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Present Day

I opened the cabin door and stepped out onto the rear deck of the double masted schooner as it sliced through calm Caribbean waters. The craft made a soft shushing sound that barely registered with me as it cleanly split the warm dark sea.  A soft breeze came across the deck from aft port to starboard, filling the sails and bringing the clean smell of the ocean with it. I loved it, all of it, but I needed it more.  My soul needed the balm of each of these calming sensations. 

The gritty feel of the non-slip deck paint was barely noticeable on my rough and calloused bare feet. Taking a moment, I breathed in the silence, broken only by the soft rhythmic tinking sounds of one of the halyards rapping against the mast in the light, steady breeze. The hollow, bell-like tone seemed to ring pure and clean.

Probably from the Genoa, it never stows properly. I thought absently to myself as I slowly allowed the soft sounds of the wind in the sails to soothe my troubled mind.

The night was moonless and crystal clear. Stars filled the sky in a way people bound to the land would never see or understand. I glanced to the stern and zoned out watching the phosphorescent glow of the wake. It was marred only by a sinewy ripple from one of the stern lines as it dragged out to about twenty yards from the craft. I stared a moment longer, not allowing myself to think before I turned to the bow and my future, whatever it may be.

Taking another breath, I padded around the main cabin, one hand holding the thermos of coffee I carried with me, the other absently moving from safety line to stay to safety line as I made my way to the bow. I sat cross-legged just abaft of the windlass; the old cargo shorts I wore protected my butt from the sandpaper-like deck paint. My only discomfort, and it wasn’t much, was the solid shape of the 9MM Springfield Hellcat I’d grown so used to carrying the last few years. Glancing around, I performed a quick visual check of the rigging against the starlit night sky before closing my eyes and hoping the warm, salty breeze would help me empty my head. 

After several minutes, I sighed and slowly unscrewed the thermos. Focusing on my task, I carefully poured steaming black coffee into the lid.  The rich scent of the dark brew came to me along with the faint, oaky smell of the hefty shot of bourbon I’d added before making my way on deck. 

I sipped the dark nectar in my hand and sighed again as the warm, sweet brew flowed through me. I took another careful sip before I placed the drink to one side and lay back to stare into the night sky. Minutes passed before I reached behind me to pull the gun from its holster and hold it in my hand, barrel loosely pointed down at the deck. 

I stared through the mass in my hand, eyes focused on the horizon.  Finally, I allowed my thoughts to return to the worn path they’d followed over the last year.  The emptiness and despair weren’t as strong as they’d been, but I’d long given up hope of losing those feelings. In fact, I now clung to them as a reminder of what was.

Memories long suppressed had bubbled to the surface, despite all my efforts to keep them hidden. A hot tear leaked from my tightly closed eyes as I struggled to come to terms with who I was and what I’d become.


One Year Ago

A delicate, crystal wine glass shattered against the rustic fieldstones of the fireplace with an almost cheerful tinkling sound. Shards glittered in the light of the fire as they fell to the hearth. Most of the glass and liquid it contained ended up in the roaring fire. The flames burned even brighter for a moment, betraying the fact that the liquid from the glass was far more volatile than just wine. 

“That fucking COCKSUCKER!” screamed a tall, elderly woman. Under normal circumstances, more public circumstances, some might even say she looked stately, serene, even regal. But that was the public persona she worked to maintain. From her expensive blue business suit and well-coiffed hair, carefully colored so not a hint of grey betrayed her age, everything bespoke wealth and class. All of it a disguise that hid a seething, rage filled beast. A beast that threatened to break free. Her barely held rage sent tremors through her body, reddened her face, and destroyed any image of a calm, collected businesswoman. A small bit of spittle beaded on her lower lip as it trembled almost in time to the clenching of her fists. She paused for a long moment; nostrils flared as she struggled to regain some form of composure. The fiery madness that occupied her eyes gleamed almost as bright as the fire.

Her silence allowed the man standing near the mantle time to surreptitiously wipe a few beads of liquor from his face. He then brushed glass from his expensive cream-colored wool sweater. He gazed fearfully at her from the corner of his eye, as if not willing to draw her further attention and ire.

She straightened from her exaggerated throwing stance and, apparently calmer, strode to a side table holding a decanter of amber liquid and a wine glass matching the one now decorating the logs in the fireplace. Stopping herself, she gestured imperiously with long slender fingers to the decanter.

“Pour me a glass.” Her tones were cold, almost brittle, as she stood waiting for her demand to be filled. Normally full lips were pursed in a tight line as she struggled to remain calm. Unconsciously, she moved both hands to her face, resting them on her cheeks and pulling back slightly, as if trying to smooth non-existent wrinkles. Those had already been removed by a combination of Botox and surgery, leaving her skin looking tight and unnatural - but wrinkle free.

“Yes, dear, of course.” The man at the fireplace moved quickly to fill her glass which he then handed to her. With a quick tilt, she drained half the glass, her dark expression unchanged despite what had to be at least 100 proof liquor.

“That fucking cocksucker and his filthy, slutty whores.” She stated in the same cold brittle tones. Her eyes narrowed in thought. Her anger betrayed by the nervous twitching of her left fingers as they twirled a giant diamond wedding ring. “I should have aborted the fucking ungrateful piece of shit. Even if daddy…. Well, it’s not too late.” She downed another gulp as she finished, a grim smile on her lips as she pulled the glass away to peer at the remaining drops.

“Janice, dear, he is a prick but…” The man began timidly, as he stared down at the floor. She took a quick step in his direction, smirking as he flinched from her. Without pause, she slapped him across the face, first with her right hand, shattering the fluted glass she still held onto his temple. Shards of broken crystal glittered in his salt and peppered hair, and a moue of shock and fear contorted his face as she then smacked him with her left hand. The heavy gold and diamond encrusted wedding ring she wore tore an ugly gash on his cheek. Blood streamed down both sides of his face as he quivered then cowered away from her. His hands were quickly raised to staunch the crimson stream and perhaps fend off another blow.

“Shit!” she exclaimed as she saw splattered blood on her white silk shirt. “Just keep your fucking mouth shut, you pussy.” She whirled away from him and gestured to a man who’d been standing silently in a back corner of the room. “It’s time. Send the messages. All of them.” She walked over and ruffled the fur on the head of a stuffed and mounted dog, an Airedale, and chuckled.

The silent man nodded before moving to the closed pocket doors. Both ignored the silent sobs coming from the man now crouched by the fireplace, hands pressed to either side of his bloody face.

“Oh, Gerard,” she said as the servant started to slide open the doors.

“Ma’am.”

“Get someone to clean him up.” She gestured disdainfully at the man on the floor. Her husband.

Half an hour later, over a thousand miles away, a computer chimed with incoming mail.


Chapter 1

A finely sculpted and tan woman sat on the center of the king-sized bed.  She wore nothing but that tan and a thin platinum necklace with matching platinum anklet.  Propped up on her right arm, she left the other gently resting on the straining buttocks of the man before her.  Her long blonde hair was in an artfully tangled cascade, part flowing forward to barely cover the top of one full, copper toned breast. The rest was thrown back over her shoulder, disappearing.  The nipple of one tit was just barely visible as it kissed the shoulder of the man she leaned against. 

Her light green eyes were locked on the figure beneath the man, another tan and nude woman wearing matching platinum jewelry.  Her hair was a dark brunette, slightly sun kissed and streaked with highlights. At that moment, her face was the picture of passion and lust as she held her eyes tightly closed matching her pursed lips. 

The brunette's left nipple was held firmly in the bright white teeth of the man as he visibly strained between her legs.  He released the nipple to push himself up on muscular arms and clenched his pelvic and abdominal muscles.  His face was a rictus of pure pleasure and release as he pushed his hips between the spread legs of the woman beneath him. A condom wrapper was incongruously perched on the tip of the brunette's right breast.

“Hang on guys, relax for a minute.”  I called out and stepped back from the scene, camera in hand.  I hated the image of the condom wrapper as it broke the gentle curves of the bodies in the photo.  “Lilly, toss the wrapper aside.  I have another idea.  Just stay in the mood for a few more minutes.” All three models chuckled as they ‘relaxed’. 

“Sure thing, love.”  Lilly called back as she grabbed the wrapper and dropped it to the floor. She winked at me and wriggled a bit under Shane, the male model who was now moving on top of her with a slow, steady thrusting. I caught whispers and light giggles from the trio as I moved around the bed and grabbed a decorative bowl from the nightstand. Shane continued slowly rocking his hips as he whispered to Lilly. The three largely ignored me as they focused on ‘staying in the mood.’ Moving back to my original position, I took a box of assorted condoms and dumped them in the bowl, carefully adjusting a few to rise above the rim. 

As I maneuvered the condoms, I glanced to Shane as he continued to absentmindedly move his hips to work his cock in Lilly while they waited for me to return to the camera. Shane’s tan matched that of the two women in bed with him, light brown with no signs of tan lines.  He wore his blonde hair short, great when a photographer, like me, was relying on facial expression to sell the mood of a shoot.

“Hmmm, you aren’t going soft on me. Are you?”  Lilly teased him with a playful pursing of her lips as punctuation. She then followed up with a wriggle of her body as she lay beneath him. “We aren’t finished yet.” He grinned at her as he gave a deep thrust that brought a gasp and laughter.

“Hard isn’t an issue, not cumming is.” He joked back as he returned to a slow steady rhythm.  “Shit! Especially when you clench like that.” He gasped then chuckled along with her tinkling laughter. Despite my attention to the details that I was looking for in this shoot, I found myself grinning and shaking my head at their antics.

A few years ago, I might have struggled to keep my focus north of my belt.  But years of shooting these erotic sets had given me an ability to step back and focus on the work, rather than the action.  Well, for the most part.  I allowed myself that final thought as I gave Kenedi a grin and wink.

“OK, I need just a few more shots for this set then we are done, Kenedi.” I addressed the blonde who glanced at me with a quick, warm smile.  “Kinda repeat what you were just doing. I want your face in most of these; the look should be anticipation. Think horny and when is it my turn?” I smirked at her knowing she would take the hint.

“Got it.” Kenedi winked back in my direction then pursed her lips into a kiss before returning her focus to the couple beneath her.

“Shane, same with you, give me an orgasm look when I call for it.” Shane chuckled and gave a few more playful pelvic thrusts.

“Ha, no fair!” Lilly gasped as she lay under him, one leg now wrapped around his legs, just beneath Kenedi’s hand. The banter was natural and fun, something we’d found necessary in these shoots. 

“Lilly, keep your face turned in this direction. I want your eyes closed, grip his arm tight.” As I spoke, I moved to crouch near the nightstand then backed a few feet until I had just the right angle. I made a few quick adjustments before I took a test shot. Glancing at the screen on my camera, I nodded my head in satisfaction.

“Shane and Kenedi, I’ll be getting your faces in these. Shane, flex everything. Lilly, squeeze his arm. Yeah, right at the bicep.” As the models followed my directions, I began taking shots while occasionally calling for them to hold positions before moving on.

A light sheen of sweat glistened on Shane’s forehead in the bright studio lighting. Kenedi shifted slightly, kneeling and bent over Shane, her tits touching his back as her left hand gripped his ass.  She gave every impression of pushing him, driving him deeper into Lilly. 

“Too much?”  He asked Lilly as she gave a slight gasp.

“No, harder if you want. You know I don’t mind it rough.” She smirked up at him then remembered the shoot and returned to her passionate model face. I chuckled as I continued taking shots. 

“Shane, I want to do a few more like we did at the start but with Kenedi more involved. Hold yourself on your right arm, roll your body with your back to Kenedi and pull out of Lilly.  Kenedi, kneel behind him, yeah, like that. Good, Kenedi, reach around and grab his cock.” They moved smoothly according to my directions, Shane’s long cock, covered in a bright blue condom slid from Lilly, both models hid slightly frustrated looks. I glanced over and caught Kenedi’s grin. She knew. 

Kenedi quickly reached down, grabbed Shane at the base of his cock and wriggled it so the tip slid along Lilly’s swollen labia.

“Ahhhh, damn you!” Lilly gasped out then sucked her lower lip between her teeth.  Whether on purpose or from arousal her pose gave me some additional great shots.

“Sorry, love.” Kenedi replied to Lilly, no sorrow in her voice, just humor, which she professionally kept off her face as she manipulated Shane’s cock, rubbing it again on Lilly’s sensitive clit.

“Damn.” Shane grunted as he held an awkward, but photogenic pose while his cock was handled by one gorgeous woman and rubbed against the pussy of another. That was the thing about shooting good erotica. Very few couples, or threesomes, look great when having sex. Most of those amazing photos are purely posed.   

Think about it. The goal in sex is to bring yourself, and hopefully your partner, to orgasm by grinding your bodies against one another, or using tongue and mouth. Most people don’t think about how they place an arm, or if they are flexing abs or legs to the best visual effect during sex. Instead, they think about the physical sensations coursing through their bodies. 

To shoot a great, artistic sex scene requires models to follow direction, hold poses and often hold their bodies in ways they just wouldn’t do normally. Then repeat, go back, and hold a pose for a retake, or two. I’ve even had models stop a very heated session to lift weights, so their arm muscles stood out. I chuckled as I remembered the last time and the very frustrated models.

True, in a lot of porn the actors are given basic instructions and then are just told to go at it. The goal there is to show graphic sexual scenes until a final climax. In those cases, the photographer just walks around and shoots, hoping for the best, or zooms in on genitals. 

That didn’t work for me, for my work. I wanted to celebrate human sexuality while creating erotic, passionate scenes. For me, that meant including the models faces, which required them to either be awesome actors who could fake the passion and appearance of liking the person they were with, or they had to be into the person and the sex.

I learned early on that it wasn't always possible to fake the passion. For our work it was best if the models got into the scene. These poses and shoots captured what I considered the essence of the models. I needed them to like each other, to want each other so the tedium of a long shoot could be overcome.

“Good! Shane, push in as deep as you can and keep your body turned to me.  Kenedi, hold his cock as he does, kneel a little higher, see if you can rest your tits on his hip. Good, OK, just fuck like that until I tell you to stop.” I snapped several shots as Shane slowly pushed in and out of Lilly.

“You mean at the base? Should I hang on and sort of stop him from going all the way? Kenedi asked while the three held the last pose.

