your account this afternoon. This job is urgent."

Annälisa pursed her lips. Urgent jobs cost more. Ginger should have known that. But before she could make the point, his beady eyes had broken into a grin.

"An extra five thousand," he gleefully told her. "Didn't I do well?"

She smiled softly at him, but inside she knew he had just sealed his fate. The extra fee for urgent jobs ran into five figures. He could be such a prick at times.

"You did well," she lied.

This would be the last time they worked together. Why not let him have his moment of glory?

"Anything else?" she asked.

Ginger's smile widened and his thick tongue licked across his dry mouth. The Swedish assassin knew why. She could almost see the drool form on his lips in anticipation.

"Nothing else," he told her, his beady eyes darting from side to side in excitement. "Just my usual payment..."

-

The men's toilet in Starbucks wasn't the most salubrious place, but Ginger was happy enough. As long as he got to fuck the blonde-haired woman, he didn't care where it was. It was an unusual arrangement, but one that suited both parties.

He could have charged what he wanted for his services, but in what other circumstances would he have an opportunity to have sex with a voluptuous beauty like this one?

As for Annälisa, a steady relationship was impossible in her line of work, which was unfortunate considering her sky-high sex drive. That meant she took casual fucks wherever she could find them, even if they were with someone like Ginger.

She hunched forward against the cubicle's thin wall, listening to the sound of Ginger unbuckling his trousers behind her. She enjoyed doggie-style and this way she didn't have to look at him. The sight of that red face with its narrowed eyes and missing front teeth could put her off sex for life...

Within a few seconds, she felt his hard dick pressing against the cloth at the back of black skirt. That was better.

His callused hands took hold of the hem of the skirt and dragged it up onto her back, her superb ass now exposed in her skimpy blue thong. She could feel his hot breath on the back of her neck as he yanked it halfway down her thighs and spread her legs even further apart with the outside of his shoe.

He was in danger of overstepping the mark in his eagerness, but she let it go. This would be their last fuck, after all. Not that she was sentimental, but it had been a few days since she'd been with anyone and her growing need for his modest dick inside her was gathering pace with each passing second.

When he found her wet opening and pushed fiercely into her sex in one quick motion, she couldn't help but let out a groan.

Encouraged, he reached around to cup her pendulous tits through her tee-shirt. She smacked his fat fingers away. Even though she could feel her nipples react to his touch, he was overstepping the mark again.

He dropped his hands to her hips, using them as leverage as he thrust in and out of her. From the sound of his grunts in her ear, he was close to having a heart attack. It wasn't lost on Annälisa that they could be interrupted at any moment, but that sense of danger had always added to such moments.

She threw her head back as he fucked her. His dick didn't touch her deepest walls, but the length was almost sufficient enough to find the right spot. She pushed back in an attempt to force him deeper, encouraging him to fuck her harder.

"Fuck!" she heard him grunt.

Oh no. He wasn't close, was he? Not yet?

"Don't dare cum," she rasped over her shoulder. "Think of something else, anything, just keep going."

"Can't," he replied, almost immediately. "I'm nearly there."

Shit!!

Annälisa fucked him for thirty more seconds more, trying to draw the moment out for as long as she could, when she detected his balls begin to tighten.

With a curse of annoyance, she pulled away and swung around, dropping to her knees just in time to catch the first blast of cum in her slippery mouth. Her graceful fingers stroked his dick as he came, milking him as she swallowed every drop he had.

When he had nothing left, she pushed her blonde hair over her right shoulder as she rose to her feet. The frustrated look on her face spoke volumes.

"It's been a pleasure, Ginger" she said ironically, as she threw open the cubicle door. "See you around."

-

Annälisa parked the red car in the darkened alley across the road, rather than use the underground hotel car park. She would be more inconspicuous that way. Car parks had cameras, and the police would go through the recordings in fine detail once the body was discovered.

Okay, she had stolen the car less than half an hour ago, but she'd learned a long time ago not to take any unnecessary chances.

According to the information she'd been supplied with, the target was staying in the hotel tonight, in the James Suite. She was posing as the prostitute he'd hired for the evening and had chosen the low cut cream dress with her role in mind. If the way her tits spilled over the top didn't distract him, nothing would.

Her only problem would be avoiding one of the goons that were protecting him, according to the file Ginger had given her.

That problem reared its head sooner than she'd anticipated. She was just preparing to leave the car when a tap on the driver's window took her by surprise. Damn, how could she have been so careless? The gun pointing through the glass made her heart beat a little faster. No sudden movements, she told herself.

The barrel moved in an upward and downward motion and she obeyed the silent instruction, lowering the window to allow the well-worn face to peer in.

"Watcha doin'?" a high-pitched voice asked.

He was tall and slim, of Hispanic origin, but it was the way his gun was trained on her that captured her attention. She began to move, but stopped as the weapon waved from side to side.

"No you don't!" the guy uttered in admonishment. "I asked whatcha doin'!?!"

Annälisa tried to look alarmed as he peered in through the wndow, in the way that a call girl would probably do under the circumstances. But her mind was ticking over. Why would her target have a goon guarding the alley? That didn't make sense, not unless he'd had some sort of tip off. Was that possible?

"I'm looking for a little action," she softly breathed, switching back to the moment.

She fractionally turned towards him as she spoke, enough to display her heavy cleavage to his gaze.

His eyes dropped to the swell of her tits as she moved, and in the darkness the distraction allowed her hidden hand to pick up the gun at her side. The silencer was already in place.

"This is my patch," she added, smiling this time. "You interested in a little fun?"

The face broke into a toothy grin and the guy's gaze found her tits again as he contemplated his options.

The split second distraction gave her all the time she needed. Her swift movement was as deadly as her aim and the soft spit broke the silence as the bullet hit him directly between the eyes, followed by a dull thud as his body collapsed to the ground.

Annälisa's cold blue eyes returned to the hotel across the street as she pondered what had just happened. Something didn't add up, even if she couldn't quite work out what it was. That meant she would have to tread even more carefully than usual.

Exiting the vehicle, she swiftly heaved the goon's body between the car and the wall. Her task wouldn't take long and the darkness would provide enough cover until she returned.

-

The Swedish assassin pulled her white coat tightly around her body as she entered the hotel, making sure she attracted as little attention as possible. The lifts were at the far side of the lobby and so she ignored them, instead taking the door immediately to her left. The stairs were the safest way of keeping her out of sight while she made her way to her destination

She took the steps two at a time, pausing when she reached the top floor. After listening carefully for a moment, she pushed the brown door open and quickly slipped into the corridor—hand on the gun in her pocket—ready to act if she met another goon.

The passageway was empty. That was just as well. She had no intention of taking any chances following her brief encounter in the alley, but any further killings could lead to complications.

After a moment's thought, Annälisa decided to pick the lock to the suite rather than announce her arrival. If there had been some sort of tip-off, then the target could be waiting for her.

It took her a nano-second to open the door and as soon as she stealthily tiptoed into the small annexe, she heard the unmistakeable sounds of feminine pleasure coming from her right—the master bedroom? That made no sense.

He was supposedly expecting her, wasn't she?

Slipping the gun from her pocket, she closed the suite door silently behind her and crept her way towards the bedroom, one step at a time. The door was half-open and all it took was for her to edge her head into the gap to see that a guy was sitting in a leather chair opposite a mirror, watching his reflection as a naked Japanese girl undulated sexily on his lap.

It was her target. The photographs she'd been given confirmed that.

The girl was a hot piece of ass, there was no doubt about that, and moved like a lap dancer as she rotated her slim hips in tight little circles in his lap. When he began to groan, she teasingly glanced back at him as she leant forward, eased her ass upwards, and then slammed it back down on him again.

"Fuck, bitch..." he gasped.

The girl laughed out loud as she pulled his hands to her tits and then repeated the manoeuvre. A second time. And then a third.

His pulled his hands away and redirected them to her gyrating hips, trying unsuccessfully to steady her. It brought more laughter from the sexy young woman.

"Yoko too hot for you?" she asked, in her thick, Japanese accent.

She clutched her tits as she increased the pace, pulling on her brown nipples that grew long and hard out of her areola. Arching her olive-hued body like a bow, she changed from her slamming, downward thrusts to circular rotations again.

"Ever had anyone as good as me?" she teased.

She was never still and her small hands left her perky tits to pull her long dark hair high on top of her head as she jammed back down on him again.

Annälisa felt the wetness between her thighs. Her brief encounter with Ginger in the Starbuck's toilets yesterday had only whetted her appetite and she would need to go looking for a guy to spend the night with when she was finished here. Her vibe could only give so much satisfaction.

The sooner the better...

Stepping into the room, she silently moved towards the rutting couple, gun firmly in hand. Placing the barrel against the side of his head before either of them noticed her presence; she gently squeezed the trigger and blew his brains out.

His body convulsed with a huge shudder, and the Japanese girl gasped as she suddenly realised what had happened.

But that was all. A gasp! Not a shriek, or a scream...

The young woman's unusual reaction made Annälisa pause as she turned the gun on her, and to add to the assassin's surprise the girl held a fist to her mouth as she bucked like a wild stallion during the few seconds before the man collapsed under her.

"Oh shit, I'm cumming!" she suddenly cried, her body convulsing as the orgasm spread through her.

Annälisa held the gun steady as she stared at her in shock. This had to be one seriously fucked-up young woman.

The Japanese girl stepped off the dead man as if it was an everyday occurrence and ignored the assassin's weapon as she made her way towards her purse on the bed.

"Hell of a way to get off," she laughed, pulling out what looked to be a cigarette.

When she casually lit it, the noxious odour of blueberry headies suggested it was anything but. The atmosphere was tinged with sexual electricity as they just stood looking at one another while the girl took another drag on the joint.

"You're going to kill me, too?" she asked.

Annälisa realised that her Japanese accent was mixed with a touch of British, but it was her calm tone that surprised her. It was so casual she could have been asking about the weather.

She nodded slowly. There was something about this girl that intrigued her, but witnessing the hit was enough to condemn her. That was the way it worked, right?

"You don't have to," the girl softly said, shrugging her shoulders as if the decision wasn't of any real consequence. "I won't tell anyone."

The way her gaze ran across the Swedish beauty's body brought with it an unexpected reaction between Annälisa's thighs.

"Besides, it's been a while since Yoko has been with another woman," she went on. "How about you?"

The question took the blonde by surprise and the unspoken answer was that it was too long. While she was bisexual, she had always preferred girl-girl sex.

And as girls went, this young Asian beauty was spectacular...

She was one of those young women who were probably even more perfect naked than she was clothed. There wasn't an ounce of excess fat on her taut, bare flesh. Everything was tight and feminine, from her high, perky breasts to her flat, toned stomach to the gentle curves of her hips.

And her bare labial lips were glossy and pink with arousal...

"Yoko recognises that look," the girl chuckled, taking one more drag on the joint before casually flicking it across the room, not caring where it landed.

Her almond shaped eyes locked onto Annälisa's hungry gaze and she smiled wickedly. Did she even understand the seriousness of her situation? The way her extraordinarily long pierced tongue flicked lightly across her mouth as she casually strolled across to the blonde suggested not.

"See something you like?" she teased, as the blonde's gaze ran across her slender olive-hued body again.

Annälisa's fingers tightened on the trigger as the exotic girl reached for the gun, but it instantly became apparent that Yoko wasn't trying to take it away from her. Instead, the sexy young woman guided the gun to her face, took the cold metal of the barrel between her soft pink lips and began to suck on like it was a dick.

The closeness between death and sex was intoxicating.

A devilish glint sparkled in her dark eyes as she reached for the shoulder straps of the blonde's cream dress. With a rough tug, she yanked them downwards, exposing the assassin's impressively large tits to the cool air. Annälisa's nipples hardened instantly as her dress slid from her voluptuous body, leaving her naked except for her skimpy light-blue thong.

Yoko's hungry eyes widened in appreciation as they devoured the sight on offer, and then her hands were on the thrusting tits, taking each of them in her cool palms and sampling their shape and firmness as if she was handling two pieces of ripe fruit.

For a few long seconds the two women just stared at one another, the gun still between Yoko's sucking lips as the pads of her thumbs flicked at Annälisa's thick nipples.

But then the Japanese girl was sinking to her knees, leaving the gun and the Swedish woman's magnificent breasts behind.

Her wicked gaze stared upwards as she tugged Annälisa's thong down her shapely thighs, tilted her head to the left and her unusually long tongue snaked across the woman's clit.

The blonde gasped as she felt cold the tongue-piercing on her flesh, and then Yoko was caressing her sensitive little nub with a series of delicious licks. Geez ... this girl didn't need to be told anything about the art of pleasuring another woman.

She wrapped one of her hands around Annälisa's asscheeks, her slim fingers stroking them achingly slowly as her sweet mouth ignited nerve endings and senses in a way the gasping blonde hadn't experienced for a long time. Way too long...

Still holding her gun in one hand, she allowed the other to glide through the Japanese girl's silken black hair. Before she knew it, she was thrusting her hips forward in short, swift strokes, smearing her juices all over that beautiful young face.

Narrowing her eyes as the pleasure flooded through her, she glanced over at the chair. The dead man was slumped across the arm, looking so peaceful he could easily have been asleep. His goons must be nearby, which meant that she was taking a chance by staying her a moment longer than necessary.

But this girl's amazingly long pierced tongue made it worth the risk...

Annälisa let her pleasure her for a while longer before she eventually slipped her hands under the girl's arms and pulled her up to her feet. It was important for the exotic Japanese beauty to fully understand who was in control here. Grabbing a handful of her dark locks, she dragged her across the floor and threw her down on the bed.

Yoko landed with a bounce, squealing in surprise and delight as her dark hair fanned across her face and her tits bounced.

Moving with the grace of a panther, Annälisa quickly covered the olive-hued body with her own. She could feel Yoko's heat and wetness as she scissored their thighs together and pulled the young woman's right leg up onto her shoulder.

"Yes," the girl gasped, her almond shaped eyes gleaming with need. "Fuck me."



Annälisa stared down at her prize for a moment before dipping her head to suck one of those beautiful brown nipples into her mouth. It tasted as delicious as it looked. Yoko moaned like an animal in heat when she pulled it between her teeth.

"Fuck me," she gasped again, reaching up to cup Annälisa's hanging breasts in her palms. "Do it. Now..."

The assassin began to move her hips with a teasingly slow pace, savouring the moment. She couldn't remember when she'd last wanted a woman as much as this one. The delicious feeling of their juices mingling and their bare skin gliding against one another was exhilarating.

Yoko spontaneously matched her movements as if she'd been born to the task. Her heated gaze stayed locked on Annälisa's as they ground their pussies against one another and she began to talk to the voluptuous blonde in her native tongue. While the blonde didn't understand the words, the unexpected effect of being spoken to in Japanese was incredibly hot.

She ground down harder, their juices flowing even more freely as her hips circled faster, increasing the intensity. And still Yoko stayed with her, humping upwards in the most perfect rhythm.

This sexy young beauty really was something else!

Their hands tightened on each other's flesh, gaining more friction as their pumping hips increased the pressure. Both of them were groaning now, the heat of their bodies sheathing one another in a coat of her needy femininity.

Everything was white hot ... the friction, the sucking wetness ... the groans, the moans ... the sound of slapping flesh...

Annälisa bucked faster as a glossy sheen of sweat began to form on their skins, glittering like diamonds. Her teeth were biting her bottom lip so hard that she was almost drawing blood.

"Harder," Yoko squeaked, reverting to English.

The word came out as a barely audible low moan from the back of her throat.

"Fuck me harder, baby..."

Annälisa snarled at her as she rose up onto her knees, her wet grinding sex never leaving Yoko's as she picked up the pace. The bed bounced as she went for broke, and when the girl's thighs started to shake, she knew the moment had arrived.

Bracing Yoko's leg against her shoulder, she leveraged herself over the girl and reached across with her free hand, roughly yanking her dark hair as she ground down one final time.

The young beauty screamed as her nerve ends triggered. Her red fingernails began to claw at Annälisa's flesh, desperate to leave their mark. Then her eyes rolled to the back of her head, her hard body vibrated and she couldn't hold back...

Annälisa came with her, letting their orgasms flood through them as if someone had lit a blue touch paper that led to a series of electric shocks sparking through their bodies.

Although this girl had witnessed the execution, she wasn't going to kill her. She had other plans for the young Japanese beauty.

Goodbye Ginger. Hello Yoko.


The Assassin Ch. 02

Chapter TWO: Annälisa meets Salma ... and the games begin

"Okay, baby. See you later. Be careful."

Annälisa smiled to herself as Yoko ended their call.

Her young Japanese lover always told her to be careful when she had a contract to carry out. Tonight's was the third since they'd met. It looked like being the most straightforward of all three.

That meant she could think of other things, for now. And sex was on her mind. She hadn't been with Yoko for a couple of days and that was way too long. Just talking to her had stirred the heat between her thighs again. Yoko's sexy oriental accent invariably gave her goosebumps and the way she elongated the word 'baby' into 'babeee' was just adorable.

In the few months since they'd met, the young girl had taken over seamlessly from Ginger as the go-between between the Swedish assassin and her would-be employers.

She had also established herself as the blonde's regular lover.

She had explained to Annälisa that many Japanese girls like her were educated in the art of sensual lovemaking from an early age. Even better, when she wasn't providing verbal details of her training back in her country, she was eager to demonstrate her considerable capabilities to the blonde.

The assassin's sex life had never been so good, except maybe for the pleasure that only a man's warm, hard dick could provide.

"Ya should be careful, Missy..."

The deep, youthful voice brought her out of her thoughts. She knew who it was. The young cashier had been closely watching her while she'd chatted to Yoko in the supermarket—even a hit woman had to eat—and his gaze was all over her now she'd moved to his checkout aisle. He was cute, with a warm smile and dark the colour of midnight. So why shouldn't she flirt a little?

"Careful?" she asked, raising a perfectly manicured eyebrow.

He nodded, his gaze still alternating between her face and the hard nipples poking through her top.

"Some of the boys around here talk about ya when ya come shopping," he said, his eyes deep with meaning. "It ain't right what them boys think. Ya best be careful, I'm tellin' ya."

Annälisa gave him her sexiest smile. She'd seen the way his young friends looked at her as they hung around the supermarket car park, but then she was used to guys paying attention to her wherever she went.

"And what d'you think those boys have on their minds," she asked, deliberately leaning forward to collect the final piece of her shopping from the counter.

His dark eyes instantly dipped into her heavy cleavage.

"Well?" she asked.

A knowing look covered his face as she provocatively held the pose and he shot her a crooked grin when his eyes eventually made their way back up to meet hers.

"Same thing as I'm thinkin'," he said.

His tone was a little thicker, more guttural. It made her smile. There was a certain arrogance to black teenagers that she'd always found a turn-on, ever since she'd been his age. Barely eighteen or nineteen, they thought they knew everything there was to know about life, sex ... and white women in particular.

Annälisa playfully twirled a loose strand of blonde hair around her index finger as she straightened. In some ways, this was ridiculous. She could pick up any guy she wanted, whenever she wanted, so why a teenager working on a supermarket checkout? Was it because of his youthful cockiness, or was it the growing bulge in his groin? If it was possible for her nipples to harden further, they did when she imagined what was waiting there.

She checked her watch. She had a couple of hours to kill before it was time to prepare for her contract. And she'd never had a black guy before. So why not?

"Well, if that's what you're thinking," she eventually said. "Tell me one thing. Can you take your coffee break now?"

----------

She parked her car close to the back entrance, where the teenager was waiting for her, and hurried inside the green door before anyone could notice. She wasn't sure what she expected to find inside, maybe a corridor through to the coffee area, but instead he led her to a very small storage room.

She turned to speak as soon as he closed the door behind them, but he was all over her like a whirlwind. His mouth found hers, one hand cupped her right breast and the other tried to slide underneath the short hem of her skirt.

Annälisa smiled to herself at his eagerness.

"Easy tiger," she chuckled, pushing him away.

For a moment he stared at her puzzled. The look on his face made her chuckle out loud. He just needed to understand they were going to do this on her terms, not his. Reaching out, she stroked the thick outline of his dick through his trousers.

"Take it out," she instructed, adding more emphasis to the request by slowly running her wet tongue along her bottom lip. "I have a feeling I'm not going to be disappointed."

He stared at her for a few seconds more and then his hands dropped to his waist. Only the heavy sound of their breathing filled the room as he eagerly unbuckled his thin black belt. When he pulled down his zipper and yanked out his teenage prize, Annälisa stared happily at his exposed manhood.

It was thick, long, and already semi erect.

He felt nice and warm when she took the throbbing shaft in her palm and began to stroke him. His young dick was mouth watering, and it wasn't going to be long before she had the monster in her mouth. If she'd known black teenagers looked as good as this, she'd have indulged a long time ago.

She could smell the boy-sweat on him as she sank to her knees and stretched her fingers as far around the base of his dick as they would go. He gave a throaty growl.

"That's it, Missy..." he mumbled. "Suck it..."

"You got that right," she promised, nuzzling her right cheek up and down the length of his impressive shaft. "And believe me, lover-boy, this'll be the best blow job you've ever had."

Her cool blue eyes stayed on his as she dipped her head forward and took just his mushroom head between her lips. The shudder of arousal that passed through his body was only the start. He was in for the treat of his life.

His fingers tightened in her blonde hair, holding here there as if he was the one in control. That made Annälisa smile. She had no doubt that lots of girls had gone down on this beautiful monster.

But none would have been as good as this...

The blonde took her time, indulging herself to begin with, and then delivering on her promise. She went through every trick in her repertoire, even rolling his balls around her mouth to ease the tension when she felt him getting close.

She took him to the very edge several times, holding him on the brink of his pulsating climax until he was practically begging for release, before easing off and starting the whole process again.

But eventually, when it was all becoming too much for him and he wasn't going to be able to hold out much longer, she changed her approach. The upturned carton to their left would do.

Rising to her feet, she practically yanked him towards the box and pushed him down into a sitting position. It took a nano-second to drag her panties down her thighs and then she was straddling him, her fingers brushing through his wiry hair as she slowly worked his thick dick inside her. He was so big that it took several passes before she had him sheathed completely.

Placing her arms on his shoulder, she curled her hands around his neck and interlaced her fingers as she settled on him.

"If you cum before me, I'll cut your fucking balls off," she rasped.

She was only half joking.

He didn't speak. He just nodded. Annälisa returned the nod as she began to move on him, slowly and gently at first. She closed her blue eyes, savouring the feeling of her wet tightness gliding up and down his hard black dick, loving the way her warmth spread over him. It had been a while since she'd enjoyed a slow fuck—feeling every breath, every heart beat.

"Don't cum," she reminded him, moving faster.

The groan that left his throat didn't give her any confidence and so she suddenly dragged her blouse and bra upwards in one sharp yank, exposing her pendulous tits to his gaze.

Pulling his head towards them, she sighed happily as his thick lips found her left nipple. That would give him something else to concentrate other than the feeling of her tight cunt wrapped around his throbbing flesh.

When she returned her hands to his neck and built up the pace, his hands slid down and gripped her hips, trying to control her movements. It was a lost cause. He wasn't going to last long and the only way to reach her own climax was to pound him in the hope they would come together.

"Don't cum," she rasped again, bucking her hips.

That was better. She could feel the familiar sensations closing in as his thickness filled her. It wasn't going to take long.

"Don't cum," she repeated, pivoting one way and then the other before grinding down harder on his cock.

Her brow furrowed harder as the sensations spread through her. She was close. So was he. He was biting down on his bottom lip. Nearly there. His hands clawed at her thighs and hers went to her tits, pulling on her nipples as she let out a cry, threw her head back, and went for broke.

Then she was there ... or at least on the brink ... and Annälisa held herself there as she frantically increased the pace of her downward thrusts, wanting him to cum with her.

His response was perfect.

His breaths became hectic, a growl slipped past his thick lips, and then his orgasm erupted with frantic bursts in time with the tidal wave that swept through the blonde assassin.

It felt like he spurted forever as her tight pussy squeezed and milked out every single drop he had. Her arms held him close, loving the way his body shuddered with each burst, and it was only when he eventually started to relax that she pushed up to her feet and bent down to tenderly kiss his forehead.

"Coffee break over, I guess," she chuckled, stroking his wiry hair. "What's your name, lover-boy?"

"Antony," he gasped.

His breath was still heavy from the intensity of the fucking and he was staring up at her almost in disbelief as he tucked his diminishing manhood back into his trousers.

"Antony," Annälisa repeated, smiling at him as she picked up her white panties from the floor.

She stuffed them into the pocket on the front of his shirt.

"That's a souvenir for you, Antony," she husked, emphasizing his name. "Make sure you get your girlfriend to wash them after you've had a good wank in them later."

---

Annälisa's eyes adjusted slowly to the gloom around her. Everything had gone smoothly so far and yet there was something about the night air that disturbed her. Call it a sixth sense, but it rarely failed her. Something was wrong.

But what?

Her position on the next to top floor in the abandoned building gave her a clear view of the entrance and exit to the office block below. Her target was still in there, despite the lateness of the hour. Just as she'd been told he would be. She'd have the perfect shot when he left the building, and that would be that.

Contract fulfilled.

Her escape route was up the stairs, across the rooftop to the building opposite, utilizing the fire escape to reach the ground and then drive away in the stolen car she'd parked in a back alley. It was that simple.

And yet, there was something that made the hairs on the back of her neck stand up. Her instincts never failed her.

She drew her knees to her chest and began to breathe deeply, trying to let the feeling pass. That was better. Close her eyes and let her body relax. Maybe it was the waiting that was getting to her? That was always the boring part of her profession. The act itself was over quickly, in a heartbeat, but the waiting could be interminable.

Still, it gave her time to think—about Antony, and that thick cock of his; about Yoko and her amazing lovemaking skills; about...

A noise close by alerted her. It was just a faint sound, but it was there all the same. And it came from a direction where there should only have been silence. A light step, treading on a creaking board? The movement of someone sneaking up on her?

Fuck! She'd known it.

Her feminine intuition was rarely wrong.

Placing her high-velocity rifle on the gravelled ground beside her, Annälisa pulled her gun out of its shoulder holster, twisted on a silencer in an instant, and clicked off the safety.

She had no intention of taking any chances.

Moving stealthily, she headed across towards the stairs to her left. If she could get to the top floor, she should have the drop on whoever it was. She took the steps slowly, carefully, one at a time, travelling up the side closest to the wall to minimise the chance of the staircase creaking. But as soon as she reached the top and stepped out in the open, she realised her mistake.

"We meet at last," a female voice greeted her.

Even in the semi-dark, Annälisa recognised her adversary immediately. Not that they had met, but the Latin-American woman's signature two piece cat suit was unmistakeable.

The Swedish hit woman believed in practicality on the job whereas this woman—known as 'Salma' because of her strong resemblance to Salma Hayek—believed in flamboyance.

Her tight black trousers, casually held together by two snaps across her crotch, sat very low on her waist, revealing her flat stomach with its diamond belly button piercing. The bodice consisted of nothing more than a web of black leather straps, covering only just enough of her thrusting breasts to maintain a semblance of respectability.

Her long wavy black-hair flowed down the back of her shoulders and perfectly complimented the matching black cowl. The thigh-high black leather boots completed the outfit, with what Annälisa reasoned must be at least four inch heels.

She looked like she'd just stepped off a movie production.

Perhaps that was her secret? Who would believe someone dressed like that could have any part in a murder that had just taken place? Even if she were stopped, she would no doubt innocently explain she was on her way to one party or another.

Yet her guile and expertise were revered throughout her profession and, right now, she stood facing Annälisa with a Makarov handgun aiming directly her fabulous chest. The gun was deadly—true stopping power in a small package.

"On the ground. Or it ends here," Salma said, motioning with her free hand for Annälisa to drop her own gun.

Her voice was thick and husky. Sexy, even.

When her finger tightened on the Makarov's trigger, the blonde had no choice. Her gaze didn't leave Salma's as she crouched to place the gun on the gravel before straightening again.

"It ends here anyway, doesn't it?" she asked.

Her brain was whirring as she rapidly considered her escape options. There weren't many.

The Latin-American assassin simply raised a confirmatory eyebrow.

She was a beautiful woman, probably in her late thirties, but she looked younger. Her breasts were well-rounded and curved under the costume. Her stomach was well-defined, and her hips were voluptuous. She looked every inch a Salma Hayek.

And that husky Latin-American accent!! That sound sent ripples of heat all the way down to her sex. Too many women with sexy accents in her life, she thought.

"Tell me this," she asked, playing for time. "Who set me up?"

A faint smile touched the edges of Salma's pouting lips.

"Think back to your last hit," she softly said. "He was tipped-off. He knew you were coming after him, but didn't know when, that's why he had someone covering the alley. He had all the bases covered outside of the hotel and didn't expect you to get through any of them. Moron. That was why it was so easy for you in the end. But guess what, he had connections. They found out who had carried out the hit and decided to send out a message. So they employed the very best to take you out ... and here I am."

Annälisa chuckled, despite the perilous situation.

"From what I've heard, you're very good," she conceded. "If a little over-the-top in the way you dress. But no-one is better than me."

Salma threw her head back and laughed heartily.

"I'd say the fact that your gun is on the ground at your feet and mine is pointing at those oversized tits is a clear indication of our respective merits, wouldn't you? And how do you think I knew you'd be here? This hit is a set-up. There isn't one. It was just a way of bringing you out into the open."

Annälisa shrugged. She was fully focused on finding a way to escape and knew that if she didn't come up with something instantaneously, her life was about to end...

It came in the form of a memory. The file she'd been given with details of her last target had some inconsistencies, enough for her to want them checked out. She'd tested Yoko by asking her to dig deep and her new employee-lover had unearthed some interesting information.

"Alexander Mishin," she suddenly said.

Bingo! Salma tried to disguise her surprise, but then inclined her head slightly in acknowledgement.

"I'm impressed. Now how could you have known that?"

"Let's just call it an assassin's instinct," Annälisa answered. "And I'm willing to wager that you're already aware of the way he operates. He hires you to take me out, and then one of his own men takes you out. No loose ends that way."

Salma's chuckle was delightfully sexy. The trouble was her finger was tightening on the trigger of her gun.

"You think that sort of talk will deflect me from—"

Annälisa's foot lashed out and kicked a hail of gravel at her opponent. It was a desperate gesture, but some of the pebbles caught Salma in the face, enough to throw her off guard. She fired two shots as the blonde charged at her, but the first bullet flew past Annälisa's ear and the second brushed her hair.

Salma cursed as their bodies collided, and then the Swedish woman grabbed her wrist. The Makarov clattered onto the ground and their bodies followed, each woman clawing at the other in an effort to gain some sort of control.

At first it was brutal—knees, legs, elbows and fingernails all in use, and even a couple of attempted head-butts. But eventually, with their legs scissored around each other's body as they struggled and their hands locked on the other's wrists, it became a stalemate, neither of them able to take control.

Their eyes met—Annälisa's blue and cool, Salma's brown and fiery, but in that one look, something passed between them.

It was impossible to tell who kissed who first. It was a brief kiss, full of hate, anger and lust, and then another, more urgent and more passionate. Their bodies were no longer squirming in an attempt at superiority, but instead they moved against each another as the heat built up between them.

"Truce," Salma suddenly asked, in that husky tone.

Annälisa nodded. Her heart was thudding against her chest so loudly that she could hear the beat in her ears.

"Truce," she agreed.

"For tonight," Salma grunted. "One night only."

And then her hand was around the blonde's neck, drawing her closer, and they were kissing again.

"You're one seriously sexy bitch," Salma gasped.

Both sets of hands were already at work yanking off the other's clothes. It wasn't concealed weapons they were looking for.

"Look who's talking," Annälisa grunted, dipping her head so that she could find those wonderful Latin-American tits.

She took a rigid nipple between her teeth and flicked at it with her tongue, bringing a moan from the woman who had just tried to kill her. No hard feelings. She was fulfilling a contract, just like Annälisa did. There was no emotion attached. It was just business.

She pushed the thought away as she covered the nipple with her mouth, saliva dripping from her lips as she began to suckle on it. But Salma was in no mood for niceties. Her hands curled in the blonde's hair and yanked her head back.



"We don't have time for everything I'd like to do," she snapped, trying to force Annälisa's head downwards. "So let's get to the point. Eat me, bitch. You know you want to."

Annälisa responded grabbing Salma's dark hair, and trying to force her down, too. But it wasn't exactly a battle of wills. In their heated state, both women wanted the same thing—to give and to receive.

Cushioned on the cold gravel only by their discarded clothing, both panting women frantically spread their long legs apart as they adjusted their positions. With one final love-hate glance towards one another, they dipped their faces towards the honey pot awaiting them in a classic soixante-neuf.

Annälisa began by kissing along her adversary's inner thigh, relishing the aroma that emanated from her sweet cunt in waves of heat and moisture. But there was to be no time to savour.

Salma instantly grabbed her blonde hair and pulled her face into her sex, while using the fingers of her free hand on Annälisa's clit at the same time, rubbing, rolling and squeezing the little nub as she lapped up the flowing juices being fed to her. Her tongue was never still, pushing through the blonde's glistening labia in search of as much of that delectable feminine honey it could get.

Annälisa responded in kind, covering the whole of that Latin American cunt with her mouth, lips and tongue until the two women were going at one another like wild animals, the need to kill long since replaced with a need to cum.

It remained a competition, but of a different sort—a frenetic desire to force an orgasm from their lover-opponent before succumbing themselves.

Annälisa bent her legs and crossed her feet behind Salma's neck, using her heels to keep the beautiful woman's head in position while her tongue worked its magic. Salma's cunt, meanwhile, was gyrating so aggressively that the blonde had to work hard just to keep her lapping tongue in contact with those wonderfully juicy pussy lips.

They were like women possessed, turned on by their near-death encounter and knowing that if either got their way tomorrow, or the next day, then this could easily be the last sexual encounter for either woman.

The sounds of their heavy breathing; their moans and groans; their sloshing fingers and the occasional curse; all split the cold night air as Annälisa licked, sucked and bit at the other's clitoris; while Salma speared her tongue deep inside her lover's labia.

In the end, it was a close-run thing...

Salma came first, her body trembling and juddering under the force of her climax. And, glory be ... a second orgasm instantly followed, accompanied by a guttural growl and then a throaty scream that spiralled away into the night air.

Annälisa continued to lap at her victim—pacing her down from the high-velocity climaxes, or seeking yet another?—but once Salma recovered, she wasn't going to be denied her own prize. Still panting like an out-of-breath marathon runner, she curled two fingers inside Annälisa's cunt while her beautiful mouth fastened back over the blonde's increasingly sensitive clit.

Annälisa felt her heat mounting as Salma worked her nub between her lips like the expert she was. Oh fuck! This woman was something else. The incredible sensations were washing through her like waves of ecstasy and her entire body stiffened like a board as she sailed towards the point of no return.

When Salma twisted her fingers and sucked even harder, the vibrations were too much to resist.

Annälisa's mouth gaped open, her thighs trembled and she ignored her lover's need to breathe as she roughly humped her pussy across Salma's face again and again until she came with a whimpering cry of ecstasy.

The Latin-American Catwoman only just managed to turn her head fractionally to one side and take a deep breath.

"Trying to kill me?" she quipped, drawing a few deep grateful lungfuls of night air.

Annälisa smiled coyly at her, panting for breath herself.

"Now there's a thought," she softly replied.

Neither woman spoke further as they sat up, just staring at one at one another with an almost carnal-like intensity as the cool night air caressed their semi-naked bodies. Then Annälisa held out a hand, Salma took it, and they pulled the other to their feet.

Their gazes remained on one another as they retrieved their clothes. When both women were fully dressed again, Salma nodded and Annälisa slowly returned the gesture. The unspoken communication spoke volumes. Then they were stepping away from one another, fading into the darkness.

This had been tonight. Tomorrow was another day.
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The Journey Ch. 01

Saturday Evening

"Now that is how you wear a dress." Jessica Stewart blushed a little under her friend's compliment, although she had to agree with Margo. She balanced on her toes like a dancer, stretching her diminutive body.

"It's not too short, is it?" she asked, smoothing the blue silk across her flat stomach and legs. It didn't reach the middle of her thighs, but God did it make her legs look good.

"You are kidding me?" Margo asked incredulously, rolling onto her side and propping her head up on her elbow. "It's perfect!"

The curvy blonde giggled, swivelling to check out her rear. The thin material fit comfortably, although it definitely stretched taut in key places. "You can't see my knickers?" she asked.

The redhead on the bed squinted hard at the heart shaped curve of Jessica's round buttocks reflected in the mirror. "Nope," she confirmed, slithering off the bed. "But I can see your nipples. No bra, naughty girl..."

Jessica's deep brown eyes beamed at her taller friend as Margo brushed aside a strand of her honey blonde hair and smothered her lips in a fiery kiss.

The blonde felt her toes curl. Even after six months, she loved the way her friend's wet tongue felt against her own. Margo's hands skimmed along the back of her silk dress and cupped her firm buttocks. "So you are wearing something," she giggled, pulling back as her fingers traced the outline of her skimpy thong.

Jessica spun away, opening the door to her little room and skipping into the bathroom. "Of course I am," she called over her shoulder with a delicious giggle. "I'm not a slut!"

She opened her make-up case and began to consider her options. Glancing at the pretty face reflected back at her, the eighteen-year-old decided on soft, blue eye shadow to match the dress, along with dark eye-liner and mascara.

"Really, I've heard differently," Margo said from the door, a sexy beam on her face. The girl sighed. "I wish I could go to the Cooper's party."

Jessica shifted her attention back to her sexy friend as Margo leaned in the doorframe. Part of her wished her friend had received an invitation, particularly when she looked so good in those low-rise jeans and little tank top. But maybe it was for the best.

She knew how the night would play out if her friend did tag along. They'd drink too much, flirt with all the boys before getting bored and then sneak off somewhere to fool around with each other.

Tonight, Jessica had other plans.

Mainly, they had to do with her mother. Jess had convinced her unhappy mom to accept their invitation to the Cooper's Diamond Anniversary party tonight and wanted to make sure that her mother enjoyed herself.

She so rarely seemed to be able to let her hair down nowadays, but that was unsurprising the way things were between her parents. Her mother had once told her that she and her husband used to be happy, though Jessica couldn't remember when. All she knew was that for some time her parents had seemed lived separate lives.

Her father was often out with friends, drinking, playing cards... and that was when he wasn't working his fingers to the bone. She'd give him that—he'd always worked hard for a living.

Her mother, on the other hand, went out all too rarely. Her dad didn't approve. It was jealousy, of course. He'd married the prettiest girl in town and then gradually cut her off from all the friends she'd used to go out with. It was no fun to face a flurry of questions when she returned as to where she'd been and who she'd been with.

In the end, it avoided the arguments if she just stayed at home.

"Oh, hi, Mrs. Stewart," Margo's voice drew Jessica back from her thoughts.

"Hello, Margo, how are things?" Jessica's mother asked a little absently.

"Great, although I'm a little jealous that you two get to go to a party at the Cooper's!"

Amanda Stewart gave the redhead a weak smile. "Then you can be my proxy. I'm not feeling too well, anyway—"

"Oh no you don't, Mom!" Jessica broke in. "You're not getting off that easily."

"Jessica, I don't think this is a good idea after all. Your father's out of town and—"

"And nothing. It's perfect! And you promised we'd have a drink for my eighteenth birthday." The older woman sighed. She was still in her khaki shorts and t-shirt, clearly unprepared. "Please, Mom. It would mean a lot to me," Jessica added, trying for a softer angle.

She understood her mom's hesitation. It all stemmed back to another party she'd been to, years ago. A man named Barry Levinson had tried to kiss her mom. It was all harmless enough, but not to her father. The bastard had slapped her mother across the face and told her what he'd do if he ever caught her 'cheating' again.

That was so ridiculous. Cheating? Jessica knew for a fact that her father had been with other women behind her mother's back. Hell, her mother probably knew that, too. She wasn't an idiot.

Mrs. Stewart hesitated, her resolve crumbling. Of course she'd go, in the end. She'd do anything for her only child. But...

"You're not going out in that dress!"

"You don't like it?" Jessica giggled, knowing her mother wouldn't stop her.— "I bet you wore things like this all the time when you were my age." She'd seen the photos and knew it was true.

Amanda Stewart's face broke into a soft smile. "Well, in that case, I definitely should go along. You need a chaperone, young lady."

"And you need to get ready!" Her mother looked so pretty when she smiled. She did it so rarely these days...

"I suppose I can dig something up."

"Have I told you how hot your mom is?" Margo whispered once she and Jessica were alone again.

"Marg! Shut up!" Jessica giggled, picking up her lip gloss.

It was true, though. Her mother had kept herself in great shape, despite her husband's neglect—or maybe because of it? And with him out of town, maybe the stars were aligning for Mrs. Amanda Steward to finally let her hair down. Jess hoped so. It made such a difference to the atmosphere when her mom was happy.

"She definitely has your tits," the taller redhead said huskily, sauntering up behind her. Jessica breathed heavily as she watched in the mirror as her friend reached beneath her arms, cupping her healthy breasts. "Same, soft hair," she whispered, nuzzling Jessica's golden locks to the side with her face before placing a soft kiss on the inside of her neck. "Same creamy, pale skin." Another kiss. "Same freckles." Jessica shivered, feeling herself grow wet. Their gaze met in the mirror. "Same sexy, bedroom eyes."

"Stop!" the blonde gasped, reluctantly breaking free of Margo's trance. "If you mess up my make-up, I'm going to kill you!"

The girls giggled. "Oh, Jess, I'm going to miss you next year. You sure you don't want to come to Uni with me? You could get in easily."

Jessica sighed as she adjusted the dress. It had shifted under Margo's groping hands, but in the end, she decided she liked the way it had made her breasts even more prominent.

The eighteen year-old had done well at school and University offered a way out of her unhappy home. But Uni wasn't for her. She wanted to work. Preferably with kids. She'd made a tidy sum babysitting for several families on the estate and found that she adored spending time with children.

Looking after the Spencer's two boys when their mother was in hospital had convinced her of her vocation: she wanted to be a full time nanny. No responsibilities other than the kids under her control, and a chance to treat them even better than their parents could. A chance to make up for her own upraising.

Until she had her own children, of course. She wanted lots!

Finding a position was proving harder than she'd expected. She had references from families as prominent as the Cooper's (the Cooper grand children were naturally spoiled, but if her invitation to tonight's party was any indication, she must have left a good impression). She had the experience and She had imagined that on reaching her eighteenth birthday last week there'd be plenty of choice. How wrong could she be? What was out there was being filled by people with connections, it seemed. That just wasn't fair!

She'd written after a couple of positions she'd seen advertised on the internet—one in Ireland and the other in Devon—and was desperate for a reply.

"Still haven't heard back?" Margo asked, reading her thoughts.

"Not yet."

"You will!" she comforted. "I've seen you with kids. You're brilliant!"

"Thanks, Marg." Jessica forced a smile. No point worrying about that now, she thought, checking herself out in the mirror again. "So, think I can pull a guy with this dress?" Her smiled turned genuine, her cute dimple forming in her chin.

"You can pull me," the redhead giggled, stepping forward before Jess stopped her.

"Uh!" she held out her hand. "You come no further. Remember what I said about the make-up and the killing..."

"There are parts of you without make up on..." Margo teased, sliding her finger to the short hem of Jessica's dress.

The blonde rolled her eyes. "Not with my mom in the next room, slut."

"You're the one who just asked me..." Margo shook her head. "Never mind." she laughed. "By the way, your nipples are showing."

"I know," Jessica replied crookedly. She lived for sex and new experiences and tonight she might just find another. Picking up her clutch bag, she nodded at her reflection as if the gesture confirmed the thought. Some boy was going to get lucky tonight...

***

Rodney Brownlee allowed the warm shower to cover his naked body. Reaching down, he held his large penis, softly stroking it until he was half erect. It was his pride and joy.

He knew he wasn't the most quick witted of individuals. Nor was he the best looking. Most of his male friends were heading off to University soon, but he'd be taking up a position in his father's business. 'Brownlee's – for everything you want in bathrooms'.

It was good enough for me, his dad had seriously told him when offering him the position, so it's good enough for you.

Okay, the thought didn't set him alight, but he'd already worked their part time and knew the ropes. Besides, it would be steady money and one day he would inherit the lot. Or so he hoped.

In the meantime, he'd enjoy himself the way he knew best.

It had taken some time to realise the 'power' he possessed. At school, he'd originally been at the back of the queue as far as girls were concerned. His friends were either intelligent, good looking or blessed with a sporting prowess that seems to be a magnet for the female sex.

Who wanted to go out with the quiet one when there were so many better catches around?

But things had suddenly changed. He had one thing that his friends hadn't. And he was the envy of them all. Hell man, Barry Johnston had told him one day in the school showers. With a cock that big, you'd make it big in the adult film industry.

Once news of his size spread, attitudes changed. Girls who'd never given him a second look before quickly became interested. All of a sudden, it was easy to get dates and even easier to get them to handle his monster. Okay, it was his cock they were interested in rather than him, but he was fine with that. For a former shy kid, a steady stream of blowjobs (and as he grew older, sex) were as good as any steady relationship.

It was just as well he wasn't naive sexually. How could he, with parents like his? When the other guys weren't teasing him about the size of his dick, they were joshing him about his mom and dad. Is it true they're really swingers was a question he was tired of answering.

When he found out what a swinger was, he was incredulous. That couldn't be his parents, could it? It took him longer than most, but he eventually put two and two together. They often entertained other couples when he wasn't home.

Now he knew why.

Then the curiosity got the better of him. Once, he'd snuck home early, knowing that his parents were entertaining. One look through a gap in the curtains had confirmed his suspicions. His mom had been with Lou Coffin, the local big shot. And his dad had been fucking Sandra, Lou's buxom girlfriend. All of them in the same room. His sitting room!

He was pretty sure that Sandra had seen him peeking through the curtains as she rode his father. Maybe she didn't know it was him, but from the way she kept glancing over at the curtains, he was sure she realised she was being watched. He'd spilt gallons when he'd cum against the wall of the house.

Any inhibitions Rodney may have had about sex disappeared from that moment. He vowed to get his fair share. So far, he hadn't been disappointed. Most of the local girls had experienced his deadly weapon. And none had been disappointed.

Jessica Stewart was the exception. Not only had he not had the opportunity to try anything on, they hadn't even had much conversation together. Allright, he'd seen her look at him occasionally, as if attempting to check out his package. And he'd devoured her body on a few occasions. But that had only been with his eyes.

The trouble was that either she was going out with someone, or he was. The good news for him right now was that that particular situation had temporarily changed. He was between girlfriends and from what he understood Jessica didn't have a current boyfriend either.

And she'd be at tonight's party for sure!

His dick hardened further in his hand as he thought of that body of hers. He'd always loved curvy women, just like Sandra. The cute and well-liked Jessica not only had curves in all the right places, she flaunted them.

Damn, there just wasn't enough time to masturbate...

***

Natalie Walker's mobile phone buzzed once on the marble counter of her bathroom, the square outer screen lighting up. She heard it as she stepped from the shower, wrapping a fluffy white towel around her svelte body.

She could read that she had a new text, despite the steamed up screen. It brought a shiver of apprehension to the brunette that dripped like ice water down her spine. She suspected who it was from. A sixth sense, perhaps? This was getting out of hand...

Ignoring the irresistible temptation to look for a moment, she threw open the bathroom door. Steam billowed out as more refreshing colder air filled her lungs.

The master bedroom was as sumptuous as the rest of the Walker home. She dug her bare feet into the plush carpeting, crossing over to the floor-length mirror in the corner. Once upon a time, she remembered the kinkiness of watching herself in this mirror from the bed as her husband took her from behind. Sadly, those days were long gone...

Slipping out of the white towel, the long haired brunette appraised the firmness of her naked body. Not bad after three kids, was it? She'd certainly worked hard enough for it. The end result was that she was in better shape than she'd ever been in her life. Her small, dark nipples sat beautifully high on her small, perky breasts—though they were larger now, after the kids, pushing a mid-range B-cup.

Her arms were toned without going overboard, and her flat stomach actually showed the beginnings of a six-pack. She'd rewarded herself by getting her belly button pierced—something she'd always wanted to do when she was younger but felt silly about doing. Now a pale pink gem shaped into a heart dangled in the centre of her tanned abs.

Her eyes drifted lower to the thin black landing strip of pubic fur.. She'd often thought of going bare, but Bobby had never been in favour. Her husband thought that look was for sluts. That thought excited her. Sometimes in her masturbatory fantasies she was a slut—clean shaved and as hot as hell!

Natalie cocked her hip to the right and stretched her body upwards, posing. She still had it, she thought to herself. Still able to turn heads. Still with the body of a runway model, even if she did have a few more lines around her eyes.

Dan Rogers didn't seem to mind...

Just thinking his name and her knees trembled a little. Pretty, fair-haired guys had never really been her thing, but there was something about the way he looked at her with those baby blue eyes... it reminded her of the way Bobby used to look at her when they'd first met.

The golden boy of the firm was the most successful litigation expert in London. He was also regarded by most of the girls in the business as the office player. Some of the secretaries had complained of his wandering hands. Others had willingly succumbed.

Natalie had been on a par with him in terms of expertise and ranking until she got pregnant with her first child. She'd tried to keep up with her job and raising Jenny, but when the twins came along she realised it was too much. Raising three kids was a full time occupation and despite the legal firm trying to talk her out of it, she had no choice but to relinquish her partnership at Williams, Kenwright and Cooper.

After a three-year hiatus, she was back. As much as she loved her three kids, Natalie realized that she wasn't a stay-at-home mother. She needed more to fill her days than children's programming and nap times. She wanted to experience the thrill of the courtroom again and the pressure of a deadline that didn't involve someone's bedtime.

It was summertime, so finding a sitter to watch the kids for a few hours every Monday had been pretty easy—though finding a more permanent solution was proving a nightmare. The part time work at the firm was enough to whet her appetite but she knew she'd need more sooner rather than later. She needed a fulltime nanny and despite already putting out feelers, she'd drawn a complete blank.

Slipping into a lacy white thong and strapless bra, she wandered back into the bathroom and retrieved her mobile. Flipping it open, she scrolled to her new text.

Can't wait to see you tonight...

It reminded her that the litigation prep was just part of the reason she looked forward to going into work on Mondays. She'd only been back for three weeks and the competitive jousts with Dan Rogers had already begun. So had the less appropriate sexual banter.

Natalie shivered again, this time the pleasant sensations ending in a tingle between her legs. Her marital status had never been a barrier to him. He'd told her how attractive he found her and had pestered her for a date almost from the moment he'd joined the firm.

She'd resisted, of course, but there was always that temptation. That was exactly the problem with Dan. Despite her better judgement, Natalie found herself thinking about him all the time, always accompanied by a warm, fuzzy feeling. She wouldn't be surprised if she ever caught herself writing his name next to hers while daydreaming in a board meeting.

Then there was the limo ride incident. Three years ago, but the memory was still fresh. They'd been entertaining a couple of important clients all evening. The champagne had flowed freely and so had the flirting. Natalie wasn't new to this game, she knew exactly how to use her beauty without offering more.

With Dan's help, they had the two guys eating out of their hands.

On the ride home, after dropping them off, she let Dan kiss her. She could have blamed it on the champagne. Or on the successful night. Or on the crunch and smell of the expensive leather behind her back. But the truth was, she'd wanted him to. She'd kissed him back as hard and willingly as he kissed her. And when his hand had dropped across her breasts, she didn't push it away. It inflamed her further.

Heck, she'd even stroked him through his trousers, feeling how hard he was because of her. Thank goodness the limo had reached her house before things had totally got out of hand...

Bobby walked in on the sexy recollection just as she was rolling her nude-coloured stay-ups. With one long leg propped up on the bed, the other taut and supporting her weight despite her heels, the scene was straight out of the graduate.



Only Bobby didn't even give her a second glance. "Nat, have you seen my wallet? I can't find it anywhere."

Switching legs, Natalie sighed inwardly. Once upon a time, he would have thrown her on the bed and ravished her, even at the mention of her wearing thigh highs. Now, he didn't even blink. "Did you check the top of your dresser?" she suggested.

"Ah, thanks, babe." No kiss. Not even a hug. He was gone as quickly as he'd arrived. And from the way he slightly slurred his words, he'd already begun drinking. As always, it left her feeling miserable.

She and Bobby had been married for ten years. As a young woman, she hadn't been sexually experienced when she met him at University and had pretty much learned as she'd gone along. At first, they couldn't keep their hands off each other. They'd found ways to be alone—anywhere at all—and made love at any hour of the day or night.

For a while, it continued that way after they were married, until everything began to grow stale. They began to drift apart. Bobby's business went through a rough time and suddenly her husband was drinking more than he should. Sex took a backseat. Drink became more prevalent. It had been like she was married to a different man.

She'd hoped that having kids would salvage their floundering marriage. She'd hoped that if they had something to share with one another again, they'd find that spark that they'd lost. But the drinking continued. He'd get into fights when he was drunk, and had been arrested a couple of times.

Now look at things! His business was now flourishing. The kids were no longer babies. And yet things were no better than they were before. If anything, they'd gotten worse. Natalie wasn't an idiot. Bobby had never been interested in other women before and now she had no option but to watch the way he flirted, particularly with a few drinks in him.

Her only consolation was that he saved the worst of it for when the kids went to bed.

Half of her dreaded this evening. It was nice of the senior most partner to invite her to his Fiftieth Anniversary bash, especially since she'd only been back for a few weeks, but she had a pretty good idea how the evening would progress. Bobby was already well on his way to drinking too much, and he'd flirt inappropriately with someone half his age, make a fool out of the two of them, then pass out.

She'd be making excuses for him all night.

She looked back down at her mobile, remembering Dan Rogers' message again. Can't wait to see you tonight... The fair-haired Romeo would be there and he'd try and make a move at some stage tonight. And Bobby probably wouldn't care, even if he was sober enough to notice for once.

She thought about her other 'near miss' with Dan at Bill Kenwright's home. The fifty-five year-old senior partner had the firm over, celebrating them on the most successful year to date. It was over a year ago, and Natalie had already taken her leave in order to raise the twins. Dan cornered her in the kitchen, complimented her on bouncing back from her pregnancy so fast. When he told her how much he missed her already, she believed him.

Or wanted to. She needed to hear that kind of affection, after getting none of it from home.

When he took her by the hand and dragged her towards an empty room, she didn't say a word. She barely remembered to breath. If it hadn't been for the Kenwright kids screaming playfully across their path, goodness knows what would have happened.

But the kids' laughter had reminded her of her own children and suddenly snapped her out of that big mistake. In her darker moments, she regretted that...

Maybe that was why the thought of working closely with Dan again made her body feel warm and numb? And he'd be there tonight. He was back in her life, and she wasn't sure if that made her excited, or terribly afraid.

The Party

"No, I don't want a cigarette," Jessica said firmly. She didn't smoke, and even if she did, she wasn't about to go anywhere alone with the Lassiter brothers. They were bad news and she wasn't about to get mixed up with them.

"I said, 'Join us for a smoke.' I didn't say anything about cigarettes, little Jessie," Tommy Lassiter, the older of the two drop-outs, corrected.

The way he looked at her was unnerving. She shivered. "Uh huh... well, thanks but no thanks."

The Coopers were from old money, and their land holdings once stretched across the county. They'd sold it all off years ago, turning a healthy profit as the area became one of the hottest growing neighbourhoods outside of London and renovated Greystone Manor back to its former state.

Watching from the raised, marble staircase that walked off the back of the house, the scene stretching out before Jessica could have been straight out of a period piece. A shallow pool stretched along the backyard, lined with large, pale yellow lights whose reflection shimmered from the water in the darkness. It was all so romantic, and yet Jessica was being hit on by the two 'bad boys' of the neighbourhood who were after only one thing.

"Come on, brother," Tommy said gruffly. "This slut's not worth it."

The young blonde gritted her teeth but didn't say a word, listening to make sure they retreated back into the house. Fuck them, she thought. She loved sex. So what? That didn't make her a slut, did it? Unlike some of her friends, she certainly wasn't in the business of sleeping with any guy who dangled a hard on in front of her.

"Can I get you a drink?" a man's deep voice asked behind her. Jessica sighed. She'd only been here a half hour and this was the third guy to hit on her.

"I'm okay," she softly said, turning to him and offering a chipper smile. Hmmm, he was much older than the boys she ran around with. Quite handsome, too. He made up for the receding line of his dark hair with his broad shoulders and rugby frame. Pale and a little round around the edges, he was probably the kind of guy who spent an unhealthy amount of time inside a local pub.

"You sure? Your glass is nearly empty."

She glanced down and drained the rest before holding the glass up to him. This guy couldn't be any worse than the Lassiter brothers, besides he was married. She could see his ring. "How about a gin and tonic."

Bobby smiled as he took the empty glass and quickly returned with a refill. He wasn't going to let this sexy little stunner get away.

Jess thanked him as she took the drink, deciding that the older man just wasn't her type. He represented the real world, one she had yet to enter. Still, she smiled sweetly as she listened to him talk about his construction business and how the market was turning around. She found herself growing bored, glancing off the landing at the people below them, in search of better conversation.

She didn't know or care what 'the market' was.

This was all a little too adult for her. Besides, he was well the worse for drink, even at this early hour. It made him seem a little ridiculous, really.

Sensing her waning interest, the inebriated man decided to make his move. Reaching out, he ran his fingers along her bare shoulder. His eyes dipped down into her cleavage—not for the first time—before he whispered, "You're a very pretty girl, Jessica."

The blonde sighed to herself. Here we go again. Usually it was boys of her own age hitting on her and now she had an older guy—and a married one at that. She braced for impact, turning ever so slightly away from his touch. "Thanks," she said sweetly, glancing at his gold wedding band. It was scratched and faded, but it was there. She wanted to suggest that if he was going to try and pick up girls half his age, he should at least make the effort to remove it.

"I'm getting a little cold," she said, looking for a way out. "I should..."

"Want my jacket?" he offered, not taking the hint.

"No, keep it," she said as he began to struggle with his blue blazer. "I'll just go inside..." She looked up at him, meeting his eyes strongly as she handed him her glass, slopping some of the drink onto his hand. "And you're going to need it out here..."

This time, Jessica couldn't suppress her smile. The befuddled look in Bobby's face was just too amusing. He blinked his eyes, a little stunned, as she turned and sauntered indoors, clutch purse tucked under her arm. She even gave a sexy wiggle, jut to rub it in. It occurred to her that his wife may even be here. What a slimeball...

"You handled that well," a husky voice observed as she passed between the open French doors. Looking up, she saw that a woman had been observing her, leaning like a shadow just inside the house. She held two glasses of champagne, and offered the blonde one. "You're eighteen, aren't you?"

***

Natalie felt fury seethe from her pours. She was in a conversation with Bill Kenwright, his wife, and one of the new junior partners from Williams Kenwright and Cooper, but all she could concentrate on was her husband. How could he? And in such plain sight?

The night had started off on a bad footing. Bobby was too drunk to drive even before they left the house and Natalie wasn't in the mood to stay sober, so they taxied to Greystone. Her husband went straight for the bar, and Natalie knew it was pointless to stop him. She watched him go and then went in search of someone she knew.

Bill Kenwright was probably the most involved of the senior partners. He was the youngest at fifty-five and still enjoyed litigation more than he did spending time on the golf course, although he admitted that the balance was shifting to the links with each passing year.

He was excited to hear that Natalie was considering returning and his wife had begun throwing out names of nannies she'd heard good things about.

It was when she happened to glance back at the house that the night truly devolved into a nightmare. There was her drunk of a husband, standing on the top landing of the marble staircase that could have served as a stage to the whole back yard, openly flirting with a blonde girl who looked like she was still in high school!

There was no doubt that he was interested. Even from her distance away, she could tell what he was up to. Natalie's only consolation was that the beautiful teenager didn't seem too interested in her husband—not that it was much consolation at all. It was still humiliating. She only prayed that no one she knew would look in that direction.

"Have you seen Dan this evening?" Kenwright asked as he stole another glass of red wine from a passing tray.

Even the mention of Dan's name barely registered through the thick haze of her anger and embarrassment. "Not yet."

Kenwright started to look around, his eyes drifting back to the house. Her face flooded with heat. "No!" she yelped, fearing he'd see her philandering husband. Three sets of eyes immediately turned back to her, all of them trying to gauge her sanity. "I mean... not yet." Shit, she was making a mess of this. "I think I may have had too much to drink, too fast."

They all laughed.

Up at the house, she watched as the blonde pulled away from Bobby's touch and excuse herself into the house. She watched him stand there dumbly, scratching his head and wondering what went wrong. How could she have fallen for that man, once upon a time? Had he tried the same tricks with her when she was a tender nineteen years old?

He moved down the stairs, no doubt heading for the bar again, spilling drink from one glass while drinking from the other.

"Excuse me," the brunette told the couple. Her husband was unsteadily walking in her direction and she was in no mood for a confrontation. "I need to use the ladies room."

Circling along the opposite side of the reflecting pool, she excused herself into the house.

***

"You're eighteen, aren't you?" the woman asking looked both young yet mature. Jessica reasoned it must have been her slinky black dress, and the way she wore her make-up. Her loose, light brown hair was masterfully tussled around her bright and beautiful face.

The young blonde accepted the drink. "Just last week," Jessica said. The woman's hazel eyes felt like a pair of heat lamps on her. It wasn't an entirely unwelcome feeling.

"Yes, I thought so," the woman went on, sipping at the bubbly. "I've always thought you looked like a young Jessica Simpson, though your hair is a little shorter and you're so much more adorable."

"Is that a compliment?"

The wavy haired woman laughed. "Hell, yes. She's such a sexy little thing. I'm Alison, by the way. You go to school with my son."

Jessica's brown eyes widened a little. Alison Brownlee had a reputation in the neighbourhood. Rumours were that she and her husband were active swingers. The blonde teenager had often wondered about that lifestyle. Open relationships, casual sex. No boy had ever interested her enough for her to label as a boyfriend.

Maybe she was a swinger at heart?

"Well, if I am, then you look like Kathleen Turner," Jessica said, holding her glass up with a smile.

"Kathleen Turner?"

"Film actress. You must have seen Body Heat... surely?"

"Never watch movies, dear. But tell me, is she as sexy as Jessica?"

"Which Jessica?" the eighteen year old teasingly asked, with a twinkle in her eye. Two could play this game. "Me or Miss Simpson?"

Alison laughed a little more loudly than seemed necessary. It was a throaty, sexy laugh that all of a sudden made Jessica that they'd begun to flirt—and that this was with a woman, not some giggly female like Margo. Suddenly she felt very grown up.

"Oh you, dear. Definitely you. I've had my eye on you for a while. I just needed to wait until your birthday."

Jessica felt her heart flutter. Did she really say that? Grasping, she asked, "Had your eye on me?"

"Absolutely."

"Are you coming on to me?"

"How would that make you feel?"

Their eyes never left one another's during the exchange. Jessica felt butterflies in her stomach. It wasn't that Alison Brownlee was a woman. Jessica would freely admit that she didn't discriminate between girls and boys. It was that this was Alison Brownlee coming onto her, a woman that her teenage friends spoke about in such revered terms.

The Brownlee's were definitely considered to be the 'hip' couple in the neighbourhood. Mrs. Brownlee really did have a Kathleen Turner vibe, with long, wavy hair highlighted in hues ranging from light blondes to soft browns, and an unlined, timelessly beautiful face. If she had to guess Alison's age, she wouldn't put her over thirty, although that couldn't be true. Not with an eighteen-year-old son, Rodney.

Rodney had also been the subject of some speculation among her friends. Jessica had always liked the tall gawky lad, even if he wasn't regarded as the sharpest tool in the box. He was amiable enough and had a sort of innocent sexiness about him. Of course, all the rumours revolved around his cock, which was reputed to be the size of a donkey's. Jessica smiled. Maybe she could check that out by asking his mum?

"Something amusing?" Alison asked, raising an eyebrow as she broke into the teenager's thoughts.

Jessica shook her head and took another sip of bubbly. "She is," she said, raising the glass.

The older woman shot her a puzzled look. "She is...?"

"Kathleen Turner. She is as sexy as Jessica."

Alison's smile broadened. She reached out, running her fingers along the young girl's bare forearm. "And I remind you of her?"

"Oh yes. Definitely."

The older woman smiled. This was much easier than she'd anticipated. "So... you're off to University soon?"

Jessica shook her head, feeling goosebumps run through her from the feather light touch of those stroking fingers. "No, I'm looking for a job."

Alison's fingers stiffened for a second. "Really? What sort of job? Maybe I could help?"

"I doubt it," the teenager laughed, ruffling her short blonde hair. "Your son is too old to need a nanny."

Alison joined in the laughter. "Well, I'm absolutely sure he'd be interested in meeting you. But at the moment he seems to be engrossed in chatting up your mother."

Jessica's face twisted in surprise as she followed the older woman's eyes. God, he was, too. The two of them were giggling together about something. Jessica was happy to see her mother smile, but thank goodness her father was a couple of hundred miles away.

She giggled to herself. When she'd suggested her mother let her hair down, she hadn't meant with donkey-dick.

"But listen, dear," Alison continued. "It does so happen that I know of someone who needs a nanny. Natalie Walker. Do you know her?"

The teenager shook her head.

"She lives nearby in Virginia Water. Works for Cooper's law firm. I'm sure she's here somewhere tonight. In fact, that was her husband you were flirting with just now..."

"I wasn't—"

Alison ignored her protest. "She's got three young children and wants someone to live in. Would that be a problem?"

Jessica's deep brown eyes lit up. Leaving her mother to her dad's mood swings wasn't the best idea, but she just had to get away from the horrible atmosphere in her house. "No, that wouldn't be a problem at all," she said quickly. "That would be fantastic!"

"Then I'll introduce you later in the evening," Alison murmured, taking the young blonde's elbow and guiding her across the room towards the blaring sounds of Motown coming from the next room. "As a reward, how about dancing with me? Don't you just love Marvin Gaye?"

Jess nodded, wondering who the fuck Marvin Gaye was. The room allocated for dancing was dimly lit and though she'd never been a shrinking violet, that somehow made her feel more comfortable.

They danced a foot or so apart, in keeping with the others in the room. For a while, her mind was filled with the possibilities of becoming a nanny. Talk about fate. As soon as they'd finished dancing, she'd try and find this Natalie Walker. She leant in to say that to Alison, but it wasn't easy to make conversation against the blare of the music.

When she began to step back, she realised that the woman's hand had snaked to her waist, pressing their bodies closer. Their stomachs, thighs and breasts all slowly rubbed against each other, ostensibly as if they were still dancing to the music. Jess knew better.

Alison had taken advantage, was making the first move. And the way she swayed her slim body against Jess brought the goosebumps back again.

The older woman leant even closer, breathing into the teenager's ear. She was murmuring something, though Jessica couldn't hear the words. Instead, she felt the overpowering heat of Alison's body and the way the sexy woman's wet mouth touched her ear, as if by accident.

Then the music died away for a few seconds as the tracks changed.

"Have you ever been with a woman?" the husky voice whispered.

The teenager nodded as she felt one of Alison's hands make its way onto her ass. She could feel the caressing fingers through the thin material of her short blue dress. Glancing around, it seemed dark enough for the movement to remain unobserved.

"That's good. What about watching sex?" the seductive older woman continued, her heavy breathing warm against the teenager's cheek. "Have you ever watched two people fucking?"

Jessica felt a thrill surge through her. Even with her friends, they didn't talk quite so openly as this. Have you ever watched two people fucking? She began to realise what it was about this woman that was so... mesmerising. Her breath caught in her throat. It was as if she was being seduced and there wasn't a thing she could do about it.

"George and I enjoy being watched," Alison continued, her teeth now nibbling on the young blonde's earlobe. "Maybe you'd like to join us sometime? What do you think?"

Jessica couldn't reply. Her legs suddenly felt weak. It wasn't just the words, it was the heat of the experienced woman's breath against her cheek. It was the way Alison's teeth pull down on her earlobe.



Waves of pleasure radiated down to her already damp sex.

She glanced around again. They'd be the talk of the place if anyone realised what was going on. But Alison had her close to a wall in the darkest part of the room. This woman knew exactly what she was up to.

"You'd like that," the older woman pressed. "Watching people fuck is one of the sexiest experiences a woman can have."

Both hands were on Jessica's ass now, her fingers digging into the firm teenage cheeks. Jessica closed her eyes, allowing herself to be pulled closer. She could feel their pussies grind against one another. God, she was going to...

With the same suddenness with which their bodies had merged, Alison was pulling away. No, Jessica moaned inwardly. Don't stop. Not yet.

"C'mon," Alison murmured, taking her hand and leading the compliant girl across the dimly lit room to a door at the far side of the room. The time was right. The girl was ripe for plucking.

There weren't many places where they'd be undisturbed, but she knew exactly where to take her...

***

Rodney wondered when it was that the party had taken off in a different direction to the one he'd anticipated. The early sight of Jessica Stewart had lifted his spirits and, in that sexy blue dress, it was easy to see why his friends regarded her as the hottest girl in the neighbourhood.

But before he'd been able to do much more than catch her eye, those idiot Lassiter brothers had closed in. Rodney had felt his protective instincts kick in, hating the idea of a girl like Jessica having anything to do with those two thugs, but apparently she could take care of herself. He began to make his way across but he was too late, an older bloke had joined her.

Spotting Jessica's mother looking uncomfortable and alone near the bar, he figured that this might be a good way of getting himself closer to the daughter.

But it wasn't long before a second thought grew in his mind. He'd always had a thing for older women. Maybe this was his opportunity? After all, Amanda Stewart was an older version of her daughter. A little taller, she had curves in all the right places, sharing her daughter's same deep brown eyes and soft blonde hair, even though the mother wore hers longer.

Introducing himself, they quickly got talking. She was a little shy at first but that was kind of sexy, too. He pushed back a dark, curly lock that had dropped over his right eye and gave the older woman his best sexy stare. Since the girls had begun to take an interest in him, his sexual confidence had grown. And from the way Mrs Stewart had begun to touch his arm as she spoke, he realised she was interested, too.

It was only when he'd seen his parents with Lou Coffin and Sandra that he'd even thought about the attractions of mature women. Before then, he'd only had eyes for girls of his own age. But Coffin's hot girlfriend must have been around Amanda's age, and now all he could think about was her doing the same thing to him that Sandra had done to his father.

"Where's your husband?" he pointedly asked as he sank another beer. He hated that bubbly stuff.

He smiled as a faint blush crept along her pale, freckled skin. Clearly the meaning behind the question had struck home. "In Manchester," she timidly answered, tucking a bit of golden hair behind her ear.

"That's good," Rodney smiled.

Her blush deepened. God, what would her husband think if he could see her now, being hit on by a teenager? It was outrageous—the boy was only the same age as Jess! Yet she didn't care. Maybe it was the drinks talking, but she was actually enjoying herself. Jess had been right—she rarely did have the opportunity to let her hair down nowadays.

Underneath the flirting, Rodney seemed like a nice young man and the way he was paying her attention made her feel attractive again. Nothing was going to happen, of course, but it was nice to feel young again, if only for an evening.

Amanda swung her head back to him. "What's good?" she asked, realising she'd been lost in her thoughts for a few moments. His hand was resting lightly on her waist now. That felt good but she still glanced around to see if they were being watched.

"That your husband's in Manchester."

She laughed nervously, running a hand through her wavy blonde hair. God, he really was coming on to her. Wait until she told Jess later. She knew of this boy's reputation... "Oh, yes. Well, out of sight..." she murmured, starting to glance down at his jeans but stopping herself and held out holding out her empty glass instead. "Get me another?"

Watching him run off, he reminded her of a young puppy anxious to please. The whole thing reminded her of high school, when she had boys at her beck and call. Then again, she sure felt like a giggling teenager rather than the thirty-eight year old woman. She'd have one more drink with him and then leave him to his own devices. He was very polite with her and while he might not appear too bright, that somehow just added to the young man's sex appeal.

So did the thought of him having a massive cock. Did he really...?

When he returned, she noticed Jess chatting with Rodney's mother, Alison Brownlee. The two women were glancing over at her. Oh God, she didn't want any sort of attention. "Don't look now," she told her young admirer, their fingers making delicious contact as he passed her the glass. "I think your mum has her eye on us. Maybe we should—"

"Oh, she's fine," Rodney interrupted as he glanced at them, though his eyes were on Jessica rather than his mom. His manhood began to unfurl as the thought of doing both Amanda Stewart and her daughter suddenly occurred to him. Shit. These jeans were too tight...

"Want to dance?" he quickly asked, turning to the side so that he could try to unobtrusively adjust himself.

Amanda shook her head, feeling a surge of heat as she watched the teenager. There was definitely bigger bulge there than before. "No thanks," she stuttered, immediately averting her eyes. Dancing with that thing poking into her might be more than she could bear. "It's a long time since I've done that," she told him, searching for an excuse. "Roger's not one for dancing."

"I'm not Roger. And you're beautiful."

Despite the clumsy seduction line, she was taken aback, feeling her blush warm her cheeks. On a sudden impulse, she leant in to him and kissed the gawky teenager on the cheek, whispering, "Thank you."

He seemed as surprised as she was. Instantly realising what she'd done, the blush deepened as her eyes swung around to seek out Rodney's mother again. Had she seen? Or had Jess, for that matter?

With a palpable sigh of relief, she saw the two women heading across the room towards the music. It looked like they were going to join the dancers. Her daughter always took her free spirit onto the dance floor and was quite uninhibited in her movements. Amanda wondered—not for the first time—where the girl got that? Not from her, certainly, and not from her father.

"I have a great idea," Rodney told her, his grip on her waist tightening. "Want to try it out?"

Amanda looked up at him. She felt butterflies in her stomach as she realised she wanted to kiss those full lips rather than his cheek. "What is it?" she nervously asked.

"Can't tell you," he confidently answered, pulling her a little closer into him. "But I'll show you. Are you up for it?"

She felt her heart begin to flutter. If she gave in to what she felt 'up for' then there'd be no living down the scandal. Her wide eyes looked into his again and she could only see trouble staring back at her. It was time to put a stop to all of this tomfoolery.

"Rodney—"

"Chicken?" he asked, reading the doubts on her face.

Amanda's eyes blinked at the childish accusation and then the two of them burst out in laughter. It broke the tension. "Okay, Rodney Brownlee," she decisively said, a surge of wicked acceptance running through her mind. "Lead on and do your worst..."

***

Natalie couldn't stop feeling sorry for herself. She wanted to call a taxi and go home, but the night was too young for that. She knew Bobby was just drunk, but his behaviour had to stop. She wouldn't be surprised if he hit on the wrong woman—some big shot's wife—and got himself thrown out before the night was over.

Her husband had a problem, and with all her energy focused on raising three children—two of them only a year old—she just didn't have time to baby another. Maybe with the nanny, things could be different?

"You look like you could use a dance." Dan Rogers' voice made her jump, but the chills that raced through her weren't fear.

"Dan! You surprised me."

The fair-haired lawyer offered her that winning smile of his. It was too perfect. Too pretty boy for her... so why did she feel herself wilt a little in his presence?

"I do that, from time to time," he nodded, eyeing up and down her floor-length halter-dress made of creamy silk. Delicate lacework ran along its fringes and one tall, risqué slit rose up the front. "You look radiant."

She felt the back of her neck warm at the compliment and touched her dark hair. She'd had it done up for tonight's soiree, knowing how dramatic her slender, white neck could be at formal functions such as these.

"You clean up well yourself," she nodded. "A blonde James Bond."

He straightened his black bowtie and grinned. "So about that dance?"

He held his hand out. She knew she should have shaken her head, but found the thought irresistible. She let him guide her onto the floor of the main hall, which was now serving as a dance space. When they were in the centre of the crowd, Dan paused, turned to her, and bowed formally. Despite herself, Natalie giggled.

He held his hands before him like a maestro, demonstrating his strong dancing frame. The song changed to a fast tune from the Jackson 5. She stepped into his arms and off they went. It was like they'd been dance partners for years.

She was surprised to find him such a great dancer. She'd felt rusty at first, desperate to keep up. The lessons she'd taken back in Uni, outside of a few weddings, had received little use. But eventually her confidence increased as they floated and flitted across the room. For the faster songs, he led her through a Hustle, a fun club swing filled with spins and turns. For slower songs, he seamlessly transitioned into a Foxy that was so smooth and silky she had to wonder where he learned it.

It was so romantic. People their age didn't dance like this anymore...

Marvin Gaye. Stevie Wonder. The Four Tops. With each song, she quickly forgot about her husband and let herself savour the dance. You make me feel like a natural woman... she sang along in her head when Aretha serenaded them.

Maybe it was because she was a little tipsy, or maybe it was because Dan was so damn good at dancing, but she found herself moving closer to him on the slower songs, and flirting with him on the faster spins.

"When I get that feeling," Dan whispered along with Marvin Gaye, "I need... sexual healing."

"You don't stop, do you?" Natalie laughed, pulling back.

"Not until I get what I want," he smiled.

Natalie rolled her eyes. "You always get what you want?"

Dan held her gaze with his beautiful, confident blues. She felt its heat between her thighs. They were frozen in time as the world continued to weave and spin around them...

"Natalie! You're husband..." someone was shouting. The voice shattered the moment. She was standing close to Dan, too close, and stepped away abruptly as a flush ran up her neck.

"He's passed out in the middle of the reflecting pool." It was Bill Kenwright's voice, an amused smile turned up beneath his whiskery moustache. His plump face was as bright red as Natalie's, she was sure of, although his was just from the alcohol.

Great, she thought. At least he didn't get in a fight. "I better take care of this," she explained to Dan. "Bill, could you call a taxi for us?"

Before the senior partner could reply, Dan stepped in. "Nonsense, Nat. I'll get the two of you home."

The brunette hesitated. That wasn't a good idea...

"Are you sure you can drive? I mean, are you sober?"

"Haven't had a drink in the past hour," he reassured, although she was pretty certain he was lying.

Natalie looked at him warily before answering. "Okay, that's fine." She pushed made her way toward the back yard, where a crowd had formed at on the veranda. It seemed all had gathered to laugh at the drunken man as not a single one of them had moved to help him.

Removing her shoes and hoisting up her long evening gown, she waded in far enough to grab him by the arms. "Come on," she angrily whispered, shaking him a little. "Come on, time to get up."

Bobby mumbled a string of unintelligible words and began to stumble as she helped him from the water. She couldn't meet the eyes of her spectators, focusing only on getting him out of there as quickly as she could before he could embarrass her further.

Half-passed out and unable to stand on his own, it needed Dan's strong arms to practically carry him to the row of cars parked along the Cooper's long drive. The fair-haired lawyer's glossy black BMW chirped merrily as he unlocked it.

"I'm sorry for the seats," Natalie apologized as they tossed her husband into the back.

Dan waved away her concern as they got into the car. "So... where do you live?"

***

Jessica's heart was pounding as she allowed the sexy older woman to lead her out of the room and up the long stairs. There was no doubt that Alison had taken control and that she was following. How different that was to all her experiences with boys of her age. It felt so incredibly sexy to be submitting to someone else like this!

Looking upward, she surveyed Rodney Brownlee's mother. The woman was a sexy siren, leading Jess to who knew what? Her skin was sun-darkened, yet covered in freckles. Her body was slender as a model's, yet her breasts were fuller and firmer than they had a right to be. And she exuded an aura of both youth and experience.

Jessica felt liquid heat rolling around her body...

The stairs led to a long landing, dominated by white, stark walls. The first door they came to on their left turned out to be a sumptuous bathroom. It was as large and ostentatious as the rest of the Cooper's house. As soon as they entered the room, the older woman had her pinned back against the white door. Her now familiar perfume filled the teenager's nostrils.

"Want to kiss me?" Alison murmured, her sexy voice becoming huskier by the second. It was clear to Jessica that she had no intention of playing any more games. This was the real thing.

When the teenager briefly hesitated, the older woman cupped her cheeks, a vivid look of arousal pouring from her piercing sapphire coloured eyes. "Go on, we both know you want to..."

It was as if she needed Jessica to make the first move. The teenager obliged maybe too eagerly as the heat consumed her body. She immediately closed the distance between their mouths and brought her lips towards Alison's.

Just before they touched, the brunette tilted her head back for a second, keeping her smiling lips a fraction of an inch away. So that was it? She wanted Jessica's complete compliance? It sent a shockwave of desire through the teenager. She'd show this woman that a young girl could do!!

Reaching out to hold Alison's head in place, Jessica jammed her mouth against that sexy mouth. She could taste the lip-gloss. Her nostrils flared as they filled with her cinnamon flavoured perfume. Her sigh of desire signalled her capitulation.

Satisfied that she had the young girl where she wanted, Alison's mouth devoured the teenager, her tongue licking the expanse of Jessica's mouth while their bodies pressed together in a perfect fit.

Jessica felt herself tremble. Boys didn't kiss like this...

Not even Margo made her feel this hot.

She felt her back digging into the door behind her as Alison's wet mouth, flicking tongue and undulating body all made love to her.

"You are so fucking hot," the older woman whispered as she nibbled along the young blonde's chin and down the side of her neck.

All that time of restraint, waiting for Jessica's eighteenth birthday while she watched the young girl grow into such a sexy beauty, was about to pay off. The girl was whimpering now as Alison attacked her most erogenous zones with her mouth, lips, tongue and fingers. She had intended taking the seduction gently, but Jessica's willing response and the surge of need throughout her own body blew that idea away.

She grinded her entire frame into the young blonde, every part touching. Jessica's responsive gasped fuelled her need. Moments like this, devouring her prey the first time, were like feasting on a banquet of lust.

The teenager's hands went around her neck, as if hanging on for dear life. But her body was responding to every grind. Alison continued to kiss the panting beauty. Breasts caressed breasts, thighs rubbed against thighs and their pussies had found each others...

Jessica groaned weakly. Alison knew the signs. Not long now.

Her mouth renewed its pleasuring—tongue lapping and licking around the overheated teenager's lips, teeth and gums, sensuously bathing them with female saliva. Her hands were on the spaghetti straps of the blue dress, violently dragging one down and then the other.

Jessica's nipples hardened further as the cold air hit them. Alison's talented mouth took advantage, greedily consuming one and then the other. The teenager's fingers locked behind her head.

The wavy haired seductress continued to suckle the child while she slipped a hand underneath the blue dress and onto Jessica's thong. In a brief second they'd worked their way down and inside, conquering the needy clit. Her wet and mischievous touch was perfect.

The young blonde whimpered as her overheated body cried out its need. When two of Alison's stiffened fingers slid into her wet sex, her bucking hips humped back at the invaders, squeezing them tightly with her internal muscles as she homed in on the climax she so needed.

"Harder..." Jessica gasped.

She pumped her hips more forcefully on the experienced fingers. How many times had they done this? She didn't care. Alison was softer and yet more demanding than any teenage boy she'd ever been with. And even hotter than that little tease, Margo.

"Want to cum, dear?" Alison's voice was thick and husky.

The answer was more of a hiss. "Yessss..."

With a triumphant smile of arousal, she set off the atom bomb with a deft flick across the girl's sensitive clit. Jessica's scream tore from the back of her throat. Her body trembled, bent, bowed and shuddered as the older woman used every piece of know-how to coax and second and then—fucking hell—third orgasm from the captivated young girl.

***

"This is your car?" Amanda hesitantly asked as Rodney pulled open the passenger door and allowed her to enter. She jumped as he hurriedly banged it closed behind her, and then hurried to the driver's side

"Yeah," he grinned at her, sliding inside. "It might not be much, but it's good enough to get me to where I want to go."

"And to entertain your girlfriends?" she nervously asked, pushing a strand of loose blonde hair back behind her ear. She was sobering up by the second and realised this was definitely not a good idea.

The series of cars were parked either side of the long drive and Rodney's old banger was far enough away from the light of the house to give them the protection they both wanted. And with no one likely to leave the party for some time, she doubted that they'd be disturbed.

Even so...

What the hell was she doing here, a married woman in the company of a hot and no doubt horny teenager? God, if they were discovered it would be the talk of the neighbourhood. Then Roger would find out and... and...



She shook her head as if to rid herself of the thought. The consequences weren't worth considering. "Look, this isn't a good idea," she breathlessly said, looking down at her hands and then turning to face the teenager.

Rodney's lips stopped her words. They covered her mouth, his tongue finding hers, his fingers going for the buttons on the front of her dress.

"No," she tried to gasp. But her hands betrayed her, circling his neck. She gave in, returning kiss for kiss.

"Rodney," she gasped again as his lips found her neck. The horny boy took no notice. His hands continued their work, pulling the front of the black dress open. He made quick work of her black bra, ripping the cups upwards to free her tits.

"Oh God—" she grunted again, her fingers digging into his dark curly hair as he lowered his head and began to suck her already hard nipples.

Amanda gasped and arched her back, forcing more of her breasts into his mouth. This was wrong, she knew, but she was powerless to do anything other than accept the wonderful pleasuring the teenage boy was giving her. Her breasts felt alive, her sex felt alive... she was alive...

The sound of his zip startled her. No, no, she couldn't allow that—not that. Her mind screamed out its objection but no words left her lips.

She had to stop him, she told herself. Stop him before he released his cock. But if she did allow herself just one glance, she reasoned, she wouldn't have to wonder if the rumours were true. She would be able to see for herself...

He pushed his trousers down his legs. She could sense it, even if she couldn't see it. He continued to suck on her nipples, sending pinpricks of arousal down between her thighs.

No... she couldn't! Maybe he'd even want her to touch him? Want her to stroke him for a while, feel what a hard teenager's cock was like? Would it be the same as Roger's? Perhaps she could just touch him—and then act like she was shocked and tell the boy to put himself away?

No one could blame her then...

He pulled away from her breasts, his hand reaching up to stroke away the hair that had fallen around her eyes. His face was so full of lust that it frightened her. In that instant, Amanda knew that however aroused she was, she couldn't do this. This had to stop—and stop now!

But then she glanced down. Just one look before she told him to zip himself up. Oh fuck! OH FUCK! her mind screamed. He was huge!! Much bigger than she could ever have anticipated... than she'd ever seen. Wetness flooded between her thighs.

"Go on," he breathlessly told her, as if he was only too well aware of the power of his size. Teenage girls drooled over it. He knew Mrs. Stewart would, too.

"Rodney," she whimpered, her eyes remaining riveted on the Adonis-like specimen. She couldn't...

His hand slid onto hers and pulled it onto his cock. She didn't resist. Oh, God, he felt like an iron bar. He wasn't as veiny as Roger. And he was harder than anything she'd ever felt. In fact, he... it... was beautiful.

Despite herself, she began to stroke the teenager. Her hand wouldn't quite reach around the throbbing tower, but she could feel the arousal building with each groan she elicited. Her thumb flicked across the head of his cock and then she slid her hand down to the root and back up again.

He was immense.

Rodney leaned in and kissed her again as she masturbated him. "That feels so good..." he grunted into her mouth.

"It does?" the older woman breathlessly asked, her eyes gleaming. She pulled away from his lips, wanting to watch as she jerked the boy. A film had appeared across the head and she spread it across the crown with her thumb.

When Rodney grunted his approval, she felt another wet surge between her thighs. Maybe she could make him cum?

Then he changed the rules...

"I want to fuck you," he grunted, cupping and kneading her tits.

"No," she almost shouted, her eyes widening in shock. His words brought her to her senses and she let go of him. She held her hands up, as if surrendering. What the hell was she doing?

"Hey," his soft voice soothed. "It's okay. Just don't stop. You do that so good, please don't stop."

The words had worked with various teenage girls in his car but he hadn't expected to use them on a married woman. He'd thought she'd be more up for it than this...

"Please Mandy," he pleaded, taking her hand and pulling it back onto him again. Mandy, she giggled inside, despite her apprehension. No one had called her that in years. "Please..." he repeated, his voice sounding desperate.

Amanda flicked her tongue across her dry lips. She wanted to let go of him. She should button up her dress and get back to the party. Stop this nonsense. But when she looked at his size and felt his hardness... she couldn't.

"No more talk of fucking," she whispered in as stern a voice as she could muster, though the image of that cock inside her had somehow worked itself into her mind. It wouldn't be possible to accommodate him, would it? And if she could, how would it feel...

"Mandy," he whimpered as she established a rhythm that felt pretty much damn perfect.

"Hmmm?" Her voice sounded as far away as her eyes looked.

"Is that good?"

The married woman nodded, glancing into his eyes for a moment before returning her attention to what she was doing. He was panting harder now. What would she do when he came? She'd have to make sure she didn't get any on her dress. Maybe she could...

No, no—that would be sooo wicked!

"Mandy," he whimpered again. "I need you to do something."

Her flashing eyes hit his again. God, how wonderful would it be to have this monster inside her. But she couldn't. Not that. She was married...

"No, Rodney," she reluctantly told him. "We can't—"

"I know," he quickly answered. "But if we can't, would you suck me then?" His soft voice was pleading. "Please, Mandy..."

***

"Thanks for tonight," Natalie said, suddenly feeling bashful now that they'd tucked Bobby away in his room and the babysitter had left. They were in the kitchen, hydrating on a couple glasses of water. Neither had changed, although Dan's bowtie was untied and her silken dress was ragged and wet around the ends.

Dan took a long pull at his glass, emptying it. He wiped his mouth on his cuff—wet and dirty like her dress—and said, "That's all I get, a thanks?"

Grinning like the fool he was, Natalie couldn't tell if he was serious or not. Then again, she'd been having trouble reading him all night. Whenever he opened his mouth, he was the Dan Walker she knew—a little sleazy, a little too confident for his own good, the kind of guy she hated—yet his actions suggested he was a man she could like.

"What were you expecting?" she asked, playing along despite the danger. Her heart was all of a sudden in her throat. Only the kitchen island separated the two of them, and at the question Dan slowly began to walk round it.

Unconsciously, Natalie took a step back, feeling the cool surface of the counter behind her.

"Well," he said hypnotically, stepping closer than she was comfortable with, "a kiss would be a nice start."

"Dan..." she said faintly, turning her head away and down. She clutched the counter edges behind her. Bracing herself.

"Natalie," he mimicked, reaching up and cradling his face in hers. His hands were soft. Different than Bobby's working man's hands. She felt his body push against hers, softly pinning her in place. If Bobby saw her now...

But he couldn't.

She glanced up at him timidly, as though hoping this was all just a hallucination. When their eyes met, her willpower shattered. She watched his lips descend through her heavily lidded eyes. His were closed. His mouth touched hers, still wet from their glasses of water. And when she was sure this vision wasn't going to evaporate, she let her own eyes shut... and yielded.

His kiss was as super-charged as she'd remembered. He took control, but it was so different to Bobby's aggression. He teased her lips open with his tongue and challenged her own to a dual. They sucked, lapped, licked and danced.

Dan stepped closer. She angled her head higher. Even in heels, she had to stretch to meet his six foot frame. She felt a hand on her breast, squeezing, and when she didn't protest, she felt it slide lower.

"Dan..." she gasped when his lips left hers, dropping to her bare neck. His hand followed the gentle swell of her hip and then found the high slit up the front of her dress. "Dan..."

If she meant to use his name in protest, it wasn't coming out correctly and he certainly wasn't reading it that way. His fingers travelled along the inside of her thigh, tracing over the lacy tops of her stockings before finding her taut skin.

"Ahh..." she gasped, stiffening as his hand brushed across the front of her panties.

"Very nice, Natalie," he sexily whispered, nuzzling the fine tie that held her haltered dress in place. "You're very wet..."

She knew things had already gone too far. She knew that line had been crossed. And she knew she could still stop it from going further. But she didn't. She wanted this. Fuck Bobby and his drinking. Fuck him for humiliating her—not just tonight, but every night for months. Years!

Releasing her steadying grip on the counter behind her, she let her hands wander swiftly along Dan's strong torso, raking both sets of fingers through his blonde hair. Pulling him away from her neck, her mouth crashed against his in a volcanic kiss.

"Gah!" she groaned against his lips as his fingers pushed her thong to the side and found her soft furrow. When she recovered, she kissed him with renewed passion as her body burned. He buried two fingers into her while his thumb went to work on her swollen clit.

She found herself kissing him just to stay quiet, not trusting her moans in the dead of night. Dan caressed her back with his free hand, stopping at the clasp that held the dress in check. "Undo this," he ordered breathily, resting his forehead on hers.

"I can't," she whimpered, for some unknown reason attempting to find the will to resist. Was it that while she would let him take her... she couldn't, wouldn't help?

"You can," he softly told her, taking hold of her hand and pulling it to the halter. Hand on hand, fingers on fingers, they released it.

Dan stepped back enough to watch the creamy dress fall away, leaving her naked but for her strapless bra and a matching thong. Then his hands were sneaking around her body and unclasping the bra. Natalie caught the cups before it fell away, keeping her breasts covered with her forearm as her heart threatened to explode.

"Let me see them," he whispered.

She shook her head, her chest rising and falling with the excitement she felt.

"Yes," he hissed, stepping forward once again.

"Uh," she clucked, pressing her palm flat on his chest. It bared one of her round, tanned breasts and his eyes feasted.

Her heart beat faster. Slowly, teasingly, her other hand pulled the bra away and allowed it to drop to the floor. Both her perky breasts were exposed to his gaze. The dark nipples that sat so beautifully high were rock hard.

Neither spoke as Dan took control of her hand on his chest, guiding it down to the seat of his pants. Her eyes betrayed her need as she felt him throbbing under her fingers...

***

"You're everything that I imagined," Alison seductively purred in Jessica's ear, helping the still recovering teenager to a cushioned wicker chair in the far corner of the bathroom. "Was it good, dear?"

"Wonderful," the breathless teenager grunted, wondering why her new lover's hands were back under her blue dress and pulling her black thong down and off her legs. "What..."

"You don't think we're finished?" Alison asked, those glinting sapphire eyes sending waves of lust that drove into the young girl's sexual soul. It was a look she'd remember for years to come.

Sinking to her knees, the older woman snaked one hand upwards to cover one of those wonderful breasts while the other roughly pushed the girl's legs apart. With a bob of her head, Kathleen Turner stared at Jessica Simpson's wonderfully smooth sex.

Alison had never had someone fully shaved before. Girls these days...

This hadn't been in her plan. That had been to make the hot little bitch cum and then leave her wanting more. But she'd misjudged Jessica. This chase was over before the rabbit got out of the yard. And now the girl looked down at her with those large bedroom browns, wanting more.

Alison purred. How often did you get to taste a sexy teenage beauty like this?

She nuzzled her nose against the teenage clit, stimulating it as she brushed her lips across Jessica's wet folds. Skin so soft should be illegal. When her tongue attacked the slippery bud, the young blonde's body jerked. Alison's sweet tongue lapped up and down, revelling at the youthful perfection of this girl's pussy.

The fingers on Jessica's breast found her nipple, pinching softly as her mouth savoured the teenage juices. Her captive squealed, her hands on Alison's head forcing the older woman's head harder against her hot pussy. Her hips bucked up into the pleasuring face.

Alison moaned. Fuck, she tasted so good.

The teenager planted the soles of her feet on the fluffy white carpet as her ass lifted from the white stool. Hardening her tongue, Alison rammed it inside the hot blonde as her hands steadied the now undulating hips. Her head jerked back and forward like a piston as she tongue fucked Jessica to her fourth climax of their brief time together.

"Nghhhhhhhhhhhh!!!!!" Jessica's orgasmic scream built, peaked, and then died away into the empty air. It was impossible to stifle, let alone control her shuddering body as the ferocious tide overwhelmed it. Her juices flowed into the sucking mouth like a creamy river. This was way beyond anything she'd ever experienced.

Sex with Margo would seem tame after this...

As the hazy bliss began to clear in front of her eyes, she realised that Alison was sitting up on her knees, her piercing eyes boring into hers. They stayed that way for a few seconds, an unspoken communication passing between them. Both understood.

"Well?" the older woman asked.

"Yes," the teenager answered.

"You're sure?" Alison checked. She hadn't expected this part to happen so quickly. A free spirit...

"I want it," Jessica firmly responded, pushing forward so that Alison slowly sank back into the fluffy white carpet. She'd show the older woman just how the girls did it these days. But any thoughts the teenager had about being in charge were quickly dispelled. Her lover wasn't willing to relinquish control. This was her scene...

"We do it my way," Alison told her, dragging her panties down from underneath her thigh length black dress and throwing them across the room. "Lie down," she commanded, slithering to her knees.

Jessica felt her breath catch as she slid into position. She wasn't quite sure what her lover had in mind but whatever it was—she wanted it.

With a tantalising slowness that made the teenage girl want to scream, Alison pulled her dress to her waist, allowing Jessica to feast on her treasure. Although the soft blonde-brown down guarded her entrance, it was clear to see the glistening lips that were already wet with arousal.

One hand slowly slid down to Jessica's head and wrapped itself around the back of her neck as she slid her body over the teenager. Giving a lustful snarl, she pulled Jessica's head up and into her wetness.

The first lap across her wet sex brought a throaty growl from the older woman. "Fuck yes," she grunted, allowing her dress to fall and cover the young girl's head. The cover added to her pleasure. Now it was all about feeling, not watching. Leaning forward, she rested her palms either side of the prone body as she began to rub herself along the willing face.

Alison groaned again as the teenager's mouth sought out her slippery clitoris. Jessica's mouth quickly had her purring like a cat. Her hands gripped into the carpet as the moment began to overtake her. All the pent up lust was ready to pour out. It wasn't only the pleasuring tongue, of course. It was the thought of more to come...

Her grip on the carpet tightened, her fingernails digging into the fluffy material. Then one hand tore itself away to drag her dress up to her waist. She wanted to see the hot little woman as she pleasured her. Only the teenager's sweat covered hair and brown eyes were visible and Alison raised herself slightly until she could see that sexy little tongue at work.

The sight instantly took her towards the edge.

The dam was about to explode and there was no holding back. Adjusting position, she began to jerk down faster. In an instant, the mood had changed. Jessica's tongue was no longer pleasuring her... she was using the teen's face to fuck herself. She began to pant with each downward thrust of her hips—an animal seeking out her own pleasure.

Her hips worked faster. The orgasm grew.

From beneath her she could hear Jessica grunting... and then the sexy little bitch found a way to grip her hips tighter and force her tongue inside her juicy sex.

The dam burst...

***

Suck him? Amanda Stewart hesitated. She shouldn't, she couldn't. But when his hands on her hair began to push her head downwards, she didn't resist.

Hearing his groan as her soft pink lips slowly devoured the crown was almost inspirational. She twisted her head and kept her gleaming eyes on his, her body throbbing at the thought of what she was doing. At the captivated look on his face. Okay, there would have been a few teenage girls who'd done this. Now she'd show him what a real woman could do.

Fear flickered through her mind at the thought of Roger ever finding out, but that was quickly overridden. This was too wicked not to do. Too defiant. Tonight was a one-off and such a mind boggling opportunity might never present itself again.

She had to be careful not to choke on the monster. She pressed down on his hips, stopping the grunting teenager from fucking upwards. It gave her the control to attack his shaft the way she wanted and for a while she alternated between licking up and down his length, sucking on his crown and taking as much of his shaft into her mouth as she could. His groans were the most gratifying sounds she'd heard in a long time.

He was groaning because of her! She was doing this...

Then he was pushing his butt up from the seat, so that his fully-laden balls drew up against her chin. Oh no, she thought. Please don't cum. Not yet!

Amanda slid her mouth away from him, watching his cock twitch and recover. "Not yet, Rodney," she whispered, unable to believe she was saying this. A few minutes ago she'd wanted out of there. Now, she wanted the young boy to realise she was the best cocksucker in the neighbourhood. "I want this to last," she insisted. "Understand?"

He nodded and slid his hands across to cup one of her naked breasts as she returned to work. She moaned as his thumb flicked her nipple, biting her lip as she allowed him to caress her breasts. It sent such sensations coursing down to her damp sex that if he didn't stop she might have to fuck him after all...

Pushing his hand away, her mouth engulfed his cock again. This was her time and she didn't want any distractions. He could play with her tits later, her mind giggled to itself, as long as he allowed her to bring him off.

She pleasured him gently for a few minutes, savouring the iron hard tower with each lick, lap and suck of her mouth. Then she needed more. Without warning, she sucked hard and fast, her blonde hair bouncing around her bobbing face. Both her hands corkscrewed around his shaft as she sucked, working his saliva into the throbbing flesh. She wanted to take him on the verge again. Was desperate for it.



Rodney's hands made a mess of her hair. In the back of her mind, she wondered if that would be a problem when she returned to the party? What if someone knew? What if Jessica knew?!

But she'd gone too far to stop herself. It was a long time since she'd experienced such feelings and her whole body was overcome with lust. Somehow she'd gone from reluctant participant to willing predator. Maybe she should drink more often?

Saliva dripped from her mouth and she spread it around his hardness with her tongue and her hands. He was panting harder now—she'd better be careful. When he groaned and bucked his hips, it was time to pull away again. Rodney's hands on her hair tried to keep her there but she needed more of his immense tower before she was ready to let him cum.

Just a little more...

Waiting until he calmed, her right hand corkscrewed around his thick girth as her hungry lips descended. Instantly, a warm spurt of musky fluid filled her mouth. It took a few seconds to realise it was precum and she let out a satisfied moan as she savoured its salty flavour.

"You taste good," she murmured, a trail of whitish fluid dangling from her soft lips. Catching it with her tongue, she licked her lips as she swallowed it inside her mouth.

Rodney's fingers tightened in her hair. "Fucking sexy..."

Amanda smiled at his reaction. She felt wanton, wicked. It was nearly time. They might be missed at the party but more than that, her heaving body couldn't wait any longer. The thought of him spurting inside her mouth made her feel dizzy. If she touched herself, she'd cum...

She jammed her head downwards and took the throbbing shaft as far into her throat as she could. His hands gripped her hair more tightly. She began to bob her mouth on him, suppressing her need to gag. She massaged her crown with her throat as she jerked the base with a stiff hand. He groaned. She bobbed faster, feeling his hips rise to meet her.

"Yes... oh fuck... Mandy..."

His back arched deeply, but she stayed with him. She deserved this. He grunted, she moaned. He thrust, she pumped down...

When his hands pulled her tighter against his groin, she knew what to expect. Even so, the orgasm that hit her as the first blast hit her throat shocked her. Her body convulsed as a second burst let loose, and then a third. It was as if her body was sharing the orgasm with him.

"Oh God... oh fuck... oh shit... yesssssss." He rose up off the bucket seat, like a man on an electric chair. Muscles strained in his neck. He grunted through clenched teeth.

The sexy mother kept her mouth on him, as if his cock was a prize she'd never return. Even when he'd finished spending, she refused to let him go, her lips licking around the head like a cat cleaning its paws.

The encounter had exceeded anything she'd enjoyed with Roger—or with any of her previous boyfriends, come to that. Had it really taken her nearly forty years to experience something like this? Whether that was because he was a teenager, or she was married, or simply the illicitness of their liaison, she had no idea.

But one thing was for sure, she could never do anything like this again.

***

"Dan..." Natalie whimpered. She didn't pull her hand away. Instead, she found them slowly stroking his cock through his tuxedo trousers.

Again, there was that cocky grin. "Natalie," he acknowledged with a nod.

"You wanker," she admonished, rolling her eyes. She knew she'd surrendered, that there was no turning back. He knew he had her, too. He just didn't need to be so smug about it.

"That's me," he smiled, sliding up against her once again. "A wanker."

Once again, they were kissing. Only this time, when his hands travelled her lean body, she had little in the way of protection. He groped her tits and squeezed the buttocks she'd worked so hard to firm up.

His kisses travelled down her neck again, going further. He ran his tongue along her collarbone and out the slope of her right breast. "No tan," he noticed approvingly before swallowing one of her dark brown nipples whole.

"I tan... in the nude..." she murmured, leaning into the counter once again for support.

His mouth released her breast with a loud pop. "You're fucking sexy, Nat." He glanced over his shoulder, to the kitchen island behind him. "Tell me you want me."

"I... I... can't..."

"Tell me," he repeated, stroking her wetness through her thong again.

"I... want you..."

"You want me to fuck you. Tell me..."

She shook her head, her hair tickling his skin as she dropped it onto his chest.

His fingers slid under the thong, teasing her clit, toying with her opening. Natalie let out a gasp.

"Tell me," he insisted.

Her head suddenly jerked upwards as she opened her legs wider, wanting those fingers inside her. And it wasn't just the fingers...

"Fuck me, Dan," she succumbed, her deep brown eyes steaming with passion as she jammed down his zip and manoeuvred her hand inside the opening. When she found his hard cock she squeezed him. "Fuck me now..."

He glanced around and then back at the kitchen island behind him. "Have you ever fucked on that?"

The brunette shivered. "Never."

He kissed her again, harder, taking control. "Or should I say, have you ever been fucked on that..."

When he stepped away and unhooked his tuxedo trousers, a flood of emotion swept over her. Suddenly, the reality of what she was doing overwhelmed her. It wasn't going to stop her—how could it when her body was practically burning with desire? The tented cock in his boxers was beckoning her. But there was one thing...

"Dan, you need to promise me something," she mumbled, stopping him before he could push his trousers all the way off. "This is a one off, Okay? And no office gossip."

"I don't know if I can make that kind of promise," he came back playfully, trying to push his trousers down again. "Well, maybe the no gossip part..."

"Dan," she spat, tightly holding his hands. "You and me, we're going to be working together again, and I can't have this fucking that up."

"Natalie, baby, you're hot. I'm hot. Why suddenly all the rules?"

"Just tell me this is a one-off," she insisted. "It's the only way you're going to fuck me." Letting go of his hands, she reached down and stroked along his cotton covered cock before letting go. "Believe me, Dan, it's the only way we're going to do this..."

"Okay, Natalie," he grunted, grabbing her hand and pulling it back to the outline of his erection. "It's a one-off."

"Promise?"

"Yes! Fuck! Come on! Please..."

She rolled her eyes at his agreement, and at the longing in his eyes. And yet she needed this more than he did. Her pussy was still soaking from the way he'd fingered her and she couldn't wait any longer. Without another word, she yanked his trousers down his hips, boxers and all.

His cock sprang free, a thing of beauty. Long yet slender, it fit Dan perfectly. He'd even trimmed the light brown curls at its base, and shaved his balls completely. Her hand cradled the stiff flesh.

Reaching out, he dragged her around and positioned her against the island counter, arms outstretched and legs shoulder width apart like she was about to be frisked. He'd kept her thong intact on purpose, getting off on the idea that neither of them was completely naked. He still wore his tuxedo shirt; she still had on her heels, stockings, and panties.

Stepping up behind her, he pushed the thong to one side and placed his hardness against her soft opening. "This," he intoned with a hiss in her ear, "is what I've been dreaming about."

With a collective grunt, he pushed forward and his cock sank easily into Natalie's tight but very wet velvet channel.

Natalie grunted at the entry. His cock felt sublime. So wrong yet so amazingly erotic. When she pumped her hips back she came instantly, crumpling forward onto the countertop as her vision dimmed as if the lights had been switched off.

But Dan was just starting and it didn't take long for the fair-haired lawyer to hit his stride. When her senses returned, when Natalie realized that it was the cock of a man other than her husband sliding in and out of her cunt, she nearly lost it again.

Pleasure seeped from her. She grinded her hips back with each wet thrust, listening to the sound of their flesh slap against one another, wanting to feel more.

Feel him deeper.

She felt his sweat dampened shirt brush along her backside. Then his hands were on her tits. Mauling the pliant flesh. Twisting her oh-so-sensitive nipples. She bowed her back, wanting to give him more. More. MORE! More tits. More ass. More pussy.

He took it. Devoured it. Devoured her. He humped her harder and faster. His balls swung between her legs, brushing her clit that was just barely exposed by the thong.

"Don't cum yet," she ordered, feeling herself on the edge yet again.

"I'm close." His voice was croaky. Dry.

"Shit," she hissed, knowing she needed to stop this but wanting to get off before he came inside her. Before he filled her. "Ngh! Ngh!" she cried, jamming herself back against his pounding hips.

"Nat... baby..." he groaned.

Godfuckingdamnit! Her mind screamed. Somehow, she pushed him off of her before he came. She spun quickly, dropping to her knees. The first rope of pearly white cum caught her across the bridge of her nose but she greedily took the second and third in her hungry mouth.

Jamming her fingers into her thong, she took herself that last inch as she tasted, swallowed, devoured Dan's seed. She climaxed instantly in another red mist of delirium but kept her lips on him. Even when he was spent, she stroked his juice-bathed length with her mouth, feeling him eventually grow soft.

In the morning, she was going to regret this. She knew that. But right then and there, she was sexually satisfied for the first time in as long as she could remember.

Two Days Later

"So how do I look?" Jessica asked, standing in the kitchen and posing for her mother. Today was her big interview with Natalie Walker and she wanted to look her best. She'd chosen a modest length sundress—bright yellow with large, white flowers printed across it.

"Like someone about to get her first real job," her mother smiled as she finished putting the last of the dishes away. "Although maybe you should try some shorter heels?"

The teenager looked down at her feet, where she'd chosen some white sandals that gave her at least three inches. "But mom, I'm so short without them! And I need to come off as an adult."

Amanda Walker crossed the room and touched her daughter's upper arms affectionately. The sundress left the pale, freckled skin bare, although the halter around her neck was modest enough for Sunday Mass. "Just be yourself, Jess, and you'll do fine."

"But in flats, all they'll see is a kid..."

Amanda laughed. "I don't think I tell you this enough, but I'm proud of you, Jess. I love you, and anyone who can't see that doesn't deserve you working with their kids, anyway."

The young blonde was heartened by the praise. She felt closer to her mother than she had in years—her relationship with both parents hadn't always been the best—and it made it harder for her to think about moving out. "Thanks, mom," she said, pulling her into a bear hug and suppressing the tears forming in her eyes.

"Oh, I forgot to mention," Amanda said when the moment had passed. "I'll be out late tonight..."

Something about the way her mother said it didn't sit right with the teenager. Her sixth sense was going off. "Wait, you're going out again?" This was out of character for her mother, especially as it had been difficult enough convincing her to attend the Cooper's Diamond Wedding party.

"Uh... yes," Amanda hesitantly answered. She knew it was a mistake, and she'd been adamant she wasn't going to see Rodney again. They may have gotten away with their liaison at the party, but anything beyond that could be disastrous. If her husband ever found out, he'd kill her.

Rodney had asked three times and she'd refused every time. It was only when he'd said he had something to tell her that she'd finally yielded—for a quick drink, she'd told him. And somewhere where we won't be seen.

Since agreeing, of course, she'd thought of nothing else. But then she had constantly recalled their encounter throughout the last couple of days. Part of her wanted to see the boy again. Part of her wanted to see his part. The recollection of that cock in her mouth made her weak at the knees.

She looked up to see Jessica leaning back against the counter, hands crossed over her chest. "What?" she asked defensively.

"I don't know," her daughter suspiciously answered, raising her blonde eyebrows. "You tell me."

"Jess," she hesitantly answered, refusing to meet the knowing eyes that were boring into her. "I have no idea what you're talking about."

"Look mom, it's okay with me. You rarely go out when dad's at home and never when he's away. Not since Barry Levinson. So something's unusual, wouldn't you say? But if you prefer to keep it to yourself, that's fine with me."

Amanda turned to busy herself with some fruit on the kitchen counter. But arranging and rearranging bananas, apples and oranges in the large bowl only provided temporary respite. "Look, it's nothing," she hurriedly said, clumsily dropping an apple on the floor and bending down to retrieve it. "I just promised someone I'd meet them for a drink."

Jessica's antennae went up. "Someone?"

"Yes. Just someone I met at the party."

"MOTHER!"

Amanda felt the blush hit her whole body and slowly turned around to finally meet her daughter's gaze. The perceptive young girl was staring at her, hands on her hips, shock written all over her face.

"What?" she nervously asked, attempting to brazen it out.

"It's a man."

Amanda leant against her side of the counter. She wasn't sure her legs would have held her up otherwise.

"Of course not," she mumbled. It was true after all—Rodney was still a boy. "I'm married for God's sake."

Jessica's eyes narrowed as her mind filtered through the possibilities. When it clicked, her eyes widened. "Rodney!"

Amanda's heart sank as her body caught fire. Her head felt hat lick around it. The shame at being caught by her own daughter was so strong she could hear it like the hum of high-powered electrical lines. She'd have to call Rodney and cancel the drink—yet just thinking about that conversation flooded her with regret for what could have been.

"Go on, admit it," Jessica continued with a grin that split her face. "It's Rodney Brownlee, isn't it? Please tell me it's Rodney Brownlee!"

Amanda's legs began to tremble. She pressed them together, attempting to stop them from shaking so much. She felt so dizzy. "Please tell you...??"

"Heck yes, mom," Jessica laughed, hurrying across the space and giving her mother a hug. "I keep telling you to let your hair down. Who better to let it down with than donkey-dick?"

"Donkey-dick?" Confused by the turn of events, Amanda felt herself reeling.

"Heck, yes, that's the rumour. From what I understand, he's built like a porn star. Get him to show you..."

The married woman felt her heart sink at the same time her sex began to tingle. What sort of situation was she getting into here? All of a sudden she wanted to confess everything but... how could she?

"I saw the two of you getting close at the party and didn't think anything about it," Jessica continued, keeping hold of her mother's elbows as her eyes danced with amusement. "How about that—my mother and donkey-dick..."

"That's enough," Amanda rapped, moving away from her daughter but making sure she continued to hold onto the black granite counter for support. "I'm seeing a friend—a female friend—that's all," she unconvincingly lied. "Heaven's Jess, what would your father say?"

The teenager's face instantly hardened. "I know exactly what he'd say. And what he'd do. That's why you should go for it mom. You only live once and you have no fun married to him. It'll serve the bastard right..."

***

Natalie recognized the latest girl to apply for the nanny position, although she looked quite different than she had at the party. Younger. Sweeter. Prettier?

She almost threw her out before the interview even started. This was the girl that had attracted Bobby to her like a bee—her hair may as well have been as sweet as it was honey blonde. The only thing that stopped her was the sheer volume of praise young Jessica Walker garnered. Natalie had done her home work, and the teenager wasn't just beloved by the Cooper children.

"I love your home," Jessica complimented as Natalie led her into the front sitting room. The teenager took it all in with intelligent, brown eyes, clutching her purse before her like a shield. Was she nervous?

"Thank you," Natalie accepted, warming a little.

"Someday I'd like a place like this. Maybe you can give me decorating tips?" The girl's tone wasn't that of someone sucking up. Natalie didn't feel manipulated. The blonde was simply making an observation—stating something genuine.

"Well, do as much as you can before you have kids, that's for sure. I've barely had time to pick up after them, much less choose new curtains to match the upholstery." Natalie laughed, thinking about the last three years of her life, and how consumed she'd been with her kids.

"But then you get to match their outfits with one another!" Jessica smiled, taking a seat at the edge of the sofa. She was relaxing now, finding her comfort zone. "And buy them little trainers with teddy bears on them. And little beds that look like race cars..." Jessica's entire body radiated with excitement—not for herself, but for the children she looked after.

Natalie knew, right then, that this was the girl she was looking for. She'd been hesitant to leave her kids with anyone for longer than a handful of hours. No matter how qualified they were, the young lawyer had been able to dismantle them in the interview. To find the flaw that always proved fatal.

But this girl was different. She had an exuberance that the others did not. To Jessica, this wasn't just a job; this was a life choice. And Natalie knew that whatever she lacked for in experience she'd make up for in every other way.

"So, would you like to meet the children?" Natalie smiled.

***

"Where are we going?" Amanda anxiously asked, shuffling uneasily in the passenger seat. She glanced out of the dirty window; darkness was closing in but it was still possible for them to be seen together.

"The Red Lion in Crinkle Meadows," Rodney answered, shooting her a smile. "That's far enough out of the way, isn't it?"

She nodded, betraying her nervousness with each wring of her hands. She'd known all along that this wasn't a good idea.

"I'm glad you came," he said, pulling the battered car to a stop at a level crossing.

Yanking on the handbrake, he leant over as if to kiss her. Amanda jerked back. "Don't," she snapped. "Or I'm out of here like a shot."

Rodney sent her a concerned half-smile. "I was only putting some music on," he explained, nodding at the in-car stereo beside her.

The blonde woman closed her eyes in frustration. Even the whistle from the passing train made her jump. Damn it! Her conversation with Jess was still on her mind. Did her daughter really know that she was sneaking out with Rodney? Did she really mean what she'd said? That's why you should go for it mom.

The words reverberated around her mind like a car on a circular track. Go for it... go for it... go for it...

"I'm sorry," she eventually said, covering her head with her hands as she blew out a huge sigh of exasperation. But when she felt Rodney's hand touch hers, she pulled away again, pushing back into her seat as if that was some kind of safe haven.

Leaning against the window, she rested both hands on her lap. God, why had she worn such a loose skirt? And that sexy blouse? They were questions she didn't need to answer.



A honk from the car behind told them the road was clear. Amanda jumped again at the sound.

"Hey, you're really uptight," Rodney observed, his voice full of concern. He shifted the car into gear and smoothly pulled away. "Amanda, if you're that uncomfortable being here with me, I'll take you home."

"You will?" she asked, more quickly than she knew she should have. But perhaps that was the best solution in the circumstances...

"Of course I will," he reassured her. "I thought we'd have a nice evening together but—"

"A nice evening together?" the uptight woman shot back. "Rodney, we said a quick drink. I'm only here because you said you had something to tell me. That's the only reason."

"The only reason?" he smirked.

It was like a red rag to a bull. "For God's sake, YES," she all but screamed. "What the hell did you think, Rodney? I said 'no' three times. I'm a married woman, didn't you know?!"

The thought instantly hit his mind. You didn't act like a married woman the other night. Fortunately, even Rodney Brownlee had enough sense not to voice it. But his anticipation of another encounter was rapidly fading.

"I didn't expect you to feel this way," he stumbled. "We had a nice time at the party, Amanda. Talking. And yes, in the car afterwards. It made both of us feel good and I thought you wanted to... see me again."

"You thought I wanted to see you again, Rodney? Then why do you think I said no? Three times, I refused. Didn't that give you some sort of clue? Are you fucking stupid?"

She may as well have slapped him in the face. He probably was that stupid and probably thought she was playing hard to get. Her sigh filled the car. She did want to see him. She wouldn't be here otherwise. But it was wrong—no... that wasn't it. The frustrated woman realised she wasn't so much worried about the morality of what she was doing. It was the fear of being caught, the worry about Jess knowing.

But more than anything, it was the dread of Roger finding out. He'd kill her!

"I'm sorry," she calmly said, instantly regretting her outburst and the effect it had on him. "Look, I'm twice your age, Rodney. I'm married. And my daughter is suspicious about us—"

His head momentarily switched from the road to her concerned face. "Jess is suspicious?

Amanda nodded. "She saw us talking at the party. If Roger ever finds out..."

"She'll tell your husband?"

She sighed again. He really wasn't the sharpest tool...

"No, of course she won't, Rodney. But even so, I don't want Jess to find out about us. And I certainly don't want my husband to know anything."

"I know that," he told her, swinging around the sharp bend and pulling into the pub car park on the opposite side of the road. "But how could he—"

"Find out?" she interrupted. Oh, for the innocence of youth! "Someone will find out, Rodney. It's inevitable. The only way to prevent it is to stay away from each other. Don't you realise that?"

He considerately made a point of parking at the far end of the car park, though it was so small it made no real difference. "Is that what you want?"

Amanda paused. She was so het up that what she needed right now was a stiff drink. Or better still, to yank that donkey-dick from the boy's pants and use it the rest of the evening for her pleasure.

"It's what's best," she settled for saying, carefully watching his doleful eyes. "You haven't told me what it is you wanted to tell me..."

His face twisted. "Nothing really. Just how much I enjoyed... well... you know..." He trailed off. There wasn't much else to say in the circumstances, except, "Should I take you home?"

"Look," Amanda told him, reaching over and tenderly rubbing his hand with hers. "We'll have one drink together here, Rodney, and then you can drive me back. Deal?"

***

Jessica paused for a moment to gather herself before she rang the bell. Her body was trembling. Where's all that self confidence had gone now, girl?

She'd called Alison Brownlee straight-away after the interview. "I think I got a job!" she'd practically cried out, never feeling more like a school girl than she did at that moment. The interview had started tense, although Jessica had no idea why, with the pretty brunette coming off a little cold. Even when the kids were around, Jessica felt like a lab rat under the analytical gaze of an indifferent scientist.

Then, out of the blue, Natalie Walker had offered her the job. "When can you start? I need someone for a few hours each Monday, but I'd like to get into a more regular part-time routine at work." The details would be discussed later, but all of a sudden, the pretty blonde's world had changed.

And who better to thank than the woman who'd referenced her.

"I knew she'd love you! Who wouldn't?" Alison's husky voice had asked rhetorically. "Why don't you come on over? We can celebrate... Sam's been dying to meet you."

"Sure," Jessica had replied when she realized she didn't know what else to say. She wasn't an innocent; she knew what she was getting into. Maybe she'd even be able to watch them have sex? Maybe they'd want to involve her, too?!?

As she rang the bell, her body was already shaking at the thought. She was nervous and excited and ready to run away and break the door down all at once. This wasn't Margo's parents' house she was knocking on. Nor any of the boys she'd gone out with in school. This was the real thing; these were adults; she was no longer a girl playing with dolls.

"Come on in," Alison said, flashing a warm welcoming smile as she opened the door. The Brownlee residence was on the large side, a testament to Sam Brownlee's successful business in bathroom installations, although not quite as well appointed as Natalie's had been. The girl had only a minute to take it in before Alison's hands were cradling her head, directing her attention back to the older woman.

"You are adorable, you know that?" The teenager melted into Alison's outstretched arms, feeling the heat generated by the woman's full breasts through the thin, white dressing gown. She was clearly naked underneath the robe.

"Come on," Alison sexily murmured, taking her hand again. "Someone else is anxious to meet you."

She pulled the teenager up the stairs and Jessica stifled a gasp as she entered the extravagant bedroom. At first she thought there were two naked men, but realised the other was a reflection bouncing down at her from the large mirror covered ceiling.

Mirrors on the ceiling? How cool was that?!

"This is Sam," Alison told her, sexily removing the thin robe. It pooled like liquid at her feet, allowing her teenage lover's eyes to run across her naked body for the first time. "You like?" she husked, spinning in a little pirouette.

And that was it! No subtly. No, would you like...

She was in their bedroom within thirty seconds of entering the house and the two of them were naked! They'd been waiting for her...

Alison's naked, suntanned body looked sensational. In the light of the bedroom, the blonde could see that she wasn't quite as toned as Margo, a little thicker around the hips and waist, but Jessica didn't mind. Her maturity was a turn on. It gave this evening a rite-of-passage feeling.

Alison grinned under Jessica's slow appraisal, holding her pose without a moment's hesitation. For a woman pushing forty, her large breasts sat perky and proud on her narrow torso, too large and perfect to be real. Again, Jessica dismissed it; it fit the older woman as well as the brush of wrinkles around her eyes, and the trimmed thatch of hair between her legs.

Alison nodded at the bed. "Look, didn't I tell you he was pleased to see you?"

"Hi, honey," the shaven headed man murmured as he locked his hands behind his head. He was much hairier than anyone Jessica had been with—and than anyone she usually preferred—a dark layer of hair covering his upper body and legs. Like his wife, the departure from her comfort zones had her body steaming.

The man's pose was for show, of course. Jessica's gasp was only too audible as she surveyed his half erect manhood. If Rodney was as big as his father, she could see where he'd earned his donkey-dick nickname.

"Hello, Sam," she mumbled, pulling her nervous gaze away from the grinning man's cock and up to his face.

Jessica had always known she had an inner slut. It crept out, from time to time, before she could stop it. Once with Margo. Certainly with Alison a couple nights prior. But she'd worked hard to conceal it from the boys she'd been with. She detested being labelled a slut, being thought of as 'wanton.' She thought of the Lassiter brothers and all the idiots like them. She wasn't a slut; she wasn't about to sleep with just anyone.

And yet here she was, licking her lips as she imagined this hairy man's cock stretch her teenage pussy. Somehow this was safe and she knew she was about to let it out—that inner slut—without any fear of the consequences.

"Sit here," Alison softly instructed, sauntering back to Jessica and pulling her to the small patterned chair close to the bed. With a soft kiss on her guest's lips, she gave an exaggerated waggle of her admittedly cute ass as she walked to the bed.

Jessica watched enthralled as Alison smiled back over her shoulder before dipping her head to lick across Sam's cock. She caught the rapidly lengthening erection in her fingers, her sapphire coloured eyes sparkling in the bedroom's soft lights. She stroked the stiff flesh, pausing every few licks to glance over her shoulder at the watching teenager.

It was difficult to tell which of the three of them was turned on the most...

"I told Sam about our encounter at the party," Alison murmured, bending her head again so that she could run her tongue along his length. "He got horribly excited," she continued, sucking on the head of his cock between words. "Fucked me for ages that night, didn't you darling?"

Sam didn't reply. His half closed eyes and soft moans were almost as sexy as the sight of Alison so casually giving head. Watching another woman swallow a man's cock was an even hotter sight than Jessica had imagined. For a moment, her eyes fluttered to the ceiling, enjoying their reflections above her before returning to the two lovers.

Her mind and body felt butterflies dance across them. Jessica's psyche surged with lust. Sam turned his head to her, dreamily smiling. That's when his wife took him deep in her throat. How could the woman fit that much man into her mouth? The watching blonde teenager saw the lust in his narrowed eyes just before they closed. She heard the arousal in his groan, and saw the way his fingers tightened in Alison's hair.

She could feel goose bumps rise all over her body, enhanced by the way the sensual mouth left his shaft with a pop, a drop of saliva hanging from her sweet, glossy lips. It slowly dropped onto his stomach. She smiled lasciviously as her sexy gaze met Jessica's again. All the time her right hand continued to corkscrew around the base of her husband's cock.

"You like this, dear?" she asked.

"I...I..." Jessica couldn't find the words.

"Come here," Alison breathed.

Jessica instantly obeyed, reaching across to accept the outstretched hand that tugged her onto the bed. Alison pulled the young girl into a passionate kiss, savouring the moment before flicking her warm and wet tongue along the inside of the teenager's lips. Jessica had forgotten how well this woman could kiss...

"Watch," Alison whispered, returning to the throbbing cock still held in her other hand. For a few moments, she grasped his shaft in both hands and languidly stroked it until he was fully erect again. Satisfied, she slowly and sensuously lowered her lips back to her husband's girth and engulfed him with her mouth.

Her head lolled to one side, her wavy hair cascading over one tanned shoulder as she kept her gaze on the girl while she went about her business. Jessica whimpered with excitement. Alison gurgled as she deep throated him. Sam's moan came deep as he thrust his hips upwards.

Jessica couldn't help herself. Her hands drifted down, pulling up the floral-patterned sundress. One hand slid down inside her thong and she started to caress herself. I can't believe I'm doing this...

Her orgasm quickly began to mount as she watched the action. Alison would lick around his crown before swallowing him into her sensual mouth. Then he was out again and she repeated the action. Again and again, working a froth of spit down the towering erection. Sam shuddered as her wavy hair tickled along his thighs with each vigorous bob of her head.

Jessica was transfixed, hypnotised by the action beside her. Alison had twisted her body to ensure she had a clear view. Sam was beginning to pump his hips upwards. His face was stiff. He gripped his wife's hair. He was close. He was ready.

And then Alison pulled away.

The older woman laughed, reaching up to flick his nipples as she stared at Jessica. "Want to watch me fuck him?"

Her voice was hoarse from having him down her throat for so long. Speechless, Jessica watched her straddle her husband. Whether it was for his benefit or Jessica's, she slowly teased his throbbing manhood by sliding her wet folds against it. Then she lowered her overheated pussy onto his shaft.

With a cheeky smile, she slowly began to undulate.

Jessica groaned as she watched Sam's veiny manhood engulfed by his wife's pussy. Her own sex quivered. She wanted—needed—to be filled like that, to be stretched by that incredibly thick and long shaft. Her fingers moved faster, sliding in and out of her wet sex like a well-oiled piston.

When she saw the married couple watching her, everything had turned full circle. They were the voyeurs now.

She peeled off her sundress and quickly disposed of her bra and panties. Naked, she masturbated harder, opening her legs wider so she could put on a lewd show. Throwing her head back, her eyes fixed on the ceiling mirror again, watching the married couple slowly fucking and the blonde girl next to them fingering her sex until she was on the point of orgasm.

"Yes," she heard Alison's voice. Turning her head to the sound, she saw the married woman's piercing eyes fixed on her masturbating fingers. "Do it," the woman drawled as she paused in her own movements. "Cum for me."

The young girl did, almost blacking out as the sweeping tide consumed her...

***

Amanda smiled at the young teenager. The earlier anger, guilt and frustration were forgotten, floating away into yesteryear with the help of two gin and tonics. She shouldn't have accepted the third, but what the hell.

Rodney was behaving himself and each sip brought the thought of sucking him again closer. It would be the perfect end to the evening, to their brief relationship. Wasn't it amazing how an argument fed her arousal? It used to be that way with Roger, too—until he'd hit her that first time.

She glanced at her watch. It really was time that they were leaving. But tucked away at the back at the bar, she was feeling relaxed again. They hadn't seen anyone she knew and it was unlikely they'd be noticed in the secluded curved booth. And Rodney's thigh against hers felt nice.

"You okay?" he asked with a frown, as he realised her eyes were on him.

"Fine," she smiled. She loved his habit of pushing away the curly lock that insisted on falling down over his forehead. "I was just thinking that maybe we should go now? We've stayed much longer than we agreed and I'd like to be back before Jess gets home."

He nodded reluctantly. "Okay."

Amanda teasingly ran her fingers along his thigh. That hangdog look of his when he couldn't get his own way was so cute. So was the way his bulge seemed to increase when she touched him. It made her tingle.

"I was thinking," she slowly said, sending him that look over the rim of her glass. "You told me earlier about that place where the teenagers go..."

Rodney's eyes widened. His thoughts were written all over his face—he couldn't believe what he was hearing. Amanda's fingers dug into his thigh through his jeans. Her nipples hardened further. Was his cock hard?

"You mean—" he began.

"I don't mean anything, Rodney," she lied. It seemed the alcohol had stiffened her resolve, just like at the party. If this was to be her last time with the teenager, she wanted full value. "Just that you might like to show me where you guys go to make out. Then you can take me home."

You'd have thought from his smile that he'd just won the lottery. Maybe he had? All the misgivings the married woman had felt earlier seemed to have evaporated. She wanted that monster again. Her fingers traced upwards along his thigh but somehow she couldn't bring herself to touch that thick bulge. Not in public.

But in the dark of the car, in a concealed spot? That was a different thing...

***

"Your turn," Alison whispered to the blonde teenager. "He wants you." Jessica sighed, feeling the older woman lick around her neck as she was guided towards the waiting cock. "Feel him, he's so hard... "

Jessica didn't resist. Why would she—this was what she'd been waiting for. Gratefully, she began by licking around the crown of his cock. God, he really was big. Was Rodney this size, too? And was her mother with him now? The thought was like fuel on a fire.

Her tongue crossed his swollen head. She tasted his precum as it leaked from its little slit. She let out a groan of pleasure.

"I know," the female voice beside her whispered. "Tastes good, doesn't it?"

Alison's hand had found her right breast, caressing and pulling on her nipple. Jessica gave another whimper of excitement.

"Take it, baby," Sam's voice told her, his fingers wrapping themselves in her short blonde hair as if worried that she was unsure what to do. He pulled her head downwards. "Suck on it..."

Jessica's lust-fuelled brown eyes stared up into his as she slowly took the thick girth between her lips. He thought she was inexperienced. She'd show him. Until this point, she'd experienced only teenage boys. Now she had a man.

Her hand gripped the bottom of his shaft as she went to work, corkscrewing up and down the thick tower as she swallowed as much as she could. She still only managed half of the nine, girthy inches. Saliva dripped from her mouth from the effort and she spat it out onto the wonderfully hard cock and dipped her head again.

His urgent grunts as she varied the pace of her sucking encouraged her further. She met Alison's eyes. Up close, she could see every wrinkle on the older woman's face. She could see the age and sexy maturity like it was a crown. And she was sucking this woman's man, swallowing what she had no right to swallow.

"So good, dear," the appreciative older woman murmured as she shifted position.

Jessica moaned in agreement. Alison trailed a hand along the blonde's curvaceous body. It dipped low into the valley of her lower back before rising along the crest of her round ass. The teenager obediently opened her legs as Alison's touch slid along the grove of her buttocks and slowly worked two stiffened fingers into her soaking pussy.

The teenager whimpered, almost choking on Sam's hardness as her brain went into overload. Alison grinned to herself as she curled her digits to find the girl's g-spot. When she caressed that sweetest of all buds, it was if someone had set off a bomb inside her.

As she exploded, the teenager realised she was there to be used. Instead of repelling her, the thought set off another mini tremor.

Her hazy mind realised she was being turned on her back. When Sam's cock edged its way into her dripping sex, her body lurched as another aftershock hit her. He pushed in slowly, letting her get used to his size. Then he was moving. Oh fuck—oh good God!

She dug her toes into the bed, pushing upwards to feel more of that wonderful totem pole. Pushing up to a squatting position, Sam grinned down at her as he settled her legs across his thighs. When he began to pump hard, Jessica screamed. She was being split apart.



Alison's lips on hers stifled the second scream, but by then her sex-laden eyes had closed and darkness was closing in.

***

Amanda broke the kiss, wondering at which point all of her earlier inhibitions had vanished. All she knew right now was that if she didn't see and touch that cock again, she'd go crazy.

"How many of your girlfriends have you brought here?" she breathlessly asked, pulling away and settling back in her seat. The panting woman was so horny she realised she desperately needed to give herself time to think.