“Yeah, sorry. Hold him at the base of his cock. Let your hand push against Lilly’s pussy then everyone hold.” I replied quickly.

“OK, great. Now, Shane, stop about half in, I need to get a few showing the rubber. Kenedi, put your hand on his stomach, just above his cock. Great! Shane, fuck her hard. I want to get some motion in her tits. Lilly, grab the side of the bed for me.”

“Mmm. Yes, harder!” Lilly moaned and grabbed her tits just long enough to pull both nipples before she grabbed the sheets as Shane increased his pace. I adjusted my camera settings and listened to the moans from the bed as the two fucked. I wanted to be sure to stop the motion without blur. After snapping two shots I pulled back to look at the screen. Perfect! The sound of the models fucking just registered as background noise as I considered the next shots.

“Lilly, reach up and play with one of Kenedi’s tits. Kenedi, bite your lip and close your eyes. Bring your left hand down between you and Shane and play with your pussy.  Shane, keep going.” I shifted my position again, this time leaning over and shooting across the bowl of condom wrappers. 

The dig of my pistol into my waist was barely noticed. I took a few photos blurring the group while making sure the condoms were in sharp focus. “Shane, turn a little more and pull out as much as you can as you fuck.  Lilly, play with your tits then rub your pussy. Excellent!”

The photos were going to be great, I already had what I needed for this part of the commission, this last part was for fun, something Lilly and Shane had been waiting to hear. Fun for the models and fun for me. Lilly and Shane had been fucking on and off for nearly an hour at this point. I knew they were fighting off orgasms as we went through the shoot. Telling Shane to pick up the pace and Lilly to play with herself was a signal they both understood.

“Mmmmm, shit!” Lilly gasped as she furiously rubbed her clit in a circular motion, while Shane’s cock slid in and out with a wet slurping sound.  The sight of her tits bouncing with each thrust was mesmerizing. I continued to shoot through her orgasm, which was followed quickly by Shane’s grunted explosion.

“Damn.” He said with feeling as he slowly pulled from Lilly. His long member drooping, the tip of the condom engorged with fluid. I took a few more photos, deciding those would be added to the proofs I sent to the customers. After all, one of the requirements was to show a couple, or threesome, engaged in safe sex.

“Hmmmm... yes…”  I was pulled away from my thoughts as Kenedi, almost forgotten, brought herself to a hissing climax before slowly dropping down to drape her body across Lilly’s chest. Shane, now perched on his heels, reached out to pat Kenedi’s firm, round ass before he slid from the bed. He grabbed a box of tissues and expertly removed and wrapped the used condom before dropping it in a trash can. He then stepped over to where I was loading photos from the camera to a computer.

I’d paused a moment when I saw the email that had appeared sometime during the shoot. Quickly, I used the mouse to slide it into a folder, something to read and worry about later.   

“You guys have done a lot with the studio.” Shane paused near me to look at the computer screen and the images displayed. Hands on hips, he nonchalantly used a tissue to finish cleaning himself. “Did you get what you need?”

“Yeah, I think so. You three looked great!” I replied with forced cheer.

“They really want these crazy colored condoms?” Shane asked curiously as he picked up a brightly colored condom wrapper.

“Ummm, yep. They think it will help push the idea of safe sex in the club. They are big into keeping clients safe and happy. It’s one of the reasons why I needed shots of you partly in her. It showed the condom.” I told him as I scrolled through photos.  Stopping at one that illustrated my point. 

“Most of the work on the studio is thanks to Kenedi. She’s been fighting with contractors and the owners to hash out a good deal.” I finally answered the other part of his question. Lilly wandered over as we stared at the screen, leaving Kenedi laying on the bed, propped on one side to stare at us. Kenedi’s eyes lit up at my praise and she gave me a slow, wink loaded with promise.

“Those do look good.” Lilly smiled at me as she wrapped an arm around my waist.  Her breathing was still heavy as she snuggled in close, firm sweaty boobs pressed into me. Her nipples were solid little pebbles, poking into my side through my soft white shirt in a most pleasant manner. The smell of her sex was sweet and enticing as she hugged me even tighter. She squirmed slightly as the butt of my concealed Sig ground into her stomach.

“I’m going to take a quick shower before we drive over to meet Jill and Gary. You have my ring?” She asked with an impish smile as I handed over the wedding ring.  Smiling, I remembered giving it to her several years ago when I asked her to marry me. Lilly wore the ring everywhere; the only exception was when we were doing a shoot.  Then, she made sure to hand it to me at the start of the session and collect it as soon as we finished.

“Call me if you have another gig. I love working with you guys.” Shane said as he hurriedly pulled on shorts and a shirt with the logo of a local restaurant. “Oh, thanks for moving this to the morning. I have to work the evening shift and really wanted to get some beach time! Later, Lilly, Kenedi, Kyle.” I walked him to the studio entrance, opened the locked door and handed him an envelope.

“Pay for the shoot. I will have more work in the next week or two. How do you feel about groups?” I asked with a smirk.

“Fine! You know I got no problems or hang-ups.” He grinned at me, perfect white teeth in a tan face, framed by blonde hair. I always thought ‘beach bum’ when I saw him and knew it was a look he cultivated while at college. He was in his final year as an architecture student. I promised to call as I locked the door behind him glancing up and down the street for strangers, strange cars or just… strange before I slowly returned to the backroom.


Chapter 2

I walked slowly back to the studio entrance. Lilly’s squirming as she hugged me brought back our conversations from the last year. As threats from my mother became more blatant, I feared for Lilly and Kenedi. My mother was just crazy enough to try something stupid. Her threats forced me to delve into a past I’d truly hoped to leave behind and not share that past with Lilly and Kenedi. 

Lilly and Kenedi understood why I wanted to carry, but I knew it still made them uncomfortable. It took a conversation with Victor, our attorney and my grandfather’s attorney and friend before that to convince them. Victor shared information that shocked even me and laid bare what we were dealing with. He’d been investigating her finances and actions over the past several decades and had uncovered circumstantial evidence of murder, drug dealing, and worse. He didn’t want to share details but cautioned us that she was a throwback to the worst of the mafia crime bosses. 

“My young friends, I’ll put it this way. She even scares the hell out of Central American Cartels.” It was Victor’s utter sincerity and fear when he spoke that drove me to purchase several handguns and train with experts. I still had no idea why my mother was so set on destroying me. But, after the threats, the arson of our Chicago studio, and Victor’s almost cryptic warnings of dealings he was investigating, I wasn’t willing to be defenseless.

I’d stopped my wool gathering as I neared the studio entrance. Kenedi’s voice sounded through the closed door, and I didn’t want to interrupt her conversation. Even though I couldn’t make out the words, it was obvious she was on the phone. I stopped and sat in one of the comfortable chairs she’d found to decorate the waiting area. Now that the shoot was over, I felt a need to be alone with my thoughts. And read the email again. It didn’t take long to parse through the two words.

“Time’s Up.” I frowned. As I reread the message, a cold foreboding chill ran up my spine. The last several messages from…my mother, had become more and more threatening despite being vague enough the cops wouldn’t do anything. Messages I knew I had to take seriously. Not so much for myself, but for the two women I loved. 

I sat back and closed my eyes as I reflected over the last several years. Life had been so simple before I met Lilly. I’d been a successful attorney, ready to retire at the ripe old age of 40. Not just retire, hindsight had forced me to realize my real goal had been to escape people and the complications they brought.

The idea of a relationship, other than casual sex, never occurred to me before I met Lilly. Sex, sure, that was great, and I never had an issue finding a willing partner for a night.  Willing meaning, one who had no intention of creating a relationship beyond fuck buddies. Then, I met Lilly.

Before her, I was the quintessential workaholic attorney. Sort of. I hated crowds and avoided the courtroom like the plague, but I worked long hours, hell, I worked my ass off with one goal in mind: retiring, leaving, hiding. Fortunately, I was great with research and made a niche for myself as a damn good corporate attorney. 

Lilly was a young, up and coming attorney hired by my firm before she even graduated. She was that talented. Almost from the moment she walked through the doors, she worked to earn a reputation as a no-nonsense professional. Some of the men in the office referred to her as an ice princess, after she’d politely but firmly turned them away. 

I appreciated that about her as I personally avoided any office affairs, much less real friendships. In fact, Lilly and I had little to do with one another for nearly a year after she was hired. Until the partners put us together to work a tough case.  

I had my own reputation in the office beyond the professional one.  I was considered cute, but cold having rebuffed a few advances from some of the women I worked with. I had a few rules regarding relationships.  First, never date anyone in the office and second, never get serious. That first rule was tested often over the years as sexy young secretaries and attorneys flirted with me. Most were just looking to be a trophy wife and harnessing a wealthy lawyer would be a real prize. 

My second rule was much easier to follow. Never get serious. Hell, with my background I was sure I didn’t know what a good serious relationship would look like.  So, I had a steady group of friends with benefits. Women, who like me, wanted to get laid but without any complications. Life was good, or so I thought. 

My need to stay away from a meaningful relationship grew from a cruel and abusive childhood.  One I had tried my darndest to forget. In the last few years before I left Chicago, I realized I hadn’t just wanted to forget. I needed to ensure I stopped the crazy with me. Then I met Lilly.

Like I said, Lilly changed everything. I guess it would be fair to say we changed life for each other.  I’d worked with many other women and was never tempted to break one of my cardinal rules.  Probably because I kept up my guard with them.  Somehow, that first project with Lilly was different, something sparked.  Maybe it was because I knew I was so close to chucking it all. I’d relaxed. Maybe. Whatever it was, I soon realized I was comfortable with her. She had become a friend and confidant. We soon found ourselves shyly, tentatively sharing more and more personal information. 

Early on, Lilly discovered my secret passion for photography and took it on herself to work to convince me just how good I was. Honestly, I always knew I was good. I just never had the nerve to allow the ‘artistic’ side of me to come out. It made me feel too vulnerable. Hell, the photos in my office were all taken by me and nobody, but Lilly, ever knew that fact. 

The fact she was serious didn’t really sink in until she opened up and shared, what could be, a career ending secret. Lilly had been a model in college. In fact, she modeled enough to pay off her student debt and had seriously considered it as a career. I knew she was telling me this to show she knew what she was talking about. It was when she told me she’d also done some nude modeling that I realized the level of trust that had grown between us.  It’s funny to think back and realize one moment, one simple shared interest, is what brought us together. It also sent a shiver down my spine to realize how fragile that single instance was in our life.

As our friendship grew, we shared more with each other than either of us had ever done with anyone else. We both found something safe in the budding friendship and were careful to not disturb its growth. 

It soon came as a surprise to me to realize I trusted her as much as she trusted me.  Looking back, I realize we were both lonely, looking for someone we could count on. At first, we kept our relationship purely on a friend level, no benefits, both sensing the delicate balance we walked. I’d shared with her my plans to retire soon, information I knew helped keep the brakes on anything more between us.  

Then, as always happens in life, circumstances intervened. Another one of those crazy, fragile timing moments. My grandfather died. My filthy rich grandfather who decided to leave me nearly everything while cutting out his daughter.

In an instant, my plan to retire could be realized, but there was Lilly. With the realization that I could chuck it all and follow my heart came the stunning revelation that I wanted to share my life with someone else. 

That was a terrifying revelation for me. I’d been lonely, empty, and while I didn’t want to return to that existence, I also realized I couldn’t bear the thought of dragging her into what could be a horrible relationship. I was terrified to tell Lilly how I felt but screwed up my courage, and for the first time in my life, I gave someone access to my feelings. I was sure Lilly had some interest in me but had no idea her feelings were as deep as mine. I still can’t believe how easy it was to move from friends to lovers and business partners and now a married couple… with complications.

The months that followed were more a fairy tale than reality. I quit the firm and started a photography business with Lilly as a managing partner. Business was amazing. Her knowledge of the modeling world and our combined business acumen, plus a healthy nest egg from my inheritance, helped us quickly establish a reputation as one of the ‘go to’ studios in Chicago. Everyone from models to stock car teams wanted me. I sighed, shaking my head, and chuckled to myself as I thought how some of my ‘practice’ work turned the business and our lives upside-down. 

It started innocently enough with Lilly doing some very artistic nudes to help build our portfolio. That work pushed me to the limits to find ways to capture those nudes while maintaining her anonymity as she was still working for the law firm. Working with another studio name, we entered the work in contests and found ourselves selling many of them online. Hell, we soon had a regular following with requests for commission work from a few clients.

Gradually, our work became more erotic, challenging both of us to really think about sex and our relationship. The defining moment came when we decided to accept an erotic couples shoot for one of our clients. The original idea had been that any sex would be implied. I snorted aloud as I recalled how we struggled with keeping things implied, and happily failing.

Lilly shocked me. Well, I shocked myself in those early years. I’d always approached sex and relationships in a semi-casual manner. Something I’d learned to protect myself, and others, as I was growing up. Lilly did not. In fact, she’d only had a handful, or less, of lovers before we met. A self-described prude she’d earned that office reputation as an ice-princess. I shook my head and grinned as I thought back on those early days of discovery with her: swinger’s clubs, photo shoots that were essentially gang bangs and more.

Our first ‘couples’ shoot had come about by accident. We had a male model over to work a shoot for a clothing company. Lilly had just finished a lingerie shoot with me and didn’t bother changing when… Billy, yeah, it was Billy, came into the studio. Lilly helped him adjust his shirt and I took a few photos. They looked hot, the young couple getting ready for work… or play. Nothing much happened during that shoot other than Lilly teasing me unmercifully as she brought Billy’s hands close to her nearly bare tits.  Later, we talked about our sexual needs and how far we would push.

Yeah, she blasted through any Catholic school girl prudishness she might have had. I thought with an expanded rueful grin. Then there was Kenedi and the crazy blackmail scheme from my mother. My thoughts quickly soured as I once again plumbed the depths of that cesspool.

Yes, gramps left me his mansion in the Keys, a fortune and a few other odds and ends, but mom was disgustingly wealthy in her own rights. I still had no idea why she would want to ruin my life as well as Lilly and Kenedi, but she did. Sending prints of some of the more erotic sets from shoots Lilly and I did to our former law firm and others. Only, it backfired in the long run. Sure, Lilly lost her job and professional reputation, but my mother didn’t count on how tough she was. How tough we were.

Lilly hit it head on, pridefully. We didn’t go out of our way to publicize what was happening, but word spread in certain circles. Hell, it spread like wildfire among some of the rich and famous who now ‘HAD’ to have a photo done by the infamous ‘Kyle Frances’. We soon had more work than we could handle. Damn, I’ve become a ruminating old man. I chuckled at myself then sobered as I followed the trail of my thoughts.

Despite my best efforts I worried her foulness was rubbing off on me. Here I was carrying a gun… and more. The matching jewelry the women wore and promised never to remove. Each piece held an expensive tracking device. All were provided by Victor after his insistence my mother would ‘up the ante’. I told Lilly and Kennedi they were our version of a wedding ring. I even had a necklace made for myself with a silver coin from an old Spanish galleon hanging from it, matching smaller coins on the women’s bracelets. 

Just then, the sound of Kenedi’s voice broke my train of thought. I smiled as I listened to her end of the conversation. That cheerful, almost innocent voice tended to make me smile.

“Oh God!  Yes, they had so much fun. We all did! I’ll call you with the date and time for the next shoot.” Kenedi must have walked up to the front to check on me while she was talking. Her voice faded as I imagined her turning away from the door and walking deeper into the room. ‘Fuck this.  I don’t need to be so damned depressed.’ I scolded myself as I stood and moved into the studio.

I found Kenedi still naked and sprawled across the sheets. She gifted me a slow, languid smile and tossed her phone aside as I approached.  

“That was Mark. He was checking on the next shoot.” She grinned at me. “Apparently he can’t get his mind off the Valentine’s fun we had.”

“We need to get on the date for that shoot…. but maybe later.” I allowed my eyes to wander over her body. Not as her photographer. Now I was looking at her as my lover, my friend and my… Well, the third person in my oddly wonderful polyamorous relationship.

“Come here my love. I am so fucking horny. You know getting off with my fingers just doesn’t satisfy.” Kenedi called in soft, sultry tones.

I undressed slowly, needing no additional prompting as I smiled down at her, a feeling of warmth and contentment filled me. Far beyond lust and sexual desire, or maybe those feelings added onto a deep love for this woman as she lay before me. I carefully laid the holstered gun on the nightstand before crawling onto the bed.

I slid between her legs, kissing her from moist labia to breasts then to her long, slender neck. Her hands reached between us to grasp my solid cock and guide it into her as I moved up to kiss her lips. Kenedi played her tongue along my chin and around my lips. Her soft moans as I slowly entered her only served to fuel my arousal.

My glans was suddenly warm and wet as she maneuvered it between her lips and gently to her opening. We both gasped as I slid in her, slowly, as I knew she liked, as we both liked. Her pussy felt like warm, wet velvet encasing my shaft in a sensual embrace. Her practiced muscles clenched around my cock rhythmically as I worked deeper.

“Yes.” She sighed in my ear as I slid more of my length in her. My mouth found her neck again and began slowly kissing and licking her from just under her chin to her earlobes, all the while slowly pushing into her. “I love you.”

“I love you too.” I whispered, willing sincerity into every word. I needed her to know the truth of the statement.  As my shaved balls pushed against her wetness it was my turn to gasp.  Arching my back, I pushed deeper and held that moment. Neither of us willing to break the tableau until our bodies demanded more. Then, we moved slowly, in synch with the other, her legs wrapped around by buttocks, our lips pressed together.

The kisses weren’t feverish or hurried, just slow and passionate as was our love making. We went on for moments as each of us built to orgasm. The slight sensation of the bed dipping, as Lilly lay next to us, wasn’t a disruption but rather a completion of the moment. We both needed her to be present. 

I opened my eyes to glance at Lilly and caught a smile of contentment on her face followed by a quick and happy wink as she noted my glance. Holding her eyes in mine, I slowly increased my pace to match Kenedi’s almost desperate motion, both of us nearing release. 

Kenedi reached out one hand to Lilly, who took it tenderly, their fingers intertwining.  Kenedi’s breathing suddenly increased and I felt her roll her hips to push her vulva against my pubis, grinding almost painfully as she began a series of shuddering motions. Sharp gasps came from between her clenched teeth as her orgasm overcame her.

My cock was squeezed gently by the rhythmic seizures of her pussy during orgasm. Holding off as long as I could, I began to cum as she neared the end of her climax.  Warm jets of fluid rushed from me to fill her. I shuddered, my steady movement now falling into a paroxysm as my glans went from pleasantly stimulated to incredibly sensitive. I dropped my head to rest in the space between Kenedi’s neck and shoulder. Breathing deeply, I took in her musky scent. 

“Stop.” I giggled to her, yes giggled, as she playfully rolled her hips knowing the friction she created on my dick head would drive me wild. Lilly’s tinkling laugh filled the room. Knowing two could play that game, I pushed my still hard member into Kenedi, braving another moment of heightened sensation to fill her and rub her clit with the smooth skin just above the base of my shaft. I was rewarded with a gasp and giggle.

“OK!  Done. Tie!” Kenedi blurted out. “Now, off me. You two have to hurry.” I did roll from her and into Lilly’s arms. She held me briefly then shoved playfully.

“Off me you stinky beast! Get in the shower, we do need to hurry.” Her actions betrayed her words as she clutched me to her towel clad body and kissed me deeply. I felt Kenedi’s soft fingers slide gently over my cheek, moving down to where my lips met Lilly’s. Opening my eyes, I watched those fingers move on to tenderly caress Lilly’s cheek. There was no denying the depth of emotion in Kenedi’s eyes, the depth of her love.

I marveled at the relationship the three of us had built over the last two years. We could easily move from heated, passionate scenes to the ones like we currently experienced. Tender and loving, as if reflecting my thoughts, Lilly kissed me again, then moved to Kenedi, who met her halfway for another gentle and loving kiss.

“I love you both, so very much.” She whispered. “Now, get your ass in gear, mister.”  She directed at me in a stern but playful tone. “Both of you. I will get things shut down and ready for us to leave.”

“Yes ma’am.” With that, I rolled from the bed, followed closely by Kenedi, and marched off to the bathroom. “You’re sure you are good driving home alone tonight?” I asked Kenedi as we stepped into the large shower.

“Sure. I’ll be fine. I’m a big girl.” She told me with a stern look. “You guys just be safe; you’ll be coming home late. Besides, I have to finalize closing on this place and some other business.” I’d turned on the shower as she spoke, and without a word, I moved under the spray. Moving aside only so she could get some time in the spray while I soaped up.

“You really did an awesome job getting this deal set. Especially arranging for us to start work before closing. Those guarantees were brilliant.” I manfully ignored her rapid hands as they soaped her body to a gorgeous froth. What is it about soapy tits that arouse men? I shook my head as I began imagining another photo shoot. 

“Lilly and I work well together. Her legal know-how and my business acumen are a fearsome pairing.” She stood before me, hands on soapy hips as she struck a pose when she said acumen.

“Oh geez!” I laughed and stepped forward to give her a hug.  She returned my embrace firmly, resting her head on my shoulder as she pressed her body against mine. We were interrupted by a firm knocking on the glass shower door. Lilly stood beyond the glass, toothbrush in mouth which she removed to wave at us.

“Keep that up and I will join you, then we really will be late.”  She snorted as she turned back to the sink. Kenedi and I laughed and quickly finished our shower.


Chapter 3

“Hey! I think that’s it.” Lilly exclaimed from the passenger seat a few hours later as we cruised North on the iconic A1A somewhere between Hollywood and Miami.  The Atlantic was to our right, sunlight glistening off the surface.  I glanced first at Lilly as she spoke, leaning closer to me over the gear shift as she peered then pointed to a building.  I caught a faint whiff of her shampoo, a clean fresh scent and admired the view over her shoulder, then of her shoulder.  She caught me staring and gave me an infectious, teasing grin while gesturing with wiggling fingers.

“Yep. It matches Jill’s description and there are all those contractor vans and pickups parked in front.” I replied slowly as I glanced in the direction she pointed. “My dear Holmes, I do believe we’ve deduced the location.” Lilly simply shook her head and gave me an exasperated look.

The building in question was a 3-story hotel on the left side of the road, facing the beach. This part of the highway was spotted with random hotels, some dated from the 40’s as well as a few more modern buildings. A true eclectic mix as was much of this part of Florida. The region had been hit hard by the last recession. Many of the older buildings, some only just renovated before the crash, were then abandoned for years.  The building we were nearing stood on the corner of a block that looked to have been part of the new phase of renovations sweeping the area, with cute small shops and boutique businesses filling every available space.  

I slowed the car and pulled into a small parking garage nestled on one side of the building.  The southern Florida heat was sweltering, hitting us with a wave of moisture and heat as we stepped from our gray BMW 5 series sedan.  I didn’t mind it, in fact, I loved the mélange of smells from the nearby ocean and tropical plants lining the sidewalks. I was wearing my, now traditional for me, linen shorts and white linen shirt with leather sandals, perfect for the weather. Completing my ensemble was my well-worn but trusty Canon Mark III, hanging from a shoulder strap.

I stood by my door, smirking, as Lilly walked around the car and grabbed my hand.  I knew she frowned on what she called the ‘false trappings of chivalry’ so I just stood there and waited for her.  Things like men opening doors or pulling chairs when a woman sat were two of her biggest pet peeves.  I liked to do those things for her, but I have to admit, I also loved times like this, when I could stand and enjoy her approach.

Lilly’s version of casual, Southern Florida attire was a pale yellow, almost white sundress.  The top was held up by thin spaghetti straps but actually had enough cloth to fully conceal her ample cleavage.  The skirt ended just above her knees, allowing an expansive view of her shapely legs. All in all, the look was sexy but also somehow conservative.  A contrast I found very attractive and loved about my beautiful partner as I knew that the dichotomy of images was far more than skin deep. She smirked as she neared me, playfully chucking my arm before grabbing my hand.     

“Let’s walk around to the front and get a good view before we head in.”  I told Lilly as she grasped my hand and squeezed it gently as if recognizing my thoughts and encouraging them.  I smiled at her and returned the gentle squeeze of acknowledgement. 

Over the years we had developed our own unspoken dialect of touches, smiles and significant looks. A fact that constantly amazed me whenever I considered the man I was before I met Lilly.  My mind continued to drift pleasantly as I thought over the adventures of the last few years only to be brought abruptly to reality when Lilly laughingly tugged my arm.

“Hey, you seriously have to stop living in your head.” 

“Haha.  Sorry, just think about how much life has changed and how happy I am!” That brought a smile to her face and a happy sigh to her lips.

“Me too.” She smiled back, her gorgeous blue green eyes seemed as if they were trying to pierce my soul for some deeper understanding.    The stare went on longer than I expected, almost as if she had more to say but she simply ended with another, “Me too”, and rested her head on my shoulder for a brief moment.

Before stepping from the garage into the blazing sunlight, we each dropped a pair of sunglasses from our heads to cover our eyes.  Lilly’s were a stylish pair of Coach while I stuck to my decades old Oakleys.  

“OK, I’m getting used to the heat but this is ridiculous. The first week in March and we are in the upper 80’s!” Lilly said good naturedly as we left the shade for the sun baked sidewalk, our sandled feet crunching lightly on the sand blown up from the beach.  “Not even a breeze from the ocean.”

I heard a happy sigh as she looked out over a few hundred yards of white sand to the unusually still, blue green Atlantic. Her free hand pulled her skirt from her legs before allowing it to drape back, creating a slight cooling breeze. The fluttering fabric drew my eye, then her muscled and tanned legs kept my gaze.

“Ha, you just don’t like wearing clothes.”  I chuckled and skipped away from her playful jab at my ribs before continuing. “I know, we can go in soon.  I just wanted to get a look at what they’ve done in front, for the exterior shots.”  I glanced at the ocean then turned to peer at the old building behind us.  The camera rose to my face, almost without thinking as I quickly adjusted focus and took a few shots.  The building must have just been painted, as the cream color looked fresh and new in the afternoon sun.  I noted the dark tint on the lower windows marred only with elegant lettering spelling out the words, ‘Nouvelle Expérience.’  I chuckled at the sight and muttered, “New Experience indeed.”

“Well, they definitely do subtle, in a backhanded way.” Lilly caught my words and figured the reason quickly.

I stared back at the entrance to the club, thinking again about the steps that brought us to this point.  Jill and Gary were a set of unlikely friends, slash business acquaintances we met through our photography studio a little over four years ago.  They purchased several works of ‘sensual nudes’ Lilly and I shot. Then put in a request for something special.  A series of erotic shoots, the catch, Lilly had to be featured in each.  I shook my head and knew I had a rueful grin as I remembered. They soon explained they ran an exclusive swingers club in San Francisco and wanted classy, erotic photos for various areas around the club.

“Only four years.” I muttered, earning a matching smirk from Lilly.  She knew, and I was betting the same or similar thoughts flowed through her mind. We hesitated when first approached but in truth, the idea appealed to each of us.  Enough so that we accepted the commission. It just seemed to flow after the initial shoot with Billy.  In fact, it was being comfortable with Billy that led us to choose him for that set.

In the last year, we’d finally completed all of the ten shoots for which we’d originally contracted.  Our clients for that shoot, now also friends and occasional sex partners owned one of the most exclusive swinger clubs in the nation.  Think, ‘Eyes Wide Shut’ and look over your shoulder when you even think about it.  For the contract they asked for erotic couples sets they could use to decorate the club.  Tasteful, almost implied was the request, although they loosened the implied portion after seeing some of the first sets we provided.

Now, Jill and Gary were opening a new club in Miami, just a short drive from our new studio and a few hours from our home in the Keys. They invited us to tour today, see the renovations and plan a photoshoot of the finished work to help promote the new club.  They also hired us to do additional erotic shoots as decor for this new venture. I chuckled as I reflected it would be nice shooting architecture over sweaty, sexy and occasionally temperamental models for a change.

“Hey there artiste.”  Lilly said, giving me a playful elbow to the ribs.  “Did you see all the angles you want?”  

I looked down at her smiling face, framed by her curly hair that now reached just below her shoulders.  I leaned in and kissed her tenderly, spontaneously as we often would.

“Hmmm, almost all the angles.”  I waggled my eyebrows at her suggestively.

“Ummm, yeah, that look… I don’t think so.”  She replied over a barely stifled chuckle while waving her index finger in the air and my general direction.