Rodney didn't give her that time. His hand snaked behind her neck so that he could pull her into another kiss. She didn't resist.

"A few," he murmured into her mouth. "But none that make me feel like you do, Amanda."

She almost choked with laughter. "Oh yes," she gasped, coming up for air. "And do you use that corny line on all of them?"

For a second he looked surprised. Then his eyes narrowed. "I'll show you," he grunted, yanking her blouse out of her skirt and running his cold hand up her warm stomach. The contrast made her gasp.

It turned to a groan when he wrenched the cups of her bra upwards and covered her left breast. God, she loved it when he did that. Their lips jerked back against one another's as he mauled one tit and then the other. Her nipples were rock hard.

"God I want to fuck you," he grunted, pulling back so that he could stare into her wide eyes.

"No," she instinctively responded, closing her eyes when he suddenly twisted on her nipple. Oh, God...

"I know you want it, too."

She didn't dare open her eyes again. He was right, but she couldn't allow that. She'd give him another blow job, swallow his seed. That's as far as she would go. The recollection would be enough to keep her warm in the evenings ahead.

Then his hand was on her bare thigh. She tried to close them but he was too strong. Or was she not trying hard enough? Was she allowing him to push her legs apart and stroked her through her already damp silk panties?

"Rodney... no..." she grunted, opening her eyes at last as she widened her legs further.

But his hand was already sliding under her panties. He may have been a teenager, but he knew exactly how to press her buttons. Amanda's head fell against his shoulder as his fingers ran through her pubic fur before sliding to her wetness. She whimpered then bit her lip. Yes... yes...

Rodney stared at the sexy older woman and for a moment he saw her sexy daughter. This was Jessica he had with him, opening her body to his probing fingers. Geez—his cock was so hard!

He caressed across his willing captive's clit and then onto her wet folds... teasing, caressing and probing until he found a way inside her. When Amanda grunted and bit down on his ear, he slid a second inside.

She pushed her hips forward. "Ngh... oh, God... oh, Rodney..."

For a moment he thought she was going to resist. Her hand grabbed his wrist. But she made no attempt to stop him. Her breath was hot against his ear. Her tongue flicked out occasionally. He fucked her harder, listening to the slopping sounds as Jessica's mom widened her legs and pressed her body back into the seat.

She was whimpering now, her hand squeezing his wrist tighter. The whimper turned into a moan and the moan turned into a growl. He had three fingers plunging in and out of her now as his thumb slapped her pink clit. Her sexy face contorted as she gave in to her oncoming orgasm.

"Fuck yes... fuck yes... fuck yes...."

Her muscles rippled on his invaders as she thrust her hips as high as they'd go in the confined space. Her moan came deep—harsh and throaty—and then exploded. The velvet vice around his invaders sent a flood of cum across his fingers and onto the seat.

He'd clean that up later—it wouldn't be the first time.

Amanda's body jerked and trembled for longer than he'd known, as if the orgasm wouldn't leave her. Then she began to softly cry...

***

When the darkness cleared and Jessica felt her shuddering body begin to still, she gradually became aware of the movement beside her. Turning her head, she was no more than a foot away from the married couple. Alison's gaze was smiling at her as the woman's mouth sexily slurped up and down her husband's towering shaft. She watched in awe as Mrs. Brownlee took the monster back down her throat.

Jessica felt another shudder pass through her body. As she dropped her head back onto the bed to stare upwards at their reflections in the mirrored ceiling, her fingers found her wetness again. She might be the most experienced of all her friends, but these two were on a different level. And they were taking her there!

All of a sudden, she was a grown up woman with a world of possibilities opening up to her.

Easing up onto her elbows, she watched the couple again. Masturbation wasn't enough for her—that would naturally follow later. But right now her overheated body was crying out for more action.

Twisting across the bed, she pushed Alison to one side and took her place. Suddenly she felt competitive. Manoeuvring her wet tongue along the side of his hard manhood, she wanted to show Sam what she could do.

"That looks so sexy," a female voice whispered in her ear.

Like a dog with a bone, she glanced to the side, her lips remaining on his hardness in case the older woman was trying to take it from her. But the older woman's lips were on Jessica's neck, tracing little patterns while her hands were cupping the teenager's breasts.

Fuck, that felt good. Alison bit her neck as her palm was rotating on her nipple, sending pinpoints of wet desire straight to her sex.

"Ever deep-throated a guy before?" she asked, almost innocently.

Jessica shook her head, reluctantly releasing the throbbing flesh. "You really should try it," Alison whispered, licking her way softly across Jessica's face and down to her mouth.

The teenager's mouth met her female lover's lips, sharing a soft kiss. It grew more passionate as Alison slipped her tongue between the panting girl's full pink lips. Jessica growled into the sensuous mouth that was doing such wonderful things to hers. The kiss was telling her this wasn't a contest. It was a joy to be shared.

Sam's fingers crept around her neck, forcing her head back on him. Alison's went with her, their lips meeting at the curve of his crown and then parting to run down each side of the huge totem pole.

Jessica realised she was no longer competing—they were willing accomplices with the same aim. She was in some kind of sexual dream, one that she hoped she'd never wake from. Their saliva deliciously mingled with the precum they teased from Sam's enormous purple crown. His masculine musk filled the air, increasing the erotically charged atmosphere.

"Watch," Alison whispered. Jessica yielded to Sam's wife, staring as the older woman swallowed until her glossy lips met his dark curls. She pumped him a couple times before releasing it with a pop. "See? Just relax your throat muscles and take it slow."

Jessica licked her lips, swallowed hard, and slid her mouth over Sam's cock. She was always up for a challenge, especially one like this! The teenager slackened her jaw as much as she could as his manhood passed through her lips, hitting her tonsils quicker than she'd anticipated. Undaunted, she eased it into her throat.

She gagged, coughing and spluttering off. Alison was there, stroking her hair and whispering softly, "Take it slowly. Relax. Don't force it."

The blonde nodded again, shutting her eyes and concentrating. This time, when the ridge of Sam's cock head passed into the back of her throat, she was able to suppress the sudden, burning desire to gage. Instead, she used her oesophagus to massage him, to stroke and squeeze him where her tongue could not reach. It was fantastic.

"Fast learner," Alison hissed, watching like a proud teacher as Jessica throated her husband. The blonde picked up speed, experimenting with different angles and techniques.

Sam gasped and writhed beneath her, clearly enjoying the ride. His hands clutched at the damp waves of her golden hair. "Uhh... uhh..." he groaned, pumping his hips up into her face. She quickly adapted, using his own momentum for his own pleasure. She corkscrewed her head with each of his thrusts, humming as he lanced into her throat.

Then Alison was whispering to her again. "Want him to fuck you again? You deserve it. You deserve so much more..."

Jessica sucked off the fleshy tower, and Sam, in his excitement, let her go. "Turn around," the woman told her. "Onto your knees."

Before the teenager quite understood what was happening, hands were helping her into position. Alison's were on her shoulders, turning her around. Sam's were on her hips as he pulled her against him. She slid her head onto the bed. It was damp from their exertions but she didn't care. All that mattered was the cock sliding underneath her.

She twisted her position slightly, rising up on her knees to push her ass high enough for him to find his way home.

Inch by inch he entered her, his veiny cock filling her better than any teenage boy ever had. "Oh, fuuuuck!"

Jessica twisted her head upwards so that she could see their reflections in the mirrored ceilinged. Her neck ached as she turned, but the sight of his cock slicing in and out of her was worth the pain.

Her breath became a series of heavy pants.

There was no finesse this time. He went at the teenager roughly, his hand frantically gripping her short blonde hair and dragging her head up and back. Alison took advantage, kissing her again. But the older woman was moving too, her body sliding next to Jessica's and settling under her head.

It took a moment for the teenager to realise what Alison intended. Then the sight of her female lover's hot pussy underneath her face told her. Without a second's hesitation, she dipped her head and swiped her tongue the whole length of Alison's opening. The older woman groaned in delight.

"Oh yes, you dirty little girl. Just like that..."

Sam fucked her harder, forcing her head into the Alison's sex. His wife was resting on her elbows, raising her hips upwards and the hands in Jessica's hair had changed from male to female as the woman tugged her closer.

Jessica grunted with each hard thrust from behind and licked along the wet chasm under her each time he withdrew. Somehow she was able to go with and use the rhythm, finding a way to poke her tongue inside Alison's sex.

"Oh, yesssss, dirty girl," the older woman hissed, her thighs aching as she pushed herself upwards to a squatting position.

Jessica heard the sound but not the words. The thighs covering her ears squeezed more tightly. She licked faster. Sam thrust harder.

Alison's grip in her hair tightened as she frantically ground upwards. She wanted the girl hyperventilating from all the sex, desperate to join her and her husband in future whenever she passed out the invitation.

Combing her fingers through Jessica's damp, chin-length hair, she bucked her hips faster. The girl was being fucked at both ends. Over the teenage body, Alison's eyes met her husband's. Told you so, her gaze said.

The older woman expected them to gradually use the young blonde and inculcate her in their ways. Instead the willing girl had become a full participant. The thought had Alison at boiling point and so did the jabbing tongue. It was enough. With a scream of delight, she began to squirt.

She expected Jessica to recoil in disgust and gripped her hair more tightly, holding her while her cum washed over the girl's face. Remarkably, the sexy little blonde bitch showed no such revulsion and eagerly began to lap at the wet love juices that covered them both. The sight set her off again...

Sweaty and exhausted, she released her blonde prisoner and flopped back against the headboard. Wrapped in a hazy feeling of blissful weariness, she heard Sam begin to grunt. That meant only one thing.

With an almost bestial roar, her narrowed eyes watched him pull out and twist Jessica onto her back. His seed burst across the teenager's face within seconds, a creamy tribute to the sex-crazed young girl.

The first burst splashed into her blonde hair, but the second and third were more accurate, hitting her cheek and mouth. Jessica squinted her eyes open as she reached for his shaft, directing the final rope of liquid heat between her young pink lips. She sucked it inside, jerking his still hard manhood so as to release the residue. She wanted that, too.

Alison watched it all, her sex quivering at the sight. Twisting her body, she pulled Jessica into a cum soaked kiss. "Fucking hell," her husky voice croaked. "You really are one dirty, sexy, little bitch."

Jess grinned into the woman's eyes. She'd read about these sorts of experiences. Even talked about them with Margo. But she'd never expected to take part in one.

Her inner-slut had been awakened.

***

"I'm so sorry," Rodney whispered, his alarmed eyes staring into Amanda's as he reached out to wipe away her tears.

"You're sorry?"

He nodded forlornly. "Yes. I didn't mean to upset you... I... I... just thought..."

The smile that broke out onto her tear stained face told him he had nothing to worry about. "Don't be sorry," she quietly murmured, taking his hand and pulling it to her cheek. "I'm not crying because I'm unhappy..."

"Then—"

Her finger across his sweet boy-lips stopped him. "Rodney," she softly explained. "No one has ever made me cum like that. Ever..."

His eyes lit up. "Really?"

Amanda's smile widened. Give a man a compliment about his sexual prowess and he suddenly felt like a God. But his reaction was sweet, too. She pushed back a lock of his curly hair. "Really! But you have to understand we can't do this again."

His smile turned into a grimace. "But..."

"Everything I said earlier still applies, Rodney. Nothing's changed. If we don't stop then it's inevitable someone will find out about us. That will ruin my life and I can't have that."

"Then why—"

"Did I suggest we come here?" she asked, completing his sentence. "Because I wanted you to make me feel like a teenager again one final time, Rodney. And you have. That's why I was crying."

He nodded, though the confused look on his face suggested he still hadn't quite grasped the reality of the situation. That was unfortunate, but there was nothing Amanda could do about that. This had to end.

Only... not quite yet.

"I want to thank you," she softly said, reaching for his zip and dragging it down. "And this is the only way I know how," she added, pulling open the button at his waistband and tugging at his jeans.

Rodney pushed his butt upwards as he realised her intentions, his hands bumping into hers as they pushed his jeans down his thighs. His cock was already pushing through the gap in his black boxers and it took Amanda a brief second to free it completely.

Her chest rose and fell as she stared at him. Even in the semi darkness she could see it rising from the thick expanse of black, curly hair like a mini tower. Her tongue flicked across her red lips. She'd never see anything as big or as beautiful ever again.

His hands went to her shoulders as if to force her head downwards. She slapped them away—this was her show. Keeping her beguiling gaze firmly on the teenager, she teasingly lowered her head and took his erection between her soft lips. Her brown eyes bore into his as she softly licked around the crown. They narrowed in lust as she began to mouth-fuck him.

His shaft pushed against her throat as she slid her red lips as far down his cock as she could. It wasn't easy, but she really wanted to savour this moment; she wanted to remember the way he felt in her mouth. Each bob of her head took him a little deeper. His hand swept her hair across one shoulder so that his view was uninterrupted.

The way their eyes watched one another added another dimension to the wanton act. It wasn't just her mouth that was fucking him.

Their minds were fucking, too.

"Please..." he suddenly said, his hand caressing her soft locks.

"You want to cum?"

He shook his head. "Not in your mouth."

The second he said it, she realised his meaning. No, she couldn't. It wasn't possible. Well, of course it was possible, it was just stupid. Dangerously stupid. Say no, she told herself. Finish him off like this. That was enough...

"Please..." he said again.

Amanda raised her head from him and stared deeply into his pleading eyes. When would she ever get this opportunity again? Her hand softly ran up and down his shaft while she thought. He was so big, so hard, so ready. If this was going to be their last time, why not go all the way?

Roger would never find out...

"Move the seat back," she whispered.

It took a few seconds for her request to register, as if he couldn't believe what she was about to allow. Then his hand found the lever at the foot of his seat and it shot backwards more quickly than he'd anticipated.

"Fuck," he cursed, glancing to see if she was laughing at his clumsiness.

She wasn't. Her eyes were gleaming, but not in amusement. "Yes, Rodney, that's right," she whispered, thrilled with her own brazenness. Was this really her? "We're going to fuck..."

From the look in his eyes her words had inflamed him, but that was nothing compared to the way she was feeling. Something had been released inside her. Tomorrow was another day—a day when she'd return to being Amanda Stewart, Roger's obedient little wife.

Right now, she was a slut. A wanton slut.

"Do you want to fuck me, Rodney?" she asked, wondering where the words came from. She twisted in the confined space, turning so that she could throw a leg across him and reverse down on his lap. Her hands rested on the dashboard in front of her. "Tell me, Rodney," she huskily croaked, rubbing her panty covered sex along the length of his length. "Tell me you want to..."

"I want to fuck you, Amanda," he obediently gasped, his hands instantly underneath her blouse to caress her naked breasts.

"Good boy," she told him, reaching one arm up and behind her to drag his face to hers. As they kissed, her free hand dragged the side of her panties away from her body and she positioned herself against his throbbing erection. God, would he even fit inside her?

"Let me fuck you, Rodney," she murmured, feeling the need to talk in this way. She never did with Roger—maybe it was a way of liberating herself? She eased down and took the head inside. Sweat broke out on her forehead. Was she really doing this?

"Let me fuck you Rodney," she repeated, pushing down harder. It took four passes before he was deep enough. She'd never felt so full.

"No, don't," she chastised as he grabbed her hips and began to pump upwards. "Please, not yet. Let me move, baby. Just enjoy."

For a while, she indulged herself, moving in slow, circular motions, fucking him gently. Rodney slid his hands onto her sides and she grasped them, dragging them back up to her swaying breasts. Pressing down on him, she let out a huge release of air. It was like being impaled on an iron bar.

Her head slumped back against him as the boy rotated her nipples between thumb and forefinger. His touch was perfect.

Amanda thrust down harder, taking even more of his erection inside. Her circular motions changed to gentle up and down thrusts. The wantonness, the cheating, the situation, the thickness inside her was exquisite.

"Now," the overheated woman panted, changing the pace. She couldn't wait any longer. The need to be taken like the wicked slut she was overwhelmed her. "Fuck me, Rodney," she hoarsely croaked. "Now, Rodney... hurry... now. Fuck me. Please..."

The teenager's hands left her tits and settled on her curvy hips. He hadn't really believed this woman would let him and now that she was he had to take full advantage. She was begging for it and if he fucked her real good, she might let him again...



He thrust upwards at the same time as slamming her down against his legs. He could feel his monster burrow deeper and deeper into her delicious sex, penetrating as far as she could take him.

"Yes," she was moaning, over and over again. Her voice vibrated around the car. "Yes, yes, yes..."

It drove him on. She'd passed control to him, not even trying to fuck him back. Jessica's mom had abandoned herself to him, just like her daughter would one day. He moved faster, thrusting upwards into her then slamming her wonderful body back down before she could recover.

"Yes, Rodney," her vibrating voice gasped, over and over again. "Yes, Rodney. Yes, Rodney..."

The teenager lost himself. An hour ago she was asking him to take her home. Now she was demanding he fuck her. His cock was aching with the power it radiated. He was a beast, the conqueror of all women he met...

One hand went to her large tits. They were bouncing in time with his thrusts. He wanted to see them but couldn't. She'd arched her back, pushing her shoulders against his. One arm had slid back behind her again, hooking around his neck. Her hair bounced against his face. She'd stopped talking dirty to him and instead was giving out long low growls.

"Like that?" he gasped, out of breath. The sweat poured down his forehead. "Like that?" he repeated.

Her only reply was a switch from growls to high pitched grunts. That's how she sounded when he'd made her cum. The hot woman was about to cum again! And so was he...

His hands slid up to cup her tits as he detonated inside her, crying out with relief as he fired his tribute.

Amanda arched back further, shoving her breasts into his hand as he filled her with his hot cream. Her sex twitched as he ejaculated inside her, the slick muscles tightening each time she sucked another rope of pearly seed.

Then she was cumming too. She couldn't stop herself, her entire body was wired to the mains and she was disgorging her own juices to join his. The two of them couldn't stop, his hands working her breasts as they continued to jerk against each other for a good thirty seconds.

Neither moved for a few minutes, just resting against each other's exhausted body. Amanda could smell the delicious aroma of their perspiration. It would be such a shame never to experience this again.

But she knew she couldn't—just couldn't. Could she?

***

"For the last time, Dan, I can't." Frustrated, Natalie switched off her mobile. This thing needed to be nipped in the bud, and quickly. He'd called under the pretence that he was making sure that she was okay, but Natalie wasn't an idiot. He was looking for a repeat of that night...

That wasn't something she was going to grant him.

Even after the messiness surrounding her being married and having three young children to take care of, it just wouldn't work. She'd be returning to work—sooner now than she'd thought, thanks to finding Jessica Stewart. She'd start gradually: three days a week and then build up from there once she and Jess were both satisfied that all the pieces fit.

But she'd be in constant contact with Dan. If their working relationship would ever work, it'd have to remain just that: a working relationship.

Also, he's a total arsehole, she reminded herself.

Thinking of Bobby and his ill-treatment of her, she wondered why she seemed to find herself attracted to that type? She really should have sown her wild oats when she was younger, like so many of her friends had. Get the bad-boy attraction out early.

Sighing, it was too late for that now. And that really wasn't her, anyway. She was Natalie Walker, attorney of law and loving mother. She was the consummate professional.

Enough was enough...

***

Jessica stopped in her tracks. The bus waiting at the terminal was due to depart any minute, but that wasn't the vehicle that took her eye. It was the battered car parked close to it that got her attention. Rodney's car. He'd be in the local pub next to the Bus Station, popular with all the teenagers around there.

There'd be another bus in an hour, but as she headed towards the pub entrance it occurred to her that she might not need it. Her body was still buzzing from her session with Alison and Sam and the thought of maybe ending the evening with their son made its way to her still damp sex.

He was in the corner of the bar when she entered, sipping at what looked suspiciously like a beer.

"You're driving," she called over, waiting until she had his eye before sauntering across to him, swinging her hips like the new woman that she was.

"It's non alcoholic," he muttered, spilling some as he hurriedly banged the glass back down on the bar. He looked like a child with his hand caught in the cookie jar.

Jessica smiled as she took the barstool next to him. "How are you doing?" she asked, plonking her elbow on the bar and resting her head on her hand. Her face tilted towards him at an angle as she shot him one of her sexiest smiles. "We've never had the chance to chat before..."

"Er... no..." he said and then tailed off as his eyes swept across her. Jessica smiled at him again. He was clearly embarrassed and that was unusual. She'd seen him in action with some of her friends. While still having to perfect his chat up lines, he was never bashful.

"Nervous?" she asked, taking the initiative.

"No. Why would I be?"

Jessica ran a finger along his bare forearm. "Because I've seen the way you've looked at me before, Rodney."

His blush was so cute. For a few seconds his mouth opened and closed but it appeared he couldn't find a suitable answer.

"Want to know how I knew you were here?" she casually asked, picking up his glass and taking a sip.

"How?"

Jessica set the glass back down on the counter and sexily stirred the beer with her finger. "Well," she husked, raising the finger to her mouth and sucking on it. "I've just seen my mother. She told me."

"You're mother?" It was impossible. He'd only just dropped her home ten minutes ago and then headed straight for the pub to get his thoughts in order. It was too early to go home. His parents had told him not to return before midnight. He knew only too well what that meant...

"My mother," Jessica repeated, watching his face.

He didn't just fall into the trap, he dived in headlong. This was the Rodney she'd heard all about. Not the sharpest tool in the box. "Impossible. I didn't tell her when—"

"So," she triumphantly interrupted. "You have been with my mom. Did you fuck her?"

His face gave her the answer. Well, well, well—the little bastard had! That was why her mother had been so secretive. Fuck, she would never have believed her mom had it in her. Was this her first time with Rodney? Somehow she had to find out more.

"Spill the beans," she told him, keeping her excited voice as neutral as she could. Picking up his glass and taking another drink helped promote her air of indifference, although this time she drained half the contents.

"You can't say anything," he mumbled, his eyes darting from side to side as if he was trying to find a way out of the conversation.

"Can't I?" she responded, wiping away some beer from her chin with the back of her hand. "Rodney, I think that you and I have some talking to do..."

The alarmed look in his eyes told her to tread carefully otherwise she could frighten him off. "About what?"

"About information."

"What sort of information?"

"Well," she said, thoughtfully pursing her lips. "I want to hear about what you've been up to tonight. And I guarantee you'll be equally interested in what I've been doing."

Rodney's forehead creased in puzzlement. "I will?"

Jessica nodded, running her hands down the front of her blouse. His eyes followed the movement, homing in on her clearly braless breasts. If her nipples were any harder, she'd be able to use them as a hat peg.

"Want to know how my dress got so crumpled tonight?" she teasingly asked. "Why don't you finish that drink and take me to wherever you've been with my mom? We might as well enjoy ourselves while we swop stories..."
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The Strip Ch. 01

This is a rewrite of 'Vegas', combining both Books. While maintaining the theme, it offers a completely different and fresh take for the main characters.

Grateful thanks go to the best editor in the world – thesoundandfury - not only for his editing, but also for the constant encouragement, suggestions, and for helping me to become a better writer.

Chapter 1: Beginnings

Daniel Stone wearily pulled into the loading dock and parked the truck by the heavy iron doors across to the right. The small, ugly concrete loading area could only cater for four trucks at any given time, but tonight it was empty. No problem in negotiating into the small parking spot.

He sighed. How much sleep had his Internet poker addiction cost him in recent weeks? Last night had been no different. And Grace's performance tonight would result in another late night. His girlfriend had a marvellous voice, though so far she'd not yet broken through into the big time. She would. That indefinable star quality meant it was only a matter of time.

Okay, country acid house was an unusual sound. Definitely not mainstream. But Alabama 3 hadn't done badly, had they?

And the sexy Lisa Welles had taken the genre to a new level. The hottest ticket since Britney Spears in her prime—and that was nothing compared to the following she had in Europe—Grace had modelled her style on the blonde superstar.

Yet Daniel knew their voices were very different. He was convinced his girlfriend's was every bit as commercial – if she could just get that first break, success was just around the corner.

The youngster's stretch as he alighted from the truck was laboured. God, his body ached. It took only a moment to open the vehicle's back door. The night workers would shortly be loading it up again for the next batch of deliveries, but that would be somebody else's problem.

Jogging across the hard concrete into the tiny depot's office, he poured himself a plastic cup of water from the machine on the wall. It would fall off soon if it wasn't repaired. It was unusual for the tatty front office to be empty. Slim would be somewhere around, he always was.

The thin owner had a fearsome reputation. Although Daniel and Slim got on well enough, the younger man was always on his guard. His employer's hard, dark eyes gave a hint of the continually scheming brain. Keep on his right side, Daniel constantly told himself.

From the stories he occasional overheard, the dark haired youngster was aware that a few of his fellow delivery drivers did after hours side jobs for Slim. God knows what they got involved in. If there was something dirty going on in this part of London, his boss had something to do with it.

Daniel was only too aware he'd be drawn into that line of work if he weren't careful. Slim had often commented on his tall, solid frame and suggested he could 'help him out'. The money would come in useful, certainly. But the crinkly haired young man was careful to distance himself from such activities. Like Grace, he had his own dream.

Stick to what he knew while he waited for a break of his own. One day, he'd become a professional poker player. He just needed a bankroll to give himself the opportunity to prove himself.

That's why he'd taken this job. A driver for one of the local delivery companies wasn't quite his ideal position. He often laughingly compared himself to Matt Damon in the movie, Rounders. In the movie, Damon took the job to earn back the money his character had lost playing poker. With Daniel, it was to make money so that he could join the circuit.

If it weren't for his girlfriend, he'd already have started down that route. Taken what he had and used it to bankroll himself. He knew he could make a good living. Grace didn't feel the same way. If they wanted to continue to afford to live in the cheap, rented, London apartment, they needed a steady income. He'd have to get a real job, she'd insisted.

One day he'd prove her wrong. Until then, he'd pleased her by taking a job for the Parcel Express business. When his Internet bankroll was large enough, the sky would be the limit.

He glanced around. Where the hell was Slim? He needed to sign out and make his way to meet Grace. That's when he heard the noise in the small back office. He ambled across, glancing through the small window in the middle of the badly veneered brown door.

There was just enough light in the back room to make out the moving shapes. Slim sat on the wicker chair, his head nodding slightly. He was facing away from the door. So was the naked girl writhing on his lap.

***

"Yeah, baby," the dyed blonde gasped, gyrating on his lap. She loved the reverse cowgirl position, delighting in the way her snug little pussy swallowed him whole. For a second, she closed her eyes, lying back against his chest as he fondled her huge tits.

She enjoyed her evening sessions with the businessman. He paid her well to do something she loved. Fucking. Doing it in the dark of the back office added a bit of romance. She didn't get much romance. Her groan as his hands tweaked her nipples turned into a throaty growl.

Her eyes opened again, staring into the stained mirror on the cheap brown desk in front of her. A small, bronze filing cabinet sat to their right, the three items of furniture being all the small room could accommodate.

Geez! She loved watching herself being fucked. She also loved an audience. And the young man's face peering in through the small window in the door was a helluva turn on.

"Oh, yeah," she gasped, more to the face than the man beneath her. A chance to put on a show.

She began to gyrate, moving like a lap dancer, her eyes glued on the eyes that peered through the small window. Her hips rotated in tight little circles in Slim's lap. Her hands covered his, encouraging him to mash her tits harder. When Slim began to groan, she leant forward, easing her ass upwards before slamming it back down on him again.

"Fuck, honey," the panting man gasped.

She repeated the manoeuvre. Again. Then once more.

Slim's hands redirected to her slim hips to steady himself. Taking advantage, she clutched her magnificent swells, pulling on her long nipples and showing them to the refection in the mirror. Even in the semi dark of the room, she was pretty sure the peeping tom could see.

Arching her back, she changed from her slamming, downward thrusts to circular rotations again. "Like that, baby?" she asked.

"Yeah," panted Slim.

But it wasn't the thin business owner she was speaking to. It was the face at the door.

Her hands left her tits to run through her dirty, blonde hair. So what if the roots were showing? Men found that sexy. She pulled it high on top of her head as she jammed back down on him, making sure Slim's long dick burrowed as deep into her sex as he could possibly go.

She flexed her legs, digging her feet into the linoleum as she began to bounce. Just like Tigger, her favourite cartoon character. A childish smile covered her young lips. She often thought of Tigger when fucking. Boing! Boing!

Over and over, she pounded down on the badly puffing man. Her full tits danced erotically with each thrust. If the guy watching wasn't stroking himself by now, he wasn't human.

She arched her back again, pushing her shoulders back against Slim's. Her blonde hair bounced across his sweaty chest. His breathing was laboured now.

Maybe his heart would give out? God, that would be a real turn-on. Fucking someone to death.

"Gonna cum, baby?" her vibrating voice gasped. She repeated the words. Over and over. "Gonna cum? Gonna cum? Cum for Donna—"

She glanced in the mirror again. Damn, the face at the door had gone. Probably cleaning his cum soaked pants.

Slim's voice brought her back to the task. "Gnh… I'm there—"

With an athletic grace that defied her chubby body, she swung around and dropped to her knees. Just in time to catch the first blast of cum as he detonated inside her eager mouth.

Her sex twitched with each burst, the slick muscles tightening each time she sucked in another rope of pearly seed. She knew what to expect. He couldn't stop. Not in her sexy mouth. He never could.

His hips jerked with each successive explosion. Her hand slipped onto her clit. Rubbing herself furiously, she came almost immediately.

***

Lauren Buchanan wasn't proud of herself. But she'd do what she had to do. She had an okay voice, but nothing compared to the extraordinary tone of her older sister. Forming a duo had been Grace's idea, but it had never really worked. Daniel had been right. Lauren's voice was insufficiently different for them to become successful.

Grace had turned solo and Lauren's departure from singing was the best thing she could have done. At first, she'd pooh-poohed Daniel's suggestion that she should consider modelling. Yes, she had a great body. But thousands of women her age had. Then, she'd put her toe in the water.

The characteristic that stood her out from all other aspiring hopefuls, she knew, was the same fierce determination to succeed as her older sister. She and Grace were so alike. Once she'd decided on her new career, she was totally committed. And now, remarkably, her personality, body and single-minded obsession were paying off.

It had been difficult to begin with. Of course it had. Finding a reputable agency hadn't been easy. Eventually, a small London organisation had taken her on. The Greek owner had said he was taking a chance with her. Demetrius had been as good as his word.

Of course, it wasn't just her figure that had swayed him. Lauren knew that. Her ability to flirt was a major factor, too. She was almost embarrassed at the way she'd come on to him. But all was fair when trying to make it in the modelling world.

He'd tried it on with her. Of course he had. Most men did. So far, she'd been able to keep the Greek at bay but right now, her resolve was weakening. Especially with the offer he'd just put in front of her.

"It's guaranteed, beautiful Lauren," Demetrius told her.

"Guaranteed?"

He strutted across the wide expanse of his pretentious office. Lauren had never seen a desk that large, and the green, curved leather chair was a perfect match. The long couch she was sitting on would accommodate four people, and the drinks cabinet to the side was always well stocked, and frequently used. Tonight was the first time he'd offered her a drink.

She had to admit, he was an impressive sight in his dark blue tailored suit and crisp white shirt. Some six feet five, hairy and barrel-chested, he towered over her as she looked up at him from her position in the corner of the green leather couch. Demetrius liked his furniture to match.

"Absolutely. I have Vegas connections. An agency over there wants a fresh face. A British look. They love the portfolio I sent over to them. Now all that remains is for them to test you. In Vegas. All expenses paid. You can't lose, beautiful Lauren."

She laughed nervously, shifting her bottom uneasily on the seat. Was he actually serious? Vegas? So soon after joining the Agency? Was this a wind up? "Yeah, right," her dry voice eventually said.

His eyebrows went up in that theatrical way of his. "Didn't I tell you I'd look after you?"

Her head slipped to one side. Her eyes narrowed. She smoothed the short skirt down from where it had ridden up her thighs. Demetrius' eyes homed in on her legs. He didn't miss a thing. "Ye-es," she slowly agreed, sipping the gin and tonic he'd supplied her with earlier. She hated the drink, but hadn't wanted to offend him.

"And I've delivered, haven't I?" he smiled. It was that superior smile she hated so much. "Two photo shoots so far."

The huge, bald man removed his jacket and hung it over the chair next to the couch, brushing a couple of imaginary hairs from the lapel. When he suddenly swung back to look at her, he caught her eyes on his body.

Damn! If Tommy showed more interest in her, she wouldn't be feeling this horny. How long was it since she and her boyfriend had fucked each other's brains out? Too long. Sex had become routine. Boring. Their whole relationship was boring.

For a moment she wondered what Demetrius would look like naked? He didn't get that body without working out. Her heart began to beat a little faster. "You're being serious?" she asked.

The huge Greek nodded. His hands went to his hips. "That's what I told you, beautiful Lauren."

Her excited brown eyes ran down a body she knew was posing for her. She'd always loved his imposing physical presence. "Okay."

The huge Greek laughed. "Okay? Is that all you have to say, Lauren? I'm offering you a chance of the big time, and all you say is okay?"

The blonde felt herself flush. Yes, that was ungracious. If the Agency owner was being truthful, this was the opportunity of a lifetime. "I'm sorry. I really am. I wasn't thinking, Demetrius. It's… just—"

"Too good to be true?"

Her head jerked up. Studying his face, she saw nothing that indicated he was playing games with her. She should have known. The Greek may be many things, but he'd always been straight with her. "Yes—"

"Beautiful Lauren," he began, walking towards her, his gaze never leaving her deep brown eyes. "The road to success is paved with pitfalls. But what I am offering you is the opportunity that my other models would scratch your eyes out to get. The choice is yours—"

The beating in her heart made her think it would burst from her chest. "Demetrius, I'm sorry," she apologised again. "You know this is what I want. What I've always wanted."

His smile turned into a knowing look. "There's just one thing, beautiful Lauren. You know what it is."

The blush in her face turned to bright red. Surely he couldn't mean—

"You've been flirting with me ever since you came to the club. Teasing me." He sat back against the small wooden table, folding his hands over his chest. "All to get your own way. And I've given you everything you've asked, Lauren. Every time you fluttered those pretty eyelashes. Didn't you think the day of reckoning would come?"

He loved these situations. Exerting control. It wasn't the first time he'd set such a trap. He'd lusted after that spectacular young body ever since he'd first seen her. If she allowed him to fuck her, she'd be the perfect material for the American Agency to mould. The blonde would look superb on video, that was for sure.

Lauren opened her mouth to speak. Words wouldn't come out. What could she say? She had been a cocktease. Deliberately so. It had always worked with other men. That's how she usually got what she wanted. Now it had got her Vegas. But there was a price to pay.

Her eyes went back to the Greek. He was nodding, strutting towards her. As he walked, his chunky fingers went to his crisp white shirt. Pulling the ends from his trousers, he began to unbutton it.

"No!" Her response was instantaneous. Her tone was firm. Still, her eyes feasted on the muscular chest as he ignored the protest and uncovered himself. Her tongue involuntarily flicked across her full lips. Her hands crossed nervously. He had some body.

His knowing eyes held hers as he pulled the shirt from his shoulders, flexing his muscles. "Think of it this way, beautiful Lauren," he smiled, his hands moving to his D&G belt. "I've delivered on every promise I've made." He pulled the unfastened belt through the loop in his trousers, theatrically dropping it to the floor. "And you? You've flirted with me. Your eyes have promised everything. Delivered nothing."

"I haven't—" His eyes stopped her protest. Bright blue, they were almost beautiful.

"Oh yes, you have," he contradicted, unzipping the trousers and stepping out of them. For a moment his eyes left hers as he folded them carefully across the chair. Standing there in just white boxers, hair covering his muscular chest and his big, broad arms - he looked magnificent.

Five seconds later, the boxers were on the floor too. Even half erect, his penis was very impressive. Much longer and chunkier than Tommy's. It began to lengthen steadily as he dropped his hands back to his hips. She let out a soft gasp of appreciation.

With a start, she realised he was speaking again. Her brown eyes pulled away from the monster.

"So now, beautiful Lauren," he said, his rapidly hardening penis bouncing obscenely as he stepped closer. "You have two choices. Deliver what your eyes have promised. Just once. And I'll open the doors to Vegas."

With another step, he was there. In front of her. His penis was gloriously erect.

Her mouth watered. Yet her throat was dry. Was there a way of closing the Vegas deal without giving him a blowjob?

This was her own fault. She knew that. She had flirted. She had teased. Now it was payback time. There was no way she was going to turn down the opportunity he'd given her. But in her heart, had to admit it wasn't solely Vegas that were driving her actions.

It was the cock throbbing no more than a foot away. It stood full and proud now, the swollen, purple, head glistening with anticipation. Her eyes dropped to the hairy hand that was now stroking the veiny shaft. She knew she wanted it. She was wet for it.

One hand thumped her glass on the side table, and then circled around his powerful ass. The other wrapped itself around his girth. With a thick growl of arousal, her wet mouth descended. His stroking hand left his manhood and his chubby fingers wrapped themselves in her golden locks.

She choked a little as he shoved himself deep into her throat. He allowed her to pleasure him for some time before he pulled her head away.

"Lie back," he told her, dragging her head up so that their gazes met.

Her eyes narrowed. Wait a minute! A blowjob was one thing—

***

Daniel was feeling the cold. The night air ruffled his dark hair. But standing outside was the best option considering what was going on in Slim's small office. When his boss appeared at the depot door, then ambled over to him, he realised he'd seen that cheesy expression before. Now he understood why.

The depot owner's trademark loud blue suit and yellow shirt still looked newly pressed, despite the lateness of the hour and the pummelling he'd just taken. Daniel didn't know what had kept him glued to the door for such a long time. But when his hand had begun to stroke his erect cock, he'd known it was time to pull himself away.

Slim greeted him with his familiar lop-sided grin. His trademark gold bracelet fell coldly against Daniel's wrist as they shook hands. "You make all your deliveries today?" he asked, raising an inquisitive eyebrow.

Daniel nodded warily. Always the same question. Slim was a hard taskmaster and he'd never return to base without having completed his duties. He wanted to stay on the right side of his employer. He needed this job, for the time being at least.

"You know me Slim. If I hadn't, I wouldn't be back here."

He glanced at his boss to make sure he hadn't relapsed into one of his notorious bad moods. But Slim was affable enough. So he should, that blonde was pretty hot.

The thin man removed a packet from his pocket and pulled out a cigarette. The gaudy lighter he used to light it was typically Slim. "Ah, yes. We need more workers like you Daniel." Slim eyed the younger man as he blew the thin stream of smoke directly upwards. "You know, if you ever want to increase your take, all you have to do is ask."

His black eyes widened as he extended the invitation. He didn't offer that sort of opportunity to just anyone, only when an employee had gained his full confidence. Daniel realised he had to be careful. Not just with his words, but also with his tone.



"Sorry Slim. I appreciate the invitation - as I always have. But I don't have time to become involved. I'm a delivery man, plain and simple."

The owner laughed. "And you're a very good one at that. You are a fine young man, Daniel. But one of these days, I'll convince you!" He leant over, conspiratorially adding, "And I promise, you'll make much more than you will ever do through your poker games."

Daniel nervously grinned back. He was uneasy but needed to stand his ground. "Thanks, Slim, but—"

His employer's hard, calloused hand took his arm, stopping him before he could speak further. He wasn't going to take no for an answer without pressing the point. "Tonight. I've a job that would be perfect for your skills. Something a man of your build could handle with no problem."

Despite the garlic-flavoured breath in his nostrils, Daniel kept a straight face. "Thanks, Slim, but I have to go watch my girl tonight."

He crumpled the plastic cup he'd been holding; aiming for and hitting the dirty grey waste bin some ten feet away.

Slim's eyes followed the cup into the bin. "Good shot," he whispered. "The girlfriend! How's her singing going? Has she made the big time yet?"

"Not yet, Slim. But soon—"

His employer was no longer listening. "Donna," he shouted, looking over Daniel's shoulder. "Come here."

The young blonde swayed her hips with an obvious exaggeration as she exited through the tiny depot door and walked across to the two men. Her eyes were full of knowing. Daniel felt himself blushing. Her bouncing, naked body was burned in his mind.

"You stay and help with this job tonight," Slim hissed, "and Donna will take care of you afterwards. How's that for a good deal?"

"Mmm," the young woman smiled, her gaze looking directly at Daniel. Her eyes crinkled around the corners. "Or maybe you'd just like to watch me and Slim?"

Slim laughed. "Yeah. Watch. That's a good one."

The blonde raised her eyebrows. Her mischievous eyes never left Daniel's face as it coloured further. They were telling him one thing.

He cursed himself, how the hell had she seen him?

***

Lauren breathed softly as she felt the Greek's big hand ease between her legs. His fingers glided deliciously over the warm, sensitive flanks of her inner thighs. She flopped down on the couch beside her, feeling his surprisingly soft lips on her neck. Involuntarily, she eased her curvy hips forwards, her breathing beginning to quicken.

Whatever Demetrius had in mind, her arousal was so high she'd find it difficult to stop him.

The naked club owner allowed his knuckles to brush against the hot, damp crotch of her damp thong. She couldn't help herself. Despite the discomfort of her position, her long legs opened wider in encouragement.

With a feather-light touch for such a giant, he rubbed his fingers over the black lace protecting her sex. Over and over, tracing the contours of her oiled vulva until she began to pant softly with arousal.

This bastard was experienced in the art of seduction. That much was clear. She knew he'd have her begging for it before too long.

Her nipples jutted like pegs through the thin, green top. Sharp shivers of pleasure ran through her as his gentle fingertips found her clit and stroked the swollen bud through her wet thong.

Her eyes opened. Demetrius' head had moved from her neck and his gaze was fixed on her every expression. She needed this. "Please…" she gasped, opening her legs wider.

His smile widened. The bastard was fully in control. He knew it. He revelled in it. She couldn't help herself. Her hand moved to his forearm, urging him on as he stroked her slippery sex through her increasingly soaking thong. Her mouth let out a whimper.

She moistened her lips with her tongue. Her breath was coming in soft, panting gasps as he kept up the pressure. Maybe he wanted to make her cum before she went down on him? Perhaps he didn't want to fuck her after all?

Her mind twisted in relief and disappointment at the thought.

Oh God! His fingertips had worked under the material, through the blonde hair, and had found the jutting bulb of her clitoris. His circular patterns took her close to orgasm.

"Lift up your top," his voice breathed in her ear.

Her hands rose slowly, yanking the thin top upwards. With only a second's hesitation, she dragged it over her head. Her cleavage pushed against the material of her half lacy, cup bra.

"Good girl," his voice whispered. "Now let me see Lauren's beautiful tits."

The front fastening made it easier for her to release her breasts. They bounced free as she yanked the bra open, trembling gently as they settled after their release. Her aroused eyes looked down at the lewdness of her exposed body. The sight only inflamed her further.

The Greek's mouth sucked in a nipple at the same time as his fingers pressed harder on her engorged vulva.

"Oh, God—"

"You like Demetrius pleasuring you, beautiful Lauren?" he asked, his mouth slithering back to her ear. "Here. Taste."

The fingers left her sex and slid upwards to her mouth. His thigh slid between her legs. She licked eagerly, eager to taste her own juices. As she sucked on one finger, then the other, the panting woman realised that she was moving her lips in tiny, circular motions against the Greek's thigh. She tried to hold still, then immediately started sliding against him again, embarrassed but unable to stop herself.

His fingers pulled away and the Greek replaced them with his mouth. His tongue swam between her lips. She welcomed it in, sucking on it like a cock. His moan excited her further.



His thigh moved from between her humping legs, to be replaced by his hand. It flipped her skirt upwards and gripped the waistband of her flimsy thong. With a violent, tug, he ripped it from her body.

He was going to fuck her!

She thought of her boyfriend. She thought of Vegas. She thought of the thick cock that was sliding against her blonde landing strip. This was wrong. This was dreadfully wrong. It was wonderful, too.

Instead of voicing the thought running through her head, she followed the needs of her body. Her long legs opened, spreading across the couch, inviting him in.

"Guide me," he murmured, his voice husky with excitement.

***

Grace sat quietly in the grubby, small dressing room. Two chairs and a small dressing table filled the room. It was only a few minutes before her performance, but instead of focusing ahead, her mind had drifted back to the barmy summer evening when she and Daniel had first met.

Neither had originally intended attending the charity barbeque. That was fate. They'd watched one another for a while before talking. They'd talked for a while before fucking. That was three years ago. She'd even wondered if he'd be the one she'd marry.

Look at them now.

The early days had been fun. Exciting. For a long period, the sex had been great. Not any longer. Getting together had been so spontaneous. Shortly after their first meeting, they'd searched for a place to share. A tiny, one bedroom London studio was all they could afford. Things would get better, she'd told herself. They hadn't.

She was well aware her voice was special. But success still eluded her. Daniel had made nothing of himself, other than developing a fixation on poker. He dreamt of the World Poker Tour and World Series of Poker, and of rubbing shoulders with the greats – the Brunson's, Chan's, Hellmuth's and Ivey's of this world, he'd often said.

Whoever the hell they were!

She, on the other hand, lived for her music. Her yearning to make it into the big time was almost an obsession. She wrote as well as performed. Her work was excellent. She knew that. All she needed was a chance. One break. Instead, she was singing at this small club.

Don't knock it, she sighed to herself. Robert, the owner, loved her. So much so, she might have married him had he not been gay.

But success was just around the corner. She had to believe that. Her earlier conversation with Robert had rekindled her hope.

"I'm throwing a party at mine," he'd told her. "You're the guest of honour. Lisa Welles will be there. She'll tell you all about what it takes to make it. May even have a few contacts."

Grace had nervously laughed. Contacts? Was he actually serious? Lisa Welles! The country acid house star she'd modelled herself on? What on earth was she doing at Robert's party?

"Don't worry, Grace," the camp club owner laughed. "All will be revealed in due course!"

***

Lauren whimpered softly with each unhurried thrust. The huge Greek fucked her slowly and effortlessly. Her sleek body was barely able to absorb each long stroke. She lightly squeezed his buttocks, feeling him shiver at the sensation of her long, sharp fingernails pressing on his skin.

Within the first three strokes, she'd experienced her first orgasm. Her second was bubbling. His hairy forearms stretched either side of her head, her defocused eyes savouring each thrust. By locking her feet around his muscular ass, she was able to pull him as deep as he could go. Each time he bottomed out, her climax sneaked a little closer.

"Put your arms around me," he commanded softly.

She slid her slender arms obediently around his immense shoulders. Her slim, painted fingernails stroked his hairy back as she abandoned herself to the approaching orgasm.

When her hips began to tremble, she tightened her grip around the massive, working shoulders. The Greek was panting heavily above her, rhythmically thrusting back and forth in her hot silk.

Lauren wanted it to go on forever.

It wasn't just the exquisitely overwhelming feeling of fullness as the Greek fucked her. It was the way she was completely submissive, pinned like a butterfly to the couch by his gigantic frame.

His hairy buttocks were hissing against the smooth flanks of her inner thighs. Her feet pulled him closer, encouraging the wonderfully relentless pistoning. He was a fucking machine - back and forth, deep and deeper. She couldn't hold back. The waves of her second climax burst over the shore. Her body shuddered. Her fingernails dug into his thick shoulders.

He turned his head to savour the sight of her orgasm. The hands that slid into her silken, brown hair turned her head to face him. Her dull eyes struggled to focus. Demetrius grinned down at her. A triumphant smile. He'd made her cum again.

She squeezed her internal muscles and his grin turned into a lustful grimace. That wiped the grin from the wonderful bastard's face.

When she squeezed again, his mouth opened. His balls tightened. She knew his orgasm was approaching. She wanted it. Wanted his cum. His thrusts accelerated, imperceptibly at first. Soon they were forcing her open lips to quiver with the effort of absorbing him.

She whimpered as his thrusts quickened. Her feet tightened further. Her curvy hips squirmed beneath his immense torso. She wanted his juice.

"Cum, baby." Her voice was soft, like a mother talking to a child. "Cum for Lauren—"

The huge Greek shuddered to a halt deep inside her. His body straightened like a board. A soft cry of ecstasy escaped his lips. A split-second later, his roar filled the room.

His weight sagged onto her slim body. He cock continued to gently slide in and out of her as he came in long, thick squirts. His sperm hosed inside her, coating her internal walls.

"Oh, yes," the young model gasped, holding his still shuddering body tightly against her. That had been incredible.

"Well, beautiful Lauren," he eventually breathed, the last of his semen drawn out from his heavy balls. "You've just booked your passage to Vegas."

His long tongue slid back into her soft mouth.

***

The small, serviceable, blue Fiat was bought courtesy of Daniel's Internet poker winnings. A tangible demonstration to Grace—and himself—that he had what it takes. It didn't seem to make any difference to her. His poker preference was becoming an anathema to his girlfriend. As if she felt it was the cause of their problems.

Unfortunately, their relationship troubles went deeper than that. With a sigh, he pushed them to the back of his mind. There would be plenty of time to dwell on them later.

The hour it had taken to get home, shower, and reach the North London club had passed quickly. As usual, he had to slowly circumnavigate the narrow streets, searching for a parking place. Much to the annoyance of other traffic. The vacant spot a few streets away was ideal and he squeezed into the tight space before hurrying across the cobbled stones.

He was pretty much bang on time.

If the homemade sign around the scruffy looking dog's neck was to be believed, the guy sheltering in a nearby doorway was homeless. Pausing only to drop a few coins into the dirty cap, he hurried inside the club.

As usual, it was alive with people. The atmosphere was always vibrant at 'Bobby's Champagne Lounge.' It was advertised as an escape from the typical London nightlife scene, offering a more refined alternative to the full-on party atmosphere.

That was pretty much spot on.

With the loud tone of hip-hop and techno music supporting the atmosphere, he eased his way through the throng. The neon lights bathed everything in an eerie glow; making it difficult to appreciate the stylish décor that Robert prided himself on.

With just enough time to purchase a beer at the long, backlit, crowded main bar, he collected his drink and sidestepped through the crowds of people gathering around the stage. The closed he got, the more difficult it was to push through the throng, with people unwilling to give way to any interloper. Their reluctance didn't stop him. He wanted a clear view.

Glancing at his watch, he saw his timing was perfect. Eleven o'clock. When the curtains parted, the thin microphone at the front of the empty stage sent a thrill through Daniel. Not long, now. The instruments for the backing band were in place and when the curious backing group of musicians took to the stage, each of them a master in his own field.

The applause as the brown haired woman joined them was deafening. It always was. Grace had already developed a heavy following, the noise indicating that most of them were present tonight. She looked incredibly sexy in the tight waistcoat and lacy elbow length white gloves.

The tall and slender brunette didn't have a natural beauty. But a short time in her company had quickly made Daniel appreciate that her sexiness came from within. Her vibrant personality, and up-for-anything attitude, enhanced her attractiveness. Only then did you appreciate the slender body and the perky breasts. The first time Daniel had sampled it had been like unwrapping a Christmas present.

He watched her left hand run through the shiny brown hair and wished he could turn the clock back. Recover the spark that had ignited them three short years ago. Their current problems were a temporary phase, he convinced himself. Success for either would rekindle their relationship.

As the applause died down, Grace extended her slim, long arm and pulled the microphone down to her full lips. "Hi, my name's Grace. I'm here to sing for you."

Her husky voice brought another prolonged round of applause, and she glanced down at him in his position to the right of centre. He always stood there. The smile she flashed was reminiscent of those from their earlier days. It had become more rare in recent months.

Within seconds, she had the crowd hypnotized with her voice and the way she clapped her hands and bounced her bare waist and hips to the beat of the music. Holding the mic in both hands, and then pulling it free, she danced across the stage as she built up the pace.

Within a couple of songs, the waistcoat was unbuttoned, and then removed, revealing only a camisole top underneath. Swinging around, the camisole narrowed into the top of a thong that disappeared into the top of her low-rise jeans. God, she looked sexy.

The oversized aviators—unashamedly stolen from the Lisa Welles persona—came off and on dependent on the song and her mood.

The crowd swung, danced, whistled, cheered and swooned as the evening went on, the lit screen behind Grace capturing every move. The stage-lights jumped in time with the beat, with the base guitarist and then keyboard player, both given reign to show their talents.

Every time they went into a solo, she turned her back to the crowd, legs spread wide, arms stretched high above her head. Her hips ground sexily from side to side, every red-blooded male's eyes drawn to the top of the thong that disappeared into her jeans and imagining exactly what that pert bottom looked like. She was sex on legs.

The high heels were an unusual accompaniment to her jeans, but Grace felt they were her own trademark. As she began to sing again, she paced across the stage. Alternately, she held the mic out to allow the crowd could join in from time to time, or clapping her hands and swaying her hips with each heavy thump. She was really into it, so were the crowd.

She had them in the palm of her hand.

At moments like this, the same thought ran through Daniel's mind. Why the hell hadn't she'd yet been discovered? Her voice was so good, so commercial, that all it needed was a single break. To find a way of reaching the right ears. Being seen by the right people.

Maybe she should audition for the X-Factor? She'd always shuddered whenever Daniel had made that suggestion. Country acid house and Simon Cowell just don't go together, she always complained.

The owner led the applause after Grace's encore, walking on stage and engulfing her in his usual bear hug. The hour and a half had passed quickly, and everyone appreciated the extra twenty minutes after her brief break. Stepping back, Robert pointed to Grace and then led a fresh round of applause. With a bow and final wave, Daniel's girlfriend gracefully made her way from the stage, throwing him a beaming smile as she did.

He loved it when she felt that way after a performance. Their sex was always great when she felt this high. And after his earlier voyeuristic experience, his libido was demanding action.

***

Where were people when you needed them? Lauren was as excited as she'd ever been in her life. She'd just received the fucking of her young life, and was guaranteed a trip to Vegas. Even if the audition didn't work out, it would be a wonderful experience. But she'd be doing everything in her power to take advantage of the opportunity.

Yet—as she nervously paced the floor in her modest flat—her frustration was boiling over. Where were people when you needed them? She just had to share the news with someone close to her!

Her boyfriend would have finished work by now. He'd promised to call her. It wasn't the first time he'd reneged—and she knew why. He'd be in a bar somewhere. She'd really had a gutful of Tommy. The next time she saw him, she'd get him to return the key to her apartment.

Maybe then he'd pay more attention to her?

Her thoughts returned to her sex with Demetrius. Maybe it had been better that Tommy was out of the way? She thought she'd feel more guilt. Instead, she was already wondering when she'd have another opportunity with the huge Greek. Sheeeesh!

Nor could she share the news with her parents. Well, she could. They'd say the right things, of course. But they wouldn't understand.

Who else? Her best girlfriends were all on holiday together, cruising in Europe. She'd be with them, too, had it not been for the timing of the last photo shoot.

She swallowed the remains of the bottle of bubby she'd opened no more than half an hour ago. Celebrating by herself wasn't quite what she'd had in mind. But it was better than nothing.



Grace was performing at the club tonight. And Daniel would be on his way there. Or maybe she'd finished her performance by now? God, the champagne had got to her brain. For a few seconds, she looked at the phone. Should she call him?

No! The two of them might even be fucking each other's brains out at this very moment? Her thoughts went back to Demetrius again. Yes, definitely, she needed to experience the huge Greek's cock again.

Damn! Where was that other bottle of champagne? The one Tommy was keeping for a special occasion. You didn't get any more special than this. It was in the cupboard in the corner of the kitchen. Yes, that's where he'd hidden it! With a delicious giggle following her along the hallway, her slightly intoxicated legs found the way.

Popping the cork, the giggle turned into a heady laugh as the liquid spat out and onto the carpet. Who cared? Refilling her drink, she carried both bottle and glass to the bathroom. A bubble bath was just what she needed. She could relax and think of Demetrius. And Vegas—

***

"You were wonderful tonight," Daniel murmured, pausing at a red light and leaning across to Grace.

"Thanks," her cheery voice said, as she slid her head towards him. "I blew a couple of notes, but I do appreciate the praise."

She returned his kiss with a passion he wasn't expecting. Her cold hand slid around his neck, keeping him there until the sound of a car's horn behind him told him the lights had changed to green.

His earlier melancholy thoughts disappeared and his cock lengthened in an anticipation of the night ahead. As he restarted into the heavy London traffic, he wondered how quickly he could get them home.

Sitting back, she gave him a sexy smile before deliberately uncrossing and re-crossing her legs. Even in the dimmer light of the car, her actions drew his attention to the lacy tops of her nude coloured silk stockings.

The size of his erection increased. Reaching out, he ran his hand along her toned leg, sliding it up along the silk and onto her flesh.

"Shouldn't you be concentrating on the road?" she laughed. The question didn't prevent her opening her legs a little to accommodate his probing hand.

"I'm a man," he grinned, digging his fingertips into the soft flesh. "I can just about do two things at once."

Her growl was one of appreciation. Resting her head on his shoulder, she reached out to check his cloth covered erection. "Mmmm. That's a good boy," she growled. "You're going to need that later. Wasn't tonight great?

"Fantastic. When you've produced your first album, you'll have to mention it in all your interviews," he joked.

Grace didn't answer. Her clouded eyes weren't just from her arousal. Her first album! Would she ever get to that stage? Was there even a small chance of those dreams becoming reality?

A crack of thunder pulled her back from her thoughts. Peered out of the grimy window, she took in the threatening clouds that had been building throughout evening. Within minutes, the sky finally opened and frustratingly slowed their progress. By the time they reached the flat, the torrential rain was hurtling against the car.

"Oh, by the way," she shouted as they parked outside the building, her voice almost drowned out by the driving rain thundering off the roof. "Robert's invited us to a party. Lisa Welles will be there. Fucking Lisa Welles—"

Daniel kissed her. "Tell me inside," he suggested, nodding at the heavy raindrops bouncing from the car. "We'd better make a dash for it." He counted, "One, two, three," as a cue for their race to their door.

The short distance didn't prevent their soaking, the water dripping from their clothes as they pushed through the floor to their flat.

"It's a shower for me," Grace rasped, holding her arms wide to show him how wet she was.

She casually dropped her jacket to the floor and, smiling into his staring eyes, unbuttoning and dragging the waistcoat from her slender frame. His mouth dropped open slightly at the wet camisole. The teasing look as she shimmied out of her jeans sent a twitch to his cock.

It grew to a throb as she twirled, allowing his eyes to feast on her semi naked body. The all in one piece of lingerie clung to her wet body.

With an exaggerated swing of her hips, she swayed towards the bathroom. "Later, sexy," she grinned, glancing back over her shoulder.

***

Kay Kristen answered the transatlantic call on the second ring. "Demetrius! How are you?"

The huge Greek's belly laugh tumbled down the phone. "I'm exceptionally good, Kay. Thanks for asking. How's Vegas?"

"Vegas is good, Demetrius. It could be excellent, depending on your news?"

"Oh, yes, Kay," the big man smiled. "Vegas is excellent."

"Mmmm. That's good, Demetrius. You know my standards are high. I loved the photographs—tell me about her."

The huge Greek stared into his bedroom mirror. Wetting a finger with his lips, he smoothed first one eyebrow, then the other. "She knows her way around, this one. Flirted with me continually to get what she wanted. But has a sexy kind of innocence, too. And determined. Very determined. Knows her own mind. And she's obsessed with making it big."

She growled. "Sounds almost perfect. But this determination—"

"I know what you're gonna ask," he interrupted. "No, Kay. That won't present any problem. She knows her place—and besides, she'll do anything to advance her career."

"Anything?" Kay Kristen's voice held a hint of amusement.

The Greek caught the intonation and laughed. "Absolutely, Kay. That was the brief you gave me, wasn't it?"

"Yes, Demetrius. It was. And you know how I like the brief followed to the letter, don't you?"

The Greek paused. There was a hint of something… warning… in the voice. But then he already knew Kay Kristen wasn't to be fucked with.

Well known as the owner of one of America's largest modelling Agencies, the sophisticated brunette also had a large stake in an Adult Film Company. That was less well known. While women were falling over themselves for the opportunity to create a career in the porn industry, getting someone with special qualities wasn't easy.

Kay only wanted special people. That's how profits increased dramatically—and where her modelling agency came in. Contacts across the world were paid to do what Demetrius was doing. By attracting stunning, uninhibited women, she had realised the secret to success. It was well worth the fees she had to pay to people like the Greek.

"Kay, have no worries," he assured her. "I've… checked her out personally."

The woman's shrill laugh assaulted his ear. "Oh, Demetrius! You do take the job seriously. Or is that a little side benefit? She succumbed to your charms, did she?"

His laugh mingled with hers. "Yes, my dear. But not without giving it some thought. This one knows what she wants."

"She's unattached?"

"A boyfriend—they live together. From what I can tell, the relationship's on its last legs."

"Even better, Demetrius. Make the arrangements. The normal terms. Nothing if we reject her. The usual fee if we take her on. And a large bonus if we successfully help her career change."

The large bonus registered in front of the Greek's twinkling eyes. "Kay, she'll be worth her weight in gold. Believe me."

Checking his appearance in the mirror one final time, he bid her goodnight and ended the call. He'd make the arrangements, as asked. And he'd sample the goods again before they were finalised.

Just to make sure, of course.

***

The soft kiss on his lips brought Daniel out of his light sleep. He opened his eyes to the sight of his wet clothes on the floor beside the small couch. Only his Calvin Klein black boxers protected his modesty.

Raising his gaze, he saw Grace smiling down at him. Only the white fluffy towel covered her nakedness, if only just.

"Sleepy?" she asked, unwrapping the towel and allowing it to drop to the floor. His eyes widened at the sight of her hard nipples. The look on his face didn't escape her attention. "The shower is all yours if you want," her gravely voice told him. "Or did you have something else in mind?"

A tiny drop of water released itself from her left ear, landing silently on her rounded, right breast and tantalisingly making its way down to her erect, dark, nipple.

Daniel's body instantly reacted. His voice was thick with arousal. "Why Miss Grace," he growled in his best Rhett Butler accent. "I do believe you're trying to seduce me?"

Grace played the game, switching her accent to a deep Southern drawl. "Why, Mr. Daniel. I do believe I am. I hope that doesn't upset you?" Her hands rose to cup her breasts. An eyebrow arched.

He leapt from the couch, his eager hand grabbing hers. Half stumbling, he dragged her behind him to the bedroom. A caveman claiming his mate. The bed springs rocked as they fell on the mattress.

"I do believe Mr Daniel has something for me?" her mock Southern accent teased.

But Daniel had finished playing. His lips found hers, their kiss urgent. When his hand ran along her inner thigh, Grace opened her legs to allow him more freedom. He willingly took it. Her gasp turned into a moan as he found her slippery clit. She detonated when the two fingers jammed inside her.

Daniel's teeth found her lower lip, tugging it down. Her hands dug into his crinkly hair as he finger fucked her through her climax. When he flicked her g-spot, she began to spiral upwards, flooding his hand with her honeyed juices as she came a second time.

It took a short time for her to recover. When she did, she'd swung around and dragged his boxers off. When her mouth engulfed his rockhard cock, he flopped back on the bed and allowed her to take control.

She moved quickly, never keeping still, a snake devouring its prey. The hand pushing down on his chest kept him in position as her tongue began flicked along his hardness. He'd given—it was his turn to receive.

She took him as far inside as she could, the head of his cock touching the entrance to her throat. Her spare hand caressed his balls. His body jumped but the hand pushing down on his chest kept her in control.

Daniel's feet dug into the mattress, allowing him to thrust up. Grace choked for a second, but quickly adjusted to take his cock into the back of her throat. With a growl, she began to suck with a purpose and a passion, as much for her satisfaction as his. It took no time.

"I'm close," he gasped.

Grace hesitated, torn between the need to taste his cum and her desire to be fucked.

"Grace… I'm gonna cum—"his strained and urgent voice warned.

With a reluctant snarl, she pulled away, dragging her mouth up to his. Their tongues fucked. Her fingers gripped his ruffled black hair, pulling it down to her swells, dragging him from one to the other. He sucked each dark, hard nipple in turn, responding to her rough, guiding hands.

Grace gripped tighter, her fingertips digging into his scalp. Daniel's mouth sucked harder, his tongue swirling and nipping around each erect bud. Her movements were violent now, allowing him only a couple of seconds before yanking him to the other saliva covered breast.

"Now, Daniel," she eventually gasped. "Fuck me now."

With a silent glance, his hands hooked under her knees and dragged her legs up and over his shoulders. When he aligned his hardness with her glistening opening, Grace wrapped her small feet behind his ears. A sign she was relinquishing control.

He easily slid in, grunting as he did.

Grace's calf muscles tightened against his broad shoulders as she bit down on her lower lip. Her bottom bounced on the firm bed as he began to fuck her. Her voice was a hiss. "Yessss!"

Daniel pinned her willing body to the white sheets. The pace of his rhythmic thrusting increased. Grace wanted more.

"C'mon, baby. Fuck me—"

Her hands reached for his hair, dragging his head upwards while she adjusted position. With a grunt, her long legs slid from behind his head. With more freedom, she spread herself, opening herself to better accept his raw thrusting. This was better—

Daniel accommodated her new position without breaking the urgent pumping of his hips. His lips and tongue slid down her bouncing breasts, running over the velvety smooth skin. Her ass lifted from the bed as his hands cupped her buttocks. Resting on his knees, he went into overdrive.

"Yes, Daniel. Yes, baby. Like that—" Her hands spread either side of her, gripping the sheets. The bed bounced in protest. "Yes! Like that!"

Her hands released the sheets, reaching up to comb through her sweaty hair. Her feet dug into the mattress, her ass pushed upwards. Their bodies slapped and their gasps intensified. The muscles in Grace's thighs screamed, growing tight. She was there—

"Ngh, fuck!" The third orgasm ripped through her. She bit her lower lip, attempting to stifle her torrid climax. She'd so needed this.

Daniel dropped her ass back onto the bed. Leaning forward, his knees and toes dug in for extra purchase as he went for broke. The new angle put the path of his cock head right up against her clit. With each pass, the swollen ridge nudged over her love button.

Oh fuck! She couldn't be cumming again? That made four, but who was counting?

Daniel gave an animalistic growl. His hands went to her bouncing tits, mashing them together, pulling them apart. His head went back. His face tightened. His eyes slid into the back of his head.

When he exploded, he seemed to cum forever. One burst followed another. His jerking body wouldn't stop jerking.

"Yes, baby," she gasped, her hands pulling his clenched face to her shoulder. Her words comforted him like a mother would a child. "That's it… that's it. Ssssh. That's it, baby."

***

Lauren loved sleeping in the nude. The feel of clean, cool sheets against her skin was luxurious. That sensation had always been a turn-on for her. Right now, the hand caressing her vulva was a turn-on, too.

She'd been dreaming of Demetrius. And now his hand was pleasuring her again. How had he got into her bed? That finger felt so good, slipping inside her wetness. With a scrumptiously, hazy laziness, she began to come out of her deep sleep. Turning onto her back, she sighed. Her legs parted wider. Her wetness increased. What a delicious way to be roused.

Then she smelt the drink.

"You bastard!" She spat out the words, glancing at the bedside clock. Two o'clock in the morning and her drunken boyfriend had let himself into her apartment. She was instantly wide-awake.

Her hand flung out to push his pawing fingers away. Rolling onto her side, one hand grabbed his dark, wavy hair. Her claw-like fingers dug into his scalp, not caring that she was drawing blood.

"What?" he slurred, his bloodshot eyes wincing as her other hand reached out to flick on the bedside lamp.

"What?" she mimicked, her voice full of snarling rage. "I'll tell you what, Tommy. You were supposed to be phoning me tonight. After you finished work."

"I… I worked late—"

Her twisted face conveyed her disgust. "No, you didn't Tommy. You were drinking. I can smell the drink on you. And fucking perfume! You bastard!"

"Baby—"

"I'm not your baby, Tommy," she spat out, swinging round so that her feet dug into his sides. She pushed hard—the loud thump as he landed on the floor reverberating around the bedroom.

Her eyes honed in on the pathetic sight. In his drunken stupor, he was still half dressed, his white tee shirt stained with drink, his shrivelling cock flopping out of the gap in his dark boxers.

"Not any more," the blonde continued. "You think you can just roll in here and fuck me? After spending the night drinking and pawing other women? Forget it!" She was on her feet now, giving him what would be his final glimpse of her naked body. Vegas awaited—a new life. She'd had enough of this one—that was for sure.

"Give me my fucking apartment key back," she snarled, picking up his clothes and searching through his pockets. She held it up triumphantly. "Now get your fucking ass out of my life—"

***

Four o'clock in the morning and Daniel closed down the computer with a deep sigh of satisfaction. Despite their intense lovemaking, he'd been unable to sleep. An Internet poker session had been just what he'd needed. He reflected that this one could be life changing.

He was only too aware that his poker aspirations had become a barrier between him and Grace. Well, one of the barriers. But he could turn that round. Achieving poker success could make the difference for them

At first, Grace had been supportive of his poker aspirations. Just as Daniel had supported her singing hopes. To avoid disturbing her, he'd often found himself playing poker into the middle of the night, convincing himself that sleep was an unnecessary luxury.

Unbeknown to his girlfriend, he'd gradually built up a nice little stack. It had paid for their car. It would also provide the bankroll that would allow him to follow his dream. And his performance over the last couple of hours could well be the breakthrough he needed. He could feel it in his water. His play had been superb. Even better than normal. He'd—

"What the fuck are you doing?"

Grace's words cut into his thoughts. His head jerked around to the naked woman framed in the doorframe. His cock instantly reacted, pushing against the white robe. Even in her anger, she—

"Well, Daniel?" It was the tone rather than the words that cooled his ardour. Like a slap across his manhood. Why was she so angry?

"Couldn't sleep—" he began, but she wasn't listening.

"You're working in three hours," she spat, her nude body stalking across towards him. "No wonder you're always so tired. I don't think Slim's going to be impressed if you're late. Do you? He's not someone you want to cross. And we need that job—"

"Grace—" he unsuccessfully tried to cut in.

"Don't tell me! You weren't able to sleep after we fucked? I didn't satisfy you enough? Is that it?"

"Fuck, Grace, you were fantastic," he soothingly began. "But listen, it was like fate. A satellite tournament was starting. Fist prize a shot for a 10,000-dollar seat at the World Series of Poker. The World Series of Poker in Vegas, Grace!"

Her face contorted in rage. Her hands went to her hips. "I knew it! You were playing poker! Fucking poker!"

"Grace," he exhorted, his eyes wide, his voice softening further in an attempt to defuse her anger. "I won the bloody thing—"

For a few seconds, she paused. Her mind began to tick over, taking in his words. "You... you won us a trip to Vegas?"

Daniel jumped up, pulling her into a hug. "No, not yet—" he softly explained, pausing as he saw the frustration rise in her eyes once again. "But I won free entry to a six hundred dollar tournament. All for forty dollars. If I finish in the top three in that one, we're on our way, babe."

Grace snorted, dragging herself out of his arms. "And if your Aunt was your Uncle—"

For a moment it appeared as if she was going to burst into another tirade. Then she paused. Her shoulders sagged. Her eyes changed. Almost a look of resignation. As if she didn't have the heart to pour cold water on his enthusiasm. Men could be such boys!

"Okay," she said, stepping back into his arms. She pulled his hands to her naked tits. "If you win us the trip, I'll quit moaning about poker. Right now, since you're wide awake," she murmured, stroking him to full hardness. "You can fuck me again before you go to work."

Turning towards the bedroom, he winced as she pulled his cock towards the door. "Fuck, Grace!" he gasped.



"Exactly, Daniel," she teased. "You've got the idea. When exactly do you play this tournament?"

"Next Saturday," he gasped. The pressure of her pulling hand was becoming too much to resist. If she—

"You bastard!" Out of nowhere, her snarl was back. Her hand left his cock and pushed him away. "Next Saturday is the party at Roger's house. You've done this on purpose!"
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Chapter 2: Vegas Awaits

Tonight was the night. Three seats at the World Series Main Event were on offer, together with two 'consolation' prizes. But the cash for fourth and fifth places didn't interest Daniel. Yes, they'd help his poker bank balance, but the only prize in his mind was a seat at the World Series.

Minor obstacles were the other one hundred and twenty-one entrants - all looking for their own piece of glory.

Daniel leant back in the cheap computer chair. Being so uncomfortable kept him alert. So he convinced himself. The tournament bell was only a few minutes away, signalling the start of a journey to his destiny. Focus, he told himself. Get in the zone.

He hardly noticed when Grace silently slipped in from the bedroom. Leaning back against the white bedroom door, her rasping cough achieved its purpose. He jumped as he swung the low-backed computer chair.

Her arms crossed pose told him she was still pissed off. She still wanted him to accompany her to Robert's party tonight, even though he'd explained his predicament several times. He'd told her—if he was to get to the World Series, it was now or never.

He gave a low whistle as his eyes ran across her black, cocktail dress. "You look fantastic," he blurted.

"Thank you," came the deadpan reply. Yes, she was definitely still pissed.

"Look, Grace—"

The way she slowly pushed herself away from the door stopped his protest. No point in pouring oil on troubled waters. As she took a step forward, his eyes were drawn to her cleavage as her breasts spilled over the low cut top. She still made his cock harden more quickly than any other woman.

"So… you're definitely not coming with me tonight?" she asked, already knowing the answer.

"I can't, Grace," he replied, struggling to contain his frustration. "We've had this discussion several times now."

"Yes, Daniel," she agreed, her voice heavy with disdain. "Because you're going to win us a trip to Vegas. While I attend the biggest dinner of my life. Alone—"

It was a stand off. Both knew they'd played out this scene before. Daniel didn't reply. What was the point?

"Well?" she quizzically asked, knowing how difficult she was being. It somehow made her feel better.

"Well what?" His voice was becoming exasperated.

"Is poker more important than me? My career?"

It was an argument he couldn't win. "You know it isn't," he responded, rising swiftly and closing the small distance between them.

The stare she shot at him stopped him as if he'd walked into a bulldozer. He tried to ignore the piercing gaze that threatened to take him out. "Grace, if I finish in the first three, we win a trip to Vegas..."

"And how do you rate your chances?" she asked. "You told me there are well over a hundred people playing. Most have paid $600 for the privilege, you said!"

She was being unreasonable. But damn, she felt like being unreasonable.

He attempted to take her in his arms but her step backwards set up an invisible barrier. Only the bell signalling the start of the tournament interrupted the uncomfortable silence. Their eyes simultaneously jerked towards the small computer screen.

"Grace," he began.

His girlfriend ignored him. Picking up her coat from the nearby chair and draping it over her arm, she headed for the door. "Daniel…" she husked.

He smiled at the strapless back that was walking away from him. It would have been unlike her to go without wishing him good luck. "Yes?"

"Fuck Off."

***

The limo Demetrius had sent was closing in on its destination. Lauren sat quietly, wondering what to expect. His message had simply indicated she should be at his house by eight. For celebratory drinks, it had said. And to provide her with full details of her Vegas audition.

What to wear? Understated or ostentatious? It had been on her mind since she'd received the invitation. In the end, she'd gone for a loose, designer dress that showed off her long legs.

Mind you, if it weren't for the thin, spaghetti straps, it would seem only the gravity of her perfect tits held it up. His eyes would pop out when he saw her. And light blue was so her colour.

She'd hoped it would be more than a few celebratory drinks. It had been a week since she'd thrown her boyfriend out of her flat. She hadn't as much as spoken to Tommy since. That meant it was a week since she'd had sex. Since Demetrius had fucked her.

The blonde hoped the Greek was going to fuck her again tonight. She knew he was married—but was his wife going to be at home? She had no idea. Somehow, that just added to her excitement. It would be a night of hot sex or embarrassed frustration.

If all else failed, the limo's chauffeur looked hot. Quite a stud, in fact. And his eyes had been all over her body as she'd walked to the vehicle. If Demetrius didn't fuck her, she'd make sure they stopped somewhere quiet on the homeward journey.

She needed some serious action.

***

Play was cautious. Not only were very few moves being made, the pace of play was slow. It was understandable, considering the stakes.

While most players were content to focus on the tournament, others were anxious to posture. It seemed that quite a few had already played at the legendary Binion's Horsehoe Casino in downtown Las Vegas. And a number had performed at the plusher Rio, located just off the Strip.

With the Rio Hotel having recently taken over from Binion's as the home to the World Series of Poker, that was more relevant.

Daniel ignored the table chatter. He was unusually confident, feeling an almost eerie sense of calm. As far as he was concerned, the Practically Poker prize of a round trip airfare, plus accommodation, was there for the taking. He would need a fair share of luck, certainly, but his game was razor sharp.

He just needed to avoid any silly mistakes—

***

Demetrius was salivating in anticipation of the evening ahead. He had been since issuing the invitation.

He needed to make sure that Lauren had what it took. Not to be a model, she'd already proven that. But did she have the attitude—and was she uninhibited enough—to become a porn star? And of the quality that Kay Kristen was looking for? Tonight was another step to finding out.

But that was almost secondary to his need to take this woman again.

Not that he was short of good-looking women to fuck. In his position, they fell over themselves. Saw it as a way to advance their careers. Naturally enough, he took advantage. Who wouldn't?

Especially as his wife didn't object. On the contrary—she enjoyed watching the videos of her husband taking one innocent after another. It enhanced her arousal. Sex between them was so much better when they fucked while watching the hidden video screen opposite their bed. It lifted their fucking up a level—hot, basic and raw.

What made tonight different was that this blonde wasn't like the rest of his conquests. There was something about a woman who didn't realise how sexy she was. About a reluctant woman, who gave herself despite it being against her nature. When she realised this was the way to success.

Yes, Lauren had tried to play him. Get what she wanted with her womanly wiles, without going that extra step. Until last week, that was. But when she'd realised she had no option, she'd given herself willingly. And now, she'd had a week to think about things.

During that time, he'd learnt she'd finished with her boyfriend. Good girl. The gift of Vegas would have insinuated itself in her mind. The excitement would be building inside her. She'd also have remembered the sensations created by Demetrius' cock. They always did.

The question wasn't whether she'd let him fuck her tonight. It was how far would she go?

***

Grace had felt uncomfortable from the moment the unkempt driver's eyes had undressed her when she'd entered the taxi. It made her shiver. His insistence on smoking throughout the journey hadn't helped her mood, either. Only when he'd dropped her outside the apartment complex did her spirits lift. The building was certainly impressive enough.

She refused to give the lecherous old guy a tip, dropping the exact fare into his grubby hand as she left the smoke ridden interior and stepped onto the adjacent kerb. The clean air smelt wonderful.

The brunette was only too well aware it wasn't only the taxi driver who'd wound her up. She was still seething over Daniel's indifference. Okay, her attitude may have been unreasonable—but his chances of success in the tournament were slim. Yes, he was good. But not that good!

Her female instinct intellectualised the situation as yet another example of poker coming first. Tonight was important to her. Tit was the chance of a contact that could launch her career. Lisa Welles, for God's sake! In truth, it made no difference if Daniel accompanied her or not. Other than as a gesture of moral support. That wasn't the point, of course.

She was rapidly approaching the end of her tether over his poker fixation. It was beginning to drive a massive wedge between them.

Why couldn't he see that?

Two deep breaths later and she'd determined to put all other thoughts behind her. Concentrate on tonight, not anything else. Not anyone else. Her confident strides across the plush lobby were designed to flush any negative thoughts away. By the time she'd stepped out of the elevator on to the impressive, wooden panelled floor, she was focused.

Taking the few steps to Robert's apartment, she ran her hand through her shining hair. Knock 'em dead, she told herself.

***

Without cards, Daniel resolved just to stay out of trouble. They'd come eventually. By making the occasional move at the right time, he'd managed to remain around average in chips for both the table and tournament. No chances. Just playing his opponent.

But when a bad beat damaged his stack, he realised this was going to be more difficult than his earlier confidence had suggested.

He needed some help—some piece of luck to break the shackles. It came in the form of the King of Diamonds-Queen of Hearts. The board flopped Queen-Queen-Ace and after enticing calls from two over ambitious players on the turn and river, his tournament—at last—was up and running.

The next opportunity arrived with the blinds 100-200, and a 25-chip ante. Dark Warrior, to his left, had been aggressive throughout. The trick was choosing the right moment to attack the table bully and chip leader. His opponent could break him. He could double him up, too.

It took twenty minutes before the opportunity arose. The Table Bully tried to steal Daniel's big blind for the umpteenth time. Daniel called with Ace-Five suited. Yes, it was a moderate hand, but it had potential and against this guy, he could even be ahead.

The flop was beautiful: Ace-Two-Three, two diamonds and a club.

With top pair and a straight flush draw, Daniel checked to the aggressor. On cue, Dark Warrior tried to take the hand there and then with a pot sized raise. Daniel thought it through. Either the Table Bully had missed, or possibly also held a flush draw. He hoped so. He gave a Hollywood pause before calling the bet.

The turn produced the seven of diamonds. The nuts!

Unless the board paired on the river, he was home and dry. How to extract maximum value? He bet half the pot, hoping to make it appear as if he wanted to prevent a big bet. The most basic of moves.

Either the Table Bully fell for it, or he'd hit his flush too. He went over the top with another pot-sized bet. There was only one move, but Daniel gave the impression of thinking for a long time before he pushed all-in.

To his surprise, the Bully made an immediate call.

A set or two pair would make Daniel vulnerable to the river. When his opponent turned over King–Queen of diamonds, his prayers had been answered. Daniel's stack was approaching 20,000 chips. Just like that.

The Bully went out of the tournament next hand, overplaying pocket Queens. Daniel smiled to himself. Those who live by the sword—

***

Lauren was feeling heady—how much champagne had she already consumed? She was happy. Her expectations had been met—they were alone. Demetrius's wife and kids would love to meet her, the huge Greek had explained, but they were at her sister's for the weekend.

How convenient!

When he'd offered to show her around the large, mansion-style house, it soon became clear he'd meant the bedroom. She stood just inside the door to the impressive suite, taking yet another sip from the expensive flute.

Her gaze floated around the enormous room, homing in on the wonderful four-poster bed. She'd never seen anything quite so grand, other than in her favourite movies. Then there were the mirrors. Watched herself make love had always been a masturbatory fantasy of hers. Tonight would be her first time!

Her moistness turned to wetness.

The quiet click behind her indicated that the huge Greek had closed the door. When one hairy hand slid to the velvet curve of her hip and caressed her through the soft silk, she felt her body react. The other was pushing her thick, flaxen blonde hair to one side to allow his lips to descend on her neck. The sensation sent shivers through her.

Lauren rolled her head to one side as his lips slid behind her jewelled earlobe. When the Greek slid his tongue along her soft skin, she allowed a soft moan to squeeze through her parted lips.

"You like?" he whispered into her flesh.

Lauren was unsure whether he referred to his lips, the room, or the bed. Her groan of approval covered all three possibilities.

This man would soon be fucking her again and she so wanted that thick, hard cock inside her again. When he ran his tongue unhurriedly across the muscles of her slender neck, it was as if he was revelling in the feel and taste of her flawlessly tanned skin. She tried to turn towards him but his hands held her in position. He was doing this his way. She loved that.

When his hands slipped upwards to cup and caress her breasts through the thin material of the dress, her head fell back, her body trembling in anticipation of the pleasures to come. The hands were easing the straps of her dress from her shoulders, allowing the dress to pool at her feet.

She loved his gasp. Going without underwear had been a brainwave.

The huge Greek wasn't wasting any time. But then, she hadn't expected him to. At last his large hands turned her to face him. Halfway there, his head bent and his mouth ran over the velvet skin of her swells.

His hands joined his mouth, cupping her superbly firm breasts as his tongue ran feather-light around the edge of one brown nipple.

"Demetrius—" she gasped in delight as his teeth pulled on the hard bud.

For a second, the blonde wondered how many women he'd entertained in this way. She quickly decided she didn't care. Yanking the back of his shirt from his trousers, her hands slipped under the material, allowing her long fingernails to slide through the hairs covering his sinuous flesh.

Emboldened, her other hand dropped to his cloth-covered erection. The huge penis slowly began to lengthen against her palm. It would be in her mouth again, soon.

Her movements didn't distract the huge Greek. She loved having her tits pleasured and her body tensed as his teeth enveloped one of her nipples again. A gentle bite. She relaxed again as his lips sucked on the erect bud. This man knew how to please a woman.

Her nipple began to swell in his mouth. "Oh, God—"

Her hands went to his hair, but he gently removed them, standing straight again and nodding across the room. "The bed…" he instructed.

She walked to the four-poster with a swing of her hips, allowing his eyes to feast on the provocative sway of her peachy ass. He waited until she'd spread herself across the scarlet sheets before undressing, enjoying the way her eyes widened at the sight of his impressive cock.

Glancing around, Lauren saw the thrusting member reflected in each of the mirrors covering the walls. It was surreal… and extremely erotic. She raised her curvy body up onto one elbow, watching as he reached for a bottle from the antique table by his side. Her eyes narrowed in an unspoken question as he unscrewed the cap and walked towards her.

"You like massage, yes?"

Her deep brown eyes gleamed. "That would be wonderful, Demetrius." Despite the still early hour, the evening was just getting better and better.

The Greek smiled as he poured oil onto his hands and worked them gently against each other. The mattress bounced a little as he sat beside her.

"Yesss…" Lauren couldn't help the gasp. The feel of his slippery hands caressing her velvet-smooth breasts was sensational.

"You like, beautiful Lauren?" the huge Greek rhetorically asked, kneading her supple flesh.

One big hand left her, streaming more oil over her rapidly lengthening nipples. Her eyes slowly glazed with pleasure as he expertly manipulated her gleaming, pliant breasts. God, she was so wet!

Without a pause in his expert manipulations, Demetrius crept onto on his side and slid a meaty thigh between her legs.

Lauren knew what he was offering. She tried not to. Show some restraint! But she couldn't stop herself. Within seconds, her curvy hips were rotating against him. The friction on her clit was divine. Her undulations back and forth on his iron-hard thigh increased.

"Look," he told her.

Her mouth fell open as she followed his gaze to the mirrors. An out of control blonde woman was fucking herself on the thigh of a hairy giant. Lauren whimpered helplessly as the sight took her over the edge.

It was all too much. Her body arched. Breath left her in a shivering gasp, almost suffocating her as the giant orgasmic tide swept through her shuddering body.

***

Robert answered the door. His grey eyes widened into a broad smile when he saw Grace. Planting a warm kiss on both cheeks, he allowed her to float past him into the apartment. The size and opulence stunned her. Marble flooring. Marble furniture. Underfloor heating.

The camp club owner rolled his eyes as he read her thoughts. "I know! Everybody loves it! I've great taste, don't I?" He gave a shrill laugh at his own little joke, though the sparkle in his eyes conveyed his pleasure at her reaction.

"It's fabulous, Robert," she told him, her head swaying this way and that as she stared around her.

"Thank you, darling. But what about you?" he added, as he took her coat. "You look hot in that dress. If only I wasn't gay!"

The doorbell took his attention away. "Mingle! Mingle!" he waved, opening the door to greet his next guests.

Grace's almond coloured eyes scoured the room, quickly falling on some of the crowd from the nightclub. She headed over to the spot by the large, balcony window where they stood, collecting a glass of bubbly from one of the hired-in waiters on her way.

The woman that intercepted her was stunning. The soft, blonde ringlets piled on top of her head complimented her glistening, tanned skin. And that makeup—and the way it accentuated her sultry, light blue eyes—was so perfect. As for the short, gold, glittering evening dress, Grace would never have dared wear such a deliciously low plunging neckline.

"Hello," the woman nonchalantly said, blowing another smoke ring from that delicious looking mouth. "I'm Lisa."



Grace tried to compose herself. Lisa Welles was probably the most successful recording artist of the previous two years, with three number one albums Stateside and numerous music awards. Grace had modelled herself on the beautiful artist, who along with Alabama3—who'd started that genre—was the only other country acid house artist in the world.

"I'm... I'm Grace."

Lisa smiled, her right hand brushing away the blonde lock that had tantalisingly fallen across her right eye. "I know, I've seen two of your performances at Robert's club. He was right—with a voice like yours, and that face and body to match, you just need a break."

"Tell me about it," the singing hopeful laughed. "I've been looking for a break for longer than I can remember."

"Why do you think I'm here?" the blonde superstar murmured, emphasising the point with a raised eyebrow.

"What… what do you mean?" Grace asked, trying to register the meaning. Lisa couldn't be there to see her! Could she?

The beautiful singing star ignored the question. "Do you know this is where I started."

"In England?"

The blonde gave a delicate, feminine laugh. Her hand went out, catching a waiter on his way past and securing two more glasses of champagne. "Not just England, Grace! Three short years ago I was performing at Robert's club!"

Grace's jaw dropped. "You're joshing—"

"It's true," Lisa grinned. Her blue eyes sparkled deliciously as she leant in to the other woman, as if imparting a secret. "Three years ago," she whispered. "Then I got a break in Vegas. Robert recommended me. If it wasn't for that man, I'd still be at his club—"

Grace laughed, raising her glass in tribute. "Then I'd be out of a job."

The megastar shook her head. "I doubt that. Grace, your voice is every bit as good as mine." Her upraised hand stopped the objection. "Believe me, it is. If you get the same break as I had, your career could follow a similar path. I might be able to help—"

The brunette stared at the singing star. Was this a wind up? Her chest tightened at the thought. "Lisa—"

The blonde shrugged her bare shoulders. "Think big, honey. How much do you want success? What are you prepared to sacrifice?

Grace thought of her life. What wouldn't she give up? Anything had to be better than her current existence. Existence – that was a good word. She existed, not lived. "It means everything, Lisa. I'd give up everything I have for my career. I was born to sing."

The smile that met her words promised everything. "Wonderful, Grace. My trip to England was to search for new talent. Call in existing contacts. Find someone new. With promise. Each Angel is expected to unearth at least one."

"Angel...?" stammered Grace.

Lisa's eyes briefly clouded over. As if she'd let the cat out of the bag. "It doesn't matter for now," she dismissively said. "The point is that we're always seeking talented new female singers. Robert enthusiastically mentioned he had a potential star on his hands. He was right!"

***

The Greek's gleaming eyes watched Lauren's gleaming hips rise from the bed. He's seen it so often. His gaze flickered for a moment between the blonde and the hidden camera recording each move. Despite her orgasm, Lauren was making a concentrated effort to maintain contact with his thigh. It was fruitless.

Easing his leg from between her thighs, he shifted position above her. He'd allowed her to fulfil her need. Now for his. His movements were surprisingly graceful as he adjusted his huge torso across the recovering woman. Resting his hairy buttocks lightly on her washboard stomach, the Greek was careful to make sure his knees took his weight.

Her gasp indicated the blonde's instant awareness of his intentions.

Within seconds, he'd nestled his heavy erection into her slippery cleavage. Sometimes, they objected. He liked that—forcing himself was an aphrodisiac. This one didn't and he liked that too. Another tick in the box. Kay would be so pleased.

He pushed her firm breasts together, enveloping his veiny tower.

Her grunt was followed by a whimper of excitement "Oh—My—God!"

The Greek smiled as he slid his erection between her oily breasts. His balls rested comfortably against the plump undersides of her near perfect swells. The way she so readily accepted the position filled him with satisfaction. If she was concerned, she didn't show it.

She really was going to be the most perfect little acquisition!

He slid forwards until his chubby cockhead emerged from the top of her shining globes. His gentle back and forth thrusting made him pant slightly. It always did. His eyes stayed on her startled face. It wasn't easy finding a perfect partner for titfucking. Next to his wife, this one was close.

Demetrius' technique was impeccable. He knew that. Ease them into it. Make them beg for it. He panted more loudly as he unhurriedly fucked her tits, delighting in the friction against his thick girth, and the way her eyes conveyed her excitement.

"So good, beautiful Lauren," he encouraged, his hands still stroking and squeezing her slippery tits. "Look—"

She did, raising her head to stare at the glistening cockhead between her fleshy tunnel. With each re-appearance, its dark colour made an erotic contrast to the flawless tan of her glistening cleavage.

"Look—" he told her again, nodding across to the mirrors.

Her eyes followed his gaze, with ten erotic reflections of a huge, hairy man titfucking a blonde slut on the bed. She groaned at the sight. Was she really a slut? His slut? She luxuriated in the thought.

Demetrius' smile was lustful. Her ready acceptance, the sexy contortions of her face, the wildness in her eyes as she watched their reflection, combined to take him towards the end of his journey.

His pants grew louder. His thrusts grew faster. Her bullet-hard nipples pushed into his palms. When he squeezed her swells more tightly, her hands reached up to cover his. He frowned. Didn't she understand there was no stopping him now?

But he'd misread her intentions—she was urging him on.

The sexy model was as into this, as he was. Her hands squeezed his more tightly, raising her head to better watch his efforts. The Greek followed her gaze, staring at the fabulous, shining breasts as his huge erection relentlessly plunged between them. The sight, and the blonde's complicity, was suddenly too much.

He roared like a beast as he came—an animal establishing its authority in the wild.

The first long rope of semen shot over her slim shoulder, landing in her thick blonde hair. His second burst landed underneath her chin. The Greek panted his pleasure; continuing to fire over her neck and chest in long, warm rhythmic jets. It seemed his deep orgasm would never stop.

When it eventually did, his eyes smiled down at her. "Rub it in."

For a second, Lauren stared at him, as if attempting to comprehend his words. Then she realised what he wanted. With a sexy smile, her slim hands went to the creamy manjuice, gently caressing it into her supple breasts, across her chest and up to her shoulders.

He nodded approvingly, his eyes gleaming down into hers. The wild, lustful, abandoned look had remained on her face. When she raised her hands to her mouth, and slipped one cum covered finger after another between her sensuous lips, he felt himself begin to harden again.

Kay was going to love this girl.

***

The demise of the Table Bully had changed Daniel's fortunes. His Two-Three off-suit bluff next hand somehow took the pot. Pocket Aces won the next. He showed both hands, sending a clear message to the table that he was unpredictable. Challenge me and risk all your chips—

It allowed him to win more than his share of pots with average hands.

He remained the chip leader when he was moved to a different table. It often happened - pit the big stacks against one another. In this case his nearest competitor's were Wonderman and Raven.

Normal convention was to avoid confrontation. There'd be plenty of time for that later. Pocket queens changed his mind.

He put in a sizeable raise, only for Wonderman to go over the top, pushing all-in. Daniel thought for a long time before instinct told him to fold. It was a big lay down. Wonderman showed his pocket Kings.

"Yes!" Pumping his arm into the empty air may have been childish. But Daniel still felt good. That hand could have cost him a lot of chips.

Pocket eights saw him make a similar raise the following hand. Three times the big blind. The same sequence followed. Wonderman went all-in. Daniel paused then folded. His opponent showed again—Big Slick.

One hand later, pocket Kings gave Daniel the chance to release his frustration. When he made the same raise, Wonderman moved all-in for the third successive hand. Just like that. Daniel had him! His opponent had become too ambitious. He'd made one aggressive move too many.

He was about to get his comeuppance.

Even as Daniel's finger twitched towards the green 'call' button, a thought appeared from nowhere. The words once uttered by T J Cloutier. 'When someone goes all in three times in a row, he's got Aces the third time.'

Why it came into his mind at that precise moment, he didn't know. But in a nano-second, he was convinced. This guy has Aces. The more he thought about it, the surer he became. There was no reason to it – just instinct. It was a no brainer. Call and he was out of the tournament.

The on-screen alarm sounded, jerking him out of his thoughts. The ten seconds in which to make his decision weren't needed.

When Wonderman showed his pocket Rockets, it was the third successive confirmation he'd made the correct laydown. By all rights, he could—and probably should—have been out of the tourney with any of those last three hands. But whilst his chip stack was dented, he was still alive.

Daniel smiled to himself. Hellmuth had once ragged he'd only folded Kings preflop once in his career. You and me both, Phil!

***

Grace had had too much to drink—way too much. She and Lisa had paired off, talking about everything there was to discuss about music. The blonde continually made references to Grace's future, without being too specific. It excited the hopeful singer.

Just being with Lisa excited her. Sitting opposite the spunky singer at a table on the outside balcony, her temperature was rapidly rising. Lisa's sparkly evening dress was so short; whenever she uncrossed her legs her skimpy black panties were on display.

Grace wasn't into women, but there was something about this girl.

"What?" Lisa asked, fumbling in her bag.

Grace laughed. "You're so different to what I expected."

"What did you expect," the blonde asked, tipping out some white powder onto the table.

The brunette's reply was a gasp. This wasn't the wholesome image the country singer had cultivated. "Lisa—"

The superstar smiled sexily as she busied herself, drawing the coke into two lines.

"Lisa—" Grace gasped again, glancing around. Her hand nervously pulled a loose strand of her back behind her ear.

"Losers," the blonde dismissively retorted, rolling a bill and quickly doing a line. She sniffed sharply, rubbing her nose and licking her lips.

When she handed the bill to Grace, the singing hopeful took it in her unsteady hand but sat still, as if frozen.

"I can't," she pleaded. Like everyone else, she'd smoked the occasional joint. But coke?

Lisa snorted, her dreamy eyes staring into those of her new friend. "Grace," she snapped, her voice firm and brooking no argument. "You said you'd do anything for your career—"

The brunette hesitated, attempting to equate taking coke with singing success. If Lisa partook, it couldn't be bad. Could it?

Brushing another loose strand away, she leant forward and hesitantly snorted the remaining line. What would Daniel think? As the powerful narcotic began to create unexpected sensations, she realised she didn't care. This was what singing stars did.

"Good girl," Lisa smiled, as if Grace had passed some sort of test. "Come on, let me show you something," she whispered, grabbing the brunette's hand even as the chemical buzz was hitting her new friend.

Grace wobbled as she stood up, unsteadily following Lisa through the main room and up the curved staircase. God, how big was this place? Upstairs, Lisa homed in on a door to the left, ushering the brunette inside and flicking on a soft light.

Grace felt disoriented. The room was swimming. Leaning back against the door to steady herself, she realised little fireworks were going off in the back of her brain. She felt wonderful. Turning to Lisa, she smiled. "This is a bedroom."

Lisa nodded. "My bedroom."

"You're… you're staying here?" the brunette asked.

"But of course," Lisa replied, slipping her dress down her body as if it was the most natural thing in the world. Only the small black g-string covered her nakedness. "I always stay with Robert when I'm in London."

Grace gasped. The superstar was even more perfect near naked than she was clothed. There wasn't an ounce of excess fat on the country acid house singer. Everything was so tight and feminine. Her eyes returned to the small, perky tits. They curved upwards, topped by quite delicious dark nipples. But it was the angel tattoo on her right swell that caught her attention. "Lisa… that angel—"

This was surreal. She realised she was speaking in a matter of fact way, as if being with a near naked woman in her bedroom was the most natural thing in the world. It was, wasn't it?

The blonde sauntered across the distance between them, stopping just short of the dreamy woman. Her expression was provocative, one meticulously plucked brow raised, the corners of her full lips turned up in amusement. "That coke is kicking in?" she asked.

Grace nodded. Then she giggled. "It must be—"

Lisa raised a hand to Grace's face. Her fingers caressed the soft cheek.

"Lisa," Grace began. "Why've you taken off your dress?"

"More comfortable, honey," Lisa smiled. "Want to remove yours?"

Grace thought for a second, then her head nodded as enthusiastically as a dog in the back of a car. The coke made her feel happy and Lisa's suggestion was such a good idea.

The blonde had unzipped the back and allowed the dress to drop to the floor almost before Grace realised what was happening. Then her hand was slipping around the back of the brunette's head. She brought Grace's lips to hers, satisfied that the sexy young woman's acquiescence.

Grace moaned. Lisa's tongue was soft and wet as it flicked along the brunette's lips. It was gentle at first, but then the kiss deepened. Harder, more passionate. The naked breasts pushing against her own thrilled her. Her nipples rose, responding to the erect buds pressing against hers.

"Want it?" Lisa asked.

Grace's eyes were dreamy. "It? What?"

When Lisa's hand cupped her swells, the haze began to lift as she at last realised what the country singer had in mind. She opened her mouth to speak, but when Lisa's lips moved quickly to her neck, then upwards to nip her earlobe, all that came out was a moan.

"Ever been with a woman?" Lisa asked, her tongue licking around the soft lobe. She smiled at the brunette's shuddered response. Grace's mouth opened again, but still no words came out. There wasn't a need for any. The soft shake of her head provided her answer.

"Good," the blonde breathed into her ear. "You've never lived until you've experienced a woman's touch."

Grace's eyes widened. A mixture of excitement, fear and lust coursed through her. She couldn't! Not with a woman!

The fingers Lisa slipped beneath her thong changed her mind. The blonde's touch slithered along the ridge of her wet labia. It teased her clit, circled then flicked her swollen bud. She rested her head back against the door as Lisa stiffened two fingers and pushed them inside her.

"Ngh—" Her shriek was violent, torn from her throat. She exploded immediately, her orgasm so quick and hard she blacked out.

***

"That was impressive," Demetrius told the model as he licked along her stomach. "How often have those tits fucked a man?"

The blonde suddenly looked bashful. As if she was only just realising what they'd done. "I haven't, Demetrius…" she confessed.

The huge Greek gave a smile of satisfaction. That shy look would look great on camera; he was sure of that. He'd check it out with his wife, later, after Lauren left.

The fingers of his right hand gently flicked her cum covered nipple as he slid his left through her soft, blonde hair, slowly pulling her head to his shaft. "I don't take long to recover," he growled as his cock began to unfurl. "Maybe you can help speed up the process?"

The huge Geek smiled as she enthusiastically went to work, taking his thick girth between her lips. Her low growl tickled across him. For a moment, he experienced a pang of regret she was heading for Vegas. They could have such fun together. When her tongue began to flick along his rapidly thickening cock, he let out a soft groan.

Their reflections in the mirrors reverberated around the lavish bedroom. The sight made Demetrius' cock jump in her mouth. Lauren coughed at the reaction, but her eyes told him she wasn't going to be deflected from her task. The young blonde took him as far inside as she could, the head of his cock bouncing against the entrance to her throat.

She spluttered again, but quickly recovered. One hand dug into his ass, while the other dropped to caress his balls.

He dug his fingers into her scalp, displaying his growing pleasure. "Yesss, beautiful Lauren. That's good—"



Encouraged, she took his thick cock back into her throat again. She sucked with a purpose and a passion, one that said – make me a superstar. He would, but not the way she expected. He instantly grew another inch as the thought tickled him.

Her long tongue created a wonderful friction along the underside of his shaft. Both of her hands gripped his ass, her fingernails digging in as she worked on her personal mission. Demetrius gripped her hair, pulling her head up so that their eyes met. He nodded across at the wall. Her deep brown eyes followed his gaze to the mirrors.

It spurred her on. Her eyes stayed on the mirrors as she went back to work, her enthusiasm increased by the erotic reflections. Slowly, Demetrius began to buck his hips against her face. Her fingernails dug deeper, drawing blood from his hairy buttocks.

He tightened his grip on her hair, close to the point of no return. Not yet, my beauty! Not yet!

He dragged her mouth away, lifting her shuddering body like a mannequin and placing her across his lap. His hands eased her into position, allowing her to feel his ramrod-hard weapon against her wet opening.

Adjusting her hips, she eased down on his crown. His size was initially a problem for her, but by taking him in a few inches at a time, she sheathed him halfway. Her pause allowed them both to get used to his size, before she pushed herself down again.

"You like that, Demetrius?" Lauren teasingly asked once the huge Greek completely filled her.

He nodded. This was what he wanted. For the first time, he'd allowed her to be in charge. Let's see what the blonde could do.

She didn't disappoint. Leaning backwards, she allowed his gaze to feast on their union. Her vulva stretched around his girth, protected by the thin, blonde, landing strip. It pulled around his cock each time she rose up off of him. The huge Greek groaned with every flex and gyration.

Her full breasts swayed gently with each downward thrust and his hairy hands rose to cup them. When her inner muscles tightened, Demetrius knew for sure a big bonus would soon be coming his way. He'd use some of it to buy her videos.



Then his eyes flickered to the mostly concealed two little red lights either side of them. Soon, he'd have his own private recording.

With an agonizing slowness, the sexy woman built up the pace. When the Greek matched her movements, powering up into her, her hands locked behind his head and she leant backwards for better penetration.

Watching her face as she fucked him, his cock twitched inside her. She was even hotter than he'd expected—not many women were able to bring him to boiling point so easily. He redirected his hands from her tits to her slender hips. Time for Demetrius to exercise control!

He lifted her easily, almost to the point his cock pulled out of her, and then pile-drived the luscious model back down onto his lap. Lauren was taken by surprise as control switched between them in a nano second.

His huge penis slid deeper with each bounce, penetrating as far as he could go. Lauren flexed her legs and gasped. Her eyes widened in shock and amazement. He'd seen that look before. Total surprise at Demetrius' ability to fuck into their very souls.

The hairy Greek gave a snarl. Soon, she'd be begging him to stop.

Instead, she surprised him. It took her a few moments to gather her wits, but then the blonde was fucking back—moving with all the energy she could muster. Over and over, they pounded one another, his hairy forearms gripping her athletic legs as he bounced her.

"Yes… Yes…" It was impossible to distinguish whose desperate cries they were.

Demetrius whipped her body harder and harder down on his lap. Lauren arched her back, pushing her ass down with each thrust. The sweat dripped from his forehead. Her blonde hair bounced on her shoulders.

They were close. Very close. Lauren's eyes closed. His focused on their reflections in the mirrors.

With one final thrust, they both detonated. Lauren's sex twitched with each burst, her slick muscles tightening each time she sucked another rope of creamy manjuice. The gasping blonde model's body jerked and trembled as she spilt her cum over his.

They were both still cumming thirty seconds later.

***

Daniel's fingers scratched the back of his neck as he returned the phone to its cradle. Grace must be well and truly pissed at him if she was refusing to answer. Or maybe she was caught up in something that was pre-occupying her? The party must be progressing well.

Taking a sip from his mug of freshly brewed coffee, he picked up an unread poker magazine. It would fill in a couple of minutes while the tournament was on its short break.

Chris Moneymaker was featured on the front cover. 'The Moneymaker Effect' caption was emblazoned across the former world champion's face.

Daniel reflected that poker had changed considerably since 2003, as the result of that unlikely victory. Moneymaker had qualified in a satellite that year, subsequently carrying off the $2.5 million first prize for his outlay of just thirty-nine dollars on PokerStars.com.

Since that time, the world champion had faded badly. But his legacy lived on. Because of the boom he unknowingly created, millions of new young Internet players became addicted to the game.

Daniel was one of them. And with two thirds of the field eliminated, his own dream of competing at the World Series was nearing fruition.

***

The first thing Grace realised was that she naked. On a bed. How'd that happened? What had happened? The second thing wasn't so much a realisation, as a feel. The feel of a tongue playing around her lips.

"Welcome, back," the woman breathed against her mouth.

It was Lisa's voice. The blonde kissed her again, her lips as soft as a feather against hers. When the phone rang in the background, Grace recognised the tune. It was Daniel. "Lisa…" she began.

"Ssssh," the superstar whispered, snaking her tongue into the brunette's mouth again.

Grace did as she was bid, closing her eyes and enjoying the sensuous feel of their lips on one another until the ringing clicked off. The world slowed down—she knew she should be thinking of Robert and his party; of Daniel. But the lips seducing hers, the drug in her body and her first girl-girl orgasm, all combined to keep her exclusively in the moment.

Then Lisa was moving. Slithering down her body. Grace's heart trembled at the sight. The first touch of the brunette's tongue on her sex was intoxicating. Her jaw tightened, her gasp more like the hiss of air escaping from a radiator. Then it turned into a scream as her second orgasm of the evening consumed her.

"So noisy," Lisa murmured, her slurping mouth drinking in the juices. "That should impress the partygoers downstairs. Want another one?"

It was the words as much as the country superstar's mouth that captivated Grace. She never wanted this to stop. She opened her legs wider, feeling the temptress lifting her legs, draping them over her perfect shoulders. When Lisa leaned forward, sliding her tongue across her clit and vulva before pushing it inside, she let out a loud wail.

"Lisaaaa!!!" she cried as the blonde alternated her focus from vulva to clit.

Her hips pushed up, her ass lifted from the bed. Supporting herself with just her elbows shoulders, she began to hump the country star's face. For the first time, she was a participant, other than just a cum machine.

"Yesss," she hissed, her teeth clenched as she arched her back and linked ankles for better purchase.

Then the superstar's fingers joined her lips. One, two, three—seeking and instantly finding her g-spot. This woman knew exactly what she was doing. When she stretched her thumb to rest in the tight cleft between Grace's cheeks, rimming her anus, the brunette exploded. A third time, then again. Too many to count.

***

Fortified by several mugs of caffeine, Daniel was in a rhythm of playing solid, sensible, poker. He'd made a point of staying out of the way of the clear chip leader. Raven had position on him.

But with selected aggression against others, he'd begun to increase his chip stack again. He was feeling comfortable. In control. Halfway through the session, a new player was transferred to the table. Arnie's chip count was similar to Daniel's.

With the blinds at 300-600, and a 50-chip ante, Daniel was dealt pocket fives. He flat-called Arnie's opening raise. Four times the big blind was unusual, but nothing to scare him off.

Raven called, too, but folded to Arnie's continuation bet on a rainbow flop of Four-Five-King.

Daniel thought carefully about his next move. He loved his set of fives, but the two spades worried him. He didn't want to be outdrawn and after only five hands at the table, he had no idea as to Arnie's style.

Nor did Arnie have a feel for him. That made his mind up. He moved all-in.

The long pause convinced Daniel his opponent would fold. He was draining the last of his coffee when Arnie surprised him.

He called with Ace-King. Both hearts.

Daniel was ahead by a street, but the Ace on the turn made him nervous. Very nervous. Another Ace or King would end his tournament.

His silent prayer to the poker gods paid off, though the sight of paint made his heart flutter for a second. The Queen not only helped him remove a potentially dangerous opponent, it put him in second place in the tournament.

Easy does it!

***

"Two questions," Lisa murmured, handing Grace a glass of water and flopping down on the edge of the bed.

"Questions?"

The blonde nodded, her eyes a mixture of amusement and arousal. "Mmmm. If I fixed you up with a one night spot in a Vegas club, would you take it?"

The brunette's jaw dropped at the same time as her eyes widened. Vegas!

"You'd have to pay your own expenses, I'm afraid. But you'd be paid and it would put you in the shop window. The same one that gave me my opportunity."

Grace couldn't contain her excitement. She wasn't going to pass this opportunity. Her chest tightened. Maybe this was the time to end her and Daniel's relationship? Start out on her own again? Her half of their joint savings would fund the trip.

"Lisa… that would be wonderful! Where?"

"Samuel Smith's. It's a well-known club in downtown Vegas. I was given the same chance three years ago. They liked me so much I was given a regular spot. The rest is history. This'll give Daniel an opportunity to look at you, see how the audience react."

Grace drained the water, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand when a little spilled over. "Do you think—?"

The country singer leant back on her elbows, her naked body provocatively displayed in all its glory. Despite her deep tan, she didn't have any visible bikini lines and every inch from the contours of her small, perky breasts down to the smooth-shaven mound were intoxicating.

"Do I think they'll like you?" she finished Grace's question. "Oh, yes. They're gonna love you Grace. You have all the qualities to become an angel." Her hand went to her right breast, her soft fingers tracing across the angel tattoo. "Which brings me to my second question—"

Grace sat up. The look in Lisa's eyes was one hundred per cent arousal. "Yes—?"

"I need to understand how much you want this, Grace." She opened her legs, provocatively displaying her glistening sex. "Show me—"

Grace licked her lips as her eyes honed in on the sweet pussy. Could she? It was one thing being made love to. But giving! That was something different. Her head exploded in thought. Vegas! What an opportunity. And this woman. Lisa Welles—superstar. What an opportunity, too.

Time to show her appreciation.

"Yes?" Lisa asked. It wasn't really a question. More of a statement. She moved quickly, like a panther, swinging a leg across the brunette's body. Her hands found Grace's hair, roughly yanking her head upwards as she lowered her clean-shaven mound.

Grace felt a shiver run through her body. Yes. Use me. Be rough. Fuck me hard. Her hands gripped Lisa's asscheeks as the blonde lowered her wetness to within a fraction of her mouth.

Her tongue willingly reached upwards. Following her instinct, she lapped across the wet sex, bringing a growl from the country star.

"Higher," Lisa commanded, yanking Grace's head a fraction upwards.

The brunette understood. For some reason, an image of Daniel came into her mind as her mouth sought out the slippery clitoris. If he could only see her now—

Lisa purred like a cat as the inexperienced woman pleasured her. Her hands gripped the brunette's locks more tightly as she used the virgin face to fuck herself. She began to pant. So close… so close…

Grace felt the delicious wetness envelop her face. Lisa's hips were undulating across her forehead, nose, lips, chin. She could hardly breathe. Her eyes closed, revelling in the submissive position.

Then Lisa's body was shuddering, trembling and shaking. When she came, Grace found her way to grip the blonde's hips tighter and force her tongue inside the jetting sex.

Lisa's moan changed into a long wail—

***

The short break helped Daniel clear his mind. Selective aggression was the key. If the cards came, he'd play them hard. Otherwise, he'd pick and choose his spots. Adapt to how the game unfolded. No need to take unnecessary risks. Winning wasn't important. A top three spot was.

He used the two minute break to freshen himself in the bathroom. Feel good, play good.

The King was the first to exit, his pocket Aces failing to stand up to the river card. With eight players remaining, Daniel's pot of gold was creeping ever closer.

Three hands later, Stargazer went all-in in early position. Everyone folded to Daniel, in the small blind. With Big Slick suited staring at him, it was a no brainer. Stargazer had played conservatively, but was running out of chips. He could have anything.

'Anything' turned out to be the Nine-Ten of diamonds. Although the flop gave his opponent some hope with a flush draw, the turn and river didn't help. Ace high won the pot. Seven players remaining.

Twenty minutes later, Daniel's dream drifted closer. Dancer pushed all-in and got two calls. Daniel was happy to fold his Three-Four off suit and watch the hand unfold. Pocket Aces. Pocket Kings. Pocket Queens. Unbelievable!

The Aces prevailed and HitWoman tripled up. Daniel knew this woman was dangerous—they'd regularly played together at the cash tables. She was good, but so was he! Five players remaining.

Good money was guaranteed should he go out in either of the next two positions, but fourth or fifth place were not options for Daniel. It was top three or nothing—as simple as that. And he scented blood.

His pocket sevens deserved a standard raise. Axe Man called. The flop of King-Queen–Queen was no help.

Axe Man made a small raise. Instinct made Daniel stay with him.

The turn card was an eight. Axe Man made a similar sized bet.

That made no sense. Daniel pondered for a short time, attempting to put his opponent on a hand. He might have been slow playing. If so, Daniel's hand was probably dead now.

His uncertainty brought caution. He just called.

The river was another seven. Daniel's full house was almost certainly ahead. When his opponent made another small bet, it made no sense. Was he trapping? King-Queen or Queen-Eight would kill him.

Daniel put him all-in. Good luck to the guy if he'd suckered him along. Axe Man called and displayed his Ace–King. Daniel sighed. He'd been well behind until the river claimed another victim. Now there were four.

Next hand, Daniel decided to go after the remaining short stack. With two folds to his small blind, he put Kara all-in, even with a 'Doyle Brunson.' The Ten-Two hole cards were named after the great man, who won back-to-back world titles in 1976 and 1977 with that starting hand.

Kara called with pocket fives and when the flop came down Ten-Jack-Seven, the short stack was on his way out. Two rags sealed his fate and, at long last, Daniel had done it!

He experienced a sense of euphoria. He and Grace were Vegas bound! She may have been pissed with him when she'd left for the party—he couldn't wait to see her face when she returned.

Taking a moment or two to gather himself, he picked up the phone and called her again. Still no reply. No problem.

He'd wait for her in bed, instead.

***

"Harder!" his wife cried. "Fuck my ass harder, Demetrius'!"

Her naked, heavily sweating body writhed on all fours as her husband drilled down into her tight asshole. They were both noisy when they fucked. But her love of anal sex brought the worst—and best—from her mouth. Especially when they were watching the big screen.

Playing on the giant high-def screen on the wall across from the four-poster was a scene he'd watched twice before his wife returned home that evening. He'd also watched it when he called Kay Kristen again.

The symmetry of his wife watching him fuck Lauren's ass, while he fucked hers, wasn't lost on either of them. The main difference was that Lauren's was peachy whereas his wife had put on a few extra pounds some time ago. It mattered not. Demetrius loved full figured women.

At this point in the video, the huge Greek was raised up on one knee, his hands on the blonde's hips, pulling her back onto him while he drilled inside her back passage. She was an anal virgin, Lauren had told him.

Not any longer.

On screen, the sweat was dripping from him onto the model's back, just as it was now onto his wife.

"Harder!" she gasped, her hand working her clit. "Harder, Demetrius!" Her voice was little more than a high-pitched shriek.

He plunged against her, feeling his orgasm seconds away. His swollen balls bounced across her plump labial lips. His hands left her hips to reach under her and grab the pendulous tits that were swinging back and forward. No-one had breasts like his wife. Oversized and overripe. Delicious.

He shut his eyes as he barked out his climax a second after Calista. He loved the sound of his wife's howls when she exploded. He'd loved Lauren's moans, too. Kay Kristen would be so happy.

***

Kay Kristen's wide smiled was tinged with lust as she watched the couple fuck on her king sized bed. The call from Demetrius had been timed perfectly, especially his intention to forward the video of him and the girl in action. It was a long time since a newbie raised her arousal levels, but this little blonde hottie had certainly done it for her.

Jimmy and Rachal were the perfect choice to seduce the newcomer into the world she had planned for her. The two models had performed in the occasional blue movie themselves, but were of more value to Kay as the instruments that brought naïve young women into her world.

With his hard body and Tom Cruise crew cut, Jimmy was pretty much irresistible to most women. Getting them a little high didn't do any harm, of course. And the ebony skinned Rachal was the most perfect foil, with her predilection for women as strong as for men.

The fact that the two of them were, currently anyway, in love with each other was perfect, too. Made them easier to manipulate. Not that they needed much influencing. They loved their 'jobs' almost as much as the rewards it brought them.

The sight of the ebony skinned beauty's undulating body as she fucked down on her prone boyfriend on her bed was intoxicating. She floated across towards them, shedding her red gown on the way.

Rachal turned her head towards her as she felt the now naked woman's hands on her shoulders, meeting Kay's pouting lips in a passionate, over-the-shoulder kiss. She was close, and that brought her even closer.

When the older woman's hands cupped her tits and stroked those deliciously long nipples, the panting model had to tear her mouth away, trying to breathe as the orgasm swept through her now jerking body.

Without hesitation, Kay dragged the woman down off her boyfriend and pushed her flat on the bed. She tongued her way down the model, settling in between her slender thighs then shot a coy look at Jimmy.

"Well, what are you waiting for?" she asked the Tom Cruise model, raising her ass to encourage him into position behind her.

He needed no persuasion, sliding home with practised ease as Kay went to work on his girlfriend's clit. Within seconds, they were in a race. Which woman would cum first?

Kay's two fingers rammed in and out of Rachal's clutching wetness, her tongue bouncing the blonde's slippery clit with each pass. Jimmy's thrusts had already hit the mark, forcing her face further into the dark body's oily pussy, at the same time as taking Kay towards her own nirvana.

When the Agency owner came, she pulled her head away in an attempt to let her scream out. Rachal was having none of it, her long fingernails wrapping in the dark tresses and jamming the woman's face back.

The ebony skinned model arched her back, threw her hips upwards one final time against the wonderful tongue, and then allowed her second orgasm to claim her, even as her boyfriend began to fuck Kay again.

***

"That's simply wonderful," Grace eventually cooed, her thoughts taking a different direction to those when she'd entered the room. An all expenses paid trip to Vegas. It fit perfectly!

Returning home, she'd been concerned that her eyes, ruffled dress, demeanour, our even her aroma would give her away. Despite her shower, she could still smell Lisa on her body. The thought of spending the night with the country singer had been tempting, but there were too many variables.

She hadn't been able to bring herself to answer Daniel's second call, and had dreading facing him when she got home. In some ways, she'd been hoping he'd be asleep. Then she could then tackle the question of their future relationship with a night's rest behind her. Breaking up wasn't going to be easy. But it was necessary if she was to get to Vegas and follow her dream. She hadn't wanted that conversation tonight.



Then he'd hit her with it. He'd only gone and won the bloody trip to Vegas. His excitement was contagious, albeit for different reasons. The all expense paid trip for two was perfect, quite perfect!

She turned from tired and apprehensive to exhilarated and horny. The sex with Lisa had been sensational. But right now, she needed a cock! As she slipped her dress from her shoulders, the recollection of Lisa doing the same to her a few short hours ago sent a shudder of arousal through her.

She would have his cock, but not yet. Right now, she had something else in mind. Something Lisa had taught her.

Striding to the bed, she pushed him flat. Her hands held his wrists against the bedsheets as she straddled his body. Glaring down into his eyes, one knee pinned his right arm, the other his left. Captive, she gave a lustful snarl as she gripped his head and lowered her sex to his face.

At first, Daniel tried to move. Grace gripped his hair more tightly, fingernails digging into his scalp. He didn't need to do a thing. Just let her use him. Use him, she did. Her oily sex slid across his whole face, gently for a few seconds, then with increasing fervour.

She was an animal. Out for her own pleasure. Ignoring his.

Her hips worked faster. The orgasm grew. Daniel's legs were bouncing on the bed, as if telling her it was too much. She snarled again. Who cared? She was fucking him the way Lisa had fucked her.

It didn't take long. She screamed when she came, her juices flooding his face. She paid no attention, content to let him drown. She slithered back and forth across his face until the spasms began to subside and only then did she free his imprisoned head.

"Grace…" he coughed, his hands rubbing his cum covered red face.

"That's for being such a prick before I left," she cut him off, easing down his chest and taking hold of his half erect cock, sticking through the gap in his boxers. She sheathed him in an instant, smiling at his loud gasp. "And this is for being a good boy and winning us the Vegas trip."

Her hips urgently thrust down even before she'd finished speaking. Her movements were fast, almost frantic. When his big hands grabbed her manic hips in an attempt to slow her down, she slapped them away. "Keep fucking me," she ordered with a low growl, oblivious to the fact she was the one doing the fucking.

Daniel's head dropped back onto the white pillow, his eyes staring up into hers. She responded by dropping the pace. Teasing. Her movements were slow, deliberate, letting them both feel the deliciously clutching movements of her wet pussy on his cock.

She was sending out a message. She was the one in control. Just like she would be when Vegas saw her talent!

When Daniel reached for her breasts, her laugh as she leant back was delirious. Her inner thighs tightened around his sides and she went to town, controlling him like a rodeo rider on a bucking bronco. Her hair bounced on her shoulders. Her tits danced an erotic dance.

When Daniel came, she howled as the thick bursts splattered her insides. The praying mantis would soon be devouring her prey.


The Strip Ch. 03

This is a rewrite of 'Vegas', combining both Books. While maintaining the theme, it offers a completely different and fresh take for the main characters.

Grateful thanks go to the best editor in the world -- thesoundandfury - not only for his editing, but also for the constant encouragement, suggestions, and for helping me to become a better writer.

Chapter 3: Arrival

Rosie Faulkner looked at the ceiling. Is this what her life had come down to? An overweight, heavily panting senior citizen, thrusting down into her sinewy body? The only saving grace was that he hadn't been fucking her for long. And he didn't look as if he was going to last much longer.

Her hands reached up, closing behind his neck, her fingers softly stroking his salt and peppery George Clooney hair. The thought of the film star suddenly changed her perspective. She closed her eyes and wrapped her feet around his heavily sweating back.

"That's it baby, that's it. Fuck me, darlin'. Fuck me, George!"

"Barry…" he corrected, sweat dropping from his forehead as he burrowed his head down against her shoulder. From the way he was grunting, he was close to either an orgasm or a heart attack.

Coming to Vegas was the start of making a better life for herself. How had it come to this? Initially, she'd signed up for the club as a dancer, not quite understanding the type of dancing required. But after a short time, she quite enjoyed it. Exotic dancing was a turn on, even though stripping may have been a more accurate description.

Some of the girls did more, of course, after Big Eddie set them up with so called clients. What was she thinking, most of them did—she'd been the rare exception. Not that the girls thought of themselves as prostitutes. They 'serviced' clients, not fucked them.

It was a million miles away from how she'd been brought up. And not something she'd ever consider. Not until she'd met Charlie, that was. Her gambler boyfriend had gotten himself into debt with some of Vegas's more notorious private clubs. Six months ago, he'd found himself five thousand dollars in the hole with no way of getting out.

The loan sharks he'd been borrowing from were breathing down his neck and threatening pretty unpleasant outcome if the money wasn't repaid.

From there, it had been easy to fall down the next rung. Every other girl was doing it. They needed the money. Charlie told her it wouldn't be for long, just until 'they' got themselves on their feet. So she'd started 'servicing' clients, too. Geez, she could just see her mother's face—

"Want me on top, George," she asked, getting rid of the negative thoughts as easily as she pushed back the strand of red hair from across her left eye. She slipped out from under his sweat-coated body even before he could correct his name.

Her dangling, fake diamond belly piercing caught the light as she crawled from under him and across his plump body. The image of a beached whale came into her mind and she quickly shook it away. George Clooney, she told herself. George Clooney.

Her full, freckled breasts danced as she settled herself. Just as she took his chubby cock in her hand and prepared to slide it home, another thought came into her mind. Reacting to her instinct, she jerked her body upwards, her silky wetness making a damp trail across his stomach and chest. This was strictly against the rules, but what the hell—

"Make it good and I'll finish by fucking your brains out, George," she grunted as her lithe thighs settled either side of his face. Her freckles almost bounced on her skin as she clamped them around his head.

She knew she was in big trouble if he objected. Ming and Big Eddie would both throw her out. She'd seen how cold and clinical they'd been with other girls. For a brief second, she wondered if her instinctive moment of instantaneous rebellion was such a good idea.

Then, her overweight lover stretched his neck upwards and ran his tongue across her clean-shaven sex. Yesssss—

She gave a moan as she ground her clit down onto his fat lips. Close your eyes, she told herself. Close your eyes and think of George Clooney.

George proved up to the task. His arms curled under her thighs, groping at the taut swell of her hard ass. Her muscles flexed as she rode his face.

"Fuck, baby! Yesss!" She leant backwards, resting one arm on the bed as the other circled his chubby erection behind her, still hard in her hand. She jerked him in time with her undulations.

From nowhere, her orgasm sprinted through her body, her sex drowning his mouth and nostrils in syrupy liquid. Fuck! Where did that come from? She rarely came with a punter, not even the rare good-looking ones.

The freckled redhead didn't wait for her body to recover. Still basking in the satisfaction of her climax, she swiftly moved back down his body, pressing her full and warm breasts into his sweaty chest. The overweight man had surprised her. Now for his reward.

Even as she sheathed him, her thoughts returned to her situation. Another couple of months, that's what she'd give herself. Another couple of months and she'd change to legitimate employment. God knows what.

Unless something good happened in the meantime. Tonight, she'd be a hostess at the WSOP introductory party. Maybe they'd have better-paid jobs? She snorted to herself. Fat chance. Where would she earn more money than she did now? Legitimately? With a resigned sigh, she turned her attention back to the punter beneath her. Time to finish him off.

"Come on, George," she whispered, jerking down on his hardness. "I'm gonna take you to heaven."

Three downward thrusts were too much for the old man. "Barry…" he grunted, seconds before splashing her insides.

***

The non-stop flight from London, Gatwick was circling around Las Vegas, awaiting approval to land at the McCarron airport.

It had taken a few phone calls to ensure that Grace's guest spot, and Lauren's photoshoot, coincided with Daniel's trip to play in the World Series. Even at the last minute, there was some doubt. But Demetrius's intervention had saved the day. Lauren fucked him again as his recompense. Though with a cock like his, it was her reward, really.

The flight had passed relatively quickly. Daniel had enjoyed the sister's excited chatter, and then buried himself in one of the poker books he'd brought with him. It was probably tempting fate to brush up on The Endgame, but you never knew!

Harrington's book was interesting. When he'd made it to the final table in 1995, the other players had rejected his proposal of a nine-way settlement. He'd tried to convince them this was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity for them to share the final table prize money. With no takers, he won the full million himself.

What were his chances of making the final table this year? His sarcastic laugh at himself attracted the attention of the two sisters.

"Talking to yourself?" Lauren teased with that sexy smile of hers. "You've gotta keep that noise down!" She nudged Grace before returning to their conversation.

They could talk! The two beautiful sisters had engaged in excited conversation for the last hour, frequently laughing out loud as they talked. And every hot-blooded male eye was on the two women. At times he felt as if he was escorting two movie stars.

Maybe they'd change their attitude if he were successful? As supportive as he was for Grace and Lauren's once-in-a-lifetime opportunities, he felt the poor relation. Neither woman cared too much about his search for destiny. It was as if they felt he was there to look after them during their pursuit of fame. And play a little poker as well.

Well… perhaps. But he wouldn't be leaving Vegas without giving it the best shot that he could. Things had moved on from 1995. Simply reaching the Final Table this year would make each player an overnight millionaire. That might just rescue his and Grace's relationship! Things had improved recently anyway -- they'd been fucking like newlyweds for the past couple of weeks.

He pulled the Practically Poker documentation from his flight bag and flicked through it. He'd been drawn to play in the second flight, on Day 1-B of the Main Event. Because of the size of the field, there'd be two Day Ones, a slight reduction from recent years.

The combined survivors would make it to the official Day Two. 'Survivors' was the right word. Stay in the race, and then the tournament really started.

***

Although she and Grace were heady with excitement, Lauren kept an eye on Daniel. He was the older brother she never had. The wannabee model was worried about Grace's confession she would have ended their relationship had it not been for the Vegas trip. She was using him.

She understood Grace's perspective. She and Daniel spent less and less quality time together. He was working long hours. So was she. In their spare time, her sister travelled to various clubs pursuing her dream. Yes, Daniel watched her whenever he could. But in between, Grace told her he was constantly playing poker.

It had become more and more frustrating for her 'big' sister.

Maybe this trip was just what they needed? A reward for Grace, for her patience with Daniel? And if she was a success in her one night's performance at Samuel Smith's club, perhaps that might rekindle their flame? She hoped so.

In truth, Lauren had always thought of them as an unlikely couple. Grace was so outgoing, always an extrovert, willing to do anything to enjoy herself or advance her singing career. Daniel was more laid back. Seemingly happy to see where life was going to take him. That attitude was an anathema to her sister.

The blonde stared past the excited chatter of Grace to observe her surrogate brother. His head was buried in a book. Probably about poker. Her glance shifted back to Grace's animated face. Yes, they really were an unlikely couple. It was such a shame.

Her sister's eyes flashed at her as Grace fluffed up her silky, brown hair. "You haven't heard a word!"

Lauren grinned, her deep brown eyes staring into her sister's. Grace had always been able to read her mind. "I have…" she protested.

Grace's laugh stilled her objection. "No you haven't, little sis. What were you thinking?"

The blonde sighed softly. Her glance across at Daniel told her he wasn't listening, but she leant closer to Grace nevertheless. "That I really liked Daniel," she confided, her voice a soft whisper.

Her sister pulled away for a second, turning around in the cramped seat so that she could look directly into Lauren's face. "Yes, I know. But I've told you, it's all but over, Lauren."

The blonde's eyes widened. She pushed a lock of hair back behind an ear. "But—"

Grace shook her head. Her voice lowered to a hiss. "Too late, little sis. It's too late. The fire's gone out."

Lauren's gaze shot past her sister to make sure that Daniel hadn't overheard. He was in conversation with an older man across the aisle. The way the guy was looking at Daniel's book, it was clear he'd found a fellow poker aficionado.

"Then why—"

"You know! He won the trip," Grace said simply, with a shrug of her shoulders. "The flight and accommodation is paid for."

Lauren recoiled slightly against the small window behind her. Her sister had always been brutally honest with her. "That's the bit I'm struggling with, Grace! It doesn't seem fair."

Grace's almond eyes narrowed. "It's fair, Lauren. I'm thinking of it as saying goodbye in style."

***

She sat back in her seat as the airplane commenced its descent. Was Lauren right? Was she using Daniel? Grace knew the answer even before she asked herself the question. But she hadn't any regrets. The visit to Vegas wasn't costing Daniel anything. It just meant she was delaying telling him her decision to end their relationship.

If she needed any justification for playing him along, it came when he told her he'd decided to 'invest' around a thousand dollars of his 'saved' poker winnings so that he could play in a competition before the Main Event. To gain experience, for fuck's sake!

His attempts to justify it as coming from his money, his poker winnings, were insulting. He'd never once confided he had a separate bankroll from his winnings. And yet he'd known how tight money was for them both. It had been the final straw!

The strange thing was that she and Daniel had fucked more in the short time since he'd won the trip, than they had in quite some time. How ironic! It was nothing to do with their relationship. Or even Daniel. It was the thrill of anticipation at what the future held.

She thought back to Lisa's recent London concert. Inviting Grace as her guest of honour had been such a fucking turn on. Later, in the hotel suite they'd shared, the country diva had fucked Grace all night. Even now, the thought of the strap-on sent little shivers through the brunette.

You have the voice, Grace, the blonde had told her. No question about that. Now you have the opportunity. But before you go, you need to be sure how much you want it.

Grace had laughed at first. She wanted it with all her heart. When she'd told Lisa, her voice had shaken with the intensity of her feelings. Nothing would stop her!

Lisa's next words hadn't stopped her. But they'd made her pause. Grace, do you know how many cocks I've sucked? How many men I've fucked? Just to get to where I am now?

It had made Grace think more clearly about her aspirations. Was it really what she wanted? If that's what it took?

The brunette felt herself blushing. Her desire for success was all consuming. Not only would she do anything to make it as a singer, the thought of giving head or fucking a stranger was a fantasy she'd always had. To do that… and guarantee fame and fortune—

She pressed her thighs together in the seat. God, she was so wet at the thought. She'd been turned on ever since. And night after night, Daniel had reaped the benefit.