“OK, yes, and I love you. Sorry, just thinking about how far we’ve come.” I paused for a second then added. “Crazy how our little ‘family’ has formed.” I thought I felt Lilly stiffen in my arms, it was just a brief second but definitely there.  I stared down at her, ready to ask if something was wrong when she suddenly blurted out.

“Oh!  You mean you, me and Kenedi.”  She nodded rapidly then turned to face the building and tugged gently in the direction of the entrance. “Yep, it is… interesting. I love you too, you crazy romantic!” She ended hurriedly. 

As we approached the covered entrance, a flat screen tv, inset in the wall to the right of the door came to life.  A pretty young woman smiled out at us.

“Hello, I’m sorry Club Nouvelle Expérience is currently undergoing renovations.  We expect to open for guests in one month.  Please check back or visit our website for more information.”  She spoke in a soft contralto that came across as both sexy and professional.

“We have an appointment with Jill and Gary.  Could you let them know Lilly and Kyle are here?”  Lilly spoke up, her professional ‘lawyer’ face and voice coming to the fore. 

“OH! I am so sorry.  I recognize you now.  Please come right in!”  Came the obviously flustered response when the speaker realized who we were.  There was a buzz and click and the door before us slid open, allowing a cool, dry breath of air to escape.  Lilly and I stepped through the open door, took a few steps forward to the next set of doors and allowed them to automatically open for us. 


Chapter 4

We entered a spacious lobby complete with a central fountain. Water tinkled merrily echoing off the decorative tile walls.  Marble floors reflected the indirect lighting illuminating the room, diffusing it in a manner I appreciated. Great lighting for a photo shoot.  The furnishings were elegant and obviously expensive.  The sound of power tools echoed incongruously from deep in the building.  Lilly and I looked at each other as the sound of a saw echoed in the background.  I knew we both had the same thought. Before we could speak, a rapid click-click sound approaching us from our right drew our attention.

“Hello!  Kyle, Lilly.  I am so glad to meet you.  I’m Maria, the manager of the Club.” Somehow, her voice capitalized Club. “I am so sorry I didn’t recognize you right away.”  Maria was a tall, thin woman dressed in standard office attire of gray skirt and white shirt that would have looked normal in any bank downtown. It tweaked my sense of humor to think of the manager in a swinger’s club dressing so demurely.  That is until I noticed she wasn’t wearing a bra beneath her white shirt. 

“Jill and Gary are expecting you, but they got tied up in a last minute meeting with a sub-contractor.  By the way, I love your work and can’t wait to see what you do for us!” She gushed as she pulled first Lilly then me into a brief welcoming hug before she gestured us into an office. 

“Thanks, that’s flattering!  We are excited to do some shoots for your advertising and interior decor.”  Lilly somehow managed to make her reply sound both professional and dirty at the same time. Matching Maria’s tones and upping the ante at the same time.  Maria smiled at her then spared me a quick wink as she walked through the door to the outer office before responding.

“Like I said.  I’ve seen your work.  I’m sure it will be... exciting.”  Maria said in a breathy voice as she nodded her head to the far wall and a large, framed picture.  The image showed a tan woman laying on her back, drops of sweat beaded on one exposed breast.  Her nipple protruded from a half dollar sized areola, as if recently pulled or sucked to arousal.  The model had her head lazily propped on the leg of a well muscled nude man, his semi-flaccid penis gripped in her hand while the rest of her body was obscured by a nude black man, his glistening buttocks partially seen as her leg curled around his waist, as if pulling him to her.  His left hand gripped her waist, ebony fingers dimpling skin as he held her firmly.

The image shouted SEX and LUST and somehow also spoke of art.  Despite the fact that nothing but a penis and breast were in view there was no doubt the trio was caught in the middle of a heated sexual encounter.  Well, I thought to myself, at least I have no doubt.  I took that shot a year ago along with many more graphic images of those penises, and two others, repeatedly penetrating Lilly and our live in… wife...  Kenedi.

“Well, they didn’t waste any time getting a few printed.” Lilly responded with a dryly amused tone.  I could feel her temperature rise as her hand gripped mine and fairly radiated heat.  Glancing over, my eyes flitted from the slight flush on her face to the gentle protrusions of her nipples straining the fabric of her dress.  The site of this image, obviously admired by the sexy, semi-professionally dressed woman before us was turning her on. 

“We open in a little over three months.  I know they are hoping to get more of your work to add to the ambiance.”  Marie replied, her own eyes still on the photo and truth be told, she showed a slight flush as she admired the shot.  I was impressed, despite myself.  She must have seen the photo dozens of times, yet it still drew her in for a long gaze.  Was it the subject or the artist? I smirked to myself as I answered my own question with a squeeze to Lilly’s hand.

“Well, we just did a shoot this morning that highlighted condoms, like they wanted.” I told her then boldly added. “We are always looking for new models for this work, if you are interested?” I offered her a card as I spoke.  She took it with a smile and was about to respond when we were interrupted.

“Lilly!  Kyle!”  A resonant voice called out from an adjoining office breaking the moment of silent, shared lust.  “It’s been too long!”

“Gary!”  Lilly responded in kind as she went over to give him a hug and a chaste peck on the cheek.  Gary was a tall man, about equal to my own 6’1” with wavy and prematurely graying hair.  He wore a cream-colored summer weight suit, no tie but a white cotton shirt unbuttoned at the collar.

I followed Lilly and shook his hand after he reluctantly released my wife with a grin first for her then me.

“So, admiring our… I mean your art?”  He smiled at us. 

“Yes.” Lilly responded quickly and in a professional tone. “We were, I love this shot, it is sensual, artistic and erotic without crossing over to what I’d call porn.”

“I agree, something Jill and I love about your work.” He looked at me and nodded. “For me, erotic art is something you can look at over and over again and find something new.  It is a celebration of human energy, and sexuality.” He paused as Marie and I nodded in agreement.  Then, not one to allow silence to linger he quickly added, “Lilly, Jill was hoping you could sit with her and go over some of the ideas she has for decorating.  The interior designer, Leif, is in with her now.”  He looked at her with a pleading expression.

“Sure.  But you will owe me!”  Lilly shook a scolding finger at him. 

“Whatever you want.”  He raised his hands in mock surrender.  “Kyle, I’ll show you around then you can say ‘Hi’ to Jill.  The work crews should be closing up shop for the day so we shouldn’t be in anyone's way.  If you have time after, we can grab dinner.  Jill and I have an early evening flight so no time for more than a quick visit.”

“No worries.  I’d like to look around and get a feel for the rooms before I come back to shoot them.”  I gave Lilly a kiss, “Have fun. Back soon.”

“I have to finish up a few things then I’ll be leaving.”  Marie spoke to the group. “It was lovely meeting you.”  As she spoke, she gripped my hand, her forefinger gently caressing my palm as she moved in for the handshake.  The look on her face was one full of promise and desire.  She then turned to Lilly, and with no change of expression shook her hand then turned and walked down the hall to where I presumed she had an office. Gary and I both paused to admire the view as she stepped away.

“She has degrees in both business and accounting.” He paused briefly before adding with an almost sheepish grin. “She is also completely insatiable.”

“Good, I asked her to model for us.”  I fired back. Gary clapped my back and grinned as he pointed to the plastic tarp draped entrance of the hall opposite the one Marie just strolled through.

“Lilly, just through that door.  Jill is expecting you.”

“OK, later!” Lilly gave me a peck on the cheek before walking through the open door Gary had gestured to.  Her yellow dress swayed provocatively.

“Ummm.” Gary commented as he watched her sway through the door. Shaking his hed he turned to me with a smile. “OK, back to business.”

Gary explained there were two halls off the main lobby, both bordered the courtyard and pool.  Several construction workers in hardhats ignored us as we walked down one hall, past them.  The halls joined again in the back of the building at what used to be a ballroom. Gary had been keeping a running commentary as we walked and was now sharing their vision for the new club. He stopped only when we reached the entrance to what used to be the ballroom, and now.  Well, it didn’t resemble a classic 50’s ballroom anymore. He allowed me to soak in the ‘orgiastic theme…?’ I thought to myself.

“How have you guys been?”  Gary finally asked, completely breaking my train of thought as I began contemplating various angles to shoot the room.

“Hmmm, what?” I muttered as I peered through the viewfinder of the camera and snapped a few lowlight images.

“How have you and Lilly and Kenedi been?”  He asked again, slower as if to allow the words to sink in. 

“Oh, fine.  I mean great.”  He frowned at me for an instant.

“Just fine?”  He quirked a brow at me. “You’ve been married to a gorgeous woman for what, four years now and sort of married to another knockout for a the last two.  Sooo?  Yeah, I am a bit curious. Besides, you didn’t bring Kenedi along.” I chuckled at him as my brain raced to find an answer to his seemingly simple question. Then I asked one of my own.

“Jill?”

“Well, she sort of put me up to asking, I would have let you know she did but like I said.  I’m also very curious.  We know some people who have had non-traditional groupings - ‘Throuples’.”  He shrugged and stopped talking as he glanced out at the room before starting again. “Some have worked, others not so much.  Jill is curious and prodded me to check on you but I won’t share anything you don’t want me to share.”

I sighed and leaned a shoulder against the door jam before speaking.

“Things between the three of us are actually awesome.” I paused as I lied. “OK, one minor hiccup or two but really awesome.” His eyebrow raised at my hiccup comment.

“I, well, I haven’t tried to analyze it too closely. Living in the Keys has helped, we are pretty much in our own world and the few times we come into Miami we’ve been busy with getting the studio ready.  Kenedi has been great on that end.  She handles most of the books. The oddest times have been when we’ve traveled for work. 

We have a nice contract with that racing team and have been to Charlotte five or six times.  Then some of our celebrity shoots have us all over the world.  Anyway, Kenedi insists we introduce her as a business manager and get separate but connecting rooms for appearance’s sake.  I hate that we need to do that just to stay respectable.” Gary pursed his lips.

“Yeah, I wondered about that and family complications with Lilly.  I know her parents are pretty conservative, they come around?.  What about the ladies continuing to model?” I shrugged and chose to answer his last question.

“That’s been awesome too.  Kenedi has taken a step back from modeling, especially the erotic couples’ things.” I hesitated, suspecting Jill had told him of some of my conversations with her, about Lilly but I decided I wouldn't bring it up if he didn’t. “Lilly, well she is still as eager as ever. Maybe more so.” I chuckled ruefully at that, as I recalled our Valentines Day just a few weeks prior. Kenedi set up a special date night for Lilly and I that culminated in an evening with several of our favorite models.

Lilly had always toyed with the idea of bondage but hesitated whenever we got close to trying, except for that night. I watched her, even as my cock was being sucked.  Watched as she was willingly bound to a bed and fucked by three men and at least two women.  Far from hesitating, she was a willing and eager participant, daring the men to fuck her harder. 

“We did a shoot this morning to promote your condom idea. Kenedi was involved but the concept had Lilly and our male model as the primaries with Kenedi more background.”  I stopped and looked at him. “I should have some proofs ready for you guys in a few days.  I think you will like them.”

“I am sure we will.  Can’t wait to see them.  No issues with Kenedi stepping back a bit?  No jealousy on her part?”  Now I looked at him quizzically. He quickly raised his hands in an ‘I surrender’ gesture.

“Jill, she is so damn curious about you three.  She keeps calling it professional curiosity, but....” I laughed and shook my head, letting him know I was cutting him some slack by the gesture.

“No, no jealousy.  We talk a lot, honestly.” I lied again.  We talked but lately I’d been hiding more and more.

“I know the girls have had their own private conversations but really, things have been great other than the goddamned blackmail crap.”  I said the last almost without feeling, definitely without heat.  It just was a factor in our lives we were dealing with, mostly.

“I’ll get back to the blackmail issue in a bit.  Do you love them?” OK, that was a bombshell type question, especially from Gary.  I almost didn’t answer.  I almost fell back to the man I was years ago, closed off and lonely.  The fact I hesitated, debating how to answer told me a lot about how far I’d come as a person.

“Yeah, I do.”  Gary waited, expecting more and giving me time to respond. “I never expected to love anyone.  Then Lilly and then….”  I debated giving voice to a concern I’d been silently harboring. I turned to Gary and said as bluntly as I could. “Honestly, I love them both and I don’t know what the hell comes next.  I can’t imagine life without either of them but a part of me feels like I should… Like I should love Lilly more than Kenedi.”  I sighed and turned back to stare into the room, not really seeing it.

“At least you are thinking about it.”

“Damn, Gary.” I exclaimed as I turned to face a wall, feeling my face flush with embarrassment.  “So, that hiccup.  It was me trying to figure things out with them.  I pretty much said what I just did to you.”

“Oh shit.  You didn’t, you didn’t really say anything like that?” I nodded in shame then continued. There were so few people I could actually talk to about my situation. I told him about the conversation. My stumbling over my struggle with the whole idea of a relationship.  My fears.. Yeah, I told him most of it, enough to stop the questions.

“Kenedi started crying, so did Lilly.  They told me later they thought I was dumping them.”  Gary clapped my back in sympathy before stepping back in silence. 

“It was nothing like that.  They both know about how I was raised but knowing and knowing are two different things. Late at night, there are times I wake up, worrying I might do something or be the cause of pain for either of them.”

“I always prided myself on planning out my future.  Now, I feel I’ve let things go.  I have no damn idea what the future holds, only that I have two women I love deeply and who I am pretty sure, love me. It doesn’t help that I have no idea what a good marriage should really look like. I feel like I’m stumbling my way through life but, I do love them.” I heard a grunt over my shoulder, an acknowledgment.

“Kyle, sorry to get so deep but we are your friends, and we worry.  Jill does talk to Lilly a lot, some to Kenedi too as Lilly tends to pull her into their conversations.  She thinks the world of them both and I can tell you, they both love you.  If I wasn’t so sure of Jill’s feelings for me, I’d almost be jealous of you.”  I heard him take a breath before continuing.

“I know your childhood sucked and that can have an impact on adult relationships.  I think you are doing a great job building your marriage.  Just, well just keep the lines of communication open, don't bottle things in so much. Maybe plan your future.”  I nodded as he spoke stifling initial feelings of anger as he so casually brought up my childhood before I recalled I’d mentioned it first. 