"You okay?" her sister asked, noticing her shuffle in her seat. It wasn't like Grace to be nervous of flying.

Despite the seat belt, Grace manoeuvred around so that her back was to Daniel. The thought had been with her for some time. If sex was a prerequisite to opening doors, how had Lauren secured her audition?

"Tommy," she whispered into her sister's ear. "Don't you miss the sex?"

Lauren coloured. "It… it hasn't been that long—"

Like a good sister, Grace instantly detected her nervousness. "Yes it has," she insisted. "You told me you two used to fuck like rabbits. How long have you been without it?"

Lauren's blush turned to deep red. Grace knew instantly.

"I thought so!" she said, a little too loudly. When her younger sister's eyes warned her to be quiet, she lowered her voice. "Demetrius!"

Lauren nodded and laughed. "Talent alone isn't enough, even when you're as hot as I am, big sister."

Grace smiled a contented smile. She knew as much! "Was he good?"

"Like a bull," the blonde whispered, glancing around to ensure Daniel wasn't party to their conversation. Thank goodness for that guy across the aisle who was still regaling her surrogate brother with tales of his own poker exploits. "You have no idea—"

"From the smug look on your face, I can imagine," Grace responded, playfully tapping her sister's tanned knee.

"It's a shame Robert's gay," Lauren laughed, her voice now a conspiratorially low whisper. "Otherwise you might have had the same benefits!"

Grace's low laugh told her sister there was something up. Her words confirmed it. "Lisa Welles is gay, too."

For a second, Lauren didn't catch on. When she did, her eyes widened. "Grace—"

"Well, not gay," Grace confided, her almond coloured eyes gleaming at her sister. "She's bi."

Lauren's mouth half opened in shock. "Grace! You didn't! Not with another woman?"

Her older sister leered at her, playfully running a finger along Lauren's exposed thigh. That black skirt really was too short. "Better be careful, little sis," she teased. "It looks like your sister is bi, too!"

Lauren slumped back in her seat, in shock. Sex—with a woman! She felt moist at the revelation. The seeds had been sown.

***

The smoke from his fat cigar filled the air. Samuel Smith was pleased with himself. Swinging around in the ridiculously large leather chair in his sumptuous office at the back of the club, he plonked both feet on his oversized desk.

Samuel Smith's had just made its first million in a single year. That excluded all the extra circular activities that brought in millions more. Extra circular activities! He laughed at the thought. He'd built up the biggest vice operation in Vegas, and despite the attempts of Big Eddie to muscle in on his market; he'd pretty much established himself as the dominant force.

Yes, Big Eddie had caused him a headache when the low life gangster opened Midnight Hot, a rival club located just off the Strip. But despite the undoubted success of that new nightclub cum brothel, it hadn't impacted on Samuel Smith's profits.

The so-called turf war he'd feared hadn't been a war at all. More like a minor skirmish.

In fact, not only had Samuel Smith's nightclub remained the leading attraction in Vegas, his expansion into the escort business had proven immensely successful. Once his son returned to Vegas, he'd groom him as his successor. For now, Joshua was broadening his horizons in Europe. In less than a year, he'd be home again. Samuel couldn't wait.

He picked up the phone and tapped in a number, congratulating himself that everything in his garden was rosy.

Carly answered. The spiky, black haired woman knew instantly it was her employer. "Hello, baby," she breathed into the phone.

"I'm waiting," he simply said.

"Not for long," she mumbled, with that always present hint of mischievousness in her voice.

It took her less than a minute to make her way from the club floor. Samuel's slacks and white boxers were already resting around his knees. There was no subtlety with the club owner. Never had been.

Belying his fifty years, the stocky club owner was invariably ready for action. His impressive black cock was already erect, rising majestically from the thick expanse of thick, curly hair.

The young woman smiled and tugged up her white tank top, exposing her unfettered breasts. Samuel returned the smile as his hungry gaze devoured them. They both knew how turned on her full, pear like swells made the Vegas renowned businessman.

"Don't have much time," he mumbled, nodding at his cock.

His dark eyes glowed as her shapely leg straddled him. Leaning forward, he couldn't resist taking an erect, deep pink nipple into his mouth. Young flesh was what kept him young. And there was never a shortage in his profession.

His mouth moved back and forth between each breast, turned on by her moans as his teeth pulled on each hard bud in turn. She may have been able to get off from just having her breasts sucked, but he needed to hurry the process.

His black hand dropped between her legs, rubbing her through her tight jeans. It took no time. Her moans signalled the onset of her climax and her shuddering body confirmed it had arrived. He continued to suck her tits as she came on his working fingers, loving the way her hips continued to hump his hand as she crested her summit.

Immediately, Carly knew what was expected. He hadn't summoned her just to give her pleasure. That was a bonus. She pushed his hands away and lowered her head, taking his black erection between her soft lips. Samuel placed one large hand on the back of her head as he moaned, tightening it in her spiky black locks as she began to mouth-fuck him.



Damn, this girl was good. Every bit as good as any he'd ever had. He'd miss her when he sent her undercover. But those instructions could wait until she'd satisfied his need. His body was already succumbing to her working mouth.

His shaft pushed against her throat as she slid her pink lips all the way down to the base. He grunted as she took him to boiling point. Her eyes danced upwards into his, daring him to try not to cum. They were in their own private battle. The spiky haired woman was racing him towards his orgasm whilst he tried to last. There was only one winner.

She left his black shaft with a slurp, but his groan of disappointment turned into one of pleasure as she widened her mouth around each testicle. She sucked gently from one to the other as his grip in her hair tightened. He fucking loved the way she never held anything back.

Then she was on the move again, never still. Her lips and tongue gently ran around his purple crown. Her soft hazel eyes grinned up into his as his breath caught in his throat. The spiky haired woman plunged back onto his ramrod stiffness, deep-throating him again.

In an instant, they both knew he was there. "Going to cum for Carly, baby?" she teased, a string of saliva dangling between her lips and the tip of his hardness. She stroked his pulsating shaft with her hands as she spoke, working the spit into the soft skin.

She took just the head between her lips as her fingers stroked his glistening length with short jerking movements, just the way he liked it. It was enough. He'd taught her well. His body jerked as his thick seed surged into her greedy mouth. Her soft lips took every last burst, her head pumping on his shaft until he had nothing left to give.

Only then did she look up, grinning as she slowly licked and cleaned the African American's diminishing manhood.

***

Grace and Lauren were like two eager children, their excitement spilling over during the twenty-five dollar cab ride from the airport.

Cruising along the Strip, they'd stared out of the frighteningly clean cab windows at the sky scraping Manhattan landmarks atop the New York, New York hotel; the large Eiffel Tower above Paris hotel; and the quite magnificent Bellagio and, next door, Caesar's Palace.

Even the long registration queue at the Rio hadn't fazed them. After checking in their luggage, they'd decided to stroll along the Strip to take in the sights. The raw heat was mitigated as they called into the cool air conditioning in hotel after hotel along the way.

Even the down to earth Daniel was impressed by the gondola ride the girls insisted on experiencing in the Venetian, despite their laughing off his assertion they'd soon run out of money if this were an example of how much things cost.

"Can't we change hotels to this one?" they chorused, with heady giggles.

He understood their enthusiasm. The Grand Canal Shoppes; the Venetian Living Statues, and the small, string orchestra performing in St. Mark's Square left them all spellbound.

The Forum shops in Caesar's Palace were next on the sister's agenda. If the Venetian was expensive, the impressive shops gave them no respite. They'd already spent the best part of an hour contemplating the rhinestone-studded shoes at Stuart Weitzman.

Daniel's intention after their late flight had been to make up for the lack of sleep with a short nap prior to that evening's Practically Poker pre tournament introductory party. He wanted to be in good shape for tomorrow's pre Main Event tournament.

With Lauren's modelling audition scheduled for later that evening, he'd made the same suggestion to the tow sisters. When they laughed at him, he left them to it. They'd return when they were ready.

***

Big Eddie flipped over his cards. "If you can beat two pair, then you've got me," he announced.

The kid across the green felt practically shook with nervous excitement. Eddie smiled. Rosie's boyfriend's tells were so obvious he might have been playing with his cards face up.

"Three kings," Charlie announced sheepishly, turning over his pocket pair.

Big Eddie sat back in his chair and softly clapped his hands. He was known for his outbursts and the wide-eyed kid seemed to be prepared for one. Instead, the gangster pushed the stack of chips into the pot and congratulated him. "You played well, Charlie. I'm impressed."

"That's… that's it?"

"That's it. The five grand is yours. You won it, fair and square. Now go settle that little debt of yours."

Charlie licked his lips, hesitating one more moment as though he expected to walk from this unbelievable dream. When it didn't dissipate, he quickly began loading his chips into a plastic rack. This would repay his entire debt to the loan sharks who were putting so much pressure on him.

Or maybe he could repay half the debt. With Rosie turning tricks at the Midnight Hot club, they were earning good money now. Perhaps he could keep half the money back and use it to fund more gambling. He was sure he could make good money; he just needed a little luck.

***

Carly sighed happily as she licked around his spent cock. Looking after Samuel was investing in her future. She'd lived in various parts of America at different times, but Vegas suited her down to the ground. Each time she'd moved on, it had been to better herself. Or escape from the damage she'd done. Her last boyfriend had called her a psycho bitch. He was right.

Her natural talent was for manipulating people, men and women. Sex had brought her everything she had. Her body was her weapon and her instrument. The sleazier side of life was her territory. She'd manipulate her own mother if it got her what she wanted. It hadn't been necessary. Not yet.

The spiky haired woman had also learned that the way ahead in life was to foster relationships with the people that mattered. Foster relationships? Her insides shook with laughter. Fuck them silly was a more accurate description. Fuck them so well, that they couldn't do without you.

That's why she'd spent some time wheedling her way into Samuel Smith's affections. She wasn't stupid enough to think that the older man would ever marry her. But he would take care of her financially. He was her gold mine.

Leaning back down, she continued to clean around the fifty year-old's cockhead until she was satisfied she'd cleaned every last drop. Only then did she sit back.

Her soft hazel eyes stared into his as she lit a joint and inhaled the contagious aroma. When she passed it to Samuel, he lazily stroked her naked breasts as he took a long pull.

"Damn, Carly, you're amazing," the African American murmured.

She chuckled. "Best you ever had?"

Samuel loved her confidence. "You're up there baby," he responded, unwilling to give her that ultimate complement. Keep them in their place. "No doubt about that!"

He took a deep breath, his chest rising and falling. There was something on his mind. "What?" she asked.

"I want you to do something for me," he softly said, tweaking a nipple.

She flinched as she pulled on the joint again. "I want that, too, baby. I'll give you ten minutes to recover and then we can fuck again."

He smiled but ignored the comment. "I want you to get a job at Midnight Hot."

Her eyes widened as her mouth fell open. He'd surprised her and she didn't surprise easily. "Of course. But… can I ask why?"

Samuel smiled. Deference. He liked that! "It's competition. My sources tell me Big Eddie's up to something. I need someone on the inside, just to keep their eyes and ears open."

They both knew what she was thinking as she stared at him. She belonged here, with Samuel.

"I know that, baby," he answered her unspoken question. "But I need someone there. Some insurance."

She knew there was no option. His dark, searching eyes confirmed that. "Okay," she complied. She'd find a way of turning this to her advantage.

"Good girl. I'll take care of you when you get back. But I need someone to find out what's on his mind. Big Eddie likes his broads, and I can trust you, Carly. You're just what I need."

She smiled sweetly. It disguised the feelings swilling around her insides. Too fucking right, she was just what he needed. "I will," she whispered, handing him the joint as she dropped her head to lick down his hard, black stomach. She smiled to herself as her lips began to nuzzle his testicles and her hand stroked his hardening cock. Take care of her? She'd strike a hard bargain!

"Oh, fuck," he moaned as she rolled his heavy globes in her mouth.

"Ten minutes are up...." she smiled, looking up into his eyes.

***

There wasn't anything that anyone could teach Big Eddie about gambling. The son of a classy gambler who epitomized the world of Old Vegas, he'd inherited his father's money when the automobile accident tragically took him a couple of years ago. He'd inherited his nouse, too.

Having spent most of his time being a young and spoiled rich kid in Europe, he'd moved to Vegas to take over his father's club. He lacked the integrity of his father yet had still been successful, and this young kid would never be a match for him if he lived to be a hundred.

What had attracted him to the youngster was his association with Rosie. He knew everything about the girls at his club, had fucked some of them, too. The redhead was an exception. The young woman had a heart of gold and was about as different to his other girls as she could get.

He'd been amazed when she'd asked to turn tricks—until he'd worked out why. Her good for nothing boyfriend was in debt, big debt. And rather than take responsibility like a man, he'd whined at Rosie until she'd eventually given in. But that suited Big Eddie fine. He wanted Rosie, and if he had to remove Charlie from the picture to get to the sassy young redhead, then he had no problem with that, either.

"Tell me, Charlie, do you enjoy playing poker?" he asked as they shared a quick drink in one of the side rooms at Big Eddie's club.

The stocky young man hesitated. It was clear that he enjoyed it, but it had also gotten him into a lot of trouble. Eddie also knew that he'd vowed to Rosie that he'd stay away from the casinos. It had taken the gangster a lot of convincing to set this up. "It's fun," he eventually responded.

"I think you like it more than you let on," Big Eddie suggested. "And you're good at it." He sat back in his chair and pretended to think. "If I set you up with a stake, would you be interested in making more money than that?" He nodded at the rack of chips in Charlie's hand.

"I... you know, I can't." Rosie's boyfriend was saying no, but it was pretty clear to anyone watching that he didn't mean it.

"Rosie doesn't have to know. You could make a lot of money..." Charlie licked his lips. "Tell you what. Don't make up your mind right now." He reached into his wallet and pulled out a business card with the address of a poker lounge on it. "If you're interested, go to this address tonight, around 10. There'll be fifty thousand in chips set aside for you. We split the winnings. Sound fair?"

Charlie's eyes blinked at the size of the stake. "You'd spot me fifty thou?"

"I believe in you," Big Eddie nodded. Being good at lying was useful for more than just poker. Charlie took the card and stared at it. "Think about it," the gangster encouraged. "No pressure."

"Thanks… thanks very much!"

"Good luck."

***

Naturally enough, The Practically Poker introductory party was being held at their hotel. That's where all their qualifiers were being housed.

Harrah's, the world's largest gaming company that owned the Rio had bought out the rundown Binion's Horseshoe in 2005. In one stroke, the World Series of Poker's image had moved upmarket and the rich, blue and red Rio became the new host to world poker's most prestigious event.

Daniel followed the bright internal signage to the Practically Poker suite. It took only seconds to realise that he was one of the early arrivals and that, even in his smart casual attire, he was overdressed. The small number of badly dressed individuals epitomised the approach of most poker devotees and rather than appear too conspicuous, he decided to wait until more poker hopefuls arrived.

Retracing his steps, he passed time by taking in a show in the main casino area. The series of floats suspended from the ceiling were spectacular, as were the performers, clad in exotic masks and brilliant costumes. Daniel watched entranced as the procession slowly made its way around the casino floor. But one part of him wondered what he was doing there.

A London lad, caught up in the greatest poker event the world had to offer. Self-doubt crept in. Was he up to it? Pull yourself together, he told himself as he pulled himself away from the colourful spectacle and made his way back to the suite.

The numbers had dramatically increased in the half an hour he'd been away. The dress sense hadn't. Dirty, well-worn jeans and an assortment of tee shirts and baseball tops appeared to be the order of the day. His black jeans and crisp, red, short-sleeved shirt stood him out.

Why did he feel he was letting down the poker fraternity?

***

Girls being girls, it had taken Lauren a good couple of hours of trying each outfit, several times, before she and Grace were satisfied with her appearance. Staring into the tall mirror in the Agency's bright reception area, they knew they'd made the right choice.

The bright red halter dress was perfect. Short and tight without being too obvious. And red was her favourite colour. She was unsure whether she'd have to strip, but the burgundy bra and matching thong were sexy.

Bring it on!

The striking looking woman who answered a few minutes after they'd rang the bell on the empty desk, smiled broadly. The sisters couldn't help but stare as she walked across the floor towards them. Every single part of her—from the short, raven coloured hair, piercing dark eyes and slim figure—looked chic.

"I'm Kay Kristen. Please call me Kay," she smiled in a warm but definitely superior way. "This is Dan." The photographer behind her nodded pleasantly. "You don't mind waiting a while do you? Dan and I are just checking through some details. We won't be long."

With another smile, she'd swept back the way she'd come, photographer in heel. The two sisters glanced a nervous glance at one another while they waited. The butterflies had prevented that. But now, ten minutes later, Lauren's puzzled face spoke volumes.

Had Kay Kristen disliked her? Maybe she wasn't what they were searching for? Perhaps her audition about to reach an abrupt and unwelcome end even before it had started?

***

If this were the last time she'd get to fuck Samuel for a while, Carly was determined to make it one to remember.

Imprisoning the African American's saliva covered cock between her firm breasts, the way her hands manipulated her fleshy tunnel as she eased herself back and forward made him growl like a cougar sensing a kill.

Kneeling across his lap in the dark leather chair, she had the perfect angle to slide his erection between her soft swells. His head went back, only for the spiky haired woman to dig her fingers into his wiry, dark hair and jerk his face towards her. She knew what her soft kisses along his neck did for him.

Masturbating his cock, tongue flicking along his skin, she could feel the rhythmic thump-thump of his heart. Having such control over the powerful man was like someone feeding her an aphrodisiac. She'd 'controlled' many sex and women with her sexual wiles. But none as important as this one.

Leaning back, she permitted his aching erection to bounce free. Her narrowed eyes made sure she had full contact with his as she lowered her pink, glossy lips to his throbbing manhood. They were both aware of her unspoken command. Watch, baby, she was telling him.

He rewarded her with a sudden intake of breath. The way her expert tongue went to work frequently brought that sort of reaction.

Samuel alternated between throwing his head back and jerking it forward, watching as she went through her full repertoire. Lips, tongue, fast pace, slower, cock, balls -- she didn't miss a trick.

"Damn, girl," he groaned a few minutes later as she pulled away. His shuddering told her he was close.

Her kiss stilled his objection. "No, baby, It's too early to cum," she teasingly whispered as she flung a shapely leg across his lap, lowering nut to bolt. "Let Carly fuck you there—"

The chair made a whoopee cushion sound under their combined weights. For a brief second they laughed, then their combined lust took over again. Samuel gripped her tanned hips as she sank exquisitely down, slowly engulfing his long black length into her tight body.

Leaning backwards, her hands slid up her toned body, trailing them across her soft breasts before locking them behind her neck. For a moment it looked as if she was hypnotised, eyes closed, soft growls, her upper body swaying back and forward.

Her sex drew circles on his cock. She sheathed and almost unsheathed it. "Tell me, Samuel," she sexily whispered, leaning forward and pulling his head against her tits. "How much do you enjoy this?"

Starting at the tip of his shaft, she contracted and expanded her internal muscles around him. The ripple effect shot all the way down his manhood. Caught totally off guard, his fingernails dug into her thighs. His hiss was as if someone had pricked a balloon.

Carly purred like a cat, delighting in the way his eyes glazed. She took his face between her hands and smiled. As his glazed eyes stared back, she did the pussy ripple again. A low growl indicated the fifty year old was clinging on to his sanity. This would teach him to send her away on a mission. He could think about her until she returned.

Knowing he was close, she began to focus on getting herself there, too. He owed her that. Easing up until just his dark cockhead was inside her, she jerked back down. The friction as his shaft dragged across her clit took her a step closer. That was too good!

She repeated her movement, moving unhurriedly up and down. This was her time. "Hold on, Samuel," she gasped. "Hold on, baby."

The whoopee noise grew louder with each downward thrust. This time they didn't laugh, they groaned. The noise almost matched Samuel's whimpering. The fifty year-old was on the fringe of his orgasm, denied only his willpower and the way Carly eased off when one more step would have taken him over the edge.

Her arms wrapped around his sweating neck. Her eyes were glazed slits of passion. Her low growls grew in intensity. "I'm close, baby."

The spiky haired woman moved rhythmically. She wanted this to continue but knew she wouldn't last much longer. Time to build up the pace. The speed of her down-thrusts increased as she fucked him hard. The smooth flanks of her inner thighs were aching, but didn't falter as they pistoned relentlessly back and forth.

"Squeeze 'em," she gasped.

His hands found her swinging breasts. Her nipples were deliciously hard against his palms, but the speed of her movements was such that he was unable to keep hold of them. It made no difference. The straining hands behind his aching neck tightened. Her body came to a shuddering stop.

Then someone pressed the detonator button.

The intense silence was filled with a long wail, starting low and finishing loud. Every part of her body gripped him as she trembled. The thickset man took it as his cue. For the first time, he was in control, even if it was only for a few seconds. His grip on her shuddering hips tightened.

He began to pile drive the sexy woman in his lap. He went from zero-to-sixty in half a second, his hands slamming her down against his heavily sweating legs. Her growls began to reverberate around the room. Maybe she'd reach another orgasm before his arrived? Neither was far away.



The sweat dripped from Samuel's forehead. His eyes began to roll. Carly grabbed back the initiative, flexing her legs and moving with all the energy of her twenty-two years.

"Come on baby," her vibrating voice chanted, over and over again. "Come on… cum for Carly—"

Samuel lost himself. He gave every ounce of effort his fifty years allowed. His heart worked overtime. Then he exploded.

Carly's sex twitched with each burst of his hot cum inside her sucking body. Her slick muscles tightened each time she sucked another rope of manjuice. The club owner couldn't stop, his hips twitching with each explosion as she gratefully accepted each further explosion.

"That's it, Samuel," she whispered, tightening her hands around his neck. "I want you to remember that until I return—"

***

The good looking young women distributing flutes of cheap champagne were dressed in skimpy South American carnival costumes. The redhead that approached him was the most attractive of them all.

"Back again?" she asked, her sparkling green eyes shining at him

"Excuse me?"

"You arrived half an hour ago," she explained, her smile broadening as she handed a champagne flute to him. "But you didn't stay."

He took the flute, raising it as if toasting her. "Well, you people certainly know your business. To tell the truth, I felt a little self-conscious with so few people around. Not to mention overdressed!"

The attractive redhead laughed again. Those sparking eyes stayed on his. "Just so we're clear, I'm not one of 'you people'. And the reason I noticed you back then was because you did look so smart. And handsome!"

His face coloured instantly. "I'm sorry..."

"No reason to apologise," she shrugged, her amused smile not leaving his eyes. "So then, what do you think of my outfit?" She took a small step backwards, allowing his eyes to feast.

Daniel tried to keep his gaze on either the skirt, or her headpiece with fruit. He was successful until she arched her back. The deliciously freckled, up-thrusting breasts called out to him as they spilt over her low cut carnival style bra. He was lost in a lustful sea of admiration.

"I see you like," she teased, with a deliciously, throaty laugh. "And just so you know, I'm impressed by what I see, too."

Before he could respond, the cough an older man in a Practically Poker suit gave into the microphone grabbed their attention. "Looks like you're about to get started," she told him, flashing him a smile over her shoulder as she sashayed away.

The suave, experienced, grey haired Executive had begun his spiel when Daniel dragged his gaze away. That was quite an ass, too!

After a brief introduction, the aging Executive gave a sweep across his handlebar moustache and got to the heart of it. If any of their qualifiers made it to the final table, they'd be paid a bonus of two hundred thousand dollars. Half a million would be paid to anyone making it to second or third place, with twice that much for the winner.

A cheer, and then a babble of excited chatter followed the audible gasp at the news. Naturally enough, he explained, the requirement to sign the Terms & Conditions would ensure each person displayed the Practically Poker logo throughout the Main Event. The travel bag filled with Practically Poker clothing and other goodies was their immediate reward.

Formalities over, the drink flowed. Poker stories abounded.

The Practically Poker people focused on ensuring their name received maximum publicity. The players each had their own qualifying story to tell. And those who had been there before were determined to regale anyone who would listen with their previous experiences.

Eventually, Daniel had had enough. Shortly after the loud cowboy in sleeveless tee shirt and white Stetson joined his group, he edged away. The guy'd had more than enough to drink, and alternated between ogling the waitresses and telling increasingly absurd tales of his status on 'the circuit'.

Time to return to his hotel. Maybe Grace and her sister would be back there by now? Time to find out how Lauren's audition had gone.

***

Kay Kristen's confident return to the reception area was as impressive as her first entry. "Okay, Lauren," she announced, flouncing back to the centre of the long, rectangular area. "Walk to the opposite end of the room, turn around, stand there, and walk back."

It was a command, not a request. It was also Lauren's territory.

She worked her body to maximum effect as she strutted to the far end of the room, stopping beside the large portrait of Kay on the cream wall. Swinging around, she wondered if the dramatic pause was a few seconds too long, but put everything into the walk back across the room.

"Very good, Lauren. I like the style," the Agency Head enthused, gracefully perching herself on the thick arm of the chunky, leather couch. She appeared oblivious to the way the opening in her pleated skirt displayed the lacy top of her black stockings.

"Thanks," the nervous young woman beamed back.

Kay nodded, as if her compliment had needed no response. "Lauren, you come with a wonderful recommendation. I regard Demetrius' view very highly. A fine judge of talent. He sent some of your work to us. Seeing you in the flesh, I'm even more convinced."

The younger sister was so happy she felt she could cry. Steady girl! This was neither the time nor the place.

"I've a job you're perfect for," the Agency Head continued, her piercing eyes focused on the potential model as if studying every reaction. "We're helping launch a new magazine, Lauren, and need a face for the cover—one that hasn't been seen before. We're looking for a series of face and body shots, for the inside pages. Interested?"

Lauren didn't answer. Couldn't answer. Her mouth dropped open.

Kay Kristen gave a soft chuckle. It was a warm noise. This girl was perfect. Sexy. Innocent. Attractive. Naïve. And that video that Demetrius had sent through. She'd enjoy tasting this girl herself. Maybe she'd fuck Demetrius, too? He might be worth looking up next time she was in England.

"The publishers are hard task masters," she continued. "They're looking for someone fresh, young and inexperienced. Everything we've sent them so far has been rejected."

"They won't reject you." It was Dan's voice from the side of the room.

Kay's smile filled her face. "We're pretty sure they'll be knocked out by your looks. And your body. We need some photographs now to show the publishers you're what they're looking for. Any questions?"

***

"Hi," the redhead said, stepping in front of him. "Going so soon?" Her smiling green eyes focused on his, as if searching for something.

Her inspection made Daniel's cock lurch and he desperately tried to keep his eyes on her freckled face, rather than drop to her impressive breasts. They didn't follow instructions.

Rosie smiled, she liked the shyness. This guy was so different from the majority she came across, on and off duty. With an inward giggle, she arched her back in that way of hers that made her tits seem like they were trying to burst out of her bra. "Want to sample them?" she teased.

"Wh… what?"

"The canopies!" she innocently added. "You haven't had anything to eat."

His sigh was either relief or disappointment. "No," he smiled, his eyes telling her he was unsure if he was being played with. "I'm fine."

For a few seconds, she allowed the silence to build. Her raised eyebrow told him she was waiting for him to take the initiative.

"You work for Practically Poker?" he asked.

"Off and on," she replied. "My main job is a dancer at one of the clubs. Midnight Hot."

Daniel nodded. "Dancer?"

Rosie smiled. "Yes, I'm a hottie…" She smiled to herself at the confused look on his face. And there was that blush again. So adorable! "That's what they call us. Midnight Hot—the dancers are hotties!"

He nodded slowly, he'd have to brush his ideas up if he was going to spar with this one. "The name fits," he grinned. "Been in Vegas long?"

Not the most original question she'd heard, but it would do for starters. "I've been out here for a couple of months. Seeking fame and fortune," she confided, making sure her breasts brushed against his arm as she leant closer. "I graduated last year. Thought Vegas might be the start of making a better life."

Daniel nodded. "And—"

This time, her smile was wistful. "Early days," she sighed. "Early days."

The person stumbling into his back interrupted their conversation. He turned to see that Stetson was more drunk than ever. The man lurched against Daniel again, almost toppling the two of them. Daniel caught him by the arm and balanced him upright.

Rosie would have let him fall. She'd seen his type before.

"Hello, sexy," he slurred, leering at her. "Doin' anything later tonight?"

She fixed her challenging gaze on Daniel. "I'm hoping so," she responded. Ignoring their drunken friend, she placed a slim hand on Daniel's arm. "Would you like me to show you around the hotel?"

"Er… I'm staying here," he told her. "Just arrived today."

"Good," she responded, linking his arm as she guided him out of the door. "A guided tour would be perfect, then. I'm Rosie, by the way."

He knew it was a way of getting her away from the drunk. She linked his arm as she guided him out of the door. "I'm Rosie, by the way."

"Daniel," he smiled. Yes, he should be getting back to Grace, but somehow he didn't want to leave the redhead just yet.

She gave him that smile again. "Daniel!" she repeated. "From England. I just love the English accent. Tell me about yourself, Englishman."

***

As Kay explained the poses required, she picked up a small container from the table beside her. Flicking it open, she scooped a small amount of the white powder and held it towards Lauren's nose.

The shocked young woman's eyes widened to saucers. Coke? Surely not! But it was. Offered to her as if it was candy. The Agency owner leant forward and almost conspiratorially whispered, "This will help, Lauren. I assume you want to be successful?"

"Yes… yes, I do want to be successful," Lauren hesitantly responded. She didn't want to damage her chances, but there was no way she wanted to get into drugs. "But I'll pass if that's okay?" she timidly added.

No, it wasn't okay, but one step at a time. There'd be plenty of other opportunity, and Kay needed the girl to imbibe if her plans were to reach fruition. She smiled sweetly and inserted her slim finger between her own glossy lips, rubbing a little on her gums. Set the right example!

Her movements were slow, sensuous, allowing the blonde's big eyes to take in each movement. Corrupting an innocent was such a turn on!

"Take the dress off," she murmured, making sure Lauren watched as she licked the residue from her finger, like she was sucking a cock.

The girl took a deep breath before unzipping her red dress. Stepping out of the garment, she passed it into the brunette's outstretched hand. Kay carefully draped it over a chair, her dark eyes drinking in the voluptuous sight in front of her.

The photographs didn't do her justice. Neither did the video. Standing demurely in the burgundy plunge bra and matching thong, she was as hot a prospect as Kay had ever seen. And she'd seen plenty.

Under the woman's critical gaze, Lauren felt as nervous as she'd ever been. She hesitantly pulled the right strap of her bra back into place as it fell from her shoulder. The way her nipples pushed through it didn't help.

It took half an hour to complete the shots, but it was time well spent. Although Kay didn't need the photographs, it was important to identify how the young woman reacted to instructions, presented her body.

She was impressive. Not just that she was anxious to please. It was the way she responded, she was comfortable in her own skin. And that combination of innocence and sexiness! No—not just sexiness, it was almost lewd the way she naturally moved, as if offering herself.

This girl was a real find. That was certain. With just a little manipulation, she'd have her in front of a movie camera before she knew it. In fact, they were shooting a movie within a week.

God, that would be perfect!! Her body grew moist at the thought.

Kay picked up the red dress, but held onto it rather than immediately return it to the girl. "That was excellent, Lauren," she murmured. "You looked so comfortable with your body. Are you?"

The blonde's excitement got the better of her. If this woman wanted confidence, she'd give it her. If she wanted sexiness, she'd give her that, too. She wanted this job. Resting one hand on her cocked hip, she ran the other through her hair. "Very," she smiled; enjoying the way Kay's eyes devoured her body.

The growl the brunette gave told them both they were on dangerous ground. The Agency owner was close to taking advantage. She could have the young model, there and then. She could almost smell the girl's arousal. But rushing things was dangerous. One step at a time—

With a resigned sigh, she reluctantly held the dress out. "Better get dressed."

***

The sexy young woman was easy to talk to. Very easy. She'd listened attentively to Daniel's story, and somehow he found himself explaining everything about the build up to his Vegas adventure.

The way she'd continually held his arm, squeezing it gently whenever she had a question, felt pretty natural, too.

"So, this Grace," she smiled, stopping him in the quiet lobby area before returning to the suite. "Are you in love with her?"

He hesitated. What to say? They had been in love. But things were changing. He wasn't a fool. That spark was missing and they had to find it again. "We used to be—"

Rosie nodded. That way she had of at him made the Englishman feel she could read his mind. No fooling this girl. Were all American women like this? "When did you say she perform at Samuel Smith's?" she continued. "Tomorrow night?"

Daniel nodded, trying to keep his gaze away from the breasts she kept rubbing against his arm. "It's her big opportunity," he mumbled

The redhead smiled. The club he mentionedwas well known as a superior version of Midnight Hot. They'd lost a few girls there recently. "And her sister -- Lauren? Her modelling audition's tonight?" She began to walk again. "Hmmm, we could have three new stars on the Vegas scene."

Daniel's eyes creased. Three?

Her laugh confirmed she'd read his mind. "Of course! A singer, a model—and a poker player. Want to get your travel bag and goodies?"

He nodded, time to get back to his room and see if the sister's had returned. Following her through the double doors and along the confusing corridors, he heard the buzz of noise from the suite ahead of them.

Instead of continuing all the way, she stopped one door removed and with a challenging look, she pulled him inside. This was wicked, she knew. She had a boyfriend, after all. But then Charlie had coerced her into having sex with clients at the club. Was this so different?

For a second, Daniel wondered why she didn't flick the light switch on, but her lips on his gave the explanation. Her kiss was softer, yet more passionate than Grace's.

"Rosie—" he gasped, but her hand between his legs stopped him. His denim-covered cock grew instantly under the stroking fingers.

"That feels good, Englishman," she murmured, leaving him stupidly wondering if it was a question or statement.

Whichever, she was right. But this was wrong. "Rosie! We shouldn't—"

His gasp was louder when her hand left his erection. Disappointment or relief? But then they were on his, dragging them to the tits she'd free from their covering. God, they felt incredible. He couldn't resist, kneading the twin beauties, pulling the hard nipples between thumb and forefingers.

"Yessss," the redhead hissed, sliding a hand back down to unzip him and fish his cock through the gap in his jeans.

Reason told him to stop now, but his cock was sending other messages to his brain. His head hit the wall as he threw it backwards. Even in the dark, he could sense her lustful smile as she slid down between his legs and sheathed his hardness between her lips.

"Let yourself go, Englishman," she mumbled, as her hot mouth temporarily slurped off him. "You need this as much as I do."

She was right. He did. But that didn't change the fact that this was wrong. With a superhuman effort dredged up from somewhere, his hands slipped under her arms, dragging her slender body upwards.

"Rosie! You're the sexiest woman I've ever set eyes on. But I can't… I just can't. I'm with Grace—"

To his surprise, when her mouth found his again, it wasn't a kiss designed to change his mind. It was tender, long and warm.

"A man with morals," she muttered, pulling back and stroking his crinkly hair. "The more I get to know you, Englishman, the more I like."

***

"I'm very pleased, Lauren," Kay told the blonde, leading her back through to the reception area.

The younger sister couldn't help her beam of happiness, despite trying to disguise the shudder of pleasure from Kay's words. Be professional, she told herself, but still the inane grin wouldn't disappear. This was working out better than she thought. Both Kay and Dan were pleased with her. And the way the brunette had checked out her body! Maybe she could use that to manipulate her way to the top?

Kay Kristen smiled at the way the blonde preened herself. She'd deliberately laid it on thick. Make the blonde feel good. Help her sense the big time. Make her hot for it. Desperate, even—

"Tell me, honey. I only want models that're willing to sacrifice everything. I can't make you a star unless you have that need inside you."

The blonde reacted the way she wanted. Desperation covered her face. "Kay, I want this more than anything," she pleaded, grasping the raven haired beauty's arm to emphasise the point. "I'll work as hard as possible."

"Perfect," Kay sweetly smiled, disguising her feeling of triumph. "How long are you in Vegas."

Lauren glanced at Grace. She'd almost forgotten she was there. Their return air tickets would see them leave in a week.

Her sister smiled back. Watching Fashion TV on the large screen hadn't been the most invigorating way of passing the last hour, though the chilled chardonnay had helped. She'd savoured three glasses.

"I'm here for as long as you want me," she answered, swinging her attention back to Kay.

"Good!" came the brunette's firm answer. "We'll know tomorrow if the agency want you. If they do, we'll shoot the day after."

"The day after—?" Lauren couldn't disguise her surprise.

"Oh, yes. We're already running out of time. I assume that's fine with you? We'll sort out the money and terms later. You won't be disappointed."

Kay's voice brooked no argument. She wasn't going to get one. "Absolutely," Lauren beamed, running a hand through her blonde tresses. "That would be fantastic, Kay."

"Absolutely," repeated Grace, as the two sisters made their way from the building five minutes later. "Abso-fucking-lutely!!"

Kay Kristen licked her glossy lips in anticipation as she watched the two sisters climb inside the taxi. If her instincts were correct, this young woman would reach the top of her profession. It just wouldn't be modelling.

***

Charlie couldn't believe what he'd done. He kept staring at the river card, as though he could change it from a heart to a spade with his mind. He glanced down at his hold cards again. His flush came up short, the chase was over.

"Good game, son," the greasy haired old man laughed across the table. The rest of the guys around the card table joined in. In truth, it wasn't a good game at all. They'd brutalized him. He'd never lost fifty thousand grand so fast. Fuck, he'd never lost that sort of money at all! This card room had taken it before he'd finished his first beer.



The blonde cashier gave him a sympathetic look as he handed in his empty chip rack. "Better luck next time, kid," she said.

Luck had nothing to do with this. Charlie knew he wasn't too bright, but he knew a set up for a set up. In the parking lot, he pulled out his phone and called the number Big Eddie had given him.

"Charlie!" the gangster said enthusiastically. "So you decided to make me riches?"

"You set me up!" he accused.

"Tsk, tsk. Now what kind of thing is that to say to your new best friend? What are you talking about?"

Suddenly unsure, Charlie ventured, "You... you don't know?"

"Know what?"

"I lost it all." Saying it gave it weight. Admitting that he'd lost fifty grand aloud felt like a crippling blow. He sat down on the curb and began to shake.

"All of it? All of the money?"

"I'll pay you back. I swear. I'll... I'll work another job. I'll—"

He stopped because Big Eddie was laughing on the other end. "Charlie, Charlie, Charlie... you know, it was never my money?"

Confused and hysterical, Charlie asked, "What? Then whose?"

"I spoke to those loan sharks of yours. Told them you'd pay them back with interest. It was your chance to get on their good side, Charlie. But now! Now, Charlie, that's a lot of bread you owe them."

Charlie's blood ran cold through his veins. He'd thought he might be able to appeal to Big Eddie's better nature. How stupid, the gangster didn't have one. And as for the loan sharks -- they had a reputation for dealing with bad credit loans fatally. And this was strike two for Charlie. Not to mention Rosie. What was she going to say? She'd worked hard to help him start to clear the financial hole they'd been in.

She was going to kill him - if the loan sharks didn't get to him first. He was a dead man.

"Charlie, you there?" Big asked for the second time.

"Yeah, I'm here. You just killed me, man."

"I didn't make you walk into that card room. I didn't force you to play for broke." Charlie held the phone away and vomited into the street. "Want me to give you the loan shark's number?" Big was saying when he brought the phone back to his ear. "They'll be looking for you before the night's out."

"Fuck you." He punched the end button and slipped the phone back into his pocket. He still had his earlier winnings off of Big Eddie. Five thousand in rolled hundreds. It was a start, but he had to act quickly. He could grab only the essentials from his apartment and still catch the midnight bus out of Vegas. Five thousand was enough to disappear, right?

It had to be, or he wouldn't live to see the sunrise.


The Strip Ch. 04

This is a rewrite of 'Vegas', combining both Books. While maintaining the theme, it offers a completely different and fresh take for the main characters.

Grateful thanks go to the best editor in the world -- thesoundandfury - not only for his editing, but also for the constant encouragement, suggestions, and for helping me to become a better writer.

Chapter 4: Hello and Goodbye

Lauren and Grace were unused to luxurious splendour such as the Pinot Brasserie. That had made their leisurely breakfast in the Venetian restaurant even more enjoyable. The short taxi ride from the Rio was a minor inconvenience -- this was an early celebration, Grace told Lauren. If Daniel were wasting a thousand dollars in a pre-Main Event tournament, she'd spend a little extra on her and her younger sister.

Grace had no doubt Lauren would be offered the modelling assignment. Kay's reaction had been a clear indication of that. Of course she couldn't confirm anything there and then, but that woman was nobody's fool and wouldn't have gone to the trouble she had, if there'd been any doubt. She knew her sister felt the same way, even though she was afraid to admit it. Tempting fate.

"Maybe," she told her sister. "But let's wait 'til I get the call from Kay. That's when I'll start to believe it's gonna happen."

"You should've stripped naked, Lauren," Grace laughed. "That would have guaranteed the job."

"Are you kidding?" the younger sister grinned. "I think I'm getting fat, don't you?" The both threw their heads back and laughed at the absurdity of the remark. There wasn't an ounce of excess fat on the blonde woman. "But I wasn't far off naked, Grace. Down to my underwear. Thank goodness we put on the sexy stuff."

The brunette's eyes widened and she grabbed her sister's arm. "Lauren!" she gasped in disbelief. "You only have sexy underwear!"

"That's a point," the younger sister laughed, leaning into Grace so they couldn't be overheard. "You know something, she offered me some coke! Can you believe that?!"

"Coke?!"

Lauren nodded solemnly, her brow furrowing in confirmation. "And you shouldda seen her face when I stripped! Grace, she looked like she could eat me there and then! Do you think she's bi?"

"How would I know?" her sister answered, one eyebrow raised. The wicked glint in her eye suggested she'd anticipated the next question.

Lauren returned the secret agent-type look. "You're the one in the family with experience of women," she laughed, glancing around to make sure they weren't being overheard.

Grace playfully punched her sister's arm. "Well, possibly not for much longer, honey. If Kay gave you the eye, it must mean she wants some of that pussy—"

"Pussy?" Lauren laughed. "Grace, you're awful!"

"I'm serious," her older sister told her, tapping her wrist. "This is Vegas! What if that's what it takes?"

Lauren's humorous expression changed in an instant. "You know the answer, Grace, my career's as important to me as yours is to you. I'd fuck a donkey if that's what it takes!"

"A donkey?" her sister cried, almost doubling over with laughter.

Lauren began to laugh, too, and held out her upraised hand. "You know what I mean," she said, running her other hand through her blonde locks. "Besides, you've already told me what it was like with Lisa. Maybe I'm curious and want to try, too?"

Grace sat up, holding her hurting sides. "Give me that tissue," she blurted, snapping it from Lauren's hand and wiping the tears of laughter that were rolling down both cheeks. "You've always been curious, sis! Ever since you stole my first boyfriend."

The blonde grinned nervously. That wasn't a conversation she wanted to get into. They'd had enough conversations about that particular night. "Anyway, Grace, how about you? You nervous about tonight?"

"Terrified," her sister replied, dabbing the corner of one eye. "Simply terrified!"

Lauren curled her lip in sympathy. She understood. "You're sure you don't want me to go along with you to your meeting with Samuel Smith?"

Grace shook her head and swivelled in her seat as she called for their check. "Don't worry, little sis," she sighed. "You just stay by that phone until you get the call. I'll face Samuel Smith myself this afternoon, you just make sure you're supporting me tonight." She glanced at her watch as she pulled out her credit card. "Meanwhile, let's get back to the Rio. I need to dress to impress!"

"Samuel will love you," Lauren told her, with a wistful look. "And you'll be wonderful tonight. Both Daniel and I will be there to support you, Grace."

Her sister threw back her head and snorted. "Daniel? You've got to be fucking kidding me!"

The way she spat out the words shocked Lauren. "Grace—"

"No, Lauren, don't defend him. He wasn't with me when I went to the party at Robert's. And he's not here now, he's already downtown registering for his tournament today. The one he's wasting a thousand bucks on. He's told me that if he does well, he'll be playing 'til late. My fucking Vegas debut and he might not be there. How's that for support?"

"His poker got you out here, Grace," Lauren's soft voice wasn't taking sides, just trying to keep the peace. Until recently, Daniel had been good for her sister and she hated to see it end this way.

Grace shook her head. With a sigh, she calmed herself, but the coldness in her voice confirmed the finality in her words. "Don't! I know you're trying to help, Lauren, but you're not. It's over between Daniel and me; it has been for some time. The only question is when."

For a few seconds, the two sisters stared at one another. Then Grace's features softened. "And in the taxi," she murmured, "you can tell me all about this donkey complex of yours—"

***

The World Series had left the rundown Binion's Horseshoe Casino in 2005, the first time in its thirty-five-year history it wasn't being held at the place where it all began. But the choice of the former venue as the host for today's pre Main Event tourney was a delight. Sampling both venues in Daniel's Vegas visit was almost too much to ask for.

The time it had taken since registration had come as a shock. He'd assumed he'd quickly be in action, rather than filling time wandering around Fremont Street, just taking everything in. Eventually growing tired of people watching, the coffee shop had killed another hour and now, with the innocence of poker youth, he guarded his chips closely as he wandered across to table fifteen.

He'd expected the whole experience to be more fulfilling somehow. In what way, he wasn't sure. But surely it should be more glamorous than this? One hundred or so badly dressed individuals, all making their way around the room as they closed in on the noon starting time.

He was the second person to reach the table. The old, thin guy looked in his eighties. Wearing a button up shirt, blue jeans and a white Stetson, he fitted into the environment, every bit as much as Daniel didn't.

"First event," the old-timer asked after Daniel introduced himself.

The young poker hopeful gave a rueful smile. "It's that obvious?"

The older man grinned as he put one hand on Daniel's shoulder and shook his hand with the other. "It shows, but then we've all got to start somewhere, son. Make sure you stock up on food and fluid," he instructed rather than suggested. "Not too much, but enough. It'll keep you alert."

"Thanks, I will. I take it you're a regular."

The old-timer's grin changed into a wry smile. "I've played one or two. Not so much nowadays, though." The wrinkles spoke volumes. Unlike the Stetson wearer at the Practically Poker party, this one was sitting as if it'd been made for this very man. Below it, the greying eyes smiled reassuringly at the novice. "Better rest my legs," he said, indicating his seat across the other side of the small table. "Good luck, young 'un,"

Daniel shook the gentle hand yet again. "And the same to you, sir. Could I ask your name?"

"Slim. Just call me, Slim," he said.

It was half an hour later, in the middle of a hand, when it hit Daniel. He stared again at the old guy across the table. For fuck's sake! He'd been taking to the legend that was Amarillo 'Slim' Preston.

***

Big Eddie had enjoyed his oysters. But they were always wonderful at the Paris hotel, and the Mon Ami Gabi restaurant was one of his favourites. Oysters increased his libido and the only thing on his mind was which of his girls he was going to fuck. Early afternoon, his club easily could spare someone for a couple of hours.

That redhead was as cute as hell. And had a body to die for. Rosie. Yes, that was it. Rosie. Then there was the Brazilian. Dolores looked like she'd be as dirty as hell. As for the new Swedish blonde—

Fuck! So many women. So little time.

The young kid dropped the stolen purse as he ran straight into the well-fed man. "Hey," the gangster growled, catching him by the hood of his light grey jacket. The unfortunate youngster couldn't have timed things more badly.

The spiky haired woman was on the two of them in an instant. As she bent to rescue her purse from the pavement, the young kid flung out an arm, catching her across the left side of her face.

Big Eddie's grip tightened on the scruffily dressed hoodie, painfully twisting one of his hands behind his back. The woman took advantage, raising her black stiletto and with surgical precision, kicking the young kid between the legs. When he bent over, her hand crashed across his cheek.

"Tit for tat," she triumphantly sneered, her normally soft, hazel eyes blazing at him and then at the gangster. "Are you with this little bastard?" she asked.

His laugh answered the question. "Lady, do I look like I'm with him?"

For a few seconds, her eyes continued to spit venom, before softening into a grateful smile. "In that case, thank you. You saved me a couple of minutes."

"I saved you a couple of minutes?" the gangster repeated, cuffing the youngster until he stopped struggling. "Just explain that one to me."

"That's how long it wudda taken me to catch up with the little bastard," she muttered, "My first day in Vegas and I have to endure this crap."

"First day? Tourist?"

The spiky haired woman shook her head. "Looking for work, though," she said, holding her hand to the red mark on her face, "if this turns into a black eye, I don't think that's very likely, do you?"

The gangster's eyes ran across her body. The red blouse and low rise jeans looked liked they'd been sprayed on. This one would have no trouble finding a job - that was for sure. "What kind of work?"

"I'm a dancer."

"I have an idea," he told her, pulling the young kid back as he tried to make a run for it. "But first, what do you want doing with the kid?"

"Let the little bastard go," she snapped, glancing at their captive and hoping he wasn't too badly hurt. "I'm not interested in dealing with any cops."

The youngster speeded down the street as soon as Big Eddie let go of his hood. The two of them stood for a moment, watching him go. Her idea of using her nephew was a brainwave. So much for Samuel thinking it would be difficult for her to work a route into meeting the gangster.

"What's your idea?" she prompted, wiping a bead of perspiration from her brow as she turned back to her target.

"I'll give you a job," he told her, straightening his tie in a way she presumed he'd seen at the movies.

"You?" she grunted, playing her part to perfection. "What sort of job?"

"Dancing," he responded. "You said you were a dancer. You can start later tonight. See what you're made of."

A hand swept through her spiky hair. "See what I'm made of? And who the fuck are you?"

Big Eddie laughed, his eyes sparkling as they ran across her again. "I'm a club owner who offers jobs to ballsy women."

Carly took a step back, letting him see she was sizing him up. Samuel hadn't told her he was this impressive. Overbarbered perhaps, but she liked the effect. And that goatee! She'd always had a thing about goatees.

"If you're interested, follow me," he told her, turning on his heels.

She liked the take it or leave it approach. His shoulders and chest were so broad they swayed when he walked, in that sort of rolling gait peculiar to heavy men. It took a few steps to catch up with him.

This could be more interesting than she'd anticipated.

***

Being invited to Samuel Smith's mansion had been a surprise. Grace had expected their first meeting to take place in his office. Not that it mattered. With a chance of fame at stake, she'd have met him in a downtown brothel if he'd asked.

She and Lauren had spent some time deciding what she should wear, eventually settling for the dark blue suit and a snug white blouse.

The professional look suited her circumstances, while the short, tight skirt gave her the sex appeal Samuel Smith was probably expecting. She quickly undid another button of the blouse, making sure her tanned cleavage was on full display.

Glancing around the large living room, she wondered what was keeping the club owner. Her sigh reverberated around the room as she pondered on what had brought her here. Lisa Welles had been as good as her word. Like her sister, she was so close to the big time. It was impossible to describe how much she wanted this.

"So good to meet you at last, Grace." Samuel Smith's voice was warm.

She hadn't even realised the club owner had entered the room. She released her thoughts and turned to the voice. She hadn't expected him to be black. Crossing her legs, making sure to give the smirking man an eyeful, she mumbled, "Thanks… er…"

"Samuel. Just call me Samuel."

"Thanks, Samuel. Let me tell you how appreciative I am for this opportunity."



He nodded. "Good," he began, taking and lighting a large, Havana cigar, "I have this feeling we'll be good for one another."

Grace's almond coloured eyes ran across him as he poured two glasses of bourbon. Despite his lack of height, there looked to be an impressive muscular frame under that suit. He nodded at the glass as he handed it to her. She took the cue and sipped at the amber coloured liquid.

It burned her throat.

"To business, Grace. Understand that what I'm about to say, I told Lisa Welles before you. And Dorothy Jackson before her. And Connie Melrose before that. You've heard of them all?"

Heard of them all? He was talking about some of the biggest selling diva's of the last decade. "Of… of course."

"D'you know what they have in common, Grace?"

The baffled woman shook her head. She hadn't expected the man to be all business so quickly. Maybe after a few pleasantries? She'd planned out what to say and now she wasn't being given the opportunity.

"They all started at Samuel Smith's," he went on. "How about that. I gave them their chance here. But not only that, Grace, I set up record contracts for them after they finished their spell here. Guaranteed them success, Grace."

He threw back the rest of his bourbon and poured himself another. Grace sat quietly, unsure whether a reaction was required. It wasn't.

"I made them an Angel, Grace. Do you know what an Angel is?"

"Well, Lisa explained that—"

He wasn't interested in her response. "An Angel, Grace," he said, continuing to pace back and forward in front of her, "is the seal of approval. Once a woman becomes one of Samuel's Angels, success is guaranteed. You hear that, Grace? Guaranteed." He threw back another throatful of bourbon. "How much do you want to be an Angel, Grace?"

"More than anything, Samuel. I want it more than anything."

For a moment he stopped pacing, holding her eyes as he took a long drag on the cigar. "But there are two sides to the bargain, Grace. Don't you want to know what's expected of one of Samuel Angels?"

Another sip of the bourbon helped her dry throat. Lisa had told her this question would come. Just say no, she'd cautioned her. Let him see it doesn't matter to you what it takes.

"No, Samuel. I don't need to know. I'll do anything."

His face turned from a question mark to a beam of delight. It was clear she'd given the right answer.

"Good girl. Because if you had, you'd have been out of that door before I could finish the rest of my drink." He threw it down his throat to emphasise his point. "All Angel's do exactly what they're told, when they're told. That's the deal. So it doesn't matter what, does it, Grace?"

"No, Samuel." She made her voice sound much more confident than she actually felt. A feeling of being out of her depth started to overwhelm her, but that was exciting, too.

"Once an Angel, always an Angel, Grace. Understand?"

She nodded. "Yes."

The look on his face sent a shiver through her. "Drink up," he told her. She did, fighting back the tears as the liquid burned the back of her throat. Even as she choked it down, he was refilling their glasses. "Have you heard of Tina Ferragmo, Grace?"

"Yes. Of course." Everyone had heard of the rock chick who so tragically died from a drug overdose two years ago.

"Tina was an Angel, Grace. Then she decided she wanted out. She hadn't listened properly when I told her an Angel is an Angel forever. Tragic." He sent a plume of smoke skywards, allowing the implication to sink in. "So, I'll ask one more time. I can guarantee you fame and fortune, Grace, but are you sure you want to be one of Samuel's Angels?

The shudder that ran through the brunette was unlike anything she'd ever felt. A mixture of deep fear, but there was an intense arousal in there, too. Her body grew moist even as her heartbeat began to settle.

"Well?" he asked, watching every flicker that passed across her face.

"Yes, Samuel," she answered, taking another drink for additional confidence. "Yes, I'm sure."

He smiled at the young, hot singer. He knew his power was a turn on for women. This one looked incredibly tempting in that saucy little power-suit of hers. Long legs, shiny, loose dark hair. And tits large enough to push open her blouse. His cock stirred at what came next. The opportunity to sample the goods.

"I've already got the news out to some important business contacts. They're looking forward to hearing you tonight. From what Lisa tells me, you could be the best of them all."

He stood, looking down at her. Towering above her confirmed he was in complete control. When her eyes displayed that growing realisation, he slipped off his jacket and began to unbuckle his belt.

"This is the start of a wonderful adventure, Grace," he manipulatively confirmed. "The opportunity to reach the very top." As his slacks dropped down to his ankles, he pulled his black cock from his boxers. Even semi erect, he was impressive. "Now why don't you show me how much you want this?"

His hand went to the back of her head even as he took a step towards her, slowly pulling it to his thickening shaft. As expected, there was no resistance. She was a sensible girl.

***

Daniel knew his continual folding wasn't lost on any of the other players. It wouldn't have been on him. But playing tight had been the secret to his success so far. Four hours, and two sessions, in, his chip stack was healthy. Not enough to take liberties, maybe, but sufficient to give him space to wait for premium hands.

One of the benefits of his tight play was the opportunity to watch the other players, pick up on their styles and possible tells. The other was that when he did attempt to steal, it had worked perfectly. So far.

When the bland, conservatively dressed bespectacled character on his right raised yet again in early position, Daniel called in the small blind. The man belied his appearance and had been pretty loose and very aggressive. Mid range suited connectors didn't often hit, but when they did—



The flop came Five--Six-Nine. Bingo!

He checked, allowing Mr. Loose and Aggressive to raise. It was smaller than Daniel expected. Half the pot.

Easy does it. Just call.

The King on the turn was safe enough. He hoped it helped his opponent. This time, he decided to represent it, betting just over half the pot.

His opponent pushed up his sunglasses, allowing his eyes to focus on Daniel. "Hit the King?" he asked.

Daniel kept his head down, trying to put a tremble in his voice. "No."

He heard the grunt. "You wouldn't lie to me wud ya?"

Glancing up, he allowed the man to see what he hoped looked like an embarrassed smile crease his lips. "Would I?"

His opponent grunted, falling for the trap. "Yeah, you would, kid. All in." The man cursed as Daniel insta-called and turned over his Six-Seven. When he showed his pocket Kings, a gasp ran round the table. Another King, or a paired board, would still see the Englishman lose the hand. "One time," his opponent shouted as he jumped up, his chair clattering to the floor behind him.

The two of hearts brought Daniel's overloaded heartbeat back to normal. He hadn't quite doubled up, but it wasn't far short.

***

Samuel Smith moaned as the hopeful young singer continued to work on his cock. His tightened hand behind her head was unnecessary—her low growls confirmed that. When her tongue began to flick along his hardness like a snake searching for its prey, he knew how much he was going to enjoy this one in the coming months.

She took him as far inside her mouth as she could. One hand dug into his ass, whilst the other dropped to caress his balls. The African American moaned again. The fingers he dug into her scalp displayed his growing pleasure.



Encouraged, she took even more of the thick cock down her throat. As she sucked on him, her long tongue created a wonderful friction all along the underside of his shaft. Both of her hands gripped his ass now. Her fingernails dug in as she made it her mission to get him there.

For a moment, he dragged her head upwards so that he held her gaze. His nodding head told her to keep watching him as she went back to work. Her arousal outweighed the fear she felt. This was a position she enjoyed. He slowly began to buck his hips against her face.

When her fingernails dug deeper, threatening to draw blood from his hard buttocks, he tightened his grip on her hair. "Yes, honey. Oh yes—"

A final suck of her mouth, fondling of his balls, took him there. Grace gave out a guttural moan as he fired the first blast against the back of her throat. She growled her approval, almost greedily accepting burst after burst of his creamy tribute. It took a while for him to finish, and even longer for her to come to her senses.

With a feeling of astonishment, she realised she was close to orgasm herself. What she saw when she looked up at him took her aback. "You're still hard!" she gasped.

"You didn't think we were through yet, did you?" he murmured. "My cock doesn't think so." He stared down at her, setting the cigar he'd continued to smoke on the table next to him. From above, he could see the edge of her blue satin bra, which barely contained her full breasts. "You like tats, Miss Songstress?"

Samuel Smith's lips curled as he watched her watch him remove his expensive silk shirt. She looked hungry. Just the way he liked them. He reached down and helped her to her feet, pulling her against his hard musculature. Their lips met for the first time.

She moaned at his aggression.

Flinging himself into her vacant seat, he stared up at her. Grace knew what was expected. Harnessing her nervous energy, she pulled off her little blue blazer. Blobs of cum were spattered down the front. She ran her hands down the front of the low-hanging blouse, smoothing it over her voluptuous upper body.

He kept eye contact as he began to idly stroke himself, watching as she put on a show, slowly unbuttoning her sleeveless blouse and shimmying out of her little skirt. He fucking loved Vegas.

"Very nice," he nodded, scratching his chin and doing a little twirl with his finger. She spun for him, showing the sculpted splendour of her wonderfully toned buttocks. "You're your ass is designed for thongs!"

"Do I please you, Samuel?" she asked, turning back to him. She leaned forward, giving him an eyeful of her deep cleavage.

"You will any minute," he grinned.

Her pretty little face faltered a little, but Grace knew her role. Reaching behind her, the brunette unhooked her bra and let her tits bounce free. "Does it involve these?" she asked, cupping the tawny flesh and squeezing her breasts together. Samuel Smith licked his lips. "Or this?" She pulled her thong over her hips, letting the blue scrap catch around her slim ankles.

"Baby, your body is the shit!" he complimented, unable to help himself. Her healthy tan was complete, not a single bikini line to mare the perfection. Even the smooth lips of her pussy were golden brown beneath her narrow landing strip. She was somehow both slender and curvy with tits he couldn't wait to feel wrapped around his black cock.

But right now, he needed to tend to more immediate needs.

He reached out, clumsily grabbing at her. Grace easily dodged him, turning her back to him coyly and wiggling her ass. So that was her game, eh? He took a different approach, leaning back in the chair and putting his arms behind his head. She glanced down at his cock, then up his face. There was that hunger again.

"Come on," he said, "show me how much you want to be an Angel."

Shivering, she sat back into his lap, guiding his cock between her legs and across her slippery vulva. She flipped her long, dark hair as she looked back at him, catching his eye with the innocent look he was beginning to love.

"I'd love to cum on Samuel Smith," she said throatily, giving a different meaning to his words. Her eyelids fluttered as she sat down on the club owner's manhood.

Her pussy was snug yet welcoming. And she knew how to grind her body better than a lot of strippers he'd been with in the past. He leaned close, nipping her earlobe as he enveloped her tits in his large hands. "Welcome to my world, Grace," he growled.

***

"Torch the place," Big Eddie told Desmond as he ended the call and threw the cell phone onto the couch.

For a thirty year old, he'd surprised himself by how well he's stepped into his dad's shoes. To not only continue his late father's business empire, but also make it even more successful, was impressive. That made the brick wall he'd hit so frustrating. A brick wall called Smith.

In his more reasonable moments, he understood why the man had taken such a dislike to him. His new Midnight Hot nightclub was in a better location than the Smith's more established club, and was in direct competition. But there was enough action to go around.

Why should the bastard get greedy?

The war of words that had begun some time ago, had been followed by a few minor skirmishes. Nothing serious. But heading that way. It wasn't in his interests to inflame things further, but with Smith throwing a smothering blanket over his operations, he wasn't going to allow himself to be bullied into submission.

He'd tried to ignore it at first, he really had! It wasn't in his interests to involve himself in conflict. Well, the phone call he'd just received from Desmond changed all that. Smith had stolen some of his better girls, paying them over the odds to transfer their allegiance to his club.

He had to respond, and it would be devastating. Within forty-eight hours, Desmond would be delivering a message Smith would never forget. With a burnt out shell of a club on his hands, it would remove him from the equation. There'd be no more fucking around with Big Eddie!

He ran a hand through his dyed black hair and admired himself in the mirror. He liked the colour, it disguised the grey that was beginning to creep through. Grey! At thirty!

Employing Desmond as his number two had been a good move. So what if he wasn't the sharpest tool in the box? He knew the Vegas scene, knew how to get things done. And he was as loyal an employee as Eddie could ever wish for. Getting him out of that jam had paid big dividends.

Suddenly, he felt better, and when the door opened behind him, his sense of well being increased. He hadn't needed to call on one of his girls for afternoon entertainment after all. The spiky haired damsel in distress he'd rescued outside of Paris had eagerly agreed to come back to his house. They always did. Chicks like her loved men with power.

After excusing herself to freshen up while he took Desmond's call, here she was, posing against the door in just her lacy bra and panties. Even better, the look in her eyes was telling him she was up for it.

The white material provided a perfect contrast to her deep tanned skin. When she provocatively unhooked and dropped the bra, he gave a low growl. Those majestic tits were worth every penny she must have paid for them. He'd use her until he was bored and then move onto the next on his list to fuck. But his rapidly lengthening cock told him he wasn't going to be bored for a while yet. "Come here, baby," he growled, draining the Jack Daniel's in one gulp.

Thank God for that kid trying to steal her purse.

***

The way Rosie's head was throbbing indicated her frustration. Headaches were always the first sign. And lately, it was Charlie who was the source of her aggravation. His gambling habits had led to her current situation - she wasn't a prostitute, what the hell was she doing?

She'd thought she was in love with Charlie. How stupid was that? He'd turned out to be just another deadbeat poker player, who's gambling habits have gotten him, not to mention her, into a heap of trouble. Their relationship was suffering as a result, but that wasn't the worst of it. Her life was spiralling downwards, out of control.

She'd only agreed to his pleading on the basis he'd stop his gambling lifestyle. And she'd been foolish enough to believe him! The bastard had promised to call her last night and when he hadn't, she'd given him the benefit of the doubt. But his failure to contact her this morning told her one thing. He was gambling again!

Wandering into the Horseshoe, she'd have it out with Charlie when she found him. For once and for all. That's where he'd be, she was sure of that. Playing poker with the other deadbeats. How often had he told her it was his favourite casino? Old Vegas was kinda run down, so very different than the glitzy poker rooms of the strip.

That's where the fish were, he said, full of young wannabees or washed out, older players. Perfect for him to make a killing!

Except that he hadn't, not in the way he expected. It was her that he was killing. Damn, her headache was worsening! Where the hell was he? The Binion's casino was pretty busy, just as Charlie always said it was, but there was no sign of her boyfriend. The place was just full of people like him, with ridiculous dreams of making it big.

Easy money, that's what they thought. She hated the whole scene.

***

The ringing tone blew Lauren's thoughts about Grace and Daniel out of her head, like a leaf floating in the wind. Dropping the fluffy Bellagio towel, she glanced at her nakedness in the long mirror before picking up the phone and flopping on the bed. Her shower could wait.

"Hi Lauren, I'm pleased to have got you. Is it convenient?" Kay Kristen's voice sounded upbeat. That was a good sign.

The nervous blonde ignored the lump in her throat. "Yes, of course" she replied. "I've been waiting for your call." Her heart was pumping so hard she felt dizzy. Don't start any small talk, her mind pleaded. Tell me the news… tell me the news.

"I was hoping you'd be free for dinner this evening?"

Dinner? Was that to give her the good news, or let her down gently? A long sip of water from the tall glass freed her throat, allowing her to reply. "I'd love to, Kay, I really would. But my sister's singing at Samuel Smith's. I can't miss that."

"My, my—" The Agency owner's voice was a deep growl, even sexier than Lauren remembered. "Can't you catch her another night?"

"No, she's only booked for tonight," Lauren quickly explained. "It could be the break she needs."

The wannabe model felt her heart stop when Kay paused. Then the woman was speaking again. "We mustn't miss that, I agree. What time's she on?"

We mustn't miss that? "Around ten, I think."

"Yes, makes sense. Putting her on in a non-risk spot. But listen, Lauren, I know a wonderful little restaurant nearby. We'll eat there early, and get to the club in plenty of time to watch Grace perform. How's that sound?"

It would have sounded wonderful if Kay would only tell her she'd got the job. What was keeping the woman? It had to be bad news! "That sounds perfect, Kay," she lied, trying to cover the nervous wobble in her voice. Just perfect."

The Agency owner's next words lifted the cloud. "It sounds like it's going to be a wonderful evening, Lauren. The magazine people loved you. We can discuss the details over dinner, but you start shooting tomorrow."

"My God," the blonde gasped. Kay's voice was so matter of fact that the excited woman blinked twice to clear her head. "Mrs Kristen— Kay— That's absolutely wonderful. I don't know what to say, except… thank you so very much. I… I won't let you down, I promise."

"I know you won't, Lauren," Kay Kristen responded, her voice warm and comforting. "Dependant on how well the shoot goes, there's a longer term contract waiting for you. But understand, I'm quite demanding, and I take no nonsense from my models. Please me and the future is bright, Lauren. Upset me and you'll be out of the door so quickly—"

"Kay… don't worry," Lauren cut in. "Really," she babbled, "I'll put myself in your hands completely.

The Agency owner smiled to herself, a soft, knowing smile. "You'll be a star in no time," she breathed down the line. "It'll take two or three days, all full sessions, until we're finished, but we can talk about all that tonight. Dan will be with me and we'll meet you in your hotel reception tonight at seven thirty sharp. Don't be late—"

***

Daniel had been so focused, so in the zone, he'd lost track of time. The announcement of the break took him by surprise, was it really six thirty? A hand gently touched his shoulder. Swinging around, Slim was grinning at him, looking as cool as he had six and a half hours ago.

"I've been watching you play, kid. You've got something," he simply said. "Stay patient. You've made the money. Next stop the final table. Just stay patient." With that, he ambled off to the rail towards his cheering section.

Daniel's eyes followed him. Did Amarillo Slim just praise him? He watched the old fella speak to a couple of onlookers before his gaze was attracted to a face on his left. Smiling at him. My God—

Rosie was astonished. It was a loud shout from the table that had first made her glance across. She recognised his face immediately. Her first thought was that he'd been a nice memory from the night before, nothing more. Maybe she should just leave and that would be that? Another deadbeat poker player was the last thing she needed.

But there was something about the crinkly haired young man that made her feel he was different. She couldn't go without talking to him again. "How's it going, Englishman?" she smiled, instantly forgetting about her throbbing head.

"Rosie—" His smile widened as he hurried across to her. Those freckles were a real turn on.

"Pleased to see me?" she asked, "I'm surprised you recognised me with my clothes on."

Daniel felt himself colour as a couple of spectators swung around at her words. Ignoring the amused stares he gave her a hug. In white tank top and shorts, she looked a different kinda sexy to last night. But she looked sexy all the same.

"Yes, it's good to see you," he enthused, though his beaming smile had already given away his positive reaction. "How are you?"

"I'm good," she answered, her search for her boyfriend somehow falling to the back of her mind. "I thought it was tomorrow the Main Event started?"

"It does, though I don't play 'til the day after," he told her.

Rosie felt a tinge of annoyance bring back the throb in her head. "So, you're playing her until then? Make yourself rich?"

His laugh was unexpected. "Hell, no, Rosie. This is a small tourney that'll give me some practice for the big one. I need all the practice I can get!" She nodded, and the way she raised an eyebrow made Daniel think he's surprised her in some way. "What're you doing here?" he asked.

"Good question," she sighed, her shoulders sagging a little as she glanced around the room.

She looked so vulnerable in that instant that made the young poker player want to give her a hug. Don't go there, he told himself, remembering the way her breasts felt in his hands, her mouth on his cock.

"Hey," she told him, waving a hand in front of his eyes to break the thought. "Come back to me!"

He laughed, "sorry, I was just remembering something—"

She laughed that infectious laugh. Suddenly Charlie didn't seem so important anymore. "I can guess what," she smiled, twirling a loose strand of red hair. "But you're an Englishman with morals, remember?" She gave a rueful smile and the moment's silence felt surprisingly comfortable. "So, this tourney, Englishman - how's it goin'?"

"Better than expected," he proudly smiled. "I've made the money."

The redhead's eyes creased in amusement. "Made the money? Sounds good, but what exactly does that mean, Englishman?"

Daniel grinned. Without makeup, she was even more attractive. "I've cashed." Her blank look made him laugh out loud. "Okay, I've won some money."

Her green eyes widened. Was it possible that they could sparkle more than they already were? "How much?"

"A couple of thou so far. But if I stay in the tourney for a while longer, I might double that."

"Wow," she laughed, maybe this guy really was different to the average poker player? He spoke in such a soft, respectful way, it made her feel warm inside. That's when it hit her. Charlie made her feel bad about herself, this man made her feel worthwhile. "Gonna treat me to dinner?"

His answer stuck in his throat. What would Grace think of that? "Er—"

"Here," she said, handing him a card. "This is my club. Pop in and see me soon. You can watch me dance."

Daniel grinned. "Why is it I think that might be memorable?"

Rosie laughed that contagious laugh again as she dropped her sunglasses from the top of her hair, covering those mischievous eyes. "It'll blow your mind."

***

Carly was all over Big Eddie. Men liked variety, so did she. Reaching for his saliva covered cock, she stroked him back to full erection. He'd cum hard in her mouth. They usually did. She'd always been able to work out a man's 'weakness,' with this man it was her mouth and his balls and finger in his ass. He'd squealed then cum like a geyser.

Pushing him against the back of the chunky Crate and Barrel sofa, she crawled onto his lap and fed him her tits. Her breasts gave her power over the average hot-blooded male, that's why she'd had them done. Or rather, why she'd persuaded Samuel Smith to pay for them.

Feeling a nipple invade his mouth, he clamped down on it, suckling it, biting it. She moaned loudly as he attacked one hard nub, then the other. Men couldn't resist her tits, her long nipples. "Yes, yes, bite them! Fuck!"

Her hands moved to his hair. It was obviously dyed. That always made her smile. Men with dyed hair weren't usual her thing, too vain. This one was different. She'd taken a liking to his body. That made Samuel's task bearable. What the fuck was she supposed to find out, anyway?



She took her time as she flexed and gyrated in his lap. There was plenty of time. When he wanted her to go faster, she slowed, and when he tried to ease the pace, she fucked him harder. It took her fifteen minutes to bring him to the boil, and once she had him there, she athletically swung her body around so that she ended up underneath him.

She loved that surprised look on his face.

Giggling like a schoolgirl, she pulled his head down to her breasts again. Men liked the schoolgirl effect. Thrusting her hips upwards, she allowed his naked cock to rub directly against her velvet smooth sex. Each time he tried to enter she twisted away, and just as he began to lose his temper, she sheathed him with a gentle undulation of her hips.

"What kept you," she giggled, digging her hands into his hard ass. "C'mon, baby, what are you waiting for… do me!"

He reacted with a snarl, rocking forward and sinking deeper inside her.

"That's better," she mumbled, her heels finding purchase on his buttocks and pulling him down into her. "So good, Eddie! You're the biggest I've ever had!" Wait 'til she told Samuel that one!

"I'll fuck you, you bitch," he growled, but as soon as he established a rhythm, she twisted again. Her right leg swung up and over his left shoulder, then her left over his right.

"Yes, baby, do me good," she moaned, her submissive position allowing him the pretence of being in control. He responded with another snarl. fucking her harder. Just what she wanted. Make her cum first, and then give him what he needed. She giggled to herself. She loved sex!

It took him ten minutes to make her cum, a look of conquest splitting his face as she growled and shuddered her way through the orgasm. "Yeah baby," he triumphantly cried, dipping his head to suck a nipple into his mouth. "That good, baby," he asked, seeking approval.

"The best, Eddie," she moaned, dropping her legs to pinch his sides, "the best!" Men were such fucking boys. He didn't even know her name. She'd told him often enough. He'd know it before she dumped him and returned to Samuel, that was for sure.

"You fucked me good, Eddie," she told him. "You fucked Carly good. Say it, Eddie… you fucked Carly good!" Her legs closed around his back as she spoke, her heels pushing down on his ass so he bottomed out inside her.

"I… fucked… Carly… good," he obediently repeated, gasping with each word as she took back control. Arms around his back, legs around his waist, she began to fuck upwards, moving like a well-oiled piston.

She could tell he was close, his panting and the way he squeezed his almost colourless eyes told her that. Later tonight, she might even let him fuck her ass, if he remembered her name.

Right now, she wanted his cum. "Close, Eddie?" she asked, dropping her feet onto the bed in preparation for her next manoeuvre. "Close, baby?"

"Oh God…" he groaned in response, feeling his balls shiver.

She ran her fingers through her spiky black hair, already wet and sweaty. "Gonna cum in Carly's mouth? Want Carly to suck that seed? Tell me, tell Carly—"

With a contortionist's upward, circular twirl of her hips, she took him there. As soon as his eyes rolled upwards, she was on the move again, unsheathing him just in time for her wet mouth to descend on his cock.

When the depth charge exploded in her throat, she swallowed his manjuice like a pro, her soft hands tugging at his balls to extract every drop. When the gangster was spent, she pulled back, sitting on her shapely haunches, and wiped her mouth.

"The best, Eddie! You're the best—"

***

Five players remained. Daniel's first ever World Series tournament, and he was in the final five! How the hell had that happened? Okay, the entry numbers had been surprisingly small. With the Main Event scheduled to start the next day, that was no surprise.

Even so, there had been some quality in a field consisting primarily of Internet players. Three of them were in the final five.

Hellmuth had gone earlier, after ridiculously wearing a soldier's uniform and announcing he'd soon be on his way to Afghanistan to 'entertain' the American troops. Someone who couldn't 'even spell poker', of course, had knocked him out. How often had the worst loser in poker used that line?

Phil Ivey and Jennifer Harman had been knocked out, too, both the victims of bad beats. Harman's pocket rockets had actually been cracked by Six-Two. And then there was the impressive Amarillo Slim -- the old timer had just failed to make the final table.

And yet, here was Daniel, in the last five? It was unbelievable; maybe Rosie's visit had brought him luck?

His keen gaze circled the table and took in his four opponents. Chris Moneymaker held the chip lead, glowing with the confidence of someone who was beginning to re-establish himself. The barren spell he'd endured since winning the 2003 Main Event was slowly becoming a distant memory.

The remarkable veteran, Doyle Brunson, was second in chips. At his age, too! The seventy-two year old was a phenomenon and it was such a privilege to be playing at the same table. Daniel Stone competing with Texas Dollie! It was an impossible dream, come true.

Daniel was roughly equal in chips with the other two players. Erik Seidel was generally recognised as one of the best players never to have won the Main Event, though he had finished second to Johnny Chan in 1988. In 2008, he'd finished in the same position in the Aussie Millions Main Event.

The intriguing personality in the final five, notwithstanding the credentials of the others, was the blonde woman. Like Daniel, Holly Willoughby was new to the poker scene. Rumour around the table was that Johnny Chan had coached her, but no one really knew. But it wasn't simply her background that had all eyes trained on the thirty-two year old.

The impressive wraparound deep, black sunglasses made it impossible for opponents to study her eyes. But it wasn't the sunglasses that were her key weapon. It was her magnificent breasts. Dressed in her trademark black, the attractive woman was braless. With a button too far undone, the sensual swell of her impressive cleavage was constantly on display. And clearly, her high jutting tits needed no form of artificial support.

Many an opponents' concentration had been broken throughout the day. What else could be expected with that deep cleavage, and the outline of her pointed breasts? Daniel had been no exception. Since reaching the final table, he'd regular found himself caught up in the spell cast by those mouth-watering tits. She knew it, too!

With the restart seconds away, he pushed the image away. His concentration needed to be total - should either he or Holly win, they'd be creating history. No other player had achieved a win in their first WSOP event. Not to Daniel's knowledge, anyway.

The beautiful blonde's play had shown she was capable. Daniel was determined to show he was, too. With just an average slice of luck.

He glanced across the table. Darn! Concentrate, you fool! But Holly's magnificent breasts were even more impressive than they'd appeared throughout the day. Or was he just feeling horny? Last night's encounter with Rosie was playing on his mind. He may have just stopped himself from being unfaithful to Grace. But in his mind—

His gaze returned to the blonde. Her nipples were pushing through the deliberately thin material of her black blouse. Geez!

Eventually drawing his eyes upwards, he met her smile. Darn! Her dark glasses hid her eyes, but in that instant he knew she'd been watching him. Advantage Holly Willoughby, he thought, trying to draw his gaze away. No wonder she'd enjoyed such a good tournament. It was so hard to stay focused when that woman was around.

"You okay?" she smiled at him, keeping the pressure on. The way she leant back in the chair accentuated the outline of her swells against her black silk blouse.

Daniel couldn't prevent his eyes from following the movement. They both knew it. "I'm good," he responded, trying to keep it casual.

"You're usually quiet when you play," she mysteriously added.

"Usually?"

"When we've played together."

"Played together?"

The blonde laughed. "You're doing a parrot impression, Daniel."

"Parrot?"

Her laugh grew louder and the blush that'd crept up on him earlier deepened in colour. She had him by the short and curlies.

"We haven't played together, have we?" How could they? This was his first tournament. And he would have remembered her from one of his cash games back in London.

One blonde eyebrow coolly raised itself. "We qualified together," she explained. "Surely you remember?"

The light went on in Daniel's mind. They'd played at the same table a few times on the internet. And in the final qualifying event that had led Daniel here. "You're HitWoman?" he gasped.

"Mm-kay," she laughed, raising the sunglasses so that they rested on the top of her long, wavy tresses. "And you're Desperado!"

***

Despite his gruff exterior, Samuel had treated Grace well. He hadn't needed to take her over to his club and personally show her around the place. It made her feel special. She'd never previously been in such powerful company and she had to admit it was an aphrodisiac.

This was the man who held the key to her future success and she'd do anything to please him. If that meant fucking him every day of her three month contract, she'd do it willingly. She'd meant what she'd told him.

Standing on stage, introducing herself to the audience, their session seemed a long time ago. She was as nervous as she'd ever been in her life. "Hi, my name's Grace. I'm here to sing for you," were simple words, but once spoken, she had to perform. That was the scary piece.

And yet, the rehearsal's had gone well. The unexpected resident band had surprised her with their ability to pick up on her music. They were so natural, it was as if they'd been playing country acid house forever. It had all appeared so simple, so straightforward this afternoon.

It didn't now!

When Lauren, Dan and Kay arrived halfway through her first song, she was wondering whether she could make it. Her knees were trembling and her voice was hesitant. Their arrival changed all that.

Her sister's beaming face told Grace all she needed to know - Lauren was about to make it in the big time. Samuel had promised that to her, too, but it was important to her that she proved her worth. She returned the smile as she sang, her eyes acknowledging the friendly wave from Kay and Dan. The butterflies began to recede. This was her time!

"Okay," she shouted into the mic as she began her second song. "Want to join in? Raise those hands and clap—"

Hands raised above her head, the crowded club mimicked her. She'd deliberately included Power in the Blood this early to get the audience into her music. It was perfect for the occasion.

If only she'd worn her usual sexy gear. She'd thought of that, but somehow Vegas had demanded something different. More refined, she'd thought, though looking around her, she realised her jeans, camisole and waistcoat would have been perfect. Still, the white halter neck dress was good, too. It hugged her curves and made her feel special.

If the way she was dressed was different to normal, her moves weren't. They were what made her who she was.

She held the mic out to allow the crowd to join in from time to time, even though few of them knew the words. They would when she was famous! Clapping her hands, she swayed her hips with each heavy beat. This was her, owning the stage, pacing from one side to the other. It may have been an American audience, but they reacted the same as at home.

Every so often, she turned her back to the crowd and rotated her ass, legs spread wide, arms stretched high above her head. It was her trademark and it sent the place into a frenzy. The crowd picked up on her moves, swaying and bouncing in time with the beat of the music and sway of her perfectly formed derriere.

She chose Monday Don't Mean Anything as an encore and the audience roared, committed believers. Those who'd been seated at the start of the performance had been on their feet for some time, joining the rest of the crowd who'd been standing throughout.

Lauren, Kay and Dan were on their feet, too, with the normally placid photographer unexpectedly putting his fingers between his teeth and whistling loudly. Others followed. The reception was overwhelming, way beyond her wildest dreams.

Her sister joined her minutes after she came off stage, Kay and Dan too. "Wonderful," the Agency owner told her. "Quite wonderful. One talented sister is remarkable. Two are outstanding."

"Thanks so much," Grace beamed, still high on adrenalin. "I appreciate you both coming out to watch me."

"Wouldn't have missed it for the world," Kay smiled, pushing a hand through her silken hair. Her beaming face turned to Lauren. "Though I'm afraid it's time for Dan and I to make our way back. We've a heavy schedule tomorrow, Lauren. We won't be starting 'til the afternoon, but will be working late. Hope you're up for it, honey?"

Lauren's face was alive with excitement. The news of her contract, the wonderful dinner, Grace's performance, and the excitement of the moment all shooting through her like a drug. "You bet," she replied, her dreamy eyes smiling into her new employer's. "I can't wait, Kay."

"Neither can we," the Agency owner told her with a smile. "Right, Dan?"

The photographer nodded, holding his hand like a gun. "I'll be shooting you all day!" he joked.

***

"So, welcome to my club," Big Eddie told Carly, sweeping his arm around the busy dancing area. The bar was doing a heavy trade and all of the tables close to the stage were occupied. "You're up for a session, tonight? Show me what you're made of?"

Carly laughed aloud and batted her eyes at the gangster. "Why, Eddie, I thought I'd being doing that for the last couple of hours."

The thickset man laughed too, enjoying the joke. "Think of that as an audition," he gruffly said, eyeing her breasts. "There'll be a few more before I confirm you as a permanent acquisition to Midnight Hot.

"Eddie," she told him, turning and running her eyes around the club floor. The place wasn't as sophisticatedly decorated as Samuel Smith's, but the images of dancing girls all around the walls did have a certain sexiness to it.

She swung back to Big Eddie. "You can audition me as often as you want, honey. In fact, I'll be expecting it." It wasn't just the sex, she told herself, how else would she be able to discover what was going on?

The gangster laughed again, straightening his tie in that film star way of us. Suddenly, one of the hands was on her ass, pawing the bottom so superbly outlined in her sprayed on jeans. Close his eyes and he could still see her naked, peachy ass. Not to mention those tits.

"Well think of this as an audition, too," he slyly said, nodding at the redhead gyrating on stage. "Get changed and get your ass up there with Rosie. Show me what the two of you can do together."

***

Play had been cagey since the restart. None of the remaining players were willing to take too many risks at this point. Not with a WSOP bracelet riding on it.

Things changed an hour after the break. Erik Seidel lost a big pot to give Doyle Brunson a small chip lead over Moneymaker. It left Seidel dangerously low in chips. Daniel expected them to go into the middle next hand, but to the table's surprise, his raise accounted for only half of his stack.

With pocket Jacks, Daniel put him all-in. It was inevitable.

Moneymaker and Brunson quickly folded. From the rueful smile on Seidel's face, Daniel knew that after Holly folded, he'd be a strong favourite to win the hand.

Holly didn't fold. Her softly announced, "All-in," took everyone by surprise.

Daniel's deep sigh conveyed his frustration. This was a tournament changing decision—doubling up would give him a comfortable chip lead. Calling and losing would all but put him out.

Pushing his chair back, he looked across at Holly as she eased herself back in her seat. The move gave him an unrestricted view of her breasts. Damn her! Being aware of her concentration-breaking tactic didn't make it any easier to avoid it. As much as he tried to focus, her twin peaks and the nipples that pushed against the thin material were dominating his mind and thoughts.

He suddenly laughed. Maybe her hard little buds were some sort of tell?

"Something amusing you?" she gently asked, one eyebrow raising above the frame of her deep sunglasses.

He shook his head and looked down at the table. Ignore her. Get control of his thoughts again. She wouldn't risk all her chips with a bluff—calling Seidel told her he had a hand. If she had Ace-King he'd be a 6-5 favourite but from what he knew of her internet play, she'd be unlikely to make the move with Big Slick.

That meant Aces or Kings. Possibly Queens. All three hands beat him.

He threw his cards in and despite being pot committed Seidel surprised him by doing the same. That was a no brainer. Daniel turned his attention back to the blonde. "Can't quite decide if you had Aces or Kings?"

She slowly raised her sunglasses, just enough to let him see her brown eyes. "Fishing, are we?" she smiled before instantly dropping them back.

Seidel went the next hand, his pocket two's staying ahead until the river.

Five minutes before the next break, the Londoner looked down to see the Ace of diamonds. He casually flicked up the corner of his second hole card. The second Ace was black. It was an opportunity to double up, if he could entice someone into the pot. Easy does it!

Brunson, under the gun, was first to play. His pause told Daniel he had some sort of hand. That was good. Make it a big raise, he silently pleaded. Give me the opportunity to come over the top. His prayers were answered, but not in the way he expected.

"All-in," Brunson eventually announced.

The loud hum running around the galleries sent a shiver through Daniel. He glanced at the hordes watching, then at the TV cameras. God, he really was in the big time! He didn't need to think, but with Holly and Moneymaker behind him, he hesitated. Let them think he was weaker than he was. You never knew, he might tease someone else into the pot.

He hoped his eventual "Call," sounded reluctant. He was putting his tournament on the line and it appeared he was uncomfortable doing so.

Moneymaker folded immediately as expected. Holly didn't—she was up for action right now. The additional buzz that spread around the room after her "Call," charged the air with electricity. With Texas Dollie dominating their chip stacks, both their tourneys were on the line.

Daniel felt his stomach do somersaults. He preferred to be heads up with pocket rockets, but the opportunity to triple up was just too good to ignore.

Brunson turned over his hole cards first. Pocket Kings. Daniel's internal cheer threatened to burst his eardrums. Do the same, Holly, he pleaded. Turn over Kings and you're both drawing dead.

When she flipped over Aces, the roar around the room drowned out his groan. Damn, what were the odds? Now he'd be sharing the pot. With only two Kings left in the pack, he and his blonde opponent were overwhelming favourites to significantly increase their stacks. Doyle would be fatally wounded.

The King on the flop killed him. Amid the cheers and whistles that rang out around the gallery, he heard only silence. His body felt numb. Texas Dollie had hit one of his two outs and the turn and river were irrelevant.

He glanced across at Holly, who was removing her shades. Her face looked as crestfallen as his. They were shaking hands with Brunson and Moneymaker, wishing them good luck even as the dealer turned over the final, pointless cards.



***

As she strutted her stuff, Rosie disguised a sigh. Her heart just wasn't in it. Where the hell was Charlie? It was over twenty-four hours since she'd heard from her boyfriend, and that could only mean one thing. He was gambling again, too focused on losing his—her—money to find time to call her.

She shook her head a little more wildly than normal when the music shifted up a beat. Blow out those cobwebs and concentrate on her dance. Big Eddie had been watching her for ten minutes, ever since the spiky brunette had left his side. He always had one woman or another in tow.

Better make sure she put on a show. The temperamental club owner had fired dancers for less than satisfactory performances.

She looked sexy enough, that was for sure. The skimpy black bra, thong and stockings were her favourite outfit. She wondered what the Englishman would make of the way she looked? She swayed her hips a little faster at the thought. She'd blow his mind! Either he was too shy to come to the club, or he was still playing in his tournament. She so hoped he'd win the thing!

On reflection, Midnight Hot was probably not the best venue for their next meeting. She'd find him again.

Okay, let's go, she told herself as the music bursting out over the sophisticated sound system changed to Donna Summers Hot Stuff. Let's show Eddie and all tonight's punters what she was capable of. With any luck she'd end up fucking a good-looking one. She and Charlie needed the money, and if she closed her eyes she could imagine it was Daniel.

A group of older guys began to whoop and holler to her left. Geez, who let the pensioner's out? With the false smile that now came so easily to her, he swayed and gyrated in their direction, swinging away when a couple of the more adventurous men tried to reach out and touch her. Get those bills out, her body language told them. The higher value the better.

Suddenly, the corner of her eye caught someone on stage with her. How the hell had the bouncers allowed one of the old guys to get up there? As the figure danced across her, she realised it wasn't one of the men. It was the spiky haired woman she'd seen with Big Eddie not more than fifteen minutes ago.

"Hi, I'm Carly," the woman smiled, swaying in front of Rosie. "Eddie's just hired me and told us to give the geriatrics a show! You up for it, girl?"

It was a rhetorical question. They both knew if that's what Big Eddie wanted, that's what he'd get. Carly didn't give her time to think, gyrating around her body. That spiky haired girl could move in a way that most other dancers at the club couldn't. And she looked hot! The red bra was at least a size to small and her tits threatened to spill out of them with each gyration. And that thong! It covered far less than hers, and Rosie was in a skimpy enough outfit!

As for the snake that appeared from the back of her thong and ran up to the top of her ass, Rosie had never seen a tattoo so intoxicating.

One of Carly's hands reached around Rosie's neck. The other ran sensuously through her spiky hair as she swung around and ground her body in front of the now salivating older men. "Think we've got their attention?" she teased, "Why don't you show me what you're made of, girl!"

Rosie gritted her teeth. Spiky' was a cut above the normal dancers they employed, where the hell did she learn some of those moves? She was behind her now, holding Rosie close with a hand on either hip as she gyrated her voluptuous body up and down the back of the redhead's.

Rosie wasn't into women, but if she ever changed her mind, she'd go looking for Carly. The way those big tits were rubbing themselves into her back was definitely producing a tingle where it shouldn't.

But she wasn't going to be outshone by the brunette, not with Big Eddie watching so keenly. She matched her step for step, sway for sway. When the song finished, the whole club burst into spontaneous applause and it took some time to collect the bills from the stage.

Then they were into the next song, and Carly was reaching for her ponytail. The spiky haired woman pulled it free, releasing the long, flowing tresses so that the redhead could bounce them around her head. Rosie obliged.

She tossed her head forward, then back, her hands on her hips as she whirled and twirled around her new dancing companion. If she weren't careful, her freckled tits would be bouncing free from the skimpy bra. God knows what was containing Carly's. That would be something! Topless dancing!

Then the woman was behind her again, leaning into the redhead. Her hands ran around Rosie's flat stomach and then—oh, fuck—were actually cupping her tits. Her hands instinctively rose up to pull them away, but the spiky haired woman was spinning away even as the music changed.

Then she was back again, from nowhere, linking Rosie's body, teasing and twisting as they bounced to the beat. Her eyes were on the redhead, as if they were dancing for each other rather than their cheering audience. Carly's head slipped next to hers. "Bet I can make you cum," she provocatively whispered.

With a wild laugh at the look on Rosie's face, she let go of the girl and began to flex and gyrate in front of her. The movements were almost lewd, her breasts shaking, her hips undulating. Fuck, she looked wild. Wild and hot!

The suggestion, and the sight of the woman undulating in front of Rosie, was almost too much for the redhead. She bit her lip as her body trembled. She realised an orgasm was bubbling deep inside her and with each gyration of her own, she was getting closer. Oh, fuck!

She was actually going to cum on the stage!

Back off, she told herself, closing her eyes. Calm down! Slow your movements! Deep breathes. Let the moment pass. Get control of yourself, girl… get control! Yes, that was it, much better!

Then Carly was all over her again. Legs intertwined, the spiky haired woman rubbed herself against the redhead, shoulders and hips ostensibly moving in time to the rhythm but designed to maximise the redhead's ever growing arousal.

"Carly—" Rosie gasped, feeling the surge of arousal threaten to overtake her.

The woman's hands went to her tits again. This time Rosie had no intention of removing them. She couldn't if she tried, her body was telling her it was about to surrender. "Cum—" Carly whispered, grinding her hip against the redhead's pussy one final time. "Cum now!!!"

The music drowned out Rosie's groans. Carly hands held her trembling body as the redhead came— and came hard. Fuck, it was just as well that the Englishman hadn't taken up her offer to visit the club!

***

None other than Norman Chad was waiting as Holly and Daniel emerged from the interview room. The diminutive Chad, along with Lon McEachern, co-hosted the television WSOP broadcasts. Norm was known as the 'colour man' and Lon the analyst. Chad's humorous comments on player behaviour, and his ability to find some type of common ground to which the average television fan could relate, made him a favourite among many poker aficionados.

"Hey guys," the poker commentator greeted them in that squeaky voice. "I just had to congratulate you on that performance. Are you sure this is your first tournament? Doesn't seem possible."

Daniel grinned, shaking the warm, hairy hand offered him. "Mr. Chad! I'm a big fan of yours," he told him. "I've watched so many events on British TV, I just love your commentaries!"

"Well, that makes us a fan of each other," the diminutive commentator smiled. "And you too, Holly," he added, turning to the blonde woman and kissing her hand. "I'm a fan of yours, too. Are you married?"

She laughed as she pulled her hand away. "Norm I've watched your commentaries, too."

"Darn," he joked. "So you know how many times I've been married?"

"No," she told him, and just as he was about to take advantage, added, "I've lost count."

"Oh boy," he groaned, "a woman with a sense of humour. I'm in trouble. But listen, I'm assuming both you guys are playing in the Main Event?"

They nodded. "Qualified in the same tournament," Daniel explained. "Three qualifiers, and we were two of them. How's that for a story?"

"Pretty good," grinned Chad. "So you know each other well?"

"Not until today," Holly smiled, pushing back a strand of loose hair. "Pretty neat, eh?"

"Neat?" The commentator's high tone squeaked higher. "That's quite a story. Look, I've got to get back to the coverage, but if you guys stay in the Main Event long enough, I'll make sure we do a feature on the two of you."

"Thanks," Daniel answered, shaking Chad's hand.

"Mm-kay," Holly responded, attracting two pairs of eyes as she straightened her blouse. "But there's no 'if,' Norm. Expect us at the final table.

Chad laughed, kissing her hand again. "Do that and dinner's on me! I'll be following you guys. Good luck!"

"Well," the blonde murmured, turning to the crinkly haired young man beside her. "I don't know about dinner, but I could do with a drink right now. Coming?"

***

"A star is born!" Samuel Smith's deep voice rumbled. "The music business is a hard, cutthroat industry. But you were wonderful tonight. Lisa said you would be, but I didn't expect what I saw and heard. The very highest quality, Grace!"

The brunette's heart began to beat faster again. The club owner had deliberately allowed her to take the plaudits before following her back to the dressing room. She knew he'd be impressed. How could he fail to be with such an audience reaction? But just hearing the words was so important! "Samuel. Thanks, I—"

His upraised hand stopped her mid sentence. Keep her in her place, the last thing he needed was success going to the British woman's head. "Grace, it's a long time since anyone dominated the stage the way you did. You're going to be quite a draw. Of course," he hesitated, "it's not just talent alone."

The brunette nodded. She felt her body tingle and her sex begin to moisten. Time to reinforce her commitment. "Anything Samuel, I'll do anything."

The African American smiled. They both knew what was coming. Her eyes told him she was up for it, too. If he wasn't mistaken, she was fantasizing about it.

He unzipped himself and dragged out his dark, thick cock, leaning back against the table. "Better hurry, then. Your sister is waiting for you in the bar. Or perhaps I should ask her to join us?" The singer's eyes shot wide, her face alarmed yet curiously alive at the thought. Samuel laughed. "Another time, perhaps! On your knees, Grace."

With a growl, she responded—he was already iron hard. Her small hand wrapped as far as it could around the black shaft. Adjusting position, she slid him into her mouth for the second time that day.

Yesssss! Life was good. When his son, Joshua, returned to Vegas, he'd make sure he introduced him to Grace. This woman was too good to keep to himself—

***

Daniel knew he should have made an effort to get to Samuel Smith's, but the lateness of the hour suggested he'd already have missed Grace's performance.

The bar was busy enough, but their corner was sufficiently away from the hubbub and loud background music to allow him to have a half civilised conversation with Holly. "Cheers," she said, clinking her Coors against his Bud.

A beer-drinking woman—just his type!

With her dark sunglasses precariously perched on top of her blonde tresses, he could see her expressive brown eyes. She really was a stunner. His eyes drifted down into her healthy cleavage, spilling forward through the low-buttoned top.

"Impressed?" he heard her ask.

"We've finished playing poker," he shot out, trying to cover his embarrassment as his eyes met hers. "You don't need to use that tactic at the moment."

"Maybe," she smirked over the top of her bottle, as she took a long drink. "But you seem to enjoy looking—"

Daniel laughed, suggesting, "I think every man in the bar's looking. No wonder you do well at poker. That's quite a weapon."

"Two weapons, actually," she laughed, her brown eyes sparkling into his. "And with it being my first time in a tourney, I thought I'd take use advantage."

"Some advantage!" he smiled, swallowing a mouthful of Bud.

Holly grinned. "Maybe, but I've been successful enough over the Internet, so my game must consist of something more than a pair of tits?"

Daniel allowed his eyes to flicker to her weapons again. His laugh was gentle, almost a chuckle. "True," he slowly nodded, "So… you're Hitwoman, eh? Well, well."

The thirty-two year old held up her bottle. "And you're Desperado! Well, well."

This time they shared the laughter. "Touché," he smiled, clinking bottles for a second time. "You're here with, er, your boyfriend? Husband?"

He laugh was as sexy as she was. "Nope, unattached. Just how I like it. You?"

Daniel sighed. This was a rerun of last night's conversation with Rosie. The thought of the redhead brought back the image of his cock in her mouth. The sight of the blonde poker player's pouting lips changed the image from Rosie to Holly. What the hell was it about Vegas?

She listened intently as he repeated his story, her eyes remaining fixed on his, as if ensuring what she saw in them matched his words. Her tongue flicked across her inviting lips, displaying perfect white teeth. "Sounds like your relationship with Grace is on its last legs—"

The mouthful of beer Daniel was taking burst out of his mouth, drowning his clothes and the table. What was it about the way he spoke that led women to doubt him and Grace? He hadn't said—

"Don't ask," Holly told him, when she eventually stopped laughing, wiping away the beer on the table with one of the beer mats. "Women can tell these things."

The weary shake of his head indicated his frustration. He and Grace could make it work again. Couldn't they? He should have been at the club right now, instead of having a beer with this woman.

"It's not a bad first performance though, is it?" she asked, interrupting his thoughts. "Finishing in the top five of our first WSOP tourney. And let's face it. Doyle might have busted our asses. But that was a helluva bad beat. I'm sure I'd have won otherwise. You might even have scraped second."

He laughed, thoughts of Grace floating out of his mind before he knew it. "As I recall, I was ahead of you in chips before that hand."

"Loose change," she smiled. "I had it under control.

He grinned at her. "I won ten thou, Holly, and you won eight. That loose change was worth two thousand to me. Or maybe we should call it nine grand apiece?"

"Nah," she laughed, leaning closer. "You keep your earnings. Besides, we have another five thousand from Practically Poker."

His brow furrowed. "Five thousand?"

"Yeah, weren't you at the introductory party last night. They announced it towards the end. A bonus for anyone wearing their gear and finishing in the top five of any other WSOP tournament. Good job you put on that shirt, eh!"

He glanced down at Practically Poker logo on the damp shirt. He almost hadn't worn it today. The announcement must have come when he'd been with Rosie. Then she was speaking again.

"Which day are you playing in the Main Event?"

"Day after tomorrow."

"Mm-kay. I'm tomorrow, so I need my beauty sleep. Want to meet for breakfast tomorrow? You can wish me luck."

Daniel nodded. Grace would probably want another lie in after her performance tonight. He was happy to forego his. This woman was worth getting to know.

***

"You're such a spoil sport, sis!" Lauren whined as Grace pushed her into the backseat of the cab. The smell of vodka filled the small space as they pulled out onto the Las Vegas Strip. It was three thirty in the morning and yet the streets were clogged with honking taxis and rented SUVs filled to the brim with drunken party-goers.

They were still on London time and were definitely feeling the effects of the late night, although the concept of time in general was quickly losing meaning here in the Nevada desert.

Lauren rolled her window down and hooted loudly, screaming, "I love you, Sin City!"

Grace quickly pulled her sister back in and smiled apologetically at the cabbie, who'd most certainly seen far worse.

"Those guys were all over me, Gracie, and I really need a shag," she complained again, showing her age by pouting out her lower lip. "Besides, I need to do something that you haven't!"

They were leaving the Rain nightclub. Samuel had pulled some strings to get them added to the VIP list, which included a complimentary bottle of Bollinger.

They had plenty to celebrate: Grace with her singing deal and Lauren with her modelling. And of course, every guy in the place had been clamouring to help the two beautiful sisters celebrate. The champagne went quickly. A bottle of Grey Goose quickly took its place.

Things had gone down hill from there.

"How do you know I haven't been with two guys already?" Grace teased, although even drunk, her sister saw right through the ruse.

"Now you're just being cruel. It's not fair; you've been fucked all day long. It's been like ages since I've been with Demetrius!"

Maybe it hadn't been such a good idea confiding everything, but Grace'd always told her kid sister everything. Especially when her tongue was loosened by alcohol. Grinning evilly, she added, "Don't forget I also blew him after the performance!"

"Sex for a contract. You're such a slut," the blonde laughed, flopping her head back in the taxi seat and looking out the back window at the desert stars.

"I also get a record deal after three months," Grace added solemnly, as if it made it OK. Not that her sister was judging.

Lauren's vision blurred as the cab rolled slowly through the traffic. What a fucking shame that Demetrius was back in England. She needed to be fucked. Badly! Grace's news didn't help. Feeling not one but two hard cocks rubbing against her as she danced had only inflamed her. "What was it like?" she hesitantly asked, tugging on her sister's arm. "A black man! What was it like, Grace!?"

"Fantastic, Lauren, just incredible. It's true what they say about black men!"

The blonde laughed, covering her mouth in a mix of amusement and shock. "Geez, sis, I need to get my ass into gear. That's a woman and a black man you've had. I've gotta catch up real soon—"

"I'm telling you, Lauren," Grace enthused. "This guy's so powerful, he can change my life. What the hell am I saying—he is changing my life. Just look at tonight. We wanted to go out, and with the snap of his fingers, all of Vegas was open to us." The brunette paused, letting what she'd said sink in with both of them. Such power, indeed. "When you get to know Kay a bit better, find out who can help you too, sis. These are people we need to know, believe me!"

Her sister sat in silence for a few moments. Maybe she could engineer a conversation with Kay, find out who the movers and shakers were. If she could find an American Demetrius, that would be perfect. "Why are we going back to the hotel again?" she asked, only half joking.

"Because I'm falling asleep. And you need your beauty rest for tomorrow's shoot—"

"Tomorrow afternoon," Lauren cut in.

Grace ignored her. "You're still my baby sister and I'm not going to abandon you to a couple horny, sleaze-balls. No matter what 'new' experiences you want to one-up me with."

Lauren knew it was true, knew that her sister was just looking out for her, but it didn't do a thing for her need.

Changing subjects, she asked, "What about Daniel?"

"I've told you," Grace spat, her voice turning cold. "Samuel's promised me a suite at the Bellagio from tomorrow, for us to share. Just until he helps me find somewhere more permanent. I've left a message on Daniel's phone, telling him we'll be late and I'm gonna stay in your room tonight."



Well, so much for a late night masturbation session, Lauren thought wistfully. "He hasn't rang back?"

"Turned off my phone," the brunette answered. Her decision meant she'd need a difficult conversation with Daniel. He wouldn't be happy when she told him they were finished, but it had to be done. Just not now; just not tonight.

"You're sure?" Lauren asked her, reaching out to take her sister's hand.

Grace nodded, squeezing the hand that was holding hers. "I've never been more sure of anything in my life, sis.
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Chapter 5: Rosie is surprised

"I don't understand!" Daniel spat out the words.

"Don't get upset," Grace said in a matter of fact way that was difficult for him to believe.

He ran a hand through his crinkly hair. "Grace, I'm not angry, I'm confused!" Why now? Why did she want to end their relationship right now? It didn't make sense. Except… it did. She'd just spent the last half-hour explaining to him while she packed. It wasn't working between them. She had an opportunity for success. And she didn't need him any longer.

"You're not confused, Daniel," she told him, climbing out of the chair beside the dressing table, "because I've just explained." Turning back to the nearly full suitcase on the bed, she resumed the final bits of her packing.

"You had a successful night, so you're—"

The brunette slammed the suitcase lid closed and picked up her cosmetic bag. "That's not quite what I said, Daniel," she sighed, "cleaning out the top drawer from the cabinet. "We both know we've been drifting apart, for too long now. It just hasn't been working for us, we've just agreed that."

"I know that, Grace, but I'd hoped—"

Her head shot up. "You've just told me what you hoped Daniel. We've been talking about this for the last hour. With my new contract at Samuel Smith's, this'll give me the chance to make my own way. I want to stand on my own two feet, see how far I can make it. It's as simple as that, Daniel. Okay?" She spat out the last word, as if putting a full stop under the discussion.

"So, your new contract includes a suite at the Bellagio?"

"Just for the time being, Daniel. For Lauren and I. Then I'll find somewhere local to stay. I'm here for a three months, so I'll need to rent a more permanent place for that time. This just gives me some breathing space."

He nodded, at a loss to know what to say. Deep down, he realised the sense of everything Grace had said. Maybe it was just the suddenness that spooked him? He slowly eased up from the corner of the bed, walking across to the window and staring out onto the Strip.

"That's it," Grace told him, finishing her work.

He swung back around to a face that was full of excitement, even if it was tinged with a hint of sadness around her eyes.

"I want us to leave on good terms if we can, Daniel," she said, closing the distance between them and pulling him into a bear hug. "I only want the best for you."

Her words, scent and demeanour all felt wrong. Daniel couldn't quite place it, but there was a piece of the jigsaw still missing. He shrugged it away. After all, did it really matter now? "And the same with you, Grace," he sighed. "I know how you've worked for this opportunity. You deserve it. And I know you'll be successful. You've always had the talent."

"Thanks, Daniel, I'm pleased you did so well yesterday, too," she brightly smiled, turning back to her bags. "Good luck with your Main Event."

He nodded. He hadn't seen his girlfriend this happy for some time. "Grace," he began, but she was already turning to answer the sharp rap on the door.

"Hello," she smiled at the bellboy. "It's the large suitcase to go downstairs, please. "Look," she said turning back to Daniel, "Lauren's waiting in reception for me. I really have to go."

He took a long breath as the feeling of emptiness ran through him. "Here's your other bag," he said, handing her the cosmetic case and accepting the kiss on his cheek. On his cheek, for God's sake! "Stay in touch, Grace, and take care. You know where I am if you need anything."

She smiled at him one final time, and then she was gone.

***

How long was it since she'd heard from that bastard of a boyfriend? Thirty-six hours? Whatever poker game he'd got himself into, he was either being very successful or desperately attempting to repair the damage. So what was new? Sometimes she wouldn't hear from him for a couple of days and then he'd turn up, with their bank balance another thousand or so less than it was.

Except he'd promised her those days were behind him. Her hysterical sounding laugh frightened her. Next, she'd be talking to herself.

Turning back to the mirror, she finished drying her hair. It'd have to do, and anyway, a brush through it before she left home would make it respectable. Home? That was a laugh. The run down apartment was desperately in need of attention, but that wasn't going to happen for some time now.

The thousand or so that she'd managed to save over the last twelve months had gone to help with Charlie's gambling debts. Every cent she earned from her job went the same way. Her job? Could you call prostitution a job? Flopping back down on the bed, she couldn't hold back the tears.

Get hold of yourself, girl, she told herself even as she buried her face in her hands. A few deep breaths managed to stifle the sobs.

Moving to the box of tissues on the dresser, she wiped away the tears. Glancing at her reflection in the mirror, she gave a wry smile. In the white bra and boy shorts, she still looked sexy—at least she had that in her favour.

She'd resisted Charlie's suggestion to move in with her and now she knew why. If he'd been gambling again, it would be all over between them. If? A rueful laugh pierced the air again. She'd allowed him to persuade her to fuck the club's clientele on the basis he gave up every form of gambling.

Just for a short time, he'd said! While he found a regular job and paid off his debts. And she'd fallen for it—how stupid!

He'd sworn he'd never gamble again and she'd fallen for it. Become a whore. What sort of man would want his girl to fuck other men? For money? It wasn't right and if she was honest with herself, something had died between them when he'd pleaded with her to help him that way.

She'd have it out with him when he returned.

For now, she had to get dressed. The phone message had said that Big Eddie wanted to see her that morning. What the hell was that all about? She'd seen her fellow workers called before the gangster before and it hadn't been a pretty sight. The man had a quick temper and the girls who'd left his office in tears were never seen again.

But that was when they'd been up to something. She hadn't. Maybe he wanted her to work different hours? Or longer hours? Goodness knows, she needed the money. Reaching for her red tee shirt, she checked the time. Damn, her watch had stopped again. God knows when she'd be able to afford a new one.

The plain round clock on the wall told her she hadn't long to get ready. It wasn't a good idea to make Eddie wait—where were those jeans?

***

"Why the long face?"

Daniel glanced up from his corner table in the breakfast area. Holly was smiling down at him and couldn't have looked more beautiful. The way she wore the black baseball cap at a slightly jaunty angle, pulled down over her long, blonde locks, somehow added to her appearance. Her dark sunglasses were precariously perched on top, but it was the two sensuous pink lips underneath the rim that added the additional degree of sexiness. The way her tongue flicked across them sent a clear message to his groin.

"Hey, how're you doing?" he responded, half standing as she slipped into the seat next to him.

"Better than you it seems," the wavy haired blonde sympathetically smiled. "From the look on your face, how you're doing is more to the point."

Before he could answer, the waitress wandered across to their table. "Cappuccino," she ordered. Daniel shook his head when the grey haired woman looked at him. He was coffee'd out.

The questioning look on her face demanded an answer, but the right words wouldn't come out.

Holly laughed. "Oh, so that's it. Well, what did I tell you last night?"

The crinkly haired youngster stared into her sparkling brown eyes. "What did you tell me last night?"

"That your relationship with your girlfriend was on its last legs—"

His face dropped. "How did you know?" he husked, glancing around as a couple of waitresses walked past, then staring back at her again.

Holly removed her cap and shook out her blonde hair. Even the way it bounced around her shoulders was sexy. When she smoothed down her black tee shirt Daniel's attempts to keep his eyes trained on her face failed. Did she never wear a bra?

"It's not difficult Daniel," she teasingly answered. "We women know these things." She paused while the server delivered her drink. "It's none of my business," she eventually added, her brown eyes smiling at him over the rim, "but I think it's for the best."

He shifted uneasily in the tiny booth. "What makes you say that?"

"The way you spoke last night," she answered, lowering the mug back to the table. "Not your words, but the way you said them. It'll hurt a while, honey, but it'll work out."

Daniel smiled what he hoped was a self-assured smile. "Well, Holly, if your poker reads are as accurate, I'm staying out of your way. I know it's for the best, I guess we just grew apart. What you see is just a little bit of melancholy."

"Hmmm… if its melancholy," the beautiful blonde smiled, taking another sip from the hot mug. "Why are you staring at my tits?"

Daniel laughed as he deliberately allowed his eyes to flicker to her swells again. Her cleavage was almost intoxicating. "Well, you've got to admit," he joked, "They're difficult to keep your eyes from."

Her soft fingers ran down the front of her black tee shirt, grazing against the soft swell of her breasts. His gaze followed her movement and she waited until his eyes returned to hers before speaking. "Daniel, you're such a nice guy. You letch in a civilised way."

"Letch—?" Her throaty laugh made him colour.

"Honey, the good news is that you're not playing in the Main Event until tomorrow. The bad news is that I'm playing today. You need something to bring you out of your melancholy state, and I need some stimulation before I play—"

It took a good thirty seconds for her meaning to click. When it did, she was halfway out of the booth. Slipping her baseball cap back on, she crooked a finger. "Come on, then—"

***

"Can you believe this?" Grace asked her sister as the two of them stared across the marble foyer and around the impressive room. Even though the Salone suite was the smallest in the hotel, it was comfortably bigger than anything either of them had previously experienced.

"Look at this," Lauren told her as she rushed from room to room and then pulled her elder sister to the bathroom. The Italian marble bath with its soaking tub, glass-enclosed shower and personal his and hers sinks was mind boggling to the younger girl. "I'll be 'his,' she laughed, her eyes as wide as saucers as she took in every piece of decadent luxury.

"The bathroom alone is bigger than our rooms at the Rio," Grace grinned. "You still don't think I should have left Daniel?"

Lauren's excited face became serious for a second. "I didn't say you shouldn't, Grace. I just want there to be no regrets."

Her sister's grin disappeared. "I've no regrets, Lauren. How can I, this is what I've been waiting for all my life. Did you see the way the audience reacted last night? It was sensational."

Lauren followed her sister back out into the main room, her big eyes taking in the seating area with its couch and ottoman. "Of course I saw," she smiled again. "I was there. Remember?"

Grace wasn't listening; the champagne on the table had caught her eye. "Look, Lauren," she gushed, hurrying across to pick up the card next to the cooler. "Samuel sent champagne!"

***

The soft kiss Holly pulled Daniel into as soon as they entered the elevator was wet and passionate. "You looked so cute when I saw you downstairs," she grunted into his mouth, her white teeth pulling down his lower lip. "I nearly had to fuck you at the table."

"Holly," he began, feeling his heart race. "I'm not so sure—"

Her mouth stopped him and this time, the kiss was longer. Tugging down the zipper of her low-rise jeans, she popped open the waistline and guided his hand inside. He couldn't resist, she knew that—what man could?

"Fuck, Daniel," she gasped, her hips jerking as his fingers found their way inside her skimpy panties and traced along her wet labia. "That feels good."

Only the ping of the elevator stopped an immediate orgasm. She dragged him out. "Which way." He nodded to his left, caught up in the same arousal coating Holly. Her hand grabbed his as she rushed him along the corridor, her clit aching with every step. "For fuck's sake, Daniel" she complained as he fumbled with the key card. Once he clumsily had the door open, she dragged him inside.

"Holly—" he began again.

The finger covering his lips shushed him, and then it was her mouth. Dragging her tee shirt over her head, she knocked her baseball cap towards the ground and playfully kicked it before it hit the floor. The breasts he'd stared at so often at yesterday's table bounced as she shook her wavy hair.

"You're innocence is so fucking sexy," she growled, leaning back against the door. Reaching down, her urgent hands stripped her loosened jeans and panties from her legs. "Well?" she asked, raising her hands above her head and resting her palms on the wooden frame behind her. Her breasts thrust out towards him, the high nipples aching for his touch. It'd been a long time since she wanted someone with such intensity.

Daniel's aroused gaze swept across her naked body. Any doubts he had disappeared. If Grace didn't want him, this woman did. He undressed urgently, yanking each item from his body and dropping them where he stood. His hardness almost hurt.

Holly provocatively eased her thighs apart as she watched, arching her back against the door.

Daniel's eyes followed her hand—hypnotised—as it swept down her body and caressed the impossibly smooth skin of her clean-shaven mound. When his gaze returned to hers, she raised an inviting eyebrow. That was all the encouragement he needed. Two steps covered the distance between them. His mouth found her brown nipple at the same time as his fingers slid between her labial lips.

She pulled him into another kiss, wrapping her tongue around his. She had no intention of waiting too long, but wanted to briefly savour the moment. It wasn't his fingers Holly needed, but soon enough this young buck would be inside her.

Her hands reached for his penis, feeling the tingling heat in her loins surge with each stroke of her fingers. She thrust her jutting breasts into his hands, her diamond hard nipples burning against his palms. Their kissing turned frantic, lips locking, tongues parrying as the anticipation of the moment overwhelmed them.

"Ready, honey?" she whispered, unable to deny herself any longer.

Her hard buttocks rotated between the door and her new lover as her fingers guided his cockhead to her wet opening. One leg wrapped around his waist, pulling half his shaft inside her. When she raised her other leg, her heels finding purchase in the swell of his buttocks, he slid the rest of the way inside.

"Oh, fuck," he gasped as his hands found her ass, his legs stiffening to maintain his balance.

"Yes, honey," Holly replied. "Fuck me good." Her teeth found his earlobe, pulling down on the soft flesh.

Her feet tightened around him as he began to fuck her. The sound of her ass bouncing off the wood and sending vibrations around the room only drove him on. "Harder," she murmured, feeling that familiar tingling heat. She was close already.

The door thudded behind her as she threw her sweet ass back against it. She was there… now… biting into his neck as her climax overtook her. Never being one for holding back in this most intense of moments, she felt his hand cover her mouth to stifle her screams. Then it was his mouth covering hers as he widened his stance to hold her in position against the door.

The blonde trembled and shuddered her way through her climax, loving the way he supported her on his thighs while his hands clawed at her breasts. Another shudder ran through her when he took her nipples between his thumbs and index fingers. She felt so deliciously out of control.

When the intense waves finally subsided, she pulled away and dragged him across to the bed. Grasping the iron rods that ran along the base, she wriggled her ass and glance back over her shoulder. "Want it, honey?" she asked.

With a grunt of arousal, he eased himself onto the bed behind her and thrust home in one clean sweep. "Fuck, that's good," he moaned as her wetness easily accommodated him. Reached underneath her arms, he cupped her swells.

Holly adjusted her position so his hardness dragged across her clit. "Geez, yes! There—" she moaned.

He pulled on her nipples and he pumped into her. The sound of her animalistic grunts was almost as much a turn-on as the feel of her ass pushing back against him. "Gettin' close, Holly," he gasped.

Her right hand dropped to rub her swollen clit, pulling on the hooded nub as he raced towards orgasm. His growls warned her he was nearly there. "Wait, Daniel... hold back, honey... I'm close too—"

He obediently slowed the pace, gritting his teeth in an attempt to delay the inevitable. It was almost too much. "Fuck, Holly, I can't hold back," he gasped.

She thumbed her clitoris one final time and lit the fire. Suddenly she was there, with him, whimpering as his hips violently began to slap against her.

"Me too, honey! Now! Let it go! Yesssss!" She came again seconds before him, gripping the iron rungs in front of her face as she exploded.

Then he was there, too, releasing his creamy tribute inside her. Each time he juddered, he ejaculated again. He couldn't stop. This time, neither of them made an attempt to quieten her screams.

***

"You wanted to see me?" Rosie asked, squeezing through the heavy oak door into Big Eddie's office.

With every minute of her journey to the club, the sense of foreboding grew larger. She couldn't shake the thought. Only girls that were in trouble were called to see the gangster and neither of two things that led to was an attractive option. She didn't want to lose her job, but nor was she intending to fuck him.

"Rosie, how's it going?" the smartly dressed man asked, his outstretched hand indicating she should take the seat beside him on the gaudy couch. The man had no taste! Still, his greeting was encouraging. Had there been a problem, his demeanour would have been completely different.

She tucked her loose bangs over one ear and gave him a quick smile. "It's going well, Eddie," she nervously responded.

"I can see that, honey," he smiled. "That was quite a performance with Carly last night. Quite a performance!" She couldn't help but shudder. He'd seen that? "Maybe I can get you and Carly together more often," he lewdly grinned. "A private dance, perhaps? I love private dances!"

"I… I don't think so, Eddie," she carefully answered, knowing it wouldn't pay to annoy the owner. Yet she had no intention of complying with his wishes. She'd had just about enough of all this, anyway. Surely there was a better life waiting around the corner?

His beaming face reassured her, she knew he could've reacted differently at her refusal. This bastard didn't have a heart.

"Well, you never know, eh?" he asked, bouncing his eyebrows at her. She gave another sigh, but this one was apprehension. He knew something she didn't and from the smug look on his face, she wasn't going to like it.



"I hear you and your boyfriend are in some debt?"

The redhead looked crestfallen. "How—?"

The gangster waved his arms wide. "Rosie, I know everything about my girls. That's why I'm able to look after everyone so well. Haven't I always told you that if you ever have a time of need, just come to Big Eddie?

"Yes, I know, thanks very much," she smiled, disguising her churning stomach. Asking for Big Eddie's help meant he regarded you as his personal property. No way was that going to happen.

"But you chose not to?"

Rosie hesitated, her green eyes wary of the gangster. "It's not that, Eddie. Charlie and I try to pay our own way. Settle our debts—"

"Of course, I understand," he interrupted. "And Charlie's a great guy. You're very loyal to him, aren't you?" Rosie glanced at him—there was something in his eyes. What was it? "Where is he?" he asked.

The redhead shuffled in her seat. The bastard knew Charlie was gambling again. "I… I'm not sure," she mumbled.

Eddie's smile was as bright as the Nevada sun. He felt giddy inside, knowing what he was about to disclose, not that he'd confess his part. "Have you spoken to him in the last couple of days?"

Her eyes narrowed. What was it? Tell me you bastard! "Why?"

The gangster paused for effect. This was perfect, she looked like she was going to crap herself. "Because he gambled away a wad of money the night before last," he told her, slowly pronouncing each word.

"He did what?" she asked, the colour disappearing from her face. The stupid bastard couldn't have—

"And then left Vegas," he continued, crossing his hands in front of him. "From what I understand, he won't be back."

Rosie felt her chest tighten. Her head spun as she tried to contain the wave of dizziness overwhelming her. This couldn't be true?

"Here," he told her, pouring some water from the glass jug and pushing the tumbler towards her. "He's said nothing to you?" Her shocked face stared back at him. She couldn't speak, she couldn't even cry, she was numb. "I'm not surprised, Rosie," he murmured, standing up and walking around behind her.

For a second, anger flared inside her. Anger at her rotten shit of a boyfriend, at the man digging his hands into her shoulders! She was a woman, not a commodity to be manipulated by these selfish bastards. Her deep breath allowed her to regain control. Without Charlie, she didn't need to do this anymore. She could find another job. Suddenly, it was almost a relief.

"Look," she said, twisting around in the chair, ready to tell him to keep his hands to himself. The look on his face stopped her. There was more—

"He left you with those debts, Rosie. That's why he ran away without a word. Like the skunk he is. The loan sharks were going to come after you, so I bought out the debt. That saved you, Rosie. If those bastards get to you… well…" he held his arms out wide. "We both know what that means!"

"How—" she gasped, wringing her hands together then grabbing the glass, draining the rest of the water. "How much?"

When he told her, she fainted.

***

It took Holly less than ten minutes to use the bathroom and slip back into her clothes. When she returned, the sight of a still naked Daniel lying on the bed sent another shudder of arousal through her. His manhood looked so sweet, still sticky from their fucking. The blonde beauty looked at the door and then at Daniel. Well, why not, she asked herself?

Slipping onto the bed, she took his soft cock in her fingers, gently stroking whilst she stared into his eyes. Her soft grunt indicated she was pleased with his instant response in her hand.

When she leant forward and took him in her mouth, he groaned. "Fuck, Holly!"

Slurping off him for a brief second, she mumbled, "We've already done that. But how about this?"

It took seconds to remove her tee shirt for the second time that morning. Cupping her full breasts, she slowly lowered them onto his now semi-erect cock. It twitched as she squeezed her soft flesh around it. Her eyes smiled into his as she began to move. Within seconds, he'd joined in, closing his eyes and bucking his hips. It didn't take long.

"Holly," he grunted. "I'm gonna cum—"

"So quickly?" she teased.

Before he could respond, she dropped her head and took him back in her mouth. She sucked in short, sharp bursts, one hand stroking his shaft as her lips concentrated on his crown. His fingers wrapped around her blonde locks as his body gave one final jerk. Pulling up, she aimed him at her swells, loving the feel of the splashes that instantly covered her gleaming tits. "Good boy," she purred, like a satisfied kitten.

"Holly" he gasped. "That was sensational—"

"Just time to get back for a shower," she grinned, pulling her tee shirt back over her cum covered flesh. "But we need to understand one thing, Daniel. I've broken one of my rules by just being here with you. And I don't often break rules. But I needed that badly."

"Rules?"

"It was a one-off, Daniel. I'm a loner, and that's the way I like it. So don't get any ideas. It was just a fuck and we won't be repeating it! Okay?"

She waited until he nodded before standing and heading for the door. As she pulled it open, she paused and looked back. "Wish me luck today?" she asked.

He nodded, his eyes fixed on the whirlwind that had just overwhelmed him. "All the luck in the world, Holly. I'll check in later to see how it's going for you."

"Good idea," she grinned. "You might learn a thing or two—"

***

"Where are you goin', girl?" the booming voice behind Carly asked.

She swung around to find herself face to face with Big Eddie's number two in the anteroom leading to Big Eddie's office. "Going to see your boss, Desmond. What's it to you?"

"He's expectin' a visitor," he told her, strolling in front of her to block the way to the door in front of her. "You'll need to see him later."

"Oh, really?" she asked, pursing her lips and attempting to step past him. "Why don't we allow him to be the judge of that?"

"He is the judge, little lady," he told the spiky haired woman, stepping into her path again. "He's told me to keep everyone out of his way until his visitor's arrived and they've concluded their… business."

"Their… business," Carly mimicked, shuddering at the way his eyes ran the length of her body. She'd worn the see through black top deliberately, but it was meant for the organ grinder, not the monkey. "That means it's a woman he's going to see?"

The large man shook his head. "It don't matter none to you who it is, little lady. Why don't you head back the way you came?"

"I will, Desmond," she smiled. "As soon as Big Eddie tells me to. Now if you'll excuse me—"

This time it was his hand on her arm that stopped her as she attempted to push past him. "Hey, girly, you want to show more respect. You'll have more competition in a few days, you don't want to cause any trouble, now d'you?"

"More competition?" she asked. It was well known that Samuel was taking Eddie's better girls. What did this big lump mean?

"Yeah, we'll have the cream of the crop strainin' for a job here very soon," he sneered. "The finest Samuel Smith has to offer."

"What do you mean?" she asked, a little more quickly than she intended. It made the older man think twice about what he'd said.

"Never you mind," he grunted, clumsily attempting to cover his mistake. "Why don't I tell you when Big Eddie's free, then you can see him later. Okay?"

Carly hesitated. Whatever this lump had in mind, she needed to find out. "Des-mond," she seductively murmured, running a hand down the front of his shirt. "D'you know why I want to see Eddie?"

"N… no," he said, suspicious yet reacting to the fingers flicking open a button and sliding through the gap to stroke his hairy chest.

Her deft fingers unfastened two buttons of her own blouse. "Because I'm feeling horny," she told him, tweaking his nipple. "D'you know what turns me on?"

"Wh… what?" he grunted, his eyes drawn to the cleavage now on display.

"Powerful men," she murmured, playing with the belt of his trousers. "Men that bend others to their will. Action men. Are you an action man, Desmond?" she seductively asked, unfastening the belt.

"You better believe it, little lady," he responded, his deep voice sounding a little hoarse as she reached behind her to lock the door into the anteroom.

"Tell me something that'll turn me on more than I am now?" she asked, tugging his zipper downwards, one slow inch after another. "Tell me why we're gonna have some of Samuel's girls."

The big man shifted from one foot to the other. "Can't," he mumbled, gasping as her hand found his hardness.

"Tell me and I'll blow ya," she smiled, pulling his cock free and sliding to her knees. "Tell me what an action man you are, baby."

"Can't," he repeated, his large hands finding their way to her head.

Carly resisted the hands that attempted to force her mouth onto him. "You're not important at all," she spat, pulling away. "You're all talk—"

"Yeah?" he growled, his hands gripping her head tighter and holding her beside his thick, veiny, cock. "That's what you think."

Her tongue licked upwards along the length of his shaft. "Tell me then, Desmond. I want your cock in my mouth as much as you do. "Tell me, baby, I'll keep it to myself, you know that!"

***

Looking around the table, Holly saw only nervousness. Nerves never affected her. She couldn't afford them. The year in which she'd learned to use poker as a cover for her primary occupation had passed quickly. Yet this was the first occasion she'd experienced the full, unexpurgated thrill that poker had to offer. Even reaching the business end of yesterday's tourney hadn't brought the same sense of anticipation as the Main Event had evoked.

That's why she'd needed Daniel so badly. Sex was like a drug for her, fuelling her calm when her adrenalin threatened to overrun. Gave her an advantage.

Despite poker coming a distant second to her main occupation, her competitive instinct drove a desire for her to try and emulate yesterday's unexpected achievement. The likelihood was that she would never play in the Main Event again and she was going to give it her best shot.

Her starting hand was the worst the game had to offer, but it presented a challenge. In late position, she raised in an attempt to steal the big blind. Unfortunately, both the small and big blinds responded. Damn! Okay, no heroics. See the flop then fold gracefully.

The cards changed her thinking. Seven-Seven-Two. Full house!

She checked behind the two blinds, attempting to induce a bet later in the hand. It came after the King on the turn. Small Blind raised the size of the pot and to her astonishment, the Big Blind pushed all-in.

Holly sat quietly, attempting to put him on a hand. Pocket Kings would take her out, but that was the only hand that could damage her. If he'd held them, he'd almost certainly have re-raised her pre flop raise. No, he didn't have Kings. Ace-King, perhaps? Or better still—pocket two's?

"Come on tits," the Big Blind sneered as she pondered. "Show us your balls."

Holly ignored the laughter that rippled around the table. "Highly original," she dryly replied, pushing her chips into the middle.

A buzz of expectation ran around the table, as if the attractive blonde amongst them had been goaded into a silly move. It should have been a straightforward fold for the Small Blind, but somehow the pock-faced young Swede got caught up in the atmosphere.

"I've got balls, too," he responded, as if macho was the order of the day.

Play at the surrounding tables ground table stopped as each of the all-ins was announced. The Swede immediately turned over Big Slick, to be met with a disdainful growl from the Big Blind.

"You're out of your league," the tubby Scotsman snarled as he flicked over his pocket deuces. "You, too, tits," he drawled. "Show us yer set."

Holly flipped over her cards. The gasp extended beyond their table.

"Goddam it," the Scot growled. "You raised pre-flop with that fucking crap?"

Holly sat impassively as she waited for the dealer to administer the final coup de grace. With no cards in the deck that would help them, her opponents were drawing dead.

"Fucking ridiculous," the bad tempered Scot eventually snarled at Holly. "You won't last another five minutes."

"Maybe not Big Balls," she responded, pulling the chips across the table. "But it'll be five minutes longer than you. Now if you'll excuse me, I've some chips to stack."

Laughter ran around the nearby vicinity as he grabbed his jacket and turned on his heels, regaling anyone in his vicinity on the injustice of life at the poker table.

"Okay, boys," Holly drawled, looking around the table through her dark sunglasses. "You can all see my tits. Let's see your balls!"

***

Whatever it was that Desmond and Carly had been up to, it was enough to have the red-faced older man short of breath as she pushed past the two of them and into Big Eddie's office. "Come in," he said immediately at her first soft knock; he'd been expecting her. But then he'd told her to be prompt.

"Dress sexily, too," he'd told her before she left his office earlier that morning. "A dress—I just love a woman in a classy dress."

The skimpy black dress was exactly what he wanted. It was the shortest she had, only just covering the perfect swell of her toned ass. With its low cut front, the silver pendant around her neck settled perfectly in her amply displayed cleavage. She looked a mixture of class and sex, though standing nervously in front of the gangster, one leg cocked to the side, hands by her sides, she felt anything but.

If she ever laid eyes on Charlie again, she'd kill the bastard. This was all his doing. The world of exotic dancing was bad enough, but at least that'd been her decision. The extra step with clients had resulted from Charlie's debts, and now his out of control gambling had led her to this embarrassing moment.

She hated her ex-boyfriend with a passion, and hated this man, too, for forcing her into this. But there were fifty thousand reasons screaming at her, leaving her in no doubt that she had no choice. A private dance would be the first step to reducing her obligations, he'd insisted.