Sucked doesn't even begin to describe it.  I knew the words were true, and despite my anger I really thought about what he was saying.  The truth was, I knew I really didn’t share my deeper feelings with Kenedi and Lilly.  How could I tell them I was terrified by how close we’d become?  There is no way they would understand. I knew my silence could lead to problems but, it wasn’t something I could change.  Standing there, I realized I didn’t really share them with myself either. 

“Got it.  You can tell Jill I promise to get in touch with my inner self and share my feelings with Kenedi and Lilly.”  We both chuckled at my dry, sarcastic delivery.

“Blackmail?” He asked simply.

I hesitated before responding.  I quickly passed on the latest email to Victor before Lilly and I left to meet Garry and Jill.  There had been two that morning. I hadn’t told either of the women about the new message, either of them, which was why I hesitated telling Garry.  With another sigh I made the decision to tell him. 

“The message came complete with another photo stolen from the studio in Chicago.” I went on to add there were no specific demands, just the same rants about how I was evil, she was evil and the games are over.

“This has been going on for years with no end in sight.  It is so fucking odd.  She has to know we’ve pushed past the worst of the public storm.  Shit, we’ve profited from it!  I just don’t get her endgame.”

“Still convinced this is coming from your mother?” Gary asked softly.

“Oh yeah, no doubt.  Victor has done some research.  We are sure it is her, the evil bitch.”  My own tones sounded resigned and bitter, to my ears.  “I think we shocked her when we just ignored the photo dump on the Chicago law firms and newspapers. It was damaged...” I stopped as I felt an anger I could barely control rise to the surface.

“No, it destroyed Lilly’s law career. She hit it head on though.”  I paused to run my fingers through my hair then blew an exasperated breath before continuing.

“Lilly’s parents found out.  She fucking sent them the photos and they’ve all but disowned her.  I can’t tell you how much that crushed her when it happened.” I stared blankly at the wall my fists clenched in rage. “I’m just worried what she will pull next and I still don’t have any clue what she really wants.” I could feel Gary behind me, not knowing what to say or how to respond. 

“Damn Kyle.  Jill and I are worried about all of you.  We just can’t believe a parent could act like this to her child.” He paused. “Since we are in business… Kyle, I had some of my people investigate her. We had to know if our interests were in danger.” I turned to him, knowing my face must have been a blank canvas before I nodded slowly in understanding. He sighed and nodded before continuing.

“Two of the best agents in the investigative firm we hired turned up dead.  We have no idea what they found and I pulled the job.  I have connections, but I can’t take on… whatever she is.” He ended sadly.   

Shrugging, I pulled my attention back to the room I’d been staring at blankly for the last several minutes. “OK, tell me about this room. You have nothing like it in the San Francisco Club.” 

Gary clapped my shoulder in a guy gesture of, ‘OK, dropping that subject now.’ He then moved into the room.

“Yeah, this was our biggest divergence from Club Voyeur.” He swept a hand, taking in the room with his gesture.  The main floor was a decorative marble matching the lobby. It blended into the dancefloor, which was of some bleached wood.  The walls were decorated in faux stone, also light colored and I chuckled as I realized the overall intent of the decor.  It resembled a modern version of a Roman bathhouse.  

“Our friends in the area have told us for years the swingers in Miami are into group activities.  Not that people back West don’t get into groups, just not the crowd we run with… not too much. Anyway, we have a bar and dance floor in here but also a group playroom in that alcove.”  He pointed to a corner of the room, artfully hidden with half walls, columns, and plants. As I peered at it I saw that the half walls and decorative pillars really did little to hide what might happen in the room.  I stood in silence allowing my mind to drift as a concept for a shoot started to build.

“Gary, can we get access to the building next week.  After the crews have gone?” I asked without looking at him, my thoughts occupied with the rapidly congealing idea for a shoot. Without real thought I moved the camera I still held up to my eye and snapped a few shots.

“I don’t see why not.  Maria would be able to let you in.  She doesn’t mind working late.” I heard him chuckle.  “Do you know when?”

“No, just this week.  I have an idea for a shoot and might as well get in here and start with the rooms that are finished.”  I stepped into the room, stopping at one of the half walls to peer into the group room. Ignoring Gary as he grabbed his phone.

“Maria…. Yeah, Kyle is going to need access to the building after hours next week.  Yeah, photos.  I think he may have some models with him too.  I’ll give him your number.” Gary's conversation flowed past me as I planned the shoot in my head. 

“All set.” He called out to me minutes later. Then, almost in the same breath. “Oh damn.”  Gary exclaimed as his phone began to ring.  Looking at the number he glanced back at me.  “Sorry, I have to take this.”  I nodded, shrugged and wandered deeper into the room.

The group room, from here on I vowed to call it what it was an Orgy Room, had a raised floor with randomly scattered king size mattresses inlaid in the floor so they were nearly flush with the carpet.  At the head of each mattress was an alcove holding a large decorative bowl.  I chuckled as I realized those bowls were filled with condoms.  Safety first. 

The entire area was well designed for both participants and voyeurs.  As I looked in the room I couldn't help but imagine a dozen bodies swirling around in dim lighting while others stood aside and watched the sexual gymnastics.  I snapped a few photos, switching to a better lens for the indoor lighting.

“Kyle, I am sorry, but I have to run downtown and meet with an attorney to hash out some zoning issues.  Do you mind wandering around on your own?  I sent Jill a text to fill her in, you shouldn’t have any issue finding the office when you are ready.” 

“No, that sounds great.  I need to take some time to frame up the shots I want.  Quick question, when will the place be completely photo ready?”

“I wish I could tell you for sure.  We have a planned open in 10 weeks but I’m thinking it may be more like 12 to 14 the way the contractors work around here. Most of the big stuff is done but they are dragging heels on the private rooms.”

“Got it, I can get a lot done this next week then come back for final shots.  Just give me a heads up, say a week before you need them to be sure I can get in, do the shots and get you some edited proofs.”

“Thanks.  You can coordinate everything with Maria, including next week.  I texted you her contact information.  Now I owe you and Lilly!”  Gary waved over his shoulder as he hurried to the door. 

I spent the next hour exploring the hotel, admiring the work being done to give the old girl a face lift while occasionally snapping photos.  Roaming the halls, I wondered what the first patrons of the stately building would have made of the new decor, much less the new purpose being planned.   Most of the first floor renovations were already complete, allowing me a good vision of how the rest of the building would appear.  I found myself in a tastefully decorated suite, my mind envisioned intertwined bodies as they rolled on the two king size beds.  Perhaps another couple, or threesome making use of the couch and settee before the large screen tv. The room fairly screamed opulent bordello. 

No, it didn’t scream.  That would be too blunt.  Instead, the decor whispered decadent elegance from the Egyptian cotton sheets to the comfortable seating arrangements and the whirlpool/sauna tub built for six.  Nothing stood out as overtly sexual, even most of the art on the walls was fairly tame consisting of what many people would consider artistic nudes.  All tastefully done, in many cases nothing of the models showed other than bodies pressed together or delicately hidden in white sheets. 

Maybe it was the fact that I knew what that room was for, what it was destined to see and hear over the next few years that I found strangely arousing.  It might have also been some of the images of Lilly with various models that I noticed on the walls.  My mind wandered to thoughts of Lilly as I slowly walked from the room and down the hall to the Lobby. 

We’d been talking of ideas for a new photo shoot for weeks now, my newest idea would be perfect to add to the mix. Stopping in the lobby I made one quick call to Kenedi asking her to find a day and arrange for some models for the shoot.  I shared the basics of my idea with her so she could make sure the models were ready. 

I felt guilty she would have next to no time to plan.  Putting the phone back in my pocket I looked up, right at the image of Lilly we’d seen as we first entered the lobby. It was beautiful, gorgeous and yet I felt it also held ominous undertones. I hate something so amazing can be used to cause pain.  What would the bitch pull next? I wondered before I pushed on to find Lilly and Jill. 

I strolled through the unlit outer office; my footsteps silent on the plush carpet as I headed to the sound of voices emanating from the next room.  Light spilled from the open door, illuminating a small pie shaped area of floor at the entrance.  I’m not sure why but something about their voices made me pause.

“... God, Jill.  I just don’t know anymore.”  It was Lilly.  “I feel like I’m losing control of who I am. Or was.  Yeah, the extortion demands were initially a shock, but I can handle that. Funny thing is, they’ve gone on so long they are meaningless. It hurt terribly when my parents found out but I’ve dealt with that.”  She stopped for a second before continuing.  I felt the confusion in her voice matching my earlier feelings as I tried to explain this to Gary.  I felt a moment of pain as I realized how much I’d withheld from her.

“The worst part is we just don’t know what she wants.  I mean the vaguely threatening messages and photos… They just don’t make sense.”  I heard her take in a deep breath then change the topic. I imagine she made some gesture to Jill indicating she was moving on.

“Kyle jokes that I have some sexual beast in me that takes control when I am horny.” She paused for a second obviously struggling with finding the right words before continuing softly.

“When I was younger, I worked hard to be a good girl.  My family was so religious and proper.  Even then I had urges, I just learned to control them.”  Lilly chuckled despite the confusion I heard in her voice. I felt sure she’d already told Jill about the reaction of her family on receiving the photos.

“On my first real car date I so wanted the boy to play with my tits.  He didn’t, too scared of my dad the cop and church deacon. I spent most of the night rubbing them on his arm.” A wry chuckle sounded. “Anyway, after, at home, that may have been the first time I masturbated. I couldn’t wait to get home and be alone in bed.  It didn’t take me long to get very good at it.  Then, when I learned about vibrators.”  She chuckled again joined by a throaty laugh from Jill. “So, Kyle may be right about that sexual beast.  No. He is definitely right about it.” I heard a chair squeak and pictured her squirming in discomfort with her words. “The last few years, once I get going, I don’t want to stop.  I guess I see no reason to stop something that feels so good.  I’d be willing to do almost anything.”

“Surely not, anything?” It was Jill's voice, sounding concerned. “I know you, there are things you aren’t comfortable doing.”

“You should have seen me on Valentine’s day.” I could almost hear the rueful shrug in her tones. “Kenedi surprised us with, well, a bondage orgy with some of our models. I was never the kind of person to make sex a casual thing but now…”  She trailed off. “I liked them, the models, so it made it easier. Only, that night had nothing to do with a shoot.  I couldn’t even pretend I was modeling or it was for anything more than just fucking.”

I took a deep breath as I stood there, guilt for eavesdropping warred with my desire to know what had been troubling Lilly.  Her tone shifted from lustful to genuine confusion as she shared with Jill.

“You didn’t mind Kenedi setting up something that... well that's kinky for you and Kyle?”

“Oh hell no!” Another squeak from the chair. “It is hard to explain but I think the photo shoots had become a way for me to ‘slut out’ without being the one to make decisions.” She laughed half-heartedly. “God, does that even make sense?” I heard nothing for a long moment as Jill must have mused over a response. 

“Hmmm.  It does make sense.  In fact, I think it sheds some light on a few thoughts I’ve had but go on with the rest of your story.” I felt my eyebrows quirk up at Jill’s words ‘...it sheds some light…’.  It was my turn to muse and I missed the first few things Lilly said once she returned to our Valentines story.

“It was fun, Kyle had a blast with the ladies.  Besides, he needed the stress release.  He tries to hide it but this thing with his mom is killing him.  It’s just, afterwards, well after, I was thinking about what I was doing.  When I first did nudes it was artistic and I was distant from the concept of being naked.  Since Kyle and I started, you’ve seen what we’ve done.  I know I tried to slow it down at first but if I’m honest, I didn’t want anything to slow down.  I wanted to fuck Bill so bad that first practice shoot.”  Lilly’s voice tapered off as I imagined her brow furrowed in concentration.

“I want to get back to Kyle but I have to ask, Were you ashamed?  Lilly, do you need to take a step away for a while?  You don’t need to model for the next few shoots.” 

“Ummmm,” In my mind's eye, I could see Lilly biting her lower lip as she hesitated. “I’m not really explaining myself well.  I wasn’t ashamed and I really don’t want to stop any of it.  I wanted more.  It’s like a craving.  If I’m being honest, I’ve used the last few shoots as an excuse to indulge in some crazy fantasies and I just want more. There are some things I’ve never done before, but I think I would be willing to try anything.” Her tones almost sounded desperate, pleading. There was a long pause before she continued, more in control.

“Lately, when I am planning future shoots with Kyle I find myself adding… kink, to the shoot.  Most is to get the images we think you guys would like but I’m also adding in some of my own fantasies. We just did a quick session before coming here, to get some of your condom photos.” I could tell she smiled as she said that last part.

“A new model we’ve worked with a few times was the only guy available on short notice. He wasn’t bad but through the whole gig I was thinking we needed another man, or I should be tied up.” There was a sound of a chair squeaking, as someone shifted position then Lilly continued.

“The ideas you have for this club, your need to be more explicit.  I didn’t even hesitate when I heard you wanted shots clearly showing penetrations and orgasms.  The three of us were discussing it after we got your proposal and I think I shocked Kenedi and Kyle when I just took the idea and ran.  We’ve done some like that but our intent had always been to go into shoots with the thought implied photos. I almost feel like I hijacked them to go along with me when I said we needed to do some with my legs spread and a cock just entering me.  Then when I was the one who suggested taking a few loads in the face, they both stared at each other in disbelief. But, I don’t want to spoil the shoot for you if we actually do it.” There was a low, deep throated chuckle at the comment.

“I feel like I should be guilty but… Maybe that is the problem.  I don’t feel guilty at all and I think I should.  I told Kenedi I was raised to believe only a slut would sleep around much less do all I’ve done the last few years.  It’s, it’s weird to me that I don’t feel like a ‘bad’ girl.”  I heard the air quotes and caught the briefest of chuckles from both women before Lilly continued.

“I love sex with Kyle.  It is amazing and I get off in wonderful ways. It’s also loving and caring and special.  I don’t get that aspect with anyone other than Kenedi. It’s just fucking for fun with the others.”  There was another brief chuckle from both women at the comment.  I found myself stifling a laugh and settled for a self satisfied smirk.

“So, there is a ‘but’ in that statement.”  Jill asked softly.