She couldn't have said no if she'd wanted.

"Very, very nice," Big Eddie appreciatively murmured, sipping from the large, oval glass. Brandy was his favourite drink. "Fix yourself one," he smiled with false warmth as he saw her eyeing his glass.

Glancing at the wet bar to her left, she reluctantly turned and sauntered over to it. She could feel his eyes on her ass like he was physically groping her. "Very nice!" he said again, enthusiastically. "Love the heels, too. Nice touch."

Reaching for a switch in his desk, he let the PA system from the club filter in through his high definition speakers. The room was bathed in the driving beat of the techno his girls danced so well to. Before she'd finished pouring her drink, he ordered, "Lose the dress." He smiled as her pouring hand shook, spilling some of the rich bourbon onto the bar top. "Careful, honey, you don't want to owe me anymore than you already do."

She didn't say anything, setting down the crystal decanter and reluctantly reaching for the zipper at the back. She fumbled in her nervousness."Do it slowly," his harsh voice barked.

With a soft gulp, her trembling fingers pulled the zip downwards, revealing first the blackness of her bra, then the swell of her ass barely covered by the skimpy, matching thong.

"That's good," he encouraged, his voice low and deep, the tone of lustful anticipation. "Turn back and slip out of the dress. Slowly."

Rosie edged back round, her hands dropping the spaghetti shoulder straps to her waist. She could feel the swell of her freckled breasts heave as they spilt over the plunge bra. She looked anywhere other than his direction as she shimmied the dress over her shapely hips, dropping it across her black high heels.

"Kick it away," the gangster told her, his piercing eyes glued to her figure. This was going to be so sweet. "Okay," he growled. "Let's see you dance."

For a second, she froze, her breath caught in her throat. The song on the speakers transitioned; Donna Summer's Hot Stuff began to play. This was surreal; the same song she'd danced with Carly to?

Closing her eyes, she pretended that she was up on stage, dancing like she had been dancing for the past few months. It worked, at least a little. Her hips began to sway to the music. As long as she kept her eyes closed she could get through this, she told herself.

"Good, but I don't think you get the concept of a private dance," she heard him growl. "I don't want what I can get by watching you in my club." She faltered, opening her eyes. He'd wheeled out from behind his desk and was lounging in his high-backed leather chair, arms at rest, brandy balanced in one hand. "I want a lap dance, honey…"

Glancing at the bulge forming in the front of his trousers, she knew what else he wanted. Her heart fluttered nervously. Give him what he wanted. Anything to reduce her debt, although he hadn't indicated how much the private dance was worth—she'd make sure she didn't come cheap.

Throwing back the glass of brandy she'd poured, she let it sizzle in the back of her throat a moment before sauntering across the room. With each long step, one leg in front of the other, she grew more confident. She'd never done this, but if she had to, she could.

Big Eddie opened his legs wider as she found the rhythm once again, turning her thong-clad ass in his direction. Reaching into her hair, she found the tie of her ponytail and released it, tossing the long, red waves about her shoulders. Bending low at the waist, she presented her plush buttocks to him as she slowly straightened up.

Same tricks she used on stage, only much closer. Right?

Head back, her tongue ran across her lips as her hips swayed more sensually to the beat on the speakers. Her hands rose to her neck, and then slowly began their downward journey, across her cleavage, cupping her breasts through the bra. Damn, her nipples were hard already.

Widening her stance to bend once again at the waist, she swung her hips left and then right. Her hands ran down to her inner thighs, caressing them before locking behind her back, allowing the gangster to see her full, swaying body in all its glory.

Work it Rosie, she told herself, realising that she was no longer just performing to please the gangster. Three days without sex, her near session with the Englishman, and the recollection of Carly's leg jammed between her thighs all combined to increase her arousal. Even the fact she was being forced into this situation was somehow a turn on. Damn, she was horny!

Hot Stuff faded into another song with an equally driving bass. "You're doing well, Rosie, but this is a lapdance." His voice rumbled through her trembling body. Time for something new.

Glancing over her shoulder, she flicked her tongue across her wet lips and met his eyes. Guys always liked eye contact; liked to think they were the only one that mattered. For Rosie, the illusion wasn't too hard to create—right now, he was the only one that mattered.

Swinging her hips, she allowed his eyes to feast on her ass. Want it—want this body—want this ass? She backed up between his legs and lowered her near-naked body into his lap. Much to her surprise, his hands stayed on the arms of the chair, as though this were a legitimate lap dance at a legitimate club.

Bending forward, she grinded her ass against his erection and reached behind to unhook her bra. Tits free, she shifted her weight, draping her topless torso over his powerful chest. Running her fingers across her flat stomach, pinching her diamond belly piercing before cupping her large, freckled breasts. She kneaded the soft swells and met his eyes once again.



Fuck, she was on fire! She felt his cock throb in the crease of her ass. She did that! She was halfway to an orgasm and she hadn't touched herself yet.

"You're doing very well, Rosie," Big Eddie groaned, his eyes leaving hers for a moment to sweep over her curvy nudity. She arched her back further, digging her shoulder blades into his chest while making quick little rotations with her hips. "I want to see you pinch your nipples."

"Haaa…" Rosie gasped as she obliged. Her fingers felt like a strangers as they squeezed and twisted her pink nubs. Big Eddie's hands moved to her body at last, brushing lightly along her hips, sliding beneath the strap of her thong.

"Geez, your skin's so soft…" he moaned, meeting her burning green eyes once again. Palming one full tit, she raised the freckled orb to her lips and brushed her tongue along the nipple. "Holy fuck!" Big Eddie shuddered, nearly cumming in his pants.

Rosie smiled wickedly at him and slid off his on-edge body. Hooking her thumbs into her thong, she bent forward as she dragged it down her long legs. She nearly lost the beat when she saw him rubbing himself through his trousers.

Her rocking hips found the melody once again. She sashayed back between his legs, bending low and tossing her long, copper locks between his thighs. She dragged her tits across his confined cock, up his chest, and across her face. Climbing naked into his lap, she squeezed her breasts around his head as her sex began grinding on that erection again.

"Fuck, Rosie!" Big Eddie exclaimed, pulling his face from her cleavage. "FUCK!" He wasn't mad. Far from it. He hadn't asked for her to go completely nude, although he'd planned on it. He hadn't gotten to the part where he'd order her to fuck him, but seeing that look in her large, green eyes, he wouldn't need to do that, either.

Her body was perfection. Flawlessly pale skin with a dusting of freckles across those jutting tits. Flat stomach, sexy little navel piercing, and a clean shaven sex that was going to feel so good wrapped around his—

Rosie slid off him again, this time sliding to her knees as her fingers began unzipping him. This wasn't part of the deal, but Rosie knew what was expected of her. She also needed this as much as he did.

"Fuuuuck…" he groaned as she frantically took him into her mouth. Her urgency turned him on, they way she'd instantly assumed control. "That's it," he growled, dropping the brandy glass to the floor and ignoring the growing stain on the carpet. What was important was that both his hands were free to grasp her hair and direct her movements.

An uninhibited moan slipped out of the woman', vibrating around the man-flesh passing in and out of her throat. This was crazy. How could she be so desperate for this bastard who simply wanted to take advantage of her? She was like a crazed animal as her mouth devoured him, but she needed more.

"I'm close," he growled. She knew exactly what he wanted.

Slurping off the surprised gangster, she reversed down onto his lap. Reaching between his legs, she dragged his thick cock against her silky furrow and sheathed him, groaning with each of the three passes it took to take him fully inside.

The gangster's hands were all over her. "Time to get fucked, honey," he grunted, lifting his ass from the chair to jam himself into her. One upward thrust followed another; each throaty growl growing louder.

The bastard had somehow gained a second wind. Rosie bit her lower lip in an attempt to stifle her moans but it was too much. She came, disgorging layer after layer of sticky syrup around his thick hardness.

"Oh fuckohfuck!"

He fucked her through her orgasm, bouncing her on his lap as he closed in on his own nirvana. "Come on baby—" he gasped, "come on!"

She contracted and expanded her muscles around his hardness, a trick that Charlie had never been able to resist. The ripple effect had the same impact on the gangster. "What the fuck—"

Two more ripples instantly did it for him. Just as he prepared to detonate, she was off him and back down between his legs. The first blast hit the back of her throat even before she was settled. As further bursts followed, her slim fingers milked his juice-covered cock, teasing out every drop he had.

When he had nothing left, she released him and he slumped back into the leather chair. "Hey," he said as she gathered her clothes. "I'm going book you down for some of the private parties I cater for. They're going to love you."

Rosie shivered. She knew only too well about the parties Eddie catered for. The girls that did them were full of stories. It wasn't a scene she wanted to get into. Slipping on her bra, she shook her head. "I don't think—"

"You don't think?" he cut her off. "You owe me fifty grand and you don't think!?! Honey, do you know what I pay my girls? Double what you earn—two and a half thousand a night! You do twenty five private parties for me and that'll erase your debt."

"Twenty five?" she gasped, zipping up her dress. She quickly did the math in her head. Was he trying to cheat her again? "But that's way over the fifty thousand figure!"

The gangster let out a loud guffaw. "Honey, you didn't think you were getting an interest-free loan, did you? Twenty five and we'll call it even."

She checked her anger and turned towards the door. Was there no end to this? "What about the… dance?" she suddenly asked, swinging back. "You said—"

"The dance?" he grinned. "That was hot, honey. Let's say I get one of those from time to time just for keeping the loan sharks away.

***

Kay Kristen had phoned that morning, explaining to Lauren that a van would pick her up outside the Bellagio around noon. Nothing was said about lunch, although the blonde wasn't expecting it, anyway. She wanted to look good on camera, and that meant consuming as little as possible before the shoot.

The van was there on the dot, shiny black and filled with photography equipment. Dan, Kay's main photographer, was driving, although the Agency Head wasn't inside.

"Hey, Lauren," Dan said pleasantly as he opened the sliding back door and helped her in. "We've one other stop before we go out on location," he explained as she took her seat and they pulled out into the Las Vegas heat.

They made small talk as they left the strip and wound into the suburban sprawl that had grown up around Sin City. Lauren talked about the night before, although left out the details of how she'd almost gotten it on with a couple random guys at the club. She was thankful that her hangover was finally subsiding, too. Bags under the eyes would show on film, no matter how much she tried to disguise them.

They pulled up to a non-descript, single-story building identical to every other home they'd passed along this street. A guy holding a gym bag hopped up from the stoop and jogged over to the van, jumping in next to Lauren.

His broad shoulders looked good on his slender frame, she thought. And with his dark crew cut and aviators, he reminded her of Tom Cruise, right out of Top Gun.

"Hi, I'm Jimmy," he introduced, holding out his large hand for her to shake. She took it as Dan pulled back out onto the highway.

"Lauren," she responded, unsure of his role.

"Jimmy's going to be shooting with you today," Dan explained over his shoulder. "The spread calls for a guy and a girl. Didn't Kay explain that?"

Lauren shook her head. This was certainly a surprise. She'd never shot with another model before, although as she let her eyes play across Jimmy's slender build, she felt her body grow hot. This wasn't going to be so bad!

The shoot was about an hour out of the city limits, in the middle of a desert. When Dan pulled into the parking lot of what looked to be an abandoned roadhouse bar, at first Lauren didn't realize that this was their destination.

"She's not pretty on the outside, but the interior will give us some excellent backdrops," the photographer explained as he began hauling his equipment out. "And look at that horizon…"

Lauren's brown eyes followed his, finally seeing beyond the dilapidated structure. The Nevada scrubland opened up before her, disappearing in the hazy heat just as it met the mountains. It was majestic in a way she'd never experienced. Profoundly beautiful in its openness.

"Let's go, my English lass," Dan laughed as he and Jimmy marched into the rundown bar.

True to Dan's word, the inside wasn't as bad as she was expecting. If the bar wasn't in use anymore, it couldn't have been very long ago that the owners packed up and shipped out. The bar was still polished, the cobwebs and trash hadn't yet begun to build up in the corners. Even the straw on the floor looked relatively fresh.

"No furniture," Jimmy commented, pushing his aviators up on top of his head.

"Nah. We'll be using the bar, anyway." He handed each of them a garment bag and said they could change in the storeroom. When Lauren looked hesitantly at the male model, Dan shared a humorous smile with Jimmy. "There are a couple rooms back there, if you're worried about your modesty," he told her.

Lauren's second shock was when she opened her bag. She wasn't sure what she was modelling, but as she pulled out the tiny scraps of clothing that had been left for her, she realized this probably wasn't a shoot for Esquire or Redbook.

"What do you want us to wear first?" she asked, poking her head out the door, where the photographer was setting up his lamps.

"The red bikini, cowboy boots, and the jean shorts," he replied without looking up.

The 'red bikini,' it turned out, stretched the definition of 'bikini' to the limits. It was by far the tiniest thing she'd ever slipped into, the thong back smaller than many pairs of underwear she wore, not the mention the narrow triangles that barely concealed her nipples. At least the jean shorts—short-short cutoffs—helped cover part of her ass.

Jimmy and Dan were waiting for her to emerge. The male model wore a tight pair of trunks in the same red as her bikini. The rest of his Baywatch body was bare for her wandering eyes. God, he was sexy. Rich, dark tan. A slim upper body that tapered down into a narrow waist. She could even see each ripple of his washboard abs. There wasn't an ounce of excess fat on him.

In front of them was an open bottle of tequila and three, already filled shot glasses. Lauren's hang over was still fresh in her mind—not to mention her empty stomach—but when she was handed a glass, she wasn't about to turn it down.

"To the start of a very successful new career," Dan toasted. They rattled the small shots against one another and threw back the burning liquor.

A half hour later, Lauren and Jimmy were ready: make-up applied, bodies oiled, light levels were set. The tequila had set in, too, and despite herself, Lauren felt giddy with anticipation. She was ready for this challenge.

The shots started out tame, despite their minimal outfits. Dan built a story with his lens. Couple meets at a bar. They flirt. He took pictures of Jimmy behind the bar and Lauren leaning suggestively against it. "Unbutton the front of your shorts, Lauren, and roll the hem down… yes, like that!"

She knew the thong back of her micro bikini was exposed to the camera, but instead of shaming her, she felt energized. She grew into her role of flirt.

The poses brought the two of them closer to one another. She felt Jimmy's breath on her lips as Dan moved about them, snapping off shot after shot. His dark eyes were smoldering. Did she look like that, too?

"I want you up on the bar now, Lauren." She obeyed, splaying her tawny body across the polished wood. Jimmy moved without instruction, running his broad hands across her flat stomach. His fingertips followed her ribcage up to the underside of her nearly exposed breasts as he leaned down again, as though closing in for a kiss.

"There, hold that!" Dan barked, breaking the spell that had fallen over the two of them. When the photographer had his shots, Jimmy's lips pulled away. Lauren suppressed her groan.

They broke for some water and a reapplication of the oil that turned them into glistening hard bodies, and then it was back into the shoot.

While Dan worked them hard, Lauren realized that the shoot wasn't the only thing hard. She was behind the bar for this particular shot, her body leaning forward, her back bowed so that her ass pushed back. Jimmy moved up behind her, slipping his thumbs into the exposed strings on either side of her bikini bottoms. "Get closer to her, Jimmy," Dan barked. Jimmy did as instructed and then she felt it. A cock. A hard cock.

A thrill ran through her, even as she shot him a glance over her shoulder. Jimmy simply shrugged. If he could deal with this, so could she, she thought, attempting to blank her mind of this otherwise very sexual experience.

As she felt Jimmy's fingers move up along her lower back, following her spine to the haltered strap of her top, those Zen-like attempts to find inner-calm went out the window. Her body was on fire and there wasn't a thing she could do about it. Feeling his cock slide across her ass, she revised that thought. There certainly was a thing that could help.

They moved into a new position—this time with Jimmy on his back on the bar and Lauren straddling his hard body. He whispered, "You're so fucking hot." That Tom Cruise grin only legitimised the statement, as did his cock, flexing against her leg. She shivered, her nipples mimicking his erection.

"Lose the jeans, Lauren," Dan ordered, once again drawing her from her thoughts.

Rolling onto her back, she was perfectly aware of that both sets of eyes were on her. Slowly, she peeled the tight shorts over her thighs and down her long, shapely legs. When she climbed back into Jimmy's lap, she brushed her swollen mound against the other model's cock. Only the thin, red material of their suits kept them from fucking.

And Geez, did she need to be fucked! Feeling the crown of his rigid member bump across her cloth-covered clit nearly sent her flying.

Much to her consternation, Dan got his shots off too quickly. "Next, we're going to do a couple solo shots. Jimmy, could you start setting up the outdoor shoot while I work with Lauren?"

The blonde groaned in frustration. So close, and now Jimmy's beautiful body was being taken from her! Maybe later, on some break, she could drag the man into the changing room and fuck him silly. She was delirious, and it had nothing to do with the desert heat.

***

Confidence high, Holly had run over her table all day.

An immediate consequence of that astonishing first hand was the instant respect she'd gained and she'd used that to her advantage whenever the situation allowed. And sometimes when it didn't. Not one bluff was called, and perfect reading decreed she invariably had the goods when someone stood up to her.

The good few hours of power poker had increased her stack fivefold by the time the evening dinner-break arrived. With several thousand hungry players, their friends and families all vying for sustenance, her idea at the previous interval kicked into action. Ordering a club sandwich room service was a brainwave.

The quick shower made her feel human again and the sandwich began to restore some of her zapped energy. Sex with Daniel, followed by five hours of heavy-duty concentration and near perfect poker, had left her drained. And extraordinarily horny. Maybe a power nap would help?

Pulling two high-energy drinks from the refrigerator, the blonde devoured the first and set the second beside the bed. Setting the alarm on her bedside phone, she reasoned that with the food and energy drinks, a twenty-minute nap would quickly refresh her. Concentration was essential to prevent her donking away her favourable chip position

Five minutes restlessness told her that her need for sex was outweighing her requirement for sleep. Despite the satisfaction gained from her early morning session with Daniel, it wasn't enough. It never was. Was she the only woman sex affected that way? Sometimes she thought it safer just to stay celibate!

Reaching for her cell phone, she called the number Daniel had given her. Despite her rules, if the young man was anywhere around the hotel, she'd have him. He wasn't, or at least he didn't answer.

Okay—plan B!

It took seconds to shed her black blouse, her nipples instantly hardened by the cool air. Her black jeans quickly followed. Catching her reflection in the mirror, naked except for the little black thong, she looked as hot as she felt.

The small Pocket Rocket she pulled from the drawer was her favourite and the fast rotational speed was perfect for the short time available. The low hum as she switched it on increased her anticipation. Geez, she so needed this!

Circling the vibrator around each nipple, she teased herself for a few seconds only before running it down her washboard flat stomach. A soft moan escaped her wet lips as she slipped it under the thong and ran it across her clit. Fuck, that felt good. Let the small vibrator do the work. That was the secret.

Her moan was inevitable as she dragged the shivering length along her wet folds. She wanted to prolong the moment, but the faster vibrations were already beginning to trigger her inevitable climax.

She thought of Daniel as she thrust it all the way inside, allowing it to do his work. She needed a masturbation fantasy and this was his cock. The pace of her breathing sharpened. One hand went to her breasts while the other dragged the thong away, allowing her fingers better access to her clit.

The fantasy took shape behind her closed eyes. A soft gasp escaped. It was Daniel fucking her. Her back arched. Her head dug back deep into the pillow. The Pocket Rocket was doing its work, as was her recollection of Daniel's body.

When the deep, liquid orgasmic wave quickly swept through her body, she let herself go. Who cared if anyone heard her yelping howls?

***

Daniel wasn't sure how good an idea this was. His mind was still in a whirl. Yesterday, he'd picked up a ten thousand dollar cheque after an amazing poker debut. Today, his long-term girlfriend had left him and he'd fucked—or was that been fucked by—the poker playing woman he'd only just met.

So why had he felt so compelled to visit Midnight Hot? Rosie might not even be there—God knows what hours she worked. His timing was based on her visit to Binion's yesterday. She'd said she was on her way to the club. If she had the same shift, she'd have been there, but so far, all that had happened was that he'd had a quiet drink and got a feel for the place.

He was shocked.

The type of exotic dancing, even at this early hour, made the place seem more like a strip club. In the hour he'd sat quietly beside the bar, he'd seen four different girls perform. The spiky haired one stood out.

They were all good, but spiky one was exceptional. The way she'd looked in the low cut gold bra and skimpy thong, never mind her sexy gyrations around the stage, had him hard within a couple of minutes. And no doubt had brought the same condition on all the guys watching, such were the bills they through on stage. He'd hoped she would have reappeared after her early dance, but it looked like she'd finished for the day.

He thumbed the empty Bud bottle down on the bar. The third had gone down more quickly than the other two. "Another," he told the bartender. So what if he was paying exorbitant prices, he was now a wealthy man. The bonus cheque the Practically Poker people had told him was coming his way increased his earnings to fifteen thousand. It would be presented at a soon-to-be arranged ceremony where they'd get maximum publicity.



Glancing around the bar again, he swallowed half the Bud in one go. Maybe he should just forget Rosie and get drunk? Take his mind off everything? It might damage his chances tomorrow, but what the hell? He wasn't in the right state of mind anyway. The Main Event didn't seem quite so important after all.

He flicked open his mobile, he'd have to get that cheesy ring tone changed. It was Holly. Damn, she should still be playing poker. It must be bad news.

He saw Rosie before he could answer. Just like that, out of the blue, walking through a door to the side of the bar. She looked beautiful in that black dress, but flustered at the same time. Maybe it was the dark haired guy who had his hands all over her? When he ran his right hand over her ass and bent to kiss her, she seemed to hesitate before kissing him back. But kiss him she did.

Daniel slammed the bottle of Bud down on the bar, sending the beer fizzing out of the top and onto the dark counter. He snapped his phone closed and dropped it back in his jacket pocket. What the hell was he doing here, anyway? Pushing himself to his feet, his chair sent a clattering noise along the length of the bar as it bounced off the dark, tiled stone floor.

The redhead glanced across, her eyes widening like a kid who'd been caught stealing candy. She was right—she had been caught. He ignored the step she took towards him and angrily swung round towards the exit.

He'd had enough for one day.

***

As the sun set on the western horizon Lauren wondered if this day would ever end. It wasn't that she was tired, although her body ached from the hours of posing and holding. It was that she still hadn't found the time to get Jimmy alone and the sexual fire inside her was threatening to go nuclear.

Jimmy was feeling much the same way as his blonde counterpart, although he knew something she didn't. This was all part of the plan. "Get her excited, get her aroused, but no more!" Kay Kristen's orders had been very clear.

In the setting sun, the blonde's tanned body looked even more perfect. Her skin glowed as she stretched out on the picnic blanket Dan had set down in the sand. The white baby doll was as sheer as her matching panties, and even in the waning light, Jimmy could see her dark nipples through the tight top.

He adjusted his cock in his boxer briefs, letting his mind settle along with her erection. It was a trick that every man in this industry needed to master, but one that Lauren was making very hard to do.

His eyes stole down her sinuous frame. The gossamer baby doll hung open around her hips and his eyes zeroed in on her white g-string. Geez, he could even see her thin landing strip. She may as well have been naked!

"OK, let's get back to work," Dan directed. "The light and dawn and dusk is the best we're going to get all day, and unless you want to be back out here tomorrow morning, early, then let's get posing!"

Jimmy continued to do what he'd been doing all day long. A subtle brush. An 'accidental' squeeze. It took a nearly superhuman show of willpower not to go that extra step. To touch the base of her breasts, but not cup them. To graze his hand along her ass, but not squeeze.

If he had any strength left in him when this was over—which was becoming doubtful as his energy sapped away with the daylight—then he was going to fuck his girlfriend, Rachal, silly. Tomorrow, she'd have the pleasure of shooting with this English beauty.

"And that's a wrap," Dan said at last, when both models thought it would never end. "I think we got one or two good shots today."

"One or two!" Lauren shouted, although blushed when she realized the two men were laughing.

"No, you were great, Lauren. Kay's going to be very pleased."

They piled back into the van and made the nighttime drive back towards Las Vegas. She checked the time, just after half eight. She had plenty of time to get home, dress, and catch her sister's show at Samuel Smith's, although her body was sapped.

The blonde only had a little bit to eat, and more than a few pulls at the tequila bottle. It seemed like any time she'd begin to lose energy, Jimmy had been there with the liquor. Now all of that drink was catching up with her.

"Any plans tonight?" she asked the other model.

"Sleep, I think. I so need that," he responded. "You?"

"My sister's performing tonight. I was thinking of going." Then, she added hopefully, "You're welcome to join me."

Jimmy laughed. "I don't think so, although under normal circumstances, I'd love to." The way he looked at her with those dark eyes made her shiver once again. "I'm just too beat."

Lauren realized that she was, too, as she nodded agreement. "Maybe you should take it easy, honey. Tomorrow's not going to be any easier, I'm guessing. That right, Dan?"

"That's right!"

"Yeah," Lauren sighed. "Maybe you're right. It's just that, when in Vegas—"

Jimmy cut her off. "You're not planning on leaving any time soon, are you?"

Lauren blushed, realizing the silly cliché she nearly said. "You're wise beyond your good looks, Jimmy," she giggled. "Rain check then?"

"Absolutely."

***

Grace smiled to herself as she hit her last song. It was a shame Samuel couldn't be there, but the Main Event called. Maybe he'd even end up on the same table as Daniel, now that would be something!

Her final song was a risk. Her followers in England knew it as her signature song and she wanted to test it to the Vegas scene.

My daddy, he was a music lover

Sang once, then sang some more,

He sang all day,

He sang all night,

And I sang from when I was four…



He left me his old gramophone

His records by the score,

I had country music by the window

And acid house by the door…



I said hello... hello… my name's Grace Lane

I said hello... hello… my name's Grace Lane

I was born a while ago…

Right back in eighty four…

And when people come up and ask my name…

I tell them all, once more…

Hello... hello, my name's Grace Lane

Hello... hello, my name's Grace Lane

As planned, the band joined in with the chorus, "What's your name?"

My name's Grace Lane!

"What's your name?"

My name's Grace Lane!

My daddy, he was a music lover

My momma was one too,

He sang all day,

She sang all night,

And I sang from when I was four…

This time, Grace pointed her mic into the audience, allowing them to join in with the band. They soon caught on. "What's your name?"

My name's Grace Lane!

'What's your name?'

My name's Grace Lane!

I said hello... hello, my name's Grace Lane

I said hello... hello, my name's Grace Lane…



***

The cards had decided to pass Holly by. That was okay. She was in no hurry. The occasional move was enough to maintain her healthy chip stack around the same level throughout most of the session.

That wasn't the problem. It was her concentration. Or lack of it. Her vibrator had warmed her up nicely, but she was craving the real thing. Daniel was the first man she'd fucked for some time and that was dangerous. She knew that. Open the gates and she invariably wanted—needed—more.

She couldn't afford a relationship with anyone. In her line of work, that would be disastrous. But even so, maybe her 'one time only' decree had been too hasty? He'd been watching her from the rail for some time now and she was grateful for the support. But his presence hadn't helped the buzzing between her legs. If he was still there when play was finished, maybe, just maybe—

Pulling her hair onto the top of her head, she let it flop back onto her shoulders, trying to let the thought go. For once, she was oblivious to the eight pairs of eyes that homed in on her tits. Glancing up, her eyes smiled under her shades as she realised the effect—even the dark haired woman opposite!

Hmmm… it had been some time since she'd tasted another female.

"C'mon, girl," the African American three seats to her left encouraged. The aggressive older man had been needling everyone at the table since he'd joined an hour ago. "Your turn, honey, no time for day-dreaming."

"Mm-kay," she murmured with a sweet smile. The last thing she intended was allowing anyone to get under her skin this late in the day.

"What's your name anyway, honey," he asked, staring at her tits.

"I'm up here," she told him, glancing at her hole cards. Pocket Rockets. "And the name's Holly."

"Smith," he said in response. "Samuel Smith. Tell me honey, how'd you get that chip stack. I haven't seen you play many hands since I got here. Lucky?"

She knew who he was—after all, she'd already banked twenty grand of his money. It was his retainer that'd brought her to Vegas, the poker was just a bonus. The fact he had no idea who she was somehow tickled her. The question now was when he'd want to use her. Although her employers knew nothing of her, she knew everything about each of them. In her position, she couldn't afford not to. It's what kept her alive, ahead of the game.

"That's me," she smiled at him, giving no hint of anything other than he was another opponent across the table. "Lucky!"

Glancing at her cards again, the pocket rockets were still there! She decided only to flat call—let's see what transpires.

Samuel Smith raised, as she thought he might. His aggressive style had worked well over the last hour. The Texan to his left thought a while before calling and after a series of folds back to her, Holly pushed all-in. Over the top perhaps, but she wasn't looking to be outdrawn so late in the day.

Her employer looked at her for a while before he folded, but the Texan immediately called. "If it's my time to go, it's my time," he told the table, standing up in time-honoured fashion and turning over Big Slick.

The flop was unbelievably perfect. Ace–King–three.

The four on the turn meant he was drawing dead. The river King added insult to injury. The Texan's Kings up full house was still inferior to Holly's.

"Guess I got lucky again," she glanced across at the aggressive Samuel Smith as she raked the chips towards her.

***

Rosie cried herself to sleep. However she tried to rationalise her situation, she came back to one thing. There was no way out, at least not for a long time. Earning fifty thousand dollars was well nigh impossible.

She turned down far more tricks than she accepted, but now she'd have to take every opportunity that was presented to her. Opportunity? That was a laugh, except there was nothing to laugh about.

The answer was to give Big Eddie what he wanted, when he wanted—private parties and all. She knew she couldn't trust him. She hadn't danced for fun today, but what could she do? He had her over a barrel.

Maybe she could do double dancing shifts, too? The money wasn't fantastic but the tips were okay. Throw everything into it for the next couple of months and maybe that would give her the opportunity to find her feet and start again?

God, was that what she had to look forward to?

And then there was the Englishman. The only really decent man she'd met for how long now? And even he'd been scared away after seeing her with Eddie. Why the hell did he have to choose that time to visit the club? Tomorrow, she'd head to the Rio first thing. See if she could catch him in the breakfast area. Perhaps she could even speak to him, providing his girlfriend wasn't around.

She could do with a friend.

***

Grace's lush body glistened with perspiration as she whirled and spun about on the dance floor, her lean legs kicking and shifting to the lively salsa beat. The man she was with—one of a string of males wanting to dance with the hot brunette—really knew hot to move, his lean body leading her through complex moves like she was a pro.

RumJungle was alive with salsa. Mandalay Bay's three-tiered nightclub was filled with the live percussionists, playing off giant conga drum stages, each song transitioning into the next. Grace hadn't had so much fun dancing in a long time. It was good of Samuel Smith to take her there, but then the big man had left her to it. She'd thought he'd be spending the night with her, but clearly the African American had other plans.

Excusing herself from the floor and the latest guy who was trying to hit on her, she went to the bar. It glowed green and blue against the orangy lights of the rest of the club. "Rum and coke," she ordered. She'd been sticking with rum drinks tonight, naturally due to the name of the place.

"You move very well," a female voice commented to her right.

Grace smiled, meeting the large, dark eyes of the Latin woman. She had long, black hair that glistened loosely about her shoulders. "Why thank you," she responded as she waited for her drink. "But I think it's more to the guy's credit than mine."

The woman shook her head, sipping at her rum on the rocks. Grace watched her full, red lips and brilliant, white teeth. "Nonsense. You have a body that understands music. Knows how to move to it." Her exotic accent was sultry, caressing Grace's slightly inebriated mind in a way that women normally did not. Not until Lisa Welles, anyway. Was this woman coming on to her?

Sensing Grace's question, the Latina laughed, saying, "I saw you perform earlier tonight at Samuel Smith's. Haven't seen a better show in a long time."

Grace beamed inside. Someone had actually recognized her! It had happened back in London, but the person was always a friend-of-a-friend, not a total stranger like this. "Thank you!" she grinned broadly.

"It's good to see that those hips can work the Latin rhythms, too," she winked.

Grace's parents had made sure both their girls were exposed to a broad range of the arts. From painting lessons to dance to music, they'd produced two very talented girls. "I've taken a few salsa lessons." Leaning in, she whispered, "But in all honesty, I'm just trying to keep up."

The woman leaned in closer and whispered back, "You're doing a good job." Grace could feel her hot breath tickle her ear and shivered. The black haired Latina straightened up and said, "I'm Nadia, by the way."

"Grace," the singer replied.

"I know," Nadia smiled, flashing those white teeth.

"You come here often?" Grace asked, immediately cursing herself for accidentally using the pick-up line.

Nadia had to cover her mouth she laughed so hard. Raising a dark brow, she shifted her weight against the bar and responded, "I normally get that line from the guys here, but yes, actually, I do come here often."

Grace glanced along her sculpted body, taking it in like Aladdin in a room filled with gold. Her tiny, camisole top didn't cover much of her mocha brown body. Neither did the short black skirt that flounced around the top of her thighs.

"Are you a thief, here to steal my heart? Or do you need a map because you keep getting lost in my eyes?" Grace's face was burning as brightly as the red lights that danced overhead. It sent Nadia doubling over with laughter. Eventually, the brunette joined her, realizing the other woman was just having a bit of fun.

"Can I have your autograph?" another voice asked behind her. Still in the aftermath of the laugh session, she turned to find a couple of young looking girls standing there, looking at her wide-eyed. They couldn't have been 21. No way, but who was Grace to judge?

"Sure," she said, taking the slip of paper and pen from the blonde on the right. The two of them giggled with delight.

When she turned back to Nadia, her new friend gave her a crooked smile and whispered, "You're going to get a lot of that, soon enough. I can tell."

Grace felt dizzy with the attention. Was this what the future had in store for her? "Sorry for the pick-up line. I didn't mean it that way…"

"Too bad," Nadia smirked, shifted her weight to draw attention to her full tits that were screaming out of her low-sitting top. Again, Grace blushed, although this time she let her eyes linger on the other woman's cleavage.

"Want any pills?" the sexy Latina asked out of the blue.

Grace blinked as her voice caught in her throat. "What?"

"I've been saving them for my boyfriend, who's in that poker tournament, but it looks like he hasn't been knocked out yet." The way she said it made Grace think that she didn't think he had much chance—a feeling she identified after all the years she'd lived with Daniel. "So I have an extra. Want it, Ms. Rockstar?"

The way those luminous eyes looked up at her, her long lashes batting with mischief, Grace knew what was expected. "Why not," she shrugged, feeling her stomach twitter and her heart skip a beat.

Reaching into her bra strap, Nadia quickly plucked a small, white tablet and slipped it into her mouth. She stepped close enough that the soft skin of their legs intertwined, and captured the brunette's head in her long fingers. She tilted her head as her lips closed in. Grace gasped, feeling like a deer caught in the headlights of an oncoming truck. There was nothing more she could do.

The white pill sat on Nadia's tongue like a pearl on the soft bed of an oyster. She gasped as she felt Nadia's breath, Nadia's first, hesitant touch of lips on lips. The other woman pushed her slippery tongue into her mouth, feeding her the first hit of Ecstasy she'd ever had.

But the kiss lingered. Grace felt the other woman's pillowy breasts on her own. She felt the smooth friction as their thighs rubbed one another. She thought of Lisa. She thought of how erotic it would feel to hear this woman's moans. To taste her in ways two women shouldn't share.

"Well, that was fun!" a man's voice was slowly applauding when they finally disengaged from the steamy embrace.

"Tony! You made it!" Nadia swooned, seamlessly moving from Grace's arms to her tall, dark and handsome boyfriend.

"I did," he sighed. "Bad beat on the river."

"Oh, you poor baby." Grace looked on enviously as the tawny skinned female draped herself over what must have been her boyfriend. "I have an idea that'll make you feel better," she whispered, glancing at Grace with undisguised lust.

Tony followed her gaze and Grace shivered as she felt him glance along her scantily clad body. He looked tired, but interested. "You know the way to my heart, baby," he said quietly, "but maybe a rain check? I'm beat."

Nadia looked at him in surprise. "You're turning down a threesome with two of the hottest girls in this club? You must be tired." He just smiled tiredly at his girlfriend. "OK then, but I need to stay with Grace a little longer. She's going to be rolling any minute now and I don't want to leave her with this crowd."

As if on cue, Grace felt the club… shift. Suddenly, things she'd thought were solid were not. The bar she was leaning on, the walls, even the floor, started to bounce and sway to the salsa rhythm. And the lights. Oh, the beautiful lights. She swept her eyes across fiery waterfall along one wall and gasped. The bright colours were almost tactile.

"You there, Grace?" Nadia asked, the other woman's hands suddenly on her shoulders. Looking up at her new friend, a smile split her face. The woman was so beautiful. So perfect. The Spanish woman returned the smile. "You are! Come on, let's dance!"

***

Carly was panicking. How many times had she called Samuel? How many messages had she left for him? Where the fuck was he?

She'd even contemplated heading over to his club, but she couldn't afford to take that risk. If anyone from Midnight Hot saw her there, and reported it to Big Eddie, she'd have a lot of explaining to do. And with the news that Desmond had imparted, she had to ensure that Eddie believed she was on his side.



In fact, if anything, this gave her an opportunity to get closer to the gangster. She just had to play her cards right, put herself in the right position. Samuel's decision to insinuate her in with the gangster had been a brainwave.

Yet, all that counted for nothing if she wasn't able to get news of Big Eddie's plans to Samuel. If he hadn't returned her call by the morning, she'd have no option but to visit his club, then his house.

Where the hell was he?

***

Grace didn't get in to her suite at the Bellagio until close to four. By that time, she'd come back down to earth and her legs and body were killing her. She'd been dancing non-stop since before midnight, loving every moment of it.

"I love spins!" she vaguely remembered shouting into some hot guy's ear. He'd obliged her, sending her through a complex sequence of turns and rotations that left her exhilarated.

Nadia had "protected" her from the advances of the endless stream of dance partners, although it wasn't until she'd sobered up that she saw it as protection. She'd done what Grace had done with Lauren just the night before, and when she crashed into bed, she was alone.

Sleep followed quickly behind
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Chapter 6: Holly fulfils her contract

"It's me."

"Samuel!" Carly exclaimed. "Where the hell have you been?"

"Steady, girl," he warned her. No one queried where he'd been, or what he was doing. He was Samuel Smith, after all. "Missing me?" he asked, "or has my little mole picked up some information?"

"Both," came the reply. Her voice sounded excited and strained at the same time. "I've been trying to talk to you since I found out, Samuel."

"Found out what?" the club owner asked, gingerly easing himself from his king sized bed and leaving the young blonde still sleeping. She'd fulfilled everything she'd promised, fucking him like the pocket dervish she was. The things girls would do to get a job these days.

He knew Grace had thought he was going to spend the night with her, but variety was the spice of life, right? Still, these late, late nights, and one young woman after another, were taking their toll. He needed to get back to the gym again. Healthy body, healthy mind.

"I spoke to Big Eddie's number two, this afternoon," Carly was telling him.

Samuel burst out into a loud guffaw. "Desmond?" he sneered, exiting into the adjoining room. No need to disturb the young beauty, he'd be fucking her again before too long. "That idiot? The guys a clown."

"He might be," she excitedly responded, her tone rising, "but he's a dangerous one, Samuel."

He sensed her concern and his levity immediately left him. "What is it? What's he up to?"

"Samuel," she said, almost shouting now, "he's going to set fire to your club tonight. With people in there!"

"You're… you're sure?" he asked, his voice suddenly catching in his throat. Surely even Big Eddie wouldn't go that far?

"I'm certain, Samuel! He's going to do it personally."

"No," he said, shaking his head. "They're shitting you. Feeding you information."

"No they're not, Samuel!" she shrieked. Her voice was urgent now. He had to understand! "They don't know who I am and this is real. You've got to do something!"

"How did you find out?" he asked, his voice suddenly wary.

"Almost by accident," she told him, trying to calm her voice. "The stupid lump let something slip and I got the rest from him."

Smith's laugh was hollow. "As only you can, Carly," he mumbled, his mind already thinking things the next steps. In an instant, the uncertainty had gone from his voice. He was all business. "I need you to find out Desmond's movements today—"

"I know them," she blurted. "I told him how turned on that sort of thing got me. He's meeting me tonight, before he turns up at your club. He thinks he's going to fuck me."

"Let him," came the snarled response.

"What? Samuel!"

"If he's meeting you beforehand, I need you to get him alone," he told her, his purposeful voice calm. "It's time."

"It's time? What do you mean, it's time?"

"Nothing for you to worry about," he mused. Maybe he hadn't expected to call on his contingency quite this quickly, but the way he was squeezing Big Eddie meant the low life gangster would have to respond soon. After all, that's why he'd brought in the hitwoman again. Experience told him how good she was.

"He said he'd pick me up in his car," Carly went on, her mind whirling as she tried to give Samuel what he wanted. "He doesn't want Eddie to find out he's with me, so he'll want to go somewhere quiet—"

"Perfect. What time are you meeting him?"

"Ten o'clock."

"Ten? Okay, let's work this out, where can you take him? Somewhere quiet?" He thought for a few seconds. "Take him to the Red Rooster Antique Mall," he suddenly told her. "Can you do that?"

She thought quickly. "Red Rooster? Near Funk House?"

"That's it. There're a few antique places round there but they'll be closed and it'll be dark. Tell him you've always wanted to be fucked in a car. Tell him anything you want. Give him a blowjob on the way if it'll help. Be there by half ten. Understand? Make sure you've got him parked there, in the car, at half ten."

"Samuel, I—"

"Just do it," he snarled. If anything gets in your way, call me immediately, understand?

Her voice was quiet, subdued. "Yes, Samuel."

"But I don't want anything to get in the way. I want him there. What make of car does he have?"

"Samuel," the frightened girl responded, "I don't know."

"Listen, Carly," he told her, his voice softening. "I know this is tough for you, honey, but it's so important. I'll owe you big time. Okay?"

Owe her big time? That's what she needed to hear. "Yes," she answered. "Yes, Samuel, you know I'll do anything to help you."

"Good girl. I need you alone in the car with him at half ten tonight. Out of sight, use the North end of the car park. And I need the colour and make of car. Registration number if you can get it, too. I need it now! Ring me back. Can you do that for me?"

"Y… yes," she said, flicking her cell phone closed. She knew just how she could do that.

***

His finger drew a small pattern in the spilt coffee on the breakfast table, like a child who was bored stiff. Except he wasn't bored, it was therapeutic. Just like staring at tealeaves in an empty cup, wondering what the future held.

"Want me to clean that for you?" the soft voice asked.

"No," he sighed, without looking up. The waitress could attend to the table when he was finished. Right now he was feeling low, and attempting to reenergize himself in preparation for his Main Event debut. "I could do with a refill, though."

"Yes," the voice responded, "I could do with a coffee, too. Should I ask the waitress?"

His startled eyes jerked upwards to meet the redhead's. Before he could speak, the older server was with them. "Two coffees," Rosie asked, watching her retreat to the counter before swinging her gaze the surprised look on the crinkly haired young man's face. She picked up a paper serviette and smothered the coffee stain. "Want me to clean your finger, too?"

"I'm surprised to see you," Daniel told her, returning the stare. Her eyes were warm, his were wary. "I thought you'd be with your boyfriend -- assuming that was your boyfriend I saw you with? Or maybe just another punter?"

The redhead sat back, as if he'd slapped her across the face. Hard.

"I'm sorry," the Englishman told her, an instant feeling of guilt running through him as he watched her recoil. "That was uncalled for."

"Yes it was," she responded, the warmth still in her green eyes, even if they were tinged with hurt. "You sound like a jealous husband, is that how people behave over the pond?"

Daniel's smile only just touched the corner of his lips, but it was a smile nevertheless. "It's not how I usually behave," he offered, wanting to but unable to explain himself further.

"But I got the jealous bit right, yes?" she asked. "That's nice in a strange kinda way, Englishman."

Don't flatter yourself he thought, but fought back the hurtful comment. Besides, she wouldn't have been flattering herself -- he had been jealous. Despite his new friendship with Holly, and their sensational sex, there was something about this redhead that'd worked its way inside him, got into his heart.

"I'm sorry," he settled for repeating the apology. "There's been a lot going on in the last couple of days. My head's in a bit of a whirl."

"Where's your girlfriend?" she asked, glancing around. "Hope I'm not embarrassing you by sitting here?"

"My ex-girlfriend," his rueful grin shot back. "You were right!"

Her head went back and she gave a long sigh before staring into his eyes. He hadn't seen that look before. "You don't sound too unhappy."

He nodded. "Shit happens, but Grace was right. Our relationship had reached a natural end. How're things with you?"

Rosie couldn't help the long sigh and fought back the tears that instantly threatened to appear. She hadn't come here to cry.

The pain in her eyes pinched his heart and Daniel reached over to take her hand across the table. "Rough?" he softly asked, sending a sympathetic smile across the short distance between them.

She bit her lip and nodded, waiting until the returning waitress brought their fresh coffees before speaking. The way their gazes locked told them both that this conversation had some way to go.

***

Carly had returned his call within quarter of an hour, with all the details he needed. She was resourceful, that girl, though her return call was nothing more than he expected. If she successfully carried out the duties in store tonight, she'd have fully earned the bonus he had planned for her.

His subsequent phone call to the hitwoman was everything he'd expected. She was already in Vegas, poised and ready for instructions. Previous experience had told him the details she required. He'd given her them on a plate. "Are we clear?" Samuel Smith growled down the line to the assassin.

"Mm-kay," she murmured. It made him think, there was something about her sound that was familiar. Her voice, that thick Irish tone? Or maybe he just remembered her from their previous conversations. He was aware the woman kept her words to a minimum, making it almost impossible for him to pick up on any clues. That was okay, he'd have been just as careful in her position.

"Just make sure the money hits my account by noon," she was telling him.

"It's on its way," he instantly responded, as if a quick reply would give her confidence. "I can't afford for this to go wrong," he added. "I've tripled security around the club tonight, but I prefer to dispose of the problem well in advance."

"I understand," she repeated, laying on the usual Irish accent even more thickly. "And you know how thorough I am. If the details you've given me are correct, consider the target eliminated. Is there anything else?" she softly asked. This conversation had lasted long enough.

Samuel sighed, he was used to people playing by his rules, not the other way around. "I need a confirmatory call afterwards."

"Of course, that's our usual arrangement."

"And I need you to stay in Vegas for a while in case I need you again."

"Your retainer bought you two weeks," she told him in the matter of fact tone she always used in such circumstances. "That's what you'll get."

"And if I need more?"

"If I'm available, another retainer will be necessary," she answered, ending the call. It was unlikely he'd try and trace her, but you never knew—

***

"So, what happened with Grace?" Rosie asked Daniel as their server departed.

The Englishman sat forward to speak, then changed his mind. "You first, Rosie. It looks like there's a story in there."

The redhead smiled, her eyes heavy with… something. Daniel couldn't quite work out what that was.

"Okay," she said, almost reluctantly. "You've got your poker soon, so I'll give you the précised version." His eyes flickered. This girl had a good memory. "By the way, how did you finish the other day?" she added.

"Third," he told her, unable to stop the proud grin.

"Very good, Englishman," she responded, sipping at her coffee. Maybe this one was an exception to the deadbeats she was usually involved with, starting with Charlie.

"Clearly I inspired you," she half-joked. "Maybe our meeting this morning will be good luck for today?"

Maybe. Daniel wasn't feeling inspired as yet, but this young woman had already lifted the gloomy mood he'd got himself into. Still, that depended on what she had to say. He wanted to hear more about her, about the club she worked at, and especially about the man she was with yesterday.

"What time do you need to register?" she asked.

His face changed as he glanced at his watch. Shit, was that the time? "I—"

"Don't have long," she said, completing his sentence as she saw the concern on his face. "Maybe we should keep this conversation for later?"

A shake of his head dismissed the idea. "No, I want to know, Rosie. It'll… it'll help me to know—"

She leant forward, hesitating at first and then blurting it out. "My boyfriend left me a couple of days ago, the same night you and I met, as it happens. Got himself out of Vegas altogether."

Daniel nodded. "So it's your row with him that's upset you? You're still in love with him?"

Her eyes widened at the same time as he nostrils flared. "I hate the bastard," she said. "He didn't speak to me before he left."

"Then how—"

"My boss told me. He's the guy you saw me with yesterday."

"Can't keep his hands to himself," Daniel grunted, instantly regretting the remark. There was that jealousy again.

If you only knew, the redhead thought, feeling the blush work its way up from her neck. "He's like that with all the girls," she simply explained. Better not confess any more about Eddie, not yet anyway. She didn't want to scare the Englishman off altogether. "I can't afford to upset him."

"Don't want to upset him? He looked like he owned you," Daniel spat, unable to keep the resentment inside. "Are jobs that difficult to come by in Vegas?"

Rosie's head jerked back again. An invisible hand squeezed the insides of her stomach. Damn, there were those tears again. She wasn't going to cry, not in front of the Englishman. "You don't understand—"

"Don't understand," he snapped, unable to stop himself. "Rosie, there must be lots of openings in Vegas for someone as attractive as you. You don't need to let yourself be pawed by someone like that bastard."

The redhead stared at him. Could anyone really be that innocent? It was a quality she loved in him, but right now she wanted to give him a good shake and let in the realities of Vegas life. "Daniel, Charlie left Vegas owing a lot of money. And somehow he transferred that debt to me. I still don't really understand how. That bastard, as you call him, stopped the loan sharks coming after me, but I owe him the money now. Understand?"

He was beginning to. "How much?"

Rosie shook her head. "That doesn't matter, Daniel, not for now anyway. I loved the fact that you came to see me at the club yesterday, thank you. You left so quickly, before I could stop you, and I didn't want you to go away with the wrong idea. I wanted to see you, too."

He glanced at his watch. "Rosie," he softly said, his eyes smiling at her as he gripped her hands across the table. "I'm so sorry… but I have to go."

"I know," she nodded, beginning to pull away. His grip on her hands stopped her.

"Rosie," he said, his tone emphasising the point, She stared into his eyes in a way he'd never seen before. I want to see you again, continue this conversation."

"Me too," she told him, her green eyes sparkling again. "When?"

He hesitated, "Well, that depends on how the poker goes—"

"I understand," she told him, unable to hide the sadness in her eyes. She'd hoped to have a longer conversation. "I'm working late at the club tonight—"

"How late?" he interrupted.

"The early hours, two or three dependant on how busy we are," she told him.

"The chances are I'll be knocked out of the tourney well before that," he ruefully grinned. "If I do, I'll call you—let's exchange phone numbers. But if I somehow get through the day, don't leave until I get there. Understand?"

It wasn't the most sensible thing to promise, not with another full day of poker ahead of him tomorrow. Rest and sleep were essential ingredients of success in the Main Event. But he wasn't going to let this girl go again before they'd had a long conversation. He needed that, and she did too from the look in her eyes.

"You won't get knocked out, Englishman," she smiled, pulling her phone out. "I'm your good luck charm, remember? I'll be there tonight—"

***

Holly brushed off the third guy who tried to chat her up. Standing so long in one place didn't help, but her position adjacent to the pathway outside the twenty-four hour All-American Bar & Grille, allowed a perfect view of Daniel and the redhead. Not that she was spying. But she wanted to wish her new crinkly haired friend best of luck in the tournament today.

She'd wait until she was free, but he was pushing his luck. It was long past the time he should have been making his way to the table. This redhead must be special! She'd have to check her out—

"Don't bother," she told the fourth guy to approach her. Now wasn't the time to be engaged in conversation. With Daniel and the woman standing up, the guy's timing couldn't have been worse Besides, he'd walked back and forth past her three times now and had only just plucked up the courage to speak.

Maybe she'd have to change her top? Her intention to find an afternoon cash game in the Bellagio had seen her dress in her customary black. And while the tight cotton top didn't display any cleavage, it could have been sprayed onto her body. Her full tits, with her erect nipples standing so proud, looked like they could have been sculpted.

When the poker player and the redhead reached the exit to the Grille, Daniel planted a soft kiss on her lips before they hurried in opposite directions. The crinkly haired youngster was so preoccupied, he walked directly past Holly, his thoughts encased in whatever world he was in.

She fell into step behind him, walking a few yards before tugging his arm. "New girlfriend?" she asked.

"Geez, you startled me," his bright smile telling her it wasn't a complaint. "I'm running late and was just wondering if I'd make the start. How're you doing?"

"Not as good as you," she grinned back. "New girlfriend?" she repeated.

He felt himself colouring. Clearly, Holly had seen him with Rosie—why did that embarrass him? "No… not exactly. I mean… she…"

"Fast worker," she teased, admitting to herself that there was a pang of regret in her tone. In other circumstances, she would have taken her chances with the crinkly haired youngster. They'd make quite a pair.

"No…" he hurriedly interrupted, "it's not what you think…"

Her loud guffaw told him she was teasing him. "Hey, I'm on your side," she smiled. "Just because you took me to bed doesn't mean I think you own me!"

Daniel's head jerked around to see if they'd been overhead. "Holly—"

Her laughter increased, trailing behind them as they hurried along the corridor. "Okay, okay, it must be serious if you can't recognise me pulling your leg. I'll change tack—you can tell me all about her later. How are you feeling about today? Calm?"

"Yeah," he smiled. "I haven't though too much about it over the last forty-eight hours, which is kinda strange as this is why I came to Vegas. But so much seems to have happened since I arrived."

"Lost your girlfriend," Holly responded, her brown eyes dancing with mischievousness. "Nearly won a bracelet. Taken advantage of an unsuspecting blonde, then dumped her for a redhead."

This time, Daniel laughed. "You can be a real wind up merchant when you want, Willoughby," he told her, turning into the registration room. "Oh, shit! Look at that line!"

"Bad news," she agreed, jokingly adding, "Maybe you should have got here earlier?"

His face creased in disappointment as he joined the back of the long line. "You're not wrong. Gonna wait with me?"

Holly laughed. "No, I'm going to head down to the Bellagio. See if I can win my fortune down there."

"Glutton for punishment," he told her, running a hand through his hair as he tried to calculate how long he'd be queuing. "By the way, congratulations on yesterday. I checked and saw how well you'd done. Brilliant!"



"Thanks," she grinned, "I just wanted to give you something to aim at." Leaning close, she made a point of pressing her breasts into him as she lightly kissed his lips. Give him something to think about. "Gotta go!"

The flash from the camera surprised them both. "What on earth—" Daniel began, raising a hand to his eyes.

"Could we have another?" the young photographer asked, shoving a card in the poker player's hand. "Las Vegas News," he explained, "Nevada's largest newspaper. We only just found out about the two of you."

"Found out what," Holly asked, pushing the camera away. A photograph in any newspaper was the last thing she wanted.

"The two lovers from England," he beamed at them. "Reaching the final table together. Hey, that's a hell of a story. We're going to cover your progression all the way through the Main Event! Maybe you can give us an exclusive?"

"We're not lovers," Daniel blurted, wondering how they could know about him and Holly. Had they been followed to his room yesterday morning? "Who the hell told you that?"

The red haired young photographer grinned knowingly. "Common knowledge," he told them, attempting to take another snap. Holly's hand on his arm stopped him before he could take the photo.

"Where did this story come from?" she insisted.

"I don't know where it started. But your performance together in that tourney has attracted a lot of interest. Particularly with Doyle being so lucky. We've got a great headline—The lovers from across the pond! Like it or not, folks, you're quite a story!"

"Fuck!" Daniel and Holly's curse was simultaneous. Each had a different reason to believe this wasn't good news.

***

For the second time that morning, a hand on his arm stopped Daniel in his tracks. The older man who interrupted his rush to the table wore a friendly smile. But it was his loud Hawaiian shirt, combined with the pair of oversized shorts that made the poker player do a double take.

The man extended a chubby arm to shake Daniel's hand. "Watched you at Binion's," he said, in a voice oozing friendliness and comfort. "That was a hell of a bad beat you and the woman took. But you played great."

"Thanks," Daniel politely replied, his eyes glancing over the man's shoulder. Where was his table—he was late enough as it was.

"It'll make it harder for you to do well in this event," the smiling man told him, adding by way of explanation, "more of a target."

"Oh," Daniel less than enthusiastically retorted. That thought hadn't occurred to him, though it hadn't prevented Holly from racing out of the blocks yesterday. "You'll be looking to take advantage then?" he asked.

"No, not me," the man said, his smile never leaving his worn face. "Hell, I don't play. But I'm out here every year to observe. Just love the atmosphere and the stories." His large body shook as he laughed, "Mostly bad beat stories, of course."

Daniel smiled back and nodded. "Good to meet you, but—"

"Tell you what," the man said, ignoring Daniel's urgency. "I brought you this." He held out a small crystal. "The last person I gave one of these was Chris Moneymaker." He winked at Daniel. "That was just before the final table. And he didn't do too badly, did he?"

"Well thank you." Daniel responded with a warm smile. "I really appreciate that."

"Some people rest them on their cards, others stroke them when they need some luck," the man explained. "This particular one," he added, nodding at the crystal, "Needs stroking. It'll bring you strength, perseverance and luck."

"Thanks so much," Daniel repeated. "It's good of you to take the trouble to seek me out." He ran his fingers along the surface; only half listening as the man talked about the strength the crystal's positive energy would bring.

"Been waiting a while," the man confessed, "but I'm pleased to catch up with you at last. Sorry to hold you up," he apologised, reaching out his chubby hand and warmly shaking Daniel's. "I'll be watching your progress. Good luck."

The crinkly haired young man stood for a moment before swinging around and quickly finding his table. He'd cut it fine, but the delay had been worth it. That single gesture had somehow infused him with a feeling of well-being.

It didn't last long.

"Well, if it isn't the man himself," a grizzled customer seated to his left remarked. "Just because you did okay in that small tournament the other day, you think it's fashionable to turn up late?"

"I'm not late, my friend," Daniel good-naturedly responded, picking up the newly dealt cards and mucking the first hand of the day. "I'm just in time."

"By a few seconds," Grizzly responded. "And you're not my friend. You think you're another Hellmuth who can just turn up when they want? I saw your interview after the tourney, never liked the English anyway."

"I'm certainly no Hellmuth," smiled Daniel, wondering what which mirror he'd broken to end up at this seat.

"You saying you're better than him?" Grizzly asked, continuing the verbal assault.

Daniel turned in his seat to look his interrogator in the eyes. The aggressive face above the crumpled black shirt told him this wasn't a discussion he could turn around. "Tell you what," he quietly said, holding Grizzly's gaze. "I'm just going to concentrate on my poker now. I'll leave the trash talk to you."

Grizzly gave a sneer and looked around the table. "Seems Mr. Big Shot doesn't want to talk to us," he told anyone who would listen.

"Give the guy a break," broke in a young, fair-haired kid at the opposite end of the table.

"Mind your manners, kid," Grizzly snapped. "When I was your age—"

***

"How was the journey?" Kay Kristen laughed as Lauren alighted from the helicopter. The lack of colour in the model's face already told her the answer.

"Fine," Lauren lied, as she took the Agency Head's hand. The first leg of the journey had been bad enough. Small bumpy airplanes, she'd decided halfway through her flight, were not her thing! But the helicopter journey had been something else.

"Leaves your stomach behind when that helicopter edges over the rim, doesn't it?" Kay continued. "I always find it exhilarating, but most other people want to crap themselves!"

It was the first time Lauren had heard any sort of crudity from the sophisticated mouth and she burst out laughing. "I'm in that category," she told her, following the brunette along the thin path towards the Colorado River.

Kay looked like she'd just stepped out of her front room, immaculate in those tailored blue shorts and white blouse. That was quite an ass, small, pert and with a sexy but unobtrusive way of swaying from side to side! Whereas Lauren felt the effect of her journey—her hair was dishevelled, her canary yellow tee shirt was ruffled, not to mention the creases beginning to appear in her blue jeans. And that dryness in her mouth definitely needed some attention.

"Here," Kay said, swinging back to the blonde as if it was an afterthought and pulling a bottle of lightly coloured liquid from the straw bag over her shoulder. "Keep sipping at this and it'll calm your stomach."

"Thanks," the blonde gratefully smiled, stopping beside the Agency Head to unclip the top and take a long sip.

"Not too much, too quickly," Kay warned, those piercing dark eyes containing a hint of amusement. "How was yesterday by the way?"

"I just loved it," Lauren enthused, wiping a drop of the liquid from her chin with her index finger. "It was more tiring than I expected, but it was so exciting!"

"Yes, we work our models hard," Kay laughed, with a soft flick of her dark hair, "but you'll soon get used to that. And that Jimmy is really something, don't you think?" She sexily raised her eyebrows and nudged Lauren's arm as she spoke. "Fucks like a God, too," she added.

Lauren almost coughed out the second sip she was taking. Fucked like a God?

"It's good to have some sexy eye candy when you're shooting, don't you think?" Kay asked, reaching out to push a loose bang of wavy, blonde hair back behind Lauren's ear. "You're shooting with his girlfriend today, maybe you should ask her permission to sample the goods!"

Permission? Sample the goods? Lauren felt little goosebumps tease across her body at the thought. But then Kay had turned and was leading them along the tiny path through the brushwood again.

"I've seen some of the early prints from yesterday," she said over her shoulder. "They're hot, darling. Just make sure today is more of the same, okay?"

"It's not quite the same with a woman," Lauren laughed, the words spilling out even before she could think about what she was saying.

Kay stopped in her tracks and slowly swung around. Her dark, piercing eyes fixed on the model. "You must have led a sheltered life, darling," she slowly said. "If Rach doesn't turn you on, nothing will!"

"Turn me on?"

The brunette gave a soft chuckle. There was that combination of that combination of innocence and sexiness that would make this girl such a star. And make Kay a lot of money. "Oh yes," she answered, "Rachal likes nothing better than corrupting naïve young model's. You better watch yourself, darling."

With that, she'd turned on her heels again, her perky ass attracting Lauren's eyes again as she led her way into a small clearing. "What do you think of our set?" she asked, pausing to allow Lauren to draw level.

The young model rewarded her with a gasp. It was like a scene from a movie set, a miniature Red Indian village, with its recently erected tepee's, a couple of dogs, horses and both male and female extras in traditional costume.

"How—" Lauren began, raising her hand to her mouth, her saucer-like Coral blue eyes taking in the scene.

"How did we manage to produce this at the foot of the Grand Canyon?" Kay smiled, completing the sentence. "Well," she said, slipping an arm around the blonde's slim waist as they surveyed the scene. "That's why I have technical team, darling. I only have the best working for me."

The best? She'd show the brunette that she could be the best, too!

"Come on," Kay smiled, taking the young model's hand. "Let's do the introductions, shall we? We have a long day ahead!"

***

The early morning call from Carly surprised the redhead. Quite why the spiky haired brunette wanted a mid afternoon coffee with Rosie was unclear. She'd hardly spoken to the girl at the club—how could she when their shifts hadn't collided? But here in Starbucks, the dancer greeted her like a long lost friend.

"I wanted to get to know you a little better," Carly told her, hugging her then pushing one of the cappuccino's she'd already purchased across to Rosie. "A little fattening, but one won't do any harm," she grinned.

Her smile made her face appear softer. Rosie's initial impression was that the new dancer was a pretty driven individual who didn't stand any nonsense from anyone around her. But with those pearly white teeth and soft hazel eyes gleaming at her, she thought that maybe she'd been somewhat harsh with her initial judgement. "Thanks," she smiled, taking a sip of coffee. "But why me?"

"Two reasons," the brunette answered, her smile widening as she spoke. "First, you're the second best dancer in the club, and the crème de la crème should stick together."

Carly didn't believe in getting too close to anyone, of course, not unless she could use them in some way. When she discovered that it was Rosie that Big Eddie was waiting for when Desmond had intercepted her, she knew she had to find out more. If this girl was close to the gangster, she might have information that would be useful to Samuel.

Particularly in view of Desmond's plans for tonight.

Rosie gave a soft chuckle. "Crème de la crème, are we?" she asked. "Well, I must admit, Carly, I thought I was good at my job, but you're red hot up on that stage."

"Hey, thanks, girl," the brunette replied, widening her sugar sweet smile. "That's quite a compliment. I have to tell you I'm quite an exhibitionist, so that helps, don't you think?"

"Absolutely. Whereas I'm a little shy—"

This time it was Carly's chuckle that bounced around the small café. "You? Shy? Right girl -- I don't think so!"

"Mmmm, good cappuccino," Rosie smiled, wiping a layer of the frothy coffee from the top of her lip. "Okay, that's one reason for meeting me, but you said there were two?"

"Yeah," the brunette grinned, leaning closer across the table and raising her eyebrows. "You and I were hot together on stage, I wondered whether you were into other women?"

Rosie's cough was meant to disguise her gasp, but didn't quite make it. "Geez, Carly, you don't beat around the bush!"

"Can't afford, too," the spiky haired woman responded, her grin widening further so that her pearly white teeth flashed at Rosie. There was real meaning behind those hazel eyes. "I believe in being open, don't you?"

"It's a good trait," the redhead slowly answered. How could she rebuff the suggestion without upsetting her new friend? "But actually, I'm strictly men only. I mean… I'm flattered… and if I ever was… well… you're pretty sexy… but…"

The brunette let out a guffaw. "What? Did you think…? No, girl, I wasn't asking you to have sex with me!"

Rosie's deep blush at her mistake was accentuated by Carly's loud voice. At least two tables were staring across at them. The spiky haired woman's sparkling eyes watched her carefully, looking for any sign. If this one had been bisexual, she definitely wanted in on the action. If not… well... she liked a challenge!

"No, girl," she continued, as if her intentions had been pure all along. "I meant a dancing partnership. You and me doing a double act up on stage. I was thinking about suggesting it to Big Eddie."

The redhead quickly shook her head. Her relief was countered by the suggestion. "No, please, don't do that. He'd jump on the idea, I'm sure." She hesitated. "I've nothing against it, Carly, but I'm kinda hoping I won't be doing this whole thing much longer, that I can move on."

"What?" the brunette asked, unable to disguise look of genuine surprise. "But you're perfect for this. And the money's good. Why give it up?"

Rosie shivered at the woman's words. She was perfect for this?!? Carly had no idea what she was like, other than a superficial view. She just had to get away from everything! Why the hell had she got mixed up with that bastard, Charlie?

"Because it's not me," she nervously answered, "and can we keep our voices down? The whole room's listening in on this conversation!"

Carly laughed again, swinging around in her chair to take in the people around her. For a horrible second, Rosie thought her new friend was about to complain to anyone looking her way and let out a sigh of relief when she turned back. "Okay," the brunette agreed with an over exaggerated whisper. "I'm kinda used to speaking my mind and not giving a damn about others!"

Rosie raised her eyebrows. This was quite a girl!

"How well d'you know Big Eddie?" the brunette asked, resting on arm on the rear of her chair as she leaned backwards. "I mean, I don't want to fall foul of the boss, so anything you can tell me would help."

"Not that well," Rosie hesitantly said. "To be truthful, until the yesterday, I've tried to keep out of his way."

"Yesterday?"

Rosie paused, feeling her heart beat faster in anticipation of where the conversation was going. She didn't want to share what had happened between her and Charlie with too many other people, particularly those who knew her well. But maybe sharing a little with another female might help? "My boyfriend ran out on me," she confessed. "He owed money and Eddie paid the debt. But that means I owe him."

"Sounds like bad news," Carly sympathised, "and let me guess how he wants you to pay it off!"

The words hit home, and the tears that were never far away couldn't be restrained any longer. Carly moved chairs so she could slip an arm around the redhead. "Let them out," she told her. "Let them out, girl."

Carly handed over some tissues and as Rosie wiped her eyes, she glanced around the small café. God knows what her face looked like. "I'm sorry," she blurted, taking a little comfort that she'd found someone she could open up to.

"Nothing to be sorry about," Carly softly smiled, with more tenderness than Rosie thought the brunette was capable of. The spiky haired woman was brushing her fingers through her loose hair and it felt reassuring. "So, yesterday with Eddie," Carly continued. "That was part payment?"

Rosie nodded, eyes growing wide. "He wanted a private dance. Then we fucked."

"For God's sake, girl," Carly joked, "I'd have fucked you in that dress! You looked smokin'!" Both women laughed. "But listen, Rosie, you're fucking clients anyway. What's the difference?"

"I'm not sure," Rosie responded. What was the difference? Daniel? "I've met this guy, Carly, a poker player. I really like him -- I mean really! I need to find a way out if I'm to have a chance with him." She stopped herself, suddenly aware she was saying too much, but the brunette's eyes showed only concern.

"How much do you owe?" Carly asked, moving back in her chair and pulling her fingers away from the silken red hair. If she weren't careful, she'd be dragging those full red lips to hers. She picked up the now lukewarm coffee, more for something to keep her hands occupied.

"Fifty thousand," Rosie answered. The tears threatened to return, but she choked them back.

"FIFTY THOU!!?" Carly spat, slamming the cup back down onto its saucer. "Fuck girl, what did your boyfriend get into to owe that much? Rob a bank?"

"Gambled it away," Rosie quietly told her, wiping her nose with the tissue. "Don't ask me how, he just lost it gambling."

Carly's eyes narrowed. "You don't know? Then how'd' you know how much he owes?"

"Eddie told me," the redhead confided. "He took over the debt from loan sharks. Kept them off my back."

"Did he now?" the thoughtful brunette mused. That might well be the case, but a man like Big Eddie didn't have any morals. He wouldn't pay off a debt that size unless he had something up his sleeve. "Tell me Rosie?" she asked. "Do you have anything to do with Desmond?"

The brunette shook her head. "No, I stay away from him," she answered. "I've never liked the way he looks at me, so I just stay out of the way."

"And do you ever hear about Eddie's business dealings? Anything going on that shouldn't be?"

"No," the redhead answered, her features switching into a frown. "The only thing I know is that he makes his girls service private parties.

"What sort of parties?"

"You know. Mainly male only, but not always. They pay for some of Eddie's girls to dance for them."

"That's all?" Carly asked, unable to hide the twinkle that suddenly appeared in her soft hazel eyes.

Rosie gave a shudder. "That's all that's official. But when you hear some of the girls talk—"

"Ever done any?"

"No! No way, Carly. There're not for me!"

The spiky haired girl shrugged her shoulders. "They'd be a way of reducing what you owe Eddie," she explained, "but I'm sure you've already thought of that. Anything else going on?"

Rosie's hair danced on her shoulders when she shook her head. "Don't know of anything, but as I told you, I'm not that close. Why do you ask?"

Carly hesitated a second while she thought it through. "Well…" she eventually explained, "I'm just thinking… he must get up to different things, that's how these people work. If you and I keep our ears open, we might discover something that could lead to him wiping out that debt. What d'you think?" She paused long enough to let the implication sink in.



Rosie's green eyes widened as she stared at her new friend. "If we keep our ears open? You'd… you'd do that for me?"

Carly gave the sweetest smile she could muster. "Think of it this way, Rosie," she said. "I hate any man taking advantage of a woman. And if we work together, I might yet persuade you into forming a dancing duo!"

The two women laughed. "Help me wipe out my debt, Carly," Rosie grinned, with just the hint of a blush, "and I'll give you that private dance the next time."

The lustful look that flashed across her friend's face made her think maybe the suggestion wasn't such a good idea. The moistness she instantly felt between her legs told her something else.

***

Daniel continued to fold anything other than premium cards. He needed to settle down. Grizzly continued with his baiting at every opportunity, and the crinkly haired young man surprised himself at the ease with which he ignored them.

It was the kid who'd defended him against Grizzly earlier, who sucked him into his first misstep. Under the gun, his Ace-King of diamonds saw Daniel make the usual raise of three times the big blind. Then the kid surprised him.

After several folds in front of him, the youngster pushed all-in from his position on the button. Just like that! When Daniel glanced at the kid, the keen blue eyes stared straight back at him, then the youngster slowly winked.

What the hell did that mean?

Daniel puffed his cheeks out as he sat back. Despite his attempt to pick up a tell, the kid had slipped his shades on under his shock of curly, blonde hair and sat as still as a rock. With a monster, it was unlikely the young man would have pushed all in. That suggested Ace-Queen or Ace-Jack, but probably a middle sized pair.

He'd dominate either of the first two hands, but up against a pair, he'd be in a race. There wasn't much point to that, at this early stage of the tourney. "Take it," he murmured, tossing his folded his cards into the middle of the table.

The kid grinned and turned over Five--Three of hearts, before raking in the pot. A gasp went around the table, mingled with some laughter.

"Freakin' brilliant," Grizzly growled, loving the opportunity to stick another needle in Daniel's effigy. "That's poker."

Stroking the crystal, Daniel resolved to stay calm. You couldn't win the tournament on day one, but you could lose it. It was probably the truest cliché in poker and with such a long way to go, he just had to pick and choose his spots and he'd be back in things again.

***

"So, my little girl's full of surprises," Samuel Smith smiled at Grace.

The brunette returned his smile. His relaxed, sexy attitude with her was in complete contrast to the way he'd handled her when they first met. Then, he'd been establishing his dominance. Now, he was sure of it. It made her feel much more comfortable around the African American.

"In what way, Samuel?" she asked, seductively unbuttoning her blouse as she wandered around to his side of the large desk.

His hands went to her naked breasts as she straddled him. "Got our own signature song, have we?" he smiled, kneading her aroused swells. "I hear it brought the house down last night?"

"Mmmm," she agreed, snaking one hand around his neck and pulling his head to hers. "Want to hear it?" she mumbled into his mouth as her busy hands worked his trousers open. Fishing out his cock, she led him to her already wet opening and lifted her hips up before slowly jerking down on him.

"I was born a while ago…" she softly sang once he was all the way inside.Locking her hands around his broad shoulders for additional purchase, she began to ride him like she was sitting on a moving carousel, gentle upward and downward undulations. "Right back in eighty four…"

"I was born to fuck my man…" She fucked slowly, wanting to hear his moans before she upped the pace. "Once and then once more…"

"Ngh!" he grunted, groaning with each slow, tantalising, down-thrust. Her mouth and lips drifted around one side of his neck as she sang, then the other. When he started to lift his hips upwards, her teeth pulled down on his earlobe.

"Her man wants… Grace to fuck him…" she sang, jerking down violently.

"Oh yeah, baby," he grunted, his fingers gripping tighter as he tried to fuck back. But the singer was in control, their skin slapping against one another as she drove them on. She was an oily machine now, pistoning down with hard, rhythmic thrusts on the black tower that so beautifully filled her.

"Wants her to fuck him… hard and good…" Her words were gasped out now, all pretence at singing lost in her urgent fucking movements. Calm down, she told herself, rubbing her sweaty brow against the side of his face. Make him want it. Make him beg! She slowed the pace again, her tongue cleaning his ear as she gingerly ensured he bottomed out with each down-thrust.

"So good," Samuel grunted through gritted teeth. His hands gripped tighter, telling her he needed more action.

"What d'you want, baby?" she asked, easing her hips upwards every time he tried to thrust up into her. "Want Grace," she teased. "Want your Grace?"

Her hands tightened around his neck and her mouth returned to his, nipping at his lower lips as she began to take him there. "Want to hear my song?" she grunted as her thrusts became more aggressive. Her intenal muscles tightened, clutching his cock in her hot wetness with each downward jerk.

"What's my name…" she sang, her voice reverberating as she bounced harder. "It's Grace Lane! She repeated the words with each down-thrust. "What's my name? Grace Lane!"

The African American grunted with each down-thrust. She was controlling him, bouncing him towards his climax, and he loved it. His throaty growl told her how close he was, his brow knotting with his near-release.

When his hands clutched her perfect ass, digging into the bouncing flesh as he prepared for release, her hands gripped his hair and pulled his face to hers. "What's my name?" she asked through gritted teeth.

"Grace LANE!" he growled, jerking his head upwards and firing out a howl as he released his manjuice into her sucking body. Hot bursts of hot cum fired into her slippery sex. It felt like it lasted forever.

When he came crashing back down from his high, her tongue licked its way around to his ear. "Grace is ready to become an angel, Samuel. What d'you think, baby?"

***

"No fuck ups," Big Eddie told his number two over the line, his tense voice shrill with excitement. "Understand, Desmond? No fuck ups. Tonight establishes Big Eddie as the man in Vegas!"

"I understand, boss," the older man grunted into the phone. There'd be only one fuck up tonight, and it had nothing to do with his job. He'd fuck that sexy, spiky haired bitch—Samuel's bitch—and his boss knew nothing about it.

He'd never hidden anything from his employer before, which was what made the thought even sweeter. He'd watched her dancing and this one was special. The way she'd sucked his cock yesterday had confirmed that, an animal seeking out and feeding on his cum. Fuck, she'd been like a succubus, coaxing everything out of him before swallowing him whole.

God only knew what she'd be like to fuck—

"You get everything sorted?" Eddie was asking him.

He jerked his thoughts back from the delights in store. That could wait a little longer, even though his hard cock was telling him something different. He'd even masturbated last night, thinking about the sexy woman.

"You can rely on me, Eddie," he confirmed. "Everything's in place. Tony's coming with me, I can trust him. Next time we speak I'll be giving you the good news—"

***

Rachal was clear on what was expected. Jimmy had started the job perfectly yesterday—it was her turn today. Kay had told to expect someone with the sexy yet innocent quality that the adult film industry cried out for. This blonde fit the bill, but what she hadn't anticipated was that additional quality, the sparkle in Lauren's eyes that the young blonde didn't even appear to know was there.

It promised so much…

The photo session had gone well. Kay's idea to have them dressed as Indian squaws had been unusual, but inspired. As was the setting. The Grand Canyon, for fuck's sake! She had to hand it to Kay, she knew how to do things!

The shoot gave the opportunity for some scandalously tiny costumes and the two models had filled them so well. Lauren's body was as hot as her own and the thought of corrupting the young woman sent a thrill down to her toes. As yet, the blonde had resisted the coke she'd offered, but it wouldn't be long now. Her resistance was weakening. It was only a matter of time.

Kay had plied them with wine during each break and it wasn't just the weather that was hot. Things couldn't have gone better. Using Meredith rather than Dan had been a brilliant idea. All girls together. The auburn haired photographer had built up the pace, changing the mood from light and sensual to one of sexual tension and arousal. That woman was a genius behind the camera.

She was particularly wild in bed, too.

"Sexy little thing, don't you think?" Rachal asked Lauren as they took a break. When the blonde glanced around, she nodded across at the diminutive woman. "The best female photographer in the States, and she fucks like a rabbit too."

Lauren giggled. She'd had way too much wine today, and that was before Kay had opened the last bottle they were close to finishing. She liked Rachal's rawness. The exotic beauty had no inhibitions.

Rachal was already sliding her chair opposite Lauren's as the blonde stared at the photographer. With the top four buttons of her blouse undone, her lacy pink bra had been on constant display, adding to the sexual theme that consumed everything that had gone on during the day.

The small, khaki coloured canopy provided some relief from the heat of the day between each shoot. Lauren glanced over at Rachal as the model changed position, gracefully unfastening the straps of her sandals before raising her dark skinned legs and settling them across Lauren's thighs. "Like the tattoo?" she asked, her toes pushing the blonde's short leather skirt up to her waist.

Lauren's mouth went dry as she realised her damp thong concealed nothing. Taking a deep breath, she attempted to act as casually as her modelling partner. Her shaking hand ran across Rachal's right foot. The Chinese dragon seemed to be rising out of the woman's toes. "It's really unusual," she smiled, fully aware that the model's dark eyes were observing her closely. "What's the story?"

"Ah, that's really interesting," the exotic looking beauty began, her foot sliding between Lauren's legs and pushing into her crotch. "I'll tell you one day," she huskily told her, her big toe rubbing against Lauren's slippery folds.

Lauren couldn't help but moan, glancing across to make sure they couldn't be seen. Kay and Meredith were busy discussing something, the Agency Head pointing across to the west. Despite herself, the blonde couldn't help but widen her legs to allow Rachal more freedom.

"D'you know what you look like?" Rachal murmured, the corners of her lips curling wickedly.

"What's… that…?" Lauren gasped, her breathing coming in harsh gasps as she stared into the other woman's commanding eyes. She was close.

"You look like you want to be kissed," the beautiful model sexily breathed. She pulled her long leg away as she sat forward, her big eyes devouring Lauren's face. "You want to be kissed, Lauren?" she asked the gawking young model.

Without waiting for an answer, she snaked a hand behind the blonde's neck and softly pulled their heads together. Lauren gulped as the dark haired model held their lips inches apart, silently telling her that she needed to make the final move. Lauren took the hint, jamming her mouth against the sweet lips waiting for her. In seconds, the two women were kissing passionately.

"You know what else you need, babe?" Rachal asked, her soft hands gently pulling Lauren's head away from hers. She held the blonde's gaze, no more than a few inches away, as she smiled playfully into the enchanted eyes. Her hands reached for the small bag on the table, working it loose while maintaining eye contact.

Lauren gulped again—hypnotised—lost in the moment. Whatever it was that Rachal was offering, she wanted some. She was lost in those eyes, aware that the dark haired model was creeping closer at the same time as raising a hand towards her blushing face. She understood immediately.

The exotic beauty kissed her again before slipping her finger into Rosie's mouth. The redhead's lips opened to receive the white powder, heart pounding as Rachal caressed it across her gums. The model rubbed slowly, turning the movement into what felt to Lauren like a deliberately sexual act. She licked her lips, sucking on the finger for a moment.

"Good?" she heard Rachal's voice, somewhere in the distance amidst the different colours behind her eyes. She could hear the experienced model's heavy, sensual breaths were filling her senses, sounding like the purring of a petted cat. The euphoric effect of the coke felt good.

Why hadn't she taken some earlier?

***

Early evening, and the headache Daniel had been feeling all day was getting worse. While people had been moved from table to table all around them, theirs stayed intact. That had given Grizzly the platform to continue his relentless trash talk theme. Worse, although he'd rebuilt his chip stack a little from its earlier low, at $10,400 he felt he was going nowhere.

Survival, he kept telling himself. Just stay tight and make it into day two. Stay patient and things would change. How many times had he repeated that? The crystal helped, too, though he wasn't sure why, other than the calm feeling engendered as he rubbed his thumb along the smooth surface.

The evening break would provide the opportunity for him to find some headache tablets. But not before he took advantage of Ace-Jack in late position. The last hand before the break was giving him the opportunity to increase his stack. After a couple of calls, he made a sizeable raise.

Take it there and then, he thought.

Grizzly had other ideas, making his inevitable call. It wasn't just in the verbal stakes that he'd been riding Daniel all day. With table cards that were as useless as they'd been all day, they checked all the way. Grizzly flopped over his Jack-Six unsuited to display the pair he'd made with the six on the river. "Told ya, you ain't as good as you think, brother," he cackled as he raked in the pot.

Daniel sighed. Any sort of bet on the flop or turn would have won him the pot - and was a pretty basic thing to do. But he hadn't. Geez!

"Nice pre-flop call," he sarcastically responded, slumping back in his seat in disappointment with his play, and at allowing himself to be drawn into the childish banter. If things had been frustrating all day, they were even worse now. He was down to $8500 in chips.

With the tables clearing for the interval, he eased himself to his feet and went in search of a couple of painkillers.

***

So far, so good. Carly hadn't expected another man to be in the car when Desmond picked her up, but the well-worn Tony was as thick as Eddie's number two. No problem there. The boot of the Chevy was filled with everything the two men needed to complete their mission, though with two dolts like this, Carly's main fear was whether they'd blow up the car on the way.

Getting them to the location Samuel had identified was straightforward enough. What was more of a problem was Desmond's instruction for Tony to 'go walkabout.' With the assassin due in less then fifteen minutes, the last thing she wanted was any surprises.

"Don't wander too far," she told the pencil thin man with a wink, as he was leaving the car. "I might have something for you when you get back!" Keeping him nearby might at least allow the assassin to suss out his presence.

Watching Tony slam the door behind him and move off into the dark, she reached into her purse and instantly had two lines of coke spread on the dashboard. "Join me, Desmond?" she mischievously grinned.

"What you doing, girl? I don't want any of that shit?" She couldn't see the shock on his face in the dark, but his voice told her it was there.

"You don't want coke?" she asked, her voice emphasising her mock incredulity. "Everyone who's anyone takes coke, Desmond. What century are you living in?"

"No," he answered, the tremor in his voice indicating a sudden uneasiness. "I'd never take that shit."

"Desmond!" she growled, her voice full of surprise, telling him it was the most natural thing in the world. Reaching out in the semi-dark, her fingernails ran along his thigh. "You've never fucked on coke?"

"Fucked?" he said, his voice less sure. "No—"

"Poor baby," she exclaimed, her fingers now cupping his cloth covered cock. "There's nothing like it, baby. Letting Carly fuck you after you've had coke is… like nothing you can imagine. It'll just blow your mind!"

"Really?"

"Fuck, yes, Desmond," she told him, tracing along the outline of his twitching hardness. "Feel good, baby?" she asked. "When you've had some coke and you're inside Carly, it'll blow your fucking mind!" She leant forward and took the straw she'd produced from her purse, sniffing up one line and purring like a cat. "Oh, baby!"

"How's it feel?" he nervously asked.

One hand dropped to her skirt, flipping it up to her waist and then pulling his hand between her thighs. She wasn't wearing panties. "Sensational," she grunted. "C'mon, baby, the sooner you take it, the quicker we get into the back of the car. Don't you want little old Carly to fuck your lights out?"

Sensing his hesitation, she pulled his hand away, pushing his fingers to his lips. "Taste me, baby," she told him, close enough to see the arousal in his eyes. "Go on, baby," she encouraged, pushing the straw into his free hand. "Take it and then get that big cock out. I'm waiting—"

The big man hesitated, still unsure, and then suddenly plunged forward, clumsily sniffing as much as he could. The spiky haired woman smiled. It had to be closing in on ten thirty, time to get down to business. She was out of the passenger door and into the back of the car within seconds.

"C'mon, big man," she encouraged. "What's keeping you?"

He clumsily hauled himself into the night air, the car light flicking on and then off as he climbed into the rear of the car beside her. With practised ease, she had his pants undone and cock exposed before the effect of the coke hit him.

"Feel good?" she asked, straddling his lap, leading him to the Promised Land.

"Yeah," he grunted, trying to focus as the lights exploded behind his eyes. "Yeah, kinda feels strange."

"You want to fuck Carly?" she asked, sliding him inside her with a growl. The thought of what was to follow had her so wet that despite his size, he was able to enter her with the minimum of effort.

"Fuck, yeah," he grunted. "I ain't ever had one of Eddie's girls before!"

The spiky haired woman tightened her internal muscles around his thick girth. "What, you've never fucked a dancer?"

"Oh, yeah, done that," he grunted, feeling his head spin. Time to confess. "But never someone Eddie's fucking. Never dared."

"Oh, you naughty boy," she whispered into his ear. She fucked him gently, her hands behind her to rest on his thighs. She'd keep him simmering until the assassin arrived. "So… Eddie doesn't know you're fucking his little girl?"



"N… no…" he grunted, crunching his eyes and thrusting upwards. She'd been right, this was much better than he'd experienced before!

"Take your time, Desmond," she told him, her own body fighting against her words. The situation had her so fucking hot, she could feel her orgasm bubbling. "Make it last, baby. I promise, it'll be like nothing you've experienced before—"
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Chapter 7: Rosie's in Trouble

The infrared binoculars told Holly that the licence plate on the black gas-guzzler was the one she was searching for. In the vicinity Samuel had told her. Experience told her to focus, allowing her eyes to get used to the darkness. Eventually, the moving shadows in the car became clearer.

"The girl's a decoy," Samuel had told her. "Not to be harmed." Holly hoped the woman knew what she was doing. As far as she was concerned it was an added complication, not a help.

Reaching for the balaclava—her standard wear for such occasions—the tap on the driver's window interrupted her thoughts. Damn, how could she have been so careless? The gun pointing through the glass made her heart beat a little faster. A trap? No sudden movements, she told herself.

The barrel moved in an upward and downward motion and she obeyed the silent instruction, lowering the window to allow the well-worn face to peer in.

"Watcha doin'?" a suspicious, high-pitched voice asked, the gun trained on her. Holly began to move but stopped as the weapon waved gently from side to side. "Uh-uh!" the guy uttered in admonishment. "I asked whatcha doin'!?!"

The blonde smiled brightly, slightly tugging open her jacket as she did so. His gaze dropped to the swell of her breasts above her thin black top. It paid to dress with a diversion in mind. The momentary distraction allowed her hidden hand to pick up the silencer at her side.

"I'm looking for a little action," she softly breathed. "Are you?"

The well-worn face broke into a grin and he glanced across at the gas-guzzler, as if contemplating his options. The split second distraction gave Holly all the time she needed. Her swift movement was as deadly as her aim.

The bullet hit him directly between the eyes. The soft spit broke the silence, followed by the dull thud as his body collapsed to the ground.

Holly's eyes returned to the vehicle across the street. If they'd seen anything, this was going to become complicated. Thirty seconds silence confirmed they'd been too busy to notice. Within seconds, she'd slipped the balaclava over her head. Flicking off the ceiling switch so as to ensure she'd remain in the dark, she opened the door. It moved only a couple of inches.

Damn! The thug's fallen body must have lodged itself against the door as it fell to the ground. Reaching across with her right leg, then left, she manoeuvred herself into the passenger seat and exited that way.

Half a dozen silent strides saw her cover the distance to the driver's side, within a few seconds; the thin body was pulled to one side.

Staying in the shadows, she stealthily slipped across the open space, listening to her soft pants as she continually checked around her. No more unexpected disturbances! As she approached the vehicle, she could hear the groans inside. The girl, whoever she was, seemed to be enjoying her job.

It wasn't difficult to remain out of sight of the wing mirrors. A half-minute's pause allowed her to adjust her eyes to the shapes inside the vehicle. Desmond and his entertainment were in the back. The dark haired woman was riding him gently, but the way her head rotated indicated what was on her mind.

She was waiting for the assassin. The man would make an easier target that way. Holly grimaced to herself. This was quite a woman, but despite her interest in making life easier for Holly, she wasn't one she warmed to. Experience told her to keep her distance from thrillseekers.

Still, use the help if it was there. Holly moved so that her shadow fell across the woman's eyesight. Inside the car, she checked her movements for a brief second, as if her brain was assimilating what was about to happen. Then she was moving again, only faster this time.

"Come on, baby," Holly heard. "Cum for Carly. You'll never have another one like this."

The assassin understood. The woman wanted the man's orgasm, but it was also to be a signal to Holly. Fuck, she was a cool customer!

The vehicle began to rock under her exertions and then the timing was perfect.

"I'm cumming doll," he groaned, "I'm fucking cummmmmming—"

Holly knew the woman had ensured the door was unlocked, not that it made any difference. She'd shoot him through the glass if necessary. It opened in one movement just as the man was ejaculating. The woman's face stared at Holly, alive with excitement. "Do it!"

Her grunt as Holly put the gun against his forehead and pulled the trigger was that of a wild animal. The bitch had cum, actually reaching her own orgasm!

"Wait," the woman breathlessly gasped as Holly turned away. "He's got an accomplice, outside somewhere."

"Not any more," Holly answered, immediately cursing herself for forgetting the Irish accent.

It made no difference, she told herself as she covered the distance back to her hired car. She was speeding from the vicinity even as Carly was pushing herself away from the dead body and wondering how she'd get home.

***

"Mmm, I'm going to grab a shower before the flight. Join me?" Rachal asked as Meredith and Kay began packing up for the day. Kay watched Lauren carefully, smiling to herself as the young blonde took the exotic model's hand.

Their final session had taken place indoors at the top of the South Rim. Walking across to the small trailer with the more experienced model, Lauren was shocked to see it was dark. Where had the time gone?

The small vehicle was barely large enough to accommodate one person, let alone two. Rachal was already sliding out of her squaw outfit not two steps into it. All Lauren could do was follow, her eyes glued to the warm, chocolate brown skin of her bare back. With a slow cock of one hip, Rachal's thong joined her clothing on the floor.

Glancing at the blonde just outside, she arched a dark brow. "Pussycat got your tongue?"

The flimsy door of the trailer slapped shut and the sound of the shower flipped on. Lauren glanced over at Kay, although the Agency Head appeared to be preoccupied with the early proofs on her open laptop. Deep breath, she entered.

When she opened the door, Rachal was bending over—her slender body presented in profile—as she undid the straps of her sandals. Her long, glossy black hair was already out of its braids, hanging in silky waves around her face.

Rachal smiled playfully at the gawking young model. "Come on," she said, straightening to full height. "I'm not sure how much hot water we'll have."

Lauren's mouth went dry. She couldn't help herself as she scanned this other woman's full, frontal nudity. She thought of their kiss earlier. She thought of her sister's confession to being bi. And she knew that she wanted this woman before her.

"Want to soap me?" Rachal asked Lauren, smiling mischievously at her through those luminous, almond shaped eyes. Before Lauren could answer, the other girl stepped into the shower, swaying her ass as the hot water cascaded down her body.

Lauren gulped, quickly stripping off her skimpy attire. Rachal was ready for her, pushing a bar of soap over her shoulder. Lauren took it and stepped beneath the spray. The shower left barely enough room for them to manoeuvre and Lauren couldn't help it when her large breasts brushed along the other girl's back.

"Sorry," she mumbled, embarrassed. Her nipples scraped Rachal's shoulder blades; there was no way she'd miss that.

Rachal smiled to herself and said nothing. Instead, she closed her eyes and looked up into the hot spray, letting its warmth and the hesitant touch of Lauren's fingers relax her.

"Were you born in Vegas?" Lauren asked the black haired model, more for something to take her mind of the softness of Rachal's skin and the heat rising from their intimacy.

"No," Rachal softly answered. "You have such soft hands, Lauren. I love your touch…" She let the blonde trace her shoulder blades up to her slender neck before answering. "No, I was born in Rwanda."

"Rwanda?" Lauren wouldn't have guessed Africa; not with those almond-shaped eyes, although she'd been struggling with the girl's ethnicity all day now.

"Mmmm, lower please," the exotic model murmured, pushing her buttocks back. "I think my back's clean now." Lauren took the hint, running her soapy hands down the sweep of Rachal's spine until she had one firm buttock in each hand. It was all Rachal could do not to turn around—to pretend like they were having this conversation in a coffee shop, not naked in a tiny shower.

"Yeah, my father was a Philippine missionary who got a little overzealous with 'spreading the word of god' through western African. Particularly with the African women, if you take my meaning. I never knew him. Then when I was two, my mother was killed during the genocide." Lauren gasped. "She gave her life to get me out of the country."

"You're joking!"

Rachal turned into Lauren, her large, dark eyes shimmering with emotion. "It's not a joke," she said huskily. Resting against the wall of the shower, she glanced down her wet body. Lauren had stopped soaping, enthralled by the other woman's tale, although she realized now that her right hand was resting on Rachal's smooth mound. "How about my tits?" Rachal suggested, the corners of her lips curling wickedly. "We can get to… that later."

"Oh, I'm… I'm sorry…" Lauren blurted, averting her eyes as heat flooded up her neck and across her face.

"S'ok, baby. I liked it."

Lauren felt her own pussy flood. This woman was so sexual! Hesitantly, she returned her hands to the warm skin just beneath Rachal's swollen breasts. They were nice. Large enough to fill the palms of her hands, and capped with hard, dark brown nipples that reminded the blonde of Hershey Kisses.

"The rest of my story's not very interesting. Same as so many other girls here in Vegas. Grew up in the Midwest, but I always had a hard time because I looked different. I fled to Vegas before finishing my last year in high school and I'd have ended up in a brothel somewhere if Kay hadn't found me and taken me under her wing."

"Geez," Lauren grunted, again lost in Rachal's narrative. Her hands idled on the dark-skinned model's soft breasts. "I guess Kay's your fairy Godmother…"

Rachal began to laugh, thrusting her tits forward. Reminding Lauren that they were naked together. Her pussy let off another surge of heat. "Not unless it's okay to fuck a Godmother. That woman's hot!"

"You… you and Kay?"

"Sensational," the exotic beauty answered, leaning forward to run the tip of her tongue across Lauren's lips. The blonde gasped, although didn't pull away. Some part of her had been waiting for this since the moment they set down in Las Vegas. She felt Rachal's hands on her hips, pulling her closer. She opened her mouth to allow the soft tongue push between her lips. For the second time that day, their tongues touched and glided against one another.

Lauren moaned into the wet mouth. Her fingers flicked across the wonderfully hard nipple, consumed in the drug that was this sexy woman. Her soapy hands kneaded the wonderful, buoyant globes.

"So good, babe," Rachal breathed, her right hand sliding down the blonde's stomach. Her long fingers skirted her swollen clit, caressing the smooth curve of her vulva. "Want it?" the exotic beauty asked; she wanted to hear the blonde say it.

"Yes," Lauren gasped, standing on her tiptoes in an attempt to force the fingers inside her. "Oh yes!"

"Say, 'Please,'" Rachal teasingly prompted, circling Lauren's clit. "'Please, Rach.'"

The blonde's voice was as out of control as her body. "Please! Please, Rach!"

"Please what?"

"Make me cum," Lauren panted, almost sobbing with desire. "Please make me cum…"

When the exotic model stiffened two fingers and pushed them into her oily pussy, she screamed, widening her legs to accept the wonderful intruders. The soft touch was perfect. Rachal knew the precise pressure to apply.

"Oh, shit!" the blonde gasped as the model teased her. Two fingers inside, a thumb on her clit. Then the beauty had her tongue, too, sucking it into her mouth like she was sucking on a cock. It was too much!

"FUCK!" the blonde cried, cumming harder, longer and louder than anything before in her young life.

"Just think," Rachal murmured, her arms helping the blonde stay on her feet as her body gave way. "If that's what my fingers can do, just wait till you experience my mouth…"

***

"I have to congratulate you," Samuel growled softly into the phone. Her call was later than expected, but that was okay. Carly's earlier phone call had told him all he needed to know.

"Thank you. I take it the girl contacted you?"

"She did. A very professional operation from what I understand," he told her. "One second, please!"

He hurried away from the bar area, through a door into the corridor leading to his office. The sound of Grace's singing dulled behind him. The news of the new English country acid house singer had quickly spread after her first two nights. The club was full to bursting. She'd be a little gold mine for him - the more punters she attracted, the more potential clients he had for his girls.

"Problem?" Holly asked, her voice suspicious.

"No," his deep voice chuckled. "I was in the bar and couldn't easily here you. And I gather you had no problems either. Congratulations."

"That's what you paid me for," she responded. "You expected anything else?"

"No," he laughed.

"You should congratulate the girl, too," Holly said, thickening her false Irish tones. "She made it easy for me, though she clearly enjoys her work—"

"Good, good," his deep voice responded, missing the touch of sarcasm. He'd arranged transport back home for Carly, but he'd really have to give her some sort of bonus when he saw her again. "The money reached your account okay?"

"Mm-kay," she answered. "I wouldn't have executed the plan otherwise."

"Quite," Samuel's deep voice grunted. "And I believe I got two for the price of one..."

"Consider it a bonus, no extra charge," she told him, knowing the call, had lasted too long, even if she had stolen the cell phone. "You know how to contact me if you need me."

***

Rosie hated the thought of not being able to see Daniel tonight. Hated even more that Big Eddie was forcing her to do a private party. Forcing? That wasn't quite true. He'd left the final decision to her, but only after reminding her that each assignment brought her a step closer to repaying her debt.

So tonight, instead of continuing her morning conversation with Daniel, she'd be at her first private party, dancing for whoever was there, and fucking the host, too. She really did hate this life. Hate Big Eddie. And hate that useless ex-boyfriend who'd left her in such a mess.

Her text message to Daniel had been brief, but what else could she say? She'd find some way of explaining this to him when she saw him again. Her heart raced as she made a beeline for the elevators, cutting through the Rio's lobby. She'd die if she ran into the Englishman!?!

Despite the crush of people at the late hour, her paranoid mind imagined every eye was cast in her direction. Judging. Criticizing. Condemning her as the whore that she was. She felt another lick of heat sear across her scalp. If they were looking with a cluck of disapproval not far from their tongues, she could hardly blame them. Last week, she felt the same way: she'd shake her head and think, "I'll never be like that…"

She'd built this illusion that what she did at Midnight Hot was different than this. Somehow better. She danced in a club, turned tricks on the side, but always in the relative safety of the club. This felt different.

Her finger shook as she pressed the up button in the elevator lobby. A couple of elderly tourists got into the mirror-lined lift with her. She took a deep breath and refused to meet their judgmental eyes, imagined or not.

The reflection in the bevelled mirror of the elevator doors said it all. Maybe they thought she was a business exec, she thought hopefully. Big Eddie had explained what she should wear and had paid for the slutty power suit she'd chosen himself. She'd be wearing it a lot, he told her.

Charcoal grey and clinging to her curves, the tight skirt barely covered the tops of her black thigh-highs and the short, matching blazer offered a scintillating display of freckled cleavage.

Her long, red locks had been swept up into a messy bun, held in place by a pair of black chopsticks. She adjusted her fake, plastic-rimmed glasses and thought, "Yeah, business exec my ass." The way their eyes scowled as they exited made it clear that they were nobody's fool.

As she headed for a huge suite on the top floor of the Rio, she wondered what was in store for her. Honestly, she had no idea. Some of the girls like doing these private parties. The thrill, the money. They were the girls Rosie had little in common with. Inside, she knew this just wasn't a good idea!

The elevator emptied her into a short hall with only three doors. She could hear loud music thumping behind one. Room P100. Her destination.

She froze. Could she do this? Could she really do this? She hesitated outside the door. Last chance, honey, a voice in her head whispered. Turn and leave now 'cause there ain't no going back.

The redhead took a deep breath to steady her quivering heart. When she wrapped her knuckles against the dark, wooden door, her hand no longer shook.

The sound of partying was a low roar on the other side of that door. For a moment, she thought that no one heard her knocking—the need to leave increased. Maybe fate was giving her one last chance.

Then the door opened.

A shirtless man leaned against the door jam, giving her a slow once-over. A hand-rolled cigarette hung from his mouth, but it wasn't tobacco burning on the tip. "Well, well," the man leered, plucking the joint from his mouth and finally meeting her eyes. "You must be Rosie. Come on in!"

The redhead suppressed a shiver of disgust as he stepped to the side, averting her eyes from his, but knowing they'd returned to her tits.

The interior of the high-roller suite was much more opulent than the doorman would have led her to believe. On the far side of the enormous space, tall windows offered a one eighty-degree view of the City That Never Sleeps.

She lost count of the people in the large room, mostly guys but a few women, too. The loud music reverberated around her head. And everywhere, the air permeated with the saccharine sweetness of marijuana smoke. This was a much heavier scene than she'd anticipated. "Through there," the shirtless man told, her, nodding at a side room.

Three guys and a young looking blonde sat on the plush sofas of the lounging space. A fifty-inch flat panel television was mounted to the wall. A close-up shot of a vein cock going into a glistening pussy was showing, although the recorded sounds of sex were drowned out by the hard-pounding music.

A young man with bed-head hair and slim-cut black suit approached her, one hand in his pocket. His smile was too smooth for Rosie's liking. "Well hello there, pretty one," he said with an affluent accent that made her think of spoiled rich kids. "Rosie, right?"

"And you're Mr. Lyons?" For some reason, she'd imagined a much older man. Not this guy. She'd consider him attractive were he not paying for sex. He had an Indy-rocker look to him.



The young man smiled at the use of "Mr." "Let's go with 'Patrick.' Please, join us."

She hesitated, cursing herself for showing weakness. If she was going to get through this night, she had to rise above her meekness. She had to be someone else. "First, we need to take care of business." When she said it, her voice was steady.

Again, that smooth smile. "Of course, the money," he said, tipping his head forward slightly. He pulled a wad of hundreds from the back pocket of his tight, black jeans and counted off 25. Rosie glanced first at the shirtless man, who'd answered the door. He gave her a wink before finishing off his spliff. Her gaze switched to the group who'd been watching the porn. They were now watching her and the money exchange. Her face went bright red.

"Twenty-five large," he said, handing her the stack of bills and grinning as he returned to the rest to his pocket. The money was nothing to him. It was everything to her.

She'd never felt more objectified than at that moment. Why did thoughts of Daniel come to her mind, combined with a strong desire to make a run for it?

"So, Rosie…" Patrick said smoothly, his eyes undressing her, stripping off that sexy power suit. He turned and wandered over to the sofas where the rest of his friends were sitting. "Why don't you dance for us… to start?"

Rosie shivered as he smiled at her. It wasn't the dancing that worried her—it was what came afterwards. She slipped the cash into her purse and set it carefully on the sideboard by the door. Her breath was coming short. She felt her head go soft and light; like she was going to pass out.

Control it, Rosie, control it. You can do this. She took a deep breath, surveyed the group once again—four guys and one girl. The shirtless man was still standing beside her. He'd lit up a new joint and grinned stupidly when she looked his way.

"Here," he said, adding, "take it," when she hesitated.

She reached out and took the joint, setting the rolled cigarette between her full lips and sucked deeply. Maybe this was a way of giving her confidence, drowning out the thoughts of what lay in store.

Many of the girls she worked with at Midnight Hot were heavy addicts of one thing or another. For most, it was sex, although the staff had its fair share of drug addicts and alcoholics. Rosie had insulated herself from that lifestyle, primarily by dissociating herself from the rest of the girls. For her, it was a regular job, one that she left behind when she exited the building.

Sure, she drank from time to time. She'd even smoke a cigarette every once in a while, especially if she was out drinking. But that was the extent of her dabbles and she'd never intended to take it further. Only now, she was feeling the floor fall out from beneath her and she needed some support.

Sashaying forward, burning dubie in hand, her hips found the hard beat coming over the speakers. Her strides were hesitant as she placed herself before the porn-spewing television and her audience.

This was just like any other performance on stage, she told herself, only her stage was much more intimate. Turning her back, she swung along to the music, her legs shoulder-width apart, she fell into her comfort zone once again. The catcalls came: "You're so fucking hot" or "Take it off, baby!" She tuned them all out and went through her motions.

The pot hit her right between the eyes. Like a wave crashing against a beachhead. And yet, instead of making her fall flat on her ass, it energized her. The music was no longer filtered through her ears. She absorbed it. She was one with it.

The marijuana was just what she needed, she realized. It was relaxing her, helping her get through this. Hell, not just get through it! The music, the weed, and the situation all began to make her really fucking horny! Maybe she could actually find a way to enjoy the experience.

Silhouetted against the large television screen and its tawdry acts of lust and sex, she stripped. The black sticks that held her red locks in place went first. Encouraged by their cheers, she tossed her thick waves. This wasn't that different to dancing for Big Eddie, except the audience was more vocal. She liked that!

Next, she peeled off the small blazer, slow enough for her to tease them with the dainty white half-cup bra that barely held her large breasts in check. She twisted and spun, undulating to the changing highs and lows of the electronica. Her short skirt rode up her legs, baring the tops of her stockings and the pale flesh of her thighs. Useless, the skirt went last.

"Nice g-string, baby!" someone exclaimed. "Why don't you come over here and sit in my lap!"

Time to take things to the next level, she thought, a trickle of sweat forming from her forehead. She took another pull. If this was what it took, she'd give it her best shot. Flipping her hair, she skipped up to the guy who'd shouted out, swivelled, and grinded into his lap, just as she'd done with Big Eddie.

She took a drag off the roach for extra confidence. The gasped, sitting back on the sofa as he received his lap dance. He was a gentleman, keeping his hands to himself as she teased him. That was good, but disappointing, too. She needed to feel his touch, tangible evidence that she was hot.

The next guy gave her all the proof she needed. He couldn't keep his hands off her and eventually, it was all she could do to keep shifting and twisting to keep him away. When he managed to get her bra strap unhitched, she slid off of his lap, but still made a show of tossing it across his face as she shook her wonderfully full tits.

She'd gone from reluctant, hesitant, and nervous to confident, horny in a few short minutes. That's what pot could do for you, she told herself

The next guy was Neil, who was looking stoned and excited. His hands immediately went to her swells as she lowered her ass onto him, feeling his cock swell in the crevice of her buttocks. She didn't stop him—she couldn't stop him. She was getting high on the weed and the more she floated, the less she cared.

As she grinded her hips into his erection, he pushed a finger beneath her g-string. "God, you're sexy," he whispered as two fingers found her clit. Her body went stiff with shock as a mini-orgasm washed through her body. She whimpered as he fingered her, nibbling lightly on her pierced ear.

This was wrong; she couldn't—yet she was. Her legs widened to grant him better access as her arousal grew. Despite herself, his groping hands only made her situation worse. Somehow she danced back to her feet and pirouetted, now actively looking for her next victim.

On screen, a woman had joined the couple, situating herself between the legs of the first. Rosie's heart skipped a beat. To the right of Neil was the blonde, whose eyes were glistening with desire. She thought of Carly. She thought of the girls on the screen. She couldn't do this, right?

But, well, she could give the guys a show, right?

One leg bent slightly in from of the other, her hips cocked to the side, Rosie drew deeply on the joint, feeling the surge of whatever it was blow her inhibitions away. Holding it in her lungs, she bent at the waist and braced her hand on the blonde's shoulder as she swooped her head in low, her head back and her red hair flying.

The redhead's steadying hand shifted around the heavy-lidded girl's neck. She pulled the dreamy eyed woman close as her head tilted and her lips closed in. The blonde opened her mouth in anticipation of a kiss, but before their lips met, Rosie exhaled, passing the heady smoke between mouths.

She heard the blonde gasp. So wicked. So bad. Before she could stop herself, she closed the distance, feeling the soft touch of a woman's mouth for the second time in two days. Again, she reassured herself that this was all just for show. This was for the guys, she rationalized as she unfurled her tongue into the sassy blonde's mouth.

She heard them guys' cheer around her. Her pussy grew warm from all of the attention. She kissed the other woman harder. Maybe this whole scene wasn't too bad after all?

Pulling away with a theatrical swing of her hips, she spun around, gyrating in the blonde's lap before moving on to her final victim. It was the host, Patrick. "That was really hot," he whispered as the song came to an end.

Rosie had to agree. She was on fire, hornier than any audience had ever made her at Midnight Hot. She felt his fingers slide along her stockings, tug at her g-string, then slide across her hips to pull her pussy against his erection.

"Time to get fucked," he whispered into her ear, his teeth painfully pulling down on her lobe. "Hope you're as good as I think you are!"

Sitting off him enough to look him in the eyes as she sucked on the joint, the last of the weed burning away, she nodded. "I've never had any complaints," she said huskily, pushing back as he grinded his hardness into her again. Her head was spinning from the weed; her whole body was warm with arousal.

When she regained her feet, the lightness in her head had moved to the rest of her limbs. Particularly her legs. She held out her hand for him, helping him up. He took it and stood with the same smoothness she'd seen in a smile. Like they were dancing, he moved to her side so naturally. "I'd like Neil to... watch," he told her. "I think he'd benefit a great deal—"

Rosie hesitated as she looked over at the shirtless man. This wasn't part of the deal. Her eyes swung further, across to the group of young guys and girls gathered around the doorway. She realized they'd joined them as she'd danced. All were looking at her with hunger in their eyes. They wanted her, her swimming brain was able to process.

"Okay," she reluctantly conceded. She couldn't get out of that room quickly enough…

Rosie shivered as she collected her purse and followed them towards the double doors of the bedroom. No matter what hand life had dealt her, she didn't want to think of herself as a girl who made her living on her back. This was just a necessary evil. Make enough, pay off Big Eddie, and move on. And if the weed was going to help her enjoy it, that was good, too.

She deserved something from this.

***

Daniel shuffled in his seat. His clothes felt scruffy, he needed a shower, and his headache hadn't eased. But worse of all, Grizzly was still at the table.

The Englishman's sole objective was to remain in the tournament for as long as he could. See out today, he kept telling himself, see out today. In truth, his mind was on Rosie. He'd wanted to see her again all day—could that be why he'd had so much trouble focusing? Her text message during the last break had told him she couldn't meet him and would explain tomorrow.

What the hell was that all about?

Midway through the final session he was dealt Pocket rockets. His first real hand of the day. He hadn't received anything better than tens all tournament.

Rather than thank the poker Gods, it occurred to him that this was the hand that Doyle had so recently busted. Damn, how negative was that? He really was off the pace! Stroke the crystal, he told himself, but not yet. Show no emotion. It was his move and all eyes were watching him.

Slow playing was an option but he instantly threw that thought away. He'd seen too many bad beats today. Just take the pot then and there. He carefully counted out the chips, cutting them from the others and pushing them into the middle. Five times the big blind.

Grizzly on his left thought for a few moments, leaning back in his chair and scratching his partially baldhead. Glancing at Daniel, he muttered, "Raise." Taking his time, he pulled two stacks of chips from the piles in front of him. The pot sized bet made sense if Daniel was unsure about his hand.

The man had been on his back all day and the Englishman hadn't had the cards to do a thing about it. Until now. This was too good an opportunity to miss. He gave a Hollywood pause, attempting to convey uncertainty, then gazed across at the eyes squinting back at him. "All in," he softly said.

Grizzly's call was a given. He was pot committed. It was the move Daniel wanted, but then the doubt crept back. If his hand was cracked he was out. Grizzly cursed as the Englishman turned over his Aces.

"This kid can't play for toffee and he picks up Aces!" his opponent told a group of friends as he rushed across to the rail, ignoring the chequered shirttail flapping out of the back of his dirty blue jeans. "What the hell?!"

Daniel ignored the comment. Doubling up at this stage would allow him to coast to the end of the day. After the constant ear bashing he'd experienced, maybe this was karma.

The flop killed him. King-Queen-Nine.

Grizzly let out a whoop of delight, throwing himself into the arms of his supporters as they jumped up and down. They all wanted to join in his whoops of delight. "That's what I'm talking about… that's what I'm talking about—"

Daniel felt claustrophobic. Lose with grace, he repeated to himself, blowing out a long sigh. Show some class. Not the easiest thought to hold onto, with Grizzly's irritating tone informing everyone that he was about to bust his ass.

The turn was another King, giving his opponent a full house. That brought further hollering and arm punching from Grizzly and his friends. In two cards he'd turned from despondent to a cheerleader.

Daniel sat back down, quietly preparing himself for his exit. He only had two outs but neither was on his mind. He pulled the precious stone from his pocket and placed it on the green cloth in front of him.

So much for the power of the crystal—

The dealer's banged fist on the baize brought the card that changed everything. The card Norman Chad regarded as the prettiest card in the deck.

And at that moment, Daniel agreed. He was back in it.

***

"Alright, let's get this started!" Neil clapped as he situated himself into the armchair directly across from the bed.

A smiling Patrick led Rosie across the room, her head down so that her thick, copper locks hung over her face. A handler leading his filly to pasture.

Despite herself, the redhead was excited. All thoughts of how wrong it felt were floating away like the smoke from the weed. One of these guys had paid her two and a half thousand dollars for the privilege to fuck her, letting his friend watch was the least she could do.

Patrick plumped himself down on the edge of the bed, caressing the tops of his thighs as she bent over him. "Undress me," he told her.

The buzz of adrenalin running through her was fuelled further as Neil suddenly appeared beside her, letting her take a long drag of the newly lit joint before he backed away to his chair again.

Rosie tossed her head back, making her hair dance a sexual tango before leaning forward to run her lips within inches of his, teasing him as her fingers went to the bottom of his t-shirt. When it was over his head and he was shirtless, she smothered his mouth with her lips.

Working his black jeans open, she slid to her knees as she pulled them off. "No underwear," she said with a raised eyebrow, enjoying the sexual power she was feeling inside.

"I like to be prepared," he winked back at her, grabbing his erect cock in his fist and pumping it once.

She hesitated a second, for some reason Daniel came back into her thoughts. Damn! This time the shake of her head was to dismiss the thought and she leant forward to quickly suck the delicious looking cock it into her mouth. Geez, that felt good! She gave his thick manhood two quick sucks before slurping away and running her nearly naked body along him.

This wasn't as bad as she'd feared. Really, it was no different than what she did at the club. A little dancing followed by turning a trick or two. It was the easiest two and a half grand she'd ever earn. A few more of these and she'd be halfway to wiping out her debt to Eddie. Besides, Patrick was hot and Neil wasn't so bad, either. She'd had a lot worse…

Brushing her lips along Patrick's, she made to kiss him before pulling back and swivelling into his lap. Neil had unzipped his pants and was jerking off as he watched from his chair. She should have expected it, but the sight shocked her all the same. Most guys wanked when they watched sex, right?

"Keep the stockings, but lose the panties, doll," he leered, glancing down between her legs. "I want to see that pussy!"

Rosie shivered as Patrick closed his hands around her freckled swells. He pulled her body against his, squeezing her tits together and pinching her nipples. This was getting dangerously sexy. The thought of the masturbating man watching her perform was more of a turn on than she could ever have anticipated.

Using Patrick's body for leverage, she lifted her hips off his, hooked her thumbs in her g-string, and peeled them away from her pussy lips that were already wet with anticipation.

"There it is," Neil hissed, grabbing the chair and dragging it as close as he could get to the bed.

Rosie attempted to ignore him, but somehow his nearness created even more excitement inside her. She took hold of Patrick's cock and guided it to her wet furrow. It took three passes before he'd slid fully into her depths. Her eyes closed, her head went back. God, that felt so good.

She felt someone pushing a joint between her lips again and she sucked hard again, once, twice. With each inhalation of smoke, her arousal increased. Could it get any higher?

Patrick's words interrupted her thoughts. "You just going to let him hang there?" he asked as his exploring hands aroused her further. "Suck his cock," he ordered.

The redhead quivered as she heard Patrick flex his command with her. She didn't normally think of herself as a girl who liked to be dominated, but everything about this situation was turning her on. Leaning forward, she captured Neil's cock in her heads and drew it into her mouth.

"Fuck, baby…" he groaned. He pushed his fingers into her thick, red locks.

She matched her blowjob with Patrick's driving thrusts, synchronizing the feeling of the two cocks inside of her. The heady sensation of hazy lust was back, this time fuelled not by marijuana but by the intense feeling of being taken. Truly taken.

Patrick slid a finger into her anus and she went off like dry gunpowder. No man had ever touched her there and she surprised herself with the strength of her orgasm. Too much. Too fucking much! She yanked her head from Neil's erection, a strand of saliva stretching from her lower lip to his bulbous head.

It broke as she threw her head back and cried out in ecstasy. Patrick's finger dug deeper into her asshole; she came harder.

"I think someone has an ass fixation," Patrick laughed, meeting Neil's eyes. "Maybe later on, we can explore that?"

Rosie shook her head, but instantly knew she'd have to explore that thought. Not right now, though, and not with these two. But with Daniel…? Now there was a thought that sent her into overdrive.

She began to bounce harder and harder in Patrick's lap, desperately searching for a second release. Neil grabbed her shoulders and pulled her back to his spit-covered cock. Before she could take him into her mouth, though, she realized he had other plans.

"Wrap those tits around it," he growled, inching his rod into the valley of her swells. Gone was the mellow stoner. This man wanted to get off as much as she did.

Obliging, she collecting her gravity defying breasts in her hands and squeezed them around him. Give him what he wanted. And Patrick. Get the orgasm she badly needed too. Then she could get out of there.

Between her saliva, sweat, and the clear pre-cum leaking from his cock, there was more than enough lube for him to glide through her freckled cleavage. "Oh, fuck yeah!" he moaned appreciately, sinking back in the chair as he began to really pump up into her.



She realized she didn't need to do any work. The guys were doing it all for her. She was their living, breathing sex toy. And she was getting off on it!

"Oh God…" she groaned, feeling the onset of an ever harder orgasm. Her two lovers were working frantically. Their breathing came heavy. Their thrusts harder. Desperate.

She felt Neil's balls tighten just under her tits. His gasp caught. "OH GOD!" she screamed, the words crashed from her throat. It was the crack of lightning. As Neil began to growl, she knew here came the rain.

"FUCK YOU BITCH!" he moaned, his cock rocketing cum up against the bottom of her chin before he could push her away. He fired the next blast across her pale nipples and into the pocket he'd just been fucking.

She felt Patrick's hot seed fill her pussy behind her. His finger twisted in her ass, driving her higher up the wall of pleasure. She closed her eyes as the other man sprayed his juice across her face. Into her hair. Patrick lifted her bodily to drive one last time into her well-fucked sex. She came all over him as he gave her the last of his manly tribute.

"My God!" Patrick sighed, flopping back onto the bed.

Rosie smiled to herself. She hadn't realized quite how much she'd needed that. Maybe these private parties weren't quits so bad as she'd thought? Her mind whirled, high on the marijuana and the sex. Two and a half thousand towards her debt and a fucking that had burned into her very soul. That finger in her ass! The man watching them, then sucking his cock!

She was going home a satisfied woman!

Patrick's next words changed everything. "The others are gonna love you!"

Like that, the highs of the drug and sex were gone. Her body went cold. Others? The arrangement was for her to fuck the host. Neil had been a bonus that had worked for both parties—but others?

"Let's start with you doing a couple at a time, like you did with Neil and I," Patrick said cheerily, rolling off the bed and reaching for his pants. "Then, maybe we'll open up the room…"

"Um…" Rosie glanced at Neil, who was no hope. He was grinning like an idiot as he, too, went for his pants.

"It's what I agreed on with Big Eddie. He told you, right?"

"Of course…" she answered, her blood as cold as the Antarctic. That bastard. That rat-fucking-bastard! What did he think she was? She had to get out of this. She had to! "Um, mind if I grab a shower to rinse off?"

"Well, seems like a waste of time," Patrick laughed, "but sure, go ahead. Bathroom's over there."

Rosie pulled her panties on and grabbed her purse as she hurried away. The guys watched her go. Patrick said something she didn't hear and Neil burst out laughing. The redhead shuddered and pushed into the marble-tiled bathroom, her legs still wobbly from the workout she'd just done. Her mind felt numb as Patrick's words keep resonating in her brain. The others are gonna love you… the others… the others...

When she came to her senses, she quickly locked the door and went for her cell phone. Bringing up Daniel's number, she sent a quick text along with a prayer. Please be done with that damn poker tournament!

Switching on the shower, she wondered how much longer she could delay. Please, Daniel, please help me…

***

Daniel folded his hole cards just as the text came through. Normally he wouldn't have his mobile active at the table, but he hadn't turned it off after reading the earlier text from Rosie. She might change her mind and ask to see him again, right? Better keep it on, just in case.

His blood warmed as he saw that the text was from Rosie. She was able to see him after all. It turned to freezing when he read the message.

Help! I'm in the penthouse at the Rio. P100. Now!!

Without thinking anything other than he was outta there, he rose from his seat and glanced around. Holly was behind him, watching from the rail. He covered the distance between them in a split second. "If I'm not back, would you bag my chips tonight?" he barked.

The look on his pained face told her his need was urgent. Experience told her not to ask questions. They were only half an hour or so away from the end of the day, but so what? His chip stack was healthier than it had been, even though he couldn't afford to lose a few blinds if he didn't return.

Whatever the problem was must be critical for him to leave like this.

"No problem," she rasped back, watching him wheel around and head through the crowd in the direction of the door.

***

What the hell was going on?

Desmond hadn't called him, nor had he responded to any of Big Eddie's calls. They were well past the scheduled time for his strike on Samuel Smith's. He didn't need his instinct to tell him that something was wrong.

The silence told him.

Eddie poured himself another bourbon and angrily retraced his steps up and down the living room carpet. The antique furniture, wall paintings and plush shag pile were all signs of the affluence that was now his life. If Desmond had fucked things up, he could be waving goodbye to everything. He wasn't ready for that…

Desmond was under strict instructions to get some sort of message to him if anything went awry with the plan. His failure to do so, or contact him at all, indicated that something had happened before his number two could issue any sort of warning.

His brain worked overtime, going through the options. With each thought, he dismissed the possibility. It was inconceivable that he wouldn't have heard something, whatever the situation!

The bourbon burned the back of his throat as he threw it back. Godammit!!

In normal circumstances, he'd get in touch with his contact in the local police force. He paid them well enough. But this was too sensitive. If Desmond and Tony had been caught attempting to torch the club, he couldn't allow himself to be implicated. Of course they'd link Desmond to him, but he had his alibi lined up. Any call would confirm suspicions.

There was no choice other than to wait until someone got a message to him.

***

It took no time for Daniel to reach the room, even though he took the stairs rather than the lift. The numbers crowding around the elevator lobby told him it would be much quicker. He wasn't sure what to expect. He just knew the girl who'd been consuming his thoughts was in trouble and every atom in his body was racing to save her.

He thought of all kinds of scenarios on his way there. What kind of trouble could she be in? It didn't matter, whatever it was; he'd deal with it. But how to get into the room? Pretend to be room service? Break down the door? Leap in from the balcony?

When he got to the penthouse floor, he was panting hard. He hadn't realized quite how many stairs there were. Good thing he was in shape. After taking a few seconds to return his breathing to normal, he realized that the simplest entry solution was easiest. The door was unlocked when he tried it.

The living room of the giant suite was bustling with activity, most of it illegal. Daniel was no stranger to pot and this room was filled with it. Guys and girls were lounging, stoned and out of it, on the sofa. A couple blondes were making out furiously in the kitchenette. He recognized more than a few of them from the tournament, early dropouts who hadn't made it through Day One.

"May I help you?" a smarmy looking man asked, a diminutive brunette dangling on his arm.

"I'm looking for Rosie?" he asked, deciding to try the obvious way first even as he sized the guy up. Daniel had been working the delivery trucks for Slim long enough to know he could be intimidating if he wanted to. While he'd never taken his shady employer up on any of his "extra" work, these guys didn't know that.

But the guy seemed to lose interest in Daniel as quickly as he'd found it. "That way," he said, stabbing his thumb in the direction of the bedroom. The crinkly haired Brit's heart fell.

Crossing the room, he got to the door just in time to hear Rosie's cries of protest. "I said no!"

That was all it took. Throwing his shoulder hard against the locked double doors, he shattered the lock off the bedroom door, startling the two guys inside.

Rosie was being pinned against the desk by one guy as the other tried to kiss her. When they saw him standing their, they blinked dumbly as the splinters of the door settled. One even said, "Hey, it's our turn, asshole!"

Daniel had to laugh at that. Menacingly, he crossed the room. "Come on, Rosie, let's go."

The redhead took the moment of hesitation to slip out from between them. Even through the rush of his adrenaline, her near nudity didn't go unnoticed to Daniel. Dressed in nothing but a tiny pair of panties that didn't cover much, she was beautiful.

Pulling off his jacket, he threw it over her shoulders to cover her.

"Hey!" the guys shouted, suddenly realizing what was going on. One took a step forward. Daniel threw a hard right, connecting with the guy's jaw and stunning him.

"You stay away from her!" Daniel barked, finding Rosie's sweaty hand and pulling her toward the exit. She retrieved her purse, but the rest of her clothing was nowhere to be seen.

A smoothly dressed young man with shaggy, bedraggled hair appeared between the couple and the door, just outside the bedroom. The room had stopped to stare and watch at this spectacle. Even the music had been shut off.

"Excuse me, sir, but I don't think you have an invitation," the guy said with a way that instantly made Daniel hate him. "Leave before I call security."

"I plan on it," Daniel said, guiding Rosie around him. He stepped between them again.

Again, that smug smile. "Leave the whore. I paid for the entire night, not for a little dance and a quick fuck—"

It felt good to lay into this skinny brat. Two punches and he was down with a split lip and a bruise that would turn his eye black in the next day or two. As they stepped over him, he made a feeble attempt to grab Rosie leg. She quickly kicked it away. No one else moved to intervene.

"My money, you bitch! You filthy hooker! You owe me $2500 plus whatever damage your… boyfriend did to my suite!"

She couldn't believe she'd found this scumbag attractive. That she'd fucked him—and would have fucked him willingly.

Despite the whirlwind of the moment, Rosie stopped to smile at the thought that Daniel was her "boyfriend." That was a nice thought. "Here, take your money," she spat, reaching for her purse from where she'd left it on the sideboard. Opening it, she threw the wad of cash at him. It caught in the air, fluttering around him like he'd just won the jackpot on some television game show.

Big Eddie was a bigger bastard than even she'd realized. She had some serious thinking to do.

***

It took less than half an hour for Grace to realise that going back to the RumJungle was a mistake. Her original intention was to take Lauren, but her sister's message that she was heading straight for their suite after a hard day's shoot had ended that thought. It was her desire to see Nadia again that had led her there on her own.

Getting in hadn't been a problem, Samuel's people had arranged that again. But what she'd realised in that half hour was that Nadia was nowhere to be found, though her boyfriend Tony was. And it had turned out he was an arrogant little shit. How the hell had he got together with the beautiful woman she'd danced with last night?

Their place in the dark alcove hid them away from the main partygoers. That gave Tony's pawing hands the idea that they could do whatever he wanted. Had he played it cool, maybe they could have done, but she wasn't going to be treated like a common slut.

She was Grace Lane—didn't he realise?

Maybe she should have left there and then, but the high of her evening's performance was still with her and there were enough 'beautiful people' around her for her to enjoy herself. Besides, she was still horny. She hadn't realised Samuel would be at the poker event all day, she was expecting to have her brains fucked out at some stage of the evening.

Maybe it would still happen?

The drinks continued to flow and before long, a half smoked joint was handed to her. Then another. All of it mixed with the raw, pounding music infused her with an intense sexual energy, ramping up the arousal she'd entered with. Women were flocking around their group and even though she ignored him, Tony was in his element. Was this how he behaved when hid girlfriend wasn't around.

Eventually, the lack of attention she paid him began to draw him to her. He began to ignore the other women infiltrating his group. And as he became more respectful, she began to respond. She was drunk and stoned and ready for some fun. His touches and soft kisses sent bolts of excitement right between her legs.

"Can you dance like that, baby," he asked.

Her fuzzy eyes turned to look at him as he nodded across to a few girls on the dance floor. They were well the worse for drink and their state of undress seemed to be competitive. Tony's leering eyes were taking in every provocative sexual movement as they flaunted themselves.

"They're amateurs," Grace said, dismissing them with a wave of her hand. She was aware that she was beginning to slur her words a little.

"You can do better?" he leered. He raised his eyebrows as if in a provocative challenge and took a long drag on his roach.

Grace ran a fingernail down his bare chest, hooking her finger in his waistband. She took the joint from him and raised it to her lips, defiantly releasing the smoke into his face.

"Just watch, baby," she drawled. She pulled him by his trousers onto the dance floor.

Her hips quickly found the beat, matching the deep throbbing of the hip-hop bass. She was the new singing sensation; she'd show him and these drunken dancing girls what she was all about. This was her territory.

Space opened up around her. Admirers were gathering. They clapped as she swirled and twisted her lithe body. She smiled back as she ground her hips to the music, much as she did on stage.

Tony attempted to touch her but she smacked him away.

She'd show them all what provocative looked like. She flicked up her little black dress, flashing her matching black thong. To cheers, she slipped one strap off one shoulder, and then the other. It seemed as if she intended to bare her breasts. The growing audience shouted for more.

When she turned into Tony, his eyes were wild with lust. She slipped her hands around his neck. His hands found her buttocks as she rubbed herself into his obvious erection.

"See, baby," Grace slurred into his ear as she ground herself against him. "What did I tell you?"

She felt someone press into her from behind. The feel of breasts against her back told her it was female. She freaked back into her own known assailant, her buttocks spooning into the woman's tight body. She revelled in the sheer sexuality of the moment. The woman's hands on her thighs pulled her closer. With every bumping, grinding movement, Grace became even more aroused.

The feminine hands slid upwards to cup her breasts. The soft fingers kneaded her through the thin material. Her nipples were alive under the sensual touches. When the woman began to plant soft butterfly kisses along her neck, she wanted more.

She swung around and stared into Nadia's aroused eyes.

"Started without me?" the attractive woman asked, her lips instantly finding Grace's. She eagerly opened her mouth as the dark skinned beauty pushed her tongue inside, returning the raw, sexual kiss.

The girl tugged the top of Grace's dress down her sweat-covered torso, exposing her exposed gleaming breasts. Her fuzzy mind didn't care. She practically growled as Nadia slipped her head down and sucked each hard nipple in turn. Instantly, Grace was ready to cum.

When her beautiful assailant slipped her fingers under her thong, she did. The mouth on her breasts and thumb on her clit took her over the edge.

"Oh, honey!" Nadia whispered, holding the trembling body.

As Grace recovered sufficiently to stand unaided, Nadia slid down her body. Her head slipped under the short dress.

The singer moaned aloud at the feel of the exquisite tongue lapping at her juices. She gripped a handful of the long black hair, pulling the Latina tighter. She was lost in the sensation, oblivious to the cheering crowd.

Tony's hands wrapped themselves around her naked breasts from behind. She covered them with her own. He thrust himself against her, as if fucking her through his jeans. It forced her body further into Nadia's mouth.

A combination of the expert lapping, licking and sucking quickly took her to a second orgasm. She threw her head back against Tony's as she climaxed, relying on his hands to keep her upright.

She heard the moans of the crowd as Tony's dragged her away. He wanted her back in their alcove. His contorted face wore a triumphant expression as he unzipped himself.

Grace eased herself back on the edge of the table as he exposed his dark cock. His need to relieve himself was contagious. The mixture of drink, marijuana and her sex had overcome the brunette. She needed to be fucked, and if Nadia didn't mind, it might as well be her boyfriend.

He roughly pushed himself inside her willing body and gripped her buttocks against the table. Grace raised both legs around his back. She bit his earlobe as she began to urge him on.

"I knew you couldn't resist, bitch," he snarled.

Couldn't resist? Bitch? His words killed her arousal. What the fuck was she doing? Where was his dark skinned girlfriend?

"Big man, are we?" she teased, tightening her thighs against him. She dug her fingers into his scalp, pulling his eyes to hers.

"Gonna try and fuck all night?" she continued, "Or is Grace too hot for you?"

He grunted and slowed his pace. The singer knew what he was doing. She also knew his attempts to control his rising orgasm were doomed. She expertly squeezed her inner walls, massaging his rigid girth with her pussy. She was a singing goddess, she could do anything.

The young stud had no chance. The effect took him immediately to his climax, his body doubling up over her. As a final indignity, Grace slipped from underneath him just as he fired his first shot. The white globe landed on the table, immediately followed by others.

Grace sneered as she all but fell down onto a chair. The booze and the pot and the sex were hitting her hard, and despite her two recent orgasms, she needed to cum again. She slipped a hand under her skirt and spread her thighs wider, unconcerned as to who might be watching. Just as she began to develop a rhythm, she felt a soft kiss on her lips.

She opened her eyes to see Nadia again. "That was so cool," she told her. "Tony can be a prick at times."

The Latina's long lashes batted sweetly down at her as she brushed a sweep of black bangs from her eye. Her mocha brown body was begging to be touched. Fuck, this woman was hot! Grace's orgasm could wait a few minutes; she had a sweet debt to repay. She clumsily exchanged places, roughly pushing Nadia down onto the vacated seat. Gratefully, she slid to her knees.

"Oh... fuck," the Latina groaned as Grace began to lick along the inside of the girl's tawny thigh. "That feels so good..."

Grace's stroking hands kept Nadia's legs parted wide as her tongue went to work. She loved the feeling of the smooth shaved sex under her mouth. Her lips honed in on the aroused clit, almost violently sucking it into her wet mouth.

A flash near her was followed by another. Glancing up, she saw a young woman with a camera. "No—" she started to say, pulling back.

Nadia grabbed her hair, pulling her back. "Don't dare fucking go," she growled, lifting her ass off the chair to buck her hips up into the pleasuring face. In an instant, Grace was back into it, out of control, sucking, licking and lapping in her frantic desire to bring the Latina woman to an orgasm. The continued flashes of the camera around her mattered no more.



Nadia's hands tightened on the flowing, brown locks. She lifted both shapely legs up and wrapped them around Grace's back, locking her in tighter. The jerking of her body signalled her approaching orgasm. The young singer eagerly sucked up the love juices flowing into her mouth, her fingernails digging into the thrusting hips as she lapped the Latina woman to a sensational orgasm.

The black haired beauty screamed out as she came, love juices exploding from her like a spring. Grace sucked in every drop, her lapping tongue prolonging the breathtaking climax.

Grace pulled herself to her feet. She wasn't finished. Her hands grabbed Nadia's hair, pulling her mouth down to her own hot pussy. She began to thrust herself against her face, her need urgent. She was insatiable. She aggressively face-fucked the hot woman, another flash of the camera blinding her eyes even as her orgasm burst from her.

She howled her approval.
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Chapter 8: Grace becomes an angel

"The strawberries are delightful," Rosie grinned, pulling the fluffy white robe more tightly around her body. The seat next to the breakfast table in the corner of his room gave her an excellent view down West Flamingo road and, when she stretched her neck far enough, onto the Strip.

Even though it was heading for half ten in the morning, the sharp rap of Room Service had woken her less than twenty minutes earlier. The quick shower had refreshed her, since when she'd worked her way through the various fruits that had accompanied the fried breakfast.

"D'you always eat this much?" Daniel laughed, finishing a second slice of toast.

"I'm a fruit fiend," she grinned at him, the adorable freckles on her face highlighted by the late morning sun streaming in through the window.

"And fruit juice," he told her, as she poured her third tall glass.

Rosie's only response was another wide grin as she dunked another strawberry into the orange juice and sexily sucked it into her mouth. "You should eat more fruit," she told him, holding up the stalk.

"Kinda difficult when you're in the room," he said, with that lopsided smile. "I blinked and suddenly it's all gone."

"Not all," she smiled, holding up the final strawberry. "I've kept the juiciest one for you. Want it?" The little giggle she gave as she leaned forward was almost as sexy as the way the front of the robe fell open to display her cleavage. "Whoops," she grinned, pulling the robe tight, "it's only the strawberry I was offering. For now…"

"Shame," he laughed, standing up and stooping towards her outstretched hand.

"By the way," she grinned, teasingly pulling the strawberry just out of reach. "Thank you for not taking advantage of me last night."

"It was real difficult," he smiled, dropping his hands to his hips as he straightened up. "Fought with myself all night."

Her soft laugh rewarded his humour. "Well, here's your reward," she told him, stretching out and allowing him to take a small bite of the strawberry, then another. There was something sexy about taking it from her fingers. "Told you they're good," she seductively murmured, twirling the stalk between her fingers.

"It certainly is," he smiled, running his tongue across his lips to clean the lingering juice. "Especially served that way."

The redhead's face turned serious for the first time that morning. "You left your poker early to rescue me," she told him. "I'll never forget that."

Daniel looked wistfully at her as she picked up the glass of juice. Since she'd raised the issue, maybe now was the time to bring it up? "Rosie, how come you were there last night?"

For a few seconds, her face took on a pained expression. How to explain? "It's my job," was all she could find to say as she shrugged her shoulders.

"Job?" he responded. "What sort of life is that for you? I don't understand—is all this by choice or because of the debts you told me about?"

She pushed a bang of hair over her ear. It wasn't going to be as easy to run away from this conversation, as it was to escape last night. "Confession time, eh?" she asked, with a deep sigh. "Well, I guess I owe you that, Daniel."

The young man shook his head. The last thing he wanted to do was put pressure on her. Last night had been horrific enough. "You don't owe me a thing, Rosie," he softly told her, reaching across the small table to pat the back of her hand. "But I'd like to hear if you want to tell me."

"I owe you a lot," she contradicted him, sitting back in the padded chair and pulling the robe tighter around herself. Maybe she should just rip it off and fuck him, right? That's what she was good at. But it wasn't the answer right now. Face up to it, she told herself, forcing herself to add, "and I'd like to tell you."

The redhead eased herself up from her seat as if her body was aching. It was the pain in her mind that made her movements cumbersome. She stood walked across to the door to the bathroom, pausing before retracing her steps and flopping back down in her seat.

Elbows on her knees, head on her hands, the second long sigh calmed her down. Enough for her to begin her tale, at least. She straightened up so that she could stare into Daniel's eyes and watch his reaction to her words. When he heard her story, this might well be the last time she saw him.

"Okay," she began, more to tell herself she could do this. "I arrived in Vegas around nine months ago. The usual plans of finding a glamorous job and making a name for myself. Like a million other girls. Pretty quickly, I realised there weren't the sort of promotional jobs I had in mind. Or rather, I couldn't earn a living that way. That's when I got a job at Midnight Hot. As an exotic dancer."

Daniel sat impassively, his only movement being the encouraging smile that told her this was all right. He wasn't judging. This girl was opening her heart to him and he was becoming more enamoured with her, with every difficult word she told him. He allowed the pause to pass without comment.

"Then I met Charlie. We've been… were… together for around six months. I thought it was love, but it was more infatuation. He was attractive, outgoing—a successful gambler, or so he said. At first, that seemed terribly exciting." The next pause allowed her to hold back the tears forming behind her green eyes. "It wasn't. Vegas is full of people who think they can find a shortcut to becoming rich. They can't. Charlie turned out to be just another deadbeat gambler who threw his money away, and then lost mine, too."

Her upraised hand stopped Daniel as he half stood when the first tear rolled down her cheek. "Don't," she told him, her voice rising and then softening again. "I have to finish!"

The crinkly haired young man sat down again immediately. He wasn't going to deny her the space she needed. This story had to come out.

"When he lost his money," she continued, her voice barely above a whisper, "he said he'd stop gambling. When he used my savings to pay off his losses, he promised he would never gamble again. When he persuaded me to give 'extras' at the club to stop the loan sharks coming after him, he said we'd be able to start a new life together."

"Extras?" Daniel interrupted, unable to stop himself from asking the question.

For the first time, her gaze left his. Silence filled the air until she began again, though it took several more sighs before she could. "With customers, Daniel. Or clients—as Big Eddie calls them. It pays three times what I get dancing. If I fuck a customer, it triples my pay. Get it?"

Her voice rose with each word until she almost shouted out the final words. He didn't speak. It didn't change his view of her, but he needed to hear everything she had to tell him. "Go on," he told her, his smile of encouragement trying to tell her that all of this was okay.

The words rapidly left her lips now, her face angry as she spat them out. "Charlie said I'd only need to do it until he paid off the extra five thousand he owed. He'd never go near a casino again! So I did what he asked. Then the bastard went gambling yet again. Lost more, and left me with his debts. So now I owe Eddie, and if I don't work it off… I can't even begin to tell you…"

Suddenly, it was too much—

Once the first sob started, others quickly followed. Daniel ignored the upraised hand this time and covered the distance between them in an instant. Dropping to his knees, he held the crying woman for a long time, stroking her ruffled red hair until her sobbing lessened and eventually died.

"There," she blubbered, wiping her face on the arm of her robe. "That's it. Still pleased you rescued me?"

"Of course," he instantly answered, taking her face in his hands so he could hold her gaze. He planted a soft kiss on her lips. "Let's make a deal," he gently told her, "You don't judge me as a deadbeat poker player, and I won't judge you as anything over than a beautiful woman in trouble!"

Rosie's frightened eyes fixed on his. "And you're my knight in shining armour?"

Daniel grinned, wiping the wetness from her cheeks with his thumbs. "It's my speciality. Didn't you know?"

***

"So," Norman Chad began, covering the sausage with a sticky combination of mustard and ketchup, "how come you wanted to have breakfast with me, and where's Daniel?"

"I've no idea," Holly sighed, wondering the same thing. After bagging his chips last night, she'd expected to see her friend this morning and find out what was going on. "I'm not his keeper," she spit out, her irritated tone telling him to back off. She watched the diminutive poker commentator devour the sausage in three quick bites. "Wipe the ketchup from your chin," she told him, curling her mouth in a mixture of distaste and amusement. "Not attractive!"

Chad gave that little cackle of his. "Deeeeelicious, though…"

Rolling her eyes, the blonde got down to business. "Norm, I hope this is going to be a five minute wonder thing, but have you seen the number of photographers around. It's getting a bit silly, don't you think?"

"And the problem with that is?" the little man grinned, sweeping up the juices on his plate with a half piece of toast.

The blonde paused for a second. What could she say? Because I'm an assassin and can't afford for my photo to be seen in case I'm recognised when on a job? "Norm, on one hand the attention is nice, of course it is," she explained, going for the diplomatic approach. "But the reality is I'm just a normal girl, I like my privacy. I don't want cameras pushed in my face whenever I move."

"There are worse things," Chad said, getting to work with a second slice. "Don't take this the wrong way, but maybe you should dress frumpy and start to wear a bra?" A mouthful of coffee washed down the toast.

Holly's frown shook off the disguised compliment. "That I can cope with, Norm. It's this thing with Daniel and I."

"Ah, yes," he slurped, draining the rest of his coffee and waving for a refill. "The English lovers." Despite the scowl that crossed her face, the little man continued. "True or not, you've got to admit it's a great story."

The blonde leant across the table. "I don't want the story," she firmly said, as if saying the words would make it happen. "Neither does Daniel. The point of meeting you for breakfast this morning is to ask you get the press of our backs. You're influential, Norm. What can you do?"

"Me? Influential?" he squeaked, smiling at the approaching server. "What can I do?" he shrugged, playing hard to get as the older woman refilled their cups.

"Don't give me that," she muttered through clenched teeth. "You know people, Norm. Help us and we'll give you exclusive interviews whenever you want."

The diminutive man nodded, thoughtfully stroking his chin. "Interesting proposition," he said, a twinkle in his eye. "But I suppose marriage is out of the question?"

***

With Daniel already at the Rio's poker tables, it was the perfect time to meet Carly. The spiky haired woman's suggestion that they should have an early lunch wasn't ideal, particularly after all that mid morning breakfast fruit. But it was a small price to pay for seeking her new friend's advice.

"Another drink, ma'am?" the young Japanese waiter who appeared at her table politely asked.

"No, thank you," she smiled, glancing down at her empty martini glass. Alcohol probably wasn't a good idea, not when she was building herself up for her conversation with Big Eddie. But then again, it was probably just what she did need. "Wait…" she told the departing young man. "Yes… sorry… I'll have the same again."

Carly couldn't be far away. She'd make the second martini her last. What time was it anyway? Damn, her watch had stopped again!

Her thoughts bounced back to Daniel. The Englishman was never far from her mind. He was so different to anyone she'd previously met. When he'd suggested she take the day off and watch him play poker, it had been difficult to keep a straight face. Her opinion of the sexy young man improved with every meeting, but her feelings about poker players remained.

She could think of a thousand better ways to spend time rather than wasting hours in a casino, even for an event as prestigious as this one.

But she was going to take up his offer to stay with him tonight, again. No strings attached, he'd said. God, she loved that shy lopsided smile of his. And tonight would be the night. After recent experiences, she needed to make love, rather than be fucked. The Englishman was the perfect man for the job!

Before that… she had to face Big Eddie.

The thought felt like a dose of cold water had been poured over her. God knows how he'd react when she told him she was finishing at the club. Maybe he'd insist on the debt being immediately repaid? Could he do that? Whatever he insisted, she'd find a way to stand up to him—her mind was made up. The happenings of last night had ensured that.

She hadn't slept well, not until the early hours. There were several occasions when she almost woke the Englishman. The private party had left her aroused and, despite her session with the two men, strangely unfulfilled. But she'd held back. Instead, she'd considered her future as she'd stared up at the dark ceiling.

Whatever it held, she was finished with prostitution. Exotic dancing, too. She'd find more promotional work, work as many hours as were necessary to eventually repay her debt. Charlie's debt—the bastard! Before that confrontation, she'd advice from the girl approaching her table on the best way to approach Big Eddie.

"Hey, sorry!" Carly gushed, handing her denim jacket to the waiter as she approached the redhead. "Got delayed. But good to see you, honey."

"You, too," Rosie replied, standing up to accept the brunette's hug and warm kisses on each cheek. "Thanks for meeting me, Carly. This is quite a place."

The spiky haired woman looked around. "Yeah, I love the Osaka Japanese Bistro. Great food and we get to eat for free. I know the owner!" Her wink confirmed the meaning behind the remark. "Get to know the right people and fuck them silly," she continued, shuffling into the small booth, "and you can practically live for free in Vegas. Want me to introduce you around?"

"No!" The vehemence of Rosie's response surprised both women and Carly burst out laughing at the shocked look on the redhead's face. "Rosie, Rosie," she admonished, "If you let me teach you, girl, I could corrupt you good and proper!"

The redhead laughed again. She had no doubt about Carly's ability to show her the wild side. Maybe that's why she enjoyed the spiky haired woman's company so much, the sense of adventure and the fact they were so different.

"I'll have one of those," the newcomer told the waiter, pointing at Rosie's drink as he approached their table. "Want another, honey?"

Rosie shook her head. "Maybe with the meal. I need your advice." She waited until the young waiter left them before leaning closer to her friend. "I'm going to see Big Eddie later," she confessed, her voice dropping to a quiet lilt. "I've had enough, Carly. I'm… I'm quitting the club."

The brunette's jaw dropped. "You're shitting me?!? Why?"

"This life isn't for me," the redhead answered, her face betraying all the emotions floating around in her mind. "I need a fresh start, Carly. Particularly as Charlie's got himself of my life. And—"

"And?" The brunette's brain suddenly kicked into gear. "You've met someone, haven't you?" Rosie's bashful eyes gave the game away. "Geez, you're a fast worker! Spill the beans, honey!"

"I will," Rosie answered, her smile slowly broadening to hit the corners of her lips. "Over lunch. I like this guy, Carly, but I've no idea if it'll go any further than that. But with or without him, one of the things he's made me realise is that I'm not cut out for this lifestyle."

The spiky haired woman took her drink from the waiter. "Two more," she told him. "I have a feeling we're going to need them. "Nice ass," she murmured, turning back to the redhead with a wide smile. "I might get his number later."

Rosie shook her head, but as she started to respond, Carly was talking again.

"You're wrong you know, Rosie. You are cut out for this. Watching you dance on stage, seeing you around other men—you come alive, honey. Think carefully about what you're going to do, this is what you were made for. You and I are much more alike than you think!"

Rosie's confused face stopped her mid argument. "Carly—" the redhead began.

The brunette reached out to take hold of the redhead's hand. "Okay, honey. We'll leave that for now. Let's order our food, then you can tell me everything about what's been happening—"

***

Daniel was suffering at the table. It was the same as his first day. Without cards or luck, it was difficult to repel the aggressive young bucks. One big pot, when he'd flopped the nut flush, had been the sole reason he'd maintained his chip stack. But standing still wasn't good enough. Everything had gone his way in the Binion's tourney. So far, little had gone for him in the Main Event.

At least he was taking it on the chin. All around him were a succession of bad tempered moans. And this time it wasn't only the amateurs. Phil Hellmuth was right in the thick of it. The so-called Poker Brat had been at Daniel's table for the last hour and his verbal attempts to bully everyone was having the usual, predictable outcome.

Making himself seem like an idiot.

The subject of his latest outburst was a youngster to his left. The kid had gone all-in with Ace-Jack and Hellmuth had naturally called with Ace-King. When the young Scandinavian spiked a Jack on the river, Hellmuth's explosion of expletives lasted a good five minutes. As he looked around for sympathy, he spotted Mike Matusow, despite there being two tables between them.

"Worst players in the world around here, Mikey," he shouted. "I make world class traps and these guys fall into them, then suck out on the river. Unbelievable!"

Daniel smiled to himself as Hellmuth went on yet another walkabout. Get involved in the Poker Brat's rants and he'd be diverted from his own game. Which was part of Hellmuth's strategy, of course. But the Englishman was well aware of his own perilous position. Focus, he told himself. Focus!

Unfortunately for all within earshot, the next hand Hellmuth hit Big Slick again. After a long pause, he chose to lay it down when the youngster went all-in. When Hellmuth folded and showed his cards, the kid flipped over pocket threes.

"Hey, Mikey, this idiot went all-in with pocket threes," he screeched. "Unbelievable! Pocket threes! These people can't even spell poker, let alone play it."

Heading over to the rail, he found his wife. "Honey, this is unbelievable. No one here understands the game the way I do—"

She gave him the same advice as she did just about every tournament. "You've got to let it go, Phil," she told him. "Just let it go."

Daniel wiped it from his mind. His own tourney was on the line.

***

Today's shoot would be shorter than the previous two days. "A few finishing touches," Kay told Lauren. "A few shots of you with Rach and Jimmy, that's all. A different perspective. Then you and I are free to talk about the future."



It all sounded so simple. But then, Kay Kristen had a way of making the complicated sound straightforward. While she put complete faith in Dan to produce the poses and shots they wanted, she still managed to preside over affairs like a mother hen in the background.

Nothing escaped the Agency Head's keen eye.

"Let's do this one naked," she drawled from her position towards the back of the small set. The hotel's outdoor pool was ideal for the shoot, with the temporary, cloth screens doing their job in keeping out all prying eyes, despite the high level of interest from male and female guests alike.

"Naked?" Lauren gasped, staring across at the sophisticated brunette, then swivelling to look at Rachal and Jimmy. The two lovers just grinned back at her.

In fact, the way Rach raised her eyebrow suggested she was looking forward to the experience. "Could be fun," the exotic beauty smiled, glancing at her boyfriend, before swinging her gaze back at Lauren. "Don't you think?"

"Don't worry Lauren," the Agency Head called, her high heels sounding deliciously decadent as she made her way across the white stone towards the threesome. "Dan's experienced at this sort of thing, the photos won't show anything they shouldn't. But it'll provide a nice contrast to what we've done so far. And they'll be sexy—very, very sexy."

"Oh… Okay…" the blonde nodded, swallowing her objection. If everyone else was cool with this, she had to be, too. Anyway, why not? Rach and Jimmy were both hot, but so was she!

"Here, babe," the exotic model said over her shoulder, those luminous, almond shaped eyes smiling mischievously. "Come here. Rach has something that'll make the session even better—"

Even as she made her way over to the table next to the black haired model, Lauren knew what it was. She sooo needed the hit, too.

The beautiful model quickly laid out two lines of coke on the small white table next to her. With her glossy black hair hanging in silky waves around her face, she brushed away a lock, hooking it behind her right ear before rolling up the ten -dollar bill. She led the way, eagerly snorting the first line.

The blonde hesitated for only a second before grabbing the bill and following suit. The hit yesterday had boosted her confidence, and as she glanced across at Jimmy's now naked body, something told her she'd need that support again.

Rachal's boyfriend looked superb—tall and toned with that rich, smooth, tanned skin. And that cock. Not quite as big or as thick as Demetrius', but right now she'd give almost anything to have it inside her.

She'd go mad if she didn't have sex soon.

"OK, girls," Dan called from his position beside the pool edge. "Off with the robes and get those pretty little asses over here."

***

Samuel was as good as his word. Grace was about to become an angel. It meant everything to her, the key to the door that would lead to world stardom. Grace Lane—Superstar!

The tattoo parlour was a curious looking place. It looked out of place somehow, perched right on the corner of the downtown intersection. Stepping out of the limo, she tentatively walked the few steps to the tall building. Whatever she'd been expecting, it wasn't this. Green paint peeled away from the large door as she gently pushed it open. What the heck…

The bearded giant of a man grinned at her nervousness, his warm smile belying his grizzly features. "Come in Missy," he told her, resting both hands on the veneered counter in front of him. It seemed he could read her thoughts. "The place ain't much to look at, but I'm the best around. That's why Samuel uses old Sam. Don't be shy, Missy—come in, come in."

The nervous woman tentatively walked towards him across the bare wooden floorboards. This was surreal. She'd expected grandeur, not a run down building.

"You're Grace?" the bald giant continued, "Pretty little thing, ain't you?"

She didn't speak, the knot inside her stomach telling her she was having second thoughts. Don't be stupid, she told herself. It's just another test. Samuel liked his tests—and she'd make sure she'd pass this final one with flying colours.

"I've heard all about you," his deep voice boomed. "Some say you could be the best angel, yet. What'd'you think, Missy?"

"I've no idea," she told the bear of a man. If he were trying to overawe her, he'd be disappointed. She was Grace Lane after all, and she could be the best of all the angels! This bearded giant needed to understand she was no pushover.

Her eyes swept down his body as he raised the flap in the counter and emerged her side. For someone in his fifties, he was remarkably well preserved. The sleeveless grey tee shirt with its washed out design on the front allowed a clear view of the tattoos all over his muscular arms. She adored tattoos.

"Some time since I've made someone an angel," he muttered, his dull eyes never leaving hers. "It's in my hands, y'know?" He gave that smile again. Somehow the stained, smokers teeth suited him. Everything about the man told Grace he'd seen the world… and experienced most of it, too.

Her eyes followed his lumbering gait as he walked over to the entrance, his heavy boots thudding on the wooden floor with each step. Reaching out a large, grubby hand, he swung around the sign. The simple action of closing to the outside world made her shiver. When he locked the door, the loud click of the key reverberated from the top of her head to the tip of her toes.

"Don't want to be disturbed, do we, Missy?" he boomed with a knowing smile. "Follow me and do as you're told and we'll get on just fine."

Do as she was told? Didn't he realise who she was… Even as it tried to lodge in he head, she dropped the thought. She was more than up to this, she told herself, imperiously flouncing past him into the larger room.

He made no attempt to hide the way his eyes drank in her body as she passed him. "Okay, Missy," he grinned as he reached out, his large, hairy hand gently squeezing her right breast through the thin, red tee shirt. "One tattoo goes on your left ass and the other one goes here."

The shocked star stepped back, her eyes blazing in anger as she pushed his arm away. It made no difference to the bear.

"No offence, Missy," he grinned, his tongue flicking across his thick lips. "But I'll be touching you soon enough anyway, y'know? Just think of me as your doctor. Now why don't you slip off that top for me? Let me see them tits—"

Her doctor? Grace felt her chest heave—was that arousal? Going braless had seemed sensible in the circumstances. But she hadn't expected her nipples to harden at the thought of exposing herself to this stranger. She decided to undress in style, as if that would show him who was in control. In one swift movement she pulled the singlet clean over her head, exposing her round naked breasts to his gaze.

"Nice, Missy," he approved, his dull eyes watching her firm breasts bounce and then settle. "You've got have got the prettiest tits I've seen in a long while."

Her hard nipples hardened further and this time, when he raised his hand to cup her breast, she made no objection. The feeling of his cold, squeezing fingers felt surprisingly good. His eyes held hers until he saw the flicker of arousal. With a gentleness that belied such a giant, his thumb gently brushed against her extended nipple, flicking it once, then again.

"Your titties are too tense," he grinned. "Sit here, Missy."

She almost stumbled backwards into the heavy chair. As soon as she was seated, he was at her again. "Y'don't mind, do ya? I gotta relax 'em." Leaning down, his hot breath hit her flesh a second before his long tongue snaked out across her nipple. "Good?" he asked, staring up into her cloudy eyes.

Her lips quivered as the giant's warm mouth sucked in her nipple, his calloused hand caressing her other swell. It was all she could do to contain a moan.

There was no letting up. His gentle tongue stroked the pliant, yielding flesh beneath it, her hard bud swelling in his mouth. The feeling of his rough beard around her soft skin somehow added to the feeling of arousal and she sank back into the chair, now openly submitting to his attentions.

For such a rough, old guy, he certainly knew what to do with his mouth and tongue. She let out a low moan and her hand found the top of his shaved head.

It was his cue to smile up at her again before pulling away. "I think that should do it, Missy," he told her, his dull eyes boring into her excited browns as he reached for the drill. "Now for the tattoo. Titty first."

Grace gritted her teeth throughout his work. He worked quickly, with the minimum of fuss. Gradually, her apprehension left her—the experience wasn't quite as painful as she'd anticipated. He was as good as he'd boasted.

Finished, his hand was back on her swell, squeezing and caressing as if examining his handiwork. Except his eyes never left hers.

"Feel good, Missy?" he asked, though she was unclear whether he was referring to the tattoo, or his caressing hand. "Okay, now for your ass. Strip!"

The brunette gingerly stood up; her face a mixture of excitement and arousal. Sliding the black jeans down her legs, she deliberately turned away from him to allow the giant to feast on her ass. The skimpy red thong left nothing to the imagination. Why not? He'd be tattooing her there in a moment.

"On the table," he directed, his hand caressing her asscheeks as she settled herself. "Very nice, Missy," he murmured, lingering for a few seconds too long on her soft flesh.

***

Holly was relieved. Despite the long day, her mind hadn't yet switched onto the cards. The late afternoon break offered a chance to get her mind together. Images of yesterday's hit had stayed with her, especially the mistakes. The brunette who'd acted as decoy had seen her. Not her face, the balaclava had seen to that. But her eyes. Even in the dark, that was dangerous.

Then there was Daniel. She'd gone to watch the end of the poker day, partly to give herself an alibi in the unlikely event of something unexpected. But she'd intended fucking him again. The adrenalin from the kill had still been with her and he would have provided the outlet she needed.

But his unexpected departure had put paid to that.

The woman she'd seen leaving his room this morning explained everything. She'd been on his way to surprise him after her breakfast with Chad, and had almost reached the room when the redhead had emerged. In twenty-four hours, Daniel and the woman had gone from breakfast in the restaurant, to his room. She must be quite a girl!

Despite her irritation, it was for the best. She needed sex, yes, but too much attachment to the same person spelt danger. Her vibrator had satisfied her last night. Tonight she'd seek someone new.

Her poker frustrations during the day were compounded with three fairly quick moves to different tables. She hated that! Mid-tournament table moves were always unsettling, but her current state of mind made it even more annoying.

Being card dead hadn't helped either. While she couldn't complain after her first day's play, her impotence was frustrating nonetheless. Particularly as one of the tournament chip leaders was seated to her immediate left. The tall Texan had been pretty effective at bullying the table it, stealing pots with constant big pre flop raises and subsequent 'betting on the come.'

The break just couldn't arrive soon enough.

***

"You like that, Missy?" the grizzly tattooist asked, his hand drawing small circles across Grace's newly tattooed ass.

The singer didn't answer. She knew she should move, but somehow she was mesmerised by the pleasuring hand. That it felt rough on her smooth ass only added to her enjoyment. The thought of being helplessly taken by a dirty, rough, old man was somehow incredibly arousing.

When his fingers slid under the back of her thong, she involuntarily widened her legs. Instantly, two fingers slid easily along her skin and into her wet, willing vulva. Her body jerked as he expertly masturbated her, amazing herself with how quickly and easily she was giving herself to this bearded old man.

She heard herself moaning at his incredible touch and raised upwards, allowing him more freedom. Soon, she knew, she would lose control and then the sweetness would overcome her—

"Turn around," his deep voice growled, just as her climax closed in. His hands helped her onto her back, and then ripped the thong from her body.

Grace moaned as he threw the torn garment across the floor. His roughness was an aphrodisiac. His strong hands gripped her ankles and yanked her long legs apart. When she felt the coarseness of his beard slide between her thighs, she came there and then.

The contractions running through her body made no difference to the older man. His eager lips spread over her exposed labia, sucking up her juices. His tongue swirled against her clitoris, teasing it to full, aching attention as ripples of shameful pleasure radiated through her body. The way he tongued her confirmed her earlier thoughts that he knew exactly how to please a woman.

Grace moaned aloud, abandoning herself completely as his touch radiated through her. She was nearly there again and desperately wanted him to take her over the edge a second time. But he had different ideas. Easing himself to his feet, she saw he'd already released his impressively thick penis.

"This is your initiation, Missy," his deep voice drawled as he swung around and took her place on the narrow table. "All angels get initiated by old Sam," he told her. "Suck it first, Missy."

She did, willingly, letting out a low growl as she ran her slippery tongue across his round, purple head. She licked it as if licking ice cream from the top of a cone. It was only when he reached for her silken hair that she sucked him inside. She put on a show for him, her brown head enthusiastically bobbing as her mouth ran up and down the shaft.

"Oh, fuck, Missy," he groaned, running his fingers through her hair.

Grace pulled away, giving the bearded giant a playful grin. She was no longer Grace Lane, Superstar. She was a slut—his slut. A slut in heat! She traced her expert tongue along his length, bathing it in saliva before taking him back in her mouth. This time, she smoothly took him down into her throat, her lips wrapped around the root.

"Oh, fuck!" he rasped again.

Grace deep throated him until she felt his balls tighten. Pulling away immediately, she took his shaft in her hand and gripped it tightly. She shook her head. Not yet…

She allowed the bear of a man a few seconds to recover, watching as his breathing returned to normal and the tightness in his balls relaxed before continuing the exquisite torture. She sucked him slowly, gently, running her lips up and down his throbbing member. It was like playing with dynamite. He was close. She could feel it. And she loved that anticipation.

He grabbed hold of her hair as he tried to hold back. Every time she felt him close, she eased off. She tried a different technique each time she returned. She sucked his balls. She corkscrewed her head. She tormented him once again with her throat muscles. The brunette singing star took him to the edge and back five times until she knew he could stand no more. Only then did she climb across him, replacing one set of lips with another.

The feeling was intense as he easily sank inside her wet body. She effortlessly slid all the way down onto his stomach, bringing an aroused grunt from her man.

"Okay, old Sam," she whispered as she leant forward and bit his earlobe. "Get ready to be fucked by an angel!"

He responded with another grunt as his hands grasped her buttocks in an attempt to steady her. She ignored the attempt at control, increasing the pace of her undulating thrusts. She needed this and knewfrom the low moans beneath her that the giant wouldn't last long.

"Can't hold back," he gasped.

She dropped a frantic hand to rub her stimulated clitoris, sprinting to catch up with him. She heard him croak underneath her and suddenly felt his hot seed splash inside her. Rapid bursts fired against her inner walls. She exploded, too, burying her head against his broad shoulder to drown her low wails of pleasure.

"You're an Angel now, Missy," he gasped as she collapsed on top of his half dressed body. "And you're the best Angel yet."

***

"You want to what?" Big Eddie screamed across the bar, his voice rising even above the music. Ignoring the stares from those around him, he used the back of his hand to wipe away the spittle hanging from the bottom of his lips. The staff had more sense than to look across at their boss when he was in this mood, but the sudden stares from customers told him to control his emotions.

That wasn't easy. This redheaded bitch owed him fifty g's and here she was, in front of him, telling him she was quitting the club!

What the fuck was going on? Wasn't it bad enough that he'd been waiting all day for news of Desmond? The gangster had been forced into calling his police contacts and neither had got back to him yet. Something bad had happened, he just didn't know what. Maybe his number two had been taken in for questioning?

Nerves frayed, he sneered at Rosie. "You ain't quitting the club, you bitch," he snapped, pushing his face into hers. "Not with what you owe me. No… fucking… way!"

The fact she didn't actually owe him a cent never entered his mind. The friends who'd taken part in the poker scam had paid him back. Naturally enough, that was the arrangement. Minus a few dollars for their troubles, of course. But that wasn't the fucking point. This dame thought she owed him fifty thousand bucks, and yet she was trying to walk out on him! Trying to make some sort of deal!

She must have shit for brains. No fucking way!

No one crossed Big Eddie and got away with it. No one! If they hadn't been in the middle of his club, he'd have her by the throat right now. Make her beg for forgiveness. Well, the fucking bitch would be begging him soon, because he was about to make her life a fucking misery. Just as soon as he found out what was going on with Desmond, she'd get his full attention!

"Listen," he snapped, pushing a finger into Rosie's chest. "I'm the one who—"

"Phone call, Eddie." It was a voice from the bar that interrupted him. Pedro. It was a brave thing to do. "Police Department," the bar manager added.

That was code for his contacts at the police. Johnson or Wilson. It meant an unofficial call—something to do with Desmond. At fucking last!

"You fucking stay there," he snarled at Rosie, his face curled in anger as he jabbed a finger into her chest again. "Transfer it to my office," he spat at Pedro, turning on his heels.

***

Tell him in the bar area, Carly had suggested. That way, he can't try and harm you. Not with witnesses around. That girl was smart. She was becoming a good friend. Despite the fact that she didn't understand what made Rosie tick.

What was it she'd said? You are cut out for this. Watching you dance on stage, seeing you around other men—you come alive, honey. This is what you were made for, we're much more alike than you think.

The spiky haired woman was as wide of the mark as it was possible to get. But her advice on how to deal with Big Eddie had been valuable. Stay in the bar until he comes out of his office. Then hit him with it.

The brunette knew her way around, knew the way things worked. She'd been so right. Rosie had never seen her employer in such a rage. How stupid she'd been to think he'd understand. Men like that never understood. He was from the same stable as Charlie.



That's why she'd headed for the exit the very moment he turned to take that phone call. Police Department? What was all that about? It didn't matter. She had two choices. Get out of Vegas herself, and keep running. Or let the dust settle, get another job, and hope that Eddie would allow her to get on with her life and pay him back over time.

She might talk to Daniel about it if she got to know him a little better. But not yet. She didn't want to scare him off, and she didn't want to burden him either. Maybe Carly would be able to help her with the next steps?

***

"Know who that is?" Samuel Smith drawled to anyone who would listen. He nodded at the thickset man who was walking away from the table. His Ace on the river had been enough to send the Greek packing. "Archie Karas."

"Who's Archie Karas?" the guy in a baseball shirt asked.

Smith sneered. "Who's Archie Karas? Nobody knows?"

A table full of vacant faces stared at him. "Go on, then," baseball shirt told him. "Enlighten us."

The African American took his time, staring around the table. "That man lost two million in California and came to Vegas with fifty dollars in his pocket. Found a backer and tripled the money he'd been loaned."

"You hear stories like that all the time," a young Scandinavian laughed.

"Not like this one," Samuel Smith continued. "He paid back the loan, and turned what he had left into forty million. Forty million! Can you believe that? That's a hell of a lot of money now, but can you imagine how much it was in those days?"

"Geez, yes," baseball shirt cut in. "I remember now. Didn't recognise his name but I know the story. He lost it all, didn't he?"

"Lost it all?" the young Scandinavian repeated. "What a loser!"

Samuel Smith gave him a withering glare. "Loser? Well, that's one way to put it. But that man took on every one of the top players—Brunson, Moss, Reese—and beat 'em all. At that time, he was the greatest poker player of all time."

"Thought Stu Unger was," baseball shirt said.

"Archie Karas took Unger for almost a million in six months," Smith explained, raising his eyebrows to reinforce the point. "That's how good he was."

The young Scandinavian laughed. "And you've just sent him packing with a bad call and an Ace on the river."

Smith joined in the laughter, glancing at his hand and instantly pushing all-in. "Aggression's the key gentlemen. That's why I have this big stack in front of me. Because I'm willing to bet big and take my chances. No fear of losing. Just think of that before you think of calling, gentlemen—"

They did, the consecutive folds allowing him to rake in the pot. With a superior smile, he tossed his Seven-Two into the middle of the table.

***

"I know, honey," Carly sympathised, even as her sinewy hips danced in Big Eddie's lap. She'd called in to check his reaction to Rosie's decision, only to find he was still recovering from the news of Desmond's demise.

Sex was always such a comfort at times like this, she thought, increasing the pace of her downward jerks. It hadn't taken much persuasion for the gangster to allow her to blow, and then mount him. She needed this as much as he did, though for different reasons. What better time to gain his confidence?

The thrill of being in the car when Desmond was hit, was still with her. The recollection of his jerking body firing the last of his seed into her, even as the assassin blew his brains out, was such a fucking turn-on. She'd already masturbated a couple of times to the thought, and now she was here. Fucking Desmond's employer, knowing it was her information that had led to the hit.

This was all simply too good to be true. She'd cum twice on Big Eddie's cock already and a third orgasm was boiling inside her. Enhanced by the coke she'd taken before entering the gangster's office, she felt invincible!

"Someone will pay," the club owner was muttering. "That bastard Samuel Smith will pay—I'll make fucking sure of that!"

"Yes, honey," she agreed, feeling another surge of arousal at the thought that this might happen all over again. If she egged the gangster on far enough, he might try something else. She'd tell Samuel everything, and make sure she was the instrument again. Maybe she could even find a way to pull the trigger?

She laid back against his chest, increasing her gyrations, her peach-like ass making tight little circles in his lap. Geez, she was cumming again…

"And that bitch," the gangster growled, oblivious to her sexual high and starting to seek his own. "I'll fuck her brains out when I catch up with her!"

His frantic thrusts felt like a rehearsal for what was in store for Rosie. Ramming the brunette down against his legs, his rampant cock burrowed deeper and deeper into her overflowing sex. The dancer loved every brutal touch.

"No fucker walks out on Big Eddie," he grunted, letting out a gasp as Carly flexed her legs and moved in rhythm with his thrusts. "Especially not a fucking dancer who owes me money!"

"Yeah, baby," her vibrating voice gasped. "Fuck the bitch," she encouraged, revelling in his rough treatment and playing her part to perfection. "Fuck her, Eddie. Cum inside her, make her yours!"

He grunted, over and over, "Bitch, bitch…" as he pounded the spiky haired woman. Her breasts bounced lewdly with each of his thrusts. He became a fucking machine, whipping her body harder and harder on his lap as he searched for revenge against all the bastards who were attempting to cheat him.

Carly loved it, the throaty gurgle she gave with each deep thrust increasing in intensity. She arched her back, pushing her shoulders against his. The sweat poured from her. The angry man was fucking her with every ounce of energy he had. It was hard, brutal, and violent—and she loved it.

When he detonated, he screamed "bastards!" at the top of his voice.

Carly twitched with each burst, the slick muscles tightening each time she sucked another rope of pearly seed. He couldn't stop cumming inside her and her throbbing body milked his manjuice for all she was worth.

Life was so just good right now!

***

Getting the three models naked had energised them. The shoot had been sensational, sex and arousal written over each shot. Each model had been in competition to demonstrate who could be the sexiest and the excitement had built from there. Dan built another one of his stories with his lens, a tale of three lovers vying for each other's attention.

It was exactly as Kay had planned. With the surprise she had laid on for Lauren, she needed the young woman to be on a sexual high. And she was. The poses had brought the three of them in constant contact, their oily bodies constantly sliding against one another. Rachal and Jimmy played their parts to perfection.

Time to ramp up the heat. If this didn't do it, nothing would.

"That's no good," Kay called from her position beside Dan. "You're supposed to be three lovers in this story. I need more from you, Lauren. Forget that Jimmy's Rach's boyfriend, this is a shoot, not a party. Make it real. Jimmy, sit on the lounger with Lauren. I want to see you kiss her."

The Tom Cruise-like model grinned at Lauren as Dan raised his eyebrows in silent expectation. "Well," the photographer asked as Lauren hesitated. "What are you waiting for?"

The blonde felt Jimmy's breath on her lips as he pulled her down onto the rectangular lounger and closed in. His dark eyes were smouldering. She could feel her arousal all the way down to her pussy. Glancing at Rachal out of the corner of her eye, she saw the exotic looking model nod at her.

"Go for it, honey," she breathed, her voice a potpourri of sultriness and sexiness.

In seconds, she had no option. Jimmy reached behind her head and pulled her mouth against his. Their tongues devoured one another's with an urgent, passionate frenzy that summed up Lauren's need.

"Wonderful, wonderful," Dan murmured, moving around them, snapping off shot after shot. "More, kiddies. More!"

Lauren had no idea how long he kissed her. It was a long time, but not long enough. She needed this, needed more of it. When Dan told them to break, Jimmy's lips pulled away. Lauren let out a soft groan and Kay acted instantly.

"That was better!" the Agency Head called from their left. Lauren had no idea she was that close. "That's what I want, passion. More, Dan, more shots. Get in on the act, Rach. Get involved."

Jimmy's exotic girlfriend was already ahead of the game, ghosting across the white stone slabs to the lounger. Lauren saw her coming, her eyes glued to the wonderful breasts that swayed ever so slightly as she covered the distance between them. She remembered what it felt like to cup them, to run her fingers across the hard, dark brown nipples.

Then the warm, chocolate brown skin was brushing against hers. Rachal sank between them and covered her boyfriend's face with her own.

"That's it," Kay continued to encourage, taking control. This part was premeditated. "Lie back, Jimmy—that's it," she instructed, her voice alive, keeping up the sexual tension. "Straddle him, Rach—imagine you're fucking!"

Lauren let out a gasp. It combined with arousal. There was imagination required. The model took her boyfriend's fully erect cock and guided it easily into her wet opening. It happened quickly that Lauren couldn't take it in at first.

The Dan was around the three of them, firing off shots. Kay was there, too. "Cup her tits from behind, Lauren," she told the blonde model.

Lauren did as she was bid, sliding so that her own swells pressed into Rachal's back. Her hands snaked underneath the other model's arms and up onto her bouncing breasts. She kneaded them and ran her tongue along the chocolate brown shoulder. God, she so needed a cock, too.

Rachal sent a sinful glance over her shoulder and snaked a hand upwards and behind Lauren's neck, pulling her into a sideways kiss. She relaxed her pace to keep her there, slowly undulating on her boyfriend as the two women's tongues jammed down one another's throat.

When Jimmy let out a gurgling noise, Rachal understood what it meant. Turning her attention back to the man underneath her, she planted both hands in the middle of her boyfriend's chest and went for broke. Lauren jammed her pussy against the thrusting woman's ass, seeking her own orgasm as the dark haired model set about taking herself and Jimmy to theirs.

***

Statistics indicate that pocket Aces are dealt to a player only once in every two hundred and twenty hands. If that were true, Daniel was long overdue. The pocket rockets in front of him were the first he'd seen in almost two solid days at the Main Event. Remarkably, he hadn't had anything higher than tens.

Making the occasional move had kept himself ticking over. But without any sort of hand he'd been slowly heading backwards. The Aces were timely. This hand was pretty much make-or-break. Double up and he was still in the game. Anything else and the chances were he wouldn't last the day.

His preference was to play them aggressively pre-flop. You either won a little or lost a lot with pocket Aces, right? This time, in early position, he simply flat called. He needed action, it was as simple as that. More accurately, he wanted a raise, so that he could re-raise and isolate someone.

Several calls would likely work against him.

The guy to his left obliged. He was pretty solid, too, so his raise was more than just an attempt to steal the blinds. The raise promised more action. Great! When the Frenchwoman in the Big Blind pushed all in, Daniel knew this was it. In a few seconds his chip stack would, for the first time, be in a healthy position. Or he'd be going home…

He pushed all-in.

The Big Blind thought for some time. With a re-raise and a call, his hand now looked vulnerable. Daniel expected him to fold, but wasn't sure whether he wanted a call. With Aces, he preferred to be heads up. But he needed to triple up and on balance, he was willing to take his chances.

The Big Blind obliged.

With the all-ins announced, Daniel's two opponents turned over Big Slick. His chances had just dramatically increased.

The pause before the flop lasted an eternity. Or so it seemed. Maybe the feeling had something to do with Daniel's Main Event ambitions being on the line?

He needn't have worried. The flop was unbelievably perfect. Nine--Eight--Three.

His two opponents needed runners! King-King.

The Jack on the turn brought a long sigh of relief. As a result of that one hand, his stack had tripled. Effectively, he was back in the game. Not in great shape admittedly, but much healthier than he could have hoped even five minutes ago.

The crystal felt like it was vibrating in his pocket. Perhaps there was something in what his benefactor had told him. When needed, it had come up trumps—

***

"Kay!" the blonde exclaimed as the Agency Head parked outside of the building. "You never said… I mean… this is yours?"

The sophisticated brunette pointed at the name above the door as the two women walked towards the entrance. Kristen's Adult Movies Inc. "All mine, darling," she smiled, striding through the clinical white reception area. "Evening, Marjorie," she smiled at the dyed blonde behind the desk on her way past. "We'll be in the viewing room."

Lauren followed her along a narrow, white, corridor and through into a small booth. Kay quietly crossed the room, putting a finger to her lips for quiet, then pointed to the glass screen. Through it, there were a couple of cameramen and an older guy with a baseball cap. He seemed to be directing the action on the bed against the far wall.

"That's Terrelle," the Agency Head told her, nodding at the naked black man on the bed. "He's auditioning. Ever been to an adult film shoot before?"

She put the question in such a matter of fact way, she could have been asking Lauren if she'd ever been to a supermarket. "He's auditioning…" the blonde hesitantly asked, "for a part…?"

Kay smiled across at the naïve girl as she poured some of the powdery contents from the container onto the top of the small desk. Carving them into two rows, she explained, "no, no, dear! He has the part. He's auditioning girls who want to get into the industry. Like that one."

Reaching under the table, she flicked on a switch and immediately the small room was filled with the sounds of male grunting and feminine pleasure. Lauren glanced through the glass screen. The girl had changed places now, her sinuous muscles dancing as she flexed and gyrated in the black man's lap.

Kay had taken her from the shoot after Jimmy had given Rachal two orgasms. The male model hadn't reached his own at that point. Lauren so wanted to join in, but the Agency Head had prevented her, leading her to the changing rooms and then to her car. The blonde didn't even have the change to give herself some badly needed relief. I have a surprise, was all Kay would say.

Now, she was speaking again. "It's a two-way screen," she explained. She took a straw from the table and quickly did a line. Sniffing sharply, she rubbed her nose and licked her lips before handing the straw to Lauren. The blonde took it in her unsteady hand. "We can see them but they can't see us," Kay continued. "Don't worry, we're sound-proofed."

The sound of the fucking grew louder as Lauren leaned over and snorted her line of cocaine. She could feel the excitement increase between her thighs. "It's… it's sensational…" she found herself saying, the chemical buzz hitting her as she watched the two actors fucking through the screen.

Actors? Is that what they called themselves?

God, she felt good. Images of Jimmy fucking Rachal came to her mind. The sound of the two of them was similar to the sounds she was listening to now. Watching and listening… right here, right now… it was like all the arousal that had been building inside her since arriving in Vegas was coming to a head.

"What do you think?" Kay asked, not missing a single expression on the blonde's face. The woman was ready, she was sure. Everything was perfectly timed.

Edging behind Lauren, her hands slipped around the model's slim waist and ran up to cup her breasts. That was good. No objection. The blonde's nipples were already hard and she moaned as Kay kneaded her swells through the thin top.

Lauren leant back into the Agency Head, ready to give herself completely to anything the sophisticated brunette had in mind. He eyes were glued to the couple through the screen, the dark haired female was shuddering, clearly orgasming as her black lover turned his head to grin at their window.

"I thought you'd like an audition," Kay told Lauren, her mouth so close the blonde could feel her hot breath. "How long is it since you were with a man?"

"Too long," Lauren heard someone answer. She recognised her own voice.

"Ever been fucked on camera?" the Agency Head asked, taking her hand and pulling her to the door. It was a different door, one that led to the set. The blonde model made no move to resist. Her movements were hypnotic.

The black actor glanced over at them as Kay led Lauren across to the bed recently vacated by the fucking couple. The dark haired woman, sweat covering her naked body, was heading across to what looked like a bathroom.

"Another audition, Terrelle?" Kay asked the man, curling her arm around the blonde's waist and hugging her close. "Lauren wants to show you what she can do, don't you darling?"

The blonde nodded. The drug coursing through her body washed all her insecurity, her doubt, away. Lights made trails across her vision and she needed to be fucked. It was as if this was her turn now. And about time, too.

The blonde wasn't intimidated, she felt empowered… as if it was her place to put on a show before the cameras.

Before she could realise quite what was happening, Kay was helping her undress. She returned the black actor's smile as he lewdly stroked his hard cock. God, she so needed that inside her.

"Turn around," he said, without so much as introducing himself. "Bend over the bed, baby."

Lauren eagerly swung around, nearly toppling over in her anxiety to present herself. She placed her palms face down on the cool sheets, aware of the two cameras closing in on her. Damn, even that felt good. The idea of performing on camera enhanced her arousal. Her mind drifted in a misty haziness that led all the way down to her sex. She thought of Jimmy and Rachal. She remembered what it was like with Demetrius. Glancing over her shoulder, she saw Terrelle and his dark cock, ready for action. That was good, so was she.

She widened her stance as his hands found her waist. His cock was rubbing along her smooth pussy, her juices covering the long shaft. "C'mon," she grunted, pushing her ass backwards. "Now! Fuck me now!"

She bit her lip as he entered her svelte body. Despite her wetness, it took four passes. She was already cumming before he sank all the way inside. Then his hand was on the back of her neck, pushing her head down onto the sheets.

"Turn your head to the cameras," his amused voice told her as his hips began to gently thrust. Warm her up first, he decided. Then he'd show her how good a black cock felt like. Just like Kay had told him he should.

***

The day was nearing its end. Since he joined her table an hour ago, Phil Helmuth had made his presence felt. In true Poker Brat style, he'd been bemoaning his luck while donating his chips to others.

Holly meanwhile, was finishing the day as she'd started. Card dead. Only a good couple of hours in the post dinner break session had salvaged her day, returning her chip stack to a touch more than her starting level.



She'd been about the only player at the table, who'd avoided Hellmuth's wrath. The blonde wasn't kidding herself. The only reason was that they hadn't been in a meaningful pot together. How could she, with the sort of cards she'd been receiving? She hadn't been in pots with anyone!

That was about to change. Had she not been in the Big Blind, she would have folded her Seven-Three offsuit rather than called. But with Hellmuth making only a trademark small raise, she decided to speculate.

The flop brought the three other seven's.

Hellmuth, in early position, checked. So did Holly. Let's give him the chance to catch, or bluff.

The turn brought a ten.

Hellmuth checked again. Holly made a small raise, as if she was attempting to steal. As expected, Hellmuth flat called. She hoped he had a ten.

The river brought an Ace.

This time it was Hellmuth who bet, half the pot. Holly's pause wasn't just a piece of theatre. She was attempting to evaluate what sort of raise the Poker Brat would call. If he had a ten, the Ace would all but kill the action. But if he had an Ace—

"I'm all-in," she called, deciding to go for broke. If he didn't have a hand, she wasn't going to win much more. If he did, why not try and take all his chips?

Hellmuth's trademark instacall answered the question. He pushed his chips into the middle, scattering them across the table in his haste. He had the Ace!

Or so Holly thought. She hadn't anticipated his pocket Aces. The table and surrounding areas gasped as he displayed his cards and the Poker Brat was on his feet, ready to take the plaudits.

When Holly turned over her hand, he exploded in rage.

***

Rosie was waiting for Daniel when he returned to his room. He'd hoped she would be. Wavy red hair spread across her shoulders, sheet pulled above her chest, she looked a contradiction of innocence and temptation as she smiled at him from his bed.

"Thought I'd get ready for you," she huskily breathed as he pushed the door closed behind him. Silhouetted in the soft light of the scented candles she'd lit, he looked every inch her knight in shining armour.

"How did—" he began, but a slight shake of her head stopped him. They could discuss the happenings of their day's afterwards.

"Talking's for later," she whispered, crooking a finger above the white sheet. "I have wine waiting for you." She nodded at the single glass on the bedside table. "But that's not at all. I have to thank you for everything you've done for me. Come here, Mr. Poker Player."

Daniel's hands went to unbutton his Practically Poker shirt as he slowly walked across to her. His cock was already hardening in anticipation.

"Mmm," the redhead purred, as he slipped it from his shoulders. "Nice and toned, just what I like. Now the jeans."

The two of them laughed as he nearly fell in his haste to discard them. "My hero!" she joked. "No, leave them!" she added as he finally kicked them away and reached for his black Calvin Klein boxers. His hands left the waistband as he reached her side of the bed.

"Want a drink?" she asked, picking up the wine and slurping half the glass. Dragging his head to hers, she allowed the drink to pass between heir mouths. "There! That better?" she slurped as she pulled away to look at him, her green eyes smiling at the surprised look in his browns.

"And my hero's still in his poker tournament?" she asked. When he nodded, she kissed him again. "Well, I guess I'll have to think of a bonus—"

Taking a second drink, the redhead practically drained the glass as she slipped a hand to the waistband of his boxers. Dropping the glass back onto the bedside table, she pulled the waistband away from his stomach, exposing his hardness. Without a word, her mouth engulfed him, swirling the wine around his cock like she was fellating him underwater.

His growl rewarded her. "Oh fuck!"

Her tongue deliciously flicked along the rim of his crown. Smiling up at him, the contorted look of pleasure creasing his face rewarded her. Gripping the sides of his black boxers, she yanked them to his knees. "You like my thank you?" she cheekily grinned as she leant to lick down and around the shaft.

He groaned again as she took each of his testicles in her mouth. First the left, then the right. Her hand held his shaft while she rolled each heavy ball around in her mouth. "That was the appetiser," she told him, trailing her hard nipples along his stomach as she slid upwards. "Now for the main course."

***

The older guy had been watching Holly from the rail for the last hour of play. She'd noticed him, but ignored his eyes until play was over. Then her gaze told him that his luck was in. She couldn't wait any longer. The arousal coursing through her veins wouldn't go away, and would probably stay after she'd fucked him. But she'd explode if she didn't get some attention right now.

He obediently followed her to her room, without a single word being spoken between them. He'd tried to engage her in conversation downstairs. The blonde's only answer had been, "follow me."

Reaching their destination, she dragged him inside and kissed him hard and wet. Only their soft moans broke the silence as they kissed their way across the room, undressing in a wild flurry of yanking and pulling. The older guy nearly ripped her black tee shirt in his urgency to tug it over her head. Her black baseball cap was sent flying as her unfettered breasts sprang free.

His lips quickly closed around them.

This was good. The last thing she needed was a fumbling teenager. His eyes told her he'd been around and that was just what she needed. So what if he did have a little paunch around his middle?

"Oh…" she groaned, threading her fingers through his thin, greying hair as he suckled her. When he jerked her tight jeans open, wrenching them down over her hips, she nearly shrieked out for him to fuck her. Her thong went with them, quickly leaving her naked at the edge of the bed.

The now shirtless man quickly joined her. Their torrid trip across the room had them both breathing hard and he stepped out of his jeans before she could help. His eyes fixed on hers; crazy, possessive eyes. Unapologetic eyes. The blonde's body tingled, feeling the arousal there and loving it. Her intention had been to fuck him hard before she threw him out.

She changed her mind—he could fuck her.

When he spun her around and shoved her onto the edge of her bed, she made no objection. Her mood had changed. She needed to be used. Nudging her legs apart, he mounted behind her. The two moaned in unison as he shoved his cock into her wet pussy, sliding the rigid man-flesh halfway before pulling back.

"Yes! Fuck me—UH!" He wasn't waiting on her. He wasn't waiting on anyone. He took her savagely, bending her body forward into the bed with one hand on her lower back. In other circumstances, she'd break his arm. These circumstances weren't normal.

His cock rifled again and again into her creamy sex like a boxer's fist against a punching bag. The harder she moaned, the harder he fucked. The older guy wanted her screams. She gave them to him.

With his free hand, he slapped her ass, leaving a red imprint on the tawny flesh. She grunted as the pain whistled through her. She'd never been spanked. She wouldn't be again. But now, she allowed it, revelled in it. In that moment of frenzied passion, it felt right.

"YES!" she screamed as he repeated the blow; timing it with a violent, forward thrust. His balls swung between her thighs, crashing against her smooth mound. He did it again. And again, each spank met with a hysterical, "YES!" YES, YES!

"Fuck… woman…" the guy groaned, his voice hoarse. It was all the warning he gave her. With one final thrust, he emptied his balls into her clutching depths. She came against the flood of heat, fighting for breath as she sank beneath the waves of her passion.

"Geezohfuck!" she huffed when he was spent. When he pulled free, the room was quiet but for their shared, heaving breath.

He flopped onto the bed beside her, draping a lazy arm over her naked back. "Me too," he said through his huffs. "I'm sorry. I've been watching you for so long and the feeling just built inside me."

Holly rolled her eyes. "Don't be sorry! I needed that, too." In truth, she needed it again, but she didn't want to give the guy any ideas of this being repeated. It was a shame, but he'd just have to go.

"Good," he mumbled. "I fly back to Canada in the morning. That was a helluva send off."

Fly back to Canada? In the morning? Better and better! There was no reason to discard him as quickly as she'd anticipated. "Don't worry," she told him, crawling down between his legs. "You can get some sleep on the plane!"

***

"God, I so want you," Rosie muttered as she pulled Daniel between her outstretched thighs and fed his cock into her wetness. She opened her legs wider and rocked her hips up against him, allowing him to penetrate her slowly and easily, savouring their first lovemaking session together.

When she almost instantly came, she realised just how much she'd wanted the crinkly haired young man. Her hand locked behind his neck and drew his face down between her heaving breasts as she climaxed, little fireworks exploding across the insides of her body.

Recovering, her hand gently guided his head from one freckled breast to the other, encouraging his mouth to suck in her hard, pink nipples. He didn't disappoint, suckling each hard bud in turn, like a baby at its mother's breast. The redhead arched her back upwards, thrusting her swells to his sucking lips as she rocked her head on the white pillow.

Out of the sheets and on top of the red, patterned bedspread, there was nothing in their way, nothing to confine their lovemaking. She loved the freedom.

When the walls of her pussy began to ripple and squeeze, she heard him gasp. His mouth curled as he attempted to stave of the orgasm that would arrive all too soon. Athletically twisting herself on the mattress, she was above him before Daniel realised what happened.

"Impressive," he smiled upwards.

Her lips found his as she leant down. "You ain't seen nothing yet," she mumbled into his mouth, before straightening again. She paced herself—soft, slow, circular undulations—gently building up the pace.

This had to be special.

Daniel's eyes clouded as he stared upwards, watching those perfect, freckled swells gently bounce with each undulation. It might just have been the most erotic sight he'd ever seen.

"Look," she told him, raising herself a little to allow his gaze to fall on their union. His breath quickened as he watched his ramrod-stiff member dip in and out of her vulva. "Nice?" she asked, rotating one way, then the other, thrusting a little harder, then slower. "Like the show?"

"Too good," he moaned, telling her the sight was pushing him over the edge.

Smiling down, she lifted her hands and ran them through her hair, pulling it onto the top of her head as her freckled swells pushed forward. With an easy grace, she provocatively allowed it to drop back down onto her shoulders. Leaning backwards, her hands reached behind her and clutched her ankles as she upped the tempo. Let's take him there with a bang, her body was telling him.

The sight, the sensations, the moment, all caught in Daniel's throat. He grunted as she jerked down on him, rippling her hips, ass and pussy as she began to move faster. She looked like a sex Goddess and he raised his own ass from the bed, attempting to meet each powerful downward undulation.

Both bodies were rippling and panting now.

Rosie could feel his orgasm surging through his body, in the way that women did. Jerking upwards again, she bent forward to kiss him, and then slowly run her tongue along one side of his neck, then the other. Instead of changing the pace of her undulations, she held it steady, letting the climax take its own course, knowing it would be all the better for that.

Their skin grew wet. Her tongue licked his sweat away. The room filled with the gentle sound of working flesh, combined with the almost continual growls of the deliciously tortured young man.

"Rosie," he gasped, knowing the damn was about to be broken. "Rosie," he groaned again, knowing there was no turning back. "Rosie——!!!!"

Her tender hands held him as he came, her pussy tightly gripping his disgorging cock, her lips working their way around one side of his face to the other. It was the most intimate orgasm of his life. And hers.

They made such a perfect fit—
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Chapter 9: Life is good

"Oh fuck, Rosie. That's good..."

The redhead's mouth left his hard shaft long enough for her to shoot him a grin. His slender frame was so sexy. Despite their night of lovemaking, she still wasn't satisfied. Although theEnglishman had told he needed rest, she had other ideas. Who needed rest just to play poker anyway?

His moan felt different to those from any client. They sent bright, warm flashes through her, like little explosions of lightning across the sky. Returning to her work,her bobbing head fell into a rhythm. Growing accustomed to his upward thrusts, she played with his balls while she sucked. Judging from the way he grunted and gripped her hair, he was enjoying her technique.

Men usually did—but this wasn't just any man. It was Daniel. Her Daniel?

Taking just his crown in her mouth, her eyes told him she was as turned on from this as much as he was. The redhead couldn't stop herself—sucking him deep again, her right hand snaked between her legs. One finger, then a second, slid inside her wetness. "Ngh!!!" She came as she curled her fingers.

Her mouth left his cock as she shuddered, but when the Englishman attempted to pull her upwards she was having none of it. Not until she had his seed. As she jammed her mouth back on him again, she felt his manhood seize and swell.

Three deep throats took him there and, once she was sure she had him, she gave a final suck. Flopping flat on her stomach, the redhead lifted her head so that he could fire upwards into her mouth. Hands squeezing his testicles, he danced to her tune, erupting like a geyser spraying its cargo.

"Oh God, ohgodohgod…."

Like a beast feeding on its prey, she devoured each salty blast, savouring the taste as she rolled his offering in the back of her throat. Only when she'd sucked him dry, did she drag herself up his body and into his arms.

"You're amazing," he eventually told her, planting a soft kiss on the top of her head. "What time is it?"

Her green eyes frowned up into his. Why was he worrying about getting to his poker game when the moment was as tender as this? "Don't know," she groaned. "My watch's stopped again."

"It never works," he told her.

"Yes it does!" she protested, swinging her head from his chest to frown up at him. Her grimace changed into a look of astonishment as she saw him twirling a new watch between his fingers.

"Okay, it does," he grinned, reaching over to clip the strap onto her left wrist. "But it won't work as well as this one."

Her saucer like eyes widened further as they examined every feature. "It's… it's beautiful," she told him, holding back the tears that seemed ever present lately. "How did you know—"

"That your watch was… erratic?" he asked, laughing as his fingers stroked along the outside of her smooth, freckled thighs. "Just a lucky guess."

Twisting onto her stomach, Rosie pushed up on her elbows so her lips could find his. A kiss of gratitude that turned more passionate as she slid a hand down to his cock. Mmmm…. definitely signs of life!

"I've got something for you before you head off to your poker," she mumbled into his mouth, slowly stroking him to full hardness. "Think you're up to it?" Satisfied with his state, she flopped onto her back, raising her hands above her head and grasping the slates of the headboard behind her. "Well, what're we waiting for? This lady wants to show her gratitude!"

Daniel slid into position with a lustful growl. His mouth found an erect nipple, tugging on it as his cock instantly found its way home. Slurping his mouth across her chest, he left a wet trail of saliva as he slowly began to pleasure her.

Too slow.

"No, Englishman," she urged him, wrapping her feet around his ass and forcing him deeper. "Not gentle. Rosie wants to be fucked!"

For a second, their eyes met, a silent agreement that he was about to give her what she wanted. Then he was kissing her hard, ramming his cock so hard into her that she grunted at the force. Her legs left his ass to plant her feet on the mattress, but his right hand was already moving, lifting her left leg over his shoulder.

"Yessss," the redhead groaned, her sparkling eyes dancing into his as she lifted her right leg, telling him she wanted it there too. He obliged, dragging it over his other shoulder as he drilled her again. She groaned, locking her feet behind his ears. He was so deep it was exquisite.

"Yessss!" she moaned again, the submissive position enhancing her pleasure. This felt so good… so out of control. Hard, raw, fucking, but somehow it felt tender and loving, too. Like she was giving herself, telling him she was his for as long as he wanted her.

When his face contorted, she knew he was close. So quick? She wasn't, not yet, but that didn't matter. This was for him, and she wanted his cum again. Her hands gripped his hair, jerking his face to look at her. When she started the pussy ripple, he let out a long, deep, growl.

"Cum, baby," she told him. "Let it go…" Another ripple and he began to shudder. He was hers…

"Ngh!" he cried, the words intelligible as they turned into an orgasmic bellow.

His body humped and jerked against her, an out of control puppet except this mannequin was depositing burst after burst of manjuice inside the redhead. Only then did her hands leave the headboard behind her and pull his sweat soaked face down to hers.

***

"So… where's your boyfriend?" Chad asked. Holly's aggressive look made him back off instantly. "Okay, okay, it was just a joke," he pleaded, catching the server's eye. "Just coffee," he asked, and then glanced across at the blonde. "Anything for you?"

"Another juice, please," she asked, nodding at the finished drink in front of her. She'd been waiting for the diminutive man for the last half an hour.

He shuffled in his seat as he glanced around the restaurant. "Sorry I'm late, he apologised, turning his attention back to the blonde poker player. "Fans, you know. Especially the ladies. Can't keep away!"

"Understandable," Holly dryly responded, raising a disbelieving eyebrow.

"Good for you," the TV commentator told her, his normal response when bested. "Anyway," he said, his ferret like eyes staring in to hers. "You've played some wonderful poker. Survive the first couple of days, that's all you had to do. But you've gone against the trend. That's quite a chip stack."

"Nice to have, Norm. But it's early days," she modestly responded, waiting for him to get to the point. She hadn't arranged to meet him just to talk poker.

He sat back as the server brought their drinks. "Thanks," he told her. "Want an autograph?" It didn't even bring a smile. "Good for you," he grumbled as she walked away. "But what about Daniel? I thought our boy was a goner!"

"Me too," the blonde answered, sipping her new juice through the straw. "When Grizzly hit that Queen, I thought that was it."

Chad laughed. "You see! What have I been telling the world about the Ace of Spades? I guess everyone will believe me now?"

Holly laughed. "Norm, you're full of shit. Why don't you keep that one for the TV audiences? As for now, I think the pointy of this meeting was for you to confirm you'd got the American press off Daniel and my backs?"

The commentator shuffled nervously. "And I thought it was my charm that made you invite me for breakfast?"

"Norm—"

He held his hands up—that tone sounded dangerous! "Okay, okay. I've spoken to everyone and anyone. I've said there's no relationship between the two of you. And I've asked them to lay off."

"And?"

"If you both promise to give interviews and pictures after you're knocked out, people will play ball."

Holly's eyes lit up. It was a better outcome than she'd anticipated. She could always duck the photos later, or keep her shades in place. If she was posing, there were plenty of ways to appear anonymous.

"That's a great job," she smiled at him. "If I thought you wouldn't get over excited, I'd give you a hug!"

"Hold the hug," he ruefully told her, tapping his fingernails on his teeth. "The Las Vegas News is the exception." Pulling an edition of the newspaper from his pocket, he pointed at the photo of Holly and Daniel together, under a headline The Lovers from England.

The blonde stared at the article and then at Chad. "Shit!"

***

A casual breakfast in their suite had been a luxury so far denied to Grace and Lauren. Previously, the younger sister had been out of bed and on her way to the shoot before Grace was awake, while she was usually fast asleep herself when Grace returned from her nights on the tiles.

Now that her shoot was completed, the younger sister would be sampling a few clubs herself.

But this morning Lauren needed to make the most of their time together. Kay had left her with quite a decision to make. Nor did she have long to make it. The Agency Head had arranged to meet her for lunch.

It was too late for breakfast, this was more like brunch. But with her lunchtime meeting with Kay, she wouldn't be eating anyway. It was more a chance to talk over coffee, fruit and orange juice.

Grace raised an eyebrow when Lauren walked in from the bathroom. The fluffy white towel around her sister's body was a larger version of the one wrapped around her wet, blonde hair. "Hey, you look sexy, honey," she murmured. "Good job we're sisters or I'd be getting ideas!"

Lauren laughed out loud. "Yes, that is a shame," she joked, feeling her own nipples rise just from the sight of Grace's long legs displayed through the gap in the hotel robe. "I mean, now that I'm bisexual, too—"

"You're shitting me," Grace gasped, then quickly covered her mouth. It was unusual for her to curse. Both sisters laughed.

"Well," Lauren continued, "maybe half-bi. I've had it done unto me, but haven't yet returned the favour."

"Tell me," Grace insisted, her almond coloured eyes glinting with surprise and excitement as she took a minute bite of toast. "What have you been up to?"

Lauren poured a generous portion of Soya milk onto one of the two bowls of cereal and then flopped down onto the ottoman opposite her sister. Maybe a small amount wouldn't destroy her lunchtime appetite?

"You wouldn't believe it," she said between mouthfuls as she curled her feet under her. "First, the other two models are living together, but it seems they have a very free lifestyle. Rach is incredible, a real exotic beauty. And you should see the dark colour of her skin!"

"She turned you bi?" Grace asked with an interested laugh.

"We showered together," Lauren explained, wiping some milk from her chin as she devoured the cereal. She hadn't realised she was this hungry. "She gave me an orgasm."

Grace widened her eyes, as if telling her sister to provide more details. "She went down on you?"

"No," Lauren responded, adding, "not yet," with a delicious giggle. "First things first, sis. I'm not as fast a mover as you. But I've invited her here tonight."

"To our suite?" Grace asked, standing up and buttering two more slices of toast.

"Yeah, well, you said you'd be staying with Lisa after your performance tonight, didn't you?"

Grace nodded, handing a slice of toast to her sister. "You know what, little sister," she said, dropping the toast onto a plate and pouring two glasses of orange juice. "If you'd said to me a week ago that I'd be performing in Vegas with Lisa Welles, I'd be wetting myself. Now, I'm just so excited!"

"I know," her proud sister beamed. She laid the empty bowl by her feet and taking the proffered fresh juice. "I can hardly believe how far you've come. What does it feel like, Grace? To be up on stage, with the audience reacting the way they do? How's it make you feel?"

Her sister paused as she thought, but the renewed sparkle in her eyes gave Lauren a clue. "Like a Goddess," Grace eventually answered. "Like I can do anything! Like a constant orgasm that starts when I begin to sing and lasts until I've finished. It's… it's… just wonderful, Lauren."

She smiled at her sister, every part of her body throbbing with the drug that was success. "But wait a minute," she said, another thought occurring to her. "You're seeing this Rachal tonight? Aren't you coming to see me perform?"

Lauren's response was instantaneous. "Yes! Of course!" she explained, with a bashful smile. "Rach's picking me up here and we're both going to Samuel Smith's. She says she can't wait to see you perform."

Her elder sister gave a knowing laugh. "Then coming back here? If her appetite is as rich as Lisa's, you're in for quite a night, baby sis. I can see this modelling world suits you down to the ground. And all these extras!"

Lauren hesitated, wondering if this was the time for explanations? She could feel her heart beating faster and took a long drink of orange juice to assuage the dryness in her throat. Confession time…

"What?" Grace asked, seeing the change in her sister's demeanour. "C'mon, spit it out. There's something on your mind. What?"

Lauren drained the orange juice and then eased herself to her feet, pouring another. "After yesterday's shoot," she nervously began, "Kay took me to another set. She wanted me to see what was going on."

"Pass me that banana," Grace told her sister, reaching out to take it from her. "Well," she said as she began to unpeel the skin. "Go on. You went to another modelling set—"

Lauren's quick shake of the head stopped her mid sentence. "No, not a modelling shoot." She turned her back on her sister and softly walked across to the window and staring out into the bright sun. Spinning back, she took a deep breath and stared into her sister's confused eyes. "It was a porno, Grace."

The brunette almost choked on the piece of banana in her mouth. "You… are… kidding," she gasped. Her long laugh broke the tension. "How fantastic," she added. "I'd just love to watch—"

"I did more than watch."

For a moment, Grace was unable to speak. Her face contorted as one question after another found its way to her lips. None came out.

"I did an audition," Lauren continued, feeling her body temperature change just as if she'd walked into a sauna. "It was incredible, Grace. Fucking on camera—"

The expressions on Grace's face changed continuously until it finally settled on shock. "Tell me you're joking!"

Lauren shook her head. "She wants me to do one," she said.

For a good half minute, neither sister spoke. Lauren's heart leapt into her throat while she waited for Grace's response. For whatever reason, she wanted—needed—her big sister's approval. Her breathing came in sharp gasps. Damn, she could hardly breath.

"She… wants… you…"

"To do a porno," Lauren said, her voice as unsteady as her nerves. "Exactly."

Grace sat still, staring up at her sister. "But Lauren… why? I mean… I thought the modelling was going so well?"

Lauren walked back across the room, each step a struggle. She flopped down on the couch beside her sister, taking Grace's hands in hers. Each movement was slow, almost exaggeratedly so, reflecting the weight of her words. "It did go well, Grace. Really well. Kay told me that, but then I know that anyway. You can always tell."

"Then why?" Grace asked, pulling a hand away to softly stroke her sister's face. It was a gesture of comfort and support.

The blonde pulled the white towel from her hair, her silken locks dancing on her shoulders as she shook them out. It bought her time to think. "She says I'd be perfect. A mixture of innocence and sexiness."

"But…" Grace interrupted, not really sure how to express what she was feeling. "You're not thinking about it, surely, Lauren? I mean, why would you even contemplate such a thing? A porno, for God's sake?"

"Quarter of a million reasons," Lauren told her sister, unable to sit still. She jumped up from the couch and took her refilled orange juice again, swilling it in a single gulp.

"Quarter…" Grace began, the earlier look of shock returning. "You're joking!"

Lauren shook her head, breathing out a deep sigh. There, she'd told Grace. It had been weighing on her mind since yesterday. "A three picture deal," she said. "Starring role in each. Rachal will feature in them, too. Kay thinks the two of us will take the industry by storm. She wants to promote me as the biggest thing ever to hit adult movies. Bigger than Jemma Jameson!

"Jemma Jameson?"

"I know, I know. I haven't heard of her either. But that's not the point, Grace. I loved being fucked on camera. I love the thought of people watching me, masturbating over me. And a quarter of a million dollars, Grace?"

"Lauren, you can't," her sister gasped, her hand across her chest as she struggled for breathe. "I mean… you just can't!"

The blonde flopped back down on the couch again, tearing a piece of the half eaten banana from her sister's hand. "Grace, it's not just the money, though that's reason enough... it brought me alive—"

This time it was Grace who jumped up, walking halfway across the room and then back again. "Just tell me how you explain this to mom and dad, little sister. I'd really like to hear that one!"

The blonde's face dropped. That wasn't something that had occurred to her. "They'll… they'll never find out…" she hesitantly said, popping the piece of banana into her mouth.

"Really? My baby sister can guarantee that?" Grace spat. "Okay, let's assume they won't. What about me, Lauren?"

"You," her sister said, her brow furrowing in confusion. "Why would you want to do a—"

"No, you little idiot!" Grace snapped. "My career! For God's sake, what do you think it would do for my career if my sister was a porn star? I'd be finished—"

***

If Holly felt she was in for a quiet day, her thoughts changed within half an hour of play starting. Mike 'The Mouth' Matusow joined her table.

"I know you did well at Binion's," he said, immediately targeting the blonde. "But luck can only go so far. And you're in the big league now, girly."

"Thanks Mike," Holly quietly responded. She wouldn't give him the satisfaction of rising to the bait.

"You may have been able to win a few dollars," he continued. "But this is different. Not only is it the big time. You've now got Mikey to face."

"You're right Mike," she softly replied. "I'm worried now,"

"You should be," he boasted, the lack of response egging him on. "And those tits of yours aren't going to save you. I've got balls. Big balls."

Holly raised her sunglasses, resting them on the top of her silken hair to allow her to look him in the eye. "Well," she gently responded, "If they're as big as your mouth, they must be big."

The laughter reverberating around the table quietened him, though she knew it wouldn't be for long. He raised the first hand, determined to make his mark early. Everyone folded around to Holly. In the big blind, she made a speculative call with suited connectors. Nine-Eight of hearts.

The flop helped. Nine-Two-Three.

When Holly checked, Matusow wasted no time following through on his preflop raise. Holly flat called his half the pot raise. It was possible he had an overpair, she thought. Let's see what the turn brings.

The Eight gave her two pairs.

She took her time before betting half the pot, then sat back and arched her back. Give the boys something to concentrate on, she thought. It didn't go unnoticed.



"Don't bother pointing those in my direction," Matusow barked with a curl of his lips. "They won't help you, girly."

His pot-sized raise surprised her. She took her time thinking it through. All pointers suggested this was a typical Mike Matusow bluff. Surely, he would've played the hand differently if he'd hit a set? In truth, he could have anything. At best, a high pocket pair. Possibly a straight or flush draw?

Or nothing at all? She pushed all-in.

"I got you," he immediately told her, looking for a reaction.

Holly nearly responded, but despite the heavy thump-thump inside her chest, she sat still. His failure to instantly call immediately told her she was well ahead.

"Want me to call?" he asked, staring intently at the blonde.

Theatrically, she removed her sunglasses so she could look him straight in the eyes. "That's up to you, Mike," she calmly told him. "Just how big did you say your balls are?"

The laughter made him flinch. Matusow feinted towards his chips, his keen eyes watched for any response. When her eyes stayed steady on his, he waited a few seconds and then folded.

"Okay, girly, I'll let you win just one," he huffed.

As she pulled the large amount of chips across the baize towards her, she couldn't resist the dig. There was only one way to deal with bullies. "Your balls shrinking?" she asked.

Laughter ran around the table again.

Matusow scowled as he watched her stack the chips, his eyes never leaving the blonde. A silent war was underway—though 'The Mouth' never remained silent for long. Two hands later, he pushed all-in. When everyone folded, he flipped over Three-Two.

"That's the only way I've got chips this tournament, because I've been card dead," he told anyone who would listen. "You guys get the cards, I play real poker—but don't worry, I'm a survivor. And little Missy over there is going to be giving me all my chips back soon."

***

Carly purred like a cat as she licked around Big Eddie's discharged cock. It was her speciality. One of them. She enjoyed licking a man clean, especially when she was able to produce the reaction she was achieving with the gangster. In a few minutes he'd be ready to go again.

Samuel always reacted to her teasing mouth. Without exception. But that man was remarkable. Even at fifty, he could go three times in succession when her mouth got to work. A world record, she giggled inwardly. Eddie wasn't quite in that category—yet. Give her another few weeks, she'd have him fully trained.

"Feel better, honey?" she slurped, her right handing cupping his balls as her mouth gently caressed his crown. He'd been in a foul mood when she'd got to work, but she was comfortable that with each sexual act, she was gradually gaining his confidence.

"Yeah," he growled, flopping his head back against the chair rest. Somehow the tongue and lips working on him were soothing as well as arousing

"That's good, honey," she purred, her eyes staring up at him from her position between his legs. She'd worn the short skirt deliberately. Shuffling her body, she pulled the thong down her tanned legs while keeping her mouth on him. Practice made perfect, and she'd had plenty. He was ready for her to fuck him now, but she wanted information first.

"Let Carly soothe away all those worries," she murmured, thumb and forefinger circling the head of his cock while her tongue worked its magic up and down his now hard length.

His head jerked forward at the same time as his hand found her hair. "That's good, baby," he muttered, "but it'll be some time before my worries ease. I'm working on it, though."

"Really?" she slurped, dropping her mouth to suck in his right ball. Once his fingers tightened in her spiky hair, she let it go. Slowly does it. "What's on your mind, Eddie? I bet you're good at getting your own way?"

He groaned as she sucked in his left testicle. The way she rolled it around the inside of her mouth was amazing. This kid was talented. "Revenge," he growled, feeling his manhood stiffen further. "Revenge's on my mind. And I'll get it. In my own time."

"Revenge?" she innocently asked, pushing up on her knees so she could change angle. She blew on his cockhead. This was good, guys were so easy when they thought with their dicks. "What sort of revenge?"

"I'll get that bastard Samuel Smith," he answered, almost without thinking. Why was the dame asking questions? Suddenly, he was jerking her head upwards, his angry eyes staring down into hers.

"Ow! Eddie—"

"What's it to you?" he suddenly asked, his voice dark and threatening. "What the fuck's goin' on with all these questions?" He pulled more tightly, causing her face to crease with pain. "Huh?"

Her mind ticked over quickly. Think, dammit, think! "'Cos I thought you meant Rosie," she gasped, raising her hands to hold his forearms, attempting to ease the pain. He'd pull her fucking hair out! "I was thinking… I could help get her back… if that's what you wanted."

The pressure instantly eased. "No, I didn't mean that bitch," he growled, his hands now stroking rather than pulling her hair. "But you can bring her to me?"

She sat back on her haunches, rubbing her head. "Fuck, Eddie, that hurt," she snapped, feigning mock annoyance. It was a risky strategy, but the rewards would be worthwhile if he fell for it. "Why'd you do that? I'm on your side. I want to help you, Eddie. Why'd you hurt me?"

His eyes flickered, not exactly with remorse. Probably with the feeling that he might be throwing away something that could help him. "I'm sorry, baby," he said, leaning forward and pulling her head against his shirt-covered chest. "Too much on my mind. You know where she is?"

"Not exactly," she said, playing for time so that she kept all options open. Her fingers flicked open his middle two shirt buttons so she could stroke his chest. "But I can ask around the other girls. Someone's bound to know something. If I find her, what d'you want me to tell her?"

The hardness returned to his voice. "Tell the bitch I'll cut her fingers off if she doesn't give me my money!"

She slid upwards, pushing his pants down from his thighs so she could reverse back onto his lap. "I could, Eddie," she hesitantly said, giving the impression of thinking things through. "But don't you think that'll just scare her off? If you want your money, you've gotta be more subtle."

"Subtle," he growled, jerking his head involuntarily as she gently reached under her, taking hold of his cock. "What d'ya mean, subtle?"

She had him!

"Well first," she said, rubbing her wet labia along his hardness, "you've gotta make her feel wanted, just like my pussy wants you." Easing up on her tiptoes, she led his hardness to the Promised Land. "Then you slowly bring her back into the fold," she murmured, feeling Eddie's hands cup her tits from behind. Her own hands covered his as she sank down on his thickness. "Then you can fuck her real good," she said. "Just like Carly's gonna fuck you!"

The sensation as she began to fuck him was electric—but this time she was more focused on her own pleasure than his. The bastard had hurt her, and her orgasm would be her first revenge. Serving him up on a plate to Samuel would be her next.

The way she threw her arms back behind her and wrapped them around his neck made him growl. She pounded down, his hands tightening on her bouncing breasts as she arched her back in search for fulfilment. Eddie was moaning too under the force of her down thrusts. With a twist of her face, she went for broke, jerking down hard and fast as his breath changed to short pants.

When her climax sought her out, she lost herself in the orgasm, allowing it to sweep over her in long waves, ripples of pleasure permeating through her. The spiky haired woman's body trembled on his cock, until she found a second wind. She'd reached her climax—now for his!

"Wait," he commanded, wanting to regain control. The brunette had no intention of waiting. She tightened her sucking sex around his cock until he had no option but to respond. His hips thrust upwards, his breath became a wheeze. With a sway of her head and curl of her nostrils, she rode him to his nirvana.

"Baby," he groaned, his body tensing as he prepared to fire. "Babeeeeeee…."

***

Rosemary's Restaurant was a favourite of Kay's. Michael and Wendy Jordan had put their hearts into the place, and a visit there always felt like a special treat. Taking Lauren to the restaurant was a natural step. The final one, she'd hoped, to bringing the young woman into the adult movie world.

Her adult movie world.

But what she was hearing shocked her. "Lauren," she responded, attempting to disguise her frustration. She ran one hand through her short raven coloured hair to give her time to recover her smile. "I was so sure this was going to be the making of you. You were wonderful yesterday. And when we talked afterwards… you seemed to have made your mind up?"

"I know," the blonde reluctantly agreed, her dull eyes reflecting her mood.

"And the money!" Kay continued. "A quarter of a million, I mean—you'd never have to work again, darling. Or you could go on and become the biggest star the industry's ever seen. I truly believe that, darling! Why? Tell me again!"

She knew why, of course. The blonde had just explained. But if she got the young woman to continue talking, she might find a way to change her mind. After all, this was the first woman Kay had cultivated, who'd subsequently turned her down. The brunette didn't take defeat easily, and that's what this felt like.

It wasn't just the wasted effort. This girl was a natural, everything about her spelt sex. She'd be sensational in the trilogy of movies Kay had planned. The small print included an option for half a dozen more movies, too. All in all, Lauren would be tied in for as long as it took to make Kay serious money.

But that meant the blonde would make a lot of money, too—so you couldn't knock it, right? Everyone was a winner.

It wouldn't quite be a quarter of a million dollars that the girl would earn, of course. Naturally enough, there'd be the usual percentage deductions, agency fees and so on. And the actual earnings would be based on the success of the movies. Those sorts of things were always covered in the small print and the type of girls she dealt with never bothered with that sort of thing.

Not that Lauren knew any of that detail. Why worry her?

Right now, all of that counted for nothing. It was clear to Kay that she'd have to tone down her expectations. Hmmm… or perhaps it was just the timing she'd need to rethink? Never say never. She, of all people, knew that. If she didn't snare the blonde this time, Rachal would tonight.

"It's my sister," Lauren was repeating, for the third time during their discussion. She spoke in a whisper, so they couldn't be overheard. "What would it do to her career, the public knowing she had a porn star for a sister? I've talked it over with Grace and I just can't do it, Kay, as much as I'd like to."

"I understand," Kay tried yet again, topping up their glasses with the remains of the burgundy. "You must do what's best for you, darling. Just remember that adult movies are a legitimate profession nowadays. And they can lead to some serious acting offers, too. Just look at Todd and Michelle!"

Lauren had no idea who Todd and Michelle were, but from Kay's earnest expression, it seemed they were big stars. The fact that the husband and wife pornstar team's first legit film had succeeded mainly as a result of the publics' curiosity, and the second had bombed completely, was lost on her.

"Combing that with your modelling career and the sky's the limit, Lauren," Kay continued, sowing the seeds that she hoped would pay dividends.

"I understand everything," the blonde answered, her face curled in a mixture of regret. "But I could only do it if Grace was happy for me—"

The Agency Head raised a hand, calling for the check. She hadn't long to get to the airport if she was to catch her flight to Miami, but she wasn't letting the young woman go so easily, not after the money she'd 'invested'. "You're sure she's not being selfish?" she threw out as a final thought, running her fingertips along the blonde's golden tanned forearm.

Lauren shivered at the touch. She'd been on such a journey since arriving in Vegas and she felt competing pangs of confusion and regret now the adventure was coming to an end. "No," she told the brunette. "Grace's always been there for me in every way, Kay, and I can't do something that hurts her. I just can't!"

The brunette smiled into Lauren's eyes. The warmness in the look didn't reflect the way she was feeling, but she'd accept the position—for now. Rachal would change the blonde's mind tonight. Or else.

"I understand, darling," Kay lied, checking the bill. "You know I only want what's best for you. So tell me, what's next for Lauren Buchanan?"

The blonde hesitated as the waiter took Kay's credit card. Waiting until the transaction was completed, she shook her head, her soft blonde waves bouncing on her shoulders. "I'm not sure. Grace wants me to stay with her in Vegas—"

"And that's precisely what you must do, darling," Kay's confident voice told her. "At the moment, I don't have any specific modelling jobs for you, but I'm sure something will come along! Let's talk more at tomorrow night's party."

"Party?"

"Yes, didn't I tell you? I always throw a party after a successful shoot. But I warn you," she added with a laugh, "We start late and end late. You know, wouldn't it be great if Grace would come, too? Think you can persuade her?"

Lauren grinned. "Oh yes, my sister's a real party animal. At least, she has been since she arrived in Vegas," she added with a cheeky laugh. "I'll make sure she comes along. Where and what time?"

"Details!" Kay said, standing up and dismissively waving a hand in the air. "I'll get all that to you, don't worry. Just make sure you and your sister join us!"

She smiled into the blonde's grateful face. Rachal will change your mind. She'd better…

***

Things felt surreal. Daniel hadn't played particularly well in the Main Event, nor had the cards been kind to him. Yet here he was, in Day Three, and still competing. Surviving might be a better word. The first couple of hours play had followed a similar pattern to the previous two days.

Frustration was setting in, compounded by the fact he was tired.

Wasn't it Barry Greenstein, who'd said, If you have sex before you go to sleep, you'll probably be more rested and less distracted when you play. Therefore a sex partner who travels with you can be a big asset.

The bearded poker professional may have been correct, but unless Rosie allowed him more sleep, he'd be dead on his feat if he somehow found a way to remain in the tourney. Rosie! Why was it he felt warm whenever he thought of his new girlfriend? Girlfriend—is that what she was?

The small smile that played across his lips may have been imperceptible to others, but it meant everything to him. Maybe he had his priorities wrong? When he was knocked out, he'd have more time to spend with the redhead. As attractive a proposition as that was, he was determined to remain in contention for as long as he could. If he could just reach the cash places—

The poke in his forearm brought him out of his reverie. "Your turn, man," the friendly Southern drawl on his right told him. "You taking a nap?"

"Geez, I'm sorry," he told the guy, glancing at the bluest eyes he'd ever seen. Must be contact lenses. Swinging his embarrassed gaze around the rest of the table, he wondered if he looked as tired, rough and unshaven as most of the other faces staring at him. Only theirs were filled with some amusement.

All except one. The attractive professional player, Katrina Jett, had dropped her sunglasses into place over her eyes, which meant one thing. She'd made a raise. "All folded to you," the Southern drawl helpfully pointed out.

Daniel checked his cards. Pocket sixes weren't exciting, but they were the best he'd been dealt today. The problem was he was facing a sizeable raise and, in the big blind, was out of position.

The stunning looking brunette had been steadily building up her chip position in the first two hours of play, as Daniel would have expected. One of the few female poker pro's remaining, Katrina Jett was playing some of the best poker of her life. She wasn't shy of carrying out a little trash talk, either.

"Why don't you just fold and then you can get back to your nap?" she playfully told him, tossing those wonderfully thick locks over her shoulders. "It'll be a break soon, it'd be a shame to damage that fragile chip stack."

Daniel grinned at her, nodding as if in agreement. "Can't argue with any of that, Katrina," he told her. "The problem is, I like my hand."

"Re-raise?" she asked, though the question was more of a challenge.

"Nah," he laughed, throwing enough chips into the middle to call her bet. "Let's just see what the flop brings."

It had to bring him something soon, otherwise he'd be making a quick exit. Running well below the chip average was a recipe for disaster. While it didn't improve his hand, the flop did offer promise.

Seven-Five-Four. A straight draw to go with his pair.

Should he push it in there and then? The brunette could have an overpair pair, of course, but more likely she held Ace-King or Ace-Queen. Those were the sorts of hands she'd been raising with in early position so far. Despite his instincts, he eventually checked. His chip stack suggested caution and a free card would come in very hand at this stage. Katrina Jett didn't afford him that luxury.

"All-in." Her voice was decisive.

Daniel tried to search her face, but the shades did their job well. His mind went through the options. If she'd hit a set, she would've flat called. If she had an overpair, it was the type of bet she was likely to make. But that was also the case with Big Slick or Ace-Queen—and those two hands kept dancing around his mind. The more he thought, the surer he became. That meant he was ahead, and with lots of outs even if she hit a pair.

If he called, he'd be in a race, but the potential rewards were too great to ignore.

Common sense told him that he should have been the one pushing all in, not her. A tactical error. If his read was correct, he was maybe 60-40? What was the crystal in his pocket telling him? The obvious, really—with his chip stack being the size it was, how often could he keep folding? He'd invested in the pot already. While he wasn't quite pot committed, he wasn't far away.

His read was correct. The slump in Jett's shoulders as he turned over his pocket pair told him that even before her manicured red fingernails flipped over Ace-Queen. Now, 'all' his hand had to do was hold up. He was still only 60-40. "No Aces or Queens, please dealer," he muttered under his breath.

The turn revealed the two of diamonds. Damn, why couldn't it have been a trey?

The brunette removed her sunglasses, casually dangling them in her left hand as she awaited her fate. As usual when an all-in was broadcast, it took a while before the dealer was told to reveal the river. An eternity, Daniel thought.

The sight of paint made the Englishman's breathe catch, but it was a King. A black King. That sigh that ran through Daniel's body almost made his toes curl. A double up was exactly what he needed at this stage of the tournament.

***

"Where are you?" Rachal asked the woman at the other end of the line. Settling back on the couch, her leg reached across the divide and onto Jimmy's knee. The distance between the couch and his favourite chair was perfect. They both knew what she had in mind. The male model shuffled forward, allowing his girlfriend's foot to snake across his black boxers. His cock instantly reacted.



"I'm at the airport," Kay Kristen responded, the noise from the overhead tannoy threatening to drown out her words. "It didn't go as well as I'd hoped," she said, unsuccessfully attempting to find somewhere quieter to speak.

Rachal's caressing foot pulled away from its target as she sat up from the couch. "Really?" she half gasped. She'd thought they'd set the blonde up perfectly. And her fee for taking part in the movies was being swelled by the bonus in place for helping seduce Lauren into the scheme. "But—"

Jimmy's hand grasped her ankle as she attempted to sit up, pulling her foot back to its original target. His soft fingers traced across the tattoo of the dragon and then pulled out his half erect cock. When his girlfriend ran the tips of her toes along his length, he settled back again. Her foot could stroke him while she was speaking on the phone—she'd done it before…

"No buts," the Agency Head was telling Rachal. "It's down to you, darling. You have some work to do. You're seeing her tonight?"

"Yeah. We're going to see her sister perform and then I'm staying the night at her suite." She let out a loud chuckle and lifted a second foot to join the first. It gave her better purchase on his growing cock. "Time for some fun."

"Forget Grace," Kay snapped. "I want that girl to be given the night of her life. Understand?"

"Yes," Rachal smiled, watching Jimmy close his eyes as her toes masturbated him. Tonight would be a pleasure. "I understand."

"Good. I've told her about tomorrow night's party. Just remind her and make sure she invites her sister."

The exotic model laughed. "Should be fun—"

Kay's cold tone stopped her. "This isn't a game, darling. I want her for those movies. You and Jimmy convince her tonight. Understand?"

"Jimmy?"

"That's right, darling. Change her mind. Think you can do that?"

The exotic model slid to the floor as she closed the call. Reaching for Jimmy's cock, she spit along the length and rubbed the saliva into his hardness. When he gave a low growl, she smiled. "I have some good news about tonight, baby," she told him as she lowered her mouth.

***

Was it coincidence that had taken them back to the same Starbuck's that Rosie and Carly had enjoyed their first meaningful conversation? The redhead reflected on how much had changed since that meeting.

A couple of days ago, she'd complained to her new friend about what had happened with Charlie, and the money she owed Big Eddie. Now, she'd got herself out of that seedy job, the club owner hadn't yet come after her for what she owed and even better, she'd met her knight in shining armour.

"It all sounds like life's on an upswing," the spiky haired woman smiled, leaning across to plant a soft kiss on the redhead's cheek. Watching Rosie's face lighten up with a wide beam of happiness, she decided there and then she not only ingratiate herself with Big Eddie by returning Rosie to the fold, she'd take her to bed, too.

She'd find a way, she always did…

"Couldn't be happier," Rosie laughed, pulling her hair out of the ponytail and shaking it free across her bare shoulders. "Cheers," she added with a laugh, clinking cups with her friend.

"Cheers," Carly repeated, her dark eyes taking in every expression on Rosie's face. Her eyes dropped to the cleavage peeking over the thin, white top. "Freckles are a real turn on, you know," she said, her soft tone making the words sound even more seductive.

The redhead felt her nipples rise. "That's what Daniel says," she said, laughing to cover her embarrassment. The spiky haired woman certainly had a way of sending hot flushes right down to her sex. That first encounter on the dance floor was never far from her mind.

"Yeah… this Daniel," Carly murmured with that mischievous smile of hers. "Want to know something funny?"

"What?"

"I've got some photos!"

Rosie felt like she'd been punched. Surely her friend wasn't going to prick a hole in her newfound happiness. "Photos? Of Daniel?"

"Nah," the spiky haired woman laughed. "Of his ex-girlfriend. The new singing sensation. Got them from a friend who took them in a nightclub." Her eyes rolled upwards. "Very compromising! I got them at home, want to see them?"

Rosie shook her PRETTY head. "No, I'm not interested, not in his ex-girlfriend."

"But you are in Daniel?" Carly quietly smiled, conspiratorially pulling her chair closer, "he's the reason for your good mood?"

Rosie's grin split her face. "It's that obvious?" she asked, the strong aroma of the brunette's heavy scent adding to the warm feeling inside her. "What perfume is that, by the way?" she asked.

"Great, isn't it?" Carly beamed. "It's Alicia Stiles Swelter. Here, smell it properly," she said, offering the redhead her cheek. When Rosie leant across her, she swung her head around to kiss the full, red lips.

"Carly!" Rosie gasped, somehow stopping herself from responding when she felt the hot woman's tongue flick across her lips. Her nipples must be clearly on show now! God, how embarrassing!

"Gotcha," Carly laughed, knowing that soon, she would. "This Daniel, tell me about him. He plays poker doesn't he?"

The redhead nodded, instantly feeling like she needed to offer some sort of explanation. "Yes, but he's not your typical poker player. Most of them are deadbeats, but he's different."

"That right?" Carly asked with a warm smile. "In what way?"

"He's playing in the Main Event," Rosie enthused, and then started to explain. "That's—"

"I know what it is!" Carly laughed, reaching for the sugar and pouring half a sachet into her half drunk coffee. "All of Vegas know about the Main Event, honey. It's what increases our earnings, after all!"

Rosie threw her eyebrows to the ceiling. "Doh!" she said with an embarrassed grin. "I told you he dropped everything to rescue me from that apartment?" she said, referring to their earlier conversation. "Well… we've been together ever since."

"Ever since?" Carly asked. "He's playing poker every day, isn't he?"

"Yes… well, yes… but we're together every night!"

The spiky haired woman threw her head back and laughed. "You mean you fuck him every night? Probably every morning, too, from the look on your face—"

The redhead's facial expressions changed from smile to frown to confusion in a nano second. Surely Carly wasn't trying to pour cold water on her new relationship? "It's more than—"

"I know, honey," the brunette reassured her. "I was just wondering how much you know about him?

"Quite a lot," Rosie quickly said. "We've talked for hours. He knows everything about me, and I know all about him."

"Hmmm," Carly wistfully said, sending her friend a quizzical look. "Let's test that out. He knows where you work, and what you do?"

Rosie's expression switched to serious for the first time in their conversation. "Where I worked," she corrected. "And what I did! That's behind me, Carly. And of course he knows."

The spiky haired woman nodded. "Yes, where you worked," she mimicked, with a cheeky smile. "I forgot you retired. So… does Daniel know how much you owe Big Eddie? I presume that's one of the things you've told him?"

The strained look that suddenly appeared on Rosie's face gave her answer even before her words confirmed it. "Well… not exactly…"

"Mmm-hmm," the brunette murmured, shooting her friend a knowing smile. "Well, just know one thing, girl, at some stage you'll have to repay that debt. I can get you back in Big Eddie's good books when you need to go back. He's mad now, but Carly will take care of you. Okay, honey?"

"Carly!" Rosie exclaimed, her voice rising to emphasise the point. "I appreciate that, but I'm not going back to the club. I'm finished with it for ever!!"

"I understand exactly how you feel," the brunette smiled. Enough said, no need to push things. She'd sown the seeds. Now for the extra push. "What's the story between Daniel and the blonde, then?"

"What story?" Rosie asked, a puzzled smile creasing her face. "Holly's his friend. They only met once he got to Vegas."

"So did the two of you," Carly pushed. "Has he told you he's fucked her?"

"Fucked her?" Rosie's voice was shrill… disbelieving… shocked.

The brunette pulled out the newspaper article. "Well, I don't know," she told the redhead, shrugging her shoulders. "But from everything I've read in the press, it sure looks like there's something going on! I hate to suggest it Rosie, but he could be another Charlie!"

Another Charlie? No, that wasn't possible! Her shocked eyes stared at the spiky haired woman and then she picked up The Lovers from England. She needed to read this…

***

Matusow hadn't let up much. Not with the trash talk. As usual with 'The Mouth,' some of it was good-natured, some more barbed. Because of Holly's early dominance over him, he seemed to take delight in finding put-downs just for her.

It made no difference to the blonde. Words meant nothing to her. And she knew what a dangerous player he was. Take her time, she told herself.

The couple of occasions he buffed her off hands, he turned over his cards and told her—yet again—she was in the big time and needed to be careful not to 'fuck around' with him.

"Fuck around with you, Mike?" she repeated after yet another warning from the unshaved poker professional. "I don't go with fat guys…"

Each burst of laughter further infuriated the short-tempered man. That made no difference to the blonde, either. Focus on your game! Take advantage of his mood if the cards allowed. Soon, she had the chance.

Pocket Kings.

"Re-raise," she calmly announced. A pot-sized bet seemed appropriate.

The Brit, two seats to her left, thought for a long time. His flat call was unexpected. Surely it was raise or fold?

Matusow showed no such timidity, pushing all-in for the second successive hand. He looked down at the green baize after his move, resting his head on his hands. Holly shivered. The last time he'd done that, he had pocket rockets.

Her call was automatic.

The Brit to her left sadly shook his head as he mucked his cards. "Can't go up against the big guns," he smiled, folding his hands behind his head and leaning back in his seat.

"Good fold," Matusow told him. As the words escaped his mouth, Holly's heart sank. He didn't need to flip over his Aces for her to know with an instinctive certainty that her suspicion was accurate.

"Told you, girly," he gloated, standing up and leaning over the table. "I told you I'd be getting my chips back, with interest." He wagged a finger at Holly, the other hand pushing his glasses further up his nose. "You mess with Mikey, you're dead. You stick those tits out and think they'll do the business for you? Believe me baby, you can't beat me. I'm twice the player you are. You're tits are nothing to me. And you're nothing to me."

"That's okay, Mike," Holly responded, raising her sunglasses so he could see her eyes. She needed him to see she wasn't intimidated. "Win or lose, that's fine with me. But either way, I'll do it with some class."

"Class?" Matusow sneered. "I don't give a shit about class. Class is for losers. All I care about is winning, baby."

The dealer tapped on the baize and made Holly's day. Two Kings and a Jack.

The blonde stared disbelievingly at the cards. Matusow sank to his knees. The buzz at the table was electric and the Brit was out of his seat too. "I folded Jacks. Jacks!" he cried, swinging around to his supporters at the rail. "I would've flopped a full house, but she hit quads. Quads!"

Matusow was almost inconsolable as he climbed to his feet. Nearly in tears, he sloped away from the table to the part of the rail where his brother and his mother, Gloria, were standing. They wearily shook their heads in incredulity as he reached them.

"Aces. Aces! And the bitch hits quads. Why me?" he asked them. "Why always me? Every time. Every fucking time!"

Holly couldn't resist. "Take care of those balls, Mike," she softly called.

***

The rap on the door sent a final flutter through Lauren's stomach. She'd hated turning Kay's offer down, but the thought of spending the evening with Rachal was some compensation at least. Everything Grace had told the blonde about her sex with Lisa Welles had been festering away in her mind. She wanted that experience. Tonight, she'd have it.

A glance at her watch told her that the model was late getting there. How many times had she checked the time in the last hour? They'd be pushed to catch all of Grace's performance…

She picked up her Indian jacket on the way to the door, nodding her approval as she checked herself in the mirror for the umpteenth time in the last fifteen minutes. She'd tied the short black wrap-dress so that the deep cleavage formed by her red push-up bra was on full display. Sexy, even if she said so herself.

"My, you're keen!" Rachal giggled as she pushed past Lauren into the suite. "No rush is there—I thought you'd show me around? Why don't we have a quick drink first? You've got some good wine in the fridge?"

***

"Hi, my name's Grace," the Vegas singing sensation said, giving her customary welcome as she pulled the microphone down to her full lips. "And I'm here to sing for you."

It wasn't just the rapturous applause that sent her excitement spiralling off scale. Nor was it the knowledge that in a few short days, she'd established herself so comprehensively on the Vegas scene. It was the fact that Lisa Welles was standing unnoticed in the audience, ready to soak in Grace's performance before joining her on stage.

It'll give me the chance to see your moves, the international megastar had told her, so that I'm ready for our duo. We're gonna rock this place…

That duet was an hour away. Grace spent every second of that time playing the crowd, bringing them in to her performance, warming them for the extravaganza that would soon be heading their way. She also wanted Lisa to see her at her best. A kind of throwing down the gauntlet. After all, she was Grace Lane—

After her first Vegas performance, she'd returned to the stage outfit that was so familiar in England. The way she dressed was her instrument, almost every bit as her voice. Within a few minutes, the waistcoat was unbuttoned, a couple of songs later it was removed, revealing the green camisole top underneath. This was her—Grace—and she felt at home.

Turning around and swinging her ass from side to side, the now familiar sight of the garment narrowing into a thong that disappeared into the top of her low-rise jeans brought cheers from the crowd. It was expected from her now. What they were waiting for! The audience were really up for it, the place rocking to the stamping of their feet and the cheers after each song.

In deference to Lisa, Grace left off the oversized aviators until it was time for the singer to join her. And that time came soon enough…

When Lisa made her way onto the stage, it wasn't just the audience whose excitement threatened to spill over. Grace felt her breath catch in her throat as she saw the way Lisa was dressed—a mirror image of herself. The camisole was exactly the same Grace's, just a different colour. It looked so sexy disappearing into Lisa's tight, black jeans. Even the high heels the blonde megastar had especially worn for the performance, matched Grace's.

"It's yours," the blonde giggled into Grace's ear before the English singer could ask about the camisole. Then they were kissing—to the audience, a kiss of two stars meeting on stage. To the women, a kiss of two hungry lovers.

Within seconds, the singers had the crowd swaying and dancing, clapping their hands above their heads and swaying their bare waists and hips to the beat of the music. They each owned half the stage, danced towards then past one another as they built up the pace.

The songs they'd agreed beforehand consisted of a few of Lisa's hits and some of Grace's music. The surprise was their final song, one that neither had sung before, but was certain to bring the house down.

The crowd swung, danced, whistled, cheered and swooned throughout the performance. The band behind them was on fire, too—each member from the base guitarist through to the keyboard player given the opportunity to show off their individual talents. In front of them, two hot female vocalists smiled at one another at every new roar from their fans.

Lisa had cottoned on to every one of Grace's moves while she'd watched the singer earlier. She put her new findings to good use. The sight of the two of them, backs to the crowd, legs spread wide, arms stretched high above their heads, hips grinding sexily from side to side, almost took the roof off.

Then it was the finale. Where had the time gone?

"Okay," Lisa shouted into the mic, "Raise those hands and clap!"

The crowded club mimicked her, hands raised above their heads, as Grace went into the final number:

Where's all mah soul sistas

Lemme hear ya'll flow sistas

Hey sista, go sista, soul sista, flow sista

Hey sista, go sista, soul sista, go sista

Grace turned her back to the crowd, teasing with her trademark moves, as Lisa took over the next lines. The blonde swung her hips to each heavy beat.

He met Marmalade down IN old Moulin Rouge

Struttin' her stuff on the street

She said, "Hello, hey Jo, you wanna give it a go?" Oh! uh huh

As they hit the chorus, the two women went into overdrive, strutting and flaunting their dancing bodies as the audience screamed their approval.

Giuchie, Giuchie, ya ya dada—Hey hey hey

Giuchie, Giuchie, ya ya here—here

Mocha Chocalata ya ya—oh yea

Creole lady Marmalade

Their voices complimented each other and with each shorter chorus, they both held their mic's out to the clubgoers, allowing them to sing the words…

Voulez-vous coucher avec moi—ce soir

Voulez-vous coucher avec moi?

As the audience sang, the two women gave an impromptu dancing performance. Bumping and grinding their bodies at each other, lost in a tide of excitement and arousal that just couldn't be denied.

***

Lauren had missed the greatest performance of her sister's life, but three bottles of wine later, it didn't seem so important. What did, was the coke she was snorting with the most beautiful model she'd ever seen, and the interested way Rach had listened to her life story and aspirations.

"Don't worry," the black haired beauty had told her. "You and I are gonna appear in a porno together—more than one. Talk to Grace again, honey. Then you and I are gonna be ready to go."

It felt like great advice. The thrill of her time at the porno shoot was lodged in her body forever. It'd never be assuaged until she'd met her dream. Rachal had just told her that, and she knew it was true. But she knew she couldn't.

"Rach, Grace is worried it'll damage her future. I just can't…"

The exotic beauty stilled her protest, her hand snaking around the blonde's neck, pulling Lauren's face to hers. That wonderful mouth was open before it reached her, and then Rach was biting down on her lower lip, tugging on it playfully before sliding her tongue inside the blonde's mouth. Wetness flooded her thong.

She lay still, hazy-eyed, when the exotic model pushed her back on the comfortable couch. Gracefully easing herself to her feet, Rach kept her sparkling eyes on Lauren's lustful gaze as she unzipped her little red dress. With a toss of her dark hair, she allowed it to drop to her feet.



The reclining blonde ran her tongue across her lips as she feasted on the near naked form in front of her. The sexy model wore no bra; her full, youthful breasts didn't need one. Only the skimpy, black panties protected her modesty.

Rachal nodded at her prey. An unspoken instruction. Lauren obeyed.

She untied the belt that kept her black wrap-dress closed. Frantically, she pulled it open and off, pausing to display herself to her soon-to-be lover.

Rachal's eyes narrowed at the sight of the skimpy red thong and lacy bra. She closed the distance quickly, sliding down between Lauren's legs as they kissed once again—more insistently this time. The soft, wet sounds filled the room.

Lauren could resist no more. She cupped Rachal's jutting young breasts as their kiss deepened. It became hotter and more passionate. Lauren's hands explored Rachal's tits, gently squeezing and savouring each delectable swell. The beautiful model's low moans were like homing signals.

The erect nipples felt like twin pinpoints of heat burning against each palm. She lowered her head. Her hands slid away to caress Rachal's hips, tracing along the delicate strands of her g-string. Her searching mouth took control of her left nipple. She sucked it in, tugging on it with her teeth. When the exotic model cried out in pleasure, the blonde formed her lips in a tight seal around the soft flesh. This was her moment. She badly needed it.

Lauren whimpered in disappointment when the dark haired beauty pushed her away. But it was only to allow her the room to pull the blonde's bra off and dip her head to return the favour. The young woman groaned as the supercharged tongue flicked one hard nipple and then the other. They took turns, their mouths passing back and forth between each other's saliva covered breasts.

A knock on the suite door temporarily broke the spell. The exotic beauty was completely unfazed.

"Don't move, lover," she whispered, jumping up and racing across the room. Through a haze of lust, Lauren watched the girl's tight body prance away. She had a fanciful tattoo of a butterfly across her lower back, where the narrow stings of her panties met in a T.

Checking first through the spy hole, the model unlocked the door. Without a word, she immediately returned to the couch. Lauren began to pull her dress back around her naked chest, but Rachal simply giggled and tore it away, tossing it over her shoulder.

"Uh-uh," she whispered, shaking her head."We've got some loving to do."

Lauren gasped as the dark haired beauty pushed her backwards again. Before she could react, her new lover was licking her way down her trembling body. Rachal's strong hands kept her legs parted wide and her fingers slid into the sides of the red thong. She roughly pulled it from Lauren's body, the delicate material tearing away. Her eyes snaked to the blonde landing strip.

She looked up at Lauren, her brown eyes dancing, as she lowered her head. The blonde's aroused clit was standing at attention. In an instant Rachal sucked it into her wet mouth.

Lauren cried out, bucking her hips up into the beautiful face. Her lover's sharp fingertips dug into her ass. Rachal's mouth was devouring her. She sucked, licked and nipped as she drove the blonde towards her goal.

Lauren tangled her hands in the long, wavy hair. Her orgasm was closing in. This was what she wanted, had imagined, was waiting for. Rachal eagerly hoovered up her love juices as she writhed and moaned beneath her. Her head thrashed back and forth. She was losing control.

She nearly cried out as Rachal paused, withdrawing slightly. "Open your eyes, lover," she whispered. Lauren did.

Jimmy was leaning against the wall. He was naked. His firm hand stroked his impressive erection as he watched the two women. The evening was supposed to be about her and Rach but for some reason, she was happy to see him. Porn stars performed for others didn't they? She and Rach could perform for her lover's boyfriend.

She smiled at him, but when the exotic model's lips pursed around her pearl, she lifted her ass from the cushions as she exploded. Her love juices gushed forth like a spring. Rachal drank in the sweet nectar, her lapping tongue prolonging the sensational climax.

***

Approaching the final stages of the third day, Daniel felt in control. His increasing chip stack was evidence of the way he was playing and the cards coming his way. The only blot on his horizon was the older guy across the table. The African American had been taking an unusual interest in him. Why?

The guy had a healthy stack and was playing fast and aggressive. That was fine. It was the continuous smug smiles he kept sending the Englishman's way that confused Daniel. This was more than just poker. But what?

Moving into the final few hands, the players were told to race off their green chips and replace them for the higher denomination black. Play slowed a little as the exchanges were made, and Daniel decided to close down and see the night out unless he was dealt something out of the ordinary.

The King-Queen of hearts was borderline—but in late position, he decided to play. A standard raise might just be enough to take the pot. It almost was, with a series of folds around to the African American. In the big blind, he gave Daniel that smug smile as he flat called. The call was unusual, in view of the guy's propensity for aggression. Normally he'd have folded or raised.

The Queen-Three-Four gave Daniel top pair.

Very nice. His raise was three quarter's of the pot.

"You travelled all the way from England for the Main Event?" the African American conversationally asked.

Daniel blanked the man. They could have the conversation when they were out of a hand. During play, the guy was simply trying to identify a tell, or put him off his game. He may be new to Vegas, but he wasn't wet behind the ears.

"Not by yourself, though," the smiling man continued. "Shame about you and your girlfriend. Must have thrown you when she dumped you, huh?"

What the hell? Pins and needles were suddenly attacking Daniel's tired body. How did this guy know about him and Grace? It wasn't possible.

"Raise," the older guy told the dealer, his deep voice loud and confident. Letting his words sink into Daniel's psyche, he doubled the bet.

Daniel instantly called. Too quickly. He believed he was ahead, but he should be thinking this through. Instead of concentrating on his hand, his thoughts were flashing warning signs. What did this guy know about him and Grace?

The turn was an eight.

Daniel checked. It was a weak play, but he needed a few moments to gather his thoughts. Forget about what he was being told until the hand was played out. Until then, focus. Think!

His opponent kept the pressure on with a pot sized raise. What the hell? An outright bluff? Or maybe—just maybe—he'd called preflop with a pocket pair. Had he hit a set?

"She's doing well," the African American started again. "Your Grace is doing very well." He gave a deep chuckle. "Oh, sorry, she's not your Grace is she? Not any more, is she Daniel? It is Daniel, isn't it?"

The confused Englishman sat quietly. The guy was playing with his head big time and there wasn't a thing he could do about it. Who was this man? What did he know about him and Grace?

"Call," he announced, against his better instinct. He was pretty sure he was ahead, but the guy could have a set. It was either a raise or a fold.

The river brought a Jack and his opponent pushed all in.

Without any straight or flush possibilities, the guy must have a set. Or two pair? Maybe he had nothing? Daniel was lost.

"She's hot, that ex-girlfriend of yours," his opponent continued, shaking his hand in the air while letting out a low whistle. "Real hot. Told me she'd do anything to perform at my club. Anything! And she did!"

His club? It suddenly fell into place. So that was it! It was as if he'd been punched in the stomach. There was nothing between him and Grace any longer, but still, she could have warned him. The ridiculous logic nearly blew his mind. Warned him? That she's fucked the guy that owned the club?

How stupid—especially when he'd been with both Holly and Rosie.

"Well?" the African American was asking, nodding at the chips he'd pushed into the pot. "Need time to think this through? Normally I'd call for the clock, but take your time, Daniel. You gotta lot going in that mind of yours."

Daniel had no option. They both knew it. Call and get it wrong—and his tournament was over. Knocked out by the man who was fucking his ex-girlfriend.

He folded.

Samuel Smith turned over Seven-Two. The collective gasp that ran around the table sounded like a firework whooshing into the sky.

"Guess Vegas just isn't your scene," the older man growled.

***

Lauren had cum so hard that she was having trouble focusing. As her vision cleared, she realised the exotic model and her naked boyfriend were sitting either side of her. Somehow, they were in her bedroom?

"Ready for Jimmy?" the young temptress softly murmured, running her fingers through Lauren's blonde hair. "He's wanted to fuck you since you first met."

Lauren growled with arousal. Rach had such a sexy way of talking. Her voice was so warm and sultry—sweet, like audible honey. "Mmmm," the blonde giggled through the orgasmic-drug-alcohol fuelled high. "So've I!"

"Big, isn't he?" the model seductively whispered, slipping Lauren's hand onto Jimmy's impressive hardness. She bent down to suck on the blonde's right nipple before sliding her tongue to her soft ear. "Want to taste Jimmy's cock?"

Lauren's moan answered for her.

The male model grinned at his girlfriend as he arrogantly straddled the blonde's sitting body. There was no finesse. The hand he snaked around Lauren's neck dragged her head forward and guided her mouth to his aroused shaft.

Lauren didn't think twice. She slid her tongue along the underside of his thickness, coating it with saliva. He sucked in air as she wrapped her mouth around him, feeling her chin bounce against his testicles as she went to work. Or was it the other way around?

She didn't care. All she could think of was pleasuring the cock, and the wayRach was slipping down between her legs again. She groaned as the exotic woman lapped at her sex. Long, powerful strokes of her tongue. Geez!

Rach's boyfriend settled into a steady rhythm, easing his cock in and out of her mouth. Lauren loved it, loved the way that tiny beads of sweat were running down Jimmy's face. His eyes were shut, revelling in the moment. When she raised a hand to caress the bouncing testicles, his cock jumped in her throat.

Letting out a low moan, he leant forward so that his arms rested on the headboard."Fuck, baby," he groaned.

Lauren would have smiled, except that her mouth was full. Her body was tingling from Rachal's tongue lashing. She eased her mouth back, attempting to catch her breath. Jimmy would have none of it.

"I'm close, baby," he growled. His voice was deep and commanding. His right hand dug into her blonde locks and yanked her mouth back onto him.

The blonde swallowed him all the way. He growled again. She slid him back out, repeating the movement several times, fucking him with her mouth. The tension in his balls under her hand told her he was nearly ready to cum. She squeezed first his right testicle and then his left.

That was enough to send him over the edge. He bent forward as he fired into her mouth. Round after round splattered against the back of her throat. With some difficulty, she took all he could offer.

As she began to lick Jimmy clean, she felt him jerk back. Rach had pulled him away. She took his place. Her g-string was gone. Straddling Lauren's hips, she pulled the blonde's mouth to her needy body. Lauren caught a glimpse of the smooth sex before the beautiful model began to thrust herself against her face.

Rachal's fingers dug into her blonde hair. Lauren was being used. She loved it.

A second orgasm ran through her as Rach violently face-fucked her. The exotic model howled like a banshee when she flooded Lauren's mouth.

***

The sound of bathwater filled Daniel' ears when he returned to the suite. Rosie loved that Jacuzzi. He was so glad he'd used his winnings from the Binion's tourney to upgrade. Not that staying in the same room he and Grace had shared was an option. Psychologically, he needed to change.

Taking extra care so as not to advertise his presence, he softly padded across the carpet. The crack between the door and the frame allowed him to observe his beautiful girlfriend for a short while. Girlfriend? That sounded so good!

His smile was warm as he watched her contentment. The way she took quiet sips from the glass of wine while using the cream sponge to trail water over the tops of her freckled breasts, seemed luxuriously decadent somehow.

His head snapped back as she half turned, but it was only to perch the glass on the corner of the bath. She had something else in mind. Her soft red hair fell onto the side as she laid her head back against the curved end of the tub. Her right hand reached across to cup one soft breast. Even as she closed her eyes, her freckled thumb was flicking over her swollen nipple. She allowed herself a sumptuous sigh.

When she dropped the sponge and massaged a full, rounded globe with each hand, he gave a soft cough. "Looks like you might need a hand?"

Rosie opened her eyes and grinned at him. That was one of the things he loved about her. In their short time together, he found she'd had no embarrassment as far as anything to do with her body was concerned.

"Mmm... That would be nice Englishman," she softly smiled.

The water rippled as she reached out a hand to take his. Her shining eyes told him just how pleased she was to see him. Daniel smiled. It was amazing how quickly things had changed since he and Grace had arrived in the City. Fuck Samuel Smith. Grace, too. That was his past. His future was in front of him.

He smiled at her sexiness as she lifted one slender leg from the bath. There was something about the way she allowed it to curl over the side of the tub. His eager eyes were hypnotically drawn to the way the water trickled from her golden skin. As he watched it trace its way along her inner thigh and drip back into the tub, he felt a familiar surge in his loins. God, she was sexy.

He couldn't resist picking up the sponge. His soft fingers teasingly ran it across her delicious swells on his way towards her foot. The sensation released a sigh of arousal from her open mouth.

"Tease," the redhead moaned.

He loved the way her face glowed.

Starting on her ankle, he drew the sponge along her calf. The broad smile spreading over her sensuous lips told him the sensation was good. Her arm lifted from where she had left it draped along the edge of the tub and her fingertips stroked along Daniel's forearm.

Encouraged by Rosie's soft whimper, he coaxed the sponge along her inner thigh. When her eyes closed in soft pleasure, he swept it to her left breast. His soft, teasing, strokes the outer edges of her firm swell brought another whimper. As he softly kissed her, he could feel her reach for his wrist. She guided his hand so that the sponge brushed back and forwards over her sensitive nipple.

The redhead's whimpers turned into a series of soft purrs. Her hips imperceptibly shifted below the surface of the water as she spread her knees apart. Daniel's breathing quickened. His stroking increased the pressure on her erect nipple.

Her hand continued to stroke Daniel's forearm. Her soft moans grew louder. When her fingernails dug into his skin, he decided to up the ante. His right arm slithered down her stomach and under the water.

"Oh fuck," Rosie gasped.

The stroking fingers that had homed in on her clitoris had found their target. Her eyes opened, dreamy slits of pleasure. She tried to match his smile. His working fingers prevented anything other than a lustful grimace.

By placing her other leg over the rim of the other side of the tub, she was opening herself up to him. Her urgency was such that the water sloshed around her. Neither of them cared that some slopped over onto the floor, drenching his knees.

Rosie thrust her ass into the air and pushed against his working fingers. His free arm held her shoulders, steadying her. Her loud pants intermingled with the sloshing sounds of the water. She was close, her erratic breathing signalling her approach to the edge. Dropping his head, he sucked in her hard nipple. That did it. Her long shooshing noise preceded her orgasm by a nano second.

His mouth found hers but she was too consumed by her climax to respond. He held her tight until she finished trembling. As her eyes flickered open, he snaked his free hand under her legs. With a grunt, he stood up and lifted the redhead out of the tub.

His mouth slid to her soapy ear. "I think the lady is going to get fucked."

***

When Rachal rolled away in a sweaty heap of naked, bronzed flesh, Lauren's eyes focused once again on Jimmy. The athletic, nude man was hunched over the bedroom table, where he was cutting up lines of coke with a credit card. Rach's purse sat open next to it.

Lauren's nose and body tingled at the sight of the fine white powder. "You party, right?" Jimmy asked in that deep voice of his.

She smiled. Not until Rachal had introduced her to it. Now she loved the incredible buzz the drug gave her.

"Lady's first?" he asked, rolling up a crisp hundred dollar note and handing it to her.

"Nice manners," she teased, dipping low and quickly snorting the line.

"My turn," Rachal said, taking the bill from the blonde and inserting it into her cute little nostril. "Don't you just love fucking when you're high?" she asked. "So, want to fuck my Jimmy, now?"

The girls laughed, they all knew the answer to that question.

Jimmy stood up and stretched, giving both girls a good look at his Adonis-like body. Lauren's body tingled and it was more than just the drugs.

"Do you even have to ask?" she slurred. The fucking that Terrelle had given her had left her wanting more. Jimmy was perfect to see to that need.

Rachal giggled again, exchanging a quick look with her boyfriend. "Well, there's one hitch," she said, crawling across the couch to the other girl. "You see, Jimmy likes his women bare…"

The thought of these two hot young lovers dictating to her inflamed Lauren further. She glanced at Jimmy, who'd taken a seat on the other side of her.

"You'll love the look, baby," he finished.

"I… I don't know…" she said as Rachal's fingers scraped along her landing strip.

"Yes you do, honey. Give it a try… you'll love it…" Rach said. "Just the look for the world's most popular porn star, don't you think?" She kissed the side of the blonde's neck and slipped two fingers into her warm pussy. God, that felt good.

Lauren heard Jimmy's sharp sniff as he did another line off the coffee table. She pulled herself away from the other girl's sensual hands. The male model handed her the rolled bill and she quickly took another hit of blow.

Jimmy was there when she opened her eyes, looking as beautiful as ever. He kissed her with strong, full lips. She melted into his powerful arms. He set her down on the bed, sliding his hard body over hers. She felt him press against her pussy, shuddering as the crown bumped against her swollen clitoris. She opened her legs wider, sliding her bottom down to get into position. Jimmy saw right through her, hoisting himself up with an arm on either side of her.

"Uh uh… not until we're shaved, baby!" Again, he lowered his body to hers, the head of his cock carving up along her oily furrow.



Lauren groaned, feeling sweat bead on her forehead. "Uh God," she felt Jimmy slid inside of her for a moment. She arched her back, throwing her hips against him to feel more, but he rolled to one side.

"Rach'll take care of you, baby," he whispered, stroking her face. Jimmy kissed down her neck and out along her swollen breasts. His pink tongue circled her nipple. "Look," he said, moving to one side to allow her to look down. The exotic model was between her legs, smiling up with those luminous brown eyes.

She'd already been to the bathroom and brought what she needed. "Yes?" she asked, with a seductive smile that found its way through to Lauren's wet sex.

"Do it," she practically whimpered, completely at the mercy of this girl and her hot boyfriend.

Rachal's eyes flared as she went to work. She had a soft touch, teasing Lauren as she began to shave her. Jimmy kept the blonde distracted, continuing to pleasure her breasts with his hands and mouth, kissing her slowly every few minutes.

Things got fuzzier… if she knew it felt this good to go completely bare, she'd have converted years ago! Carefully, erotically, the exotic beauty shaved her smooth. "Voila," Rachal said, washing the shaving cream away with a damp face cloth. "Magnifique!"

Lauren looked down at herself. She'd only lost her blonde landing strip but somehow it looked and felt completely different. Like… like a porn star! "Geez," she whispered, touching herself. It felt like being touched by a stranger.

She turned to Jimmy, opening her legs wide and fingering herself. "I hope this is satisfactory?" she said, feeling her body surge with sexual confidence. Her eyes glowed. "You gonna fuck me now?"

Rachal's hot boyfriend didn't need to be asked twice. The blonde pushed him onto his back, his long, thick cock already thrusting skyward, ready for action. Rachal was there to help, wrapping her hands around Lauren's breasts, helping her straddle her boyfriend. She lovingly guided his thick cock inside her blonde lover.

"God that looks hot, baby," he groaned, his voice strained. His eyes were on their union, as the thick girth of his cock penetrated her smooth pussy.

One of Rach's hands drifted off her tits and down between her legs. "Doesn't it feel so much better?" she whispered into Lauren's ear as her fingers walked across her sensitive skin.

It did, Lauren had to admit, as an orgasm began to swell up. It abso-fucking-lutely did! She came hard, sent even higher by Rachal's stroking fingers and Jimmy's thick manhood.

They shifted, twisting their sweaty, naked bodies on the bed until Jimmy was behind Lauren and the blonde had her face buried in Rachal's sweet sex.

"How do you like him?" Rachal taunted. "Was it worth it?"

Lauren tongued all around the other girl's sweet folds, occasionally teasing higher, kissing up her smooth mound to tug the string of diamonds that dangled from the model's navel. But every time, the impatient woman would push her back down.

Lauren loved the way Jimmy used his cock, and soon realised he had the stamina to keep his strong, powerful strokes going long after most guys would have wheezed out. He was just big enough to hit all the proper places without hurting her, and did so, again and again.

She came twice before she even sensed he was close, and had dutifully gotten Rachal off with her.

Sweat-slick and heaving with pleasure, Rachal twisted around. "Just imagine us together in a porno," she told the blonde. "Doing this in front of the cameras. With as many hot men and women as we can handle…"

Lauren moaned, feeling a surge of arousal hit her at the words. Yes, that's what she did want. If only Grace—

There was no time to think further. Rach had crawled beneath her, sixty-nining her while at the same time bringing her up-close and personal with her boyfriend's diving cock and swollen balls. Lauren alternated what she sucked, driving the two lovers into a frenzy. She buried her face in Rachal's pussy as she met each of Jimmy's thrusts, jamming her hips back against him.

Faster and faster they fucked, licked, rammed, and cried. Harder and harder. Another minute passed as each fought off their own climaxes, working to push their partners over the edge first. It was Jimmy who succumbed to the two women, emptying his swollen balls into the writhing blonde. Lauren followed shortly behind, screaming into Rachal's sex as she lost it. Rachal's muffled cries filtered out from under them as cum dripped from their union, coating her young, beautiful face in her lovers' combined juices.

Lauren collapsed forward. She had just enough energy to roll onto her side. Rachal crawled free, but kept her mouth on the blonde's freshly shaven pussy. She wasn't going to let a single drop of Jimmy's cum go to waste.

Her model boyfriend slipped down to the floor beside the table, lazily carving out more lines of from the cocaine. Lauren licked her lips in anticipation. This was every bit as wonderful as she'd imagined…

After taking turns bumping up, the two women made out for a few minutes as Jimmy recovered. "We've got enough coke to last us through the night," Rach whispered, stroking the blonde's face. "And we're only just getting started. Maybe your sister can join us when she gets back?"

Lauren shivered at the impossible thought. Right now, Grace and Lisa would be entwined in a large bed at Lisa's hotel. The idea of the two singers joining the three of them sent her arousal levels soaring again.

The girls kissed again before Rachal pushed herself back, leaning away from the blonde and intertwining their legs. Lauren gasped as their pussies came together, their slick, soft skin gliding and grinding into one another. This was new… oh fuck… it felt truly raw.

"How's that, sugar?" Rachal asked cutely, settling back on her arms as she gyrated. "Just imagine doing this on camera…"

Lauren couldn't speak intelligibly. She closed her eyes and stroked back, feeling yet another orgasm build as her clit played across the other girl's supple vagina. When Rachal added her fingers to the mix, she came again.

"Ready for Jimmy again?" the exotic model whispered. "He's got wonderful recuperative powers—"
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Chapter 10: An unhappy ending

"Can I ask you something?" Rosie said to her boyfriend.

Daniel grinned. Despite his refreshing shower, he still felt worn out by this sexy woman. He wasn't that sure he was up for another 'session' right there and then. Nor did his busy morning schedule allow him that luxury. "Anything you want, Rosie," he hesitantly told her. "But I don't have time—"

Her laugh was delightful. "Oh, I could change your mind if that's what I had in mind," she murmured, crossing the room and throwing her arms around him. Her kiss was soft, loving. She cocked her head to one side inquisitively as she thoughtfully took a step away. She opened her mouth to speak, unsure of how to go about this. Instead, she picked up the paper from the nearby table.

"The English lovers," she read aloud, pushing the two-day old edition of the Las Vegas News into his hand.

Ah, so that was it, Daniel thought, feeling his scalp begin to burn uncomfortably. "Rosie…" he began, then stopped. This was delicate. She'd been through enough without the need to worry her further.

She flopped down in the chunky chair. "Rosie, indeed," she nodded. "Daniel, I've told you everything about my life. I thought you had, too. You've told me about your friendship with Holly but you've never mentioned this. Why?"

His heart caught in his chest. Should he explain everything that'd happened? Or keep it simple. He and Holly had had a brief thing, but that had been a one-off. There was no relationship other than their newfound close friendship. Keep it straightforward, he told himself. "Because it's not true," he said out loud, the shrug of his shoulders not entirely convincing.

"Charlie kept things from me, Daniel," she quietly told him, her eyes looking at the floor. It was as if she didn't want to look into his face for fear of what she'd see. "I never want to be in a relationship like that again. I want us to know everything about each other. No secrets."

"I want that too, Rosie," he smiled. "We do have that type of relationship!"

"If the story's not true," she continued, her green eyes sweeping up to find his, fixing on his face now, "why would the newspaper print a story like that?"

"Why?" he nervously laughed. "Because Holly and I were knocked out of that tournament at the same time. By Doyle. It was news. And we're both amateurs. From England. So they thought they'd elaborate to make it a bigger deal. Sell more papers, understand?"