“Yes.  Like I said, I want more.  I can’t say he doesn't satisfy me but even after great sex I find myself thinking about doing it again.  Or wishing there were a few more men available or that I was tied up.  Hell, I’m getting wet just talking about this now. I’m just scared about who I am or what I’m becoming. If I don’t know myself, how can I expect Kyle or Kenedi to understand?  I’m afraid of losing him, and Kenedi.”

“You said you talked to Kenedi, have you really opened up to either of them?”

“Kenedi knows a little.  She really has been awesome.  That's the other thing.  I love her, I love both of them so much.  But with Kenedi, I don’t know… I wish I could let my family know about this other love of my life.  Damn, I wish they would still talk to me.”

“How does Kenedi feel about it? You not being able to tell your family?”

“She says she doesn’t care, she really doesn’t have much in the way of family. Kyle and I are really all she has.”  Lilly blew out a breath before continuing. “It’s all, so confusing.  She wants the three of us to sit and talk through this, and the other stuff, she is worried about me.  I know we should talk, I know it but every time I work up the nerve… Damn.”

“Ahh, Lilly.” I heard a sigh. “Many of us go through what you are feeling, to a greater or lesser degree.  But that is no help for you now.” Jill paused, “You have two loving people in your life.  My advice as a therapist and your friend is to share this with them. Both things, you can’t keep those thoughts hidden. I think Kyle will understand if you need to step back and take some time to think.  I also don’t see anything wrong with you wanting more.  You have a very active, very eager,” there was a chuckle there, “sex life.”

“Jill, I don’t think I explained this well.  I am conflicted.” I heard her take a deep breath.

“A few months ago we were watching some old porn, for research of course.  There was a movie called Insatiable.  The female lead was just that, insatiable and the movie sort of chronicled her trying more and more until she was taken by a steady stream of guys in a dark room and kept begging for more. I feel like I’m on that path.”

“Ha, I know that movie, one of my favorites.  Maybe.” I could hear the thoughtful tones in her voice. “Maybe you just need to max out and then find a balance.  You never went through a crazy exploration of sex as a teen or in college.  I think it may be catching up to you now, you are trying to get it all in at once. Hell, you need to embrace the fact that you are ‘insatiable’ and find ways to make it a healthy part of your life.”  Lilly chuckled at that.

“Hmmm, sounds like a shoot idea I had for Kyle.”  The comment brought lustful chuckles from them both and almost caught me as I stifled my own laugh.  A few weeks prior, Lilly suggested we do a shoot with her taking on multiple cocks.  She’d done it before but I never knew how much of that was a part of the shoot and how much she enjoyed it. Her tones then were joking but now maybe not so much. The conversation between the two had continued while I’d been wool gathering. 

“Lilly, you told me about that instance in the club.  Remember, I suggested you make some guidelines you could both live with and you did.  Kyle doesn’t seem to mind anything you’ve done in your shoots.  Or am I missing something?”

“No, he hasn’t minded, even when Marcus came in my mouth.”

“Sweetheart, are you afraid he won’t put the brakes on you?  That he won’t have an issue with anything you want to try?” 

“I don’t know, maybe all this is an excuse.  I'm worrying about his reactions but it’s really mine I’m concerned about.”  There was a long pause before she continued. “I think I do worry about the future, what if I suddenly wake up, realize what I’ve been doing and can’t deal with the person I’ve become? Then there is the other stuff Kenedi and I have been discussing.”

“Yes, that’s huge.  I hate to change the subject but, how do you feel about it? I have to admit, I was shocked when you and Kenedi told me she wanted to have a baby.”

“I wasn’t sure at first but now I love the idea.  It’s just, Kyle had such a shitty childhood and family… We want to find the right time to talk to him and see if he can even get used to the idea. Kenedi and I won’t force anything but I am so afraid we will lose her and… I do like the idea of a piece of us, it may be the thing that helps settle me down.” There was a long pause.

“No, if we have a child, I won’t put that on him or her.  I will…. adapt before that decision is made.  It will be me, or us making a decision about our lives.”

If my jaw could have hit the floor it would have at that moment.  I felt the blood rushing to my head and a state of panic set in as I thought about Kenedi getting pregnant.  ‘She Wants My Baby? Holy, holy shit.’

The thought rolled through my mind, stopping nowhere, like a runaway train it careened through my skull destroying all other thoughts for the next several moments.  I finally pulled myself together enough to make sense of the conversation in the other room.

“He’s trying to protect you, both of you.”

“Yeah, but this isn’t the best way, we love him too much to see him try and walk through this alone.  Besides, the fucking cunt is using pictures of me to hurt him.”  My eyebrows rose at Lilly’s suddenly vicious tone.

Have I really been distancing myself?   I knew the answer to that the second I thought it. 

By now I was feeling guilty, not only for standing in silence, but also for not recognizing Lilly’s confusion and pain over the last few months.  As she spoke, I went over the same events in my head, plugging in her feelings as I went, and Kenedi’s.  It was tough, I felt conflicted.  I knew Lilly truly enjoyed the modeling and erotic photo shoots.  You can’t fake the passion she exudes on a shoot.  At the same time, I was suddenly aware that it was a radical change from the person she had been.  Who she thought she was.

I recalled our early conversations about these shoots.  How we would plan to keep them implied and professional, as she did when she first modeled in college.  I didn’t blame myself for the direction we took, nobody was to blame.  We did what we did consciously.  What surprised me most was that she wanted to do more and was afraid to talk about it. Hell, if she only knew.

“Lilly, I do get it.  Like I said a few minutes ago. You are someone who suppressed a tremendous sexual energy for many years and it is now loose.  I know many women, and men like you. Trying to fit in for so long then something happens and the genie is out of the bottle.  Some try to repress it while others embrace it.” I heard a chair squeak and imagined Jill leaning forward. “I really shouldn’t be so blunt with my advice as a therapist so consider this as your friend.  There is nothing wrong with your sexual needs.  You have to embrace those feelings.” Jill hesitated.

“Look, you can go back to the way you were.  Some people get to this point and decide the lifestyle just isn’t for them.  They accept what they’ve done, embrace it if they take a healthy approach and move on.  I’m sure Kyle would understand.” Another squeak of the chair. “Or, you keep pushing your boundaries.  Just don’t break any laws.”  I could hear the humor creep into her voice at the last comment.

“I get it!  I do draw the line at animals and anything underage, that is just too gross.”  Lilly exclaimed through a giggle.  I nearly laughed aloud at her comment and delivery, barely stifling the noise.  Almost forgetting the talk of a baby.  Almost but not quite.

“As for waking up and feeling shocked at what I’ve been doing. I don’t see that happening.  In fact, you might say I’ve finally woken up and…. I think I am allowing the real me to… Well, to live. In fact, most of the time we’ve been talking I’ve been fighting the urge to come over there and...” Her voice ended in a sultry low tone.  

“Kyle should be coming along soon so we could see if he wants to join us!”  Jill said enthusiastically.  “In the meantime, let’s talk more about how I want to decorate the orgy room.”

“Sounds good!  Yes, I will talk to Kenedi and Kyle.  Maybe planning for this shoot will be the perfect opportunity.  I have had some very… erotic ideas.”  Lilly’s tone was enough to wake the dead, it was surely arousing me as I thought about our plans for the next shoot. 

Yeah, she had some ideas alright and yes, they shocked me a little when I first heard them, but I liked the scenarios she planned. Hell, when she heard my idea for this week’s shoot I planned for the club… I realized I never told her I liked the ideas but just wrote them down after a brief discussion and moved on. Damn, she was worried about not talking to me, but I obviously wasn’t making it any easier.  As I had that thought, I turned and moved silently from the outer office, not making a noise on the deep carpet. 

I’d made up my mind to give Lilly and Kenedi another week to broach the topic of a baby.  ‘Shit, that may be enough time for me to figure this out.  What the hell do I want?’ I sat in the lobby and let the thought of babies, nurseries, diapers and all that went with the concept flood through my mind.  As I stood to return to Lilly and Jill, I found myself confused but content.  No, I hadn’t figured out if I wanted to have a child, but I knew that if I did, it would be with these two women.  After all, none of us would be as bad at parenting as my parents. ‘No, we can’t, not really. Maybe.’

I returned ten minutes later after roaming through the lobby for the third or fourth time, my thoughts in a racing turmoil.  Returning to the office, I knocked my knuckles against the outer door frame before calling out. “Hey you guys still in here?”

Lilly and Jill were sitting at a conference table, papers strewn before them showing artists renditions of the final hotel interior.  Jill had a legal pad sitting before her, several pages flipped over, the top most one already half filled with notes.  She waved at me with one hand while holding a phone to her ear with the other.

Lilly was sitting in a chair, her back to the door but spun around when I entered.  She held out a hand for me to hold as I stepped near.

“OK, glad you got everything set.  I will grab a cab and meet you at the airport.  Lilly says ‘Hi!’.. We had a great discussion.  She has some amazing ideas, I can’t wait to share.”  Jill gave a throaty laugh at something Gary said, “Honestly!  Yes, I’ll let them both know.  Love you too!” 

“Gary says ‘Hi’ and he is really sorry we couldn’t play a little.  It’s been a long time since you visited us in San Francisco.”  Jill stood as she was speaking, giving me a wink.  “Lilly’s ideas for the club and her hints at the shoot have me pretty turned on; I just wish we had more time.”

“Tell me about it.  I love her ideas, all of them.”  It was my turn to give Lilly a wink, enjoying her furrowed brow as she thought about my words. “Listen, I know you need to head to the airport.  We can take you, we are ready to head back to the Keys and it’s on the way.”  I looked at Lilly raising one eyebrow in question.

“Of course!”  Lilly exclaimed, “We have plenty of room and it will be fun.  I do want to come back soon and see the place for myself.”

“You know, we do have plenty of room… One of us could keep Jill company.”  I smirked at the two as I saw two sets of eyebrows raise following my comment. I decided to hold off on talking about the shoot until Lilly and I were alone.

“Well, the drive is just long enough for some fun. I’m in.”  Jill said, smirking back at me as she quickly gathered up the plans into a waiting file before depositing them in a low wooden filing drawer behind the conference table.  Her suitcase, a carry on and another small bag were already sitting by the door.  I grabbed the first two, leaving the smaller bag for Jill to take.

We left the building through the garage exit; Jill used a key fob to activate the building security system as the door closed behind us.  We strode into the well-lit garage to our waiting BMW sedan.  Tossing the bags into the spacious trunk I smiled to myself before turning to Jill and Lilly.

“Your bags are in the car madam.  Would you care to ride in the back?  It is quite comfortable and, A-hem, semi-private.” I couldn’t keep the snide look from my face as I spoke with a terrible British accent and held open the back door.

Lilly rolled her eyes and giggled at my dramatic performance.

“Well, I wouldn’t mind some semi-privacy.”  Jill replied, she reached out to touch Lilly’s arm, just inches from her own.  Her fingers gently caressed from just above Lilly’s elbow to the palm of her hand. 

Catching Jill’s fingers Lilly looked first to her, then me before turning back to Jill.  Stepping back slightly from Jill, she reached behind her, and with a soft sound of cloth on cloth, she pulled the strings tying her dress.  The light fabric fell to the ground, exposing her evenly tanned body and firm breasts.  I grinned to myself I would never get tired of staring at her.  Lilly looked to me, her eyes glittering with humor and a deep intelligence as she subtly posed herself for my gaze. She had an amazing body, but it was the person in that body, the intelligence behind those eyes, that turned me on, and would continue to do so when we were both well past our physical prime.  Taking Jill’s hand in hers, she turned to the open car door and climbed in, Jill right behind her.  

I ignored the growing bulge in my pants as I scooped up Lilly’s dress and walked around to the driver’s seat, my steps echoing in the silent parking garage.  The drive to the airport promised to be interesting, to say the least.

“Damn.” I muttered listening to soft giggles coming from the backseat as I quickly grabbed the flyer and, assuming it was some ad for a nearby business and shoved it in the center console. My attention almost fully divided between the sounds Lilly and Jill were now making and the need to, carefully, drive to the airport. I would have made an effort to be the one in the back with Jill but I needed some time to let the overheard conversation play in my head. 

As it turns out, I didn’t do as much reflection as I thought.  That one-hour drive to the airport was filled with the sounds of gentle sex from the backseat.  Lilly and Jill were taking their time, enjoying the sensation of fingers and tongues exploring each other.  My auditory voyeurism and occasional comment also added to their fun.  As I neared the airport, the drive was suddenly punctuated by gasps and moans as one, then the other reached orgasm.  Despite the temptation, I stayed the dutiful and safe driver, never once straining to catch a glimpse behind me… Well, maybe once. 

About ten minutes out I felt delicate hands caress my neck, scented with the smell of sex. “That was the best cab ride I’ve ever had.”  Jill whispered in my ear.  “I owe you!”

“I will definitely take you up on that!”  I replied, grinning at her in the mirror as I held up Lilly’s dress and passed it back.  “Someone may need this when we get to the airport.” 

“Hmmmm.  You made good time and there is a cell phone lot…”  Jill purred in my ear. “Lilly, mind if I thank Kyle in person?”  She whispered the question loud enough for Lilly to hear before leaning in to nibble my ear.  The bulge in my pants had grown even more uncomfortable over the last few minutes.  Now, it ached with need. 

“No, I don’t mind at all.”  Lilly purred back, a contented sound.  The lot was largely empty, allowing me to find a row with no cars nearby.  Jill wasted no time, crawling over the passenger seat before the car was even parked. She’d already slipped back into her clothes, somehow looking perfectly coiffed despite her recent workout with Lilly.

She crouched on the seat, staring into my eyes before leaning in to kiss me tenderly.  The smell of Lilly, still faint on her lips, aroused me further. 

“I wish we had time for something long and slow.”  As she spoke I felt her hands open my shorts and tug at my growing erection, freeing it from the constraints that held it so painfully during the drive.  Without another word, Jill leaned her head down to my cock.  At first I only felt the light flicking touches of her tongue.  Delicately testing the tip and wetting it.  Then, true to her word, she suddenly engulfed most of my length in her mouth, sucking furiously.  I pushed back in my seat, the fingers of my left hand finding the buttons to recline it slightly. 

Jill’s hand began a slow pumping action, increasing in pace as she sucked my dick like it was a clogged straw and she was eager for the last bit of Slurpee.  My eyes squeezed shut and I felt Lilly’s warm breath on my neck as she first kissed then nibbled on my earlobe. Her breathing was rapid as I knew she was fingering herself to another orgasm.