"Don't patronise me," she angrily said, crossing her arms over her chest. "It's a straightforward question, Daniel. Why haven't you said anything about the article? Couldn't you have warned me about it, rather than letting me find out by accident?"

"Yes," he conceded. That much was true. Had it not been for the grain of truth in the story, he would have told her a couple of days ago. And why the hell hadn't he confessed about him and Holly anyway? He'd told her most everything else about his life. "That was thoughtless," he said, crossing the room and taking her hand in both of his. "There's just been so much going on lately…"

"I know," she said, her face softening. "The story should be about us, shouldn't it? A whirlwind romance, isn't that what they call it?"

Daniel joined in her laughter. "Something like that. But it doesn't feel good to have anything published about my private life…"

"I know," she said, bouncing to her feet and crossing her arms around his neck again. This kiss was longer, deeper. "It's a relief to know there isn't anything between you and Holly. I guess I'm just feeling vulnerable…"

Daniel's hands on her breasts stopped her mid sentence. The formal presentations of his and Holly's Practically Poker bonus cheques were less than an hour away. They didn't have time. But somehow, those tits were irresistible.

"Mmmm," the redhead moaned into his mouth, her own hands dropping to unzip his jeans. "Someone needs attention…"

"Rosie," he grunted. They really didn't have time—

Her mouth cut his thoughts off. "No more surprises, Daniel," she told him, panting the words as her tongue lapped up and down his hardening shaft. "Think of this as your reward."

The Englishman grunted again when she deep throated him.

***

It felt like they'd been making love all night. They had—apart from brief naps. But even those brief moments of sleep had been disturbed when one or the other woman awoke and began the pleasuring again.

They'd already agreed to spend the next night together, once Lisa returned to the hotel from her Vegas promotional appearances. But with the blonde licking Grace to another orgasm, tonight seemed a long way away. How many had she had since they'd arrived back in Lisa's suite in the early hours?

She pushed her ass upwards as the climax ran through her, arching her sweat covered body so that only the back of her shoulders and the soles of her feet touched the bed. Her toes dug into the mattress and her fingers clawed at the bedclothes as one guttural moan after another faded away into the empty air.

"Two angels together," Lisa purred, looking upwards from her place at the foot of the bed. Flat on her stomach, she continued the slow, teasing movements of her fingers and tongue as if pacing Grace down from her orgasm. "You've come a long way, baby girl."

Grace let her body relax on the crumpled white sheets. God, she was sore. Lisa was right, she had come a long way, and in such a short space of time. And now she was invincible. Grace Lane—Superstar! This lifestyle would never end.

Her eyes met Lisa's. The blonde's hair was matted to her face and yet she'd never looked sexier. "God, I'd forgotten how good you are—" Grace panted, her voice sounding as raw as it felt.

Lisa tongued her way up Grace's body, leaving a meandering trail of saliva and juices on the way to her breasts. "Well, I hope I've reminded you," she murmured, licking around the brunette's lips but refusing to close in for the kiss. It was sexier to tease.

Grace's head raised from the pillow, once, twice. Each time, Lisa pulled away with a soft chuckle. "Show me your tongue," she told the brunette.

When Grace provocatively wiggled it at the teasing woman, then tried to kiss her, Lisa rolled away onto her back. With another sexy chuckle, she sat up against the headboard, dragging a sweat stained pillow under her ass. Pulled her blonde hair onto the top of her head, she held the pose while widening her bent legs. "Well, use it," she cheekily grinned. "I need that tongue again... show me what you can do…"

Grace didn't hesitate, twisting her glistening body to slide between the open thighs. A hand underneath each knee, her head dipped forward. She moaned as she ran her tongue softly over the beautiful nether lips. Only a woman's skin could feel so smooth. She felt them easily part as she slipped her tongue along them, softly lapping.



Her fingers exposed the long clit, allowing her to flick the nub with her tongue before licking it softly. She softly lapped up and down the rosy bud before sucking it inside her mouth. Lisa allowed a long moan to slip through her parted lips as she hips responded to Grace's tongue.

Reaching down with one hand, she pulled Grace's hair over her left shoulder, allowing her a better view of the brunette at work. Grace's eyes smiled upwards. She tenderly lifted Lisa's right leg and placed it over her shoulder. She'd make this the best orgasm yet. And they'd had a few.

Her fingers stroked along the soft inner thigh as she lapped at the juices beginning to flow from the aroused sex. She savoured each taste. Her eyes held Lisa's as she blew along the blonde's soft folds. They stared at each other for a good thirty seconds. Without speaking, Grace slid her tongue back to the sensitive clitoris.

Her eyes closely watched her captive's reaction to her long, circular, licking motions. Lisa looked so sexy, one hand still holding her hair on the top of her head, eyes narrowed, staring down at her over her full breasts. Her tongue flicked across her lips. Her left hand stroke Grace's head.

"That feels soooo sexy," she murmured. "Please don't stop."

She chewed on her lower lip before her head flopped back against the headboard with a soft thump. Her eyes closed in satisfaction at the gentle pleasuring. Her throaty growl was sexy. The sudden arching of her back and hips gave her lover a clear indication she was eager for more.

Grace slid her tongue between the megastar's juicy folds. Lisa gasped. Both hands clutched for Grace's matted hair, running her fingers through the knots. The brunette rotated her face on the wet, swollen lips. Her nose undulated against Lisa's clit whilst her hard tongue began to fuck the beautiful blonde. The free flowing sweet nectar warmed her face.

She lifted Lisa's second leg over her shoulder as she increased the pace of her tongue fucking. Lisa tensed and moaned. Grace knew the signs.

Her tongue jabbed and twirled faster. Lisa's back arched higher. She gave out little animalistic yelps as the first spasms overcame her. Her hands tightly gripped the crumpled white sheets either side of her as she ground her sex into Grace's wet face. The brunette's mouth went for broke, her hands sliding under the trembling buttocks as Lisa began to spend.

She lapped at the blonde's juices until the trembling body began to calm. Slithering upwards, her cum-soaked kiss was eagerly accepted as the blonde's full, succulent lips meshed with her own.

"Did I show you what I could do, then?" she asked, referring to Lisa's earlier directive.

"Fuck yes," the blonde groaned, pushing a loose bang behind Grace's ear.

"Good," the brunette responded, "but I haven't finished yet!"

She backed away, pulling Lisa with her. Adjusting their positions, her legs scissored Lisa's, their thighs sliding along one another. She watched Lisa watching her, the woman's surprised gaze locked on Grace's almond coloured eyes. That was good.

Slowly and precisely, her hips ground against Lisa. The blonde gasped. Labia met smooth labia, gliding softly together with a low purr from each woman. Their clits found one another. The friction was sensational, but Grace wanted more. She reached forward, taking Lisa's peach-like buttocks in her hands and rocked her hips faster. The megastar took the hint, thrusting and grinding back.

"Oh, yesss…" Grace hissed as they fell into an amazingly satisfying rhythm.

Lisa's hands dropped to Grace's hips. Her polished fingernails dug in, making sharp indentations. Both women gasped loudly. Grace's clit slipped up the other woman's oily sex, brushing against the blonde's.

It was like setting a flame to a fuse. Without breaking the soft press of sex-on-sex or her vice-like hold Lisa's ass, she used her one free hand to pull the woman's mouth to hers. Their kiss was wet and loose, too hard to maintain but too good to let go.

Grace wailed as she reached her climax, releasing the blonde and pulling her tightly into her arms. The smell of sweat and girly cum on her body was intoxicating. Her firm breasts compressed deliciously into her own. Grace felt Lisa's small yelps of pleasure against her neck as she climaxed, sending her deeper into her own orgasm.

It took a while for the shuddering of their entwined bodies to abate.

***

"It's Carly," Rosie told her boyfriend. They'd just been about to leave Daniel's suite when the call came through on her cell phone. "You go on ahead, I'll catch up."

The Practically Poker presentation for their achievements in the Binion's tourney was taking place in twenty minutes. He couldn't afford to be late. That wasn't the only reason Rosie allowed him to leave without her. He knew Carly was a good friend of hers, but he didn't know the full story. Nor was he aware of how much she owed Big Eddie.

Better not to allow him to overhear their conversation.

Those thoughts made her grimace. Hadn't she just lectured Daniel on the need to be completely open? Why hadn't she confessed the amount of her debt? She convinced herself that she hadn't wanted to burden him. It was nothing to do with the possibility of it damaging their relationship…

She took the call as the door closed behind Daniel. "Hi," she greeted her friend, "How's it going?"

Carly's sigh answered before she spoke. Something was wrong! "Er… are you free to meet?" the spiky haired woman asked.

"Sure… when?"

"How about fifteen minutes? We can—"

"I can't, Carly," Rosie interrupted. "Daniel has a presentation right now. It's important. I'm heading there with him." She paused, waiting for Carly to respond. Something wasn't right. She just knew. A feeling of dread ran through her. "What is it, Carly?" she nervously asked, pulling away from the door and walking back to the centre of the room.

The pause seemed to last a lifetime. "Big Eddie," Carly said at last, her tone reluctant.

The redhead knew it in her bones—he wanted his money. "What about him?" she panted, already aware of the answer.

"He's passing your debt back to the loan sharks," the spiky haired brunette lied. It was all she could think off to re-engage Rosie in talks with the gangster. She'd promised Eddie she'd bring the redhead back in to see him. That would cement her position as his lover and confidant. She surprised herself with her genius at times. "We gotta talk."

Back at the door, Rosie leant against the frame. The feeling of faintness running through her made it difficult to stand unaided. "I'll meet you this afternoon," she slowly answered, her voice a trembling whisper. "Say two o'clock? Starbucks?"

***

"Eddie," the African American's deep voice drawled into the phone. "Thanks for taking the call. And please accept my condolences about Desmond. Terrible that. A man going about his own innocent business..."

The sarcasm wasn't lost on Big Eddie. The gangster could barely contain his rage. It was one thing, Samuel Smith having the gall to phone him. But if the bastard had called to gloat…

"I know you were behind it," he spat, unable to hold himself back. A voice in the back of his mind was telling him to stay calm and collected. But the red mist was already descending.

"Me?" Samuel Smith asked, his amused voice rising in mock-surprise. "Now, Eddie, please correct me if I've got this wrong. But as I understand, word on the street is that he was busy fucking somebody's girlfriend when he shouldn't. And the boyfriend got annoyed. Well, you would, wouldn't you?"

"That was nothing to do with it—and you fucking know it," the gangster snapped.

"Really?" the deep voice cut in. Smith was enjoying this even more than he'd anticipated. "That's the way it seems to me. To the police too, I believe. Of course, then there's all that explosive they found in the boot. Rumour has it he was on his way to set fire to somewhere, Eddie. Now, who d'you think that was aimed at?"

"I know nothing of any explosive," Big Eddie growled menacingly.

"Is that right? I'm sure you'll be able to explain that to the cops when they visit you. What with Desmond being you're number two 'n'all."

"The cops can do the same as you," Eddie shouted, spittle flying from his twisted lips. "Fuck off."

"Not nice, Eddie, not when I rang to help you."

"Help me? You?" snorted the gangster. "Listen, you bastard. "You think I don't know you took him out? Just understand one thing, Smith. I'll pay you back. I'll get even."

"Now, now," Samuel Smith's soothing voice told him. It was like taking candy from a baby. "That's no way to talk, Eddie. Not when I've called you in an attempt to put an end to all this stupidity."

The gangster wasn't fooled, but the words momentarily stilled his anger. Find out what the bastard had in mind. Then use it against him. "What d'you mean?"

"Well," the deep voice said, purring like a car in neutral. "I've been thinking, Eddie. Clearly, we can both do without all this trouble. So let's look for a win-win. I mean… things are going so well for me… I'm expanding all my business interests. Whereas, you're on the way down. In a hole. Why don't I buy you out? Why don't I buy Midnight Hot?"

Big Eddie's calm disappeared in a nano second. His blood pressure hit the danger zone. "You fucking bastard," he shouted, completely out of control. "Mark my fucking words. I'll get even. Just fucking wait! You'll see—"

***

"This isn't quite what I was expecting," Daniel whispered to Holly as they stood to the side of the small platform. The young Practically Poker representative had been droning on to the assembled throng for a good ten minutes, extolling the virtues of their site.

"What did you expect," she asked, out of the corner of her mouth. He seemed unusually nervous. It wasn't like her crinkly haired friend.

"Not as many people as this," he softly said. "I thought there'd be a few. They'd give is our cheques… take a photo and that would be that. I didn't expect half of America's press to be here. And that they'd have laid on a spread. It's like a like Vicar's tea party."

Holly's laugh rumbled in the back of her throat. "I doubt they'd know what a Vicar's tea party is," she said. "And don't they usually take place on the lawn?"

Daniel grunted. At first Holly thought it was a flicker of a smile that crossed his face, but his gritted teeth told her she was mistaken.

"Look at them," he complained, feeling his anxiety rising. Rosie was standing near the door. Her face looked white. This 'English Lovers' story was affecting her more than he thought. "There must be at least a dozen people from Practically Poker," he snapped. "But the rest are from the fucking media. All after the same fucking story!"

Holly held back the giggle. She hadn't heard the Englishman curse before. It added a raw edge to him. She liked it. What she didn't like were the photographers present. Keeping her shades on provided some anonymity. Pulling her hair back into a tight ponytail had been a good idea, too. Changing her features from soft to hard would make it difficult for anyone seeing her in public to recognise her in any photographs.

The soft ripple of applause drew their attention. The Practically Poker whiz kid had finished his spiel and was waiving them up onto the small stage. "Ladies and gentleman," he beamed, turning yet again to pose for the photographers. "Let me introduce the cream of England's poker players. Only a fluke hand by the legendary Doyle Brunson deprived them both of the chance to win their first much-coveted bracelet."

Turning to them, he made a point of vigorously shaking Daniel's hand and kissing Holly's cheeks. It took all the blonde's willpower not to shrink away. She didn't mind the smell of garlic… but that was overpowering.

"At their first attempt," he continued. "How about that?"

Daniel glanced over at Rosie as another smattering of applause broke out. She was smiling now, too. That was better.

"Incredible to think our couple travelled all the way from London together," he said, handing the oversized cheques to Daniel and then Holly. "And," he continued, "If you read the papers, are about as close as its possible to be. Let's give them a big round of applause."

Daniel felt his heart sink. His eyes glared at the man with the microphone. You stupid bastard, they told him. The self-congratulating beam on his face indicated he couldn't read the Englishman's expression.



His eyes flicked back across to Rosie. After their morning discussion, those were the last words she needed to hear.

Holly's gaze followed his. "Trouble?" she asked as they posed for the obligatory photographs.

"Take the shades off, honey?" a couple of the shabbily dressed photographers shouted as they gathered around.

"Fuck off," she mumbled under her breath, though her wide smile conveyed nothing but pleasure at being there. "This is how I play poker, boys, " she shouted back. "You want the real me, don't you?"

Ignoring the requests for the two of them to pose kissing one another, she quietly repeated her question in Daniel's ear. "Trouble?"

"Rosie was just feeling a little sensitive this morning," he whispered back. "She saw the 'English Lovers' article. This isn't helping at all."

"I understand," Holly sympathetically said, flashing him a wry smile between shots. "We women can be strange creatures where affairs of the heart are concerned."

Daniel nodded. That was certainly true. "Look, Holly," he said, the idea suddenly hitting him. "Would you see if you can speak to her before we leave here? Reassure her?"

The blonde glanced across at Rosie before nodding. From the glum look on the redhead's face, she needed quite a bit of reassurance.

***

Big Eddie was still cursing to himself as he drove across Vegas to his club. Why was the traffic always like this when you were in a hurry? He narrowly avoided a car that'd stopped suddenly and sent a loud curse across to the driver. It was lost in the morning air. Boneheads! Didn't people know how to drive?

His thoughts returned to his conversation with Samuel Smith. The nerve of the bastard! Offering to buy his club. His club! On his way down, was he? That's what the bastard thought, did he? He'd find out that when Big Eddie had his back to the wall, he came out fighting.

The gangster was more certain than ever that his rival had taken out Desmond. That's why he'd called him. To gloat. He'd somehow got wind of what he was up to. Damn! He wouldn't have put it past Smith to place one of his girls in the car with Desmond as a diversion. What the hell was the stupid lump thinking about, fucking someone when he was on a job?

Desmond had never been the sharpest tool in the box, but he expected more than that from him…

Grabbing the phone from its cradle in the car, his thumb flicked through the names and pressed call. With all this aggravation and tension, he needed some relief. And he knew exactly who'd provide it. In all this aggravation, the girl was proving to be invaluable. Not only as a sounding board, but she had some good ideas, too.

And her loyalty wasn't in question. After all, she was going to find and bring Rosie back, wasn't she? Loyalty was such an important commodity. He'd have to think of a way to reward her.

"Carly?" he growled, when the brunette answered his call. "It's Eddie. I'll be at the club in an hour. Be there. I need some inspiration—"

***

So, it wasn't only the newspapers!?!

Rosie felt all her nightmares closing in at once.

Even the Practically Poker people were suggesting there was more to Daniel's relationship with Holly than just friendship. What on earth was going on? For the first time in a long, long, time, her life was getting back on track. She'd met a genuine guy who had morals, integrity, and was as sexy as hell. And she'd escaped from the horrors of stripping and prostitution. Or had she?

Big Eddie's decision to call in the loan sharks sent shudders down to the tips of her toes. She wouldn't have a life if they caught up with her. She so wanted to share the problem with Daniel, unload everything onto his shoulders. Two brains were better than one and she couldn't cope with this anymore. Besides, he was her knight in shining armour. He'd help her find a way forward. But now…

Everything she thought about him was in danger of disappearing into thin air. Someone was about to prick her balloon and the waves of stomach clenching ripples were threatening to overwhelm her. Was he two-timing her with Holly? It couldn't be true! It just couldn't…

She'd keep her peace until later tonight. The last think Daniel needed was any more hassle before the Main Event. It was too important to him. Reaching the fourth day was a massive achievement! But afterwards, she'd talk to him about her fears. And he'd explain everything there was to know about him and Holly. He'd put her mind to rest, yes, he would.

A soft smile touched the edges of her lips. He always did.

Her stomach began to unclench.

The redhead picked up a small vol-o-vent from the long table and slipped it into her mouth. Immediately, she spat it out onto a small, plastic, plate. Her stomach remained in a high state of nervousness…

"The food's that bad?" came an amused voice to her left. "Shame, I was intending eating as much as I could. Would save me paying for lunch."

Swinging her head to the side, the scruffy looking grey haired guy shot her a smile. His thinning grey hair was parted in the middle, somewhat in the style of an old vaudeville entertainer. And the patterned bow tie was definitely a statement of individuality.

"Las Vegas News," he added, holding up his notebook in one hand and rubbing his pencil thin moustache with the other.

"The food's fine," Rosie said, offering a faint smile.

"Great," he grinned, dropping the notebook onto the table and beginning to fill two plastic plates. "Can't get enough on one," he explained, turning to pour a very full glass of red wine. "Want one?"

She shook her head. "No… thanks..."

He nodded, slurping half the glass then filling it again. He devoured a sandwich in a single second, impervious to indigestion problems as he slipped another into his mouth. "You're with Practically Poker?" he asked, managing to miss her clothes with the crumbs that spat from his mouth.

"No… Yes…" she hesitantly said. "I… mean… I do some promotional work for them."

"Great," he told her, taking hold of her arm. He conspiratorially pulled her a few feet further away from the others who were making their way to the table. His wine and plates went with him. "How d'you like to make yourself a few dollars?" he asked with a knowing wink.

Her wide eyes stared at him. Surely he wasn't propositioning her? Did she look that cheap?

"Just for a little information," he clarified.

The sudden tightness in her chest eased. Of course she didn't look available. In the high-necked red top and low-rise blue jeans, she looked like a tourist, albeit a sexy one at that. "In… information?"

"Good wine, this," he grinned, swallowing the contents of his glass and returning to collect the bottle and bring it over to the end of the table where they stood. "They know how to put on a spread, these people."

"I'm not interested—" she began, only to be stopped by his next words.

"Anyway," his voice lowered as he glanced at the people now helping themselves to the food. He may have found himself a contact and he wasn't willing to share. "We're doing a piece on the two English lovers. You guys must have the inside story, you always do. I'll pay for anything you can give us. Easy money," he nodded. "Not to be sniffed at!"

Rosie shook her head. Too violently, too quickly. "They're… they're not lovers…" she gasped.

The older guy laughed, slurping the rest of his second glass of wine and instantly refilling it. "Baloney!" he told her, stuffing a sausage roll into his mouth. "Is that what they've told you to say?"

"No… no…"

The newspaper hack laughed again. This time her clothes weren't so lucky. "Damn, sorry," he grinned, reaching out to wipe the crumbs from her red top.

She took a step back. She'd had enough of being pawed by men. Adding this disgusting old guy to the list wasn't going to happen.

"Hell, Mr. Smooth over there already said in his speech they're as close as its possible to be," he continued, returning his hands to the remaining food on his plate. There wasn't much. "We know all about it!" His stale breath hit her as he leant in more closely. "Got lots of sources on that," he confidently told her. They're lovers all right! Hey, where're you going?"

"Sick…" Rosie gasped. "Feel sick…"

The way the colour had drained from her face confirmed her words. It was true? Daniel was just another Charlie? Carly was right? He was just another deadbeat poker player who messed around with other women?

The hand grasping her gut tightened its grip.

The newspaperman gazed for a few seconds at her fleeing figure, and then looked down at his empty plates. Damn. Maybe more wine would help mitigate the dodgy food he'd just eaten?

***

"Hey," Rachal greeted Kay. Just hearing her voice at the other end of the phone sent a tingle through her. Made her think of tonight's party. It was like being invited to an orgy. Drink, drugs, strippers, sex. Her body shivered in anticipation. The other emotion was fear. Kay wasn't going to like her news.

"How's Miami?" she asked, trying to put off the inevitable.

"The same as it always is, darling," the voice laughed down the line. "But how did last night go?" she asked.

"Last night… and this morning, too," the mocha-skinned beauty told her. "Jimmy and I've just got back to our apartment. Once she got into it, that babe is wild, fucking wild."

"Great! I have a deal in place for three movies, shooting in three months. I want you in them, Rach, but I need Lauren in them, too. I've promised the backers a new face who'll blow their minds away."

"It's not going to happen," Rachal's soft voice hesitantly answered. Her sigh indicated her apprehension at imparting the news. "I quizzed her on it a few times last night, Kay. The stupid girl is adamant she won't do anything to hurt her sister's career."

Kay felt the anger rising through her slender body. After all the time, effort and money she'd invested in the blonde, she had the nerve to turn her down!?! She'd been sure that a dose of Rachal and Jimmy would win her over. The fucking bitch! She'd have to find another woman from somewhere, and where would she get someone as hot as Lauren?

That question was secondary for the moment. She'd have three months to come up with an answer. The more urgent aspect right now was revenge. On Lauren and her sister. They'd fucked her up. It was only polite for her to do the same. And maybe make a bit of money at the same time?

Tonight's party would be the first step.

"I expected more from you, darling," her cold voice told her young accomplice. Suddenly, her tone softened. "But I understand. Okay, one step at a time. Give her a call later today, Rach. Make sure she'll be at the party tonight. And I want her sister there, too, okay?"

"Sure, Kay, of course."

The Agency Head's voice turned cold again. "And Rach, this time, don't let me down…"

***

"You okay, dear?" the older woman asked Rosie. Her alarmed eyes as she looked at Rosie told the redhead that her distressed face must be all too obvious. A glance in the mirror confirmed that.

She nodded. "Fine… thanks…"

Waiting until the washroom door closed behind the departing woman, she checked her face again. God, she looked rough. The cold water she splashed on her face made no difference. The anguish was on the inside, not the outside.

Perhaps she was overreacting? The phone call from Carly had spooked her. If Eddie were setting the loan sharks loose, she'd need to get out of Vegas and fast. But where? Wherever she went, they'd find her. She'd have to meet the club owner again, reach some sort of agreement with him to repay her debt. Charlie's fucking debt!!

The thought was almost as terrifying as the loan sharks. The snarling look of rage on his face that last time reappeared in front of her. Oh, God! How stupid was she, thinking that walking out of Midnight Hot would solve her problems!?! Of course, Big Eddie would want what was due to him.

Maybe those thoughts were magnifying her concerns over Daniel and Holly? With him, she could do anything, conquer any problem, and resolve any difficulty. Without him—

She ran some water over her face again. It helped this time. Feeling calmer, she placed her palms face down on the dark countertop and looked at herself in the mirror. Daniel was genuine. Every instinct in her body told her that. Yet, there was something that didn't add up. Because of what Carly had suggested? Or was it as a result of her conversation with the newspaper guy? No, it was more than that...

Daniel had been nervous when she'd asked about him and Holly. There'd been a look in his eyes. It was telling her something!

"Are you okay, Rosie?"

The redhead jerked around. She'd been too preoccupied with her thoughts to hear anyone enter. It was her! The blonde. Holly...

The blonde smiled inwardly as Rosie pulled herself to her full height. She was proud, this one. Unwilling to come over as weak, confused. It was an admirable trait. Daniel had good taste.

"I'm fine, Holly," the redhead responded, making her voice sound as confident as she could. Maybe she could clear everything up here and now? "Just a little puzzled. Maybe you can help me?"

"I hope so," the blonde answered with a sympathetic smile. She gently eased her way across the washroom towards her, as if scared any sudden movement would spook the redhead. It was important Rosie realised she was on her side. On her and Daniel's sides.

Rosie felt her chest tighten. This was a seriously good-looking woman. Holly's breasts swayed gently underneath the thin black top as she walked. And what breasts! The woman was a turn on, no doubt about that. Although she'd drawn her hair into that tight ponytail, there was no mistaking how attractive she was. And those lips…

God, what was she thinking?

Holly pulled herself up on the countertop next to the redhead. "You and Daniel care a lot for each other, don't you?" she softly said, shuffling her bottom to become more comfortable. Her dark eyes smiled warmly into the attractive redhead's. "He and I haven't known each other long, but he's a good friend. I hope we can be too, Rosie."

"You and Daniel…" Rosie began, her eyes flickering across the attractive figure. She wondered how to take this forward, then decided to just blurt it out. She had to know. "That's it, then. You're just friends?"

Holly's only immediate change of expression was the raised eyebrow. Then the corners of her full lips turned up, as if in sympathy. "Why do you doubt it, Rosie? Daniel's told you that, hasn't he?"

"Because of the newspaper article," the redhead answered, her voice sharp and tense. Her green eyes covered every expression on the blonde's face—if there were something there, she'd find it.

"It was made up," Holly answered, sweeping her hair over her shoulder.

"And that reporter who's just spoken to me," Rosie added. "He told me he has evidence that the two of you are lovers. What I need to know is why Daniel would keep that from me?"

There was something in the blonde's eyes. You needed to look closely. Only a woman could tell. Only a woman in love could tell. Was this why everything hurt so much—because she'd fallen in love with the Englishman?

"Rosie—" Holly began.

There! It was there! Something in those eyes. A flicker. Hidden as quickly as it appeared, but there all the same.

"Holly, I know," she lied, hoping to provoke an answer. "If you want us to be friends, then please be truthful with me. No more lies. If Daniel cares so much for me, why does he want to hide things?"

The blonde slipped down from the counter. Her brown eyes smiled at the redhead, sending out signals of empathy, of warmth. Rosie needed the truth. She owed her that. Besides, once she was aware of the nature of her and Daniel's 'one-off,' Rosie would understand. That would allow the two of them to get on with their relationship.

"That's why, you silly girl," she said, reaching out to hold Rosie's shoulders as she spoke. The look of concern on her face showed how much she wanted to make this right. "Because he does care for you so much! He doesn't want anything to get in the way of that. Daniel and I have been together once only, Rosie. Before he became involved with you. He needed some comfort after Grace and—"

The redhead took a step back, then another. It was true, after all! Didn't anyone understand? It wasn't the fact that Daniel had fucked Holly. For God's sake, she'd been with enough men. That wasn't the point! He'd hid it from her, even when she'd asked him outright. And however well meaning Holly was, she'd just confirmed that.

"He lied," she said, her eyes instantly filling with tears. "He lied—"

Turning on her heels, she ran towards the door.

"Rosie—" Holly shouted. It was too late.

***

"Penny for them?" Carly asked, leaning in the doorframe.

The gangster looked up. She'd caught him lost in thought, thinking of Samuel Smith and ways to get even. He hadn't even heard her approach his office. Instantly, he realised why he'd ordered her there.

One hand on her hip, head tantalisingly cocked to one side, she was sex on legs. His eyes swept down to the black, skin-tight jeans that hung low on her slender hips. Then up to the white tee shirt. Her braless breasts pushed against the material, her dark areola and hard nipples visible against the thin cotton.

"Thinking about that bastard, Smith," he told her. "He called me earlier. Had the nerve to offer to buy me out. Can you believe that?"

"Yeah," she said. Samuel had the nerve for anything.

"What?"

"He… he has the nerve for anything," she said, recovering her slip, "From what you've told me. Tell you what, Eddie… once I've delivered Rosie back to you, why don't you and I think of ways we can get even with him?"

"You've found her?" he asked, sitting forward and planting with elbows on his desk. The way he rung his hands together was as if he was anticipating a delicious meal that had just been placed in front of him.

"Seeing her later," Carly grinned. She liked the redhead. But like everyone else in her life, she was purely a means to helping Carly get what she wanted. Another stepping-stone. Rosie was walking right into her trap. She just had to dig the knife in about her boyfriend. She'd think of something when she had her under her control. That would start when she had her working back at the club. At tonight's party. Even better, it had been some time since she'd enjoyed a woman's body. Rosie's was perfect.

"But listen, Eddie," she told him. Her voice was firm but that was okay. He listened to her now. "No losing your temper with her. We break her in gently, make her feel wanted. I'll position tonight's party with her before we get here. That'll be her first step to paying you back."

"Fucking bitch, running out on me," he growled.

Carly ignored the threatening tone. "Listen, Eddie. I'm giving you the chance of getting your money back. You growl at her and she'll run again."

The gangster paused. This woman always talked sense. She always looked fucking hot, too. "Okay, okay. I hear ya…"

Smiling, Carly waltzed into the room, circling the desk and allowing his eyes to feast. They homed in on her breasts, pushing so provocatively against that thin top. Swinging her body around, his gaze dropped to the dimples of her lower back, to the tattoo of the snake appearing above her jeans.

Head grinning at him over her shoulder, she swung from one foot to the other, her taut buttocks dancing before his eyes. The poor bastard couldn't tear his gaze away. She had him…



"I understand you need some inspiration?" she asked, swinging back to face him. With a provocative smile, she yanked the tee shirt over her head. Her pear shaped breasts danced sublimely before settling.

He licked his lips. She smiled. Sex was on his mind. Hers, too. Her hands rose to cup her breasts. "Want them?" she asked, rolling her eyes as he adjusted his position in the large chair and began to unzip his trousers.

"You have no idea," he growled, fishing his lengthening cock from his pants. "Shut that door and come here, baby."

Carly walked to the door, and then hesitated. "Let's leave the door open," she told him, turning back as she unzipped and somehow dragged off her tight jeans. Big Eddie's eyes widened when he saw she wasn't wearing underwear. "I love danger, don't you?"

If anyone came up the stairs to his office, they'd see the two of them. That made the whole experience hotter for the spiky haired seductress. She didn't give him time to object. In four short strides, she'd crossed the office and slid to her knees. Since receiving Eddie's phone call, her body had been moist. She loved that. The anticipation of sex. She adored being in control, manipulating the next sucker to her will.

It kept her almost constantly horny.

"Oh yes, like that," he groaned, burying his hand in her spiky hair as her mouth slithered downwards and sheathed her target.

She took it slowly at first, licking along both sides of his hard length. Pausing for a second, she glanced upwards, the string of saliva between her lips and his cock slowly thinning until it dropped away. "What made you ring me, baby," she asked, her dark eyes teasingly staring into his. "You needed your Carly fix?"

"Too fucking right," he agreed, his words a throaty growl that reverberated around the room. This was the start of moving forward. The slut between his legs was right—she could help him get one over on that bastard Smith. He'd soon be on top of things again. "You and I are gonna go places, girl. Play your cards right and Eddie will take care of you."

"Mmmm," she murmured, deep throating him before pulling away. "I like that. You're gonna be top dog, baby? Carly likes top dogs."

He gasped when she took him deep in her throat again, throwing his head backwards as he fought of an imminent orgasm. Damn, she was good.

She helped his struggle by pulling away. She didn't want him cumming too soon. She needed satisfaction, too. "Gonna get rid of the opposition, baby?" she asked, swinging around and leaning forward over his desk. She wriggled her ass, telling him that her derrière was all his if he wanted.

"Too fucking right," he told her, his words a growl as he stood up and traced the snake tattoo downwards with his fingertips. When he reached her the snake's tongue that disappeared between her cheeks, he jammed his thumb inside her ass. "This is what I'll do to that bastard Samuel Smith," he grunted. "I'll fuck him over. The bastard better be prepared for what's coming to him."

He was knuckle deep, and expected her to flinch. Instead, the sexy little bitch snarled her delight, rotating her ass on his thumb and growling her approval. "Oh yes, baby," she snarled. "Want Carly's ass, Eddie? It's all yours! Tell me what you're gonna do to him, Eddie. Tell me while you fuck your little slut."

His thumb withdrew, replaced almost instantly by the tip of his cock "Uhn!" she moaned as he pushed himself an inch or two inside. She tightened her fingers around the edge of the desk. "Yesss… so fucking good!"

She drew a half breath before he pushed again, and again. He was halfway inside, then three quarter's of the way. "This is how I'm gonna fuck that bastard Smith," he snarled as he slid back and then lunged into her again, harder than the first.

"Oh, yeah, Eddie," she huffed, as his driving hips picked up speed. The desk creaked in protest. "What… are… you gonna do… baby?"

"I'll work it out," he growled, his eyes narrowing as the tightness of her ass closed around his manhood. "Geez…!"

"God, yes," she moaned, resting her head as far forward on the desk as she could. She lifted up on the balls of her feet, pushing her ass up higher as he fucked her. "Yes, Eddie, fuck your bitch!"

"Too fucking right," he snarled again, feeling his balls begin to tighten. "No one fucks with Big Eddie. When it's time, I won't need to worry about that bastard anymore! He'll be gone…"

He pushed down on the small of her back, shoving her flat on the desk as he went for broke.

Carly began to growl. "Ohgodohfuckohgod!" she cried, struggling to catch her breath. How long was it since she'd been assfucked? She'd forgotten what she'd been missing…

"Like that baby," he growled, driving into her. His eyes closed, attempting to delay the exquisite moment of release for as long as he could. His release was teetering on the edge of a knife. "Oh Goddd!"

"Oh Goddd!" she repeated, somehow manoeuvring a hand down between her thighs to allow her fingers to strum across her clit.

She came at precisely the moment his cock went off in her buttery cavity. His world was bathed in a red haze—hers in a series of psychedelic colours. Her body jolted in great, exaggerated ripples with the force of her climax. Each hot spurt of cum that invaded her ass brought another low howl.

Eventually, he pulled himself free with a fleshy pop. "For fuck's sake, Carly," he grunted, his pumping heart working overtime. "You're something else. Keep this up and you'll be the death of me!"

She slowly swung around and pulled him into a long kiss. Then her hands were playfully tugging on his goatee as she smiled deeply into his eyes. "You'd better believe it, Eddie!"

***

The fifty players remaining at the start of day four were all dreaming of Main Event glory. All except for one. Daniel was still reeling. Holly had related her conversation in the washroom. That explained why Rosie had walked over to him, handed him the watch he'd just bought, and left.

You lied, she'd said.

Since then, she hadn't answered a single one of his calls.

He'd been shocked and instead of stopping her, had watched his girlfriend leave. After twenty minutes of brooding, he'd left the Rio and travelled to Midnight Hot. He'd miss the start of day four, but so what?

She hadn't been there, of course. Not that he'd expected her to be. The barman said they hadn't seen her since she'd walked out. He knew that anyway. But he had nowhere else to search. Yes, she had an apartment, but he had no idea where that was. Carly was her friend, but he didn't have her number. He was lost…

Right now, all he wanted was an opportunity to explain everything. To make things right again. Why the hell hadn't he just told her about having sex with Holly? Explain the circumstances. She would have understood. It wasn't the sex that was a problem. It was the lie she couldn't accept.

Returning to the Rio, he was an hour late for the start of play. A few blinds had gone. And now he was trapped in a room with fifty other competitors, playing in the most important poker event in the world. He couldn't have cared less. His mobile phone was at his side—if only it would ring!

Holly headed over to him. "Any luck?" she asked, though his glum face told her the answer. "I'm so sorry," she added. "This is my fault."

Daniel sadly shook his head. His eyes were firm as he looked into hers. "No, Holly, it isn't. It's my fault. All I had to do was to explain things and I didn't. I still don't know why, but I didn't. The fault's all mine."

"What next?"

The crinkly haired Englishman shrugged his shoulders. "I don't know where else to look, Holly. I've just got to wait until she contacts me again."

"She will," Holly told him, though she was far from sure. Her hand softly rubbed Daniel's arm. "Listen, you've got a poker tournament to play. And it will take your mind off things. Just focus on what you have to do. The phone will ring when it rings. Don't throw this away…"

He nodded, but his deep sigh indicated otherwise. Running a hand through his hair, he glanced around, listened to the noise. Despite Holly's wise words, he just didn't want to be there.

"Look at your table," she urged. "Three pros."

His eyes wandered across to them—the delightful duo of Gavin Smith and Humberto Brenes, and the brash and dislikeable Josh Arieh. It was being called the year of the professional. There were considerably more pros in contention at this stage than there'd ever been since the Chris Moneymaker revolution. "So…?" he asked.

"So, they'll eat you up if you don't snap out of it. Look Daniel, if you fuck up and Rosie calls you later, you'll feel like a complete idiot. Push this to the back of your mind. Get on your game. Fuck, you don't want one of the last girls in contention to beat you, do you? I'm here to win this thing. So are you!" She dropped her sunglasses back over her eyes. "Okay, I'm heading back to my table to kick ass. Let's see you kick some, too…"

***

"Hey, girl," Grace greeted her sister, kicking the door to their suite closed behind her. "How's it going?"

Lauren's wide beam answered for her. The blonde was tucking into the soup and sandwiches she'd ordered from room service. "Goin' great," she murmured, jumping up from her seat beside the window and giving her sister a warm hug. "Here, I got some wine, too," she said, pouring and handing her sister a glass.

"Shit," Grace groaned, looking around the room. "I see you haven't done any tidying up. What the hell did you and Rach get up to last night?"

Lauren let out a delightful gurgle. "If you think this is a mess," she told her sister with a mischievous smile. "Wait until you see the bedroom!"

"Mmmm," Grace grinned, flopping down on the couch and taking a long gulp of her drink. "I so needed that," she said, holding out her glass for a refill. "So—a successful night, little sister? Spit it out…"

Lauren's eyes betrayed her child-like excitement. "I can't explain, Grace," she said, topping up her sister's glass. "I'm no innocent, but I did things since coming to Vegas that I've never previously done."

Her older sister laughed. "You're certainly no innocent, Lauren."

"True," Lauren chuckled. "But I've really pushed the boundaries, Grace. And the thing is, I want more. More experiences!"

Grace nodded, waving her glass in the air. She flopped back so that her feet could reach across to the top of the ottoman. "So…" she said, enjoying the wine. "This Rachal was everything you expected? Why didn't you keep her here for me to test drive? I cudda joined in! That's selfish, sis—"

Lauren felt a shudder pass through her. Rachal and Grace—now that would be an interesting threesome. There'd always been something about her sister's body—

Shaking her head to throw away the thought, she brought the bottle across and topped up both glasses. When she sat beside Grace, her sister saw that there was something else.

"What?"

Lauren pulled a mischievous face. "It wasn't just me and Rach…"

"What?" Grace repeated, almost spitting out the drink she'd just taken. "She brought a friend? Who? Don't tell me it was Kay? That woman is seriously sexy!"

"Not a woman," Lauren quickly explained, raising her eyebrows and wiggling them suggestively. "Her boyfriend."

"The other model?"

"Um-hum!" The smile on the blonde's face couldn't get any bigger. She looked like a kid who'd been given every Christmas present she could possibly have wished for.

"And… they stayed the night?" Grace asked, a sparkle in her almond coloured eyes. When Lauren winked, she threw her head back and guffawed. "Hell, girl, you got one up on me."

"It was incredible," Lauren enthused, standing up and twirling in an exuberant circle of joy before flopping back down again. "I have to tell you all about it. But how was Lisa?"

"How was Lisa?" her elder sister bellowed. "That woman has more tricks up her sleeve than a Kama Sutra instructress!"

Lauren threw her arms around her sister's neck and the two women collapsed in laughter. "I want to hear more," she said into Grace's neck, tears running down her cheek. "Kama Sutra instructress—I've found my true vocation. That's what I want to be!"

"Don't worry," Grace stuttered, her thumbs wiping away Lauren's tears of laughter, before she attended to her own. "I'll give you all the details. But let me have a pee first, sis. I'm desperate."

"You seeing Lisa again tonight?" Lauren asked as she unravelled herself.

"Yeah," Grace answered, heading towards the bathroom. "Why?" she asked with a sultry smile. "Does my little sister wanna join us?"

Do I ever, Lauren thought. Yes, please! answered. "It's not that," she settled for saying, "Kay's holding a party tonight. In celebration of the shoot. She wants you to come, too. From what Rach told me last night, it should be wild…"

Grace paused at the bathroom door. "Wild? And a chance to meet this Rach! I tell you what, little sis. I'll give Lisa a call. How about both of us coming along with you?"

Lauren's blue eyes sparkled their delight. "Really? That would be fantastic, Grace. Hey," she added with a wicked smile. "Maybe you and I could swap Rach and Lisa for a while? Try them out? What d'you think?"

"I think you're turning into a sex fiend," Grace grinned, hurrying into the bathroom. "But you know what, little sister?" her laughing voice shouted through the open door. "A foursome might be fun…"

***

The amateur from Ohio had controlled the early action. His chip stack was so superior to the others that even the three pros were staying out of his way. His strategy was to play just about every hand from the start, making big raises irrespective of the cards he was being dealt. It was powerful big-stack poker—stealing blinds, punishing raises. For a while it seemed that the table was unable or unwilling to prevent his march to glory.

Had Daniel been given any sort of hand, he would have pushed in against the golden haired man. Double up or get out. Despite Holly's supportive words, he had no intention of grinding through a long day. Besides, as soon as Rosie called, he was outta there.

But the cards hadn't come. Without them, he had no opportunity to be aggressive, not unless he had a suicide wish. These guys were just too good.

Approaching the first break, pocket Queens gave him the opportunity he'd been craving. With the chip leader to his left, he simply called, waiting for the inevitable raise. It was five times the big blind. Perfect. Daniel pushed all in when the play got back to him.

The man from Ohio grinned. "Trapping, huh?" he gently said. "Okay, I'm here to play. I call."

When he flipped over Jack-five, laughter ran around the table. "Man, I wish you'd play like that against me," Josh Arieh aggressively sighed. "You wouldn't last five minutes, man."

The flop was okay, but with Three-Five-Eight showing, it gave the chip leader some outs.

When the Jack hit the turn, the whooooshing noise that began at the table ran around the entire playing area. All the other players cared about was that another competitor was about to be knocked out. The bad-beat nature of Daniel's demise was irrelevant.

"Man, I'm on a roll," Willson barked, shaking his head.

Daniel sighed. As much as he'd begun with a feeling of not caring, to go out in this way was still hard to take. He'd have been better sticking everything in with whatever he'd had in the first hand of the day. At least he'd have saved himself a few hours irritation.

Standing up in time-honoured tradition, his chair squeaked on the floor as the back of his legs pushed it away. Then Holly was by his side, crossing her hands under her chin as if in prayer. "Pair the board," she repeated over and over under her breath, "Pair the board…"

The eight of spades on the river sent another sound flying around the room. This one was a gasp of disbelief. She'd got her wish.

Doubling up took Daniel from the bottom half of the field into the middle. Another double up would actually put him in contention! Maybe his good fortune would transfer to the phone? With a grateful grin to Holly, he picked up his mobile and moved away from the table. Rosie didn't answer. How many times was that?

With King-Jack of diamonds in the next hand, his aggressive raise was as much a result of his inability to contact his girlfriend as anything to do with his hand. Or was that his ex-girlfriend? Giving him back the watch seemed so final…

Willson called. "We meet again," the man from Ohio smiled.

The flop of Seven-Eight-Nine was no help at all. Not even a single diamond.

Adrenalin flowing, Daniel bet the pot. That would be enough to force the chip leader into folding—unless he had something. If so, Daniel would be in danger of returning the chips he'd won to the confident, golden haired man.

Unfortunately, Willson wasn't going anywhere. He made the call with all the confidence he'd shown since the start of play. Damn.

The turn was a six. Straight draw.

It was unlikely Willson had the five or ten, but with his loose play, the Englishman couldn't be certain. More likely he had a pocket pair, or Big Slick or Ace-Queen.

Daniel thought long and hard. Maybe he should make another small bet, to find out where he was? The problem was the size of Willson's chip stack. He'd be bound to at least call another small bet, no matter what he had. And then he'd be pot committed on the river.

The Englishman only had two options. The first was to check. He chose the second and pushed all in. Stupid. Foolhardy. But he did it all the same.

"What the hell," he heard Willson say. Daniel looked up to meet his opponent's stare. The man from Ohio slowly counted out the chips needed for the call and made a move to push them into the middle. Damn, damn, damn! He had his straight!

But the move was a feint. Designed to produce a reaction. In normal circumstances, he might have got one. But Daniel felt so blasé about whether he stayed or went—he was motionless.

Not getting the reaction he wanted, Willson sat back. He placed his hands on the back of his neck and continued to stare at the Englishman. Daniel's gaze held steady. Eventually, Wilson checked his hole cards again and casually tossed them into the middle, displaying pocket threes.

"I guess you hit the straight," he smiled.

Daniel turned over his King-Jack. The gasp around the table felt comforting. Two double ups in succession. Maybe he actually did have a chance of winning this damn thing?

Okay, start again. Park Rosie to the back of your mind like Holly suggested. For the time being. And play some poker…

***

"Geez, you look bad," the spiky haired brunette said, pushing up out of her chair to embrace the redhead. "Here, sit down, honey."

Rosie accepted the seat. She'd cried so much on the way to their meeting, she'd had to find a washroom to compose herself and freshen up. Then she'd been caught in the middle of that damn rain.

"I got you a cappuccino," the spiky haired woman told her, watching Rosie shake. "But you look like you could do with something stronger. Eddie's really got you scared, hasn't he, honey?"

"It's not that," Rosie said, then corrected herself. "Not just that, Carly. It's Daniel…"

Every nerve in Carly's body tingled. This sounded great news. If the couple had quarrelled, Rosie was falling into her arms. Not to mention her bed. "What's happened?" she breathlessly asked.

"We're finished, Carly…"

The spiky haired woman watched carefully as Rosie fought back the tears. Bingo! She was instantly on her feet, her hands pulling Rosie up with her. "Look at you," she sympathetically said. "Wet and miserable. Come on, we're leaving."



"Where to?" the trembling redhead asked. She wasn't in any condition to face Big Eddie. Not yet.

"Don't worry, not the club," Carly reassured her. "My place. It's not too far. Get you dry and a proper drink inside you. You can tell me what's happened on the way."

***

Late afternoon, and Holly felt calm, despite her appalling run of cards. And every one of her moves had been picked off. Her chip stack was gradually being eroded, but one hand could turn that around. And so near to the biggest prize in poker, she was prepared to wait for that hand.

By one of those curious twists of fate, when it arrived it featured a clash with the only other remaining female. The black haired Crystal Gazes was enjoying the tournament of her life. Reaching this stage had exceeded her wildest dreams. And brought the dark eyed beauty a bucketful of publicity.

One off the button, the female professional made a big bet. Holly had seen the dark haired woman make a similar move on several occasions. It had usually worked, taking the pot there and then.

Eight-Seven suited was the blonde's ideal hand in the circumstances. If she hit, she could break her. She called.

Behind their sunglasses, both women's eyes were locked on each other. It was Crystal who began the aggressive banter. "Protecting your blind, honey?"

"Trying to, Crystal. Trying to."

The brunette gave a small snort, her lips smiling as she spoke. "Don't overstretch yourself, honey. We girls have to stick together."

Holly gave a soft smile as she leant slightly forward. "Want to check it down?"

The dark haired beauty's mouth creased into a small smile as she gave a soft chuckle. "With this hand? Don't think I'll be able to do that, honey."

Two Swedish players at the far end of the table laughed. The younger one nudged the other and spoke to the table. "Don't you just love it when two women go head to head?"

The other let out a low growling noise and the rest of the table laughed along with them. Holly had no interest in the banter. Her eyes were fixed on Crystal's face. There wasn't much to see behind the shades.

It was one of those flops poker player's dream of. Six-Five-Four.

Not only had Holly flopped a straight, the two clubs gave her a flush draw. Her check was intended to entice a bet, but Crystal surprised her by lightly tapping her index finger on the green baize behind her.

No continuation bet? That was unusual…

Holly reasoned that the flopped Jack of hearts was no help to Crystal. The pro would assume the same with her. If she made a small bet, the dark haired woman might believe she was trying to steal. It worked.

"All-in," her opponent responded.

When Holly immediately called and flipped over her hand, Crystal raised her sunglasses. Peering across the table at her opponent's hand, she grimaced as if she'd been slapped. "Pair the board," she told the dealer, turning over her pocket sixes.

Only quads or a full house would win the hand for the pro. She had eight outs. The dealer counted each chip stack and then recounted. By some strange quirk, they were identical. What were the odds on that? One woman would double up and the other would leave.

The volume of noise around the table and the nearby rail was deafening.

Holly ignored it all. She rested her sunglasses on the top of her wavy, blonde hair, and ruefully smiled at her opponent. The good-natured Gazes returned the smile, the shrug of her shoulders indicating that fate would determine the winner.

Fate brought the prettiest card in the deck. Holly could just imagine Norman Chad's comments in the commentary booth.

The brunette slowly collected her belongings and walked around the table, pulling Holly into a bear hug. "I wish it had gone my way," the brunette softly whispered as she pulled away. "But not as much," she added with a wry grin, "as I wish I had tits like those."

***

Carly looked up as Rosie emerged from the bathroom. After sleeping for a couple of hours, it looked like the shower had refreshed the redhead. Her loose, wet red hair was messy from the quick towel drying. Even with a short robe over her lingerie, she looked mouth-watering.

Carly had stripped to her underwear, too, as if it was the most natural thing in the world. She knew how good her body looked in the skimpy cream lingerie. The redhead wouldn't be able to resist looking, either.

Rosie's head whipped round as she sniffed in the noxious odour of blueberry headies. The brunette ignored her look of alarm, taking another drag from the joint.

"Carly…" Rosie gasped.

The sexy woman laughed. "It's only a little weed," she casually responded, turning away and sauntering over to the sofa. The brunette could feel Rosie's eyes on her round buttocks, barely concealed by the tiny thong.

"I know what it is," Rosie responded. "It's a bit early in the day, isn't it?"

Carly gave another laugh, louder this time. She adjusted her bra as she flopped down in a plush chair. "Rosie, you've just had a nap. It's early evening! Besides, it's harmless. It helps me relax. And it's not for me. I lit it for you. We need to get that tension out of your body, honey." She walked over to the redhead and slipped the joint between her lips.

Rosie only hesitated a second. Maybe this was just what she needed to settle her down? She took a long drag at the marijuana cigarette, the thick smoke hesitantly curling out from between her wonderfully full lips.

"Feel it?" Carly asked.

A confused look ran across the redhead's face as she closed her eyes. "I don't think so. Maybe?" she pondered, taking another drag and releasing the smoke through her nostrils. "Carly, I'm so mixed up."

"I know, honey, I know," the spiky haired woman agreed, trailing her fingers along Rosie's forearm. "The weed will help, believe me."

She studied the redhead. If ever there was a face made for the covers of a glossy magazine, this was it. Those high cheekbones, the large green eyes and full, kissable lips. And of course, those delectable freckles. This seduction was going to be fun!

Suddenly, Rosie's green eyes glazed over. She practically moaned as the sensation hit her. "You're right, Carly… Very relaxing…"

Carly smiled. "Be careful. It's powerful if you're not used to it."

The redhead's eyes were already gleaming from the sensations sweeping through her. Her head fell to one side, like a naughty child looking at her mother. "'S good…"

Carly grinned. Time to take advantage. "Okay," she said, abruptly standing up. "That's step one of the relaxation. Here, take that robe off, a little massage oil can work wonders."

Rosie's hands immediately went to her belt. That was a good sign.

"Wait," Carly purred. "Come back to the bedroom. If you lie on the bed again, I can do you properly." She casually waved the bottle of oil in the air as she walked. When the redhead made no objection and meekly followed, she knew it wouldn't be long.

The small bedroom had a perfect view out over the placid desert landscape. All signs of the earlier rain showers were gone. The sun was already making its way toward the distant mountains as evening drew in.

"So beautiful," Rosie whispered to herself, momentarily getting lost in the heady sensations of the marijuana. When she felt Carly's warmth behind her, she turned and smiled at the brunette.

"It is, isn't it?" the spiky haired woman agreed. "I love this place." She turned, casually brushing up against the voluptuous redhead. They were about the same height in heels, and all of a sudden, she was presented with those supple, wet looking lips. Rosie gasped, her green eyes growing wide. Surely Carly wasn't going to make a move on her?

"On the bed," the brunette ordered huskily, holding the bottle of oil up between them. There will be plenty of time for that soon, she thought wickedly.

Rosie laid on her stomach on the king sized bed, still crumpled from her earlier nap. When Carly dripped oil across her shapely back, the purr of contentment told the spiky haired woman this was going to be easier than she thought. Gently caressing the lotion into the soft skin, when she unhooked the red bra straps, it seemed a perfectly normal thing to do.

"You did the right thing walking out on Daniel," Carly whispered as she worked her fingers along the girl's freckled flesh. "He lied to you, honey. Like Charlie. Men! There're all the same."

"I thought he was different," Rosie answered, looking for somewhere to put the half smoked joint.

"Finish it," Carly told her, digging her fingers into the supple flesh. "No… he wasn't," she added. "And in a way, it makes things easier."

"Easier?" Rosie asked, a little uneasily, as she took another drag. It brought a haziness inside her that dulled other sensations. Made things better. Carly worked down her back, brushing right up against the red scrap of material that didn't cover much of her tight ass. That felt wonderful.

"Mmm-hmm. If we get Big Eddie to give you your job back, that'll keep the loan sharks off your back, honey," she told her, keeping the girl's mind off what she was actually doing.

"My job back?"

"Absolutely," Carly responded, her voice firm, like she had all the answers. "I've seen what those loan sharks can do, Rosie. You don't want to go there…"

"Oh, God," the redhead groaned, her body immediately beginning to tense.

"No, no, honey," Carly's voice soothed her tone reassuring. "I have everything under control. Take another drag. Go on…"

Rosie did as she was told, taking a long drag at the joint. The smoke curled out from her full lips and through her nostrils. The weed did help. There was no doubt about that.

***

There were twenty-three players remaining when they took the evening dinner break. Holly had sought Daniel out, just as she had at each previous break. He appreciated her concern. She knew he was hurting, and didn't force the conversation. Just made sure he knew she was there for him.

"Still going strong?" she murmured, with a concerned smile.

He pushed a hand through his crinkly hair. "Cruising," he grinned. "Getting enough hands to keep me ticking over. You?"

"All's back on track after that shaky start," she told him. "Picked up a couple of pots late on that've put me in a strong position. Let's see what Norm has to say."

The diminutive commentator was rushing across towards them. "Great going, you two," he squeaked in that way of his. "Looking strong."

"How strong?" Holly asked.

The small man grinned at them. "Your chip stack is fifth highest, doll. Daniel, you're eighth."

Holly grimaced. "Doll?"

Chad shrugged. "Just a figure of speech. I called all on my wives that."

"Ex-wives," Holly corrected. "Now I know why!"

"Good for you. But the point is that if you both keep your heads, the final table is within reach."

"Yeah," she hesitantly agreed. "But there's still a long way to go. What d'you think?"

It took Daniel a few seconds to realise he was being spoken too. Both Holly and Chad were looking at him. He dragged his thoughts back from Rosie. "What was that?" he asked with an embarrassed smile.

"We were saying it needs total concentration from here," she joked.

"Yeah," he laughed. "Shouldn't be a problem, should it?"

***

Carly dropped her head to breathe into Rosie's ears. "I've already spoken to Eddie, honey. What's happened is no longer a problem. All he wants his money back."

"But… I don't have it…"

"I know, honey. That's why you've got to go back there. Work it off. With Daniel cheating on you, lying to you, there's nothing to get in your way. Believe me, you'll pay him off in no time. You and I'll do some work together. That'll make it easier on you. Would you like that?"

"I'm not sure…" Rosie sighed.

"Sure you are," Carly insisted, picking up an ashtray. "Here, one final drag," she said, indicating the cigarette.

The redhead did as she was told, feeling the buzz spread further through.

"Good girl," Carly encouraged, moving the ashtray with the stubbed out joint to one side. "Here," she softly murmured, tugging the thong halfway down Rosie's thighs almost before the hazy girl realised.

"What…?"

"Shhh…" the brunette cooed as she pulled the garment off, exposing the wonderfully rounded buttocks of her young friend. The redhead's light tan was complete but for a small outline of paler skin in the shape of a tiny thong. She waited for an objection. There was none.

"There's no other option, honey," she continued. "Do you know how much time I've spent pleading your case to that bastard? I even had to fuck him to get him to agree. I did it for you, Rosie. Because I believe in you."

"For… for me?" Rosie asked, her head floating.

"Of course, I did," the spiky haired woman told her, smiling to herself. "We're good for one another honey, you know that." For a few minutes, she smoothly rubbed the lotion into Rosie's back, occasionally moving up to he shoulders and down to her waist.

"Carly," Rosie murmured, the stroking hands complimenting the marijuana in putting he completely at ease. "That was so good of you to do all that for me. Thank you!"

"No problem," Carly casually told her. "I told you, we're good for one another. You can think of how you'd like to pay me back. You'd like to do that, wouldn't you, Rosie? One good turn deserves another?"

"Oh, yes," the redhead dreamily agreed. "Anything."

"Good," the spiky haired woman grinned. "Tell me, how does that feel, honey?" she asked, lowering her hands across Rosie's wonderfully firm ass for the first time.

"Mmmm… wonderful. You have great hands," the redhead mewed.

"You have great skin for them," Carly whispered back, dribbling more oil onto the girl's near perfect buttocks. "Remember our first time on the dance floor?" she casually asked.

It took a few moments before the redhead answered. "Do I ever," she eventually confessed, her voice a low, dreamy whisper.

Carly rewarded the truthful answer by digging her hands into Rosie's taut asscheeks, bringing a low moan from her young friend.

She kept her voice matter of fact. "Relaxed you, didn't it? Sex is such a great way of relaxing, don't you think?"

The prone girl moaned softly under the caressing fingers. "Mmmmm."

Carly reached down and brushed a copper lock from the girl's eyes. A shiver passed through her as Rosie looked up at her. "Ever been with a woman?" she softly asked.

Rosie sat up enough that her full breasts lifted from the bed, giving her female friend an eyeful. She bit her lip before answering. "No."

Carly's fingertips, still on the side of Rosie's face, drew tiny circles along her soft jawbone. It was quite a thrill, taking the girl down a path from which there was no return. "But you enjoyed our dance?" she seductively whispered.

"Oh, yes" the redhead croaked.

"Made you feel good, didn't it?" Carly half asked, half assumed. Before the redhead could answer, she closed in for the kiss. Rosie moaned as their lips parted, their tongues dancing back and forth between their mouths.

"And you want to repay me for helping you?" Carly asked, pulling away a centimetre and breathing the words into the redhead's mouth.

Rosie nodded, lips parted, chest heaving, pussy on fire.

This was perfect. The woman had crossed the line. No doubt about that. Now that she had, Carly was determined to have her way. Their lips met once again as the spiky haired woman trailed her oily fingers down Rosie's back. She shifted down onto the bed next to the girl and followed the valley of her ass down between her legs. Rosie parted her thighs, hoisting her ass up off the bed to give Carly better access.

Carly pulled out of her kiss so she could watch the girl's sweet face. Her fingers strayed across the redhead's smooth, plump labial lips. Her panting turned into a moan. She was ready. Carly slid a finger, then a second, inside the sweet wetness.

"Uh," the redhead cried, widening her legs to allow her seductress more room. She humped back against the working hand as Carly watched her face twist and contort. She stretched her thumb to rest in the tight cleft between Rosie's cheeks, rimming her anus. The redhead let out a soft wail.

When her legs clamped together to better fuck Carly's fingers, the spiky haired woman smiled sensuously into the aroused green eyes staring back at her. They stayed that way, side by side, their gazes locked on one another as Carly increased the pace of her finger fucking.

"Roll onto your back," Carly ordered at last, needing to see the girl in all her naked perfection once again. She'd only had fleeting glimpses in the club's changing rooms.

Her fingers strayed along the girl's already wet folds. The redhead's aroused eyes closed as her body bucked back on her friend's hand. Carly licked the length of the girl's exposed neck, then trailed kisses down into her cleavage. The experienced woman lightly thumbed Rosie's clit as her lips closed over her swollen nipple. It was like setting off an explosion.

"Gah!" Rosie cried, arching her back to feed more of her jutting breast to her female lover. Carly's fingers hammered into the redhead's sodden folds that seemed to shudder around them.

It took some time for Rosie's eyes to flicker open. When they did, Carly held up her honey-juiced hand. Slowly and deliberately, she sucked the redhead's syrup from each of her fingers.

The eroticism of Carly's actions was just too much for the panting redhead. Her hips involuntarily bucked again as the second orgasm ran through her.

It was time for more reassurance. "I've made things right with Eddie for you, Rosie," Carly whispered, planting a soft kiss on the redhead's neck. "Everything's okay for you to go back to work again. No loan sharks."

Rosie nodded her relief, turning onto her back as Carly continued to nuzzle her neck. Her cloudy brain was slowly taking in the words. She nodded, her eyes still glazed with lust.

"We have a private party tonight. Just you and I. The first step to paying him back, becoming a free woman again."

"Private party…?"

"Mmmm," Carly's soothing voice continued. "Just you and I. So that I can look after you. You so want me to look after you, don't you, honey?"

"Yes," the redhead moaned, her body still reacting to the caressing fingers.

"Good," Carly continued, reaching behind her and unhooking her own bra. She undressed slowly, afraid of spooking the girl. "Now it's your chance to start to repay me…"

With that, she shimmied out of her tiny cream thong. Her heart was pounding. It was a huge turn on to be studied by someone as hot as Rosie. Especially when she knew what was coming next.

"Like what you see?" she asked, running her hands over her pear-like breasts, down across her flat stomach before resting between her legs.

Rosie nervously licked her lips, her eyes unsure. Carly turned the screw tighter. "Don't forget I had to fuck Big Eddie for you. Time to thank Carly for everything she's done…"

The leg she swung across the redhead signalled her intention. Her hands found Rosie's hair, pulling her head upwards as she lowered her clean-shaven mound. No encouragement was necessary. Rosie gave a sigh of arousal and gave in to the sensations running through her body. Daniel, the loan sharks, Big Eddie all faded from her mind.

Only the feeling of the marijuana remained. And the need to thank this woman, her good friend. She needed this, too, she realised. God, how she needed it! Her tongue willingly slipped out. For a second, Carly's knees threatened to buckle as she felt the girl's first, hesitant touch.

Following her instinct, Rosie used her mouth with the skill of someone much more experienced. The spiky haired woman growled as the hard tongue lapped across her wet sex. While Rosie's technique left a little to be desired, the fact that this was the redhead's first foray into girl-on-girl sex was quickly taking Carly to her own climax.



"Higher," she croaked, tugging Rosie's head a fraction upwards.

The redhead understood, her mouth seeking out the slippery clitoris.

As she took it between her lips, she looked up with a surge of arousal in her eyes. They asked Carly if she was doing this right and the brunette's answering growls were all the encouragement she needed.

She picked up the pace, licking, sucking, teasing. Her hands went to Carly's peach like ass, steadying the brunette as the spiky haired woman began to thrust back in rhythm with the flicking tongue.

Carly's grip on her hair tightened. She knew she couldn't hold out much longer. Apparently, so did Rosie.

She began to lick with an increasing ardour, pulling Carly down to her as the brunette ground her sex against her face. Her face was red with exertion. She was consumed by her need to take the spiky haired woman to orgasm.

Carly's growls grew and grew. She tightened her thighs around the redhead's face as she blew by the point-of-no-return. Rosie's willingness was mind-blowing. She humped the girl harder, her hands tightening in Rosie's silken hair. Her body stiffened. Her moan caught in her throat. She shook. Electricity surged. One shock after another ran through her. When her orgasm finally erupted, she made no attempt to stifle her screams.

***

"Well?" Grace asked, when Lauren emerged from the changing rooms. The Carolina Herrera exclusive store in the Forum was as impressive as it was expensive.

"Which do you think?" she asked Grace with a mischievous smile. "Which do you think I've chosen?"

"I know exactly which," her sister laughed, ignoring the green number in Lauren's left hand and nodding at the other.

"Exactly," her younger sister giggled. "The red one's ideal… I'm buying the red one."

"I knew it," the brunette laughed. "The dress looks perfect on you. So sexy, too! It shows more flesh than the other, so important when you're going to an orgy, don't you think?"

Both women laughed out loud.

"I love it," Lauren confirmed. "Besides, I had to come up with something special to compete with your purchase."

"Mmmm," Grace laughed. "We're two sexy bitches, right? Want some more good news?"

Lauren's large eyes stared at her sister. "More?"

Grace held up her mobile phone. "Lisa's a definite for tonight. And she's invited Samuel, too. I'm assuming that's okay?"

***

Holly saw Samuel Smith beaming at her even as she walked beside the guy carrying her chips across to her new seat assignment. Having to move tables was a pain, she was in a nice rhythm. "Hey, honey," his deep voice boomed. "I heard you were still in the tourney. How's it doing?"

"Mm-kay," she smiled at the African American. "I guess my luck has stayed with me, Mr. Smith."

He looked at her closely. There it was again. Something so familiar. But what? Her face? Though that was mainly hidden behind those dark shades. Her voice? Mannerisms? There was something there. And something important. It made his skin tingle. What the hell was it?

Reducing the tables to two was standard with only eighteen players remaining. Smith had wondered if he'd meet up with the blonde again, though he'd also have liked the Englishman at his table. He could tie him in knots with his mind games. That man was his fish.

Smith's chip stack was extremely healthy—third place overall. He realised he wasn't the greatest of players, but the cards he'd been dealt throughout the tourney had been exceptional and had suited his normal aggressive style of playing. The blonde's stack looked very good, too, he thought, though not as good as her tits. That woman was hot!

If it weren't for the party at Kay's, he'd have offered to take her back to his club when they were finished for the day.

Hmmm… the party! He knew what that meant, he'd been invited to one of Kay's 'do's' before. That woman knew how to throw a party. Sex, drugs and drink—He'd be indulging himself until he was sated. And with his appetite, that could take quite some time—

Grace would be there with her sister, and Lisa Welles, too. He'd fucked two out of those three, maybe he'd try the sister out? The blonde had looked a sexy little thing when she'd visited his club.

He idly wondered what time they'd finish tonight. The party would start late, but they'd be here until there were only nine players remaining. That could well be two or three in the morning. The African American decided not to play the last hand of the session. It would give him the chance to get some fresh air.

Pocket Nines changed his mind. He made the normal raise.

Everyone folded around to the big blind. The blonde. "Thinking of taking me on, honey?" he asked, when she sat considering her options. "Not wise."

She answer, her face trained on his. He'd like to know what was going on behind those dark shades. He didn't flinch as she stared at him. She had a hand—that was for sure. A pocket pair, perhaps? Or Ace-paint?

It was one or the other and she was evaluating how much to raise. He decided to try and get her to lay it down. "C'mon, honey. Last hand before the break. You know I've got a good hand here. Just fold and we'll all get an extra couple of minutes break."

"Can't do that Mr. Smith," she drawled. "But just for you, I won't raise."

Her attitude confirmed his thoughts. Ace-paint almost certainly. That made the flop as bad as it could be. Ace-King-Queen. All hearts.

He had to find out where he was. His raise was half the pot.

Holly sat impassively as she contemplated her next move. It took her some time. With a soft sigh, she announced, "All-in."

The African American shook his head. "Now there's a surprise," he thoughtfully muttered, tapping his fingers on the green baize.

The noise in the room stepped up a couple of levels at the possibility of another player being knocked out. The club owner snorted. He knew when he was behind. Even with his superior chip stack, he'd be badly damaged if he called and lost the hand. No heroics.

He turned his pocket nines over as he threw them away. "Good flop for you, honey," he told the blonde. "Two pair?"

"Good read," she smiled, flicking over her Seven-Two and raked in the chips. It was the same hand Smith had bluffed Daniel with yesterday. The Englishman was standing behind her chair, having been attracted from his table by the all-in announcement. She sent him a huge smile over her shoulder.

"Nice move," Samuel Smith snapped, his tone implying anything but. He was seething inside, but he could be patient. His time would come.

"Thanks, Mr. Smith."

"Samuel, honey. Call me Samuel. And those chips are mine," he told her, watching her exchange glances with the Englishman. He'd read the stories about those two. "They're just on loan, remember that," he added with a meaningful glare. "I'll take them back before too long…"

***

"I… I'm sorry," Rosie apologised to Big Eddie. It had taken all her nerve just to enter his office. The drugs still in her system helped. The marijuana and the hit of coke she'd taken afterwards. Carly had said it would help her face Big Eddie. But had it not been for her very good friend standing by her side right now, she would have turned around and ran out again

"You're fucking sorry," the gangster snarled. "I should fucking think so—"

It was Carly's flashing eyes that made him pause. The spiky haired woman had already told him how to play this. Told him? That was a laugh—no one told Big Eddie anything. But her suggestions had made sense.

He liked the redhead's contrition. And the fact she was clearly terrified. That was good. Scared people invariably did what they were told. "Okay," he continued, suddenly softening his tone. "Your friend here has intervened on your behalf. She's vouched for you. So don't just do what I say, you do what Carly tells you, too. Okay?"

"Yes, Eddie," the nervous redhead agreed. Her wide green eyes told him she'd agree to anything right now. The proof would be in the pudding.

"Okay," he snapped, pushing back in his chair and clumping one foot, then the other, onto the top of his desk. "You've got your job back."

"Than… thanks, Eddie. I won't let you down."

"Too fucking right," he snapped. "And I've added some extra interest on what you owe. For all the fucking aggravation you've caused. Understand?"

Rosie nodded, but he wasn't looking for a response.

"Now, get back on stage," he told her. "You can put in an hour immediately. Then you've got a private party tonight. Carly told you 'bout that?"

The redhead nodded again. This was worse than she thought. Just let her get out of this office. Please! She'd never cross him again.

"Good. And no fucking running out on it like you did last time. I lost those fucking customers for ever."

Running out? What would be the point? Where we she go? Who would help her this time? Without Daniel, there was no future other than this life. At least, for as long as she owed the gangster.

Carly was right—she was cut out for this work. This was all she was cut out for. Her body was still humming after their lovemaking session. The private party tonight would allow her to do what she did best.

***

The call from Samuel Smith came during the break. Holly had been expecting to hear from him all day all day. The period covered by his retention fee expired at midnight and he'd just run out of time if he wanted to renew.

Her problem with his timing had nothing to do with any possible renewal. It was that the intermittent sound of that tannoy would give away her location. It irritated her, but what could she do?

"You took your time," she told him, before he had a chance to speak.

"Hey," he growled, "Just remember who's employing who."

"Who's employing whom," she corrected in her thick Irish accent. The blonde couldn't resist taking the arrogant prick down a peg, just as she'd done with the cards. "And you employed me 'til midnight. That's expired."

His annoyance at her audacity was evident from his change in breathing. The accompanying silence told her he was struggling to contain his annoyance. Fuck him! It made no difference to her if he employed her again or not. She could make more money at poker than in her chosen profession. Without the risk.

Once she closed the book on Samuel Smith—that was it. Her career as an assassin was at an end. Her job as a poker player was just beginning. Maybe Smith would tell her he didn't need her again? That would seal her retirement.

He didn't.

"Understood," the deep voice reluctantly told her. "I don't need to retain you for now, but I may need to call on your services again."

"You can see if I'm available in the usual," she answered, knowing she wouldn't be. The tone in her voice was the equivalent of a shoulder shrug.

"No…" he began. The message over the tannoy stopped his response. He heard it in stereo. The woman was at the Rio, too! Watching him? He swung around, his eyes looking for any clue he could find. There weren't any. "Where are you?" he asked.

Holly understood the reason for the question. That last announcement had given her location away. Close the call, she told herself. This is too dangerous. "Doesn't matter," she quickly said. "You and I have concluded our business."

"No, wait," Smith hurriedly told her. "I don't want to retain you, but I do need to know you're available when I ask. How much would that cost?"

"A one off fee?"

"That's it," he answered, his eyes still searching around him. "Something to guarantee you're available when I need you."

Think of a number, Holly thought. Something to put him off. Then she could be done with him. "A hundred thousand," she responded. "Up front. Then the usual fee if you want to arrange a contract."

She heard his intake of air. A hundred grand was a lot of cash. She knew instantly she'd pitched the figure at the right level. But his answer surprised her.

"Ok…ay," he slowly replied. "It'll be in your account inside two days. But that means when I call, you come running. Understand?"

"Until the end of the year," she threw in. Let's get a time limit on this. "It'll buy me until the end of the year. After that, all bets are off."

"You drive a hard bargain," he snapped.

"That's the deal. Take it or leave it."

"I take it," he reluctantly said. From previous negotiations, he realised there was no point in trying to barter further. "But…" he added. "For that money, you come running. Wherever I call you, you're there. Understand?"

She did. With her location exposed, there was nothing more to be gained from the conversation. "Mm-kay," she answered, ending the call.

Samuel Smith's face turned into a smile at her final words. The grin grew until it spread across his face. Everything clicked into place. Well, well! The 'Mm-kay' unlocked the assassin's secret. Who would have thought?

***

Daniel's phone call to Holly brought a response as he took his place at the table. It was a text message. Fourteen words that made his heart sink to the pit of his stomach. Stop calling. Can't speak. Don't want to speak. You lied. It's over. Love you.

It's over? Love you? That made no sense at all. He instantly called her again. She cut off the call halfway through the second ring. Cut off the call? Or cut him out of her life? Forever.

He didn't play a hand for the next forty minutes. How could he? His mood had come full circle during the day and now he was feeling morose again.

The twelve remaining players were evenly divided across the two remaining tables. It would stay that way until two more players were eliminated. Then the ten remaining players would battle it out until one more player was removed. The nine finalists would then return in three months time, to accommodate the TV schedule.

The 'November 9', as they'd be known.

Daniel, Holly and Samuel Smith were the only remaining amateurs. And no one was betting against the nine remaining pro's all reaching the final table. There was certainly enough experience. Gavin Smith, Josh Arieh, Dan Harrington, David 'Chino' Rheem, Sam Farha, Allen Cunningham, Humberto Brenes, Hoyt Corkins and Huck Seed. Harrington had won the 1995 Main Event whilst Seed was the rather anonymous champion the following year.

So close to the pot of gold, everyone was playing much tighter than usual. The prize of being one of the final nine was glittering. Only Gavin Smith at one table, and Sammy Farha at the other, were taking advantage of the conservative play. Both were slowly advancing their chip stacks.

The good-natured Chino Rheem was the next to go, surprisingly overplaying his pocket Jacks when Sammy Farha hit a set on the flop. Huck Seed went half an hour later, frustrated at being ground down and pushing his remaining chips in with an Ace-King that failed to improve.

After a short break, the ten remaining players took their place at the same table. All were feeling the pressure. No one wanted to be the one going out 'on the bubble.'

And still Daniel hadn't played a hand since the break. He wasn't thinking of the cards, he was focused on Rosie's words. More accurately, he was thinking of four of her words.

It's over? Love you?

Holly spoke to him before the ten players restarted play. She saw the text, felt the way he was reacting, and tried to help. Her words were supportive, wise, but they bounced off him. You don't need to play. Keep folding. Stay out of trouble. See it through. Nothing stupid at this stage. Let one of the short stacks knock themselves out.

Even during play, she continually tried to make eye contact. Daniel didn't see her. He was in his own world. A world that was frayed at the edges and unravelling quickly.

When he saw the suited Ace-King, there was only one thing in mind. Aggression. The only question was whether he got his money in now or later in the hand. But it was going in. If he went out in tenth place, he wouldn't need to return to Vegas in November. He could happily forget about the place, about the final table.

He never wanted to see Vegas again.

Make a sizeable raise, he told himself. Get a call. Or perhaps one of the short stacks would come over the top? If he stuck all his chips in now, everyone would likely fold. He'd had enough. Put an end to this.

His raise was 80,000.

It did the trick. Humberto Brenes and Hoyt Corkins both called. Good! That made two chances for him to be eliminated, to put an end to this misery. Fuck, he was one place away from the final nine of the WSOP and all that was on his mind was to get out of there! All this was unreal.

He glanced across at Holly. She was reading his mind and shaking her head. Don't do it… don't do it… don't do it…

Her reaction jerked him back to reality. Did he really want to throw all of this away? What he'd spent the last four days building up to? The dream that had been in his mind for longer than he could remember!

The flop answered for him, as if someone was guiding him through this. King-King-Queen.

Should either opponent have pocket Queens, he was all but dead. In that case, fate would have decreed it was his turn to leave. The odds were long. Should either of his opponents have a King then they were all but dead.

He almost checked, but the colourful Costa Rican and the Alabama Cowboy would be suspicious if he didn't follow up on his pre flop raise. He gave them what they expected. The question was how much. In the end, he decided on half the pot, carefully selecting the chips and pushing them into the middle.

The mischievous looking Brenes thought for some time, singing to himself in that usual fashion of his. He picked up his shark card protector and waved it in the air, before settling it on top of his chips, signalling he'd had enough of this hand. With a player behind him, his reluctant fold was the wisest move.

It was different with the Alabama cowboy. He had the shortest stack and therefore not much room to manoeuvre. Daniel glanced at him. Under his traditional black cowboy hat, Corkins was staring intently at him. The Englishman returned the stare, as if it was a battle of wills.

It wasn't a battle he could lose. Not in his state of mind.

Corkins saw something in Daniel's eyes. Or thought he did. "Okay," he said in a matter of fact tone, as if asking for a beer. "I'm all-in."

A buzz ran around the table and the surrounding rails. Even before the other players' eyes had swung around onto him, the Englishman had called. Daniel caught Holly's eyes just before he turned over his hand. There was tension there he hadn't seen before. She really was worried for him.

Corkins stood up, flicking over Ace-Queen. He was virtually dead. Only runners could help. The remaining two Queens would win the hand for him. Jack-Ten would split the pot.

The Two of diamonds on the turn sealed the Alabama Cowboy's fate. Amidst cheers that threatened to blow the roof off the casino, Daniel silently walked around the table. He placed one hand on Corkin's broad shoulder and shook his hand with the other. "I'm sorry," was all he could think of to say.

"You played the hand really well," Corkins smiled, ever the gentleman. "Congratulations and good luck."

The other players slapped themselves on the back, shook each other's hands, congratulating one another on their achievement. Daniel accepted the congratulations being showered on him without a word. He was numb.

Holly hugged him. "Want to go for a drink?" she asked. "Get away from here and talk about how you're feeling? It'll help."

Daniel's glazed stare seemed to cut through her. Then his eyes blinked and he could see her again. "Please…"
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Chapter 11: The Party.

Sending a limo for Grace and Lauren made the sisters feel special. They nudged one another as it pulled down the Agency Head's palm-tree lined road. It was less than a week since they'd landed in Vegas and they'd made the big time!

The bright lights lining each side added a surreal quality to the evening. Evening? It was half past one in the morning. This was what stars did. Grace had made it. And Lauren was on her way there! The excitement of what lay ahead ran through them as if someone had just switched on an electric current.

The sound of Lisa Welles blared out from a state-of-the-art stereo system as Kay ushered them inside. The spacious room wasn't too large, but was ideal in accommodating the partygoers already there. Kay had clearly identified numbers perfectly and the party was already in full swing.

"Ladies!" she smiled, planting a soft kiss on both of their lips. It was more than a peck. Grace shivered. She'd found the Agency Head extremely sexy since their first meeting. That seemed a lifetime ago. An instant wave of arousal flowed through her—if this was what the evening had in store, bring it on.

"Where's Lisa?" Kay asked, glancing behind them before closing the heavy door.

"Caught up in a transatlantic phone call," Grace smiled, pushing a hand through her hair. "A gig at Wembley Stadium, I think. She said she'd meet us here."

"Ah," Kay nodded, waving a hand in front of her as she swung around to look across the room. "Just think, Grace," referring to the music. "Next party, and it could well be your voice we'll be hearing."

The singer's eyes clouded over as her future flashed before her. Could all this have really happened so quickly?

"And look at you both," Kay continued, taking a step backwards as her eyes swept across their dresses. "So sexy. Give me a twirl."

Grace went first, gracefully executing a three-sixty. Her wonderfully short, cream, halter dress bounced and fluttered around her thighs—displaying her shapely, tanned legs to perfection. She watched Kay's eyes filter down to her breasts. The neckline plunged much deeper than she'd ever have dared wear before. But then—why not? She was Grace Lane—Superstar, after all!

Lauren quickly followed. The slinky red number was a completely different style to Grace's, yet managed the impossible by displaying even more flesh while remaining classy and refined. She just loved it!

"Beautiful," the Agency Head purred. Her piercing eyes sparkled at them as Lauren completed her twirl. "Just beautiful, both of you."

"Newly purchased today," Lauren confessed with a nervous laugh. "Especially for the occasion." A month ago, the sisters would have been shocked at the price tag on their outfits. Now, money didn't matter. "Formal wear tonight is such a wonderful idea," she added.

"Mmm," Kay smiled, enjoying the compliment. "I wanted a chic, sophisticated theme for the night. Beautiful people. Beautiful clothes."

"Well, you seem to have that," Lauren agreed, glancing around the impressive room. Not that it was the dresses and tuxedoes that were at the forefront of her thoughts. If Rach's description of what was in store was only half correct, the evening would degenerate into decadence pretty quickly. The sister's had talked of nothing else for the last two hours. They could hardly contain themselves.

"Talking of chic, that dress is stunning," Grace told Kay, making a point of avoiding a potentially damaging faux paus. But it wasn't simply etiquette that drove her comments. Although the black number adequately covered her cleavage, it looked like it might have been moulded to her full breasts. The dangly diamond earrings complimented it perfectly.

"Thank you," Kay beamed, throwing back her head as she laughed. "I do try…"

"You always look perfect," Lauren smiled, meaning every word. "We're so looking forward to the party. Rach has said it's going to be great fun!"

"Oh, you have no idea," Kay laughed, turning towards the guests who were already enjoying themselves. She reached for a candy platter covered in blue and pink pills. "Pink for the ladies," she said, holding it out to them.

Lauren eyed it a little warily, asking, "What is it?"

"Oh, just something to get the party started right," Kay winked. "You like designer things, don't you, my dear?" The way she said it implied that anyone who didn't probably shouldn't be at this party.

"Sounds fun to me," she whispered, popping one of the pills into her mouth. Grace followed.

Kay set it back down and smiled. "Now, I suggest you grab a drink, find a room, enjoy some snow and identify your targets for the evening…"

"Targets?" Lauren instantly asked. She coloured as Kay's meaning dawned on her. "Oh…yes…"

The Agency Head laughed louder. "The entertainment hasn't arrived yet. The real fun won't start until then. After that… well, darlings… fill your boots, as I believe the English say…"

***

Rachal loved the formal dress theme. It gave her the opportunity to wear the tiny purple dress that so brought out the mocha colour of her skin. The indecent neckline left nothing to the imagination, and there wasn't a man in the room who'd failed to notice the way her erect nipples pointed proudly upwards through the material. As for the way her lacy thigh highs bounced into view with each step, she was every man's wet dream.

She looked hot… and she felt hot…

Jimmy looked good, too, in his tux. She loved the look of a man dressed so formally. She might make him keep it on when she fucked him later. But that wouldn't be until they returned home. Until then, she'd review what was on offer at the party. She'd heard Terrelle was attending. Now that would be interesting!

Glancing around, she watched two couples taking turns doing lines of cocaine off one of the coffee tables. From the way the dyed blonde women's hand was stroking her man's cock through his pants, it wasn't their first hit. The second couple were gyrating against one another as they snorted, moving in time to Lisa Welles gravely tone. They let out howls of laughter as they moved away towards a waitress. Champagne would compliment the cocaine.

"The fun's already started," Jimmy grinned at his girlfriend. His reference wasn't just aimed at the foursome as they lurched away. All around them, the flowing drink and readily available coke was having its effect.

Rach wasn't listening. Her attention was diverted. "Wait here, I want some of that," she told him, looking across at a gorgeous Asian waitress who supplying the two couples with more bubbly.

The servers' French maids outfits were a stroke of genius. Not only did they look sexy, they provided a wonderful contrast to the formal wear of the guests. And while the primary role of the waitresses was clear, Kay had hired them to serve their guests with much more than champagne when requested.

With a grin, the exotic looking woman made her way over to the waitress and whispered in her ear. The Asian beauty smiled in response, then waited patiently as Rachal snorted a line. The lacy tops of the model's thigh highs were provocatively on show as she bent forward and the narrow Oriental eyes took in every tantalising detail.

Tossing her long black hair back with one hand, Rachal pinched her nose with the other as the powerful narcotic washed through her body. Her shudder was in part due to the drug, and also the olive-hued Asian's soft tongue. It licked along the model's slender neck, in tandem with each caress of her tiny hands that had found the tanned flesh between the top of her thigh high's and thong.

Standing straight, Rachal pulled the waitress into a long kiss, her succulent mouth homing in on the Oriental woman's tongue as if she was sucking on her cock. The Asian woman was taken by surprise, her hands momentarily stilling their movements as the mocha-skinned beauty gave a sexy blowjob to her tongue.

Jimmy had seen it before. The incredibly sexy act often led to an inevitable outcome. From the way the waitress's hands had left Rachal's body and fluttered by her side, like butterfly wings, the technique was having the same effect.

Rachal's hands began to stroke the olive-hued Asian's pussy through her tight, black dress. Saliva ran down their chins as she increased the pace of her sucking. Then the Oriental's body began to crumble. The exotic model gave a final suck with her mouth, one last stroke with her hand. She held the beautiful waitress's trembling body upright while the orgasm burst inside the woman, then gave a final kiss.

"Two more glasses of champagne, please," she husked over her shoulder as she sexily sauntered back to where Jimmy stood applauding.

***

Walking into the busy living area, Rosie decided to put all negative thoughts out of her mind. Carly had spent the whole ride over assuring her that everything was cool, and that she was back in Big Eddie's good books. The redhead listened to everything the short-haired woman told her, yet she desperately missed Daniel. Had she been too hasty?

It didn't matter—it was too late now.

Besides, she couldn't let Carly down. Her friend had gone out on a limb for her and she'd be the one to suffer if Rosie pulled out. No, it was better to forget the Englishman. Concentrate on what she had to do.

She was still on a sexual high from her lovemaking session with the spiky haired woman. They'd made out throughout the taxi journey to the venue, Carly's fingers touching her like no other woman had before. She was different to anything Rosie'd ever experienced—and she wanted more. She'd eagerly agreed when her new lover had suggested she stay over at hers tonight.

Before then, they had a job to do. With her body already on fire, she had to confess she was actually tingling at the thought. Despite the outcome of her one and only previous private party, the thrill of dancing in front of the cheering group had stayed with her. Another similar experience, with the sexy Carly beside her, was arousing her much more than she was willing to admit.

Carly had promised not to leave her side afterwards. If there was any fucking to be done, she said she'd lead the way. Rosie only needed to get involved where she was comfortable. Even the mental pictures Carly' words created turned the redhead on. She'd never dreamed she'd have a threesome with another woman before.

"Well, darlings," the smiling woman said to them as she ushered them into her home. "Don't you look good? Big Eddie said I wouldn't be disappointed and he was right! I'm Kay, by the way..."

"Hi, Kay," the spiky haired woman replied, still provocatively chewing on the gum Rosie had suggested she lose before reaching the door. "We aim to please. I'm Carly. This is Rosie."

"Nice outfits," the Agency Head smiled, her eyes wandering across both the women's bodies.

"Thanks," Carly said with a grin, dropping her small pink shoulder bag to the floor. She'd persuaded Eddie to buy the two dresses for them when he said it was formal wear. The tiny gold number clung to her perfectly and Rosie looked like sex on legs in her scandalously short green item. "Eddie said it's a posh do so we thought we'd dance in them. They won't be on long anyway," she added with a laugh.

Kay smiled. "I like that thought, Carly," she said, leaving the women to wonder whether it was their intention to dance in the dresses that appealed, or the fact they'd be quickly removing them. She clarified, "It fits in with the formal theme. Very thoughtful." One hand pushed back a loose strand of hair as she continued. "Do you understand what's required? First you dance. Then put on a show. After that, you're available to anyone who wants you. Yes?"

"No problem," Carly smiled. "Looking forward to it."

Kay nodded, then swung her gaze to the redhead. "Cat got your tongue?"

"No…" Rosie hesitantly said, wondering what the sophisticated looking woman meant by 'putting on a show'. "I'm… I'm fine."

Kay frowned. She hadn't paid out good money to be disappointed and didn't need Eddie trying to palm her off with a nervous newcomer.

Carly took control. "Don't worry," she beamed at their inquisitor. "Rosie's always bashful before a performance. I can assure you that you'll be very satisfied with what we have to offer, Kay."

The Agency Head nodded, reluctantly accepting the reassurance. I'd better be, was the message shooting from her piercing eyes. "You have music?" she asked.

"Sure," Carly said, reaching into the pink shoulder bag and handing Kay a CD.

"Good," the brunette smiled. "Find somewhere to put your bag and then use that room to do whatever you need to do to prepare." She nodded at a door to their left. "After that, get back out here and mingle. People will think you're guests. When you hear the music, I expect you to immediately start your performance. Just don't disappoint me."

Carly took a step closer to their host. Standing on her tiptoes, she leant forward as if to whisper something into their host's ear. When Kay turned her head to the side to listen, the spiky haired woman's hand pulled her face to hers and gently brushed her lips across the Agency Head's. "Believe me," she breathed against the older woman's lips, holding Kay's gaze. There was no mistaking the promise in her sparkling eyes. "I'm very good, Kay! Once you've experienced Carly, you'll want more…"

***

Terrelle grabbed Kay's arm as she left the two women. "It's one of them you want me to fuck?" he asked.

The brunette softly shook her head, grabbing a flute of champagne from a passing waitress. She pointed across to Lauren. "You remember the blonde you fucked at the audition?" she asked.

A slow grin spread across Terrelle's ebony skinned features. "Yeah. Lauren. That babe is hot."

Kay gave a lascivious grin. She certainly was. "The woman next to her," she told him, "is her sister. Grace. She's yours for the evening. Just wait 'til I give the word, that's all."

The muscular man nodded as his eyes homed in on the singing star. "She looks hot, too," he mumbled.

Kay let out a soft laugh as she clinked her flute of champagne against his. "You need more bubbly," she playfully told him. "All the women here are hot, darling. Even the waitresses."

"You look good, too, Kay," he grunted, half turning towards her.

She felt his eyes run down her body as he spoke. Maybe she had time to sample the goods before she let him loose? He did look especially sexy in that white tuxedo. She hadn't anticipated that. Normally, he wouldn't have been on any sort of list she prepared, but tonight she had a specific task for the porn star. She needed Grace on film. The lewder the better. See what that would do for her career! Then Lauren would have no reason to turn down her movies.

The Agency Head smiled up into his black eyes. Never fuck the hired help. "Do what you're told and I might give you a treat," she lied. "But I need you to do Grace, and do her good. My bedroom, when I say. Understand, Terrelle?"

The ebony skinned man smiled. "If she's anything like her sister, it'll be my pleasure. Then I'm free to look around?" he added.

Kay reached up and gave him a soft kiss on his cheek. "Do Grace good and proper first," she whispered, "then you can have anyone else you wish…"

Smiling like a child in a toyshop, he nodded and turned away to survey the room. His drink spilt onto the floor as he accidentally bumped into Rachal and her boyfriend.

"Hey, Terrelle," the exotic looking model smiled, her eyes glancing down to the champagne on the carpet, then slowly sweeping up the pornstar's body. "My, don't you look smart. I just love a sexy man in a tux!"

The ebony skinned man felt his cock lurch. She'd been a perfect match for him the last time they'd fucked. Their dark skin glistening in a sheen of perspiration as they rutted into one another. He'd been looking for another opportunity ever since. "You look good too, babe," he grunted.

"Well thank you," Rachal told him with that smile of hers that always promised so much. "Here, let me thank you for the compliment."

Her arms slid around his neck as she closed in for the kiss. Those wonderful tits pressed into him as her mouth found his and, somehow, her hand had slithered down his groin to squeeze the outline of his cock.

He gasped at her brazenness in front of Jimmy, but her boyfriend seemed unperturbed. If anything, an amused expression covered his face.

"Mmmm, baby," Rachal murmured. "Now that's what I call potential. Make sure you come and find me later."

***

Rosie linked Carly's arm as they headed through the door Kay had indicated. "What was that all about?" the redhead asked, a look of shock on her pretty face. "Coming onto her like that? You could have had us thrown out. What would Big Eddie say to that? I've a big debt to repay!"

Carly flicked on the light. It was more or less a cloakroom they were in, though big enough to contain the small white couch and matching chair as well as a few coats on the hooks along one wall. "Nice," the brunette softly said, eyeing the coke on the small, circular drop leaf table beside the couch.

"Carly," Rosie said stiffly. She felt so out of her league. She clung to her friends arm like she would a life preserver in open water. She'd heard exactly what Kay had said. You'll perform, and after that, you'll be available to anyone who wants you. But then, how was this any different than what she'd already been doing? She was a whore; maybe it was all she was cut out to do.

"I mean… how do you know she's into women?" It was silly, but she stubbornly clung to that one protest, as though if she were to focus all her energy on Carly's inappropriate behaviour, she wouldn't have to think about the rest of the night.

The spiky haired woman swung around, a wicked smile lighting up her face. Her hand snaked around the redhead's neck and pulled Rosie into a long, passionate kiss. Daniel's ex-girlfriend was taken by surprise—but instantly responded. She slid her tongue into her lover's mouth, feeling the need overwhelm her.

"You see," Carly said, pulling back and dragging Rosie deeper into the room. Tossing her bag onto the sofa, she took the redhead's soft face between her hands. "There's no need to be jealous, honey. I'm here for you whenever you need me. But it does no harm to keep in with the host. You never know when we might need her. And by the way, she's into women! The eyes always give it away."

"You can tell?" a breathless Rosie asked, her naïve green eyes widening.

"I can tell," Carly laughed. The innocence in Rosie's sparkling green eyes was definitely a turn on. Now to really get this night started. "Rosie, honey, would you be a doll and loan me a hundred dollar bill?"

"Wh… why?" the other girl hesitated. Her hands shook as she went into her clutch purse and peeled off part of the cash advance Big Eddie had given them. Her eyes kept flickering to the white powder on the table.

"Because coke tastes so much better with a Benjamin," the sassy brunette said sweetly, rolling the bill.

"Carly—" the redhead nervously began. She couldn't do this. A little weed was one thing. Cocaine was an entirely different game; one she didn't want to play. But the look in the spiky haired woman's eyes stopped her.



Without another word, Carly leaned over the pedestal table, slipped the bill into her right nostril, and snorted one of the laid out lines. "Your turn," the brunette purred, holding the bill out to the redhead as she perched on the arm of the sofa. "Trust me, Rosie, you'll love it."

She wagged the pro-offered bill one more time, a little impatiently. Finally, the redhead took it, her heart pounding in her bosom like a steel drum. Carly held her long, wavy red hair out of her face as she bent over the table.

"Just like that," the spiky haired vixen encouraged, feeling her pussy flood at such wicked corruption. The short dress pulled past Rosie's taut buttocks as she bent over. Carly loved the girls legs: long and shapely.

The room filled with Rosie's snort. The beauty tipped her head back and gulped hard, making a face at the medicinal taste that dripped down her throat. "That's nasty!" she complained, setting the bill carefully back on the table.

Carly pulled her down to her, kissing her deeply before guiding her to the couch. "Just wait," she smiled, swinging a leg across Rosie's lap and straddling the wide eyed girl. Slipping one strap of her gold dress from her shoulders and then the other, the clingy, gold material dropped between them to her waist. Rosie stared down at her friends inviting looking swells.

"While you let it kick in, feed on these," Carly sultrily continued, arching her back to feed a hard nipple into Rosie's mouth.

The redhead felt her desire take control, pushing away all fear and reason. She greedily sucked it inside.

"That's it, honey," Carly told her, a triumphant smile on her lips. "And even if Kay wasn't into women, I like a challenge. I mean—you weren't until I came on the scene. And look at you now!"

Rosie groaned with arousal as she left a trail of saliva around the hard nipple.

"That's it," Carly said, stroking Rosie's silken locks as she moved the willing mouth to her left breast. "You do that so beautifully…"

***

"Well, well, well," Kay said, raising an eyebrow as she allowed Lisa Welles and Samuel Smith to enter the house.

It was almost three in the morning, much later than she'd anticipated her final guests would arrive. She'd held back the two exotic strippers, waiting for the two of them to make their entrance, but with the amount of drink and drugs consumed, the rapidly deteriorating mood of the party meant she couldn't hold off much longer. Two couples had already had sex on the stairs…

"But I'm so pleased you're here," she added, relieved that her plans could now be put into action. "Though I didn't know you were arriving as a couple."

The thickset club owner smiled as he kissed his host on both cheeks. "Alas, no," he admitted, allowing the singer to ease past him into the room. "It's simply that we arrived at your door at the same time. Beautiful young women don't look twice at me nowadays, I'm afraid."

Kay let out a hearty laugh. "Now, Samuel… this is Kay you're talking to. You grow even sexier with age." Her head swung across to smile at the blonde. "Isn't that right, Lisa?"

"He's always been a sexy man," Lisa purred, putting a hand on Samuel's arm and planting a soft kiss on his cheek. "And always will be."

"Too kind, but I think you're out of my league now," he murmured, his eyes glinting at the young beauty. They both knew his words were just for show. Any angel was his whenever he wanted. "But hey," his deep voice added. "You're playing my favourite singer."

If it were possible for Lisa Welles to blush, she would have done so. Instead, a smile creased the corners of those luscious lips.

"I'd ask for a personal rendition later," Kay smoothly told them, "but I have a feeling we'll all be otherwise engaged."

Samuel laughed. It was a deep bellow. "Your parties are legendary, Kay," he complimented her. "And I have a feeling that this one could outdo all others."

"Really?" the beautiful host asked, raising a perfect eyebrow. "I take it you have your evening all planned out, Samuel?"

The thickset African American revealed his white teeth as he smiled. "I take it your room will be available?" he said. It was more of a statement than a question.

"For you, Samuel," she smiled. "Anything." Turning to Lisa, she ran her fingernail along the blonde's tanned forearm. "And you just have to ask for anything you want, darling," she grinned, waving at a passing waitress.

"And what do we have here?" Lisa asked as Kay handed her a pink pill.

"Something designer," the hostess explained, handing Samuel a blue one. "Think of it as Viagra on steroids, with a little speed mixed in."

"You're always filled with surprises," Samuel laughed with Lisa as they downed the pills with champagne.

"Now that you're both here," Kay said, "why don't you make yourselves comfortable. I think it's time to start the entertainment, don't you?"

***

Rosie was flying high and loving it. Everything felt good. The air was fresh. The company was hot. The music was pumping through her veins like the further hit of coke she'd just taken.

She flipped her wavy, copper hair as she bumped and grinded against a black man in a white tux. The man had introduced himself as Terrelle, and was the last in a string of hunks she'd been flirting with since emerging from the cloakroom.

Whatever was in that pink pill, combined with the coke she'd taken, had driven all worries about Daniel from her mind. He'd cheated on her, she was on her own now. And she needed to take revenge by satisfying the urges in her body.

Carly hadn't allowed her to orgasm and it had set the redhead on edge, full of pent up arousal. She plastered her toned body against Terrelle's, feeling his muscles there, and thought about how good it would feel to drag this man back into the cloakroom and fuck him silly.

Her gaze found Carly across the room, jammed between a publishing magnate and his dollybird girlfriend. The man's hand was caressing her ass, while the woman was rubbing her sex on Carly's hip. The spiky haired woman raised a glass of champagne to Rosie when their eyes met, as though to say, "Here's to the life."

And this was 'the life,' Rosie thought. Terrelle began nuzzling her neck as his hand slipped over her ass. Beautiful people that knew how to have a good time.

"God, baby, you're so fucking sexy," he whispered in his ear, his voice a soothing baritone. "I love redheads," he continued, his hand slipping beneath the hem of her dress and easing around her hip. "Are you a natural redhead?"

Grabbing the back of Terrelle's neck, she pulled his lips down to his. They kissed aggressively as his fingers danced across her panty-clad pussy. "I am," she responded huskily, feeling her inner slut emerge. Her breath went shallow as his fingers pushed the thong to one side. God, she so needed to cum. "But you'll have to take my word for it," she finished as he ran his thumb across her bald mound.

"Fuck, that's hot," he whispered, his words lost in her mouth as they kissed again. Rosie went up onto her toes as he pushed two, thick fingers into her wetness. Yesss! She was close!

The music Carly had chosen for them to dance to blared over the speakers. Rosie pulled away from Terrelle with a groan; this wasn't fair! She found Carly across the room, meeting her gaze. Time to put on her show!

The lights dimmed, still bright enough for people to see, but dark enough to add an extra edge to the performance. That wasn't Kay's only reason, of course. It encouraged people to let their inhibitions go. The sexual tension created by the drink, drugs and exotic strippers was a proven formula. It always proved impossible to resist. Tonight should be no exception.

Rosie's eyes danced back to Carly's for a second. The part of the musical intro that cued their start was seconds away. She tweaked her nose, still buzzing from the last round of coke she'd shared with Terrelle. Carly's aroused gaze sent out its silent message. Follow my lead, stay loose, enjoy. And give it everything you've got!!

Rosie nodded, slowly swinging her hips in time with the beat of the music. Charlie, Daniel and Big Eddie seemed a lifetime ago. The redhead was so ready for this. No more thoughts of lost love, or crushing debt, bothered her. No more guilt; only pleasure was allowed at Kay's, and all that mattered was for her to show these beautiful people exactly what she was made of.

When Carly wrapped her hands around the nearest guy, Rosie turned to do the same. Her green eyes alighted on the Asian waitress she'd seen flitting about. Stepping forward, she pulled the gorgeous woman into her arms. Their lips found one another and the woman returned her kisses with more fervour than the redhead expected. She loved the soft sensation of another female's touch—why had she denied herself for so long?

It took some effort to pull herself away.

The redhead felt the overwhelming swell of arousal between her legs. Was it possible to cum without being touched? The heat that Carly had denied her from assuaging had become a molten furnace. You'll dance better with the need inside you, her spiky haired friend had whispered into her mouth.

They shimmied and twirled through the room, spiralling through the gathering opposite one another. Carly had insisted to work the crowd separately. When they want to join in, we'll start on one another.

Rosie's hips swayed to the hard beat as it filled the room. Arms stretched above her head, she knew the dress had pulled high enough to give her audience a tantalizing glimpse of the bottom swells of her ass cheeks. Her hips swayed provocatively from side to side and as she grinded from one person to the next, her strides were confident. This was so hot—she'd cum if she rubbed herself like that against one more person.

Carly kept an eye on the redhead out of the corner of her eye. The coke and the booze, not to mention whatever was in those designer pills, had done its work. Rosie was hotter than she'd ever seen her. The girl knew how to move, wild and wanton in her movements. Her instincts had been right, this is what the girl was born to do.

Fuck, she was getting wet herself just from watching the redhead as she danced. And from knowing that soon she'd be fucking her in front of all these people.

Turning her back, the spiky haired woman's body swung in tune with the music, her legs shoulder-width apart, and her hands above her head. Look at me, her movements were screaming to her audience—men and women. Look at me, desire me. I am the most fuckable slut in this room tonight.

She ignored the cat-calls, the: "Over here babe's" and the "Take the dress off's!" She had two targets in mind before she and Rosie met in the middle of the floor.

Her surprise at seeing Samuel there had quickly turned to delight. She'd remind the club owner exactly what he'd been missing. Swaying over to where he was talking to a brunette and a blonde, she rubbed her tits into his chest as her eyes hypnotically held his. When he reached for them, she turned her back on him, grinning over her shoulder as she ground her ass into his groin.

In seconds he was hard.

Throwing her head back, one arm behind her pulling his forward, she whispered into his ear. "Miss me, baby?"

His teeth bit down on her earlobe as his hands slipped under her dress. Yessss. This was what she wanted. How long ago was it that he'd sent her to Eddie's?

His fingers found their way into her thong as her ass dry fucked his cock. It was a race to orgasm, but one she was losing. Or was that winning?

When the African American's fingers found her clit, her body went stiff as a mini-orgasm instantly washed through her trembling body. She whimpered as he fingered her, widening her legs to grant him better access. When he jammed two fingers inside her, she came on his hand. Hard.

Rosie twisted and spun, undulating to the changing highs and lows of the music. The heavy thump drove her on. Her dress rode up her legs, baring flashes of her lacy thong. One set of hands after another reached for the pale flesh of her thighs, each person thinking they'd cornered her for themselves, only for the laughing woman to turn and gyrate onto the next person.

The next guy sank to his knees as she approached, lewdly sticking his tongue out in an obscene licking gesture. Her arousal soared at the sight. She'd give him more than he bargained for! Her hands gripped the back of his hair, dragging his head under her skirt. She fucked his face with her skimpily covered groin. Then she was pushing him away. God, she'd been so close.

Somehow she pirouetted away and glanced across to see where her spiky haired partner was. Carly had told her to hold out until they performed together. She was unsure if she could.

The hot little bitch had found Kay. She was gyrating against the Agency Head, pressing their pussies together, leaning back as she braced her hand on the woman's shoulder so that she could erotically shake her head from side to side.

She was teasing her host. Carly's steadying hand shifted around the brunette's neck. She pulled the unresisting woman close. It would take only a brief forward movement on either's part for their lips to meet. Kay opened her mouth in anticipation of a kiss, and when their lips met it was impossible to tell which of the two women had engineered the final contact.

"Later," Carly sexily breathed into Kay's mouth as she allowed their tongues to flicker against one another, before dancing away.

She'd have their sexy host before the night was out.

***

Samuel licked the juices from his fingers. He turned to Grace and nodded at Carly. "Sexy bitch," he smiled.

"You two know one another?" she shouted, trying to make her voice heard above the music and catcalls. She tried to keep her tone casual but it was impossible to disguise her annoyance at his actions. If he wanted that sort of action, why hadn't he asked her?

"There aren't many people I don't know in Vegas," he smiled, slipping an arm around her slender waist. "Ready to fuck?" he asked.

The singer's face lit up. "I thought you'd never ask. I've missed you. You've been playing too much poker."

"Time to show me how much you want me," he grinned, leaning into her ear to convey his message above the noise. "Get your sister, too."

It took a few seconds for the words to register. "Lauren?" she gasped. "But the women dancing," she said, trying to buy time to think. "They're not finished. Why don't we leave her here and—"

One flash of his eyes stopped her objection. She didn't need an explanation to understand. The look was unmistakeable. She'd seen it before, and knew what it meant. She was an angel. Complete obedience—even where her sister was concerned, it seemed.

"Come with us," the brunette shouted to Lauren as Samuel turned on his heels. The African American made his way through the cheering partygoers, towards the door at the far end of the room. It wasn't easy. They were all straining to watch the performance, annoyed that someone was suddenly blocking their view.

Grace left Lauren no choice, grabbing her hand and practically pulling her across the room. "What the fuck—" the blonde retorted, having to push a couple of cheering guys out of the way as she stumbled along. She'd been enjoying the two exotic dancers. Why leave the room now?

The club owner stopped beside the door. He whispered something into Kay's ear. Her eyes widened in surprise and she followed his gaze to the two sisters.

A slow smile spread across the Agency Head's face as she nodded. So, this was what the club owner had in mind? The situation was even better than she could have anticipated. She'd need to edit Samuel's face out, obviously. But two sister's together! It was perfect!!

Out in the hallway, Samuel nodded at the upstairs landing. Grace understood, pulling Lauren past him. The thickset man followed the two women up the stairs, his eyes bouncing from one sweet ass to the other as they rode the steps. He had to adjust his cock as he walked. He'd never had sisters before. Not together.

The two women waited for him at the top of the landing, holding hands demurely, unsure which way to head. With a smile that said everything, he strode past them and pushed into Kay's master bedroom. A rose coloured hue spread across the room as he door opened. With a grin, he sauntered across to the four-poster bed.

The two sisters glanced at one another. Grace's face was full of apprehension. This wasn't what she'd expected. Nor could Lauren have anticipated the situation, but her younger sister's eyes were shining with anticipation. Was she really up for 'performing' in front of her sister?

It seemed so wrong. But Grace couldn't deny her bubbling excitement.

Samuel unfastened and pulled off his bow tie, throwing it across onto the Victorian shabby chic chair near the bed. His jacket quickly followed. "Come here, baby," he growled at Lauren.

She confidently walked towards him, swinging her ass in supermodel style. She knew from Grace how important he was. That didn't inhibit her in the slightest. She was more interested in his body and what he could do with it. Grace's stories about him made her think of Demetrius.

He reached out to softly touch her face. "Ever had a black man?" he asked.

Her sparkling blue eyes stayed steadily on his, her excitement obvious. Even Grace hadn't seen her sister as provocative as this. "Once," she told him, leaning her head into his touch. "He had a big cock. Have you?"

A slow smile spread across the African American's face. He loved feisty women. Her attitude reminded him of Carly. If this wasn't simply bravado, this girl was going to be every bit as hot as the spiky haired woman. No doubt about that.

"Sweetheart, you have no idea," he told her, taking her hand and pulling it to his cloth covered erection.

The blonde's expression didn't change, other than the arousal in her eyes increased as she stroked him. "Impressive," she sighed.

Samuel cupped her face as her hand traced the outline of his long cock. The sexy, young blonde was turning him on every bit as much as her sister. His thumbs made little circles along the girl's cheekbones. "Your sister's a hot bitch," he said. "Are you as liberated as she is?"

The blonde leaned into him, her hand snaking around the back of his head and pulling their lips together. She pushed her tongue into his mouth. "Does that answer your question?" she asked with a mischievous grin, tugging down on his lower lip as she pulled away. Her other hand eased down the zip of his pants.

Samuel laced his right hand through the curled, golden hair that sat high on Lauren's head. Pulling out a couple of pins, it fell down onto her shoulders.

Grace's cough behind them announced that she was still present. "I'll… I'll join the others downstairs," she murmured, her face red with embarrassment and—though she wouldn't admit it—arousal.

She needed to find someone to fuck.

Samuel's head moved towards her, as if in slow motion. He nodded at the bedside table across from the bed. "Coke," he simply said, moaning at the feeling of her soft hand inside his trousers, closing around his erect cock. "Why don't you cut us two lines?"

"I can do that when Grace's is downstairs," Lauren interrupted, her thumb spreading a glob of precum across his crown. Fuck! If he didn't stop her, he'd have to throw her on the bed and fuck her lights out. But all in good time. He had other plans in mind before then.

"She's not going downstairs," he told her, dropping a hand to pull hers away from his throbbing cock. He held it as he pulled her towards the table where Grace was completing her task.



Lauren felt lightening bolts inside her. He was going to fuck her—and make her sister watch. The idea sent her arousal bubbling like a volcano preparing to spread its lava over an open landscape.

Grace handed the stainless steel straw to Samuel. He nodded at her sister. Lauren smiled as she grabbed it and quickly did a line. Handing the straw back to Grace, she sniffed sharply, rubbing her nose and licking her lips.

Samuel waved Grace's hand away when she offered him the straw. "It's for you," he told her, disregarding the shocked look on her face. She was beginning to catch on to what he had in mind. "Do it," he rasped.

Grace bent and snorted the white powder. Her hard body shivered when his hand gently caressed her ass. He was going to fuck her sister while she watched. Then fuck her with Lauren watching. The thought sent hot pinpricks through her body, like little needles of desire. The chemical buzz hit her as Samuel slipped the straps of her cream halter dress from her shoulders. It floated to the ground.

Lauren needed no encouragement. She had rid herself of her own dress before her sister could turn towards her. Stepping across to Grace, she pulled her into a model-esque pose. Her lacy black lingerie provided the perfect contrast with Grace's half cut bra and high cut matching cream thong.

"Well?" the younger sister asked the African American. "What d'you think? Hot enough for you?"

Samuel slowly nodded his head. It wasn't just the sexiness of the two hot bodies in front of him. It was also the complicit nature of Lauren's response. Grace had inhibitions with sex in front of her sister. The young blonde had no such boundaries in her mind. The little bitch was really up for it. Would she be just as enthusiastic for performing with her sister.

Half of him hoped not. Coercing women was his speciality. He got off on it. But then again, the thought of the blond hottie taking the lead was such a turn on, too. That's what Carly would do. Maybe he could find a place for her in his organisation? He'd have to speak to Kay about that.

He edged backwards to the bed, unbuttoning and losing his shirt on the way. He let the two women watch him as he stripped naked. "Big enough?" he grinned at the blonde, shuffling his muscular frame onto the sheets. His hand stroked his black erection as he settled back against the headboard.

Lauren was already moving towards him as he glanced towards the sisters. "Want some help?" her husky voice asked. It was thick with arousal.

***

Kay unlocked and then slid through the door to the small office downstairs, smiling to herself as she glanced at the television monitors. Each monitor was connected to a different room. With hidden cameras placed at the most effective angles, there wasn't anything that went on in the house that wasn't recorded.

When the master switch was turned on, movement triggered the recording machines and on nights like this, she made sure it was operating well in advance. Some instinct made her check the small changing room she'd given to the two strippers. They'd been in there longer than they needed to before mingling with the guests. That often meant one thing.

With a twist of her fingers on the control knob, the monitor sprang into life. She pressed rewind and hit the button again. Her body couldn't help but react to the sight on the screen. That spiky haired little bitch had the redhead pleasuring her tits. Kay gave a low mew of approval. Watching Carly control the redhead in such a blatant sexual way was quite a turn on.

What was it about the girl that gave her Goosebumps? Kay knew the answer before she'd finished asking herself the question. It was the soft hazel eyes.

They were so expressive. Wild and wanton. So full of life. They didn't just hint of sexual promise—they screamed it. They'd told Kay that the spiky haired woman didn't just want her, but that she was going to have her. The Agency Head felt her body give an involuntary shudder at the thought.

She flicked on a second monitor before she became too caught up in the exotic stripper's spell. She could review the recording of the two women later. The point of sneaking away from the party was to check on Samuel, after all.

What she saw brought a triumphant smile. This was everything she could have hoped for. It made her plan crumble into insignificance. She wouldn't need Terrelle at all. It was one thing selling a video of Grace being fucked by a pornstar, for release onto the Internet. It was something else to sell a recording of the brunette with her sister.

That would bring her a tidy, sum. Not only that, it would destroy Grace's career, and with Kay making sure that no more modelling work went Lauren's way, her revenge on the two sisters would be complete.

No one fucked with Kay Kristen. The blonde had turned down the opportunity of a blue movie career -- well, she'd better be ready to deal with the consequences. Kay'd need to be careful to edit Samuel's face out, of course. The club owner wouldn't take kindly to being identifiable in any way. But she had people who were experts in that field. It wouldn't be a problem.

For a few moments, she watched Lauren give Samuel head. Her smile widened—this girl really loved her work. Demetrius had chosen well. Flicking on the sound, she found herself growing more aroused. But then she'd been aroused since that stripper had come onto her.

Her thoughts returned to Carly as she flipped off the monitors. There'd be time later to review everything and she'd been away from the action for too long.

The girl was undoubtedly a slut, but that somehow added to the appeal. It was obvious the teasing bitch would be wild in bed. The question was, should Kay give in to the way she was feeling and sample the woman? Later, the dancer had whispered to Kay, as if she knew the Agency Head would be unable to resist.

She just might be right…

***

Rosie and Carly danced as one now—their long, slender limbs entwined as their lips came together. The redhead moaned as she Frenched the other woman. It was hard and hot, just like everything about her spiky haired friend.

Around them, the crowd was whooping and hollering. They'd arranged themselves in a circle around the sexy women. Carly teased them at first with Rosie's body, lifting the short hem of her green dress to show off the girl's toned buttocks. When she squeezed them, Rosie moaned, throwing her head back and tossing her long, red hair. Carly licked the girl's exposed neck.

Glancing around at her audience, Carly bit her lip as though to ask, You ready, boys and girls? She unzipped the back of Rosie's dress. It fell limply to the floor, pooling around the redhead's stiletto heels.

Rosie's freckled breasts threatened to spill out of her plunging green bra. With a lustful snarl, Carly ripped the cups of the bra upwards. The sight of the near perfect swells bouncing free was met with huge cheers from all around them. In an instant, Carly had unhooked Rosie's dangling bra. She whirled it around her head, once, twice, three times before throwing it into the rowdy audience.

Swaying in nothing but her skimpy thong, Rosie felt her orgasm building inside her. She wanted to cum so badly.

"Soon," Carly whispered, as if she could read the redhead's mind.

The spiky haired woman undulated sexily as she lowered the straps of her own dress, shaking it to the floor. She raised her hands above her head, her breasts bouncing as she swayed, an invisible hula-hoop circling her hips. Behind Rosie, she cupped the redhead's tits while she gyrated her voluptuous body up and down the back of her fellow dancer.

Rosie growled and covered Carly's hands with her own, mashing them into her breasts. Head thrown back against her female lover, she pressed her ass into Carly's sex and dragged one of her lover's hands down to her own pussy. She was on the verge. She needed release so badly.

But then Carly was turning away, rotating her upper body as she swung in a three-sixty, her gravity defying swells bouncing with each sway. Damn!

Rosie copied her movements, trying to forget the sexual ache that was threatening to overwhelm her. The two hot women rotated in circles, then from side to side. The partygoers were screaming at them, moths drawn to and captivated by the lustful flame of the two strippers. Eyes clouded, the gyrating woman went for broke—breasts shaking, hips undulating.

Fuck, they felt wild, looked wild, were wild!

Carly did her party piece, just as she had done their first time together. Rosie was caught by surprise. This wasn't what they'd agreed! But she was in no condition to resist. Her need for release was bordering on desperation. Legs intertwined, the spiky haired woman rubbed herself against the redhead, shoulders and hips moving in time with the music. She saw it build in Rosie's eyes, saw the orgasm begin to bubble. Perfect! She pulled away.

"What the fuck—" the redhead snorted, her angry eyes blazing at Carly.

But the spiky haired woman knew what she was doing, and had timed it perfectly. How else would she have gotten Rosie to agree to have sex in front of so many people?

***

Terrelle was waiting for Kay when she eased herself back into the action. Things had developed since she'd left the room. The guests were gathered around the strippers as if they were watching a gladiatorial battle and all crying for one thing.

"Where've you been?" he asked, pushing his mouth against her ear to make himself heard. The noise from the onlookers was louder than the music, now.

Kay's piercing look told him it was none of his business. "What?"

He quickly adjusted his approach. "I mean… where's the woman? Grace? I've been looking around for her. Thought I'd warm her up while she watched the two hotties."

The Agency Head nodded. Even though she didn't need him anymore, she liked his enthusiasm. Her hand snaked around his head, though—like everybody there—her eyes never left the action in the middle of the room. "Don't worry about it, darling," she shouted in his ear. "The plan's changed."

His downcast eyes displayed his disappointment. "But—" he grunted.

Kay smiled. Men could be such babies when they were deprived of the thing they wanted most. Especially when that thing was sex. Her slithering hand found his erection and lightly squeezed him through his trousers. Like every other man in the room, the sight of the strippers performing had him hard.

"Poor baby" she sympathised, nibbling on his ear. "But don't worry, Terrelle. There's enough pussy here to go around. Think of it this way. You can now pick and choose. Sample as much as you want. Sounds good?"

Terrelle's slow grin eventually lit up his whole face. "Yeah," he grunted, jerking his head around the revellers. There were a few women who'd caught his eye but he only had one in mind. What had she told him? Make sure you come and find me later. That time had arrived.

***

"I've been watching you, big man," Jimmy heard a sultry voice whisper behind him. "You look like Tom Cruise…" A soft hand on his shoulder brought his attention off of the strippers.

Turning, the male model was pleased to see the female British rocker on the other end of the tanned arm. "Quite a coincidence," he grinned, pushing a hand through his crewcut like he talked to famous chicks all the time. "Because if I'm not mistaken, you look like Lisa Welles."

Her flirtatious smile matched the aroused look in her dreamy eyes. "Lot's of people tell me that," she laughed. "You like that country acid house bitch?"

"Like?" he said, slowly shaking his head. "I love that woman. Do y'know, I've got all of your CDs."

Leaning into his back, Lisa reached around and unfastened the middle button of his shirt. She had to raise up onto the tips of her toes to whisper, "A fan…" Her fingers found his left nipple, drawing little circles around it. "Mmm, that deserves something. What d'you think, Tom Cruise?"

"I think it deserves something, too," he said, gasping as a fingernail flicked his nipple. "What did you have in mind?"

He followed the blonde's gave to the two exotic dancers. "Come on, let's get a better view…"

The crowd parted around the megastar with an ease that amazed Jimmy, and the diminutive blonde moved through them like she was used to it. They settled into a couch opposite the hot, young strippers, whose mouths were devouring one another in a very bisexual ardour.

"Watch them, Jimmy," Lisa whispered as she snuggled into him. Her hand went to the front of his trousers, pushing up the cummerbund of his tux to get at his zipper. "Do you think they're sexy?"

Jimmy licked his lips, unsure of exactly where he should be looking! Christ, they were sexy! But so was the woman fishing his cock out of his pants.

"Oh yeah," she moaned, eyeing his cock. "Just how I like 'em. Big, long and hard!" Her hand ran up his shaft. "Very hard" she added. "Want your reward?"

Jimmy didn't speak. He could barely breath. He nodded. This was Lisa Welles who was gonna blow him. Lisa Welles. The Lisa Welles!

"Watch them, Jimmy. Soon, we'll be joining them…" There was no finesse, just a desperate need for dick in her wanton mouth.

***

Rosie sank into the expensive, Italian leather sofa as Carly dropped to her knees. The brunette blinked up at her with long lashes, somehow wickedly innocent. You've earned this, they said as she felt her little panties being pulled over her hips.

Rosie didn't object, instead lifting her butt from the sofa. Exposed in this crowd, with every one of their beautiful eyes on her clean shaven sex, her body surged. Geez, she felt alive. Spreading her legs for her audience, she balanced a heeled foot on the lip of the couch as Carly dipped in and swept her tongue along her sweltering furrow.

It was all Rosie needed. Arching her back and thrusting her freckled tits to the ceiling, she came with a loud cry. The soft cheeks on her thighs continued to caress her; Carly wasn't letting up. So different than a man. So fucking good. She raked her fingers through the brunette's spiked hair as a second, then a third, orgasm rolled through her. Oh fuck!!!

When she was at the edge of sanity, the other girl relented. Crawling up onto Rosie's panting body, she slipped out of her thong, leaving her just as naked.

"Look around you, girl," Carly whispered, dragging her silken knee along Rosie's pussy. "They all want us. They all want to fuck us…"

The redhead shivered at the word 'fuck.' She glanced beyond Carly through heavily lidded eyes. Opposite her was a gorgeous looking young man with short, dark hair and a charming, boyish smile. He was smiling right at her. Rosie's lips parted in a gasp when she saw a blonde's head bobbing in his lap.

"That's what you want, right baby?" Carly asked, tickling the side of Rosie's face with the backs of her nails.

Blinking, Rosie refocused on the spiky haired vixen. At the back of her mind, a little voice told her that all she wanted was Daniel. But the drink and drugs in her body had her on a sexual high that was simply impossible to resist. She nodded silently, humping her hips against Carly's thigh.

"Mmm… naughty girl," Carly teased, crushing their breasts together as she slid further up Rosie's leg. "But you've already cum... don't you think you're being a little selfish?" She said it sweetly, but the redhead knew her friend was on heat, too. The brunette reinforced her urgency by grabbing Rosie's hair and yanking her head back, forcing her to meet her stare.

Rosie's eyes shot open fearfully as pain mixed with all the pleasure. "Don't you want to show me a good time, too?"

Rosie tried to nod, but couldn't with the other woman's fist in her hair. "Yes," she said meekly.

"You slut," Carly taunted, her face full of lust as she tightened her grip just a fraction more. "You do, I can tell!" The redhead sighed when her hair was released, although she didn't feel the pain anymore. Her body was on fire! Yes, she was a slut, and she needed to be treated like one. "I see it in your eyes. You can't wait to eat my pussy!"

If anything, her words inflamed Rosie even more. Carly played up to the audience like the showman she was, looking around as she pushed the redhead onto her back. "You all want to watch?"

The crowd cheered for it. Salivated for it.

Rosie glanced to her side, at the Tom Cruise look-a-like, suddenly worried of what he'd think about her. His dark eyes met hers with hunger. And the girl sucking his cock had paused to watch as well. Rosie's heart skipped a beat when she realized it was Lisa Welles!

Then Carly swung her leg across her head, blocking out everything but the tantalizing folds of her bare sex.

***

"Ngh!" Grace couldn't help the moan. Nor could she stop her fingers from slipping inside her thong. She realised what a sight she must be—leaning back in the antique chair, legs splayed, masturbating—while watching her little sister give head to the African American who was making her a singing star.

For a brief moment, Lauren pulled her head upwards, a drop of saliva hanging from her sweet, pink lips. She smiled lasciviously across at her sister as her right hand wrapped around Samuel's hard, black cock. Didn't think your little sis was this good, her eyes seemed to be saying.

"Join us, Grace?" Samuel offered, taking advantage of the moment. The view of the brunette playing with herself was almost as intoxicating as watching Lauren give him head.

Join them? "I…I…" Grace couldn't find the words. It was her sister working on him, for God's sake.

Her gaze flicked to Samuel and then to Lauren. Her sister's naked body looked sensational. She'd had that flawlessly tanned skin for as long as Grace could remember. But the peachy ass, full breasts,brown nipples—geez! She'd admired her body in the past, but she'd never lusted after it. What the hell was she thinking? It must be the coke—this was her sister, for God's sake!!

However much she tried, she couldn't wipe the thought from her mind. There was something so sexy about the way Lauren's thick, flaxen blonde hair bounced on her shoulders as her mouth worked its magic…

And then there was the wanton look in Lauren's eyes. Her kid sister was actually smirking as she kept her eyes on Grace. Slowly, sensuously, her pink lips lowered back to Samuel's manhood, impressively engulfing a good portion with her mouth and slowly working on him again.

Grace felt a surge of wetness between her legs. Her heart began to beat faster. She shook with excitement. Her nipples hardened further. She knew that the last thing she should do was get involved, but every sense inside her was screaming to join them on the bed.

Samuel's hands rubbed her sister's neck and back, drawing featherlike circles on her soft skin. His eyes narrowed, but still firmly held Grace's lustful gaze. Her arousal deepened.

"Want it, Grace?" she heard a voice ask, and lowered her eyes to Lauren. Her sister had slurped off the throbbing penis and was offering it to her. She'd turned her body enough to flash the side of one of her firm breasts.

Glancing back at Samuel, the African American nodded. Grace felt an overwhelming force guiding her as she scrambled up from the chair. The thought of joining the two of them was like an aphrodisiac injected in her body.

Her body stretched like a cat as she crawled beside them, unhooking her bra and dropping it onto the carpet. Lauren was naked. She'd soon be, too. But before she could reach for her thong, Lauren had snaked a hand behind her head and insistently pulled her towards the black tower. When the singer momentarily paused, her sister tightened her fingers in the long brown locks and jerked Grace's head downward.



There was no escape… nor did she want any.

Recovering from her initial reluctance, Grace took the black, saliva covered cock between her lips. Her hand gripped the bottom of his shaft as she went to work. He might have enjoyed her sister's performance, but she'd make sure this would be the best blowjob he'd ever been given. This was her man, not Lauren's!

Varying the pace of her sucking, she swirled her tongue along his veiny underside, just the way she knew he liked it. Grace groaned as she felt hands on her breasts, homing in on her hard nipples. But there was something different about the way they twisted and teased. It didn't feel like Samuel's touch…

Oh God! A mini orgasm instantly consumed her as she realized whose touch it was. The deep red nail varnish confirmed it. She almost choked on Samuel's hardness.

The blonde smiled happily at Samuel over Grace's bobbing head. Had she had too much coke today? Could you have too much of a good thing? She'd wanted to get herself high for the party and it had worked. Without the extra adrenalin running through her body, would she have dared do this to her sister? She'd wanted to for a long time but had never dared admit it.

"Make her cum—"

The words didn't register at first in Lauren's brain. It was Samuel's voice. What had he told her? No! It couldn't have been that! Her blue eyes stared into his, a puzzled look covering her aroused face.

"Do it," she heard the club owner tell her. "Make her cum—"

Her heart caught in her mouth. Make her sister cum? Grace? Should she? Could she?

She fucking could…!!

Her mouth replaced her fingers on Grace's breasts, sucking hard on one nipple, then the other. Her sister's moans reverberated around Samuel's cock as she suckled her. This was surreal... her mind wandered… she was a porno queen weaving her magic! Her sister's body was hers to do with what she wanted. And Grace wanted this, too—she knew exactly what those continuous moans meant.

Biting gently bit on one of the hard nipples, Lauren dragged her fingernails down her sister's flat belly, stopping only when she felt the flimsy thong. She heard her sister's breath catch as she slipped her fingers beneath her panties and traced her narrow landing strip.

Stiffening two fingers, she pushed them into Grace's soaking pussy. Her drugged senses went into overload. Her experiences with Rach had taught her exactly how to work a woman and she put her new skills to good use. This is what pornstars did, wasn't it?

Lightly thumbing her sister's throbbing clit, Grace's body bucked like a bronco. The brunette spurted on her strumming fingers.

The orgasm was stronger than Grace had ever experienced. Even in her hyper-sensitive state, she knew that was partly the effect of the coke. But it was more than that. This was her kid sister making her cum—and the knowledge sent her arousal into overdrive…

It took a while to recover from her climax. When she did, the sight and sound of Lauren slurping up and down Samuel's towering shaft greeted her.

How dare she start without her?

Dipping her head, she joined her younger sister. At first she competed, trying to outdo Lauren as she manoeuvred her wet tongue along the side of his hard manhood. She'd prove to Samuel what she could do. She was the older sister, the more experienced one. A surge of determination flooded through her.

Samuel's black fingers crept around both necks, caressing each woman's silken locks as the willing accomplices worked their double blowjob. Their tongues, lips and eager mouths worked in perfect combination. The African American was in heaven. The power of his control over the sister's flooded through his cock.

As their tongues zig-zagged up his shaft and across his swollen cock head, his grip on the backs of their necks tightened. All it took was a little bit of pressure and their lips met over top of his head. Their kiss was tentative at first, lips meeting lips in surprise. Another push and they opened their mouths to one another, their tongues doing to each other what they'd just been doing to his cock.

Samuel watched the very unsisterly kiss grow until he needed more attention. Pushing them back to his shaft, he let the saliva from each woman deliciously mingle with the precum that they teased from his dark purple crown. Their tongues and lips spread it along his shaft, meeting and teasing every so often in the erotically charged atmosphere.

The bedroom was filled with the sounds of their slurps and soft grunts.

Grace's wet mouth engulfed the throbbing shaft, her eyes on his as her hand stroked his balls. More pre-cum formed on the tip of his cock. She smiled at him as she allowed Lauren to lap it off. His moan told them that control was moving from male to female. Smiling lewdly, Grace pushed Lauren to one side, swallowing him again. Three long sucks took him over the edge.

Her hands went to the base of his cock, steadying the club owner as he erupted. She grunted with the first blasts cum down her throat. Taking the first two jets of pearly man-juice, her hands reached out to grip her sister's blonde hair and dragged her mouth to the monster. She wanted, needed, to share.

Lauren took the next spurts, mewing like a contented kitten as she greedily swallowed all he could offer. Then Grace was pulling her away again, jamming her mouth back on his beautiful black cock, but not before a rope of it splashed across her cheek. Cum went everywhere.

Lauren lapped it off her sister's face like a cat at her milk bowl. When Samuel was spent, Grace turned to her sister, grabbed her head, and pulled her back into another hard, incestuous kiss as they shared his creamy tribute.

***

Somewhere at the back of Rosie's mind she realised she was having girl-on-girl sex in public. Putting on a sex show for the audience who were now so close, they were touching and stroking the sixty-nining women.

It should have appalled her. Instead it inspired her.

There was no stopping her. No stopping either woman. Carly had turned her into a shameless molten furnace, sharing her new found girly technique with the entire world. Her hands gripped the spiky haired woman's thighs more tightly as Carly's sex ground down on her. Her tongue stabbed deep inside.