“I love watching you get off.” She whispered in my ear. Then, she took my chin and tilted it toward her face, her lips covering mine in warm wet kisses.  I’d been in a semi state of arousal most of the afternoon and Jill’s ministrations to my member accompanied by Lilly’s kisses and teasing whispers were guaranteed to make this a quick event. Sensing how close I was, Jill increased her eager motions and brought me to a welcome orgasm.  The warm cum squirted from my dick, filling her mouth only to be ravenously devoured by this lovely woman.  She continued to gently suck the last drops from me as I reclined in pure satisfaction. Sensually, she uncoiled her upper body from my lap and leaned over to kiss Lilly before dropping back into the seat with a contented sigh.

“There.  I still owe you but consider that a deposit.” She grinned at me.

“We will hold you to that.” I replied happily as I zipped up. “Damn, we need to hurry.”

A few minutes later we were exchanging hugs and goodbyes with promises to talk soon. 

“I love you so much!”  Lilly said to me as I pulled away from the curb and steered to the highway.

“I love you too!”  I replied, smiling at her and resolved to have a long overdue conversation. Then, switching mental gears I said casually, “So, I have an idea for a shoot, but we need to move fast.” I filled her in on the basics as we drove then we got down to details. Just before we reached the bridge to Key Largo she put in a call to Kenedi to discuss details and see if she’d had any luck getting some models together.


Chapter 5

Janice dropped her phone on the large walnut desk in her office.  With pursed lips she visibly struggled to maintain her demeanor.  After several minutes of deep breathing, she pressed a button on an intercom next to the discarded phone.

“Gerard.  Come here now.” Her tones were icy as she spoke in brief clipped words.  Finished, she stabbed the button again and sat back in her overstuffed leather chair.  The door before her opened within seconds admitting Gerard. She waited, staring at him as he shut the door then moved to stand in front of the desk.  Even a semi-casual observer would have quickly noted her office was designed for one person’s comfort, whomever sat behind the desk.  No other chairs adorned the sterile room.

“Mam.  Plans are in place.  How severe a lesson do you want?” Gerard spoke in a cold, clipped tenor.

“The scum is planning another orgy with his sluts and several models. Including one in my pay.” She smirked at the last.  “He got the email and doesn’t care!” Janice’s tones stayed even but her cheeks were turning red with barely contained fury. 

“At the club, I presume?”

“Yes, at the fucking club!” Janice stood, the rage clear in her tones. “Make. Them. Hurt.  His whores should feel the pain after he is gone.”  Gerards eyebrows rose at the last.

“Gone?”

“You heard me.  I should have aborted him before he soiled me!  Just consider this…  a retroactive abortion.” Janice actually smiled in pleasure at her perceived witty comment. Then grinned wider when Gerard simply nodded his head and left the room. 

===================================================

Two days after leaving Jill at the airport Kyle, Lilly and Kenedi were driving back to Miami, to a hotel located near their studio. The last two days being a whirlwind of activity as they organized the shoot.

The first half an hour of the drive was a slow but steady trip down the two-lane highway from Key West to the bridge from Key Largo.  We made one quick stop at a drive-thru Starbucks on Isla Mirada. Pulling back onto the roadway, I decided to confront… No, talk to the women about what I’d overheard at the club… No, first I would apologize for eavesdropping.  I wasn’t a total idiot. 

“Hey, Can we talk seriously for a few minutes?  I thought the drive would be a good time to go over some things and neither of you could accuse me of avoiding issues.” I smiled and chuckled to make it clear I was joking.  At their assent, I took a deep, nervous breath and continued.

“Lilly, I have to apologize.  I overheard you and Jill talking the other day.”

“Oh shit.” I couldn’t see her face but imagined it angry? Concerned?

“No, listen, I’m sorry but I know we all have things to talk about.  First, you two have been talking about a family… having kids.” I blurted the last out then realized I was truly fucking this up.  Looking ahead of me I saw we were almost to my favorite dive shop, a place with a huge parking lot.  I’d stopped talking and heard nothing from Kenedi behind me and only caught a glimpse of Lilly as I looked right to turn into the lot.  Parking, I stared at the asphalt for a few seconds before turning to face Lilly.

“So, can we talk? All of us?” I added as I turned to look at Kenedi.  Lilly had pursed her lips in consideration while Kenedi sat with arms crossed under her breasts. Oh shit.

“Yes, we do need to talk.  Lilly and I weren’t going to hide… our discussions from you we just…” I held up a timid hand to interrupt Kenedi.

“Wait, let me talk for a second.  I do need to hear from you both but…” I hesitated for a long moment.  I’d shared most of my childhood in bits and drams over the last two years with these women.  I caught the looks of sadness and sympathy on those rare occasions but…

“I’ve told you about my past and talked about how it poisoned my views of relationships.” I smiled sadly and my heart lurched as Kenedi placed a comforting hand on my shoulder and Lilly grasped my right hand where it still rested on the shifter. Dropping my head for a second I continued, calmly.

“Poisoned until Lilly, then you Kenedi.  But, still tainted.  You have no idea how living something like that messes with you.  I’m terrified of the thought of hurting either of you and can’t even… The thought of having a child never entered my mind.” I waited in silence; I knew what I wanted to say but needed some reaction from either of the women. The silence lasted for an eternity. 

“Kyle, love.  You are a good man.” Lilly smiled sadly at me. “But you are also an idiot if you think we don’t know what a number your mom did on you.  Much less the non-entity you had as a father.” Kenedi chuckled and moved to center herself on the backseat, sliding a camera bag over to give room.  Her deep blue eyes pierced mine with a fierceness I’d never seen in them before.

“You are a good man.” She squeezed my shoulder hard as she repeated Lilly’s statement.  “Kind, generous and loving. A little dense but...I’m so sorry you found out this way.  Lilly and I have been talking about this for a while.” I nodded and listened as the two artfully passed the conversational ball back and forth as they explained their thinking. They both wanted us to have a family and felt we could, even with our unique arrangement, properly raise a child.

“Two things, first polygamy has been around forever and there are many positives.” Kenedi said. “Second, we really do know how much your childhood messed you up.  We don’t want to do anything right away but hoped maybe talking about it would open some doors…” Lilly jumped in, basically reiterating what Kenedi had said then went on to share some of the practical ideas they had discussed.

I waited and listened until they were finished.

“OK, so…” Lilly asked after glancing to Kenedi for a nod.

“Well, I’ve at least had some time to think it over.  I definitely have some concerns.” I went on to talk about issues with raising a child in our unique family.  Lilly and Kenedi both chimed in as I spoke with responses to the items I brought up. I stressed my concern over being a parent, they both nodded but said nothing.  Finally, I tossed out what I knew would be a conversational hand grenade. 

“Lilly, what about your sex addiction?”  Her eyes shot wide open. 

“I’ve thought about… we’ve talked it over.  I can stop. I mean, the three of us are pretty damn good by ourselves.”  She gave me a smirk.

“OK, let's table that for now.  I am not opposed to the whole idea.  I’m just not convinced I can do it yet.” I lied again, it was becoming easier.

“Seriously?”

“You’re kidding!” Lilly and Kenedi both chimed in as they gave me incredulous looks.  I couldn’t help but smile.  I knew they expected more of an argument from me.

“Yeah.  Just to be straight.  I am not convinced.  At all, but I am not opposed to the eventual idea either.”  I laughed at Lilly’s rolled eyes. “We really need to think if it is fair to bring a child into our world, whatever that is.” That last bit was to salve my guilty conscious.  Just a hint of my fears at what my mother could do with a grandchild. Lilly and Kenedi both nodded.

“We weren’t planning right away, and you are right.  We’ve talked about it.”

“A Lot.” Lilly chimed in.

“I’m just so glad we can talk through this together.” Kenedi said as she dropped her forehead to rest on my shoulder, then leaned back again.

“Oh, I do have one major condition.” I said in low serious tones. “If we all agree to having a baby… I hated being an only child.  I’ve thought about this a lot and if we are in for one child, we need to make it work for two.” Lilly and Kenedi looked at each other then Kenedi smiled.

“Yeah, I’m fine with that.  It’s crazy but the thought of carrying a child had terrified me… now it just makes me feel happy.  So, two I am good with that.”  Kenedi grinned, obviously happy.  Then, I looked over to Lilly.

“I’d be fine with two.  I had a big family and don’t have a problem with it at all… What?”  She asked suspiciously as I continued to stare at her. 

“Good.  If we get to that point we are all, sort of, in agreement.”  I held up a finger, still staring at Lilly. “But… I meant you both carry our children.  All three of us are in it.” Lilly stared at me through slatted eyes for at least an eternity before speaking.

“You are freaking serious? This isn’t a ploy to get me to back out?”

“You know me better than that.  I’ve thought about it a lot and I’m flat out serious.” I stressed the next word.  “IF we work through the other issues. Yes, you both stop birth control at the same time and we just see what happens.” Lilly looked back at Kenedi for a long moment.

“I, I… I really need to think about it.” Lilly stammered, obviously stunned by my condition.

“Sure, we have a lot to do and much to talk about before we start buying cribs.” I jested and was pleased to see them both smile.

“Diapers.”

“Dating.”

“College.”

We all fired off good naturedly as the stress seemed to flood out of the car.

“OK, we still have to get to the studio then the hotel.” I stepped on the clutch as I prepared to put the car in gear to leave. 

“Last thing.” Lilly chimed in before I could put the car in gear. “We swore to be open and honest with each other.  I feel bad, we both do that we started this discussion without you.  No matter what, no secrets or delayed honesty in the future.” 

We all swore to that. The rest of the trip was filled with discussions about the upcoming shoot.  None of us were willing to broach the baby subject again, for now. And I counted another lie I’d told them.


Chapter 6

Kenedi and Marie had done wonders in just a few days to prepare for the shoot.  My initial idea had been to make use of the Group room and Dance floor, I was still mentally calling it the Ballroom.  Thinking that was a much more appropriate name for what would be going on in there. I knew we could get enough models in club wear to make it look full. They could also double as waiters and club employees for some of the other ideas I had planned.  It was a hassle planning wardrobe but I wanted to do this right. 

I spent the next day and a half looking at the photos I’d snapped to give me an idea of lighting needs as well as a way to start blocking out where I wanted couples and what they needed to do.  That was the toughest part as we were working with a large group of models, many of which we needed to get extremely horny for this shoot. 

Fortunately, Marie and Kenedi had taken my plan a few steps further.  In addition to the 26 models who were available at the last minute for the shoot, Marie brought in a dozen employees with the plan they would treat this as a soft open.  That saved me the effort of trying to use the models as club employees. Kenedi had been working with me on the shoot layout.  Knowing my needs, she began to organize the models. She planned who would be in which shoots and with what partner or partners.  Fortunately, we’d worked with all the models and most had already been in couples shoots for us. 

We arrived at the club just before 6 PM a few hours before the shoot was to start.  The day before we’d set up the lighting I thought we would need.  The shoot was going to use three rooms.  The lobby, the Ballroom and one of the completed couples rooms. 

“Hey there!” Marie called as the three of us walked up to the hotel entrance.  I heard a click as the door unlocked and pulled it open for Kenedi and Lilly.  Of course, I smirked at Lilly’s eye roll.

Marie was wearing an outfit similar to the one she wore when we first met, very professional and also very sexy.  She was accompanied by the man who would normally be responsible for the front desk, Jim.  He was dressed in black pants, a black silk shirt with a white tie and a name badge. Standard attire for all the men and women employed by the club.

“Hi Marie.”  I leaned in and accepted her kiss on my right cheek, returning it before Kenedi and Lilly could do the same. 

“We are set.  I have all the employees ready for their photos.”  I raised an eyebrow. “Yes, yes, I remembered to tell them to ignore you, especially when the ‘guests’ arrive.”

“Thanks! I want to do a walkthrough and check things then return to the lobby and do some photos of you, the concierge and a few other things.”  I looked around as I spoke and nodded approval.  My studio lights were where I left them.  Moving to turn them on I called over my shoulder. “Lilly and Kenedi will meet the models as they arrive and make sure they have all their paperwork and are ready for the shoot.”

“Sounds good.  Ladies, I have a second room ready for any models who need to change.  Including the two of you.”

“Thanks, you are a doll!” Kenedi grinned at her as she shifted the garment bag over her shoulder. “Kyle knows where he wants to go, why don’t you show us the changing room.  We should be ready when everyone arrives.” I watched as they wandered down one of the halls leading off the lobby before I turned to the other which led to the Ballroom.

I spent the next two hours taking candid shots of the mostly empty rooms with the decor on full display. I did a few posed shots with the bartenders and waitresses as well as the concierge and Marie.  While I worked the noise of laughter and general conversation grew in the front lobby as our models arrived. 

Kenedi, wearing the smallest black dress I’d ever seen, stood at the front door checking in the models as they arrived.  Lilly, standing next to her was wearing a similar, skimpy black dress and heels.  Once checked in she gave each model a sheet reviewing their sets for the night and directed them to the changing rooms. A piercing whistle broke my concentration as I was taking a candid shot of Marie leaning over a computer screen behind the main desk.  I turned to see Kenedi demurely pulling two fingers from her mouth as everyone in the room gave her their full attention.

“All right.  We have a lot to do tonight and not much time to get it done.  You all have the sets you are hired to do.  We start here in the lobby.  Everyone should look happy and in a party mood. Make sure you are with your partner… or partners for the night.”  She smiled at the crowd and received a few cheers and whistles in return.  

I grinned as she finished then gave my attention to the room of sexy people, dressed for a night of clubbing.  Climbing a ladder for some elevated shots I took a few as the group laughed and joked.  Kenedi and Lilly moved naturally through the room.  My eye was drawn to them as they occasionally stopped to kiss a man or woman, helping to set the tone for the evening.  Not that the tone needed much encouragement. All the models had worked with us before on erotic shoots.  That, combined with Kenedi’s instructions meant the club soon looked exactly like what it was, a swingers club.

I looked across the room, catching Lilly’s attention and gestured to the hall leading to the Ballroom. She whispered something to Kenedi and again there was a piercing whistle, immediately followed by laughter.