She was oblivious to the stroking fingers as more and more guests joined in. The cheers and roars were muffled by the way Carly's thighs tightened across her ears. She worked harder, lapping in the tangy juices that had collected along the shorthaired brunette's moist cleft before attacking the engorged clit.

The tell tale trembling signs were running through Carly's body. Rosie renewed her efforts. She wouldn't—couldn't—stop her pleasuring until she'd demonstrated her abilities to everyone around them. Only the spiky haired woman's orgasm would satisfy her.

Rosie felt Carly spread her legs, followed shortly by humid breath across her sex. She growled into the soft pussy she was pleasuring, anticipating what came next. She gladly spread her legs wider.

When the woman curled two fingers inside her nibbled on her clit, she went off like a rocket into the sky, leaving a trail of lights behind her eyelids.

The redheaded woman batted her tongue viciously across Carly's clit, going for her goal. Even through the toned thighs against her ears, she heard her lover's screams of release and smiled. She could relax a little, sucking the girl's juices as they both recovered. So tangy, so good.

When the thighs unclamped from her ears, the excited noise from the onlookers hit her like a stereo that had just burst into life. Instantly, she came again. Some guy was sucking on one of her tits, another man on the other.

Carly's lips left her pussy. Then she vaulted away from her head. She saw light, blinking up at her ravenous onlookers. Someone's hands—male hands—were on her hips, pulling them upwards. Her body was half off the ground when he slotted his cock inside her. Only a small part of her mind protested.

She didn't want a man, not if it wasn't Daniel. But fuck, that felt good!! "Ah!" she moaned, throwing her head back into the rich leather.

She glanced up her heaving, sweat-drenched body, and saw Mr. Tall-Dark-and-Handsome between her thighs. The Tom Cruise look-a-like. The hunk from across the room. Blinking, she refocused on his cock as it sliced easily in and out of her oily, bare perfection.

Rosie felt lips on the side of her face. Soft lips. Female lips. She could tell the difference. Much more delicate. Brow damp enough that her copper bangs must be clinging to it, she turned her head in time to see Lisa Welles. The woman was stunning.

The cock inside her was pounding her. The other men on her tits were gone, but that was fine. More than fine. It let her concentrate on the amazing sensations firing through her body. Rosie moaned, pushing her hips up to meet the thrusting penis. His cock felt wonderful.

Rosie felt a small hand cup one of her bouncing breasts. Lisa's. The international star. The most famous person she'd ever met. And when she watched the petite blonde pour a small pile of white powder across her freckled swell, her stomach bottomed out at how scandalously wrong this was! Raising her own hands to her tits, Rosie steadied them for the celebrity as Lisa formed the coke into a neat line.

Oh God!!! Rosie's brain screamed as she held her climax in check, biting on her bottom lip so hard that she nearly drew blood. She was a whore, being used like a whore. Having a fucking megastar snort cocaine off her body as she was fucked in a room full of strangers!

As Lisa's snort tore through the room, Rosie couldn't deny herself any longer. She was on fire and came through her white, gritted teeth. Somewhere, in her nearly unconscious mind, she felt Lisa rubbing more coke on her gums. She didn't need to be any higher than this, but like a storm that didn't know when to stop, welcomed more.

More, more, more!

Lisa straddled her face and Rosie welcomed it. She snaked her hands under the delightfully firm ass. She was outside her body, watching herself. A wonderful cock pounding inside her. A delicious pussy rubbing itself along her face. An orgasm began to ripple through at the lewd, sexy, intoxicating mental image in her head.

Only this image had sound, and feelings…

***

Samuel hadn't needed to ask the blonde to cut further lines of coke. Lauren had just naturally done so. She worked her naked body in front of him and her sister as she crossed the room. If she hadn't shown much embarrassment before, now she was blatant in the way she flaunted her sexuality.

When she'd held out the straw, Grace had slinked across to join her, taking the first hit with an animal like flare of her nostrils. When Lauren snorted her line, her elder sister was running her hand through her blonde locks, bonding in a way that was no longer sisterly. The further hit souped up their already overflowing libidos and Grace's reservations about performing with her sister were long gone.

Fuck, it was times like this that made him feel like a God.

"What next," Lauren grinned, the thrill of the coke bursting through her senses. She slipped an arm around Grace's waist, slowly licking her sister's neck as the two women posed for their master. Her flicking tongue gave Samuel the idea.

"Kiss," he ordered, lacing his hands behind his head as he reclined in the bed.

The sisters turned into one another, their arms wrapping each other up in a tender, loving embrace. Their excitement for one another was contagious, even for Samuel, who felt himself growing hard once again. As he watched their coral lips slid together, tongues dancing between their mouths, he knew he'd be ready soon. Very soon.

"More champagne," his deep voice growled. "Bring me a glass."

The girls finished their kiss with a loud smack. Plucking the bottle of champagne from the nightstand, Lauren crossed the room with that model-exaggerated sway. "Lie down," he told her.

The blonde let out a squeal of delight as she collapsed on her back beside him, her hands adjusting the back of her hair so that it fanned out on the pillow underneath her head. Samuel slyly looked across at Grace. Nude, she stood on one foot, arms coquettishly behind her back, anxiously waiting to get involved.

"Drink," he told her, pouring some bubbly from the bottle onto Lauren's neck. It left a trail of bubbles as it ran down the soft flesh.

The brunette crossed the room, her eyes locking onto her sister's. Glancing down at her damp neck, where the champagne hissed and bubbled on her sister's tanned flesh, she pounced like a cat. She crawled across the sheets on all fours, an animal stalking its prey.Her body shivered as she dipped her head and lapped at the fizzy liquid sliding down the smooth skin.

Samuel's Godlike feeling increased at the sight. His black cock lengthened further. His body pulsed with testosterone. Leaning over the two sisters, he poured more of the drink on Lauren, this time across her breasts. Even before he'd moved back into his sitting position, Grace's mouth and tongue had followed the liquid trail.

"Umph… ohgod…" Lauren groaned as her sister pleasured one sticky nipple then the other, her hand rising to stroke Grace's hair. She could feel her elder sister's hand resting on the bed between her thighs, and she pushed her ass off the mattress so that she could rub her slippery pussy against Grace's wrist.

"More," Samuel instructed, pouring more champagne over Grace's shoulder.

It splattered across Lauren's stomach and Grace reacted instantly. Stiffening her wrist so that Lauren's wet sex could gain more purchase as she rubbed herself towards a climax, Grace's mouth following the downward trail. She drank from the little pool of bubbly gathering in Lauren's bellybutton, her tongue flicking in little circles with each soft groan she elicited from her sister.

When she twisted away, Lauren moaned in disappointment. Not for long. Grace grabbed the bottle from Samuel and doused her sister's glistening pussy in champagne. Swinging her body around to position herself between the outstretched thighs, she slipped both hands under Lauren's ass, lifting the squirming woman to her bubbly covered lips.

"Ohfuck…ohGrace… ohGraceohfuck.." Lauren came with the first sweep of her sister's tongue, gripping the silken brown locks as she pushed her pussy upwards into the lapping mouth.

Grace didn't let up. Her sweet lips slurped up the combination of champagne and juices from her sister's smooth shaven folds, glancing up at the African American as she did. His fingers were softly running up and down the sexy singer's back in encouragement as he shifted position for a better view.

Grace smiled at him, leaving Lauren's sex for a moment as she tilted her head to one side. One hand brushed a dark lock of hair behind her ear. Lewdly flicking her tongue in his direction, she gave him one last, devilish look, before dribbling more champagne onto her sister's sex and dropping her head again.

"OhGod… OhGod…" A second orgasm ran through the blonde as Grace sucked in her drenched clit, rolling the little bud around the inside of her mouth before chewing on it, sending sparks through both women's bodies.

Samuel's cock jerked painfully at the sight. He was ready to fuck again! His fingers wrapped themselves in Grace's hair and tugged the woman's head away. She was reluctant to leave but knew her place.

"Need some attention?" Lauren softly moaned as she recovered from the climax. She could see the need in his eyes—a need she shared after being eaten by her sister. "Come here, baby," she told him, reaching out for his cock as she spread her legs.

Samuel's moment had come. Easing himself between Lauren's splayed legs, he lined his black monstrosity up with her oily smooth sex and lunged into her.

***

They'd moved to the floor, where Rosie vigorously rode Jimmy's cock. Her hysterical cries were broken only by the sloppy, open-mouthed kisses she shared with anyone offering. Right then, it was Lisa, who was facing her, grinding her sex on Jimmy's face.

All around the room, people were fucking. To her left, the sexy black guy -- Terrelle? - she'd made out with earlier was stripping out of his white tux. To her right, another man was already naked, as if waiting his turn. She felt Terrelle move closer, smelled his familiar musk.

Turning, she gasped when she caught sight of his monstrous erection.

Keeping one hand on Jimmy's chest to steady herself, the redhead swallowed as much of Terrelle's length as she could. His body jerked as she slithered her tongue along the ridge of his cockhead, twirling it around him even as he passed into the back of her throat.

Lisa came hard, then rolled off Jimmy's face, giving the male model a clear view of the action above him. What he saw amazed him. The freckled stripper oozed sex. She alternated between cocks with ease, fucking down on Jimmy's, while her mouth attacked Terrelle's with forceful aggression.

Jimmy felt his balls tighten. His hands found her sides in an attempt to steady her and his eyes strayed down her dripping body. Her belly was pierced with a colourless jewel. Her full pussy lips were stretched around his girth.

His cock jerked at the sight. Rosie felt it and yanked her mouth from Terrelle's cock. She felt feverish, but knew what she wanted. And right now, she didn't want this to end. Not before she came one more time!

"Don't dare cum yet," the hot-blooded redhead told him, despite her grinding body doing everything it could to get her there. She'd found a rhythm, as hot and heavy as anything going on around them.

"I'm close…" he warned.

"NO!" her desperate voice ordered. "Not yet!" Her hand was attending to Terrelle's cock as she spoke, furiously jerking the black tower.

Rosie was frantic now, adjusting position so that the root of Jimmy's cock flicked against her clit with each downthrust. The sensations in her body were almost too much with each touch, like an exquisite, wonderful form of torture.

"Steady…" he said, their grunts and slapping flesh filling his ears.

Rosie ignored him, an animal rutting away in hard downward strokes. She disregard Terrelle now, body and mind fixating on Jimmy and his miracle cock.

"God, that feels good," she moaned. Lisa was back, the singer rapidly kissing down her sweat-soaked skin. Across her tits. Across her stomach. Down, down, down to work her clit harder against him. The little nub sent out feather-light tickling sensations that brought her climax hurtling towards the surface.

"Close…" Jimmy gasped again.

She thrust down. Hard. Once, twice, three times. His face changed with each downthrust, curling into a ball as the surge ran through his body.

"Yes," she gasped as Lisa Welles tongue swirled across her clit. The tide swept through her. "Yesss…"

She went off like a depth charge. Her head fell forward against him, her long, red hair covering his face. The male model stretched his body as her hips continued to roll along his length, squeezing his eyes as he teetered on the verge

"Fuck!" he groaned, his hard cock exploding inside her. His seed hurtled from one body to the other like liquid fire, igniting a second orgasm in her hungry body. Things went red and hot. She pumped down on him one final time as her orgasm continued, her thighs tightly gripping him his sides as they bucked and jerked against one another.

And still, it wasn't over. She felt her body being lifted, light as a balloon in a warm updraft. Held in powerful arms. Hot muscles on her bare skin. A mouth working her sex and clit. Cleaning her out. Swirling lower, to rim her asshole.



She shuddered, unsure if she'd had another orgasm or if it was the after effects of the old.

Backwards she was guided, falling without falling. She was in strong arms. Capable arms. Two sets of lips latched onto her nipples. Female lips this time. She felt a cock between her legs. A new one, longer than Jimmy's, and thicker. It dipped easily between into her oiled pussy, but didn't stay long.

"Noo…" she moaned as she felt it push against her anus.

"Trust me, honey, you're going to love it." It was Lisa, wiping a lock of red hair from her eyes.

"I can't do this…" Rosie protested.

The other woman suckling on her breast—a dark-skinned beauty with exotic, almond eyes—kissed up her neck and whispered, "Relax, baby, and enjoy…" Rosie caught the look the two women shared with one another. It was the kind of look two cheerleaders gave when a new girl joined their crew.

She didn't want to be judged as the new girl.

Biting her lip, the redhead nodded. "Do it," she hissed, stealing herself for the most intense pain she'd ever felt in her young life.

His slow, inch-by-inch entry was like being engulfed in a wall of flame. Every sense in her body was alive. It blew her mind to oblivion.

But with the pain came pleasure. Tight, full, deep pleasure, but fuck it felt good. Despite his size, Terrelle took her anal virginity gently, taking his time until his length was fully ensconced in her hot core.

Rachal watched the stripper-girl's brow crease, fresh sweat breaking across her temples as she whimpered from the sensation. She was a little envious of the girl's experience; there was truly nothing like the first time. But then, there were plenty of ways to participate.

Sinking down between Rosie's freckled thighs, she and Lisa had an entire pussy all to themselves.

***

Kay was heading for her office again. Time to check on Samuel's progress with the sisters. If she knew anything about that man, they'd still be in full flow.

"I've been looking everywhere for you," came the sexy voice behind her.

She recognised the voice instantly. Her erect nipples hardened further. Her damp sex grew damper. Slowly turning around, the spiky haired woman was provocatively leaning against the ornate marble pillar at the bottom of the stairs. One arm on her hip, one leg cocked, she was deliberately displaying her nakedness to the Agency Head.

Despite the laughable blatantness of the pose, she looked incredibly sexy in a sluttish way that made Kay's breath catch.

The Agency Head remained in two minds. Her world was a sophisticated one, a world where she was the one who controlled others. She made love to beautiful, sexy people. People who could help her in one-way or another. She made those decisions, not others. Every move was calculated. For a reason.

This stripper was just a common slut and there were thousands like her in Vegas. She wouldn't give in, despite the needs of her body. This bitch wasn't going to dictate to her. She'd send her packing, then find Terrelle…

She started to speak, but the words didn't come out. There was something about the way the sexy little bitch was advancing slowly towards her, one step at a time. The small pink bag she carried over her shoulder looked out of place with her nakedness. "Still dressed?" Carly commented with a sly smile. "That makes you unique. Everyone else is naked. And fucking."

The way she said fucking sent a shiver through the sophisticated brunette. The word came off the stripper's tongue like a tantalising drop of honey, dangling there before sliding downwards into the pool of lust that existed in Kay's mind.

Reaching the older woman, Carly raised her hand to remove Kay's right earring, then the left. The action sent another spurt of pleasure through the brunette.

"That dress looks like it's been sprayed on," the spiky haired woman softly husked, running a finger from Kay's neck down to circle one of the hard nipples pushing through the sparkly, black material. The Agency Head let out a low, whooshing sound of arousal. Carly's fingers slowly trailed across to the other nipple, pinching it between thumb and forefinger.

"Ngh!" Kay was unable to contain the pleasurable moan.

"Turn around," the spiky haired woman directed, her hand helping the older woman swing her body so that she was facing away. Holding the dangly diamond earrings in her palm, her deft fingers slowly drew down the long zip, peeling the dress away from the slender body like a second skin.

"Just as I thought," Carly whispered, resting her chin on the woman's shoulder, her hot breathe caressing the smooth skin on Kay's face, her naked tits pressing into her back. "I knew you'd be naked underneath."

Sliding the earrings into one of the hands that Kay held by her side, she raised one to cup the woman's breasts and slid the other down to her sex. Kay's head fell back against Carly's shoulder as she widened her stance. "Been thinking about me?" the spiky haired woman teased as she pulled on a nipple and slid a single finger inside Kay's increasing wetness. "Been thinking about this?"

She pressed her groin into Kay's ass as she slowly curled the finger, looking for and finding her sweet spot. Every movement was deliciously slow. Her finger stroked the g-spot, her other hand squeezed a nipple, her tongue traced along the back of her neck.

When Kay began to tremble, she pulled her finger from inside her before she could reach her climax. Swinging the woman around, she smiled into the passion-twisted, disappointed face. She fed her juice-covered finger into Kay's mouth, grunting appreciatively as the woman willingly sucked her own juices.

"Bedroom?" Carly simply said. It wasn't a question. It was an instruction.

***

"Ngh…" This was so good. The club owner's black cock filled her completely. This felt so right!

Lauren was on her back, with her sister to her side, stroking away her sweaty, blonde bangs.

And Samuel. God, the man filled her more completely than she thought possible. How long had he been fucking her? No wonder Grace had been looking so happy all week!

His cock changed angle, brushing her clit as he raised himself to his knees. His mouth dipped to suck on her tits. Then his tongue was licking its way up to her ear. When he began to talk to her, she felt that familiar shuddering inside her body again. "Tell me baby," he was asking. "You like black cock?"

Was he kidding? "Oh, yes," she moaned, curling a foot around his back. His cock edged deeper.

"You like Samuel's black cock?"

"Uhh, yes! Fuck yeah!" Her other leg reached up around his back, digging into the top of his ass with her heels. He sunk in another couple of inches. "Ngh…" Sooooo deep! Her aroused eyes found his.

His hands slid under her ass and Lauren pushed off the bed with her hands. He squeezed harder. She moaned, loving it. It only spurred Samuel to want to abuse her more. Pound her harder.

Every part of her body could feel him as he began to jackhammer inside her. His cock—his black cock—hit parts of her that had never been pleasured before. She was close… she was there… she was cummmming…

Grace watched Lauren wail on the end of Samuel's thick, black cock. She'd bumped up on the free-flowing coke and just stood there, mesmerized. When had her little sister gotten so sexy? Kay and everyone else were right—she was born for porn.

Samuel's body began to tremble. She recognised it, knew what it meant. It wouldn't be long now. Not long at all. Grace rejoined the lovers, stroking the club owner's face and kissing him deeply.

"Cum, baby," she whispered as she stared deeply into his eyes. "Cum inside her…" Swinging her legs across Lauren's face, she lowered her own dripping pussy onto the panting girls lips.

Samuel Smith went off, groaning in pleasure as he released inside her, burst after burst after burst of sticky cum filling her up.

When Samuel rolled away, Grace dove in to lap it up. Just one week ago, she'd never guessed she'd be here, in a stranger's bed, sixty-nining her sister and eating cum out of her well-fucked sex. But what the hell, right? It felt good and she could do what she wanted. She was a super star. She was Grace Lane!

***

Kay let out a long mewing sound as the spiky haired woman pleasured her sensitive clitoris. She raised her head to watch the bobbing head, only to see those soft hazel eyes wickedly staring upwards into hers. She flopped back on the soft, white pillow, allowing herself to wallow in the sensations.

The dirty little bitch knew all the tricks of the trade. The way she so slowly used her tongue in those deliberately long, circular, licking motions was driving her mad! Her mewing became longer and louder.

Carly smiled inwardly. The woman was putty in her hands. When she licked just so, the older woman arched her back and lifted her hips. When she sucked like this on the slippery clit, she mewled like a happy kitten. She couldn't play a musical instrument, but couldn't imagine it being as satisfying as playing another woman. She was a classical pianist in her own way.

Another rotation of her face across the wet, swollen lips brought another jerk from the impressively toned body. The woman clearly worked out. She lifted one of the brunette's legs over her shoulder and dove deeper. As much as she delighted in the long, slow, laps of her tongue over the moaning woman's dewy folds, it was time to increase the pace.

This wasn't the first influential older woman she'd ever had. Turning powerful women into quivering wrecks was almost as much an aphrodisiac as seducing young first-time innocents. Seducing her employer's wife was how she'd got to Vegas in the first place. But as grateful as Janet had been for the pleasure Carly'd given her, her body was overweight and out of condition. This one was perfect. And the woman would prove a powerful ally if she played things right.

Kay's back arched higher. The mews turned into little, animalistic yelps. The first spasms of her orgasm were overtaking her. Carly's hands dropped to the trembling asscheeks, firmly holding the spending woman as Kay ground upwards into her juice covered face. This was the moment Carly enjoyed the most. The climax. She hovered up the cum with a series of loud slurps.

"Mmmm, tastes good," she sexily murmured, waiting until the older woman's trembling settled before slithering upwards. "You liked that, honey?" she asked. Kay's dark eyes answered for her. The piercing look had dulled into a cloudy arousal. "Good," she added, "Because I haven't finished with you, yet."

Tightly gripping the brunette's still perfectly groomed hair, she pulled her in for another kiss. Instinct and experience told the spiky haired temptress that the older woman wanted to be dominated. Even as their lips met, her hands were dancing across the woman's surprisingly firm tits.

She held Kay's eyes as she toyed with her, teasing her erect nipples from side to side. The Agency Head's eyes closed. She let out a throaty growl. Carly dropped her head and swirled her tongue across each hard bud.

"Yess…" the brunette gasped as the pressure built between her legs.

"What's that honey?" Carly teased, suckling harder on the aching nipples. Her hand slid down to caress the slippery clit again. "Tell Carly what you want."

"Please," Kay asked, putting one hand on Carly's head and applying downward pressure. "Please…"

"You want Carly to make you cum again?" the temptress asked, playing with the woman's clit that was standing up again and begging for attention.

Kay nodded. The little bitch almost had her begging for it. But that only sent her excitement spiralling further. "Yes," she confessed through gritted teeth. The sound was a hiss. "Yesssss…"

Carly's eyes told the panting woman she was pleased with her answer. Time for a reward. She whirled downwards, renewing the laps along the sensitive, wet lips that were her tongue's prisoner only ten minutes ago. She was rewarded with a burst of wonderfully tangy juices that tasted so familiar now.

With exaggerated slowness, her tongue licked around and across the waiting clit, bringing shudder after shudder from the writhing body. Both Kay's hands were on her head now, gripping tightly. Her sweaty body undulated, pushing up into the magical mouth. Carly took a different approach. Her repertoire was endless.

Pulling the hazy woman's legs upwards, her tongue did a long, slow lap, from her clit to her ass, and then back again.

Kay's body jerked in shock. "Oh, God. OhfuckohGod…"

Carly purred like a cat. "Like that, baby?" she softly asked, her tongue retracing its steps, digging a little harder into the sensitive flesh this time.

"Yesss… ohyesohyes…" The words were barely intelligible, more like a gurgle of lustful passion from the back of her throat.

Carly felt the surge of power through her own body. She loved women as much as she loved men. But she'd fuck a dog if that meant improving her life "Want to cum?" she teased, raising her head to stare into Kay's eyes. "Want to cum now?" The spiky haired temptress didn't wait for a reply.

Her finger rimmed the panting woman's anus and then slipped inside, knuckle deep. Kay came with a howl, pouring more juices into the lapping, licking, and sucking mouth. Carly wriggled the finger and sucked on the engorged clit. Kay came again, the howl deepening as if there was a full moon. Her sweaty body shuddered as if an electrical current had been fired through her.

***

Terrelle fisted his cock as he watched the action below him. It wasn't that long since he'd exploded in Rosie's ass, and now he was ready to go again. His reputation wasn't for nothing.

The sight was truly erotic - the ebony-skinned Rachal eating the hot redhead out, as Lisa worked her tits and neck and whispered sweet things into her ears. He'd come here anticipating sex, and what he was seeing was crazier than any porno shoot he'd ever been on.

All around him, and no doubt in different rooms, people were sucking, fucking… but he only had one thing in mind. He wanted the hot, sexy redhead's body again.

"Come here," Rachal beckoned, holding her hand out. Not for his hand, Terrelle knew, but for his cock. Stepping forward, he let her capable hands stroke him for a moment. His balls tightened as he surveyed the pale-skinned stripper's beautifully wanton pussy.

Rachal rose up to full height—nearly his height in heels—and said, "I know you're hot for her. Show the bitch a good time again."

Rosie was just barely conscious enough to realize what was happening a split second before it did. Terrelle knelt down between her legs, his porn-star sized cock in hand, and positioned himself against her pussy.

"Want this thick cock again, honey," he arrogantly asked, stroking his hardness across her sweet, wet folds.

"Yes… YeSS… YESSS!" Rosie screamed, her throat raw from her rolling orgasms. Sweat poured down her glistening, freckled body as he all too easily pushed inside her and began to thrust. "Ngh! Ngh!"

She fanned her fingers over the back of the sofa behind her, reclining into the cushions as the muscular black man drove himself in and out of her well greased furrow.

"God, this whore's insatiable!" Terrelle said to anyone who was listening, mauling her full tits with his left hand as he supported himself with his right.

Rosie shivered as she was called a whore. She'd never become used to it, the word always bringing a mix of excitement and shame. Right now, she felt so much more excitement than shame.

"FUCK!" The expletive tore from her throat as another climax washed through her. How many had she had since arriving? The heady cocktail of drink, drugs and despair all contributed to her state. Terrelle's thick cock was like a lightning rod to her pleasure, its energy feeding on her arousal.

***

Carly pulled the double-ended dildo from her pink shoulder bag. She'd brought it for her performance with Rosie, but this was a much better idea. The snake tattoo that worked its way up from her asscheeks to her lower back captivated Kay's eyes. This young stripper really was something else.

"You didn't think we'd finished yet?" Carly asked, with a knowing smile twisting around and holding up the phallus. "Ever fucked this way?"

"I've fucked every way, darling," Kay breathed, unwilling to concede anything further to the slutty bitch. The stripper was yanking her strings like a puppeteer and she needed to regain some sort of control.

"Not like Carly's gonna fuck you," came the spiky haired woman's reply.

Kay felt her body melt at the provocative words. Regain control? She was under a sexual spell from which it was impossible to break free. But then again, she wasn't sure that she wanted to break free. Being dominated by such a confident little bitch was a new experience. Her body liked it.

Carly's lithe, sexy body on the bed slipped onto the bed, her right foot contemptuously pushing the older woman's thighs apart so that she could entwine legs. With a breathy sigh of contentment, Carly slowly inserted the dildo into her pussy, keeping her smiling eyes on Kay.

The Agency Head's heart was thumping in her chest as she watched the sexy stripper's labial lips stretch around the thick plastic phallus. Her eyes took in every movement, flicking back to Carly's amused gaze before returning to the lewd sight. If she reached out, she could touch the hard length. Fuck the girl with it. But the spiky haired woman had something else in mind and Kay knew what it was. Her body was actually trembling on the bed at the thought.

"Can't wait?" Carly softly whispered, reaching out a hand around the woman's head and pulling her in for a slow, long kiss. She wriggled forward as their tongues gently swirled around one another's, scissoring their legs together.

Kay felt herself panting. The sound reminded her of an animal—an animal in heat. She could feel the way her chest involuntarily rose and fell all the way down to her curling toes. "Oh fuck!" The little slut was feeding the phallus into her as they kissed. How many orgasms had the bitch given her already? And yet still she was almost passing out at the thought of another!

Carly pulled away from the kiss, nodding downwards. Kay's clouded eyes followed the unspoken command. The thick dildo had almost disappeared inside them as the stripper wriggled her ass and pressed her hot sex hard against her. An orgasmic ripple ran through her body at the sight. Her nipples hardened. A pale redness spread upwards from her chest.

"What do you want?" Carly whispered, leaning her head forward to lick around the older woman's neck, chin and cheeks. Her hot breathe singed Kay's skin. The featherlight touches of the tip of the spiky woman's tongue sent pinpricks of delight across every inch of her body. Even as the little bitch began to slowly undulate her hips, the Agency Head was lost in a sexual haze.

"Fuck me," she answered, her voice softly rising. "FUCK ME!"

"Oh yes," Carly grinned, leaning back so that she could run her fingertips across the hard nipples. This was the opportunity for her pleasure as well as Kay's. She'd have the older woman's tongue on her soon enough. She always did. Kay groaned when she tweaked one of her hard buds. "Oh yes, honey. Carly's gonna fuck you—"

At first, Kay allowed Carly to control the pace. She followed the sexy woman's lead. But then it all became too much. The Agency Head's shuddering body responded. Her head went back. Her hand gripped the spiky haired woman's ass. Her hips raised further from the mattress. Her now sweaty hair bounced on her shoulders. Her feet dug into the cream sheets in a desperate attempt for extra purchase.



Kay began to move faster, urgently, as if the world was coming to an end.

When her umpteenth orgasm hit her, she made no attempt to stifle her screams. Carly felt it too. The journey came to an end, the waves inside her body crashing against the same rocks as the Agency Head had found.

Life was good.

***

It took a long time for Rosie's senses to return. She was disorientated at first, her throat and mouth parched. The evening was a blur - a drink and drug fuelled blur. She knew she'd done things she shouldn't, that weren't really her, but her hazy, bewildered mind told her it was all right. All around her people were still paired off, an orgy of grunts, moans and sex. It was natural, and all she'd done was what came naturally.

That was all right, wasn't it?

God knows how many orgasms she'd had, how much coke she'd consumed. But she was floating on a tide of sexual ecstasy that made her feel invincible, made her forget everything else that was going wrong in her life.

Water, she reminded herself, pulling herself to her feet and finding it easier to walk the more she did it. She'd never ridden a horse, but imagined this must be what it felt like to ride all day. Exhausted, sore, and filled with exciting memories of the most recent journey. No worries about life before or after.

Side tracked, Rosie gravitated over to a forgotten tray of champagne and picked up one of the flutes of bubbly. Leaning against the wall, she surveyed the room again, finally able to appreciate it as an outsider.

Yesterday, she'd sworn this life off. Yesterday, she'd been content. But that life wasn't in the cards, it seemed. She watched as Lisa Welles was fucked doggy-style by that dark haired male model as she buried her face between his dark-skinned girlfriend's thighs.

"Aperitif?" a waitress asked, drawing Rosie's attention off of the orgy before her. She recognized the Oriental beauty, the memory still clear of how sweet her lips had tasted all that time ago.

In her hand was a platter of coke, already cut into slender lines. Rosie ran her fingers through her long hair, damp from the night's exertions. "Do you want some before we fuck or after?" the beautiful server coyly asked.

***

Daniel hadn't slept. Not even a wink. How could he?

What time was it? Six in the morning! He'd tossed and turned all night long and now, staring blankly out of the hotel window at the rising sun, he felt no tiredness at all. He felt nothing, only numbness.

From time to time, he'd run through the Main Event in his head. Reaching the final table was an incredible achievement. He was now a millionaire. After all those arguments with Grace in the past, he'd proven himself. Two WSOP tournaments and top ten places in both. The irony was that the disagreements had been for nothing. Rosie was no longer here to share his success.

He missed his redheaded girlfriend way more than he could have imagined. The sweet, innocent woman had made such an impact on his life. In such a short time. Now she was gone.

His winnings would have paid off her debt to the club owner. She'd never told him how much it was, but the amount would be loose change to him now. He could have repaid what she owed, settled her worried mind, and then…

The 'then' didn't matter anymore. There wasn't any 'then.' He'd cocked up. Why the hell hadn't he just told Rosie the truth about him and Holly?

He and the blonde had talked into the early hours this morning. That woman was a good friend. A very good friend. It seemed as if they'd known each other much longer than just a few days. He was so glad she'd made it to the final table, too, though now the papers would have a field day talking about them. Not that it mattered any longer.

The damage was done.

He'd told Holly everything there was to tell about Rosie. How good the beautiful redhead made him feel. He'd never previously experienced such an intensity of warm feelings, not even with Grace, when things were going well.

Holly had listened to everything without comment, without judgement. Just a few occasional questions of clarification. Her advice made sense. You couldn't force these things. A relationship had to work for both people. If it were meant to be with Rosie, something would happen to bring them together again.

He'd been a little drunk when he walked Holly back to her room. She asked if he wanted to spend the night together. It didn't mean anything, she'd said—she knew his feelings for Rosie. But it might help him forget his pain. For the night, at least. He'd been tempted. What man wouldn't?

But how could he fuck another woman tonight—even a comfort fuck—when his Rosie was probably crying herself to sleep…
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Chapter 12: Three Months Later

Three months had slowly passed since Daniel had reached the World Series of Poker final table. In that time he'd left his job back in England, moved out of the London apartment he and Grace had been renting, found a temporary bedsit, and spent most of his time playing poker… and drinking.

He was better at poker than even he had suspected, judging by his results. His drinking habits were rapidly improving, too—he often started in the morning and continued 'til late at night.

Two days back in Las Vegas, all the old memories had returned. Contrary to his expectations, the excitement of the City that never sleeps was still there. Excitement… and also anticipation of what tomorrow would bring. Whether two days reacclimatizion was enough, he wasn't sure. But then, Holly had only returned last night. He hadn't been in good enough condition to see her, too much drink. Instead, they'd arranged lunch today.

Daniel made a pact with himself to stay off the booze until the afternoon. Or maybe 'til after the Main Event? If he could…

Bobby Baldwin's poker room at the Bellagio was becoming to feel like home. He'd seen more of it than the inside of his hotel suite, though they were about the only two sights he had enjoyed so far. What else was there to see?

Yes, it was true he'd twice found himself outside of Midnight Hot. He had no intention of entering, of course. Why would he? Rosie had made her feelings clear and he understood why. He'd lied. And he was a deadbeat poker player. With all that had happened with her previous boyfriend, the sweet redhead had had her fill of that combination.

Hell, he didn't even know if she'd returned to work there. She might not even be in Vegas. He had no idea where she was. All he did know was how much he missed the redhead. That feeling hadn't gone away.

It increased with each passing day...

***

The giant's bushy beard provided quite a contrast to his baldhead. Grace remembered the interesting combination so well. She loved every aspect of his roughness. That was why she'd returned to his shop, she guessed. Yes, she wanted the tattoos. But she craved the rough, dirty sex, too.

"Well, Missy," the grizzly man's deep voice growled. "There we go, two more angel tattoos. What d'you think—old Sam's done a good job?"

Grace sat cross-legged on the long table to check her ankles. "Perfect," she answered, with that little come-on smile of hers.

The short, black skirt rode up to her waist, allowing the bear of a man a clear view of her thong covered crotch. The black lace disguised very little, but that was part of the excitement. Could he see how wet she was?

With her three-month contract at Samuel Smith's now completed, she had several producers clamouring with record deals. If the number of hits on You Tube and My Space were an indicator, she was already an international star. That first album was a guaranteed success. The competing money on the table for her was mind boggling, but it was only the start.

Grace Lane—Superstar! Fame and fortune was just around the corner.

Her idea for the additional two ankle tattoos was to emphasise she was the best angel of all. Not yet, okay. But soon she would be. The side benefit was seeing old Sam again. Despite moving in her sophisticated new world, the idea of seeing the worldly-wise biker again was almost too good to resist.

"Perfect is right, Missy," he grinned, his eyes drawn to her crotch.

Grace remembered that grin… the stained smokers' teeth. The sleeveless black tee shirt with its skull and crossbones design fitted him so well. She adored tattoos and his muscular arms were covered with them.

So rough… so dirty… so dangerous.

Hot flushes of arousal were already pumping through her hot body. They changed to a fiery furnace as his hand sneaked under her skirt and homed in on her sex.

"Ngh!" she cried, tossing her long dark hair as his probing fingers stroked her through the lacy thong. Her body arched up, bucking her hips up into the penetrating fingers. She came so hard that his other hand needed to steady her shuddering body.

"Nice, Missy," he muttered. "You're nice and ready for old Sam, aren't you? You want a bit of this rough old bastard again, right?" Pulling his hand from between her thighs, he fed his fingers to her lips, smiling as the woman lustfully licked her juices from them. This was one hot bitch! "Now why don't you slip off that top for me? Let me see them tits again—"

With a lustful groan, Grace pulled her top free of her skirt, and then yanked it clean over her head, her breasts bouncing deliciously. Sam's head instantly dipped and his lips sucked in a hard nipple. His hand raised to her other swell, his thumb gently flicking back and forth across her extended dark bud.

Grace moaned again as he suckled her. His tongue flicked and licked around her hard nipple. Her hands found his head, encouragingly rubbing across his bald skin. For such a large man, he could be incredibly gentle.

Suddenly his other hand was between her thighs again, gripping the waistband of her thong. With a grunt, he ripped the flimsy covering from her body, holding it up in front of her, as if displaying his prize confirmed his control.

Grace's lips quivered as he dipped his head again, both hands roughly cupping her breasts, pushing them inwards towards his sucking mouth. The torn thong fluttered to the floor.

Both her hard buds were swelling in his mouth, reacting as he swept between one and the other. The feeling of his saliva dripping from her breasts onto her stomach only added to her arousal. Her hands left his head and dropped to his waist, yanking his belt free and pushing open his dirty black jeans.

The bear's mouth left her breasts. "Gonna take 'im out, Missy?" he grunted, his eyes narrowing as she did exactly that.

She rubbed her clit with the crown of his cock, using him like a dildo. "Ngh. Fuck…" That felt soooo good.

Grace couldn't hold back. She needed him inside her. The brunette pulled him one last time across her silky wetness, then set his purple crown against her opening. He instantly pushed inside, ball-deep in her with three grunting passes. "Oh fuck…"

Her hands instantly fell to his pumping ass, her fingernails digging into his skin. The table bounced under her with each thrust, threatening to collapse. The giant's response was immediate, digging his hands under Grace's buttocks and lifting the lithe body upwards. His meaty legs spread to maintain his balance, the soles of his feet digging into the floor through his boots.

Grace's hands left his ass to lock around his neck. "Yessss…"

Their hooded eyes staring into one another's as he began to thrust again. Grace felt like she was perching on the edge of a cliff, threatening to fall backwards into the depths beyond. The feeling only added to the intensity of the situation. The big bear continued to fuck her through her immediate orgasm, not even letting up as a second rippled its way inside her heavily sweating body. That made three so far, but who was counting?

"Ohfuck..." she gasped, the words merging into one and reverberating around her voice box.

Old Sam grunted, gripping her ass more tightly with his aching hands. His pleasure weakened legs told him they couldn't last out much longer. Neither could his thick cock. As Grace took his head between her hands and slid her tongue into his tobacco smelling mouth, her actions instantly sent a signal to his testicles.

No angel had ever kissed him before.

He gave a bestial cry as he came. "AHHHHHHHHH!!!" It roared from the back of his throat, starting loud and ending louder. His sack smacked against her juice-slick ass as he exploded, his legs beginning to buckle.

"Hold me, hold me," Grace ordered, partly to make sure she received all of his creamy offering but also to ensure she could grind herself sufficiently to take her to a fourth climax.

Her fingernails dug into his shoulder blades and her heels into his back as she came again, not caring whether she drew blood or how much the panting giant struggled to remain on his feet. He pumped in and out of her shuddering body one final time, releasing the last of his juice as the soon-to-be international star hissed her own sweet release into his dirty ear.

***

"Okay, babes," the photographer called. "That's a wrap. Sorry we couldn't get everything finished off last night, but appreciate you ladies returning early morning. A late breakfast's on me, if anyone's hungry."

"You interested?" the gum chewing Mexican woman asked Lauren, trailing her fingers along the blonde's forearm.

Lauren smiled at the older model. Juanita was around forty, though to be fair she looked much younger. With her long, dyed brown hair and sultry dark eyes, the woman had more sex appeal than the few younger models Lauren had worked with in recent months.

"Not sure," the blonde hesitantly responded, aware of the Hispanic woman's eyes on her as they walked back to the changing rooms. She had some serious decisions to make. They'd have to give up Grace's luxury pad up when her sister left Vegas. The question for Lauren was what should she do?

Grace had suggested her sister accompany her to New York. The alternatives were to return to England, or stay here in Vegas, but since Kay had ended their involvement, all she'd managed to find were some minor modelling engagements. Enough to keep her ticking over, but not much more than that.

She might as well take her sister up on her offer; she wouldn't make it on her own without Grace, that was for sure. Washed up already? And only twenty-two…

"You should come out," Juanita told her, unfastening her bra two steps into the changing room. Lauren could feel her throat go dry as she watched, her eyes glued to the warm, deep brown skin of the Mexican woman's bare back. With a provocative shimmy, the woman's thong joined her bra on the floor.

She arched a dark brow as she swung around to face Lauren. "Well?"

Lauren was unsure whether the older woman was referring to lunch or her tits. The inviting globes excitedly swung before settling, and were everything they'd promised to be. The Mexican cupped the silicone enhanced swells, holding them for Lauren to admire. The deep brown coloured breasts were big, but not too big, and perfectly shaped.

"You like?" she provocatively asked Lauren, lowering her head to flick her tongue across an erect chocolate nipple. "You like my tits?"

The blonde's eyes were drawn to the sight like a moth to a flame. The hint of saliva around the dark nipple was incredibly erotic.

"I see you do," Juanita teasingly smiled, batting those long eyelashes. "Breakfast, then we can go back to my apartment. My boyfriend's at work and my tits need some attention. You like women, Lauren—yes?"

The blonde felt her own nipples harden. The older model circled her, stopping just behind her long enough to untie her bikini top. Juanita's hands were on Lauren's breasts before the garment hit the floor.

"Yes?" she murmured, the tip of her tongue flicking along the blonde's earlobe. "Yours need attention, too, Lauren! A light breakfast… then mine…"

It was no longer a question.

***

Rosie woke up naked and disoriented—a sensation she was beginning to grow used to. The smell of sex was heavy in the air and she felt sore all over. She'd passed out between two guys who still hadn't woken, and a third was dozing in an armchair in the corner.

Last night returned to her like a slideshow stuck on fast-forward. Cocks in her mouth, in her pussy, in her ass. Separately. At the same time. Thrusting, pounding. A long, drawn out moan that drowned out everything else. And cum everywhere. Inside of her. All over her.

The redhead's heart began to beat quickly before she could shake her head and clear her thoughts. Last night could have been any of a dozen nights she'd shared with paying strangers in the last three months. Maybe it was a little better than most, but they hadn't all been like that.

Careful not to wake any of her new lovers, she crawled off the bed, gathered her clothing, and slipped into the bathroom. These guys had come to Vegas looking to fulfil that "What happens in Vegas…" cliché. One was getting married, the other two already were.

It wasn't her business, of course, and she didn't ask about the rings. She just fucked. It was what she was paid to do.

A cloud of melancholy descended over her when she shut herself into the bathroom. Is this what she was meant to do? Was there any way out of this lifestyle?

The fluorescent lights blinked on, casting her pale, freckled body in harsh white light. She'd been in far classier bathrooms than this one, but it wasn't bad. Enough room to get dressed in, anyway. Her mind was already thinking forward to the rest of her day: go home, take a shower and a nap; get her mind into gear again, then it was off to Midnight Hot for her shift; and if Big Eddie insisted on it, maybe she'd have to share his bed afterwards.

Rosie sighed and looked at herself in the mirror. She hated this living prison. "You really screwed this up," she muttered into those large, pretty eyes.

Balanced on the vanity beside the mirror was an oversized water bong. The redhead checked, finding that there was still some un-smoked weed in the bowl. The guys had been taking turns with it all last night, and while it had been tempting, she'd refrained.

There was a time when she'd been high all the time, though. The weeks after her falling out with Daniel had been rough, and it seemed like the best way to deal with it was to soak her brain in chemicals. But it was a similar moment like this, when she looked at herself in the mirror and saw her green eyes dimmed and unfocused, that she realized it wasn't her.

No matter what she had to do for a living, it was just a means to an end, and she was done playing Big Eddie's game.

Still, there were times when she was tempted to try the drug. Particularly moments like this, when the sadness felt like a yoke on her shoulders, she thought that she could use a temporary dulling of her senses.

The temptation was never enough, though. Splashing water in her face, she resolved again to get out. Yet by the time she was dressed and in the elevator, she knew there was no out. A month back, when she'd calculated that she was debt-free, she'd approached her gangster boss about leaving. He'd told her with the way interest was adding up, she still owed half the debt.

Then he'd beaten her so badly she'd missed a week's worth of work, and while he'd apologized for it later and didn't dock her pay for the missed time, the message was clear: she was his property until he said she was not.

Rosie knew when to cut her losses. She was a smart girl, despite her situation, and knew that this was one of those times. Without Eddie knowing—or Carly for that matter—she'd saved enough money now to buy a plan ticket out of Vegas and set up a new life for her somewhere else, under a different name. A risk, but she had to take it.

As she passed by the bank of televisions in the MGM Grand's lobby, she saw the recorded footage from last night's news. Holly Willoughby had arrived in Vegas after the three-month break between the World Series of Poker and the Final Table; she was one of what the media had dubbed the 'November 9.'

The redhead had mixed feelings over the beautiful blonde, although she couldn't deny the poker player's beauty. Dressed in her signature black, her dark sunglasses were pushed up into her golden blonde hair like a headband as she wheeled her bag through the Rio's front doors. It was rumoured that she'd been involved with another of the final nine: Daniel Stone.

Of course that man's name would come up at the sight of Holly. Or of the mention of poker. Or of any private party she'd ever had at the Rio—there'd been a few. She still cursed herself for being so stupid; for letting him get away because of unnecessary jealousy.

The Englishman had gone into monk-like seclusion in London over the past few months, but he'd be back for the Final Table. Was that why she was still here? Was that why she was still working for Big Eddie? For some silly-girl dream of making up with her knight in shining armour? To be rescued from her life as a whore?

The redhead needed to talk to someone. She pulled out her phone, thinking of calling Carly for a morning coffee, but decided against that. Since the sassy, young dancer had moved in with Big Eddie and become his unofficial girlfriend, Rosie had found it harder and harder to confide in her friend.

Or was it her ex-friend?

Carly had changed. Become more preoccupied with other things, other people. The spiky haired woman hadn't even been that sympathetic after Rosie'd been beaten. Said she shouldn't have pushed her luck with the gangster like that…

Anyway, how could she talk to Carly when so many of the things she wanted to talk about had to do with leaving Big Eddie? The spiky haired woman was his main girl there now and Rosie knew exactly what she'd say.

Suddenly, a thought hit her like a bolt from the blue! Could she? Should she? Yes, do it now… do it before she changed her mind!

Anxiously flicking open the phone, she dialled her friend who worked the desk at the Rio. Her heart was in her mouth before the woman even picked up. "Hey, Sue? It's Rosie… I was wondering if you could do me a huge favour… Could you give me the number of one of the guests staying there? Holly Willoughby. I owe you big!"

***

"Where've you been?" Samuel Smith's voice was sharp, full of alarm. "I've been trying to contact you," he rasped.

Grace smiled patiently. Agitated looks didn't work with her, not even from the club owner. After all, she'd only said she might be stopping by at lunchtime. It had been naughty to turn off her mobile phone when with Old Sam, but then… she hadn't wanted to be interrupted.

"Wouldn't you like to know," she teased, watching him walk towards her. The way he'd thumped his drink on the bar before heading across the veneered wooden floor should have sparked a flame of alarm, bit she was still on a high after her morning with the grizzly old bear. She leant upwards to plant a soft kiss on Samuel's lips. Wait until he saw her tattoos…

The stare he gave her stopped her in her tracks. His dark eyes were brooding, worried. The moment hit her like a sledgehammer. Something was wrong. Badly wrong. Perspiration broke out on his brow and that was unusual—Samuel didn't sweat. For a moment, she thought he was angry with her.

"What is it?" she panted, nervousness filling her body. "Samuel…?"

With a frustrated shake of his head, he grabbed the brunette's arm and guided her along the corridor in front of him. It took less than thirty seconds to reach his office.

For a few seconds, Samuel just stared at her. His son was arriving later today, to see his dad at the WSOP final table. Samuel's intention to show him how well the business was running had hit a major snag. It had only been two days since he'd bragged about Grace's success during a phone conversation with Joshua. Now, everything was fucked up.



He poured two whiskies and handed one of the glasses to her. He needed that deep drink, but he'd already had a couple that morning. Both glasses were emptied in the brief minute it took him to explain.

Grace heard everything he said, but there were only a few phrases that resonated in her mind. Sex tape… released on the Internet… you and Lauren…

"What? How? Why?" She rasped out the questions without waiting for an answer to any of them. Her brain was still attempting to take in not just the news, but also the implications.

Samuel angrily shook his head, pouring a second whisky and planting the bottle beside them on the edge of his desk. This woman was soon to have been a gold mine for him. His take of her career earnings were guaranteed at twenty percent—that was the deal with all his 'angels.' Such profits seemed a long way away now.

"We'll need to see the tape," the African American told her.

"But how could anyone have got such a thing?"

The thickset man's contemptuous glance told her that he gave the singer more credit than that. "Grace, where were you this morning?"

She felt herself bushing. "I had two more tattoos," she confessed. "On my ankles. Angels. I wanted to prove how committed to you I am before leaving for New York."

"You don't need to prove a thing," he said, his deep voice softening a little. "Did you fuck Old Sam?"

Her deepening colour gave him the answer without the brunette needing to speak. "Yes," she eventually confessed.

"I already know that," he told her. "I know every-fucking-thing. You've been sexually active ever since you came to Vegas, Grace. There'll have been a hundred opportunities for someone to secretly film you."

"Not with Lauren," she responded, lowering her eyes and biting her bottom lip. "That only happened once. With you."

This was a nightmare. Her worst nightmare. It had taken some time to come to terms with what had happened between her and her sister. Come to terms with it? She wasn't even sure that she had. They'd only spoken briefly about the incestuous tryst, but all that really came out of that was a silent agreement not to talk about it anymore. It was wrong, Grace knew. Not something that could ever be repeated, let alone thought about…

And yet there were a few times when Grace found herself looking at Lauren as more than just a sister, and…

She shook her head, trying to clear those thoughts. Think about now! The brunette had found comfort in the fact that only Samuel knew exactly what had taken place between her and her sister that night.

Until now. Oh God!!!

"That means Kay Kirsten has something to do with this," the African American man growled, his face creasing in anger as he swallowed the last of his whisky. "I'll pay that bitch back, don't worry about that."

Grace made a weary effort to look upbeat through her trembling lips. "What happens next?"

Samuel shook his head. Sadly, angrily. "It's not looking good. All I know is I've had several calls, and Cowell has cancelled next week's meeting."

"The record producer?"

"Record producer, TV impresario, call him what you like," he snorted. "But if Simon's no longer interested, you can rest assured everyone else will follow. Even for acid house, this isn't the image that people are going to buy."

The stunned woman felt tears hit the back of her eyes. Suddenly, all her dreams were rapidly slipping away. Like smoke evaporating into thin air. This morning, she was on the verge of becoming a Superstar!

"What do we do, Samuel?" she asked, wringing her hands together.

The African American poured himself another whisky. "I suggest you go back to your apartment for now, Grace. I have some phone calls to make."

***

The way Juanita's dark brown hand had stroked her leg throughout their late breakfast had Lauren revved up and ready to go. She hadn't had sex for a couple of nights and this sexy woman promised to be hot. If they didn't leave soon, she'd have to take the sexy bitch right there on the table.

Giving a soft chuckle, she fantasised about how the Planet Hollywood regulars around her would react to that.

"Something amusing you?" the Mexican woman murmured, her hand creeping further up Lauren's thigh. The short skirt provided minimum protection.

"Just anticipating the rest of the morning," the blonde smiled, widening her legs so that Juanita's hand could slide between them. "Oh fuck…"

The Mexican's beauty free hand snaked around Lauren's neck, pulling her into a passionate kiss. Her fingers worked the blonde's labial lips through the material, bringing another moan from the young model, ignoring the startled looks from the early diners around them.

"Oh fuck?" the older model repeated into Lauren's mouth. "Baby, you have no idea how I'm going to fuck you. You're gonna scream all day, my baby girl…"

"Looks like I'd better be on my way." The women realised that Jeff was with them. Their combined passion had seen him fade into the background. The dark haired photographer was happy with that—he'd seen enough to realise that three was a crowd…

"Bye," Juanita murmured, dismissing him with one bat of her long eyebrows.

The sound of Lauren's mobile phone briefly broke the sexual tension. It was just as well—people were beginning to stare. Juanita didn't appear to care, but now that the moment was interrupted, Lauren felt herself colouring. Her chair scraped along the floor as she pushed it back.

Juanita's hand stopped her from immediately answering as Lauren flicked open her phone. "Tell them you're incommunicado for the rest of the day," she sultrily whispered, her dark eyes promising everything.

Lauren nodded as she answered. Her heart was beating hard in anticipation. Juanita may be forty, but she was hot. "Hi. Rachal? Hi, honey, listen, I'm—"

"Lauren. Have you heard about the sex tape? You and Grace?"

The blonde's beating heart went into overdrive. "WHAT!!!" Her incredulity was evident in her almost hysterical voice.

Rachal put as much surprise and shock into her voice as she could. "You and Grace. Together. When the fuck did that happen?"

The blonde tried to answer. She couldn't. Her mouth opened, but no words came out. Her and Grace's uncomfortable embarrassment with each other had faded over the last three months, but despite Lauren's denials to herself she couldn't help the dreams that sometimes left her hot and bothered. She'd never admit her still taboo thoughts to Grace. Ever.

It would kill her older sister if she found out.

Reaching forward, she picked up a half full glass of water, not caring whose it was. It helped the dryness in her throat. As far as she was aware, no one other than the three participants knew exactly what had happened. If she believed her friend, now the whole world was about to find out!

"Rach, slow down," the blonde gasped. One hand clutched her heaving chest as she turned in her seat, crouching down in a vain attempt to keep the conversation private. "Exactly what are you saying?"

The mocha-skinned beauty gave a soft sigh at the other end of the phone. She'd have thought that Lauren would know about the sex tape by now! Clearly not.

"Listen, babe," she explained. "Someone's videoed you and Grace together. On a bed somewhere. I've actually seen it and it's fucking hot. It's on the Internet. Don't ask me how."

Lauren felt her throat warble and fought back the knot. It had been taken at Kay's! That bitch…

"Rach, it's Kay who's done this—"

"No," Rachal interrupted, playing the part Kay had given to her to perfection. "She's beside herself with anger about it. There's a local gangster—called Big Eddie—he's behind it. I don't know all the details, but he somehow got hold of the tape and released it. For big money, I bet."

Lauren felt waves of nausea floating around her head. It was all she could do to stop herself from blacking out. Another gulp of water and a few deep breaths settled her. "This is terrible!"

Rachal smiled at the other end of the line at the young woman's naivety. Blaming Big Eddie took the pressure off Kay. Not just with Lauren and her sister, but it avoided confrontation with Samuel Smith, too. When Carly fed the same story into the African American, he'd swallow it hook line and sinker.

"I know, I know, babe," the exotic model's voice sympathised. "But listen—turn it to your advantage. Get on the phone to Kay and tell her you want to do those movies."

"Movies?" That was the last thing on her mind.

"Listen to me," Rachal persuasively argued. "You're gonna be so hottttt after this. In demand. This is your chance, Lauren—this is your goldmine, babe!! Kay has someone else lined up, but in the circumstances she'll be feeling guilty. I know the last three months have been tough. This is your chance to get ahead of the game again, Lauren…"

She was right, they had been tough. Even so… "But Rach—"

The exotic looking model wasn't listening. Instead, she was carrying out Kay's instructions to the letter. "Do it, Lauren," her vibrant voice urged. "Just think of how much money you could earn!!!"

Lauren hung up and sighed. The potential earnings from the movies flashed in front of her eyes. But that wasn't her first priority right now. She had to get out of there. Find Grace.

"Time to go, baby girl," Juanita whispered in her ear.

Lauren stared at her, eyes all glassy. "Sorry… I have to call my sister."

The Mexican model tossed her hair, nostrils flaring. It seemed she didn't like being kept waiting. Not when she was so horny. The woman was sending so much steam into the air she resembled an overheated kettle. But she'd just have to wait… she had to ring Grace.

Her sister's heavy breathing when she answered the phone spoke volumes. She'd been crying! Instead of bombarding her with all the questions dancing at the front of her mind, Lauren instantly changed tack. "Where are you?"

"The apartment," the voice at the other end of the line answered, unable to disguise her cold and shocked tone of disbelief.

"I'll be there in twenty minutes," Lauren blurted as she closed the phone and dropped it into her purse. Glancing across at where Jeff was paying the check, she swung back to face Juanita. "Emergency. I've gotta go," she offered, without further explanation.

The Mexican woman grabbed Lauren's wrist. Her blazing eyes demanded more from the blonde. Lauren lips gave it to her. Leaning down, the blonde's kiss was hard, passionate, and gave the promise of things to come.

"So sorry," she garbled, pulling away. "I want this as much as you, Juanita. But my sister's in trouble. I'll call you soon, okay?"

Another kissed stopped the Mexican from responding. It would have been too late anyway. Lauren was already hurrying across the room towards the exit.

***

Holly sat at the bar at McFadden's, an Irish themed bar that fit right in with the fake façade of the Las Vegas Strip. The call from Rosie had been a surprise, but a good one regardless. She'd seen Daniel only once since he'd returned to England, and he was a mess. And he sounded even worse when she'd called him last night. She'd see exactly how he was doing when they met shortly for lunch. Hopefully it wasn't too late for him.

The blonde adjusted her sunglasses on her head where they were keeping her blonde bangs out of her eyes. Her hair was lighter than ever after all the sun she'd received down in Southern Italy, where her "November 9" profile had her vacationing in luxury. Really, she'd been trailing a drug trafficker who'd pissed off the wrong people and, thanks to her, would no longer be troubling the world of the living.

With luck, it would be her last job.

Savouring the combination of the cognac, Cointreau and lemon juice Sidecar martini, Holly pondered her retirement from her secret career as a hitwoman. Because of her success in the poker circuit, she was drawing too high of a profile to make it feasible. The off-the-beaten-path town of Positano was trying enough. Carrying out a hit in a place like, say, Vegas, was going to get really difficult, really quickly.

He retention fee from Samuel Smith expired at the end of the year. No matter what, if he didn't take her up on it, that was it. Her mind was made up…

Crossing the room towards her was a redhead that Holly easily recognized. She'd only officially met Rosie the once, in the Rio washrooms. But she'd never forget the anguish she'd seen on that pretty face.

In many ways, this woman looked different. It wasn't just her body, although the young woman was definitely leaner and fitter than Holly remembered. It was the way she carried herself. The way she dressed. Where Holly had once seen a girl pretending to be a woman, the redhead seemed to have matured. Or was it just that she'd aged?

Her green eyes had lost their sparkle. And if you looked hard enough, that look of anguish was still discernable. This woman had fallen on hard times.

"Holly," Rosie said, coming to a stop in front of the blonde. The assassin-turned-poker-player saw nervousness in the girl's wide, green eyes. She saw the girl Rosie had once been, still twenty-one and innocent "Thanks for meeting me… you… you remember me?"

"Of course, I remember you, Rosie," Holly smiled, putting on a sympathetic face. "How are you?"

The redhead's anxious face tried to smile. It couldn't. "In… in a bit of a mess, I guess," she answered, holding her chest in an attempt to control her over-beating heart. "At the crossroads. I need to get out of here… escape…"

"Out of Vegas?"

"Yes," the nervous young woman breathlessly answered, perching herself on the edge of the barstool, pausing as a server came by and took their order. She asked for the same as Holly. "Out of this life. Away from the people controlling me."

Holly brushed a hand through her blonde locks, her puzzled look urging the redhead to continue.

"I'm in a bad place," she confessed. "My fault. I can't blame anyone else. And I'm the only one who can do anything about that."

They paused while the server returned and handed Rosie the drink. Holly flashed a sympathetic smile.

The redhead took a comfort sip. "Wow… that's got quite a kick, Holly."

The blonde laughed. Somehow that brief moment broke the tension between the two of them. It was time to throw in the bomb. "So you're leaving Vegas. What about Daniel?"

The tenseness returned.

"Daniel?" Rosie repeated, gulping as if she were trying to force down a plum. "What about Daniel?"

Holly smiled gently and reached out to cup the redhead's still trembling hands. This was no time for games. "Well," she said, glancing at her Rolex, "I'm seeing him for lunch soon. I assume he's the reason you asked to see me?"

"I… yes, I guess it is. I can't go without trying, Holly. Maybe one last chance. I know he'll be back in Vegas, I've been following news about him in the poker magazines and online. I just wondered if… if… there was any point…"

Holly squeezed the hands she was still holding. She gave the redhead a flat look and rolled her eyes. "The guy's crazy about you." She watched as Rosie looked down and away bashfully, catching the soft tint of red in her freckled cheeks. "So the answer is yes, Rosie. You two need to figure this thing out."

The blonde couldn't keep the smile from her red-painted lips as Rosie's eyes lit up. Then dulled just as suddenly. "It's not that simple…" Rosie started.

The older woman watched a cloud of hopelessness fall across the redhead's face. She'd seen it before. On Daniel's face. It was the look of someone whose soul was slowly dying.

"Three month's have passed since I saw him, Holly. I really fucked this one up. If he had any idea what I've done since then… guys like Daniel aren't meant to be with women like me."

Holly kept her smile to herself. Who was she to be judgemental? "But you still want to be with him, right? After all these months, you still think about him?"

The redhead nodded, tears beginning to fall down her freckled cheeks. She blinked those large eyes up at Holly like a lost puppy. "Yes, all the time. All the time." She paused, choking back the tears. "I love him, Holly…"

"Then do something about it," the blonde said, a tad harsher than she intended. But sometimes a good shake worked better than a hug.

"Don't you think I want to? D'you know how difficult it was just to face you…"

Holly pulled Rosie's hands up so that the redhead rested her elbows on the bar. "Honey, don't make it difficult. You're here now, and I want you to know I'm your friend. I love, Daniel, but not in the way you do. He's my good friend and I'd do anything for him. So that means I'd do anything for you, too. Don't be nervous with me. Just talk to me!"

Rosie took a deep intake of air and pulled her hands away to take another drink. A long one this time. Her face scrunched as the heady combination of flavours hit her. "Wow!"

Another deep breath followed while she steadied herself.

"Okay… I took on my boyfriend's debt and all that's happened is that I've been exploited ever since. It's my fault. I'm not blaming anyone. But I'll never get out of this situation if I don't cut and run. I'm outta here as fast as I can. I've got to or my life's at an end. But I just couldn't go without seeing if there was a way that Daniel and I could… could…"

Holly watched the tears fall again. "Look, Rosie, I can't promise anything," she softly said, reaching out and tenderly brushing the tears away with her thumbs. She leant closer. "But before you leave, let me tell Daniel I saw you. Tell him you said, hello? See what his reaction is? That will give us both a clearer view of whether this can work between the two of you."

"Would you do that?" the redhead asked, wiping the tears away. Hope appeared in her eyes again.

"I can't promise anything," Holly quickly repeated. "But I know how miserable Daniel has been for three months. Give me your cell phone number… and keep it on. I'll call you later. Okay!"

***

Grace's flood of tears surprised Lauren. This was bad news, of course, but the full gravity hadn't yet fully dawned on the blonde. "Don't worry," she comforted, heading straight from the apartment door to take her trembling sister in her arms. "I know it's embarrassing—"

"Embarrassing?" Grace shouted, pulling away from Lauren and pacing across the room. Halfway, she swung back, her tear-red eyes wild with frustration. "Embarrassing? Lauren, I AM FUCKED! I've just finished another conversation with Samuel. All the producers who were interested in me have backed out."

The blonde felt Grace's pain. "But—"

"ALL OF THEM!"

Lauren stared blankly, listening to the screech. "Grace… I'm so sorry… I didn't think… didn't realise…"

Her older sister took another slug from the whisky in her hand. How many had she had since hearing the news? The liquid no longer burned the back of her throat, it went down all too easily now. "I'm fucked, Lauren," she blurted. "Fucked."

Lauren covered the distance between them and threw her arms around her sister again. "Grace, I'm so sorry," she repeated, stroking the silken brunette hair. "Can't Samuel do anything?"

Grace felt the tears welling up again long before they began to roll down her cheeks. Pull yourself together, girl! What's done is done. There's no one else to blame. She flopped down on a chair, whisky spilling over the edge of the glass and dropping onto her blouse. She blankly glanced at the wet spot for a few moments and then turned her attention back to her sister.



"He's done everything he can," she confided, looking up at Lauren. Her mind seethed with the injustice of it all. "I thought Kay had done this, but it's some local gangster. A business rival, Samuel said. Out to ruin him. The bastard has ruined me!"

"I know," Lauren responded. "Rachal told me. There must be something—"

Grace shrugged her shoulders, the hopelessness of everything overwhelming her. "Samuel says the storm will eventually blow over—God knows when! He's keeping me on at the club until my chance comes again. Give me some more of that whisky, will ya?" she asked, pointing at the bottle.

Lauren poured some of the amber liquid into an empty glass for herself before refilling Grace's drink. "That's something," she sympathised, twisting her face at the burning taste. "In time… maybe…"

"Yeah," Grace agreed, beginning to regain her composure. "In time. You know what, Lauren, I got carried away with this. With my own importance. I've done a lot of crying in the last few hours. But I've done a lot of thinking, too."

"Grace, you were excited by what happened, that's all—" Lauren began.

"It's true," her sister cut her off. "Things went to my head. I thought I was a Superstar… a selfish Superstar!"

"Grace—"

"You know I'm right, Lauren. I mean… just look at you. Stopping you from doing those movies was so selfish. All you've had since then is for few bits and pieces. That's my fault. I was just thinking of myself, and look where that selfishness has got us. You could've been earning a fortune…"

Lauren half smiled. Rach's persuasive words were still on her mind. But wouldn't the movies be taking advantage of her sister's misfortunes?

"What did you say earlier about Rachal, anyway?" Grace asked. "What did she tell you?"

The blonde took another sip from the whisky. She felt better now that Grace's tears had dried up. And who knows, it might not take too long for all of this to blow over? "She phoned to tell me she'd seen the tape…"

For a few moments, both women went silent. Thoughts of that night returned. Lauren watched her sister's luminous eyes dance with something… guilt? Shame? She looked so beautiful, even with her make-up streaked with grief. She'd always been like that: strong, even in the hardest times. Strong and sexy…

It was Grace who broke the spell. "And?"

Lauren's next drink helped sooth her suddenly dry mouth. She coloured, thinking of how mortified Grace would be if she could read the sinful thoughts going through her mind right now. Hell, that's what had got them into this trouble, wasn't it?

"And?" Grace repeated, pulling the blonde from her thoughts. "C'mon, spit it out!"

"Just…" Lauren began, wondering how to phrase things. "She said she'd watched the video and it was pretty hot." The blonde's blush was nearly as deep as Grace's. Why had she said that? The words had just tumbled out.

"And, erm…. she said that Big Eddie was responsible, just like you said," Lauren continued on quickly, for both their sakes. "She also told me that Kay Kirsten was distraught that it had happened… and that I should call her..."

"Call her?"

"Yes." Lauren's voice was hesitant. "She said that Kay might still give me that movie contract. That after the publication of the tape, I could make a lot of money…"

Her sister's laugh surprised her. Loud and almost hysterical, it reverberated around the room.

"Grace. I'm sorry—"

"No!!!" her sister shouted, her once stricken face suddenly alive again. "Do it! DO IT!"

"Do it?"

"Yes! It's my fault that things have dried up for you since you turned those movies down. Rach is right, his is a fresh chance, Lauren. It's hardly going to damage me now, is it? Make that call!"

***

The All-American Bar & Grille seemed appropriate for their early lunch. After all, it had been the base for so many of their pre and post chats three short months ago. What made this one different was the state Daniel was in.

Was this really the fresh-faced young man she'd bonded with so well? She'd only seen him once since the Main Event, and that had been worrying enough. But now! The deep, black rings around his eyes told their own story. Too much drink, too little sleep. Didn't her friend know it was the most important day of his life tomorrow?

Holly waited until they'd discussed everything else before introducing the subject of the redhead. "She really got to you," she said as they enjoyed a post meal coffee.

Daniel nodded. "Seems like it," he grudgingly admitted, knowing instantly it was Rosie she was referring to. "But it's not just that."

Holly's grimace told him she didn't buy the comment. "Then what?" she asked. If he wasn't even willing to admit his true feelings to himself, no wonder he was so confused.

"I don't know," he falteringly began. "Maybe the small piece of fame and fortune isn't what I expected. Perhaps I'm finding everything harder to cope with than I expected?"

"Go on," Holly encouraged. Let's get everything out in the open.

Daniel shrugged as he drained the remains of his coffee. "I've no idea Holly," he sighed, as if the weight of the world was on his shoulders. "Becoming a poker pro dominated my thoughts for so long. Now that I've been successful, maybe it's just all an anti climax. Not what I expected? Hell… I don't know…"

The blonde's hand reached out to run along his forearm. "Or maybe you're just in denial?" she softly asked.

His head shot up. "What do you mean?"

Holly's gentle gaze stayed on his face—the unshaven stubble, the bleary eyes. Her heart felt for the crinkly haired young man. "You need someone to share all this with," she told him, adding for emphasis, "Rosie!"

That one word explained everything. They both knew it.

"Forget Rosie," he snapped, turning round and waving the server over. "Look," he rasped, once he'd ordered two refills and watched the overweight server waddle away. "It wouldn't have worked—"

"I saw her this morning," Holly interrupted, leaning forward to emphasise the good news. Her encouraging eyes tried to tell him what he needed to know. "She misses you, Daniel."

For a few seconds, his hurting eyes responded. In her profession, she'd seen a thousand different expressions—the eyes said so much. His gave the impression of hope. For a few seconds anyway. Just as suddenly, his eyes dulled, like someone throwing water on a fire.

"I told you," he answered a little too quickly. "It wouldn't have worked, Holly. Don't you understand? Her boyfriend mentally beat her up. He was a gambler. A deadbeat poker player. That's how Rosie referred to him. That's what she thinks about all poker players. Who could blame her after what he put her through?"

"Daniel—"

"NO, Holly!" The table shook as his hand banged down on it. His face was full of emotion—anger, confusion, frustration and hurt. Just as suddenly, the young man's shoulders drooped and his head dropped into his hands. "I'm sorry, Holly," he mumbled apologetically. "I didn't mean to shout."

"Hey," the blonde smiled, her sympathetic tone telling him it was okay. "I'm your friend, right? It's good to let your frustrations out!"

Daniel took the comforting hands held out to him. He hadn't realised just how much he was trembling. "Holly," he said, his voice dropping to a whisper. "Don't you think I've been through this a million times in my mind? Let's leave things there, can we?"

The blonde stared sympathetically into his pleading eyes. "Of course," she told him. The hurt on his face, in his eyes, told her she needed to back off. But there was more than one way to skin a cat.

He stood up, sending out a sigh of relief as he glanced around. "Thanks. "I'll get the check. Look, I'm due at the Bellagio. I need a long session before tomorrow. Just another day and then we're famous, eh?" he nervously laughed, as if the long awaited final table was an everyday occurrence.

"Don't you want some rest?"

"Nah," he told her, his tone and demeanour instantly dismissing the suggestion. "Listen, why don't you head down to the Bellagio with me? I'll be there 'til late tonight. It'll be good to play cards together again."

"I might do that," she smiled, the new idea already forming in her mind. "Not yet, but later. Look… stay there 'til I get there, okay. Or call me if you're going to leave, I don't want a wasted trip."

Daniel nodded. "No problem… I won't be going anywhere, Holly."

"Mm-kay," the blonde murmured, smiling warmly at her friend. "You get on your way, I'll pick up this check."

***

"Long time, no hear, Lauren," Kay Kirsten's voice purred on the other end of the line. It had been, Lauren thought. Nearly three months, in fact, since she'd turned Kay down and all connections had been severed.

"How are you doing, Kay?" Lauren asked, a little hesitantly. Hearing her former employer was much like bumping into a high school boyfriend—there was a lot of history there, but it was just that, history.

"I'm good. Better than you and Grace, I'm guessing," she said ominously.

"Yes," Lauren sighed.

"I'm so sorry, Lauren. I somehow feel responsible." Kay's voice sounded sympathetic, disguising the fact she was a cat stalking a mouse. "How are you both feeling?"

"Trying to come to terms with everything," the blonde model replied. "It's pretty tough on Grace."

"I can imagine," Kay's sympathetic voice told her. "Isn't it surprising how things can turn around? Three months ago, you were both riding high. Grace was looking forward to releasing an album. You had the chance to make a lot of money in the movie world…"

She let the words trail away, leaving a trail of smoke behind like a jet fighter in the sky. They were full of meaning, designed to make Lauren realise what she'd missed, and give the young blonde model the impetus to take advantage of the opening. The older woman had been anticipating hearing from the blonde since she'd had Rach call Lauren. Everything was working out perfectly.

Revenge was so sweet...

"Look, darling. As I said, I feel responsible. Is there anything I can do to help?"

"Well…"

"Yes, dear?"

"I was talking to Rachal earlier…"

"How is she, darling?"

Damn! Kay wasn't making this any easier. Lauren drew a long breath. "She's fine. But she said you might still be interested in me making the movie?"

"Movies, darling. Three of them."

"Yes, that's what I meant," Lauren stuttered. "Movies."

"You're interested?"

"Well… hmm… I thought if you still wanted me, I'd like to give it one more shot…" she responded, her voice trailing away.

"Well, I didn't anticipate that…" Kay told her, smiling at the spiky haired woman beside her on the bed. Having the conversation on loudspeaker allowed them both to listen to the conversation.

Carly closed in and softly kissed Kay while they allowed Lauren to anticipate the Agency Head's reply. Kay ran her hand across the younger woman's naked breasts as she pulled away.

"I mean," she continued, "I've already replaced you, Lauren…."

"Oh!" The blonde woman sounded crestfallen.

"Though… Rachal's involved in other things, using her is a bit inconvenient."

"Yes, go on..." Lauren's tone had bounced back up again.

"Well… I run a business, as you know, darling. The money wouldn't quite be the same for you. And you'd be appearing with another unknown, so I'd be taking a chance…"

"I won't let you down, Kay!"

"Mmmm… Let me think…" her lips found Carly's again. "Okay," she mumbled, licking along the spiky haired woman's neck. "Come over to see me, Lauren dear. I'm in two minds."

"Yes, of course," the blonde instantly agreed. "When do you want to see me? Where? At your office?"

"No, at my house," the Agency Head seductively murmured. "And come now, there's no time like the present. I'm always at my best at lunchtime…"

"I can… I will!" The blonde's response was almost puppy-like in its desire to please. "Yes, Kay. I really want this. And I'll do anything to show you I'm right for this!"

"Anything?" Kay asked. Her tone left no doubt as to her meaning. "Well that's a start, darling. You know that I just love enthusiastic women…"

***

It was a good half an hour after Daniel left when the plan formed in Holly's brain. Her mind had working like a ticking clock since their encounter. She shuffled in her purse for her mobile phone. Time for Plan B.

Rosie answered her call within two rings.

"What did he say?" the redhead breathlessly asked.

Holly smiled at her eagerness, the urgency of her question. "He's pretty low, Rosie," she answered in non-committal fashion. "But I've an idea. Are you free the rest of the day?"

"Yes!" Unless Big Eddie caught up with her, the redhead was free the rest of her life.

Holly gave a satisfied sigh. The idea was perfect—a way to get Daniel out of his funk before the Final Table and get these two back together again. She was a genius! "Rosie, want to learn how to play Texas Holdem?"

***

"That was quick," Kay greeted, giving Lauren a slow once-over. "You're overdressed, although that's quite a dress."

"Um… thanks," Lauren stumbled, unsure what to make of the sexy sight in front of her. The last time she'd been here, three months ago, had been the most exciting sex of her young life. The house had been bustling with sexed-up partygoers. Now, it was just Kay, naked but for a black vinyl catwoman mask, black, fishnet thigh-highs, and heels.

"We got started a little before you," she murmured, closing the door and sauntering across the room. "Come and join us."

The older woman chuckled to herself at Lauren's shocked expression. Wearing the mask had put the sexy blonde off-balance. That was good, but even more importantly, she needed to be unrecognisable if her plan was to work.

She'd brought the blonde to Vegas with the intention of making money, and she still would, just not in the way she'd expected. The chance to cement her revenge on the two sisters—and make six-figures at the same time—was an opportunity too good to resist.

And on top of that, the movies would still be going ahead. Carly was the perfect replacement for the Englishwoman.

"Come along, darling," Kay called out over her shoulder, not even bothering to turn her head. "Don't keep us waiting."

There it was again. Us? The surge of apprehension that swept through Lauren's body was fuelled with excitement. Was Rachal here? Jimmy, too? And the mask, what was that all about? The blonde was still aroused from her encounter with Juanita. The hint of sex that hung in was in the air was exactly what she needed.

Kay paused until the eager girl had almost caught up before continuing. Her broad smile was a promise of things to come. Lauren obediently followed, a step behind on the short walk up the stairs to the master bedroom. It was difficult to keep her eyes off Kay's naked body on the way, tight and slender—a body that defied her age.

The last time she'd taken this particular walk, she'd been with her sister. The blonde shivered, focusing on Kay's nudity rather than deal with those thoughts all over again. The all over tan looked real enough, and that peach-like ass was everything it had promised to be, even all those months ago when she'd first met Kay and Dan at her studio.

There was something sexy about the way the sophisticated woman walked, that model-like stride, the perfectly arched back.

Swinging open her bedroom door and stepping to the side, Kay allowed Lauren to take in her frontal nakedness for the first time. The blonde felt her heart catch in her throat. She'd been attracted to this woman from their very first meeting and nothing that had happened since then had changed that need. Now, with her future in Kay's hands, her arousal was even more acute.

Especially with that mask. It would be like fucking Catwoman…

"You like?" Kay asked, posing with her hands on her hips. She threw back her head as she thrust her breasts outward. The older woman looked magnificent. "Well?" she murmured, collecting her exquisite swells between her hands, her hard nipples peeking out between her long fingers

The way Lauren's tongue flicked across her lips as she nodded confirmed her answer. Her soft blue eyes narrowed as she bit down on her lower lip. "I like," she confessed, the words coming from the back of her throat.

Kay smiled sweetly, satisfied with the response. "This is Carly," she unexpectedly said.

It was only then that Lauren saw the girl standing in front of the king-sized bed. Like Kay, she wore a vinyl mask over her eyes and hair, and like Kay, her lips were painted blood red.

Very surreal—and very sexy.

She stepped forward, the pale light of the sun that blazed into the bedroom enhancing her nudity. Lauren gasped at the rolling curves of the girl's bronzed flesh. Sauntering across the short distance to the blonde, she reached out to cup Lauren's face, her thumbs making little circles along the girl's cheekbones. Closing the distance between their mouths, she pushed her tongue between Lauren's lips. Lauren groaned, returning the lesbian kiss energetically.

The sexy woman laced her right hand through the golden hair, pulling Lauren tighter against her body as she pushed her mouth harder against the trembling lips.

Her left hand followed the hard curves of Lauren's ass, while her right undid the tie of the halter. She peeled the dress away, pushing it down over the blonde's hips. Her hand skimmed across the flat plain of Lauren's midriff, closing in on the young model's now aching breasts.

Lauren moaned as this girl—Carly—squeezed and manipulated her soft flesh, painfully but deliciously twisting her nipples. "Oh God…"

Breaking the girl-girl kiss, Carly's eyes spat dominance as she lowered her lips to the exposed breasts. Lauren groaned again, louder, her eyelids heavy with lust as the spiky haired woman sucked in a hard nipple.

"Nice?" the girl slurped to her captive as she switched nipples with a loud suckle. Saliva dripped onto her stomach from the freed bud.

Lauren made to answer but suddenly Kay had closed in. She gripped the back of Lauren's hair and yanked the blonde's head to hers. The kiss was unbridled and intimate, designed to tell Lauren she was there to do what she was told.

As the older woman devoured her mouth, Carly had her hands on Lauren's hips, her thumbs playing with the edges of her thong before tugging the tiny cream panties down her thighs.

"This is for you, Lauren. It's all you'll be needing for this… lunchtime audition." Kay fastened a black leather collar around the blonde's neck. On a metal loop was a thin silver chain. A leash?

***

The concentration on Holly's face revealed just how closely she'd followed Rosie's story. It was quite a tale. The blonde assassin poured them both another drink and wondered how many hotel rooms like this the redhead had frequented? How many drinks had she accepted?

Except, this time the drink was bottled water.

And the reason for her visit to Holly's hotel suite had nothing to do with sex.

Not that Holly wouldn't have been tempted by the young beauty. Even in the high-necked top and casual jeans, it was impossible to conceal that near perfect body. The situation brought all the blonde's sexual frustrations to the surface. God knows—she'd gone far too long without sex.

Maybe she should dump her good deed idea and take advantage of the vulnerable redhead? Or pack Rosie on her way and fuck Daniel instead?



With a soft sigh, she pushed the ideas to where they belonged. Into thin air.

This kid was sweet—one of those women who'd been dealt a bad deal by life. If Holly had anything to do with it, that situation was about to change. But there was one remaining question she needed answering.

"How d'you feel about poker players?" The wrong answer and her idea was doomed to failure.

Rosie's brow furrowed, somehow understanding the importance of the question. She realised how much riding on her reply but she wasn't going to lie. "I used to think they were all deadbeat," she thoughtfully responded. "But… there are a couple I'm falling in love with."

It wasn't just the answer that convinced Holly all this was worthwhile. It was the eyes again. Those expressive green eyes. This young woman was made for Daniel, she had no doubt of that.

Her mobile phone interrupted them. Not her day-to-day phone. The 'Fistful of Dollars' ring tone alerted her to that. Only people wanting to 'employ' her used this phone. It must be Samuel, calling in his marker. Damn! As was her routine, she allowed the call to ring out. Let's see if a message came through.

"Here," she told the redhead, picking a pre-prepared sheet of paper from the table and handing it to her. "These are the only starting hands I want you to play. Memorise them, okay? I won't be a moment."

**

Carly took the leash from Kay and pulled her across the room to the bed.

"You're going to love this audition," the blonde heard Kay say from behind them. Turning her head, she saw that the naked older woman had crossed the room to the other side of the plush bed and ease herself into the pile of pillows. Opening her legs, her glistening sex was exposed to the two women. "You can do me first, Lauren..."

The blonde hesitated, her eyes glued to the intoxicating sight awaiting her. It was Catwoman, offering her body to a mere mortal, the blossoming petals of her wet pussy demanding attention.

"Go ahead, Lauren," the masked Carly whispered from behind her. "Don't want to fail your audition, do we?"

Lauren's heart pumped faster, thudding against her chest. It was difficult to catch her breath. She crawled across the bed, her hands stroking Kay's soft skin as her tongue trailed up one inner thigh and then the other. Her blue eyes stared upwards, seeking approval.

"That's it, darling," Kay encouraged. "You've wanted this since we first met, haven't you dear? Well, now's your chance to drink from the well…"

Lauren nodded, pushing her head into Catwoman's sex. Her first lick was tentative, the second more firm and the third with the assurance of an experienced professional. She'd prove herself to this woman!

She began by savouring the buttery-soft texture of the older woman's labia and as soon as she'd enticed a soft moan, she moved to partly exposed clit.

Kay shuddered as the blonde's tongue flicked along her bud. When she sucked it inside her mouth, the older woman's moan grew louder. Her fingers laced through Lauren's long hair at the same time as Carly cupped the blonde's breasts from behind.

Lauren loved the way the masked girl manipulated her swells, but she had work to do! When Kay bucked her hips forward, she licked faster, harder.

"Oh, God… so good, dear," Kay mumbled, throwing her head back.

Lauren groaned into the wet sex, increasing the tempo. This was more than an audition. She was a captive, brought there to please. The thought sent tingles down to her overheated sex.

"Oh, yessss," Kay hissed, sinking further into the pillows. Her legs widened under Lauren's pushing hands. The blonde hooked her arms around Kay's thighs, sucking harder on the free flowing juices, drinking the tangy nectar as if she was devouring champagne.

Drink from the well, the Agency Head had told her. She'd suck it dry!

The woman behind yanked on the leash, pulling her head away from Kay's quivering mound. "Sexy little bitch, aren't you?" Carly whispered into Lauren's ear, tightening her grip on the blonde's chain. The young model felt herself beginning to choke, but didn't protest. "Look, Kay's legs are trembling. She's gonna cum. She always cums when she shakes like that…"

Lauren grunted in pain as Carly yanked her head again. Then Carly's free hand was sliding down her body, two fingers unerringly finding their way into her wetness. "Want to cum with her?" she heard the girl huskily ask.

Before Lauren could respond, Carly pushed her face back to Kay's needy sex. As the blonde renewed her tongue licking, the other woman began to finger fuck her. Two fingers worked inside her and one teased her clit.

"Gonna cum?" Carly shouted at both women, a director giving instructions to her actors. "Gonna cum—"

Kay reached her climax a second before the blonde, screaming out as her love juices flooded Lauren's grateful mouth. The feeling of the liquid on her lips and tongue fired the young model over the edge.

"Stop, stop… please…" Lauren eventually begged as Carly's relentless assault showed no signs of abating.

"Had enough?" the other cat-girl aggressively snarled, pulling the blonde around to face her with the leash. "Good, because it's my turn now…"

***

"You left a message?" Holly's Irish tone was soft and quiet. She'd been sure that the call would be from Samuel. Instead, she didn't recognise the voice.

There was a pause at the other end of the line. "I… I expected to hear a man's voice."

"Most people do," she responded, evaluating everything she could about the tone. It would help her draw conclusions, make decisions. "It helps…"

The voice hesitated as the owner came to terms with what he was hearing. "I can imagine. Element of surprise. You're for hire?"

No, thought Holly, not to someone new. I'm retiring. But let's hear what he had to say. Information was key in her world. "Depends. Tell me the job. I'll quote you a price."

"I want us to meet," the voice rasped. "Then we can talk."

It was a genuine American accent she was hearing, but she couldn't quite place the dialect. Yet. The tone was confrontational, someone used to getting his own way. Her reply was straightforward—it was important to make him realise who had the control. "No."

"What d'you fucking mean, 'No'? I'm paying. I've told you, I want to fucking meet." Big Eddie's voice had changed from curiosity to anger in the space of four sentences.

Holly's lilting Irish tone was firm. "No."

"Listen—"

The assassin cut him off. Time to establish her authority. "No—you listen! You called me. I'm the expert. We do this my way or not all. A simple yes or no will suffice. If it's no, I'll end the call and we can both go back to our own business. You have ten seconds…"

The gangster didn't respond. He wasn't used to being spoken to in that way. Especially by a woman. She wasn't serious anyway. She wouldn't—

"Ten seconds are up. Bye."

Holly waited ten seconds and accepted his return call. "Next time I won't answer and our business is concluded," her cold, Irish tone spat. "Who's the target?"

There was that pause again. Whoever this guy was, he was out of his depth. Only an amateur would fumble around like this, and she didn't get involved with amateurs. She'd have liked more information, but it was time to end the conversation. "You're wasting my time. This call is finished—"

"Wait!" The word was spat out, as if it had to be torn from the back of his throat. It had. He didn't like this woman, but he needed her expertise. Play it her way. For now.

"I'm waiting."

"Samuel Smith," she heard him say, though his voice had dropped to a throaty whisper.

Holly disguised her sharp intake of breath, turning it into a cough. Fuck! It wasn't just the name he gave that shocked her. Something about the way he spoke struck a chord. There was history between this man and the African American. Could it really be who she thought? "Repeat," she directed.

"Samuel Smith," the man confirmed, unable to keep the venom from his voice. It was always there when he said that bastard's name.

She was sure. This was Big Eddie attempting to employ her. Who else would be so vehement want Samuel Smith out of his way? She allowed a few seconds to pass so that her voice remained at the same level. "Why do you want him eliminated?"

Big Eddie paused. "What's that to you?"

The assassin deliberately changed her tone to that of a schoolmistress talking to a pupil. "Listen carefully," she rasped. "You query too many things. One more time is one too many. I need to understand as much as I can about the contract to allow me to calculate a price. Degree of danger, you understand? That's the only reason I'm asking questions."

The logic was inescapable, even if it was untrue. He fell for it.

"He's a business rival. Putting the squeeze on me. He's in Vegas. Has his own nightclub. I want to put an end to this shit once and for all. The bastard took out one of my men a while ago. Now it's payback time."

"How long ago?"

"Since he hit my man? Why?"

Holly made sure he heard her irritated sigh.

The gangster couldn't disguise the annoyed growl in his tone. "Three months."

That confirmed it… quite a turn of events! She needed to think things through. Almost certainly she'd call Samuel and tell him, but she wanted to work through the ramifications first. She bought herself the time she needed.

"If I'm happy to go ahead, I'll text you tonight," she told him, her mind already ticking over. "With a price and account number. If the money's in the account by noon tomorrow, your problem will be removed within two days."

"WHAT?" His growling voice was almost a screech. "You fuckin' think I'm gonna put my money into your account without any guarantee—"

"I don't care what you think," Holly softly replied. "This is how I do business. I have a one hundred per cent success record and I'm sure that's why I was recommended to you. Any doubt, I suggest you check it out. You don't want to employ me, then that's fine with me. If you do, the money will need to be paid into my account by noon. It's your choice."

Abruptly ending the call, Holly thoughtfully tapped the mobile phone against her teeth. She could hear Rosie humming to herself in the other room. Okay—one of the skills she'd developed was the ability to compartmentalise things. The blonde needed to call on that expertise right now.

Put Big Eddie and Samuel Smith to the back of her mind. She'd think things through as the day progressed, rather than in the heat of the moment. She had a lot of work to do with the redhead in the hours ahead.

The blonde assassin turned the mobile off. No more interruptions until she was ready for them.

***

Carly thrust her heaving chest forward, rocking up so that just the top of her head and the curve of her ass touched the bed spread. This blonde wasn't the best she'd ever had, but fuck, she was the most eager.

She'd made sure that Lauren had worked on her long enough for her to bring her to the edge several times. On each occasion, she'd backed off, allowing her overheated body to settle for a few seconds, before allowing the woman to start all over again. All the while, she'd barked out instructions, sending one after another directive to the innocent model.

Another orgasm was fast approaching and this time she wouldn't be able to resist it. She swung around with the speed and grace of an Olympic gymnast, so that she was sitting above Lauren's face. "Finish me off…"

Lauren eagerly obeyed, her hands reaching for that deliciously peachy ass and pulling the brunette down to her face. Her buzzing tongue curled upwards to pleasure her smooth sex while Carly ground herself downwards. It wasn't easy—the undulating woman was using the whole of Lauren's face to enhance her pleasure.

She'd be watching the video later with Kay. God, that would be so hot.

"Keep licking, bitch," she spat out, raising herself to ensure the blonde had to stretch her neck upwards to keep the desperate thrust of her tongue going. She grabbed the golden locks, gripping them tightly as she yanked Lauren's head higher, and then began to grind down on that sweet face again.

"Oh yes. Oh yes, oh yessssssssss…" She came hard, violently, not caring that the woman underneath her spasming pussy was finding difficulty in breathing. That only made it more pleasurable.

"More," she insisted, gripping the woman's hair even tighter as her juices flowed into her captive's mouth. "D'you fucking hear? More!"

Lauren obeyed instantly, ignoring the severe discomfort to curl her tongue up along Carly's glistening folds. She'd made this woman cum. And her mistress for the afternoon wanted more! She lapped at and sucked in the tangy juices as her own orgasm began to bubble at her achievement.

"More bitch," Carly groaned, resting her palms on the bed behind her as she arched her head and body backwards. "More…"

Lifting her head, Lauren slid two fingers inside the panting woman's bare folds. She was the one in control now. Her curling digits found the masked woman's g-spot as her mouth homed in on the needy clit. She frantically flicked her tongue along the hard bud, and then sucked it inside. Her free hand crept to her mistress's buttocks, a finger riming the unsuspecting anus.

When she rammed it inside Carly's ass, the woman screamed and spurted her wonderful, delicious juices across her face.

***

Holly ran her hand through her wavy blonde hair as she stared out the window. With the afternoon sun covering the landscape, the view from her 40th floor was breathtaking.

She glanced over her shoulder, where Rosie was staring intently at the screen of her laptop. The slight furrow across the redhead's brow was adorable. Holly had her playing several tables at once of online poker, just to get her acquainted with as many hands as possible.

The redhead had come a long way so far, given that she was very much starting from the beginning.

"Let's keep it real simple," Holly had told her the first time they sat together. The list of starting hands she'd given her had been much the same approach that Howard Lederer had taken with his sister, Annie, all those years ago.

That was some time ago now. From that moment on, it had all been encouragement. They'd played continuously online, with Holly explaining to the redhead what she should be doing, or not, and why. The first hour was probably the worst. The redhead had an early introduction to what a bad beat looked like, but that was okay. Holly was able to teach her the value of patience, and also the benefits of playing position.

"You're doing well, Rosie," became a constant encouraging phrase throughout the day. But it was true. Surprisingly, amazingly, the redhead was a natural.

Next step was to go down to the casino floor and have her play in a cash game. Maybe for a couple of hours or so. Rosie needed to get the feel of that if Holly was going to take her to the Bellagio and stake her at the same table as Daniel. It would certainly be wasted money, but if it got the two of them together again, it would be the best investment she'd ever made.

***

It took Lauren a few seconds to orientate herself. How many orgasms had she given the two predators? The masked women had worked her relentlessly in the pursuit of their own pleasure, and she'd willingly obliged. This was her audition; she was there to serve.

She tried to sit up, but couldn't. What was that? Why was that? Her hands were tied behind her! Her eyes struggled open, Kay was sitting beside her and Carly was smiling up at her feet from the foot of the bed. Still in their masks, it felt like a dream. Tremors of arousal rotated through the blonde.

Kay leant forward, her tongue running in soft little circles along Lauren's neck. "Your turn to be pleasured," she whispered, flicking the young model's nipple. "Just wait 'til Carly works her magic. Look…"



Lauren raised her head, staring down the bed at the masked-girl. Carly grinned upwards as she lowered her head to Lauren's hairless sex. Her first lick was long and warm and it had the blonde instantly teetering on an orgasm. When she added three more laps along the buttery-soft texture of Lauren's labia, the model bucked into her face as she came.

"So good," she heard Kay's voice, suddenly realising that the older woman had been suckling her tits through her orgasm. "But it's only the start…"

Carly softly licked at her juices until the model began to settle. When she speared two fingers into the blonde's balmy sex, the girl involuntarily thrust her hips forward, raising her ass up off bed. Carly roughly pushed her back down with a firm hand on her rippling stomach.

The pleasuring woman's tongue joined her fingers, flickering rapidly over Lauren's smooth mound and hooded clit. The blonde's groans turned into pants—then to howls—of delight. Lauren felt herself grow dizzy. Her tormentor moved faster, slipping a third finger inside and fucking her slick sex as if she was using a dildo. When she curled her fingers and scraped along her internal walls, the blonde's body violently bucked as a second orgasm consumed her.

"Ngh. Ohfuckohfuck…"

Jesus, she felt full. Carly twisted her wrist with each thrust, drilling her three, slim fingers that weren't feeling so slim.



"Good girl," Kay purred, dropping her head to Lauren's breasts again. The blonde felt wetness on her nipple, a tongue tracing the bud before gently biting.

"Oh, God…" Lauren's mouth opened, breathing hard, attempting to control the sensations sweeping through her. Kay sucked in as much of the soft globe as she could, drawing it into her mouth with hard sucks. Carly introduced a fourth finger to her still quivering sex and Lauren cried out in painful pleasure.

"Oh fuck! Ohfuckohfuck!" She was delirious.

"Almost there now," Kay whispered sinfully into her ear.

Almost? Lauren wondered a split second before she got her answer. "FUUUUCK!" she screamed as Carly buried her entire fist into her pussy. Her body went rigid, arching up on the bed and pulling at the restraints around her wrists. Cumming again. She couldn't help it. Her hips bucked on Carly's mouth and hand. She could hear the frantic slurps. Hazily, incomprehensively, she saw her smooth sex stretched around Carly's slender wrist. Holy shit, so full!

Lauren felt herself drift in and out of consciousness. These two women were doing things to her she hadn't even imagined. Carly kept rotating her hand, the feeling of being fisted more intense than any man she'd ever been with.

"Want to cum again?" a voice whispered in her ear.



YES! Yes, she did! "Ohhhhh my God…"

The two women didn't let up even when fourth orgasm ripped through her. Her body was an offering and they were feasting.

She pulled and stretched the arms tied above her head. Her fingers curled. Her nails dug into her palms, and her body released so much desire and heat, that fevered pitches racked through her. Oh, God, she was on the verge of yet another orgasm…

Her tormentors exchanged self-satisfied glances. Across the room, in the ceiling, the hidden camera whirred away.
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Chapter 13: A Night Out

"I still can't believe you reached the final table, pop," Joshua Smith told his father as they drove them from Las Vegas airport to his luxury home. The younger man's beaming smile indicated his excitement. "Hell, wouldn't it be something if you won the whole thing?"

"That's what I intend, Josh," the cocky businessman told his son. "The two amateurs won't last long. The guy's my fish and the woman, well, I have a feeling she'll soon be giving me all her chips."

"Overconfidence, pop?"

"Just the truth," Samuel said with a grin, running through a red light to avoid queuing in the heavy traffic.

"Hey!"

"Just like playing poker," Samuel said to his son with an outrageous grin. "It rewards people who're willing to take calculated risks."

Joshua laughed, running his hand over his shaved head. "Okay, I believe you about the amateurs. That only leaves the six pros. Shouldn't be a problem."

Samuel laughed along with him. "I'll just let them cut each other's throats, Josh. Then I'll pounce. It'll be real sweet, son."

The younger man playfully punched his father's shoulder. "And talking of sweet, how the hell did that tape get onto the 'net? You told me Grace was hot, but that was sizzling…"

"You've seen it?"

"Darn right I have, pop. You mean you haven't?"

"That tape's cost me a lot of money," his father snapped. He'd calmed down from his initial anger, particularly in view of his plans for Big Eddie. The sex tape would be the gangster's final roll of the dice—the little shit wouldn't be a thorn in his side for much longer. "For the time being," he continued. "It'll blow over, things like this always do. But it could take a while."

"Sorry to hear that, pop, I know you had high hopes for her. But listen, you've just got to watch that video, it'll blow your socks off."

"Why should I watch it?" Samuel asked, his wide grin creasing both corners of his lips. "I was there."

"You were there? What the fuck, pop?"

"Watch your language with your father," Samuel snapped, though the grin didn't leave his face.

"Sorry, pop, sorry. But I mean… heck, it's my birthday next week. Those two ladies would make a helluva present for your son!"

Samuel Smith's deep laugh filled the car. "Tonight," he simply said.

Joshua pushed around in his leather seat so that he directly faced his father. "Tonight… what?"

"The blonde sister—Lauren—needs a job. She can sing, too, so I'm thinking of booking her at the club, along with Grace. Can you imagine how many punters the two of them will draw in as a result of that tape? They'll be worth a fortune. When the public forgive and forget, I'll find a producer for Grace again. It'll happen."

"You got it all figured out, pop," Joshua laughed.

Samuel nodded, swinging the Bentley Continental GT off the highway. "Yep, and it may be I use the two of them to perform for important clients. I have people who'll do me a lot of favours for that sort of experience."

"I can imagine," Joshua told him. "But, pop, you said about tonight…"

His father gave him a sideways grin as he pulled into their long, heavily tree lined drive. "Tonight, you and I are taking the sisters to dinner. I've floated the idea of employing Lauren with Grace. You should've seen her face—she was ecstatic. She'll talk to Lauren before we pick them up."

"And—"

Samuel laughed as he turned off the purring engine. "And, my impatient son," he said, turning around to gently slap Joshua's cheek. "We'll have a pleasant dinner, then we'll take turns to fuck them both. How's that for an early birthday present?"

***

Carly powered her Mercedes down the highway, the wind in her hair adding to the exhilaration running through her body. The bracelet around her ankle jangled as she changed gears. The solid gold anklet, with its dangling hearts, flowers and stars was a gift from Kay, confirming the deal that would see her appear in three movies. The astronomical money the older woman had promised would make her independent for the first time in her young life.

Shifting gears, she pounded the Merc even faster. The car was Samuel's present to her—for putting her life on the line by getting involved in Desmond's demise. Loyalty was a rare commodity for Samuel Smith—he'd always believed in rewarding such a quality! Besides, he was as astute as they came. He knew it would keep her sweet whilst she continued to spy on Eddie.

Big Eddie's call not more than half an hour ago had been a surprise, but a welcome one. After her fabulous session with the two women, the gangster's hard cock would be a splendid alternative. The gangster sounded hyper. That meant he had something to tell her… and he'd be feeling like a rampant stallion. Her pussy was already oily at the thought.

The diamond bracelet around her wrist and matching pendant had been presents too—from the gangster. For her loyalty to him!!

Men were such assholes.

***

Grace sat in the Pinot Brasserie, sipping her martini, lost in her thoughts. It was the first time she'd returned to the Venetian restaurant since her visits their with Lauren over three months ago. It comforted her, somehow.

Going shopping had certainly cheered her up, too. A woman could always rely on retail therapy! And if she had overspent on the skimpy lingerie, who cared? She wanted to look good for Samuel tonight, and his son. Just in case…

It would be simply fabulous if Lauren joined her at the club. They could resume their singing duo… well, in part… she needed to keep her top of the bill solo spot for when the paying public forget all about her and Lauren's sex tape and another opportunity to be signed with a record producer presented itself.

Samuel had promised it would. Just give it time, he'd said.

The African American had been fantastic with her—the tower of strength that she needed. Despite the devastating news of that morning, she was already beginning to feel better. As if she'd seen the worst, and now there was only one way to go—back up. She just needed to be patient, that was all.

A second martini followed the first, then a third. Wasn't it easy to let time go by like this? She'd been so busy since her arrival in Vegas, it occurred to her that she'd never really had five minutes to herself. Her selfishness with Lauren had hit her hard. It would be good if Kay had offered her another shot at the movies, but if not, singing at Samuel Smith's was a fantastic alternative.

He was much more caring than he liked to convey. Yes, he had a hard edge to him, but the offer to employ Lauren was out of the goodness of his heart.

She glanced at her watch—it was time to get back. Lauren would probably have returned from her lunch with Kay by now.

Daniel was on her mind, too. The way she'd suddenly left him. Brutal really. She would have to find a way of meeting up with him again. Maybe at the World Series final table tomorrow? Just to say sorry, and wish him all the best. For some reason, her downfall had brought with it a desperate need to right all her wrongs. She really had been a selfish bitch.

But for now, she thought as she called for the check, she'd hurry back to her apartment. Not only was she anxious to hear Lauren's news, she needed to tell her sister about their joint dinner date tonight.

***

"Not yet, baby," Carly told the gangster as he increased the pace of his hip thrusts. The way his face began to curl in that familiar pre-orgasmic grimace was a sure give-away.

Athletically twisting her lithe body from under his, she reversed positions before he had time to blink. Seconds later, she took hold of his sticky cock and speared it into her oily sex.

He grunted like an animal. The tightness of her sex always made him grunt.

Bracing a hand on the nape of his neck, the spiky haired woman began to undulate on him like a rodeo rider. Carly the cowgirl, she laughed to herself. Guaranteed to tame any wild stallion. Or mare, for that matter.

The spiky haired woman fucked down on him like a dervish, fuelled by what he'd confided when she'd arrived at his house. He'd been on such a high, 'ready to deal with that bastard Smith once and for all'.

The squeeze Samuel had been putting on the gangster was paying dividends. Tightening the noose, the African American businessman had called it.

Getting more of Big Eddie's girls to jump ship had helped, of course. Carly's regular words in their ears had had the desired effect. Eddie's in trouble... Samuel Smith pays more… treats his girls better…

The continuous insinuations had worked well. One by one they'd jumped ship and the new replacements were never as good. Business suffered. His profits turned into losses. His demeanour became more and more fractious.

She'd get full details of the gangster's plans very soon… but before then, she wanted to take advantage of his heightened state. He always fucked best when he was in this mood… and after her session with the two women, his cock was a welcome alternative.

Not better… just different.

Carly squealed with each glorious down-thrust, her skin slapping against his as she drove them both towards the edge of that cliff Eddie's face clenched again and she eased off a fraction. "Not until I'm ready, baby," she grunted, leaning forward to scrape her nipples along his chest.

When he reached for her, she rocked back with a laugh, breasts bouncing provocatively as she changed pace. Using the moves she'd developed as a dancer, her hips ground in slow, circular motions.

"Fuck, baby…" Big Eddie grunted, trying to thrust upwards to hurry the release that was ready to burst like water through a hole in the dam. His sweaty hands grasped upwards, gripping her breasts, pulling on her nipples.

"That's good, honeybaby," she moaned, reaching down to slide her tongue into his mouth. When he responded, she grew more aggressive. Her tongue dove deeper, her downward thrusts increased again. Her hands took his and pinned his arms at his sides.

"Ngh…" he moaned, twisting his head to the side, his face pushing into the white pillow as he tried to wait for her body to catch up.

Carly's eyes narrowed. Nearly there! Her orgasm was… yes… oh God… she was there… she was THERE…

It ran through her like an unleashed tidal wave that even Canute wouldn't be able to turn away. Her body shuddered… trembled… as if a thousand bolts of electricity were being pumped through her. Her sex gripped his cock, tightening around the invading shaft until her spasms subsided.

"Good, Eddie" she gasped, lowering her head and biting down on his nipple. Time for his release. Straightening, she bounced faster, throwing her head and body back, her hands grasping her ankles behind her as she gave him her first pussy ripple. "Time for you to cum…"

"Oh God…" His body jerked like a puppeteer was pulling it.

She fired a second ripple, then a third.

Eddie's face twisted like a tortured prisoner. "Ohgodohgodohgodohgod..."

He burst like a fireman hosing the inside of a building, splattering her insides. What seemed like gallon after gallon of hot cum burst into her slippery sex, the female puppeteer yanking her marionette's body with each additional squeeze of her greedy inner walls. All the time, her sweet murmurings into his ear coaxed further mini blasts from her sex toy.

Yes Eddie… let it go… cum for Carly… good boy… give me that seed, honey…

When he came crashing down from their high, the spiky haired woman cradled him to her bosom as if he was a small child. "Now then, Eddie," she murmured, nuzzling into his goatee as she stroked his dyed black hair. "Tell me exactly what's in store for that bastard Samuel Smith…"

***

Lauren sank back in the large tub, soaking her long blonde hair. She closed her eyes, encapsulated by the luxurious warmth of the water, and sighed. She needed this brief sanctuary after her "audition" with Kay and Carly.

"Mmmm…" she mumbled, sinking her head beneath the water. Her words turned to bubbles. Could this day get any crazier? On top of learning that an incestuous sex tape was making its way across the Internet and spending the afternoon servicing a couple ravenous, masked women, she'd been fist fucked to oblivion by her replacement!

The bath helped soothe the soreness, but just thinking about what she'd done brought a shiver of excitement to her sex. "You're such a slut," she giggled to herself. How could she still be horny after so many orgasms?

"Oh, I'm sorry!" Grace's shocked voice broke her from her revelry. Lauren jerked in the tub, splashing water over the lip as her face coloured. She'd been playing with herself without realizing it, lazily stroking her silky smooth mound as she daydreamed.

"Grace, hold on, sorry…" Lauren stuttered, turning in the tub to give her a little bit of privacy. Finding her older sister at the door, she realized it didn't matter. The brunette was half turned away, the tanned skin of her face bright red. She deliberately kept her eyes off of the tub.

"I should have knocked. Um… anyway…"

Were her sister's nipples hard through that tight little top of hers? Lauren's pussy grew even warmer. "What's up?" she said cheerily, ignoring the sexual tension and awkwardness that permeated the steam-filled room.

"How did your talk with Kay go?" Grace asked, blinking as she kept her gaze averted.

How to answer THAT question, Lauren wondered with a chuckle. "She said she would get back to me in a couple days. She'd already cast a replacement for me, but she said she had a few other things in mind…"

"That's great, Lauren! I'm so happy for you."

Lauren heard the strain in her sister's voice. She knew Grace meant what she said, but couldn't keep the melancholy from her thoughts.

"Any word from Samuel?"

Grace shifted in the doorframe. "He called. He's working on smoothing it over, but there's only so much he can do…"

"What else?" Lauren asked. She knew her sister too well for her to hold anything back.

"Well, I wasn't sure how things would go with Kay, so I talked with Samuel. He said he'd be interested in giving you a job when I mentioned that you had a great voice—"

"I couldn't compete with yours…" Lauren interrupted, but liked what she was hearing. She'd enjoyed her short stint on the stage back in London—not quite as much as she liked modelling, but that wasn't going so well.

"Anyway, he wants to talk to us over dinner. Tonight. You available?" A dinner with her sister and Samuel Smith? Lauren had to squeeze her taut thighs together as she thought about those implications. Reading her mind, Grace quickly added, "His son'll be there, too. Joshua came into town to watch Samuel tomorrow at the Final Table."

Lauren wasn't sure if she was disappointed or not, but she certainly was relieved. At least that took the pressure off.

"Sounds fun. We're going some place fancy?"

"Does Samuel Smith dine anywhere else?" Grace laughed. It was good to see some mirth in her face once again. "I'll leave you to your bath. He'll be picking us up around eight."

***

"Samuel? It's Carly." Her voice sounded breathless. She'd arranged with Kay that she'd called him to plant that it was Big Eddie who'd released the sex tape. But her additional news was breathtaking.

"What is it, baby?" he asked. "Joshua's here. We're heading out shortly."

"I've got some news?"

"News?" She heard his sharp intake of breath.

"Uh hum. Two pieces. First, Big Eddie's bragging about how he sold a sex tape for release on the Internet. Said he'd destroy you and your star singer," she lied. But it was a small lie, it didn't harm anyone did it?

The African American paused. "How did he get the tape," his suspicious voice asked his informant.

Carly grinned to herself. The second piece of news would take his mind off the where's and how's. It fitted so well, it was like a gift from the Gods. "Listen, baby, it gets worse. He's taking out a contract on you."

"What the fuck?"

"It's true," she told him, her words starting to tumble out, one after the other. "You're hurting him bad right now. He still hasn't got over Desmond. Or your offer to but his club. That hurt him. It's known around Vegas and he thinks it's made him lose face. Then there're the girls we've persuaded to leave. He says that's the last straw, that he's losing money now."

Samuel growled. "That all sounds fucking good to me…"

"It is, honey," she responded, "but that's why he wants to hurt you bad. First he destroys Grace's career. Then he kills you. I think he's gone mad…"

"He's gone mad all right," the shrewd businessman mumbled, his brain clicking into gear. "I didn't think the little shit had the nerve. Try and get his own back, yes… but never this."

"It's why you've kept me at the club, Samuel," Carly slyly told him, stroking his ego.

She wasn't being disloyal to him, spilling that story about Eddie and the sex tape, right? Hell, it made no difference to Samuel. Besides, she was saving his life. Okay—and feathering her own nest at the same time.

She really was a clever bitch!

"This's why you kept me there," her soothing voice continued. "That was smart, honey. And you knew that Carly would do the business for you…"

"Yeah," he thoughtfully responded, blowing out his cheeks. He knew exactly what he was going to do, and it fit perfectly!

Holly was back in Vegas. With the final table tomorrow, he already knew that. The assassin wouldn't be happy with the timing, but she'd made a commitment. An evil smile crossed his face. This really was perfect. Get rid of his main business rival, and remove one of his poker opponents from the final table at the same time!

"Call me when you know more," he told her. "Understand?"

"You know I'll do that, Samuel," she said a little petulantly. "Have I ever let you down?"

He picked up on her grouchy tone immediately. "You're the best, Carly" he told her, his voice filled with warmth. "And there'll be an even bigger bonus in this one for you. Gotta go now but we'll speak later..."

Carly tapped on the horn of her car three times as she ended the call. When other drivers glanced her way, she lifted her hand into the air and gave them all the finger. Don't get in my way, guys, she shouted as she threw her head back and laughed. I'm a mean bitch…

***

"Okay," Holly told the redhead, turning away from the window at last.

She'd been thinking about Big Eddie and Samuel Smith for the last half hour. Different scenarios presented themselves, but her most logical option was to call the African American. Technically, she was still in his employ and she'd never broken a contract yet.

"I think that's enough for now," she said. "Times getting on."

Rosie's green eyes remained on the screen as she played through a few more hands. "Just a little more? I'm up two hundred from this afternoon."

Her poker teacher sent a sympathetic glance in the redhead's direction. It was her fear of what they were about to do that made her reluctant, not any desire to win a few more dollars. "Unfortunately, Rosie, we don't have time."



"I know," the young woman softly answered, her frightened face looking up at the blonde. She was so close to seeing Daniel again. "I'm scared."

"Of course you are," Holly told her. "Just stayed patient, only play the right hands, and be aggressive when you play them..."

"That's not what I meant…" Rosie ruefully smiled.

The blonde laughed aloud. "I know, honey. I know…"

Rosie pushed the laptop off her knees and flopped back against the arm of the couch. "You really think we can pull this off?"

Holly nodded, her eyes drawn to the full breasts under that tight top as Rosie pulled up her arms and tousled her red hair. "Let's get the poker bit right, first. Do that, and we're halfway there."

Rosie kept her hands on the top of her head. "You really think I'm ready?"

"As ready as you're ever gonna be. Someone once said poker takes a few minutes to learn, and a lifetime to master," she grinned, repeating that oft stated poker phrase. "Absorbing the intricacies takes much longer than we've had, but we've got you playing solid. That's all you'll need for tonight."

"I love it," the redhead enthused, beaming at Holly's words of praise. She took a long drink from the cool glass of water beside her. "I can't believe the adrenalin rush. Is that how you and Daniel constantly feel?"

"Sometimes," the beautiful blonde responded. "But there are more lows than highs!" Her black t-shirt rode up as she stretched her toned body. Gratifyingly, she watched Rosie's eyes flicker to her tanned, flat stomach. If only circumstances were different…

"He'll be shocked to see me."

"To put it mildly," Holly agreed, turning her thoughts back to the matter in hand. "Rosie, I've no idea how he'll react. But if this doesn't work, nothing will. I want you to go back to your apartment now and dress as sexily as you can."

"Really?"

Holly laughed. "Nothing over the top, honey. I'm not sure 'Bobby's Room' would approve. Wear something casual, but I want those legs shown off. And those tits, too. You have great breasts, Rosie, so let's display some cleavage. Can you get back to your place and change, then meet me at the Bellagio in an hour?"

"No problem," the redhead grinned. It appeared that giving her hope had had a liberating effect on the young woman. She sexily pushing up from the sofa and pulling the graphic tee tight across her full bosom. "You really like my tits?"

"You're one hell of a tease, Rosie," Holly softly answered as her eyes fell to the thrusting breasts.

Rosie gave that infectious, little chuckle of hers. "I know, always have been. By the way, you have great breasts too…!"

The blonde groaned inwardly. If this were anyone other than Daniel's girlfriend, she wouldn't have been able to resist...

***

"You really dated that Daniel Stone guy?" Joshua asked Grace over dinner. They were into their third bottle of wine and all four of them were feeling good. "That's quite a coincidence."

Grace nodded, sipping the expensive Pinot Noir. "We came to Vegas together."

Joshua shook his head. "Such a small world. Now, you're dating my dad, who's playing him tomorrow at the final table!"

"Son, we're not talking about that," the older black man interrupted, causing both Grace and Joshua to roll their eyes. Despite his boasting in the car earlier, Samuel was surprisingly superstitious when it came to poker and had refused all night to dwell on the tournament that had already made him over a million dollars.

The table sat in silence for a few minutes, each of them sipping their wines thoughtfully. Nothing had been mentioned about the video that three of the four members at this table had participated in. It was the elephant in the room, and it was only a matter of time.

"Lauren, how did your meeting with Kay go?" Samuel asked at last, as the servers cleared their plates.

The blonde felt a shiver run up her spine. If only he knew what they'd got up to! "I think it went well," she settled for saying. "It was certainly different…"

"Well, if it doesn't work out, then I'm sure I could fit you in at my club."

Lauren opened her mouth to thank him when his son added, "Or you could come out to LA with me."

The blonde cocked her head to one side as Samuel Smith explained. "Josh's made a name for himself in the local hip-hop scene in Europe." The way he said it was filled with pride. "Although his lifestyle's a little… loose." The two men laughed.

"Oh, I think Lauren could handle it," the younger man smiled, winking at the blonde. He was a good-looking guy, just like his father, the younger sister thought. His shaved head glistened in the soft light of the restaurant. She liked the look. "And I've seen the video to prove it."

There it was, the unspeakable had been spoken. Lauren watched her sister's face turn bright red, and as much as the memory warmed her thighs, she knew it was time to diffuse it. "That was a while ago," she explained breathily. "We were all really high and I still can't believe we did that!"

"So it's a… how do you Brits say it? A 'one-off?'" Joshua said, showing his straight, white teeth.

Lauren nodded. "I'm afraid so, love." Her blue eyes twinkled. "I know how you men like those things. But that doesn't mean I couldn't handle… whatever you had in mind."

Samuel rose to his feet. "With that note, let's all take this back to my place. I could use a nice, long soak in the Jacuzzi."

Lauren and Grace glanced at one another, wondering what the hell they were getting themselves into.

***

It was just as well she'd checked her phone on the way to the Bellagio. The message from Samuel had been left some time ago. Getting the taxi to drop her a few minutes walk away, Holly returned the call.

"Where've you been?" the deep voice aggressively asked her. "I thought you were always available. I pay you to be always available!"

"I'm available now," she told him, ignoring the jibe. "I had intended phoning you when I saw the message."

"Never mind that," he responded, dismissing her comment as if swatting away a fly. It was just as well they'd just returned to his house. He could speak with some privacy. "I need you to carry out a job."

Two offers in one day! Things were quickly hotting up. "Who?"

"Big Eddie. I need the little shit taken out quickly. Very quickly."

"Something's up?" She knew what it was. The question was whether Samuel Smith was aware of the gangster's plans. He was.

"He's planning to take out a contract on me. Can you believe that?"

Holly paused for a second, thinking things through. "Oh, I can believe it," she answered. "But don't worry, you're safe."

"I'm safe, am I?" he snorted. "And just how is it you know that?"

"Because I'm the person he's contracting to make the hit."

The long pause was followed by a chuckle, which grew into a belly laugh. "Well, well… the dumb fucker. How stupid is that?" The laugh grew even louder until, as if someone had turned off a switch, it suddenly ended. "Wait a minute, I hope you're not getting any ideas?"

It was Holly's turn to laugh. "I work for one client at a time, Samuel. You've paid me a retention fee, so you have my loyalty for as long as that lasts. Besides, would I tell you he was trying to hire me if I was thinking of trying to take advantage?"

"Hmm…" It was more of a grunt. "Okay, makes sense. But I'm not taking any chances. I'm calling in our deal. I want Eddie taken care off. Understand?"

"Yes, Samuel," she calmly responded. This could all fit together quite nicely. Then he dropped the bombshell.

"Tomorrow."

This time Holly couldn't disguise her surprise. "Not tomorrow…" she instantly responded.

"Tomorrow," he repeated, his deep voice brooking no argument. "I paid you the money on the basis you'd take the contract when and where I want. That was the deal, was it not? You never break deals—"

Holly thought quickly. He was right, she couldn't break the arrangement, but there had to be a way around this. "I have to get to Vegas," she tried.

Samuel Smith smiled to himself. He was the one in control now. Who the fuck did she think she was dealing with? Some novice from out of town?

"You're already in Vegas," he calmly told her. "Don't shit with me."

Holly knew from the confident tone in his voice that she was in trouble. This man had the upper hand and it dawned on her why. Shit! There could only be one reason. He knew she was in Vegas. There could be only one reason was insisting on tomorrow—the bastard knew who she was…

"Tomorrow morning," she suggested, playing her last card.

"I don't think so," the club owner drawled, turning the knife. "Late afternoon works best. That's when the target will be… occupied!"

The silence between them lasted a few seconds. An invisible electric current ran down the line. It would have been a battle of wills, except there was no way out. Holly knew that, and was only too well aware that he did, too.

"And you can forget that phoney Irish accent," Smith grunted, a not so subtle reinforcement of his command of the situation. "But to show you I'm a good guy, you lose all your chips to me tomorrow and there's another one hundred grand bonus in this for you. Understand?"

Holly didn't answer. If he weren't careful, he'd push her too far.

"Listen!" Her cold voice cut through the air like a knife through butter. "I'm committed to the arrangement, we both know that. It's what we agreed and I'll carry it through. Change the timing and I'll do it for free…"

"Can't be done," he told her, his commanding smile apparent in his tone. "I'm not taking any chances with that little shit. Besides you could earn more from this than playing at the final table. After all, if you're knocked out early…"

Neither spoke for a few moments. Then the businessman threw in a final thought. "And maybe afterwards, you and I—"

"Understand one thing," Holly instantly told him, her tone soft and deadly. "I'll take care of business tomorrow, just get me the usual details..."

"No problem," he began.

She cut him off. "I haven't finished. If you ever make reference to knowing me again, or do anything with that information, I'll come and find you. If you ever fuck around with me, you're dead! Mm-kay?"

***

With Doyle Brunson, Ted Forrest, Mel Juddah and Phil Hellmuth all at the table, Daniel's concentration had needed to be at its sharpest. Instead, he'd been consumed with thoughts of Rosie, making it all the more remarkable that he was a few thousand ahead. To be fair, he was well aware it was due in high measure to the Poker Brat. As usual, Hellmuth was donating his money to others in a high stakes cash game, while bemoaning his luck.

Daniel had benefited most.

His lunchtime meeting with Holly had played on his mind all day. She'd actually seen Rosie! He'd swept the comment to one side, as if it meant nothing!! Was he really that stupid? He'd have given anything to see the redhead again.

Somehow, he'd stayed off the drink today. God knows, he needed the support of more alcohol. But the thought of Rosie had strangely encouraged him to stay on the straight and narrow. He had a big day tomorrow and needed to keep all his faculties intact. He owed that to himself.

"Shouldn't you be in bed by now, Daniel?" Hellmuth asked, as he sent a few more chips the Englishman's way. "Big day tomorrow. Don't want to use all your luck up tonight."

Daniel glanced across at his opponent. The Poker Brat had been riding him for the last hour. He'd had enough. "Look…" he began.

The arrival of Holly stopped him mid sentence. She'd promised to join him and hadn't let him down. He somehow needed the encouragement of a friendly face and her beaming smile was a welcome sight.

She wasn't alone, and the woman she was with looked familiar. Daniel knew her, he was certain of that. But with hair drawn up under that black baseball cap and her eyes were hidden behind a oversized pair of dark, Dolce & Gabana shades, it was impossible to make a clear connection.

The Englishman's mind ran around all the female poker pro's, but none of them had a body like this girl's. The short, creamy silk dress was one step up from lingerie with its spaghetti thin straps and lacy-work around the hemline, but no one was complaining. She had long, slender legs and deep cleavage mottled with a dusting of freckles.

Freckles? Just like Rosie's. The thought stopped him mid appraisal. Hell, would he ever see the redhead again?

"My friend'll take the spare seat," Holly said, breathing a soft sigh of relief that recognition hadn't yet hit Daniel. Getting the redhead to pin up her hair had worked and that bought some time. She needed him to see Rosie play for a while before the penny dropped.

That would wash away his concern about her attitude towards poker players. After that, it was in the lap of the Gods.

The first part of the plan was working perfectly. The cleavage on show was almost as attractive to the men around the table as the fact that this new woman was obviously inexperienced. The way her hands constantly shook was a clear giveaway. Holly could read their thoughts. Easy money!

She stood behind Rosie, close enough for the redhead to 'feel' her support, without getting involved. Every so often, between hands, she leant forward. "Keep focused. Premium cards only," she kept whispering.

Watching the action reinforced her decision that once Big Eddie was history, poker was her future. She loved the feel, smell and banter of the poker table.

Samuel couldn't hurt her, there was nothing to connect her to any of her previous hits. That was about the only piece of good news—an assassin whose identity was known was on borrowed time in that profession.

Not to be recommended…

***

Kay sat back in her studio, sipping her crystal glass of Chablis while she edited the recordings of her afternoon action with Carly and Lauren into four separate videos. Each as hot as the other.

Damn, they were fantastic. She'd already masturbated twice watching their entire sessions through again. The blonde and brunette made a wonderful combination, and yet were as different as it was possible to be. Lauren's sexy innocence was a wonderful contrast to Carly's overt wickedness.

Even though she was English, Lauren had that All-American goodness about her. A cheerleader type who'd be popular in school, and who everyone would want to fuck, from the football jocks to the class nerd.

Whereas Carly's entire demeanour spelt out her genuine penchant for pussy, a real love for fucking other women. And as Kay had discovered in the previous three months—for cock, too. Her delightful pussy was always moist with excitement, a wicked temptress always looking for her next conquest.

Maybe she'd think of setting them up for a movie together some time in the future? When the blonde had learned the perils of crossing her!

In the meantime, the four videos she'd just finished editing would easily bring six figures into Kay's coffers, providing a very healthy return on her small investment, and she wouldn't be required to pay Demetrius a bonus, either!

The self-satisfied woman knew exactly who to start her negotiations with. Refilling her glass, she reached for the phone.

***

As she watched the nervous redhead play, Holly's mind settled on Big Eddie and what the small time gangster had done to Rosie. Her story was heartbreaking, though familiar. That type of man used women as if they were disposable tissues to be thrown away on the wind. There was no way the redhead should have been responsible for her boyfriend's debts—that was simply a clever ruse to get what he wanted. It had worked perfectly.

Holly still felt some guilt at the inadvertent part she'd played. Rosie was getting herself away from him three months ago—until Holly had blurted out that she and Daniel had been together. Shit! That well-intentioned admission had been a bad move. All it had achieved was to send the naïve young woman straight back into Big Eddie's clutches again.

That's what made the idea that just occurred to her all the more appealing. A way of making amends. Of course she wasn't going to carry out a hit on Samuel, but Eddie didn't know that. So the text she was in the process of sending to him, giving a price and bank account number for killing the black man, was likely to result in her fee finding its way to the account on schedule.

It was a final act of retribution, a sense of correcting an injustice.

Rosie had earlier responded to Holly's request and given her bank account details to the blonde assassin. She hadn't even asked why. It was Rosie's account number she'd fed to the gangster. The money would give the redhead the independence she deserved. And recompense her for what the gangster had put her through.

It felt the right thing to do…

***

"You won't be needing your suits," Samuel said as he stepped out onto the high-fenced patio. The submerged lamps shining up out of the luminous waters of the Jacuzzi was the main source of light, although the few paper lanterns strung around the parameter added to the ambience.

"How did I know you'd say that?" Grace smiled, watching her lover pull his t-shirt over his powerful upper body.

"Because you know me too well," he grinned, his trousers going next. Both women stared at the older man's taut buttocks. For his age, his body was very impressive. "Well, ladies, you're not going to leave me hanging, are you?"

The sister's glanced at one another. No words needed to be spoken to confirm they were both up for this.

As he turned in profile, his semi-flaccid black cock caught in the light. Grace felt her heart flutter. Such a thing of beauty. To her left, her sister was already unzipping the back of her dress and shimmying out of the tight thing. The brunette forced her eyes away from the tempting sight, focusing on Samuel.

Sauntering up to the naked businessman, she wrapped her fingers around his thick cock and whispered, "I won't leave you hanging." She immediately felt his flesh stiffen at her touch.

"Of course you won't, baby," he grumbled, his eyes shifting from her grip to her sister. "But why don't you follow your baby sister's lead. Isn't she sexy?"

Grace flicked her eyes over her shoulder, where Lauren was pealing her g-string down her thighs. Her perfect tits dangled like ripe fruit before her, as succulent as ripe grapefruit. Grace began stroking Samuel's thick girth as her almond coloured eyes met her sister's. She saw lust there, and immediate guilt when she realized that the lust was returned.

Just get over it! Grace scolded herself as her sister stretched to full height. The brunette glanced across her bronzed landscape one last time. Lauren had a body built for sex—she'd always had. She turned back into Samuel and began peeling off her own, little black dress.

"I've fixed us our drinks," Joshua said, joining them just as Grace removed her bra and thong combination she'd purchased today. "And just in time, too!"

Samuel and the sisters took a few steps and then slipped beneath the hot, bubbling waves of the Jacuzzi as the young Smith handed out drinks. Grace and Lauren watched him strip, admiring his toned frame and muscled chest. There was something about muscular black men…

He had a tattoo of a wolf stretching from his right shoulder down to his thick bicep, which barely showed up against his beautiful, midnight-hued complexion. Like his father, his cock was semi-hard—an impressive sight even through his boxers. Both men seemed to be idling in the 'ready' state.

Grace nor Lauren exchanged glances again, telling each other that they both wanted to try the son out. After all, it was his birthday soon.



Leaving on his boxers to tease his audience, Joshua reached onto the tray that had held the drinks, retrieved a large blunt he'd rolled before coming out, and lit it up. Nothing went better with Jacuzzis and hot women than some primo smoke. Holding the joint in his teeth, he let his boxers fall around his ankles.

The girls gasped.

He was as thick as his father, and incredibly, looked like he could be longer.

"So, honey," Joshua said as he slid into the water next to Lauren. "Still think you can hang with me and my friends?"

Lauren pinched the joint from his fingers, took a long drag off of it, rocked her head back, and blew the smoke straight up into the air. Her swollen nipples brushed along his hard chest. Holding the smoking cigarette out behind her for Grace, she looked into Joshua's eyes and said, "Here, let me prove it."

When Grace took the joint taken from her hand, she slipped beneath the water. Joshua suddenly felt a slippery sensation wrap around his member—cooler than the heated water, but wonderfully different.

The blonde emerged between Joshua's legs, water cascading along her rich body as she covered his mouth with hers. "That a good enough example?" she whispered, holding his shaved head in her right hand for leverage. The other was in the water, between them. "Or will you need more… uhh…"

Joshua groaned as Lauren's lithe body sank onto his cock, gently adjusting herself until she'd sheathed him completely. She wrapped her arms around his neck, pulled him against her breast, and began to bounce in the water. Only a few hours ago she'd been on her back, being pleasured by two hot women, and now black cock was drilling her. She loved Vegas!

Grace felt prickles of excitement spread across her skin like an out-of-control forest fire. Only part of that was the strong weed burning in her lungs. When she felt Samuel's hands on her shoulder, her chest and then her tits, she couldn't wait to get him inside of her, too.

Passing the joint back to him, she sidled back into his lap, took his thickness in her hand, she let him pierce her from behind.

Finishing off the blunt, he flipped it onto the patio behind her and returned his familiar hands to her tits. Grace had fucked a lot of guys since she'd come to Vegas, but there was one cock she'd never tire of.

"They're hot together, don't you think?" Samuel whispered in her ear as they watched the young lovers going at it. Lauren's eyes were closed as she thrust her body hard in Joshua's lap, their connection lost beneath the choppy waves of the water. "She's hot, don't you think?"

"Yesss…" Grace hissed, allowing her desire to overcome her shame.

"You want her," his voice rumbled in her ear. The brunette pushed her fingers down between her legs, rubbing her clit as Samuel's teasing voice and throbbing erection pushed her to oblivion.

"I do," she admitted, biting her lip. A few feet away, she heard Lauren's orgasm overtake her.

"My home is safe," he assured, pinching Grace's nipples. "No cameras. No tricks. No one will ever need to know…"

Her eyes were slits as she watched her sister fuck Samuel's son. How many times had she thought about that night? How many times had she looked at her baby sister's lips and wanted to kiss them. Or watched her get dressed and wished she could taste her again.

"Oh, fuck!" she cried as she began to cum, little dizzying, blinding lights exploding behind her closed eyelids. "OH FUCK!"

***

Rosie glanced at her hole cards. Ten-Two offsuit. She knew what that was commonly known as. Holly had told her all about Doyle Brunson. To be at the same table as the veteran, or any of these players, should have been unnerving. Not that they meant anything to her other than what she'd learned today. But there was something about them, the imposing way the spoke and acted, that was designed to intimidate.

The difference was that their intimidation was minor league compared to her life working for Big Eddie. Yes, her hand trembled when she played her cards, but that was a facet of the newness of everything. With Daniel observing every move, she didn't want to appear stupid. She wanted to impress him.

In early position, a small Hellmuth raise saw everyone fold around to Rosie. In the big blind, it wouldn't cost much to call. See a flop in those positions, Holly had drilled into her. Then if you miss, don't get involved.

The flop brought Ten-Ten-Two. Full house!

Rosie checked, hoping her face didn't give the game away. Or her voice. Her hands were trembling so much, she wouldn't have been able to lift her chips, let alone push any into the middle.

The turn brought an Ace.

How on earth should she play this? The redhead's trembling hands threw in a few chips. The dealer gave her a friendly smile as he pointed out the error. Her raise had been below the minimum. No one laughed, but the exchange of glances between the pros said much more than mere words could convey.

Hellmuth re-raised her. Not a lot, just enough to keep her interested. This stupid dame had no idea what she was doing and she was trying to take on the best player in the world! He'd teach her a lesson she'd never forget. His Ace-King hole cards had him well ahead. Goodness knows what she had. She'd checked the flop! Probably a small pocket pair. Threes or fours.

The river was a King.

Hellmuth disguised his smile. His two pairs were well ahead.

Rosie's hands shook again as she made another raise. Was that the right thing to do? She bet half the pot, hoping the aggressive man would just fold and go away. The tension she'd felt when learning the game earlier that afternoon was nothing compared to this feeling. She wasn't intimidated, she was scared! This was Holly's money she was playing with!

Immediately, Hellmuth pushed all his money in the middle, and then sat like a statue in that familiar way of his.

Behind the action, Holly moaned to herself. What the hell did Rosie have? Unless there was a ten in her hand, she was dead and buried. If she had the ten, she'd played the hand perfectly. If in doubt, fold, she'd drummed into her. There's always another hand!Was she capable of sucking the world champion in like this?

She had only seconds to wait to discover the answer. Rosie instantly called and nervously showed her hand.

As Hellmuth exploded in rage, he flung his Big Slick hand across the table like skimming pebbles across a pond. His chair cartwheeled onto the floor behind him as he jumped to his feet. "Freakin Ten-Two," he ranted, pacing up and down the side of the room. "I have Big Slick and she has freakin Ten-Two. Ten freakin' Two! These freakin' donkeys don't know what they're doing!"

"Easy, Phil," Daniel told him, his eyes glaring at the large man. "Show some respect to the lady."

Hellmuth ignored him, swinging around to glare at Holly. "What the fuck are you doing bringing someone like this to the table?" he demanded, hands on hips. "Freakin women…"

Holly threw her head back, her laughter reverberating around the room. "I thought you only posed for the cameras, Phil?" she murmured, dropping her hands onto the redhead's shoulders. "Nice hand, Rosie!"

Rosie? Rosie?!?! "FUCK"

This time it was Daniel's voice, not Hellmuth's

***

Samuel's hot body was all over her as she came down from her orgasm. His lips on her neck. His hands on her tits and stomach. And his cock was as thick and as hard as a steel rod in her oily sex.

"Lauren, honey, why don't you come over here for a moment," he ordered, holding out his hand to the blonde.

The young model floated the short distance over to where Grace was resting limply against her lover's hard body, still panting, still recovering. Joshua watched excitedly over the blonde's shoulder.

"Yes," she said sweetly, batting her long lashes. She ran her fingers back over her head, smoothing out her wet locks.

"Grace has something for you…"

The blonde's blue eyes glittered as she looked down at her older sister, who'd snuggled deeper into Samuel's black body. She beckoned Lauren to her with the crook of her finger. "It's not much," she whispered through her smile. "But I've been holding onto it for months now…"

Grace curled her fingers around the nape of her sister's neck and pulled her lips against her own. A moment later and their tongues were flooding one another's mouths. It was barely checked hedonism. It was soft ecstasy.

The brunette felt Samuel grow as she kissed her sister. It only spurred her on. Pulling Lauren onto her and forcing her to straddle her thigh, she attacked the sexy girl's lips and neck like a wild animal.

Lauren met her sister's assault with her own elation. She'd fantasized about this moment for months, and only kept it unrealised because she was afraid it would horrify her big sister. Now…

The blonde pulled back from the incestuous, bisexual kiss as a sinister thought crossed her mind. Pulling herself up out of the water, she perched her taut butt on the lip of the Jacuzzi and spread her legs. "Been saving anything else?" she asked Grace with a wickedly arched brow.

Grace slithered off of Samuel's cock and followed her sister to the edge of the water. Her eyes devoured her sister's slick nudity. Her wet and tawny skin caught the light magically. She looked perfect. A Goddess, even.

The sisters shared a look that communicated volumes. They both knew this was wrong. They both knew they were flirting with disaster. But neither of them gave a fuck.

Rising up out of the water, Grace let her sister's thighs rest across her shoulders as she closed in on Lauren's clean-shaven mound. When she ran her tongue along the other girl's heated furrow, both sisters shivered.

"Gah!" Lauren cried, resting back on her hands and lolling her head to the side as Grace's tongue worked patterns of bliss across her sex. She swirled and swirled her clit, pulling away just as it became too much. Kay and Carly had been skilled in the art of girl-girl sex, but Grace seemed to read her mind.

She arched her back even harder as her big sister rammed two fingers into her pussy. She needed rough and Grace was delivering. "Yes, yesyesyes…" she huffed. Her hands buckled behind her and she slipped painfully to her elbows.

"NGH!" Grace moaned, her mouth leaving her sister for a moment as Joshua lined himself up behind her and thrust inside her hot, needy body. Lauren pulled her sister's lips back onto her pussy, laying back all the way onto the warm wood of the patio deck.

A shadow passed over her eyes. Looking up, Lauren smiled at the imposing body of Samuel Smith. "Having fun?" he asked, crouching down next to him.

"I have a feeling I'm about to have a little bit more," she grunted.

The club owner said nothing more as he swung his leg over her face and fed his erect cock between her lips.

The foursome thrust and throbbed against one another—a moaning, orgasmic sex machine. Lauren, with a black cock down her throat and her sister's mouth supping on her sex, came first, setting off a chain reaction in both directions.

Samuel raised up off her face, jerked his thick member a few seconds more, until he covered the young model's face and tits in his cream. Catching the facial out of the corner of her eye sent Grace over the edge. Slurping off of the quivering pussy, she grunted loudly as her orgasm raced down her spine. Joshua, inside of her, went off a second later, filling her depths of liquid pleasure…

The night was only just beginning.

***

"I have a surprise," Holly told the two lovers. She'd been at the card table for the last hour, taking Rosie's place while Daniel and the redhead had retired to the bar to talk things through. From the warm, tender, loving looks on their faces, they'd ironed everything out pretty quickly.

The idea of phoning for a limousine occurred to her out of the blue. It was a great way for the two of them to end the evening.

"Surprise?" Daniel asked, smiling up at his friend from their seat in the corner of the Fontana Bar. Their position offered a breathtaking view of the spectacular dancing waters, but the aquatic escapade was lost on the two lovers. Until Holly joined them, they only had eyes for one another.

"Mmmm… it's outside now," she told them.

Following the blonde beauty through the casino and along the long narrow corridor flanked by shops and restaurants, Rosie's jaw dropped open when she the vehicle that was waiting outside for them. Long, sleek and perfectly white. If it wasn't the biggest limo she'd ever seen, it was close to it.

"I've always wanted to ride in a limousine," she told Holly, her eyes wide with excitement as she swung around to face the blonde woman.

"Now's your chance," Holly grinned, accepting the tight hug that the redhead gave her. "After what my poker protégé did to Hellmuth, you deserve a reward. Enjoy it, kiddies. I'm going to have an early night before the rigours of tomorrow. Maybe you should do the same, Daniel?" she joked.

Her beaming smile broadened at the cheeky grin he flashed back at her. Maybe this could have a happy ending after all?

"Want us to drop you off at the Rio?" he teased.

Holly's turned her withering look from Daniel to Rosie and then back again. "As if…" she told them, arching a blonde eyebrow. "Two's company! I'll catch you in the morning. Both of you, I hope!"

Throwing a final smile over her shoulder, she was on her way. A half an hour's walk at this time of night wasn't a bad idea. It was a chance to think things through. With Daniel and Rosie settled, there were other things to consider before she could allow herself to sleep…

***

Lauren stood motionless in the doorframe of the large bedroom, watching the lurid sight on the bed. She'd never been more impressed with her sister. Grace was on her hands and knees, sucking Joshua's cock while his father ravaged her from behind.

It was loud, hot, and dirty sex. The brunette attacked the cock with her throat, ramming her head forward in time with Samuel's thrusts. Joshua held her head steady with a fistful of dark hair. His father held her hips in his large hands. All three fought to be the first to cum.

Lauren felt her arousal deepen at the thought of being the girl in the middle.

Squeezing Grace's hair harder, Joshua threw his head back and let a bellow tear from his throat. Lauren's pussy trembled. God, that was sexy.

The son sat back, spent for now. He stretched his muscular arms behind his head. His erection glistened with her sister's saliva. Delicious.

Demurely, Lauren crossed the room, feeling the eyes of father and son on her.

Samuel pulled Grace up to her knees, keeping his cock inside of her but shifting to shorter, slower strokes. "So tell me, Lauren, are you hot for your sister?"

Grace's golden skin was glistening with sweat—it was a softer sheen than when they were in the Jacuzzi, but no less sexy. The blonde nodded.

"Say it."

Lauren crawled up onto the bed. "I'm hot for my sister," she giggled.

"Kiss her. Show me."

Straightening up in front of Grace, she did just as she was told. Again, the sisters shared what they should not. Again, they didn't care.

"With an act like that, pop, you'll have a sell-out crowd every night."

"And I'll never get any sleep—FUUU…" Lauren had reached between her sister's legs and had begun to caress his balls. It took Samuel by surprise so fast he nearly lost it.

Pulling away from her sister's lips, Lauren looked into the brunette's eyes. "Thank you for sharing your boyfriend with me," she whispered. Samuel almost protested, he wasn't anyone's boyfriend, but he held his tongue.

"Want to show the two of us your gratitude?" Grace asked playfully.

Lauren's blue eyes twinkled. She kissed Grace's mouth one last, sweltering time before leaving a trail of kisses down her sweat-damp body. Flipping onto her back, she slid her head right between their thighs, lifted her chin, and swallowed Samuel Smith's balls into her mouth.

Grace looked over her shoulder, found her lover's eyes, and kissed him. "Thank you," she whispered, unsure of what she was thanking him for. For seeing her through the hardest times? For not throwing her onto the street when news of that video was release? For letting her indulge in her most shocking fantasies? Maybe all? She didn't know.

He just nodded, his eyes glazed with pleasure.

Joshua was hard enough that he could push his black monster between Lauren's open legs. He found her swollen vulva, oily smooth and ready for his cock. Grace watched him slid it into her, shuddering as she felt her baby sister's mouth leave Samuel and tease her clit.

With a heavy breath, Grace lowered herself between Lauren's thighs, teasing her in return.

A hand on his son's arm, Samuel's eyes instructed that they move away. Their own orgasms could wait, there was all night. Standing back, father and son watched the sister's sixty-nine one another to one orgasm after another. If they could bring a fraction of the energy they showed in the bedroom to the stage, then Joshua was right: a sell-out show every night.

***

"Just cruise," Daniel told the driver once he and Rosie were settled in the air-conditioned interior.

"Yes," Rosie excitedly grinned. "Up and down the Strip. I've always wanted to do that!"

"My pleasure, folks," the smooth character grinned back. "There are drinks in the cabinet in front of you. All paid for. Enjoy the ride." With that, he pressed a button to raise the privacy window and smoothly pulled away from the hotel.

"Let's see what's in there," Rosie laughed, her wide green eyes sparkling with all the enthusiasm of a child at Christmas time. "Champagne!" she whooped as Daniel pulled open the liquor cabinet.

The crinkly haired Englishman handed her two flutes before uncorking the bottle. Rosie held them out in front of her, giggling as she just managed to catch the bubbly in them before it overflowed onto the floor.

Rosie handed Daniel his drink, her face almost hysterical with happiness. "Let's drink to the person who's made this happen," she told him, clinking glasses.

Daniel nodded, his face serious for a second. "She's a wonderful friend. To Holly," he agreed

"Then we each have to give another toast," Rosie told him, crinkling her nose as the bubbly hit her.

"Okay," he smiled at the redhead, loving her child-like enthusiasm. He'd missed that side of her so much. "You go first."

"No," she shook her head. "It has to be you first."

Daniel grinned at her over the top of his flute. "Oh, really, and why is that?"

Rosie turned around so that her back was to him, and then eased backwards so she could snuggle into his chest. "Because… I have two. And if you choose one of them, I'll be left with the other."

She could feel his chest heaving into her back as he laughed. "Is that right, you have two? Well, how about tonight, we have those two toasts, and if you miss mine, I'll give one as well."

"Okay," she murmured, twisting her head for a loose, over-the-shoulder kiss. His lips felt warm, tender. "First, a toast to you winning the World Series," she said, holding her glass to the side so that he could clink it with her own. "Mmm… that tastes so nice, don't you just love champagne?"

"So," Daniel joked. "My lady's a champagne drinker? Where did you learn such expensive habits?"

Rosie was pleased she was facing away from him. Her face would have given her away, otherwise. What could she answer? At some of the private parties where the hosts plied her with bubbly before fucking her?

"Never mind that," she answered, quickly recovering and hoping her shaky voice didn't arouse suspicion. "What d'you think of the toast?"



"Hmmm… I'd say it depended on what your second one is…"

The redhead turned again, badly needing another kiss. It was soft and tender. Exactly what was necessary.

"Okay, my second… is… now that we've found each other again, I never want us to be parted. I mean…" she seemed to have second thoughts, "I don't want to be too forward, or put pressure on you… or either of us… but what I mean…"

Daniel's lips on her neck stopped her rambling. "I think," he whispered into her soft ear, "that was the most perfect of toasts!"

"Really?" the wide-eyed woman asked, pushing up from his chest and half twisting to face him. "You do?"

The Englishman smiled into her sparkling green eyes. "I do."

"As much as the World Series toast?"

"Far better than the World Series toast."

She swung her body further around and this time, when their mouths met, it was a full frontal kiss. It was a thrilling feeling, their first proper kiss for over three months. Their mouths opened to one another, their tongues swarming and devouring with a wonderful, unhurried passion. Rosie twisted her body again, her hand running around the back of his neck, stroking his hair as their lips softly meshed.

Daniel's hand reached for her breast, gently tracing across the firm swell through the material of her dress. Nothing was hurried, everything was tender. Her lips were so soft, her flicking tongue so wet. They kissed and caressed as he kneaded her soft globe, her bullet like nipple hard against his rotating palm.

"If you keep doing that," she whispered into his mouth, "you'll have to fuck me, Englishman."

"What?" he murmured back. "Here? In front of everyone? Have you seen how many people there are on the Strip tonight?"

"Uh-uh," she smiled into his mouth, licking along the outline of his lips. "I don't think I've looked outside the car since we got in."

"Me neither," he whispered, pulling on the nipple that was protruding through the thin material. "Let's forget about them."

"Mmm… good idea," Rosie replied, shifting slightly in her seat to work on the spaghetti straps of her dress. She pealed the top to her waist and sank back into the cold leather, shivering as Daniel's warm hand returned to her naked breast. "That feels so good," she whispered.

Daniel nodded, grunting as he dropped his mouth to her neck. "Think we should save this for my suite?" he asked, leaving soft nibbles along her skin.

"Oh… ah… that's nice," she murmured, letting her head fall to the side to provide better access. "Your suite? Taking things for granted aren't you?" she teased. "What sort of girl do you think I am?"

"You tell me," he smiled, gently twisting her nipple between his thumb and forefinger.

"Geez…" she huffed, pushing her tongue back into his mouth as she unzipped him. "What's this?" she asked as she found his slick cock with her fingers.

"My magic weapon," he teased.

Rosie pulled her mouth away from his so that she could send her deliciously shuddering laugh into his neck. Her body heaved with mirth for the moment. "Oh, magic is it," she asked. "What does this… magic weapon… do?"

"Well…"

Her kiss stilled his answer. "Wait," she told him. "Let me find out for myself."

She took both their champagne glasses and positioned them on the small table jutting out from the liquor cabinet. Bending forward, her long fingers wrapped around his girth as her wet mouth descended on him. She took her time, swallowing more and more of his veiny flesh between her lips with each dip of her head.

"Mmmm… it is magic," she slurped, her loving eyes staring up at him. "It gets bigger when you suck it. Let me try again."

This time her hand left his shaft to cup his balls, his ass lifting from the pale leather seat to give her better access. He grunted when she gently squeezed his tight testicles, the grunt turning into a groan when she took his throbbing hardness deep into her throat.

"Geez, Rosie…" His hands found her hair, running one set of fingers through her wavy, red locks and then the other. He was close.

Rosie felt it, too, and pulled away, her hands going under her dress and working her skimpy panties down her legs. "Well," she said, sliding one leg across his lap and rubbing her wet furrow against his hardness. "It shows promise, but just let me test that magic again."

She didn't even need to guide him. With an upward shove, the head of his cock found its home, both of them letting out a gasp as he slid inside. Adjusting her position, she placed her palms against the cool leather either side of his head as she raised and lowered her hard buttocks. He was fully encased in three passes.

She peppered him with hot, little kisses as she nearly tore his shirt open, rubbing her freckled tits against his bare chest. Her nipples were so erect, so hard. "Suck them," she told him, dragging his head down onto her chest. His mouth instantly found one of her hard buds, clamping down on it, suckling it.

Her hips began to press down as she slowly began to fuck him. "Mmm, you're right," she whispered into his ear. "Magic."

Gripping his neck, she leant back and found his gaze. Their eyes made contact, loving and tender. Her breasts rose and fell as she slowly undulated, her copper waves swaying gently on her pale shoulders.

"Nice?" she mouthed through parted lips.

Daniel nodded, unwilling to break their eye contact. It was a mind as well as body fuck. Both were equally as tender. "Magical," he whimpered.

Rosie pulled his lips back to her hard peaks. Her full breasts rose to meet his mouth and rivulets of saliva ran down as he tongued both nipples. Then they were bouncing away from his mouth, the feel of his lips around her hard buds turning her slow pace into an urgent one.

Daniel began to gasp, squeezing his eyes tight as he attempted to ward off the tide rising in his balls. It wasn't easy, her hard, downward thrusts were having their effect. He began to respond with quick, upward pumping motions, trying to match her rhythm. Rosie let out a wail of delight.

His hands clutched her ass as her body undulated on him, her freckled breasts dancing erotically under his gaze. How long had he waited for this? The thought sent his arousal soaring. Her pace increased, little squeals of delight escaping from her with each driving, downward thrust.

Daniel's hands slid to her bouncing breasts, squeezing them tightly as if that would delay his orgasm. His teeth clenched, his face curled. It was so difficult to hold back. Rosie didn't make it any easier, rotating her hips in small circles. Her flowing juices told him she was close and Daniel tried to contain himself until she reached her climax. It took only a few more seconds…

The redhead's body shimmered as she came, dipping her mouth into his shoulder in an unsuccessful attempt to drown out her wails. The strength of her orgasm immediately forced Daniel's from his body. It took longer than usual for them to recover, little after blasts leaving both of their bodies shuddering as they came down from their high.

"Well," she eventually teased, sliding her mouth to his again. "What's that you said about going to your suite…?"
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Chapter 14: Final Table

The promotional interview was straightforward enough. But then, it should have been. Norman Chad, the renowned poker commentator, had primed Daniel and Holly in advance. He wanted to ensure there'd be no bolts from the blue for his new poker friends.

Holly had promised the interview three months ago, providing the diminutive TV man used his influence to get the media off their backs. Stop 'The English Lovers' myth. Unfortunately, it hadn't worked out well enough to present the three-month hiccup with Daniel and Rosie.

But with their seemingly happy ending, Chad was calling in the marker. And with the Main Event starting within a couple of hours, the timing was perfect.

Settling back into his comfortable leather chair, the immaculately suited Chad began with the most straightforward of questions. They'd twice rehearsed the answer. "Tell me about your feelings on reaching the final table. On being two of the players now commonly known as the November 9. You first, Daniel."

The crinkly haired Englishman's impassive face turned into a forced smile. This was more nerve wracking than playing poker. At least Chad had given them the easy question he'd promised to kick things off.

"A fairy tale," he blandly answered. "A dream come true."

The bleary look in Chad's eyes made him realise the banality of his answer. He groaned inwardly. Pull yourself together. Stop talking in clichés. The two deep breaths he took helped, but before he could respond, Chad had turned to the blonde sitting next to him on the couch.

"And you, Holly?" the commentator asked, his eyes silently begging for a more interesting response than Daniel had just provided.

"We're the lucky ones," she answered, tossing back her wavy, blonde locks for the benefit of the camera. The heavy shades protecting her face gave her sufficient anonymity. "Poker requires a lot of skill, and a lot of luck. I think all of us who've reached this stage have needed that bit of fortune."

Chad nodded. "You can't survive without it," his squeaky voice agreed. "You've had your share of good luck so far, Daniel?"

The crinkly haired young man nodded, beginning to find some confidence from somewhere. "It's interesting, Norm. If you're a bad player you need good luck; if you're good, you need to avoid bad luck."

"So… which category are you?" Chad quipped in that deadpan way of his.

Daniel laughed, glancing at Holly. "Well, this girl is good," he answered. "As for me, I'm not so sure. But I can tell you I've seen some horrendous beats to date. Maybe mine lies ahead but so far, so good."

"Okay," the diminutive TV pundit smiled, adjusting his spectacles and flicking his tongue across his small moustache. "For those viewers who aren't aware, how many WSOP tourneys have the two of you actually played?"

Daniel and Holly sent another smiling glance at one another. "This is both of our first times in Vegas," Holly said.

"You arrived together?" Chad asked, his warm smile providing encouragement. The pre-arranged piece was designed to kill off all the rumours.

"No, not at all," Daniel confirmed with a wry smile. "We didn't know one another until we played in the Binion's tourney."

"You didn't know one another before you arrived?" Chad repeated for effect. Let's make sure the viewers understand…

"Not at all," Holly interrupted. "Though it turns out we've played each other many times online. We're both regulars on the Practically Poker site."

Daniel grinned. Ching! Another fifty thou fell into their combined coffers for the promotional reference. Not that money was a problem any longer for the Englishman.

"And this Binion's tourney…" Chad picked up. Having set it up, he'd get back to their relationship, or lack of it, later in the interview.

"That seems a long time ago now," Daniel added with a smile.

"Only a bad beat by Doyle Brunson knocked them out when they were in the last four," Chad told the viewers, with a sideways look at the camera. He turned his attention back to the couple on the couch. "Two tournaments, two final tables. Impressive, don't you think?"

"Not for us to say," Daniel modestly answered, giving his lopsided grin. "But clearly, we're both very pleased with what we've achieved so far."

"So far," picked up Chad, shuffling in his seat. "Six professionals and three amateurs remaining. It's been debated many times in the three months since we reached the final table. Just about every poker pundit is united in believing it's the year of the pro…"

"The odds are on that," Holly agreed, as the interviewer turned his gaze on her. "But you never know."

Chad nodded wisely, though it was unclear what it was he was being wise about. "So, either of you could still become another Moneymaker?"

Daniel laughed. "Not at all. Chris's epic victory in 2003 changed the face of poker," he commented as he took a drink. The sip of water helped the dryness in his mouth. "As wonderful as it would be for either of us to win, all that would do would be to make either of us famous. There's no comparison."

"Perhaps," Chad said, turning back to the blonde. This bit wasn't in the script, but with the interview going much better now, he thought he'd try a different line of questioning. "But from what I hear, you in particular, Holly, have brought a new fan base to the game. Is your appearance at the table designed to put people off their game?"

"My appearance?" she repeated, her voice and face all innocence, even if her knowing eyes were alive with wickedness. "What d'you mean?"

Chad coughed. "You know exactly what I mean, Holly. You've brought a sexiness to the game that's commented on by just about every fan and news reporter. You must be aware of that."

The blonde laughed, one hand casually pushing a strand of blonde hair behind her bejewelled ear. "There're a lot of sexy poker players, Norm," she answered, dealing with the question as easily as swatting away a fly. "Men and women. And there are lots of very good female poker players. I'm just doing my best to be one of them, but there's a long way to go."

Chad grinned. That might be 'advantage Holly', but he wasn't finished. "Just a thought, but maybe you could take those sunglasses off. Let people see your face. I've been asked that a million times, to let people see the real you."

She shook her head, her pouting lips parting as she smiled. "I'm a poker player, Norm, and this is what I look like playing poker."

"Maybe just a peek…" he tried again.

Holly didn't need to answer. Her amused smile spoke for her.

"Good for you," Chad responded, with that trademark phrase he used when he found himself behind the eight ball. His cough was one of frustration as he changed the subject. Time to get back to the agreed script and clear up the 'English Lovers' conundrum. "Tell me, Daniel," he asked, switching focus to the crinkly haired young man. "There's been a lot of press comment on the two of you being in a relationship. What have you to say on that subject?"

Daniel gave a good-natured laugh. "You know the answer to that, Norm," he said. "Anyone close to the poker scene knows the answer. Holly and I are really good friends. But I'm already taken…"

"Engaged?"

Daniel arched a dark eyebrow. "Not yet, but we're on the right track…"

Chad grinned merrily. The admission was more than he'd expected. "That's good to hear," he said, his shining eyes confirming that Daniel's answer was mission accomplished. Time for some fun. "And you, Holly? Are you taken?"

The blonde woman laughed, sweeping a hand through her silken locks again. "No, Norm, I haven't found Mr. Right as yet."

The diminutive reporter straightened his shirt. "That's very interesting. Not many people are aware, but did you know that I'm available, too?"

Holly laughed again, leaning forward conspiratorially. "Yes, actually, I know that. And if I find anyone who'd be interested, I'll be sure to let you know."

"Good for you," the commentator responded again, this time with a deadpan grimace at the poker-playing woman. Swinging around in his chair, he nodded at the cameraman. "That's a wrap."

***

"Carly? It's Kay."

"Hi," the spiky haired woman said into her cell phone. She casually raised a foot out of her bubble bath as she spoke, studying her toenails. She'd need to apply more polish before she left her apartment. Maybe black, in honour of Big Eddie's departure from her life and this world.

She gave a soft chuckle.

"Something amusing you?" Kay's voice came down the line.

"Just lying in my bath, thinking delicious thoughts," Carly murmured, switching the cell phone to her left ear so that she could drop her right hand under the welcoming bubbles. Her clit was already erect.

After one final celebratory fuck—boom—the gangster would be yesterday's news. The thought of being there when the assassin blew his brains out, just like with Desmond, sent little shivers of excitement through her. The feeling of her fingers squeezing her little bud was almost impossible to resist.

"Replaying yesterday…" the Agency Head suggested.

Carly's mind switched to the threesome with Lauren. It was such a shame the blonde wouldn't be filming with them, there was so much more that Carly would like to do with that innocent, yet knowing, little bitch. Still, Kay had enough on tape to make a killing from interested buyers. Carly's reward was the starring role she'd been promised in the three movies.

"You're okay for tonight's flight?" Kay asked.

"Yes," Carly breathed, the thoughts of what she'd done with Lauren, and was about to do with Big Eddie, sending waves of arousal through her bubble covered body. Concentrate, she told herself, but the three fingers inside her were making life difficult.

"You'll be here this afternoon as arranged?"

The panting woman reluctantly pulled her hand away from her clit so that she could suck her juices from her slender fingers. The orgasm would have to wait until this conversation was over. "Ah, sorry, that's a problem. I just have a little errand this afternoon. Can I meet you a little later than planned?"

"Little errand?"

The spiky haired woman gave a nervous laugh. "Yes, I just need to take care of a problem, that's all. Nothing serious. It won't take long."

Little errand! Nothing serious! Her fingers slid down her stomach and found her clit again. Oh fuck! The thought of fucking Big Eddie when the assassin blew his brains out, just like Desmond, had her overheating.

Do this, Samuel had told her when he'd returned her phone call, and you can do those movies with my blessing.

She didn't need his blessing for anything. Not with the money she'd earn from the three movies. But this was a man she didn't want to cross. He'd looked after her when times had been bad and she wouldn't be in this position if it weren't for Samuel Smith. She'd do anything for the man.

Besides, she'd pay him for the pleasure of being there at the kill…

***

"I've got to hand it to you pop," Joshua Smith said to his father, stopping mid sentence as Samuel's housekeeper brought more orange juice and toast to their table on the terrace. Diana was a sexy, little thing, even if she was in her mid thirties. Those black stockings on display underneath the almost obscenely short maid's uniform already had his cock stirring.

"Don't waste your time," Samuel murmured, following his son's gaze as the strawberry blonde retraced her steps. He helped himself to another strawberry. "Diana's into women, not men."

Joshua's dark eyes lit up. "Really? Maybe we should set her up with the two sisters? Yesterday was a hell of a birthday present, pop."

"Didn't I tell you?" Samuel told his wide-eyed son. He poured himself an orange juice and raised his glass as if in toast. "But don't expect that sort of gift every year."

Joshua laughed along with his father. Despite his regular flings in Europe, it had been a long time since he'd enjoyed such a raw, uninhibited night like that. Maybe Elise and Louise, the two French sisters who worked side by side in his Paris office, might be up for something similar?

"What about this Carly woman?" the young man continued. "You said you'd introduce me the next time I was in Vegas?"

Samuel gave a deep, throaty laugh. "Make no mistake, that one would eat you up and spit you out," he growled. "Alas, when she's completed her work this afternoon, I've given her a few month's sabbatical. A chance to make some money in the film industry before she returns to my employ."

Joshua pushed up in his seat, his dark eyes flashing with sudden interest. "Film industry? Adult?"

His father raised his eyebrows as he chuckled. "I'll get you a personal copy—they'll be worth watching, believe me."

The two men momentarily grew silent, each lost in their own thoughts. Carly featured in all of them.

Then Joshua pulled himself out of his fantasy. "You think she'll have the nerve to go through with this afternoon's plan?"

His father let out a belly laugh, picking up a strawberry and throwing it at his son. "Nerve? The little minx gets off on it."

Joshua caught the piece of fruit and popped it into his mouth, sucking the fruit from the stalk. "Well, pop… I guess that'll take care of Big Eddie once and for all. What next?"

Samuel threw his arms wide, pointing out over the impressive grounds in their eyeline. "This is all for you, Josh," he told his son. "This is your empire I'm building, for you to take forward after I retire."

"Retire, pop?" the younger man grinned. "I can't see that happening, can you? You're too active! What will a businessman like you do when you retire?"

Samuel's lips curled into a large smile beneath his dark shades. "Isn't that obvious. What does every winner of the Main Event do?"

***

Ending the call, Carly dropped the cell phone onto the bath mat and flopped back down into the bubbles, allowing the scented water to envelop her. Eyes closed, for a moment she basked in the luxurious decadence of the rippling waves caressing her breasts, stomach, legs and thighs.

What it would feel like when the assassin pulled her trigger? The same as with Desmond? Except this wasn't the monkey, it was the organ grinder.

With a soft purr, she slipped a hand down her flat stomach, over her smooth mound, flicking the jutting little bud that had been crying out to be touched for twenty minutes. Her middle finger rubbed up and down her wet opening as her thumb stroked her clit. She began to pant. There… that's the spot…

One finger slid inside, then a second.

"Mumph!" That was soooo good.

Her free hand joined in the fun, sliding to her breasts. Little electric jolts passed through her as she pulled on nipples that tightened into little points.

She moaned aloud. Pleasure radiated through her. In her mind's eye, she could picture Big Eddie's face as she took him towards orgasm. Then the assassin would enter. Oh, God! Her fingers moved faster, harder.

The assassin would place the gun at his forehead… pull the trigger.

Her hips lifted from the bottom of the tub as she came, breasts pushing upwards, the orgasm tearing from her throat. Would Eddie's blood erupt from his head the way her hot juices were spurting from her overheated sex?

FUUUUCK!!

***

The atmosphere was electric, with queues for seats spreading across the hotel. It seemed that the families and friends, together with the few watching professionals, had taken every available seat closest to the action. From her perfect position in the frontal reserved section, Rosie could see everything.

A member of the ESPN production team intercepted the two English players as they walked the few yards to the table after leaving the redhead. It was common practice, he explained, to tell everyone what was expected from a TV perspective, even the requirement to look at their cards in such a way that the lipstick cameras built into each seat position at the table would capture them.

It was a little like the safety announcement on a departing airplane, everyone knew the drill but it was necessary nonetheless.

"Point of no return," Holly joked to Daniel as they wished each other good luck. "Focus, y'here me? I want to see you play like Desperado!"

She knew her time at the table was limited. The noon start meant that she'd be there three to four hours maximum and the thought of giving her chips to Samuel Smith was weighing heavily on her mind. Despite the prize money she'd already won, the hundred grand bonus was an attractive proposition. But it still went against the grain…

Daniel grinned. Desperado had been his online poker non-de plume when he'd won his trip to Vegas. He'd undoubtedly improved as a player since then, but he understood the message. Stay tight… selectively aggressive.

He took his place at the table, hating the restricted view of Seat One. At least it blocked out the man who sat immediately to the dealer's left. Not that Samuel Smith had spoken to him again, not yet, anyway. But he would. He'd try and chip away at his composure again. Good luck to him…

This was a different Daniel. The reunion with Rosie had swept away all the madness, and the heartache, of the previous three months. It was doubtful he could win with so many of the top professionals remaining, but he'd give it his best shot. The only small blot on his horizon was that tape.

Grace and Lauren!

He'd dismissed it as ridiculous when Norman Chad mentioned it post interview. It just wasn't possible. But Holly had confirmed it to be true. She'd actually seen it. What the hell had the two of them got themselves involved in? It didn't make sense… but then… in Vegas, what did?

"You okay?" he heard Holly ask. His blonde friend gave him a quizzical look from her seat opposite him. His face must have conveyed his feelings.

Daniel's smile reassured her. "I'm fine," he softly replied.

"I'm okay, too, honey," said Josh Arieh, sitting on her right, with a contemptuous sneer. "You wet nursing him?"

Despite the presence of Arieh's wife nearby, the brash man's eyes flickered across her blonde locks, pouting lips, and down to the unfettered breasts pushing against her high-neck black jumper. Daniel smiled. The number of players he'd seen attempting to hit on Holly all had one thing in common: the only thing they succeeded in was in donating to her chip stack.

She knew it. She played on it. Hell, a man would have to be gay not to react.

His own cock always grew a couple of inches when he looked at her! But it was her friendship he craved, not her body. Rosie was the only one for him.

The noise from his left interrupted his thoughts. Samuel Smith was on his feet, acknowledging the cheers from his friends in the crowd. And the Las Vegas club owner had plenty of support. Why not play up to them? Being in the chip lead with over twenty six million put the man in a very strong position and gave him some heavy ammunition for his aggressive style.

The Englishman glanced to Smith's left. In his traditional green cap, Dan Harrington looked for all the world like a pensioner about to enjoy a home game. Despite being the low stack at the table, the veteran world champion was calm and serene. He'd seen it all before.



To Harrington's left were Sam Farha and Gavin Smith, engaged in joyful conversation as if this was just another day, just another game. Both sat on around thirteen million chips and were rated hard to beat.

Farha was the man who'd nearly stopped Moneymaker on his march to the victory that had changed the face of poker. Had he called that bluff when they were head to head, as he nearly did, history would be completely different. Hell, Daniel probably wouldn't even be in Vegas.

Smith, on the other hand, was an amiable, tubby Canadian who was an absolute delight. It seemed the happy-go-lucky man took nothing seriously, though you underestimated him at your peril. Despite his wisecracking style, he knew only too well everything that was going on at the table.

Holly sat to his left, then the crowd favourite, Humberto Brenes. The Costa Rican was adjusting one of the loud, colourful scarves around his neck. It was impossible not to like the gum chewing grizzly looking man. His beaming demeanour was always positive, always happy, and always full of joy. How else could he get away with his irritating antics with his shark card protector?

Allen Cunningham was the final player. The Allen Cunningham. The quiet American was widely regarded as the best player never to have won the Main Event, a real compliment when you considered the other worthy contenders. In many ways, he was the antithesis of Brenes, always quiet, cool and seemingly emotionless. In second chip position with just over twenty four million chips, he'd never have a better opportunity to win the title he coveted.

The Englishman's gaze returned to Holly. For a brief moment, she raised her sunglasses above her brown eyes and winked at Daniel. They dropped back into place as the dealer fanned the cards…

***

"Don't know why I can't fly down with you," Jimmy grumbled.

"Because Kay doesn't want any distractions," Rachal huffed, glancing over her shoulder at her boyfriend. Palms flat against the wall as his cock sliced into her from behind, the last thing on her mind was conversation. She loved being taken this way—legs spread, thong around her ankles, ass high.

Time was running out before she left for Kay's, but she always had time for this. Jeans around his thighs, one hand working her clit while the other gripped her left breast, Jimmy was in that wild mood she so loved.

"Oh, yeah," she murmured, synchronising her backward movements to with his forward thrusts. "Pull my nipples, babe…"

The male model obediently complied, pulling and twisting the hard buds as he took out his immediate frustrations on her sweating body. He didn't want her to go without him, and the hard, almost violent fuck was one way of telling her that. He began to thrust faster, grunting each time he bottomed out.

"Yeah, babe," Rachal gasped, sweat running down her back and mingling with that on Jimmy's hairy chest. The harder the better. "C'mon, fuck me good…"

He grunted again, easing his knees inside his girlfriend's legs and using them to push her legs wider apart. His hands left their stimulation and gripped her hips, giving him better purchase to increase the pace.

It still wasn't hard enough for the exotic looking beauty.

"C'mon…" she groaned, feeling the orgasmic tide rising. Her face pushed into the wall, turning at an angle to watch their reflections in the floor to ceiling mirror to her right. The way his hard, muscular buttocks pumped piston-like against her ass was incredibly erotic. "C'mon, Jimmy… c'mon, babe… C'MON…"

He pummelled her harder. Frantic. Desperate. His head flopped down onto her shoulder, sweat dripping from his forehead and onto her soft, mocha coloured skin. Bending his knees for a better angle, he began to move with the speed of an express train, ramming inside her in shorter, faster strokes.

Rach's eyes closed as he brutalised her body. Her face pressed tighter to the wall, her breathing fast and erratic. When she came, she lost herself completely, wailing like a wounded dog as the fucking machine behind her went into overdrive…

The sudden reverberations running through his sweating body and against hers, prepared her for the eruption. Head thrown back, teeth clenched, Jimmy grunted as if attempting to stave off the inevitable. When Rachal squeezed her internal walls around his throbbing girth, both knew it was a lost cause.

He began to fire, groaning with each burst of fiery cum. The RPG inside her pulsating sex sent one grenade of sticky juice after another, splashing her imagination as well as her insides…

"So good," she throatily gasped, savouring every fresh burst of creamy manjuice. Her body sucked out every last drop. It had to last her for some time… well… until she experienced one of the hunks waiting for her on the movie set. God, just that thought sent another small tremor through her.

***

Dan Harrington's advantage was his reputation for tight play. Stealing crucial pots to keep him alive had allowed him to stay in the championship. Whether it was sufficient to overcome the difficulty of his position as the small stack was open to question. He had to push, and push quickly. Unless he quickly tripled up, he was dead—the escalating blinds would see to that.

Twice, without any sort of hand, he got away with it—everyone folded. The third time, with Ace-Queen, Josh Arieh and Allen Cunningham called. The two pros were happy to check it down and despite a much-needed Ace on the flop, the Nine on the turn and Eight on the river gave the brash Arieh two pairs.

"That's the way you're all going to go," Arieh triumphantly told the table as he pulled the 1995 world champion's chips towards him. That one hand had pushed him up to around thirteen million chips, roughly level with Farha and Gavin Smith. Still vulnerable, but much healthier than before.

"I'm here to play, guys. You'd better all keep out of my way," he added.

The brash American was as good as his word, playing any two cards, as was his reputation. Within an hour of the start, he'd doubled his chip stack and he was within a few chips of Daniel. That made their confrontation the next hand all the more meaningful.

One wrong move, and the loser would go out in eighth.

The winner would have the chip lead.

With pocket fives, the Englishman called Arieh's one million raise. He'd normally have re-raised, but with Arieh so aggressive, it was impossible to put the American on a hand. But hit a five on the flop and he'd clean him out.

The flop came Eight-Three-Four. Damn!

When Arieh checked, Daniel knew his opponent had hit something. He'd have made a continuation bet otherwise. The problem was that it could be anything—a set, two pair. Daniel's fives looked marginal at best.

The Englishman raised another million, a little more than half the pot. Let's find out where he was.

"What're you doing," the brash American sneered. "That flop didn't help you. But it did me. How the hell did you get to the final table, playing like that, man?"

Daniel didn't respond, but made a point of meeting Arieh's cold stare.

The brown-eyed American aggressively leaned forward in his seat, his lips curling at the edges. "A million? What sort of bet is that?"

Daniel sensed this was more than trash talk. If Arieh had an overpair, or had hit an eight, he'd have already made his move. That meant a smaller pair—fours or treys. Or maybe even a straight draw. He decided to go with his read, he was pretty sure Arieh wanted to see another card.

The American eased himself up on his chair, staring Daniel down as he did so. "All in," he announced, turning away and heading across to his cheering section along the rails.

It wasn't what the stunned Daniel had expected. This was power poker at its best. Maybe that was what put these pros in a different league?

His mind whirled. Why would Arieh do that? The more he thought, the more he became convinced. The American wanted to take him off the hand now because he knew Daniel was ahead. The question in his mind changed. Now it was a matter of whether he was willing to put his whole tournament on the line in a race.

Even with two million in the pot, the sensible action was to fold. Stay out of trouble. Even if he were ahead, the American could still get lucky.

Arieh came back to the table as Daniel was on the verge of throwing his cards in. "C'mon, kid. Stop showboating. Fold them and we all move on."

It was the sneer in his voice more than anything. That arrogant superiority. When Daniel picked up his fossil and stroked along the smooth side, both Holly and Rosie picked up on his intentions. Both women shivered.

"Call," he said, attempting to keep his voice calm. Was that his heart trying to explode?

Arieh threw his head back, reluctantly flipping over Jack-Three. Bottom pair! When he saw Daniel's hand across the table, his dark eyes spat venom. "He called with a pair of fives," he shouted to his supporters behind the rail. "What a joke! A pair of fives! That's so sick!"

"That's either the best or the worst call you've ever made," Holly gasped.

"I guess we'll find out in a moment," Daniel sighed, with a resigned shrug of his shoulders. What was it he'd said to Chad about avoiding bad luck? It was in the hands of the poker gods. A three or a Jack would end his tournament.

The turn was a Queen. One card to survive. Somehow the entire room was silent, except for the sound of some laughter at the back of the large hall.

Don't do it… Daniel silently prayed. Don't do it…

The gods were listening.

"Ridiculous," spat Arieh, as he saw the King. The angry man snatched his leather jacket from the back of his chair and made his way over to his wife and supporters at the rail. "Won't last another half hour," he sneered, glancing back over his shoulder at the Englishman.

"That'll be half an hour longer than you, then, Josh," Holly murmured, grinning across at the crinkly haired Englishman.

***

Jimmy pulled the Chrysler Sebring convertible into the heavier than normal traffic. Kay's call asking Rachal to go over earlier than they'd arranged had taken her by surprise. If she didn't know better…

Jimmy insisted on running her over to Kay's house, though a taxi wouldn't have been any trouble. She knew why. He was still feeling very nervous about the whole thing. Her previous blue movie performances had been small parts, and each scene had been with Jimmy. Now it would be other men, and her boyfriend wouldn't even be there to keep tabs on her.

He'd always had a jealous side, she pondered as he gunned through the traffic. It was a quality she quite liked in him, made her feel special.

Still, sometimes it needed to be checked. "For God's sake, stop being so jealous," she told him, settling back in the light tan leather seat. Maybe she could tease him a little? "We have an open lifestyle, don't we? You didn't mind Terrelle fucking me at the party. What's the difference?"

"You know why," he complained, sending her one of those glances. "Because we're always together when we're with other people…"

Rachal's loud laugh didn't help his mood. "We're always together when we're with other people?" she jokingly mocked, reaching over and flipping on the radio button, searching for and finding a classic rock station.

"You know what I mean," he grunted.

The exotic looking model reached out and stroked the back of his head. He was so cute when he was jealous. "Listen, Jimmy, you know I'll be thinking of you throughout…"

"Yeah, right," he grumbled, taking a right onto the main intersection.

"It's true," she teased. "When I'm on my back with some big porn star cock fucking my brains out, it'll be you I'll be thinking about…"

He revved the engine in disgust. "Very fucking funny!"

Rach dropped her hand onto his leg, stroking along his inner thigh. "Want me to give you something to remember me by?"

"No," he petulantly answered.

"Apart from letting you fuck me against the wall," she grinned. "That was nice, babe."

His grunt was the best response she was going to elicit.

"So…" she continued, "let me put a little icing on the cake."

Jimmy didn't answer, but the swell in his pants told her she was getting through.

"Better keep your eyes on the road," she grinned, stroking her fingers along the bulge in his black jeans.

"Don't," he said, but his unconvincing voice was as soft as a whisper.

"That's not quite what you mean, babe, is it?" she asked, unbuckling her seatbelt. She ran her hand up his trousers, slowly unbuckling his belt. Let's make a show of it, she thought. Only the soft clink of its clasp and the low purr of the engine filled the silence between them.

"Umph," Jimmy gasped as she pulled down his zip and roughly yanked out his cock. He was already ready for action.

"Has anyone ever blown you while you were driving?" she seductively murmured as she lowered her head. For a few seconds, his eyes locked on hers as her mouth licked around his head. "Watch the road," she snapped, pausing until he dragged his gaze back to the road.

Satisfied, her long fingers wrapped themselves around his girth and she lowered her wet mouth. The thought of what she was doing excited her as much as him. Her dark eyes stared upwards, partly to ensure he was concentrating on the road, but also monitoring his excitement.

She slowly bobbed her head, swallowing more and more of his veiny flesh with each dip. When he pulled the car to a halt at some traffic lights, her head shot upwards. Before he could react, her tongue was sliding between his lips at the same time as her hand pushed his trousers further down his legs.

"Good, babe?" she purred into his mouth, her hand caressing his balls.

The sound of the horn from the car behind told them the lights had changed. With a delicious giggle, she gave the driver the finger as Jimmy drove off. Adjusting her position, the African princess with her almond-shaped eyes instantly went back to work, taking him as deep into her mouth as she could in the cramped space.

"Rach," he gasped, feeling his balls begin to boil.

He lowered one of his hands from the steering wheel and ran the fingers through her long waves, scraping along her scalp.

She choked a little as he pushed upwards, shoving himself deep into her throat. Her hands went to his hips to steady herself as she felt him try to hold back his climax. "Stop the car," she told him.

"I.. I can't. It's a highway…"

"Stop the fucking car," she growled, clamping her teeth around the head of his cock, as if she was about to bite it off.

The tyres screeched as he suddenly pulled to a stop.

"Rach," he gasped, half turning in the seat as she deep throated him. "Rach…"

Her name stuck in his throat as he felt the surge, a second before he began to blast cum into her heavily sucking mouth.

Rach felt a series of little tremors run through her. She'd be doing this on camera soon, with well-established porn stars. The thought enhanced the wonderful feeling of the creamy offering invading her mouth.

Even when he slumped back, sated, her working mouth continued to lick him clean, eager to ensure that not a single drop escaped.



"There, babe" she eventually smiled, those dark, teasing eyes staring up into his. "Think of that until you can fly down to see me. Okay?"

***

Being chip leader had changed Daniel's demeanour. He had to use those extra chips, be the table bully, the aggressor. Samuel Smith had been the one playing that part, and with twenty six million in chips in front of him, he was still only around five million behind Daniel.

This was big stack poker at its finest.

The two of them began to push, staying out of each other's way while giving the others at the table no room to breathe. But even though they were running all over the table, progress was slow. The professionals were wily enough not to enter any damaging hands. After all, these two amateurs would run out of steam eventually. Wouldn't they?

It happened in a way that none of them expected. Direct confrontation.

With Ace-Three of spades, Daniel made what was becoming a standard opening raise. With so many chips on the table, a million was neither here nor there. Predictably enough everyone folded. That had been the pattern so far.

Except Samuel Smith.

His flat call wasn't surprising. Why raise when you were against the chip leader? Not unless you had a monster. See the flop and take it from there.

The flop was perfect. King-Queen-Three of spades.

Daniel had the nuts!

His instinct said to check, but he immediately dismissed the thought. Smith would be expecting a continuation bet. He raised two million, praying for a re-raise. The African American simply flat called again. That was okay.

Either his opponent was chasing or maybe he'd hit a pair. Good!

The Englishman couldn't decide if the Ace of clubs on the turn was a good card for him. If Smith had a pair, the Ace could put him off and kill any action. On the other hand, if his opponent already had an Ace, he'd believe he was ahead. Let's find out. He bet four million.

Smith called again, his face impassive. The thickset man prided himself on not needing to wear sunglasses. He had the original poker face. Right then, Daniel wished he could get some sort of tell on what his opponent was thinking. He wasn't going to lose the hand.

The question was how to extract maximum value.

The three on the river gave Daniel a hint of unease. He'd learned from experience to be careful with paired boards. The way the hand had played out, however, suggested it was extremely unlikely that Samuel Smith had hit a full house. It was much more likely it had given his opponent two pairs. If so, it might well be the card that brought Samuel Smith's downfall…

If the African American had an Ace, the chances were he'd believe he was ahead.

Six million felt the right amount to bet. Just under half the pot. If Smith had any sort of hand, he'd have to make the call. As the thickset man studied Daniel's bet, it suddenly occurred to the Englishman that he had almost forty per cent of his stack in the middle. How did that happen?

Smith surprised him. He didn't call. He pushed all in.

Power poker, but the African American was taking a big risk. With any sort of marginal hand, Daniel would have to fold. But with a monster, the club owner was committing suicide. He'd misread Daniel completely.

The Englishman called instantly, flipping over his hole cards to show his flush. At almost sixty million chips, the title was all but his. This game wasn't supposed to be as simple as this, was it? There were supposed to be twists and turns…

The smile on Samuel Smith's face told him he'd miscalculated. Big time.

"Not good enough, junior," the African American drawled, flipping over an Ace, and then a three.

Full house!

Daniel was stunned. The whooping and hollering all around him hardly resonated with him. It was quiet in his mind, matching the numb feeling in his body. He was down to less than five million and all but out. Smith had doubled his stack to over fifty million.

Oh shit…

***

"You're Rosie?"

The redhead turned towards the voice. She recognised Daniel's ex-girlfriend instantly, though she couldn't remember where she'd seen her face. "Yes, hello Grace."

"You know me?" The singer seemed genuinely surprised.

"Difficult not to," Rosie answered, trying to contain the sudden nervousness inside her stomach. What the hell was she doing here? Unfinished business? No, stop it, she told herself. Having made a mountain out of a molehill with Holly, she wasn't going to make the same mistake with the brunette.



"I guess that's true," Grace said, a hint of a smile breaking on her glossy lips. She appeared to be just as edgy as Rosie felt. "I seem to have gone from a nobody to famous to infamous in the blink of an eye."

Rosie nodded. Just talking to Grace was surreal enough, but attempting to hold a conversation with Daniel's ex in the middle of hordes of poker fans only added to that feeling. The chanting and cheering all around them continued irrespective of whether play was in progress.

"I'm sorry about what's happened," she softly said, trying to keep one eye on the players and the other on the woman standing in front of her. Daniel had folded his cards, that gave her more time to devote to the conversation.

Grace shot a warm glance of appreciation. "Well, thanks for that, Rosie. I don't seem to be getting much sympathy right now." She followed the redhead's gaze across to the final table. "Daniel could have done without losing that hand," she grimaced. "Looks like his dream could be over."

"No!" Rosie's response was firm and immediate. "Don't write him off yet, he can come back." Anything had a chance to come back to life, she now knew. "You're here to watch him?"

"Well, actually…" Grace uncertainly began, "I'm here to watch Samuel. Look, do you mind if I sit beside you for a moment? Just a moment?"

The redhead nodded, shuffling to allow Grace to take the spare seat. "Sure." She said the word with more confidence than she felt. What the hell did the woman want?

"Thanks," Grace smiled, her eyes checking Rosie out as she slipped into the seat. Daniel had chosen well. "I've been hoping the guy beside you would leave for a while," Grace explained. "I wanted to speak to you."

"Why?" The question wasn't unfriendly, but nor was there any warmth in Rosie's tone. This woman was trouble.

Grace's lips pursed as she stared into space, thinking through what she wanted to say. "Not to cause any problems," she explained, meeting Rosie's gaze again. "I want only the best for Daniel, and I can see that he's found a real pearl in you."

It was true. Not only was the young woman a fresh faced beauty, the way she'd instantly rebutted Grace's too quick dismissal of Daniel's chances indicated her feelings for her new boyfriend. Almost despite herself, Grace couldn't help but warm to the redhead.

"Thank you," the redhead answered, her face softening a little. She'd no idea if this woman was genuine, but was prepared to take her at face value until she proved otherwise. Daniel had always told her that Grace's heart was in the right place. Not that men ever really understood these things.

"I wanted to speak to Daniel at one of the breaks," Grace continued, watching as the redhead's expression changed. "Nothing heavy," she hurriedly reassured, "but we haven't spoken since we... I… since I left him."

"You want to get back together with him?" Rosie instantly asked, the hairs on the back of her head standing to attention. Her accusatory tone was clear—this woman was just about to become public enemy number one. The redhead hadn't gone through what she had, to easily give up her man.

"No, no…" Grace quickly reassured the young woman. That wasn't her intention at all. It would never work. Daniel was part of her past and would stay that way. She swivelled in her chair to face the redhead full on.

"Then what?" Rosie asked, taking advantage of the brunette's hesitation. Her look reinforced her words. "What are your intentions?"

Grace smiled uneasily, but it seemed an honest smile. "It's just… well… I just want to wish him all the best, and tell him I'm sorry for the way we parted. I need to do that, Rosie. We both have our separate lives now, but I'd like us to remain on good terms, y'know? And I don't think the way I dealt with things allowed that to happen. I want to put that right."

The redhead slowly nodded, evaluating the words. It wasn't up to her to determine who Daniel spoke to, but at least Grace had taken the trouble to speak to her before approaching Daniel. That meant something—didn't it?

"And as you're with him now," the brunette continued to explain. "I wanted to reassure you I don't mean any harm. I just want to say a proper goodbye."

Rosie's attitude instantly softened. Grace hadn't needed to do this, she could have ignored her completely. "And I know Daniel only wants the best for you, too, Grace. So do I. I appreciate you taking the trouble to talk to me first." She glanced across at the final table. "Just carefully choose your moment to talk to him. He's going all the way in this tournament."

For the first time, Grace's nervousness disappeared. "D'y'know, Rosie. With each word, I can see you're perfect for him…"

***

"How much?" Rachal gasped, staring across Kay's living room at the older woman.

The Agency Head laughed softly. It had been a good morning's work. The same source who'd paid her fifty thousand bucks for the sisters' sex tape had offered a couple of hundred for the new tapes. Kay's recordings of Lauren with her and Carly were paying dividends.

There was only one proviso. That's why she needed to speak to Rachal.

"It's a lot of money," Kay agreed, sauntering across to the exotic looking model and handing her the glass of the chilled Chablis she'd just poured. "Twenty five thousand is yours."

Rachal's jaw dropped as she took the drink. "Mine?"

Kay nodded, sitting down on the luxurious couch beside the girl and smoothing the expensive black skirt beneath her legs. "Cheers," she said, clinking glasses and waiting until they'd both sampled the wine before continuing. "It's compensation, Rach."

The younger woman felt her heart miss a beat. Compensation. She knew it! This was bad news. It had happened before, of course. In her business, Kay needed to be nimble on her feet and that meant sudden changes of plan. Rachal never complained, of course. It was part of the territory and her employer always ensured she was adequately rewarded at such times.

"Why do I think I'm going to be disappointed?" she asked with a resigned smile.

The Agency Head shrugged her shoulders; she knew that the girl was already anticipating the bad news. Not that twenty five thousand bucks was that bad, was it? That was one of the things she liked about Rach; she was always amenable. No histrionics from this girl.

"I'm sorry," Kay said, pulling down on her lower lip. "The deal I've made is conditional on Lauren being in these movies." Making her into an adult movie star would significantly increase the value of the videos, her buyer had pointed out. Releasing them one by one would earn their new owner far in excess of the amount he'd paid. It was a condition that Tony LaParma insisted on. The Miami based entrepreneur was adamant—and that's why he'd paid top dollars, after all.

"The good news," the Agency Head added, stroking her hand along the beautiful model's jean covered thigh, "is that Demetrius is sending over another girl. What d'you think?" she asked, taking a photograph from the side table and handing it to Rach.

Rachal whistled. "Geez," she gasped, taking in the sight of the ebony skinned beauty. The voluptuous figure took her breath away How could such large breasts defy gravity like that? Whatever she'd paid for them had been worthwhile. And those upturned chocolate nipples…!

"What do you think, darling?" Kay chuckled. "Fuckable?"

"Oh yes," Rachal muttered, her smiling eyes flicking between Kay and the photograph. "Very fuckable—"

Kay leant in for a soft kiss. Lips parted, their tongues softly danced for a few seconds. "If only there was time to finish this," the older woman sighed, reluctantly drawing away. "But I have to finalise arrangements for my trip… and you have to prepare, too."

"Me?"

"Uh-hum. Carmella arrives in Vegas just as I'm flying out. I need you to collect her from the airport. I'm only away for a couple of days. Think you can find a way to entertain her until I return?"

***

Samuel Smith was picking everyone off. With a chip stack of fifty three million, he could afford to. That was more than twice as much as the seemingly passive Allen Cunningham, in second place, and the amateur resembled a steamroller the professionals were finding impossible to stop.

When the African American looked at his watch and glanced across at Holly, the blonde assassin took his meaning immediately. Time to go. Send those chips this way. She'd been expecting the warning for the last twenty minutes. Time was getting short if she was to meet their pre-arranged timings.

With Holly in the big blind, the businessman made a twenty million raise and gave an imperceptible nod. It suggested he had a big hand and this was the moment. His bet just covered the stack in front of the blonde.

The African American's plan was that everyone would fold, Holly would push all in, and he'd hoover up her chips. With seventy odd million, it would be all over. The Main Event would be his.

Except, everyone didn't fold. Daniel called, carefully placing his three stacks into the middle of the green baize. Just under five million chips.

It looked like a desperate move from her friend and Holly thought things through before calling, "All in." If Daniel had any sort of hand, her chips, along with Smith's would triple him up. If he didn't, it made no difference.

The hum that ran around the watching audience seemed to reverberate around the large hall, bouncing of the walls and then back to the table again. It was the biggest moment of the tourney so far. Play was stopped to allow the usual formalities to take place, even as the hands were turned over.

Smith had Big Slick, Holly Ace-Ten and Daniel a pair of treys. Surprisingly, the odds were very much similar for all three hands.

The delay while the TV cameras set everything up seemed to last a lifetime. Daniel and Holly took the opportunity to leave the table and head over to where the anxious Rosie was sitting.

"What are the odds?" the redhead asked, her eyes swinging from one face to the other.

"Daniel's a slight favourite," Holly murmured, glancing back at the table. "But there's not much in it."

"Why'd you push all in, too?" Daniel asked, his puzzled face staring at Holly. "Ace-Ten? A big raise and a call. Why?"

The blonde pushed back a loose bang of hair, carefully fitting it behind her ear. "I reckoned I was third favourite," she smiled. "But better for us both to have a chance in a pot against Smith than just the one, don't you think? He's got too big a chip lead. Time to gamble."

"Gives him the opportunity for him to take you both out," Rosie ruefully sighed. Thanks to Holly's teaching, she'd picked up the intricacies quickly.

"There is that," the blonde laughed, making light of the situation. "But this is the final table. Are we going out meekly? Or roaring like lions?"

The crinkly haired Englishman nodded, giving both women a wistful smile. "It's back with the poker gods…" he said, slumping down in one of the two vacant seats beside Rosie.

"Going to watch from here?" Holly laughed, taking the other seat.

"We're the three Musketeers," Rosie laughed, trying to ease the tension.

Despite the frivolity, the strain on Daniel's face was only too evident, whereas Holly seemed to be more ready to accept her fate. When the two players grew silent, she sat quietly, too. Daniel and Holly were the two gladiators in the arena, after all. She was just an interested observer, albeit one who was dying a thousand deaths right now.

The noise in the crowd intensified as the flop was revealed. Ten… King… Three.

Holly'd made a pair, Samuel had trumped it, and Daniel had hit a set. He grimaced at Holly. "Sorry," he unnecessarily said.

The blonde's smile covered her entire face. She couldn't explain, of course, but this was working out perfectly. "Sorry? Don't be silly, Daniel. Unless Smith hits runners, you're back in this. Though it looks like I might be saying sayonara…"

The turn changed everything again. The red ten gave Daniel a full house and Holly a set. "Interesting," grinned Holly, inwardly cursing the fact she had to leave. In other circumstances, she could have actually won this damn thing! Instead, she had to get rid of her chips… and fast. Only one thought occupied her mind—if she could, look for chances to give them to Daniel.

The next few hands brought a flurry of activity. Holly pushed at every opportunity, a couple of times folding what she anticipated was the best hand.

Damn, getting rid of chips wasn't as easy as it should have been.

A big Cunningham hand took a chunk. Gavin Smith took some more. With fourteen million, it was well past her time to go. She was already later than she should have been and experience told her that every minute's delay made her mission more dangerous.

Daniel's all in push was timely.

He had a monster. She knew that from the tell she had on him, though he wasn't aware of that. His left hand stroked the crystal while he was watching the action, waiting his turn to bet. She'd seen him do that three times. Twice with Kings, once with Aces.

When she called, the blonde was hoping she was right. Her suited connectors were exactly the sort of hand that could crack a big pair but she'd never have a better chance to give her chips to her crinkly haired friend.

She was right. Aces. The flop helped neither of them, nor did the turn. She was out. As planned.

Daniel headed around the table and hugged the blonde. "Holly—"

"Sssh," she whispered to him. "I'm fine. You're back in this now, settle down. I want to see you play like Desperado always did, okay? Tight but aggressive. And for fuck's sake, stop stroking that crystal when you've been dealt a monster. I think I'm the only one who's noticed, but you never know…"

***

The shadow caused Big Eddie to look up from the paperwork on his desk. He hadn't expected to see Carly this early. Her shift wasn't for another few hours. "Hey," he smiled.

"Hey yourself," she answered, slipping inside his office and leaning back against the door that thumped shut behind her. "I'm horny."

The gangster's eyes widened. If only he wasn't so busy. The tax people had demanded this information on three occasions now and would expect it when he met with them later in the evening. Did the goddamn Revenue work all hours?

"That's what I like to hear," he grinned, though the disappointment in his eyes conveyed his dilemma. "But unfortunately…"

Resting the back of her head against the door, the spiky haired woman lifted a finger to her mouth, slowly fellating it. Big Eddie's cock twitched. The sexy bitch didn't take no for an answer when she was in this mood.

"Carly," he began again, trying to disguise the way his hand surreptitiously adjusted his hardening cock. If it wasn't for these damn tax returns…

She ignored the protest, unbuttoning her top and easing one side down her shoulders, then the other. Each movement was slow, provocative. It was the most important seduction of her young life.

The garment floated to the floor like a feather on the wind. She'd debated with herself beforehand, but decided to wear a bra. The black, half-cup effect was always a turn on for men. Arching her back, she thrust her beauties out, the action telling him they could soon be his.

"Carly," he began again, his resolve to complete his urgent documentation rapidly weakening.

Of course it was. Who could resist her in this mood? The poor bastard was almost panting like a dog staring at its last meal. If only he knew…

Hunching her shoulders, she shook her tits at the hungry looking man. The skimpy bra perfectly emphasised her overspilling cleavage. Swinging around on her heels, the temptress dragged the back of her skirt upwards as she swung her hips—a hypnotic metronome that captured his gaze.

The skimpy black thong was one she used when dancing at the club. She unfastened the front zip and allowed the skirt to drop at her feet. Three more undulations of her hard buttocks were enough to get him hard.

He was lost. He knew it, she knew it. She had him now...

Turning to face him, Carly slid her hands up her body, ripping open the front catch on her bra. Her breasts bounced. With a theatrical gesture, she swung the bra around her head before letting it fly on a journey to who knows where.

Her fingers provocatively covered her swells, the hard nipples digging into her palms. Fuck, she felt hot! Arching her back, she swayed as she raised her hands above her head. Her pear-like breasts bounced again. When she shook them at the gawking man, she'd never felt as aroused in her life.

This was his last supper…

Head back, her tongue ran across her pink, glossy lips and her eyes fixed on the gangster's. She knew he liked that, liked having her eye him before they fucked. Want it, her gaze was asking him. Want this body? How badly?

The sexy woman swayed across the short distance between them, swinging around when she reached him. Lowering herself, she ground her ass down into his cloth-covered erection. There were no more objections, just a silent acceptance of the inevitable from the heavily panting man.

The hands she felt on her hips were the first tangible acknowledgement of his willingness to participate. Satisfied, Carly athletically swung around to face the gangster. Sweat had formed on his brow. Her hand brushed it away as she straddled him, easing down onto his lap. "Want to fuck me, baby?" she whispered, closing in for a teasing kiss. "Want to fuck Carly?"

She arched back as he tried to deepen the kiss, grinding her pussy harder into his cloth-covered cock and watching the way his eyes clouded over.

She so loved the feeling that came with control...

"Fuck, but you're sexy…" he moaned, meeting her soft hazel eyes once again. His hands grabbed her arms, pulling her closer to allow his mouth to suck in one of the deep, pink nipples.

Carly's hands snaked to the back of his head, throwing her head back with pleasure as he drooled across one and then the other hard bud. "That's it, Eddie," she moaned, loving the way she could reduce this man—any man—to a quivering, sexually fuelled wreck.

As he sucked, the spiky haired temptress pushed her saliva covered breasts into his face and began to grind harder into his cock. Her unsteady hands found his belt, then his zip. Enough playing—the assassin must be close by now? She wanted the grunting gangster close to his orgasm before the hitwoman arrived. That would be her treat…

***

Holly drove to Midnight Hot as if she was competing in Formula One, though sufficiently on her guard to avoid any confrontation should any hidden traffic cops be in the vicinity. Her mind was ticking as she moved through the busy club. Samuel had passed on the internal layout that Carly had provided. But as she slipped inside the door from the bar area, no one had mentioned the possibility of the pitbull barring her way.

"Where d'you think you're going?" he grunted, stepping into her path from a room to his left. The coffee he was carrying suggested it was a kitchen area.

The thin corridor left no room for easily sidestepping the well-developed man. His physique made her think of Oddjob from James Bond fame.

"Hi handsome," she grinned at him, moving the gum from the left to the right side of her mouth as she chewed. She smiled sweetly as she pushed a hand through her brunette locks. The long brown wig was an essential part of her disguise, as were the pink coloured sunglasses. "You're just in time. Am I goin' the right way? I'm late. Carly and Big Eddie are expecting me."



"Huh?"

The disguised brunette chewed again, then blew a bubble that she sucked back into her mouth just when it seemed inevitable it would explode. "Y'know. A threesome. You ever had a threesome, handsome?"

"Huh?"

Holly batted her eyelashes, sighing inwardly. He might just be too stupid to fool. Then what? "Never mind, sweetie. Look, I'd better get in there or there'll be hell to pay. You know Eddie. Okay?"

She made a point of pressing into him as she eased past him, smiling into his puzzled eyes as she brushed a hand across his erection. Men usually thought with their dick. Let's hope this one wasn't an exception.

Unfortunately, he was. He may not have been Einstein, but he took his job seriously. "No way," he grunted, grabbing her arm as she tried to move away.

Holly turned, knocking the coffee into his face as she curled her other hand into a fist. When she hit him in the throat, the pitbull's eyes widened a fraction of a second before he crumpled.

Glancing around, she bent both legs and somehow managed to pull him into the kitchen. Fuck, he was heavy. Closing the door as she exited, she hoped that would keep him out of the way until her business was concluded.

***

After the flurry of activity, things had quietened at the final table. For Daniel anyway. With over twenty nine million in chips, not only had he somehow survived, he'd gone from the short stack to the coattails of the chip leaders.

Samuel Smith and Allen Cunningham were in pole position, but Sammy Farha was struggling. Without cards, the Lebanese poker player was helpless against the aggressive tide sweeping across the table. When he pushed in again, Daniel was pretty sure he was ahead with his Ace. His Six kicker wasn't much help, which suggested that Sammy would have two live hole cards.

The odds were pretty much 50-50.

He called and turned over his two cards at the same moment that Farha showed his King-Nine. They both knew the score. So did the rest of the table. If Daniel's hand stood up, Sammy would be out in fifth place and everyone else would be one step closer to the most magical of prizes.

Daniel picked up his crystal and stroked along the edge. He thought of Holly and the tell she'd warned him about. Hell, did he really stroke the crystal when he had a big hand? How basic was that?

His attention returned to the hand when the flop was revealed. The Queen-Four-Two did nothing to change the position.

Daniel felt eyes boring into his back and turned to smile at Rosie. His girlfriend's face was a picture. For the first time, it dawned on him that this must be agony to watch. How many hours had she sat there now?

The Englishman pushed up from his seat, smoothing his khaki coloured Practically Poker shirt as he walked across to the rail. "It's okay," he reassured her, pulling her in for a hug. "Even if I lose the hand," he whispered into her ear, "I'm still in the game…"

When her shaking hands took his, Daniel leant forward to plant a kiss on her soft lips. Yes… it was definitely harder watching than playing.

The Eight of clubs on the turn and Jack of diamonds on Fifth Street sealed the 2003 runner-up's fate. With a shrug of his shoulders, Sammy Farha gracefully accepted his fate and shook the remaining player's hands.

"Now, that's class," Brenes murmured in that thick accent of his, nudging the new chip leader's arm when Daniel returned to the table. "Now you come after Humberto, yes?"

Daniel grinned. Like animals in the wild, poker players went after the weakest in their pack. With his chip stack dwindling to four million, the experienced Costa Rican knew he was now the target. But not an easy one…

He twice pushed all in, in that flamboyant way of his, pushing his sleeves up his arm as he waved his chips into the middle. The third time he got a call.

It was Samuel Smith who took him on.

"Careful, my friend. The shark is going to get you!" the Costa Rican boomed out in his deep voice, turning over his pocket Queens. He held up his shark card protector as he spoke, a bright smile lighting up his face.

"So, this time you have a hand," Smith growled, turning over Ace-Two.

"I have a hand," the smiling man agreed, grinning at the African American over the top of his spectacles.

The flop of Jack-Eight-Three kept the delightful Costa Rican ahead. The good-natured man immediately waved his shark through the air again, clicking on the light in its mouth as he teased Samuel with the small toy. "The shark is going to get you! The shark is going to get you!" he repeated, waving the shark in the air as if in admonishment.

Everyone but Smith smiled back. The irritating Brenes sideshow was well known—and accepted—in the poker fraternity.

The Costa Rican sauntered across to the rail to talk to his two brothers in their native language. It was always the same with the grinning man, as if he was out for a casual walk and was simply discussing the weather. Win or lose, he always accepted his fate with the same good grace.

The Ace on the turn brought a roar from the crowd and a shrug from the Costa Rican. When the river Jack of Clubs sealed his demise, he followed Farha's example, then bowed to the watching crowd.

Four players remaining…

"Another one bites the dust," a gloating Samuel Smith murmured, stacking the chips. At forty three million, he'd edged past Daniel into the chip lead. "Okay, who's next for the black guillotine?"

***

Their grunts could be heard from outside the door. Holly withdrew her silenced gun, holding it in front of her as she inched the office door open. Peering through the crack, she saw that spiky haired woman was playing her role to perfection. Perched on the gangster's lap, she'd somehow manoeuvred the wheeled leather chair so that the gangster faced away from the door.

The woman's excited hazel eyes were on Holly as she entered, manic in their intensity. The assassin had met people like this before, but no one who quite revelled in the moment like this bitch. She was actually getting off on it!

With each soft step Holly took across the carpeted floor, the spiky haired woman bounced harder on the gangster. This was her moment… racing them both to an orgasm, trying to time the climax with the assassin's bullet.

"Fuck me, Eddie," she almost screamed as her overexcited eyes shone at Holly. "Fuck your little slut… like it's the last thing you're going to do!"

The chair swung back and forward on its wheels as she increased the pace, her toes digging into the floor to keep it steady despite her twisting, frantic undulations. He was grunting harder now, closing in on his climax.

"Yes," the spiky haired woman grunted, her hands gripping his cheeks so she could stare into his eyes. "Come on baby, cum for Carly… you can do it, Eddie. Now, baby. Now!"

When the growling gangster threw his head back and began to release, the wild woman surprised Holly by swinging the chair around so that the orgasming man could see his assassin. Despite the intensity of his climax, his expression instantly altered as the reality of the moment consumed him.

"What the fuck," Holly involuntarily snarled at the writhing woman. Letting the gangster see his executor was the ultimate turn on for this bitch.

Eddie tried to move even as he fired his creamy seed inside the seductress. But Carly didn't allow him. She jammed her body down, her sex clutching the spurting penis, keeping her victim firmly in the chair and embedded inside her.

"Do it," she barked at Holly, her out-of-control eyes wild with excitement. "Fucking do it… NOW!"

Holly had no choice. She moved quickly, placing the silencer against the gangster's forehead and pulling the trigger. She watched the grunting woman scream out as his body convulsed and slumped under her. A spurt of blood covered her naked breasts.

"Ngh… oh God… I'm cumming…" Carly's face twisted in ecstasy as she bucked like a rodeo rider on top of the dead man. Her body shuddered as if someone was firing forty volts through it. The best orgasm of her young life...

Holly had already made her escape when she eventually opened her eyes.
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Chapter 15: One for all… all for one

As each player was knocked out, the table took a short break to accommodate the ESPN television crew. That allowed the remaining players to take a breather whilst the departed player was interviewed. Those breaks, together with the regular two hourly intervals,allowed the players a little more breathing room than had been the case in the tournament so far.

At each break, Norman Chad had made a point of talking to Daniel, making him laugh with some quip or other whilst all the time telling him to relax and play solid. Daniel didn't tell the little man how much that meant to him, but both knew how invaluable it was. Granting access to the empty interview room was another example of how thoughtful the diminutive commentator was.

"Where's Holly?" Daniel asked Rosie as they headed for the room to escape the mayhem for a few moments.

"I don't know," the redhead responded. "Said she had some business to attend to, but that she'd be back shortly."

"Business?"

"Yes… but listen to this, Daniel," Rosie continued, her voice trembling with excitement. "Holly told me to check my bank account this afternoon. Said there'd be a present from Big Eddie there, a recompense for everything he's put me through."

"Recompense?" Daniel stared into his girlfriend's wide, green eyes. Her hands were shaking when he took them in his. "What's he up to, Rosie?" he asked, wondering what more damage that gangster could do.

"I've no idea, but there's a hundred and fifty thousand dollars there," she gasped, her whole body trembling against his now. "Daniel…"

"That's… that's impossible," he mumbled, taking her by the shoulders and staring intently into her big, green eyes. "Rosie, he wouldn't do that… would he? I mean, how… why… what made him…"

The redhead pulled the Englishman into a hug. "Hold me," she whispered, digging her face into his shoulder. "I don't know why," she murmured into his neck. "I don't know. Why would he do that?"

"Better ask Holly when she gets back," he suggested, one hand stroking her silky red hair as he held her tight. "Looks like she has all the answers…"

***

Daniel was still pondering on the money in Rosie's account when he returned to the action. It made no sense! And how did Holly know about it? Put it out of your mind, he told himself, for the moment at least. He had work to do.

Before the first had after the break was dealt, he stroked his crystal four times. Once for each player remaining. He'd done that since Harrington became the first player to fall all that time ago. Why, he had no idea.

Probably for the first time in the entire tournament, he was beginning to believe he could win. All the sensible money had been on the pros, but with the two amateurs shoulder by shoulder with over forty million, Cunningham had some ground to make up with thirty two million, and the Canadian, Gavin Smith, was suddenly the short stack with 'only' twenty million.

That made him the target, though not an easy one. A double up would turn him from short stack to chip leader.

Either way, it seemed to make no difference to the tubby joker. In true Gavin Smith style, the Canadian had constantly wisecracked throughout, bringing some light relief from the tensions that had existed throughout the day. It may have been wasted on the indefatigable Cunningham and the arrogant Smith, but he'd found a willing audience in the Englishman.

Daniel found himself enjoying the humorous, teasing repartee and couldn't help but laugh along at the steady stream of one-liners. He'd been feeling the pace over the last hour or so and tiredness was catching up with him, especially after the exhausting but exhilarating night he'd spent with Rosie.

Thoughts of their lovemaking had begun to flitter through his mind, warming his soul but affecting his concentration. Gavin Smith was a timely outlet…

Play underway, Daniel's King-Ten wasn't a monster, but it was worth playing fourhanded. When Allen Cunningham made the usual button raise, he simply called in the small blind. Possibly a raise was more sensible, but with the unpredictable Gavin Smith behind him, it was a safer option.

So it proved, the Canadian pushed all in.

Cunningham immediately folded, with that now familiar nervous twitch of his nose. With a call and a re-raise, his interest in the hand suddenly ended.

That left Daniel with a decision and the Englishman pushed himself back in his chair, his eyes studying his opponent. Gavin Smith winked at him, pushing back the black cap that perched so well on his mop of unruly hair.

"I know what you're thinking," the Canadian grinned, taking a sip from what looked remarkably like a glass of whisky. You never knew with Gavin Smith. "You're thinking I'm making a move because I have to. That I don't really have a hand. But then again, you're wondering if I do. And the last thing you want is to double me up. Quite a dilemma, huh?"

Daniel's deep sigh gave the game away.

"Confused, huh?" the Canadian chuckled. "Me, too."

The Englishman couldn't help but smile back at the chortling Smith. With that little black cap and light shirt that constantly needed tucking into his crumpled jeans, he looked like a scruffy, overgrown schoolboy.

"Hmmm," the Canadian continued his verbal assault. Didn't he ever shut up? Daniel already knew the answer to that question. "If you're in this much doubt, I'd say you don't have an Ace. That means a King? King-Queen you'd definitely call with, probably King-Jack, too. Okay, that leaves King-Ten. Unsuited. If I were you, I'd fold."

Daniel grinned. The man was uncanny with his reads, but then, he'd been doing that all day. If he called and was right, Daniel would have the chip lead. Call and lose, and he and Smith would reverse positions.

He'd be the target.

"Tell you what," the Canadian chirped, not giving Daniel's mind time to settle. "Why don't we forget the cards? You call, and the first one to complete a hundred press-ups takes the hand. What d'you think?"

It was impossible not to join in with Smith's laughter. The tubby Canadian looked as if he couldn't do five press-ups, let alone a hundred.

"Don't let this exterior fool ya," Smith continued. "Inside, there's the body of an athlete, just raring to go."

Daniel grinned back at his smiling opponent. It was as impossible to dislike the Canadian as it was to focus in the face of such banter. That may have been why he called, he didn't know. All he did know was that the sensible move would have been to lay the hand down, but Smith's banter and the tiredness that was creeping all over his mind saw him make an uneducated gamble.

The resigned flicker in the Canadian's eyes told Daniel the gamble had worked, even before the professional had turned over his Jack-Ten.

That was even better than Daniel hoped. He'd been lucky…

The flop put a different complexion on his luck. Queen-Jack-Two.

"Told ya, ya shudda folded," the Canadian said with a shrug of his broad shoulders.

Daniel's reaction was nothing more than a sigh. What did he expect, making such a call when it was impossible to put the Canadian on a hand. Yes, he'd sucked out, but Smith could just as easily have had him dominated preflop. Pushing up from his seat, he headed towards the rail. Holly was there with Rosie.

"You're back," he smiled.

"I haven't been away," Holly lied.

She was taking a risk having Big Eddie transfer his money to Rosie's account, especially having carried out the hit, though it was unlikely that Daniel and the redhead would put two and two together. All the same, let's make sure they thought she hadn't left the hotel.

"I just had some business to attend to at the back of the hall," she continued, lowering her voice as if disclosing some sort of secret. "Keep it to yourself, but a consortium wanted me to be their face of poker. Having discussed it with them, the small print says I need to invest a lot of money in the idea, so I've turned them down."

Daniel whistled. "Who was it?"

"Can't say, sorry," Holly replied, pulling a face. "Confidential and all that. But I've been keeping an eye on play, that was a bad flop.

"Yeah," Daniel shrugged, resting his arms on Rosie's slim shoulders.

"We have a few outs," the ever-optimistic Rosie muttered. "Ace, King or a Nine will do."

"We?" Daniel grinned, kissing her forehead.

"Yes, you me and Holly," the redhead replied, returning the grin. "The Three Musketeers. One for all, all for one…"

"And you're spot on about what we need," Holly told her. "I can see you were paying attention to your lessons yesterday."

"I had a good teacher," Rosie winked.

The turn instantly killed their conversation. The Ten gave Daniel a pair, but not the one he needed.

Holly punched through the sombre cloak that suddenly enveloped the 'Musketeers'. "Where's your crystal, Daniel?"

"On the table," he replied. Surely Holly didn't believe in—

"Get it," she interrupted.

His puzzled frown disappeared when her eyes told him to hurry. With four long strides, he'd reached the table and then retraced his steps to the two women.

"Give it to Rosie," the blonde insisted.

The redhead took the crystal from him and clasped it in both hands, closing her eyes as if in prayer.

What the hell was this? The sight of the concentration on Rosie's face made Daniel smile. God, she looked so delectable. The Englishman couldn't help himself, leaning forward to plant a soft kiss on the tip of her nose. Those wide, green eyes opened to smile up at him.

Two lovers in love.

The river brought gasps, groans and cheers. It took a few seconds to pick up on what had happened. It was a whooping Holly who first got it into his brain. "A nine," she told the two lovers. "We hit a straight."

"You amaze me," he grunted to the blonde, referring to the crystal. "Didn't realise you were superstitious."

"I'm not," she laughed, giving him a high five. "It's unlucky to be superstitious!"

Daniel laughed as he turned to hug Rosie. "Keep the crystal for luck," he whispered as he turned to commiserate with his Canadian opponent.

"I'm so sorry," Daniel simply said, his rueful look a confession of how lucky he'd been. "I sucked out."

"Yes," responded the stunned Canadian. "But you know what, kid? You played great. Now concentrate on winning the damn thing…"

***

Lauren's heart began to palpitate. It was the call she'd been waiting for but not expecting. When she'd eventually dragged herself away from Kay's home yesterday, the Agency Head had said she'd be in touch, but the dismissive smile suggested her relationship with Kay had ended. It wasn't the start of a new chapter.

Now, she was on the phone.

"How are you, darling?"

Lauren needed the deep breath she took before replying. The call reminded her of that time, three months ago, when she'd waited for Kay's confirmation that her modelling audition had been successful. The churning in her stomach told her that she was just as anxious.

"I'm good, Kay, thanks," she answered, swallowing hard in an attempt to rid herself of the knot in her throat.

"You sound surprised, darling. I told you I'd call, didn't I?" The older woman smiled at how easily the line came from her glossy lips. Had it not been for the condition attached to the sex tapes, it was unlikely the blonde would ever have heard from her again.

"Yes… yes, of course."

"Good, darling. The contract's drawn up and ready for signing, together with your flight tickets. You can sign the paperwork during the flight."

Lauren felt the knot in her throat return. OH… MY… GOD! She was being offered the movies!! A wave of happy dizziness invaded her head, her mind. It was difficult to think. She'd have her dream after all!

"What do you think?" Kay's purring voice asked.

What did she think? Just the thought of appearing with the finest men and women the adult film industry had to offer created a buzz that ran all the way through her body and settled on her wet sex. More days like yesterday, sessions like yesterday, but on camera?

If she touched herself right now, she'd explode…

But wait a moment. "The flight? Sure. But when is it? It'll take a couple of days to—"

"Tonight." Kay's unequivocal voice brooked no argument. "I'm taking a gamble on you, darling, I'm dumping Rachal because of you. I have faith in you, Lauren, you see. I promised I'd take care of you, even when you turned me down I've been looking after your best interests. You're not telling me there's another problem?"

"NO!" Lauren almost shouted her answer. "No… it's just all so sudden…"

Kay's dismissive chuckle sent a shiver through the blonde model. "Sudden?" the Agency Head repeated. "Of course it's sudden. Until yesterday, I had no idea you'd be begging for your chance again."

"Yes, yes of course."

Kay smiled to herself. These young women were so easy to manipulate. "This is your life now, darling," she explained. "You do what I say, when I say. Is that understood?"

"Yes… I understand. Of course, Kay."

The Agency Head grinned to herself, the submissive tone in Lauren's voice was exactly what she needed to hear. "Good! My car will be at your apartment in one hour. Don't keep me waiting."

The blonde nodded at herself in the mirror. So much to do! "Yes, I'll be ready. No problem, Kay. See you soon."

Lauren collapsed into the chunky chair when she ended the call. An hour? She'd need a shower, change of clothes. And pack! She'd could call Grace from the airport, her sister would understand.

But before then she had some immediate business to take care of. If she didn't get relief she'd go crazy. A porn star! She was going to be a porn star…

Her fumbling fingers unfastened the button on her jeans and dragged the zip down. Raising her hips, she didn't even bother dragging the denims down her legs. It wasn't necessary. Her hand snaked down inside her lacy panties.

"Aaaah! Geeeez…"

The feel of her middle finger across her smooth mound sent her imagination off like fireworks. Soon, the world would see her sex. They'd see her tits. They'd see her fuck. And this time, on her terms! Her fingers fired up and down her wet labia. Her nostrils flared as she bounced her head back against the top of the chair. Arching backwards, her hips lifted. It took only one flick across her clit and the deep growwwwl came from the back of her throat.

Even yesterday, she hadn't cum as hard as this…

***

Congratulations," Holly quietly said into her mobile phone. The break in play gave her the opportunity to make the call that Samuel Smith was expecting, even though they were less than fifty feet from one another. "You've had a good day."

"Thank you. You were unlucky to go out so early," he sarcastically responded, "though our side arrangement was for you to transfer your chips my way, was it not?"

The blonde smiled to herself, turning away from some interested bystanders who appeared to be waiting for her autograph. "Sorry, in a moment," she smiled at them. The last thing she wanted was anyone to listen into her conversation.

"What?" the businessman growled.

"Nothing," she told him, just making sure we aren't overheard. "Yes, it was, it was unfortunate that your Big Slick didn't stand up. But after that I needed to just lose them and get out of there. Time was getting on—"

"Indeed," Smith responded. "So tell me, the rest of your day has been more productive than your time at the poker table?"

"Very," she answered, hating the sarcasm in her voice. She could have won this tournament had it not been for Smith calling in his contract.

The club owner's face creased into a smile. "That's good. Well, if you'll excuse me, I have to mentally prepare. I have a feeling this day will end perfectly. Want to wish me luck?"

"You'll only need luck if you ever forget what I told you. Goodbye Mr. Smith."

***

Daniel was shocked. After everything that had happened over the last four months, it took a lot to shock him. But the sight of Grace did.

"Hello." Her voice sounded nervous. "Look, I know this probably isn't the most appropriate time," she confessed. "But there might not be another opportunity to speak."

Daniel nodded, recovering from the surprise of coming face to face with his ex-girlfriend. His gaze went over her shoulder, looking for Rosie.

"It's okay," Grace smiled. "I asked Rosie if she was okay with us having a chat. She was."

"That was considerate," he smiled at her, speaking for the first time. "Look…" he said, glancing around and then taking her arm. The television room would be empty. It took only a few seconds to reach it and close the door behind them. "Is everything okay," he asked, his face full of concern.

Grace laughed, running a hand through her brown hair and nervously pulling it onto the top of her head. She flopped down on one of the chairs, waiting until he did the same before speaking. "Hardly, okay, Daniel," she sighed. "I guess you've heard about everything…"

He nodded, trying to contain the blush he knew was appearing on his face. "I'm so sorry, Grace. Is… is that why you want to see me?"

"Hell, no," she laughed. "At least, not directly. But I've been doing a lot of thinking."

"About your future? I'd thought you were destined for big things, Grace. Always have. I knew that even back in London. And your performances at Samuel Smith's, from what I hear you've been fabulous."

She flashed a rueful smile at him. "Thank you, we've both come a long way since our days in London, eh? But I'm fine, Daniel. I'm staying on at Samuel's club until all this blows over, then we'll see whether as album is still realistic. But it's still not a bad deal, is it? I mean, from Bobby's Champagne Lounge in the east end of London to Samuel Smith's in Vegas!"

Daniel laughed along with her.

"I can't really complain, can I?" she said, more of a statement than a question.

"That's true," Daniel responded. He paused for a few moments. "You all right, Grace? I mean, are you really okay?"

The proud look in her eyes gave her answer. But then, she wasn't going to confess to anything else, was she?

"Yes, I'm very good, Daniel, thanks. I could have done without all this publicity of course, but I've no one else to blame." For a few seconds, her eyes flickered in bashful embarrassment, but then she was through the moment, back to the confident Grace he knew so well. "But I love the lifestyle here. And I adore the chance to do what I love best…"

The crinkly haired young man smiled affectionately. He assumed she meant singing, rather than the sex, but even making a jocular reference didn't seem appropriate. "You've always had a brilliant voice, Grace," he settled for saying. "You just needed a break, I've always said that."

"Yes," she sighed. "I guess you have. You were always real supportive… but it was never going to work between us, you know? I mean, it did for a while, and we had some wonderful times, Daniel. But we wanted different things."

"I know," he agreed, suddenly realising that he was the lucky one. Not with poker, but in finding Rosie. Wasn't it strange how life worked itself out? A knock on the door interrupted his reverie. When it opened, Norman Chad's gnome like head appeared. "Play's about to restart, Daniel."



The young Englishman craned his neck towards the commentator and nodded. "Thanks, Norm," he told the TV pundit, before turning back to Grace. She'd already stood up. "Look, do you…?"

The brunette shook her head. "No, Daniel, I don't want to prolong this. I've always felt bad about leaving you as suddenly as I did. Leaving was the right thing to do, but I could have handled it much better, y'know?"

He nodded as he rose to his feet. "We could both have handled things better, Grace."

She smiled at him, then took a step forward and softly kissed his cheek. "Perhaps, but I hope we'll always stay friends, Daniel. Always."

"You, too, Grace," he told her, with a rueful look. He really did want the best for her, even though nothing was more certain than his future was elsewhere. "And send Lauren my love, too."

"I will," she smiled, heading towards the door and then pausing. "I guess I'm here to cheer on Samuel," she said. "But I'm rooting for you, too, Daniel."

He gave her the lopsided smile she'd always loved.

"This is your destiny, Daniel," she added, halfway out of the room. "Don't fuck it up the way I might have done with mine. Y'hear?"

***

With sixty-two million chips, Daniel was almost twenty ahead of Samuel Smith. Allen Cunningham was the short stack, if such a term was appropriate for someone with nigh on thirty-two million chips.

Everyone knew that one good hand could significantly change the dynamics.

The Englishman felt calm.After all, the worst that could happen was that he would finish third and pocket the four and a half million dollars prize money that went with that position. It was half the amount that would go to the eventual winner, but was beyond the Englishman's wildest dreams.

Meeting with Gracehad helped his demeanour. It made him realise that he wanted the best for her, but that there was nothing between them. His heart was elsewhere. He had Rosie now, and life had never been better.

"Well, well, who would have thought? A young kid from across the pond at the final table with two American giants. Can't believe your luck, huh?"

The African American had been relatively quiet for a while and it suddenly seemed the thickset man felt the need to goad him. That was a good sign.

Daniel simply smiled back at Samuel Smith, feeling no need to be drawn into any verbal sparring. His confidence was high, he'd got his second win from the tiredness that threatened to envelop him earlier, and he was focused.

He hadn't come this far to be psyched out. Besides, it was Allen Cunningham he was worried about. The poker pro hadn't seen many cards all day and yet was still as concentrated and alert as he had been when play had started—geez, how many hours ago now? Daniel had lost count.

"Let's see how long you can last," Smith murmured, checking his hole cards and placing his card protector on top of them. The angel figure was so appropriate! It was a sign he was ready to play. "That's quite a big pile you have there," he added. "Don't get careless."

The black man counted out and then pushed three million chips into the pot. "Raise," he unnecessarily said.

Daniel's Eight-Three made it an easy decision to fold.

Cunningham didn't. The quiet American gave that traditional wiggle of his nose as he calmly sliced out the same number of chips and called.

Smith glanced at the flop and then at his opponent.Ace-Queen-Eight.

His set had him well ahead, which meant that if Cunningham had an Ace, he was going to earn the maximum from this hand. Maybe even take him out? Probably too much to ask, but you never knew.

Then he'd take care of the English kid.

He bet five million. His opponent's response would provide an indication of whether Cunningham had hit.

The quiet man gave his usual sniff and began to count out his chips. He wasn't folding, that was for sure. The only question was whether he intended calling or re-raising. Smith sat impassively. Push them in, he muttered to himself. Go on, superstar, push them in.

Cunningham eventually announced raise, still internally debating the amount.

Make it big, Smith silently prayed—enough to make Cunningham pot committed. That would allow him to come over the top. Some of the press had suggested he'd been lucky to make the final table. A mixture of luck, good cards, and his aggressive style, they'd said. It was time to teach the world that Samuel Smith could play poker.

"Seventeen million," Cunningham eventually announced.

Smith's face was a mask, hiding the beaming smile that broke out on the inside. Cunningham wouldn't be folding now, not with two thirds of his chips in the pot. He'd be the chip leader in a few moments. Time for some fun first.

"Got something, Allen," he asked.

Naturally enough, he professional didn't respond, or meet his steely gaze. Instead, in traditional Allen Cunningham style, he stared straight ahead.

"Big Ace maybe?" Smith suggested, tapping his fingers on the edge of the table. "Maybe King-Queen?"

He was playing with the pro and loving it. All around him, people were wondering what he'd do, probably expecting him to fold in the face of such a big raise. He knew better. So did the millions watching on live television. They'd have seen his hole cards through the lipstick camera. The commentators would be talking about him now, about how he was reeling Cunningham in like a fish. He felt invincible. He was invincible!

"All in," he eventually announced, trying to put a little hesitancy in his voice.

Cunningham's instant call was a worry—he had a better hand than the businessman anticipated, if he was calling that quickly. For a moment or two, his heart skipped a beat, relief only hitting him when Cunningham flipped over his Ace-Queen. Top two pair. No wonder he'd pushed so hard.

The noise in the large hall reached fever pitch when Smith casually flicked over his pocket eights. Not quite slowly enough to be accused of slow playing—but almost. The African American didn't care, he wanted to maximise the moment. He, Samuel Smith, would soon be world champion.

There was no anti climax, thought the arrogant businessman's heart began to thump like a drum at the though of an Ace or Queen on the turn or river.

Smith turned to Joshua and pumped his arms in celebration while Daniel commiserated with the departing professional. Smith ignored them both. With seventy-five million chips, the title was all but his. The lucky, young Englishman was no match for him, that was for sure.

***

"What d'you think?" Rosie asked as Daniel departed for the restrooms. As much as anything else, he needed to clear his head. When he went head-to-head, he wanted his mind at its sharpest. A few alone moments to compose himself would make all the difference. Get him in 'the zone.'

"Impossible to tell," Holly told her redheaded friend, with an uncomfortable shrug of her shoulders. They were both much more nervous than Daniel, but watching was always that little bit more difficult. "Smith's got the chip lead, and he's more aggressive."

"That's bad for Daniel, isn't it?" Rosie picked up. "When you were teaching me yesterday, you said that aggression was good."

Holly arched a blonde eyebrow—the redhead had a talent for picking things up quickly and keeping them in her memory banks. If she started to play, this girl would do well. Experience was all she needed.

"That's right, Rosie, but Smith is reckless with it. Daniel's a better player. He has more of a solid style, more controlled aggression. Smith will push in with anything."

Rosie frowned. "So…"

Holly laughed. "I know, confusing, isn't it? On the one hand, Daniel's the better player. On the other, Smith has the chip lead. If luck evens out, Daniel will pick him off in the right spots. He'll wait 'til he gets the right cards, right situation. Then he'll take him. But…"

"But?"

"It's unlikely that luck will even out. Over a period of time, yes. But who knows in a head-to-head? Smith's been incredibly lucky throughout the tournament, and when you're aggressive and get the cards, that makes for a powerful combination. It'll make great viewing for the neutral…"

"But we're not neutral," Rosie responded, her eyes scolding Holly for not telling her that Daniel was a certainty to win. "And you missed one thing out from your assessment!"

"Oh, did I, Miss Poker Professional?" Holly laughed. This girl was so cute! "Go on then, Rosie, enlighten me."

"He has three things Smith doesn't have," the redhead chuckled, nudging Holly's arm.

"Yeah? What's that?" Holly asked, wondering where her friend was going with this. You could always rely on Rosie to come up with something off the wall.

"You and me on his side," she firmly stated with a slight inclination of her head, as if it was beyond question. "And this…"

Holly smiled as her friend held up the crystal. It had worked so far—

***

"You can easily take this guy, pop," Josh told his father as they took advantage of the break to mingle with all Smith's supporters.

His father nodded as he downed the red-white-blue can of Energy drink in one go. In truth he was tired, almost twelve hours at the table was starting to take its toll. Maybe the marathon session with Grace and her sister last night hadn't been such a good idea?

His cock immediately twitched at the recollection and he smiled to himself. Maybe he wasn't as tired as he thought? When he'd won, he'd invite the two sisters back to his place again. Watch the two of them sixty-nine again, before fucking them, would be a helluva way to end the night.

After the celebratory party, of course.

"You okay," Joshua asked.

"Yeah, son," the black man grunted. "Pass me another one of these, will you? They'll keep me going long enough to beat the shit out of this young kid."

"That's it, pop," Joshua smiled, opening the can and handing it to his father.

"Yep," the businessman nodded, already feeling the benefit of the lemon-lime tasting energy blast. "He's been fucking lucky to last this long, but this Englishman's been my fish all tournament. Shouldn't take long. That'll make it the perfect day."

He grinned sideways at his son, and Josh immediately picked up the meaning.

"You're sure about Big Eddie, pop?" he asked, a puzzled frown flicking across his forehead. "How d'you know?"

For a split second, Samuel thought about confiding in his son. Then the recollection of Holly's warning came into his mind. If you ever fuck around with me, you're dead! And it wasn't just the words. It was her tone. He didn't usually take kindly to threats, but equally he knew when to take one seriously.

She'd served him well, and that was that. Their paths wouldn't cross again, other than at the poker table when he was world champion.

On second thought, there wasn't any point in confiding anything to Josh. That boy was headstrong, there was no point in complicating his life with things he didn't need to know. "Just take it from me," his father winked.

Joshua smiled. "Always ahead of the game, pop. So, what's next?"

Samuel rested a hand on his son's shoulder. "I've had my guys do some research. I'll be able to buy Midnight Hot at a knockdown price. Might even put that Lauren in there as the star attraction." He winked again. "That'll pack in the punters, don't you think?"

Joshua laughed again. "She's fucking hot."

His father nodded. "They both are. And maybe I'll put you in charge of the club," he continued. "Let you cut your teeth there before taking over completely. I'll be in demand at poker tables across the world over the next few years. Time for you to graduate, don't you think?"

"Sounds good," his son murmured. He'd had his fill of Europe, if he was truthful. Time to come home. "As I said, pop. Always ahead of the game…"

***

Midnight. The head-to-head had already lasted two hours and the two protagonists were, give or take, level in chips. Smith's straight to Daniel's two pair had given the arrogant businessman a twenty million advantage. The Englishman's nut flush to Smith's King high flush had redressed the balance.

All to play for.

Samuel Smith had grown quieter as play progressed. His 'fish' was cooler than he'd anticipated and with the television capturing every move and sound, he wasn't about to be caught trash-talking. When he became world champion, he wanted only good things reported about him.

Besides, he needed every ounce of concentration. His continual glances over at his son by the rail confirmed this wasn't going as well as he'd expected.

The black Ace he saw as his thumb flicked up the edge of one card wasn't unusual. He'd had his share of Aces, without anything to go with them. Just give him the monster he craved and he'd finish off this kid. How the hell Grace had ended up with this pain in the ass? Not her type at all.

His thumb flicked up the edge of his other hole card. The second black Ace made his heart leap. It was the chance he'd been waiting for. His aggressive bluffs had produced very little, let's see how the youngster coped against pocket rockets.

Slowly does it…

"Call," he casually said, bouncing his chips into the middle. Let the kid take the lead. Pick him off.

The Englishman obliged. "Raise. Five million."

Perfect. Absolutely perfect. Should he push now and take advantage? Or reel his prey in? Samuel Smith sent an uneasy glance across at his opponent, make the kid think he was unsure. "Got something?" he asked, not expecting an answer. "Don't go thinking you can push me around now, will you?" He counted out his chips and pushed them into the middle. "Call."

The flop was even better than he could have dreamt. Ace-Eight-Eight. Two hearts. With his full house, he was all but guaranteed to win the hand, the question was how much money could he extract?

"Check," he said quietly, watching every expression on the kid's face.

The Englishman thought for a while. Too long. Smith nodded to himself, his internal antenna was working well. The kid either had a pocket pair or a flush draw. Or maybe King-Eight for a set? King of hearts? That would give him the nut flush draw as well as his set. Now that would be something…

Daniel tapped his fingers on the green baize. "Check."

It confirmed Smith's read. He had something or was drawing to the flush. Give him a heart, please. Please!

The turn answered his prayers. Queen of hearts.

The Englishman didn't see his broad smile, how could he? It was on the inside of Smith's face. He could check again, but if his read was right, he had the young bastard. This was being broadcast to millions across the world and he, Samuel Smith, was about to win the Main Event. Time to bet.

"Ten million," he calmly announced, cutting out and pushing four stacks of chips into the middle of the table.

The Englishman took his time responding. So long that Samuel Smith wondered if he'd misread the hand. Damn, he knew he should have checked. Or perhaps made a smaller raise? If the kid were still drawing, he'd fold.

"Call."

Fucking great! The kid had hit the nut flush flush. Suck him in… get all those chips… this was the opportunity. The opportunity!

The two of clubs on the river was innocuous.

Time for action. Push all in? If the kid had the flush, he'd almost certainly get a call. But with a paired board, the Englishman might just get away from it. He'd shown some uncanny instincts so far. No, better to be subtle, like the world champion he was about to be. Reel him in…

Make a sizeable bet, one that would confirm the kid's read on him. The Englishman would have him down for an Ace, giving him two pair. What would he expect Smith to bet with that hand? The older man felt sweat forming on his forehead? Damn! He never sweated! Make a bet before his body advertised the strength of his hand.

"Raise. Twenty million."

For a while, he thought he'd lost the Englishman. It was as if the kid was worried about the two eights on the board, as if some instinct had kicked in, telling him that his Ace-high flush was no good. Players who thought for this length of time invariably folded.

Call, dammit. At least, call!

The Englishman obliged. Hell, he did better than oblige. "All in."

Smith's face creased in a triumphant smile.

***

As soon as he made the call, the manic look of delight on Samuel Smith's face told Daniel he'd seriously underestimated the strength of his opponent's hand. He'd initially put him on a big pair, probably Kings, but the way his opponent played the hand had quickly dispelled that idea.

The Ace on the flop held no fears for Smith, which suggested either a flush draw, or a pocket Ace. Best-case scenario—two pair, Aces and Eights. Worse case, the nut flush. But the sneering smile that suddenly appeared on Smith's face indicated his hand was even better than that.

It meant only one thing—pocket Aces.

No doubt about it, Smith had a full house! Aces up!

Had he known, Daniel would have played the hand completely differently, but it was too late now. It didn't matter, anyway, did it? The African American had called Daniel's all in and triumphantly thrown down his Aces.

Daniel turned over his hole cards but Smith didn't see them. He was already on his feet and heading over to his cheering section—led by his son. The whooping and hollering reverberated around Daniel's head, as loud as at any stage throughout the day, throughout the tournament.

Stopping a couple of feet short of the rail, Smith bowed as he spread his arms wide, his conquering face beaming across the landscape of the hordes of cheering supporters.

Except… they weren't cheering anymore!?!

Their expressions had changed, shock written across their faces.

Especially Joshua's…

Daniel turned to grin at Rosie and Holly. The stunned look of disbelief on the women's worried faces was gradually evaporating. Slowly, the astonishment turned to disbelieving smiles, then to unadulterated joy. They were climbing over the rail, rushing to engulf the new world champion in their arms, tears of joy rushing down Rosie's face.

A pocket pair was a great hand if you caught, but catching quads?!

On the flop?!!

The question had then been whether he could close out the tournament with that one hand? With Smith flopping a full house, there hadn't been any skill involved. The cards had decided the winner, not the merits of either player.

Perhaps that was how it should be? How it was destined?

***

"You're kidding me," Grace mumbled, barely able to believe what she was hearing. The incredible noise in the Rio's poker hall made it difficult to hear her sister. The background noise at Lauren's end made it even more difficult. "You're at the airport now?" she shouted, cupping the mobile to her ear with both hands in an attempt to drown out the myriad of sounds competing for attention.

"It just happened so suddenly," Lauren explained for the second time. "Kay and Carly collected me from the apartment. Our flight leaves in hour."

"Tell me again," her elder sister asked. It wasn't just that she hadn't heard everything Lauren had told her, she was just having difficulty believing it.

Samuel was in a foul mood after losing the head-to-head with Daniel, and Grace didn't dare show how delighted she was for her ex-boyfriend. It was the culmination of Daniel's dreams, and how many times had she'd moaned to him about his poker? Denigrated his dreams? Her ex-boyfriend was nine million dollars richer and she didn't begrudge him a cent. He deserved it.

She wanted to add her congratulations, but with Samuel as angry as he was… well, she had more sense than to irritate him further.



"Just like I said," Lauren told her, pausing each time another announcement came over the McCarran International Airport tannoys. "Kay called me to tell me she'd pulled Rach from the movies, and that she was giving me my chance. She's been fabulous, Grace. I owe her so much."

"Sounds like it," her elder sister responded, glancing out of the corner of her eye at Samuel and his son. They'd told her they were cancelling the celebratory party despite him finishing second. But that was a fabulous achievement in itself, wasn't it? Men could be so competitive!

"When I find out more," Lauren continued, almost shouting now to make herself heard against the background noises at both ends. "I'll call and let you know. Okay?"

"You call tomorrow, anyway," Grace insisted. "I want to hear every day from my baby sister, just to make sure you're safe, understand?"

"Yeah, but don't worry," Lauren laughed. Having Grace look out for her always made her feel good. "And maybe when I'm settled you can fly down and spend a weekend with me? I'll show you around the studio."

Grace giggled at the other end of the line. "Yes, that'll be good, Lauren. I'm sure Samuel'll give me a couple of days off. But it's not just the studio I want to see, just make sure you introduce me to all the young studs…"

***

Despite the Practically Poker celebratory party still going strong, at three in the morning, Daniel decided he'd had enough. The concentration required throughout the day, together with the heady dollops of adrenaline that simmered or peaked with every twist and turn, had him worn out.

Amazingly, the excitement of the final moment had resulted in him forgetting the million-dollar winning bonus payable by his hosts. They'd made great play of it tonight, naturally enough, but Daniel had posed for his last photograph.

He'd give them whatever else they wanted tomorrow, but that was enough of being the centre of attention for tonight.

He glanced across at the two women in his life. Rosie and Holly were in animated conversation, but each had half an eye on the new world champion. It was difficult to keep his eyes from the view of the tanned cleavage on display in their identical tops.

If he did, he'd be the only man in the place with that self-control.

The two women had hurried to Holly's room before the party, deciding that wearing similar outfits would be kinda cool. Holly said she had two that would knock people's eyes out. She was right! The identical tops—Rosie's dark blue and Holly's, naturally, black—complimented the short skirts and ensured that every male at the party had tried it on at some stage of the evening.

"Maybe we should tell them we're lesbians," Rosie had joked.

"I like that idea," Holly said enthusiastically, reaching and and caressing the redhead's soft face. "I haven't been with a woman in far too long…" She batted her long lashes playfully, but Rosie could tell from the spark in the blonde's eyes that she wasn't joking.

That's when the redhead had the idea, bringing heat between her legs. But she simply smiled and turned away. It could wait until later.

The two women had gone on to play their parts over the next hour, flirting with Daniel, flirting with each other, all for the benefit of their audience—of course.

Daniel had done more than his fair share of interviews—and photographs, but the two hot women had been in demand, too. They'd revelled in the moment, so delighted for the modest new world champion, and determined to enjoy the party to its full. This was what life was all about, right?

"God, I'm horny," Rosie eventually confessed, bring a gurgling laugh from her blonde friend.

"You're horny?" Holly responded. "At least you have a man to go to bed with. I've been looking around this motley crew. There aren't many viable possibilities, even for someone who needs to be fucked as much as I do."

"Hey girls, I'm horny, too…"

The women swung around to face the scruffy grey haired guy behind them. Holly blinked. There was something about him that was familiar. Was it the middle parting in his thinning grey hair? Or the patterned bow tie?

"Remember me? Las Vegas News," he grinned, swaying slightly unsteadily on his feet.

The memory came flooding back. This was the man who'd offered to pay Rosie for information on Daniel and Holly. Who'd inadvertently sparked Rosie's reaction after Holly's confession in the washrooms.

"Well, well, well," the redhead snorted, full of anger for a few brief moments. "Look who it is."

"Ah," he nodded, with a self satisfied smug. His gaze found her breasts, then Holly's. "You do remember then," he wheezed, looking back at the redhead with his slightly bloodshot eyes.

Rosie's anger departed as quickly as it had arrived. She was having too good a time to be upset by the past. "I see you have the obligatory glass of red in your hand," she good-naturedly told him, nudging his arm with her elbow.

For a second or two he looked puzzled, and then he caught onto the joke. His bleary eyes stared down at the half full glass. "You're teasing…"

Rosie winked. "Just a little. I seem to remember you enjoy your food and drink. Did you get your story?"

"No," he confessed, swaying again as he shook his head. He glanced across at Holly, then leant to whisper into the redhead's ear. "Seems there was nothing to it. Still, no harm done, eh?"

"Nah," Rosie said, laughing at the absurdity of the remark. If he only knew! "No harm done. Enjoy your evening."

Taking hold of Holly's arm, she left the swaying reporter and headed the two of them across to where Daniel was standing with a couple of Practically Poker executives. Time to rescue her boyfriend.

"Who was that?" Holly asked as they walked arm in arm across the room.

"You're horny," Rosie replied, with a mischievous glint in her sparkling, green eyes. "And he's horny. That's your date for tonight."

She threw her copper locks back and let out that delicious laugh of hers.

***

"Oh… my… God!" Grace cried as Samuel's cock drilled into her ass. She'd had some experiences since arriving in Vegas, but nothing had prepared her for this. Her body convulsed with a mixture of pain and delight.

They'd eaten late, and drank more than they should. Samuel's failure to take the greatest poker prize was weighing heavily on his mind. The fact he'd lost to Daniel, Grace's ex-boyfriend, only seemed to make it worse.

Adding to his fury was the fact that Lauren had departed for LA. He and his son wanted to sample the two sisters again tonight. In her absence, Grace would have to satisfy both men. The thought sent shivers through her.

The businessman had never treated her so roughly, but she found she'd loved it. He and Joshua had been using her as their sex toy for the last hour and her rolling orgasms had just kept coming. When Samuel told her he was going to fuck her ass, just the thought alone provided her biggest yet.

Despite the—hopefully temporary—damage to her career, the brunette found that more and more she loved these new experiences. Tonight, she'd never felt so used. Never felt so dirty. Was this what Lauren would be doing on camera in LA? Maybe she should have gone with her?

Two porn star sisters, now there was a thought…

As Joshua swayed his body in front of her, she grabbed his cock, feeding the black rod into her mouth. The thought that she was servicing two black men, front and back, brought her to yet another orgasm. How many was that?

Samuel grabbed her silken, brown locks, yanking her head upwards. She almost choked with the sudden movement, but held the base of Joshua's shaft with her hand and dragged him between her lips again. Another hard yank told her to do what she was told. Obediently, she let go of the young cock.

Somehow, Joshua was beginning to slide underneath her, on his back. What the fuck? Samuel had his hands under her body, helping raise her upwards while keeping his long cock firmly embedded in her ass.

It was only then that she realised what the two men had in mind. Oh fuck!

"That's my little angel," Samuel growled into her ear. "Want father and son at the same time?"

When Joshua lined his cock up with her wet pussy and Samuel manoeuvred her down onto his son, she felt another orgasm burst through her, drenching the black cock that was sliding upwards inside her. Blackness whirled around the insides of her mind at the thought of such raw, unadulterated fucking.

It was just as well she didn't need to do anything, other than accommodate the two men. The father and son duo quickly found their rhythm.

The darkness kept whirling and her pleasure kept increasing.

She tried to breathe through her mouth—had to breathe through her mouth! Short, sharp gasps, as her body adjusted. There were grunts; there were groans. Someone was shouting out, a hot wetness firing into her. Into her ass? Her pussy? It was impossible to tell.

All that went through her mind as she lost consciousness was that she never wanted the Smiths to stop…

***

"There you are," Rosie said cheerily, as Daniel met the two women's gaze over the shoulders of the two Practically Poker Execs. His eyes cried out to be rescued. "We're heading back to our rooms," she smiled at the two men. "I hope you'll excuse us, gentlemen?"

The Executive gazes seemed undecided as to which deep cleavage should be receiving their attention, rotating between the blonde and redhead as the two women each took one of Daniel's arms and headed for the door.

"Thanks, ladies," he grinned, planting a lazy kiss on each of their cheeks. "I'm bushed."

"Not too bushed, I hope," Rosie murmured, running a hand across his hard butt. There was that mischievous glint in her eyes again; the one that meant trouble.

"Before you two get started," Holly gave a throaty growl. "I have a request."

"Oh, yes," Daniel replied, feeling his cock responding to Rosie's stroking hand on his ass. "What's that?"

"Could I have your autograph later," the blonde chuckled.

"Yeah," Rosie laughed, her fingers nipping his taut flesh. "I want one, too."

Daniel casually shrugged as he chortled, "Ladies, ladies… I'm afraid you'll have to get in line. I'm famous now, and it's a long line…"

The three of them giggled like schoolchildren as they continued on towards their suites. "My hero," Rosie laughed, leaning into the Englishman.

"It was nothing," Daniel joked.

The redhead's eyes flashed as her earlier thought returned. "And my heroine, too," she smiled at Holly. "Helping Daniel and I to get back together."

"Now that," Holly grinned back, "was even more difficult than trying to win the Main Event. Maybe I failed with one, but I succeeded at the other."

"And I'm grateful, too, Holly," Daniel responded, pulling to a halt outside of his suite and pulling the blonde into a warm hug.

Rosie watched the two of them together. This could be perfect. Holly would definitely be up for it, instinct told her that. But would Daniel?

"How grateful?" she asked, slipping the key card into her suite's lock, then swinging around to face the hugging friends. "C'mon, how grateful?"

Daniel's boyish face was a mixture of puzzlement as he pulled away from Holly, and… anticipation? Was her meaning beginning to sink in? As sexy as he was, he could be very naïve at times.

"I don't understand," his faltering voice said, his head swinging from Rosie to Holly and back again.

"Holly brought us back together," she casually said, pushing the door to the suite wide open as she spoke. "She somehow got Big Eddie to put a lot of money in my bank account… and she's as horny as I am. I'm saying it's been a really special day, let's make it a really special night."

Daniel's mouth dropped open. This wasn't true! Couldn't be true? He wasn't hearing this! Was Rosie actually suggesting…

His cock lurched to immediate attention. He couldn't think straight. He should have been appalled but his previously tired mind was doing somersaults in anticipation of what could lay in store.

"Rosie," Holly slowly drawled, feeling the excitement beginning to build in her own loins. She wanted this… God, she wanted this, but could the couple's relationship stand up to what the redhead was suggesting? "Are you sure?"

"I'm just offering it as a suggestion," the redhead murmured, her mischievous eyes darting demurely between the blonde and her boyfriend.

"A suggestion?" Daniel blurted, his heart beating so hard that the two women must have been able to hear it.

"I'm not saying we should set up home together," Rosie grinned, "just that this might be a wonderful end what might be our last night in Vegas together And it's a way to prove to Daniel that my jealous feelings towards the two of you have gone forever."

Daniel glanced sideways at Holly. The blonde assassin returned the look. I'm okay with it, but this is up to you, her eyes were telling him.

Rosie was halfway through the door to the suite. "But," she said over her shoulder as she flicked on the light, "It's your decision, not mine…"

***

The stewardess refilled the three women's glasses with bubbly before swinging her hips back up the aisle of the plane. Having only three travellers in first class made it an easy flight for her tonight.

"Cheers, darlings," Kay toasted, holding her champagne flute up and clinking it against her two soon-to-be stars. "Here's to the future."

Carly and Lauren obediently clinked glasses. "To us," the spiky haired woman smiled. "For putting our bodies on the line for the good of mankind."

"Good of mankind?" laughed Lauren. Seeing the spiky haired woman without her mask had only enhanced her anticipation of what was to come. She had the most amazingly expressive soft, hazel eyes. What they usually expressed was lust!

"Sure," the sexy, young brunette grinned, somehow draining her glass in one go. "Just think how much the work rate of the average male increases after they've masturbated the night before. What do you English say, had a good wank? Hell, in your country, they'd make you a Dame for what you're about to do, wouldn't they?"

"I'm not so sure about that," Lauren answered, throwing her head back and laughing out loud. She liked this girl. "But it's a great idea, Carly."

"And while we're on the subject of ideas," Kay interrupted, waving the stewardess over for another refill. "You'll have to think of what you're going to call yourselves."

Carly and Lauren glanced at one another. "Call ourselves?" the blonde asked.

"Of course," the Agency Head confirmed. "Your screen names. Something exotic. Have you ever heard of a bland sounding porn Queen? Choose carefully, girls, getting the right name could make all the difference…"

"I know," Carly laughed, holding her glass out while the stewardess topped it almost to the brim. "Fifi and Lola, that's us. You come up with the surnames, honey," she murmured to Lauren. "But from now on, you're Fifi to the wanking world."

Lauren collapsed in almost hysterical laughter. The wonderful company, the heady champagne, and the anticipation of what lay ahead all combined like a powerful aphrodisiac finding its way into her veins. Roll on tomorrow!

***

Daniel stood opposite the two women like a deer-caught-in-headlights. His lips curled up at the ends in embarrassment, wondering what to say, what to do. He'd followed Rosie into the room, as had Holly. That was as far as his thoughts took him. What now?

Rosie helped him out by tugging her top over her head. She wasn't wearing a bra and her large, freckled tits bounced as they were freed. She stood proudly, hands on hips, before unzipping and shimmying out of her skirt. When her black boy shorts hit the floor, she was as naked as the day she was born. Only sexier.

"Well?" she asked with a giggle.

"Perfect," he mumbled.

The beautiful redhead smiled, licking her tongue across her red lips. "Good answer, Daniel. Should we get Holly undressed, too? What d'you think?"

The Englishman didn't answer. He didn't need to. Holly crossed over to Rosie, her hips swaying with exaggerated sensuality. She pulled off her top and unfastened her skirt before she reached the redhead. With Daniel's eyes fixed on her, she hooked her thumbs into her thong, pulling them over the gentle curve of her hips and down over her thighs. With a smile, she turned her eyes on Rosie, just to her right, and curled her fingers around the girl's neck.

They posed, knowing what it was doing to Daniel. Holly laughed as she shook out her wavy, blonde locks behind her.

"Two out of three," Rosie murmured as both naked girls focused on the only clothed person in the room.

"Are you sure?" he asked one last time, standing there dumbstruck. These two were goddesses and they knew it.

"I'm sure," Rosie teased with the girl of her lips. To demonstrate, she turned slightly into Holly. Reaching up to touch the blonde's neck—mirroring the same, gentle caress Holly was giving her—she pulled the attractive poker player into a soft, feminine kiss. She felt her breasts catch on Holly's, the woman's flesh hot to the touch, and pushed her tongue into her mouth.

At last, Rosie pulled away—not because she wanted to stop, but because she knew there would be a lot more of that later. Walking across the carpeted floor towards her stunned boyfriend, she slipped her hands around his neck and pulled him in for his own soft kiss. Running her mouth up to his ear, she whispered, "This is for you, Daniel, one night only. But we'll stop right now if it's too much. Just say."

He took a large gulp of air as she took his head in her hands and looked into his brown eyes. Her arousal was evident, but so were the feelings she had for him. This wasn't going to damage their relationship, they loved one another too much.

"Yes," he hoarsely answered. "Yes… I want this."

Rosie gently kissed him again. "It's my gift," she told him, beginning to unbutton his shirt. As her fingers slid across his hard chest, he felt another pair of hands working on his jeans. Holly's. In seconds, she had them down by his ankles, along with his boxers.

"This is mine and only mine," Rosie told them both, running the back of her fingernails up and down his naked girth. She was establishing the ground rules at the outset. "Anything else goes…"

Taking Daniel's hand, she led him to the couch. It seemed the bedroom was for later. Pushing him down onto the soft cushions, the redhead planted her left foot firmly on the floor and raised the other across his body. The silky wetness of her glistening pussy made a wet trail on his flesh as she rubbed her bare folds across torso on her way to his face.

Up on one leg in a partial squat, partial stand, she lowered herself to his waiting mouth, stopping a few centimetres short.

It was as if she was giving him a choice. The Englishman made it instantly, craning his neck upwards so he could run his tongue across her wickedly smooth sex.

"Oh, yes!" she softly hissed, loving his acquiescence.

She pushed herself down onto his lips, her hands sneaking to the back of his head. Daniel curled his arms under her thighs, caressing the taut swell of her ass as his mouth and tongue eagerly went to work.

Her muscles flexed as she began to rub herself across his face.

"Fuck, baby, so good!" she groaned, raising one hand to pull her hair onto the top of her head as she felt his tongue curl inside her.

Even as he sucked, Daniel wondered what Holly was doing. The hand that circled his hard erection gave him an instant answer. The blonde's mouth followed, swallowing him whole. It seemed it was her pussy that was out of bounds, not her mouth.



It took a moment to establish a rhythm. Rosie jerking her hips across his face, Holly deep throating him, Daniel straining to lap the juices flowing between his sucking lips. It was as wonderful as it was surreal.

He felt Holly's mouth leave him for a moment. He stopped his oral ministrations on his girlfriend, a word of protest on the tip of his tongue, when he felt the impossibly soft flesh of Holly's tits wrap themselves around his girth. Memories of their time earlier returned. Apparently, her breasts weren't off-limits, either.

Rosie pulled him back to her sex with a throaty growl. She was close and Daniel was going to take her there. Like the gentleman that he was, he obliged. His fingers dug into her ass, pulling her trembling body tighter against his juice-wet face. He could feel himself begin to home in on his own climax as Holly massaged him vigorously in her cleavage, lapping across his drooling cockhead with each thrust.

Rosie went off like a rocket launching from its pad, screaming huskily as she soared into the sky. Daniel lapped harder as she grinded her soft pussy into his face and mouth. She screamed again, her body shuddering… once, twice… and then again before she came crashing down.

Holly squeezed his shaft with her tits as Rosie eased away, as if the blonde was telling him it was his turn to cum.nHis head freed of the redhead's restricting thighs, he glanced down to see the blonde's dark brown eyes staring lustfully upwards into his. She'd stopped her tit-fuck to let the redhead's orgasm pass, but kept him tucked between her full breasts.

He was close. The sight nearly set him off. Satisfied she had his full attention, Holly's mouth returned to his shaft at last. She really put on a show. Bouncing her head along his hardness, she swirled the sensitive crown between her lips before teasing it with her tongue.

Her hands reached under him to dig into his buttocks, feeling the hard muscles tighten beneath her fingertips. Daniel reached down and gripped her golden tresses, guiding her head as he thrust with each downward suck. Her head bobbed faster, harder. No finesse. Just raw, unadulterated mouth-fucking.

His ass muscles grew rigid. His balls began to tighten and his cock throb.

"GOD!" he screamed as his seed released into her mouth.

Holly took the first burst, then the second, before a different hand grabbed her hair and pulled her head away. Rosie held her captive's head in front of Daniel's spurting machine, allowing a burst to splatter across the blonde's forehead, her cheek, then onto her breasts.

Holly's closed eyes shot open when she felt Rosie's free hand between her thighs. The redhead closed in for a cum-soaked kiss. Their tongues collided as Rosie rubbed along Holly's wet slit. She moaned into the redhead's mouth as Rosie's fingers went right for the finish line and didn't let up until she took the squirming blonde through the tape.

"You're turn to cum," the redheaded minx grinned, pulling her head back slightly so she could look into Holly's eyes as the blonde screamed out her delight.

***

The ebony skinned beauty was everything her photograph had promised. So much so that Rachal insisted on sitting in the back of their Chrysler Sebring convertible as Jimmy drove the three of them to their apartment.

"You'll be staying with us until Kay returns, Carmella," she told the ebony skinned nineteen year old, slipping her right arm around the model's shoulders and playing with the spaghetti straps of her thin top. She'd deliberately taken the woman's leather jacket when they entered the car.

The young girl's breasts were threatening to burst out of that tight cream top. And those thick, hard nipples…

"Tell me," she continued, smiling at the teenager. "Are they real?"

Carmella grinned back at her exotic looking host. "Everyone asks that," she proudly responded in her harsh Cockney accent. "There're all my own."

"Really?" Rachal murmured, pushing the spaghetti strap off the girl's dark brown shoulders. The upper half of the teenager's left breast was exposed, including that deliciously dark nipple, but the girl seemed completely unflustered.

"Mind if I check?" Rachal continued, her hand slipping to the straps on the young woman's right shoulder and yanking them down her arm. The top fell to the teenager's waist.

Her deliciously large, ebony coloured breasts stood out proudly, as if made specifically to defy gravity. Carmella wasn't in the least fazed by Rachal's interest, arching her back so that the little chocolate nipples sitting hard and high on their peaks, pointed even further skywards.

"Help yourself," the teenager murmured. "You can feel them if you like."

Rachal smiled sweetly as one hand cupped the teenager's right swell and her lips descended on her left. The chocolate brown bud was already hard in her mouth. The Cockney model moaned as Rachal swirled her tongue. She and Carmella were going to get on just fine.

***

Daniel flopped back against the pillows, watching the two sexy women's cat-like bodies, climbing onto the bed either side of him. With some womanly instinct he didn't understand, they moved together in perfect coordination. Holly looked hot, that fire in her eyes would melt any man. But Rosie transcended even the blonde's sexiness. God, she was beautiful.

His freckled girlfriend leant over him, her full lips covering his. His recently spent cock obediently rose again, as inevitably as the sun rising in the morning. It was giving its own tribute to her beauty.

"Mmmm…" she groaned in approval, sitting up and stroking his hardness. "What do you think, Holly?"

The blonde sat up, too, her full, high tits bouncing deliciously as she moved. Daniel's cock grew another couple of inches.

"Careful, tiger," Holly grinned, nodding at his hardness. "That's Rosie's, not mine. But I have to say that right now it looks delicious.

Rosie saw his look of disappointment. "Poor baby," she teased. "Did we just spoil your fantasy?"

"No… yes… no…" he mumbled and all three of them laughed.

The redhead closed in and kissed him again. This one was warm, loving. "I told you the ground rules before we started… I'll never fuck another man again," she whispered, cupping his head in her hands and staring into his brown eyes. "And you'll never fuck another woman. Right, Daniel?"

The crinkly haired Englishman's eyes sent a tender signal back to his girlfriend. "Absolutely," he agreed, sealing the deal with another kiss.

"Good," Rosie nodded, her wide green eyes switching from innocence to wickedness in a split second. "But tonight, we can do everything else. Want to watch…"

She crawled past Daniel like a tiger seeking its prey. Was this really his sweet Rosie? Daniel wondered. This time it was Holly she was kissing, the two women's hands stroking each other's bodies as they played with one another's mouths. Then Holly was taking the initiative, unwilling to accept the subservient role. She hungrily returned the Sapphic kiss before pushing the redhead back on the bed.

Satisfied, her head dropped between the redhead's splayed thighs.

Rosie purred like a contented cat as the blonde's tongue rolled across her glistening pussy. If Daniel hadn't been fully erect before, he was now. Rock hard. He leant back against the pillows, watching the two women, unable to prevent his hand snaking down to stroke his aching cock.

Rosie stared at him, her eyes full of blissful lust. Her aroused smile transmitted her arousal to Daniel as she slid her fingers through Holly's blonde locks and began to slowly rock her hips up. This is our sexy friend doing this to me, her heavy-lidded eyes were telling him. Sexy, isn't it?

His stomach fluttered. He gulped twice in an unsuccessful attempt to force it to settle. The sight of Holly slipping two fingers into his mewling girlfriend and nibbling up her bare sex had him entranced. With each movement, Rosie lifted her lips, her increasingly glazed eyes remaining on the Englishman's.

She's had you once, her gaze seemed to be saying. Now she's having me!

The thought made his cock twitch and he let out a low moan. It was loud enough for Holly to hear. For a few seconds she left the treasure that was twitching on her tongue and turned her grinning face towards him.

Good, Daniel? Holly's gaze silently asked. Not as good as it would feel to fuck me. But you're enjoying this, nonetheless…

Rosie didn't allow either of them relief. She yanked Holly's head back down into her wet folds, this time locking her heels around the blonde's back and tightly squeezing her thighs around the working head.

"Yes," she moaned, her eyes clouding even further. She'd wanted Holly ever since the blonde had taken her under her wing. Wanted to kiss her, to touch her. Wanted the Englishwoman's tongue to fuck her like a cock, just as it was doing now. Having Daniel watch was an added bonus, but right now, the only thing that mattered was reaching the orgasm that was rapidly closing in.

When she came, her taut thighs stretched and her throaty moan filled the air. Reaching down to grip under Holly's arms, she pulled the blonde upward and found her lips, pushing her tongue into the juice-covered mouth.

The kiss grew deeper—longer—a thank you for her orgasm.

Then the redhead was reversing positions, pushing Holly flat on the bed. Turning her head to Daniel, the look in her eyes reinforced her words.

"Fuck me."

Leaning forward so that she raised her ass, Rosie's lips dropped to Holly's near perfect breasts and slurped on her nipples, one at a time. Her fingers dropped between the blonde's legs for the second time that night, caressing across the sensitive perfection of Holly's smooth mound.

The blonde hissed, tossing her head back and closing her brown eyes.

Daniel grabbed Rosie's hips and pulled her slowly towards him, careful not to disturb the debt she was beginning to repay to Holly. The redhead gave a soft whimper as he slipped himself between her legs.

"That's good, baby," she moaned against Holly's saliva covered swells.

Daniel tenderly began to rub his hardness along her heated furrow, loving the way Rosie pushed back against him. Both moved slowly. Their breaths grew ragged as they became caught up in the delicious soft friction between them. So slippery. So fucking smooth! Still he made no attempt to enter her.

Rosie looked back over her shoulder. Her eyes narrowing. The time was right. She'd scream the house down if he didn't start to fuck her right now…

Daniel gently adjusted his position. His hands drew her hips back against him. Her right hand snaked down between them and she eased him home. Where he belonged! Her body was so wet that his entry was fluid, seamless. They both gasped. Stroking her trembling hips, the Englishman gently pulled her back and then pushed her forward, in time with his slow, soft thrusts.

Only then did Rosie's eyes zero in on the wet lips of the puffed up labia no more than a few inches from her face. The inner folds glistened pink where they'd begun to peak out and even as Daniel began to fuck her, she lowered her head to the prize she wanted so much.

Holly's body jerked with the first lap of Rosie's tongue.

The redhead licked harder and drove her hips back against Daniel's with renewed energy. Holly's head lolled to the side, her glossy blonde hair cascading over one tanned shoulder. Her moans were deep, guttural.

This wasn't his girlfriend's first time with a woman. The thought sent a shiver down Daniel's spine.

Rosie eased back. There was no hurry. Daniel understood and reduced his urgent pace, too. Sexual magic filled the air.

The redhead's tongue slowly lapped along Holly's glistening labia, savouring the wonderfully tangy juices. Daniel fell into a lazy rhythm, drawing backwards until his cock was almost free before softly gliding back. Thrusting forward, he filled her completely again. Rosie moaned into Holly's sex, sucking the slippery clit into her mouth with each pump of his hips against her ass.

The three of them moved that way for some time. No urgency, the knowledge that a slow build up to their climaxes was going to make the moment even more pleasurable, more memorable.

The leisurely delight couldn't last. Lust took over.

Holly's hips began to hump upwards against Rosie's mouth. The redhead's backward thrusts and Daniel's forward momentum began to build. Before they knew it, all three of them were in a race towards orgasm, each attempting to take the other over the edge before satisfying themselves.

Rosie tore her lips from Holly's sex and shrieked, "Oh, Daniel, I'm so close."

He pumped faster, his sweat-sodden hips slapping her ass. Holly grabbed Rosie's head, gripping her tightly as she pushed her hard buttocks upwards and off the bed, driving herself closer to her own release.

It was the redhead who succumbed first. She buried her head into Holly's now humping pussy as she came, jabbing her tongue harder against the blonde.

Holly tried to hold back, but Rosie's shuddering mouth and haggard, balmy moans took the blonde over the edge. She cried as her orgasm shot through her, a thunderbolt of fire. When she came, the sensations didn't stop, her tremors driving her faster and faster down the side of the cliff.

Then it was Daniel's turn. He was grunting louder and louder with each frantic shove of his cock, his fingers a death grip on Rosie's hips.

The sight and sounds of the two orgasming women would be too much for any man. He came with a long, low growl that reverberated around his throat as he fired thick ropes into his girlfriend. The redhead gratefully thrust back with each burst, determined to milk every last drop.

Daniel's hands gripped his girlfriend's full breasts as the tremors shook him. Rosie's mouth sucked up Holly's flowing love juices. Holly collapsed forward over her female lover.

Even in their climax, the Three Musketeers were all for one, one for all…

***

Daniel and Rosie snuggled into each other's arms. Holly had left them less than half an hour earlier and they'd tenderly cuddled and kissed ever since.

"Are you okay with what just happened?" she asked, raising the subject for the first time since they'd been left alone. Her wide, green eyes stared up at him as she spoke, afraid of what he might say.

"Well…" he hesitated. Last night had been the most incredible experience of his sexual life, but he could never even dream of doing it again. It wasn't how he lived his life. "It was amazing Rosie, but …"

She laughed that delicious little laugh of hers. "Somehow it felt right. A way to thank Holly—and to draw a line underneath her as well. From now on, she'll be a wonderful friend, that's all. It's you and me from here on in, Daniel…"

"Agreed," he softly smiled, his hand tenderly stroking through her ruffled hair.

"Good," she smiled up at him, lifting high enough so that he could see her naked breasts. She felt his cock twitch. "Nice reaction, Musketeer," she praised him, before snuggling down against his naked chest again. "I'm so happy, Daniel."

"Me, too," he happily agreed, twisting around for a moment to reach for the two glasses of half drunk water that rested on the bedside table. "Here," he said, handing one to her. "I have a toast."

"Another toast?" she asked, half sitting up against him. "Haven't we done enough toasting? A toast to what?"

He clinked her glass. "Not what. Who. To Mrs. Stone."

She swung her puzzled head around to stare upwards into his grinning face. "Mrs. Stone?"

Daniel leant down to kiss the top of his girlfriend's copper locks. "That's you, Rosie. Or at least, it will be as soon as I make the arrangements. Better remember the name. You're going to be wearing it for the rest of your life."

THE END
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