“OK, set two.  Please go to your spots and get ready.”  As she finished I heard rhythmic music coming from the hall and saw Marie put her phone down.  The room cleared quickly.

“Kyle, I can have the two clerks who helped you earlier take down these lights.” She gestured to the stands set up in the lobby.  “They know where everything goes.”

The two in question were standing behind her.  A tall blonde woman with a slim figure and a slightly shorter brunette. 

“Thanks.  I appreciate it.”  I glanced at my watch and realized I’d taken a little over an hour in the lobby. Grabbing my camera bag I made my way over to Lilly and Kenedi with Marie in my wake.

“Kyle, do you care which of us is with you in the room?  We thought either would be fine and the other could go with Marie to ride herd on the orgy.”  Kennedi chortled.  I shook my head smiling.

“Nope, that’s fine.  I will need both of you in the Ballroom to help but the couple’s room should be easy.” Lilly pulled the camera bag from my arm and with a bow and flourish announced in a terrible French accent.

“If monsieur will accompany me?  I shall endeavor to serve the artiste in his work.” It was my turn to roll my eyes, which I did.  I also manfully kept quiet as the three women chortled.  The music increased in volume as we walked down the hall, following three laughing couples.

“Hey guys!” Kenedi called out and stepped ahead, wrapping arms around a woman to her left and the man to her right. “I’ve got to get you set for Kyle, should be what, half an hour?” She called over her shoulder to me. I recognized the couples as those we planned on shooting in the group play area.

“About.  Give or take.” I replied with a shooing gesture as we reached the open door to the couples room.

“Looks like they started already, good.” Lilly remarked as we stepped into the room.  We had three couples scheduled in the room.  Two women were already in the hot tub joking with one of the men we used often, Mark.  He was also a guy Kenedi had arranged to be part of a group play on Valentines Day.  His cock was huge, I still couldn’t believe Lilly took him that night. On the bed was a third woman, between two men.  She was completely nude as was one of the men. The other was just wearing boxer briefs, his name was Fargo, I quickly remembered.  He and the woman on the bed were a married couple in an open relationship.  Conversations trickled to a halt as we walked in.

“Hey! I called out and smiled.  Plan on about 30 minutes or so in here.  Most of my shots will be implied as we already discussed except for the oral shots.  Kim, I addressed the redhead on the bed, we still plan on some with Kent fucking you. 

“Yeah, I’m good with that.  We were just talking about it.  Should I start getting him ready?” I nodded and moved over to the hot tub as she took Kent’s cock in hand and began stroking him. The other man on the bed, played with her ass and watched.

“Mark, just sit on the edge of the tub like that.  Let’s start with laughing and having fun. Lilly will help coach and make sure things keep going. She will also be playing the voyeur role.”  I began shooting different angles of the group in the tub.

“Brenda, sit up more.  Carly, tweak her nipple, look like you are all having fun.  Lilly, Stand behind Mark.  Put your hands on his shoulders.  OK, all of you just talk and have fun.” They were all models we’d worked with before and I knew they were good actors.  More than that, they liked each other and were very open about their open relationships.

“OK, Carly, get between Mark's legs.  Sure, hold his cock.  Lilly, sit on the edge of the tub, kiss his neck.  Brenda, behind Carly, play with her tits.” I continued to direct them, moving between shots to capture different angles.  In the back of my mind, I appreciated how they took my direction and were able to continue the action.  It wasn’t just, direct then freeze.  It looked so much more natural because it was. I turned to look at the bed and saw Kent and Kim looking at the scene in the tub.

“Whoops.  Got distracted, that is pretty fucking hot.” Kim called out in a slightly husky voice as she slowly stroked Kent. 

“No problem.  I’m ready for you guys.” Turning back to the hot tub I reminded them they would be in the background of many of the shots.

“We will stay busy.” Carly laughed as she licked the tip of Mark's massive cock. Lilly was sitting on the edge of the tub next to Mark but facing the bed.  Her tits were exposed as she’d lowered the top during the shoot.

“Want me to stay here or come over?”  I pondered her question for a moment.

“Stay in that position.  I’ll have you come over in a bit. When I’m done here you all can stay or come into the Ballroom.” I glanced at my watch and realized we’d been at it for a little over half an hour already.  Moving to the bed I began directing the threesome.  After a few minutes I had Lilly saunter over, gradually coming into sharp focus as she approached the bed then lay next to Fargo who still had on his underwear. 

I directed the quartet on the bed, gradually progressing to the point that Kim and Kent were passionately fucking as Lilly and Fargo watched while fondling each other.  Lilly had worked Fargo's underwear down to play with his solid cock while he caressed her tits. Kent and Kim had just given me their climax faces for a few shots and I stood back from the scene.  Neither had really finished but both were eager to do so.

“Boobs, butts and balls!” I heard a contralto chortle behind me as I stood near the center of the room.  Startled, I turned and saw Marie grinning at me, her face slightly flush as she took in the scene in the bed and tub.

“Yeah, you actually get used to it.  Especially when you are working.” I chuckled.  Looking back to the bed I watched as Lilly pulled her mouth from Fargo’s cock and gently made way for Kim to take over.  Kent lay on the bed obviously spent as he watched.

“I’ve been watching the clock; we are running on Kyle time.” She teased, knowing I had a habit of getting lost in a shoot. “You guys can stay or come into the Ballroom for the last set.  If you decide to leave, just check in at the front desk.  They will have your checks.”  I didn’t think we would see the three on the bed.  However, Mark and the other two women climbed from the tub and began to towel off.

I checked my camera battery.  Nothing worse than running out during a shoot and followed Marie and Lilly as they walked from the room.  Lilly didn’t bother to pull her top up but just wriggled enough to settle the skirt on her hips. 

When we first entered the room I was struck by how much it resembled any other club.  Music playing, couples dancing, people around the bar.  The differences were slight and I smiled as I realized Kenedi had kept the crown in check for when I arrived.  Yes, a few tits were out, as were one or two cocks.

“They are ready for you.  No problems really.  I told them they could play a bit but they all know what is needed.”  Kenedi walked up and wrapped an arm around Lilly’s waist as she shouted to me.  Nodding I switched lenses and walked around the perimeter of the room, snapping pictures of the happy crowd.  Kenedi and Lilly began moving some of our planned individuals into the group room.  The occupants were quick to remove their clothes and get started.  All had been told it would be too loud for directions so go in and start sucking and fucking. 

I spent the next few hours photographing various groupings in the ‘orgy room’. I especially wanted to get shots of the people on the dance floor standing near the openings and observing the action.  Lilly had been following me as I wandered.  Helping by moving in to give the few directions I thought were needed.  Finishing in the orgy room I leaned over to whisper in her ear.

“OK, let’s get you in this last set.”  She smirked and nodded, knowing we were not only fulfilling the contact to shoot ads for the club but also meeting the requirements of our original commission, to have Lilly appear in a number of couples shoots.

She wandered to the center bed which was occupied by Mark and the two women from the hottub.  Despite playing for a few hours none had ‘finished’ as they waited for this final set. Lilly wriggled from her dress and lounged on the mattress, knowing the whole time I was watching and shooting them. 

The next several minutes was a nearly confusing swirl of arms, legs and genitals as the four worked almost desperately to pleasure each other.  Things settled down for a short time as Lilly and Carly scissored each other for several minutes while Brenda gave him head. 

Lilly laughed and gasped something to Carly as both women slowed their rubbing.  Sweat glistened from their bodies as the lights from the dance floor flowed over their skin.

“Time to fuck me.” I saw Lilly mouth to Mark then roll over and kneel with her ass facing him.  Mark grabbed a condom from one of the bowls and spread it on his cock.  I didn’t move to shoot the penetration, wanting instead more of an implied end for this set. I stood from where I’d been kneeling and worked out of the room.  Pausing only at the door to snap a few wide-angle shots of the half dozen couples still in the room, then a close-up of Lilly as she appeared to cum.  

It was nearly 2 AM by the time the last of the models cleared out.  Lilly, Kenedi Marie and I sat in the lobby and chatted.  Stopping only to wave to the models as they left.  Most with grins and satisfied looks. 

“Why don’t you all stay here tonight?” Marie asked as I stood, ready to leave. “I had a second room made up expecting to stay by myself. I really wouldn’t mind the company. Unless you are too tired?” 

“Well, I can speak for Kyle.  I know he is always ready to go after a shoot.”  Kenedi said as she and Lilly shared a glance and a laugh.

“Ha, ha.  Yeah, I’m up for it, especially after looking at these shots.”  Marie stood and walked to where Kenedi and I were sitting on a small loveseat.  She reached down and grabbed one of our hands in hers and gently pulled. Lilly, who had been curled up on a lounge chair next to us smiled tiredly as she stood and reached in to grasp my other hand, leaving the camera swinging from the neck strap. 

“C-mon big guy.  You’ve been so good tonight.” She teased as we turned to follow Marie’s sexy ass as she walked down the hall.  

====================================================

Mark rode his old Honda through the dark streets of North Miami.  The text he got while at the club promised a big payout if he could make it to a specific address by 3 AM.  He was ten minutes early as he pulled up to a silent warehouse storage facility.  He recognized a car parked near the gated entrance and sighed in relief.  These guys had been paying him regularly for months to provide them with information about Lilly and Kyle. He felt slightly guilty about it, especially setting up the cameras in the hotel room on Valentines day but the money was too good to pass up and his college debt was crazy.

“Yo brau.” A soft voice called out from the car. “Gates unlocked, go on back.”  Mark nodded and walked over to the gate, sliding it open on softly squealing wheels.  They’d met here before when the guys gave him the cameras and five grand in cash.  He walked through the gate silently, followed by the man from the car. 

“So, what do you need this time?” He asked, smart enough not to ask what they were doing with the information he provided.

“More of the same Brau, more of the same. Hell, those last pics were pretty fucking hot.  You gotta love tapping that pussy. Shit, all that pussy.” Mark squirmed a little at the comment.  He knew they meant Lilly but had no idea why she was a focus of their attention.  He thought it might have something to do with her being an attorney, at least in her past, but he really didn’t want to know more. They’d almost reached the end of an aisle when the guy next to him stopped and pointed to the right.

“Hey, you see that?” He gasped out in a tense whisper.  Mark turned rapidly in the direction the guy had pointed and stared, trying to pierce the darkness.  He never heard the soft clicking of the silenced Beretta as a 9MM round severed his brain stem and he fell in a lifeless sprawl.  Two additional shots ensured he would never rise again.

“Stupid fuck.” The man said as he turned and walked from the alley, leaving the brass shell casings behind.     


Chapter 7

The day after the photo shoot saw us scurry back to the hotel to check out. We then went to the studio to drop off most of the equipment that had been loaded in the car.  There was barely time for a proper goodbye with Marie.  Smiling to myself I shook my head in wonder at her acrobatics from the night before.  Grabbing a quick dinner we didn’t actually hit the road back home until a little after 8.  We arrived at our home on a small Key just off Key West around 11 PM. 

I spent the next two days locked inside my office working on edits from the shoot.  I only came out for food and an occasional dip in the pool to clear my head.  Most people had no idea how much time was spent after a shoot scoring shots and then editing them. 

I did have to split my work time between edits on the previous shoots and preparing for another large contract job we had with an Aussie micro-bikini company. They were trying to get a foothold in the states and picked me to do a photo spread of their product. It was going to be a complicated job but one I was very excited to get started. While I was incredibly busy, I was also happy, enjoying the work and ignoring everything else.

The morning of our shoot for the bikini company found me walking through the broad arched entrance to the kitchen, a beat-up hiking backpack slung over one shoulder.  As I entered I called out. “Hey ladies.  I’m loading the last of the gear on the boat, are you almost ready?” 

Lilly was leaning with her shapely rear pressed against the edge of a counter, coffee mug resting on the marble surface beside her.  Kenedi stood before her, hands on Lilly’s hips as they snuggled.  She truly was busty, as well as tall, at least an inch over Lilly’s own 5’7”. The two broke from a tender kiss as I strode near, Lilly’s hands slowly traced a loving line from Kenedi’s chest to her stomach before Kenedi turned with a smile to face me.  

"Seriously, still going at it even after last night? Whispering too, even after our conversations about secrets."  I joked at them, bringing warm blushes to both faces, or were the blushes there already?  I’d heard them talking in soft, whispered tones as I approached the kitchen and wondered briefly about the conversation. 

"Nothing special, nosey.” Kenedi stuck out her tongue at me.

“You didn't seem to mind a few hours ago." Lilly joked back at me, quickly derailing my thoughts, before she kissed Kenedi on the neck and gave her a gentle, affectionate hug from behind before she picked up her coffee mug from the counter beside her.

“We will be down in a second sleepy head.”  Kenedi said with a knowing grin then took a sip of her coffee.  “You want some?”  She asked with a raised eyebrow.  Kenedi had her long honey blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail which she had tucked through the back of an old and worn Cubs baseball cap.  She was wearing shorts and a dry weave t-shirt, perfect for a day on the water.  The straps of her bikini top ran from under the shirt to tie behind her neck. Her full breasts strained the fabric invitingly.

The night before the two had approached me in the office, arms around the other's waist.  Fortunately for me, I was just finishing the last edits, or their proposal would have made me seriously late for deadlines. 

“We are so horny.  I hope you are ready for Kenedi and me?”  Lilly declared in coquettish tones.  I was, and after several intense hours of tag team sex, we fell into a deep, happy sleep. 

“I’m good.”  I told her, wiping those thoughts from my mind as I leaned in to give her a kiss on the cheek. I allowed myself to linger, just a bit, as her soft lips brushed my grizzled cheek, and her clean freshly showered scent filled my nose.

Lilly, my ‘legal’ wife of almost three years now, was now standing with one arm still wrapped around Kenedi’s waist, almost protectively as the two exchanged a glance rife with… secrets. Lilly was also wearing shorts, but no shirt covered her bikini top.  I smiled when I saw the top she wore, it was part of her ‘sensible’ swimwear ensemble.  A complex of strings and cute shades of blue in a camouflage pattern.  She wore it whenever she needed to, as she put it, 'hold the girls in check’.   

“I figured you would be in a hurry, so I made a travel mug for you.”  She bent over and kissed me as I moved my face in her direction.  “Besides, it isn’t as if we aren’t traveling with everything we need.”  She chuckled as she made reference to the yacht, ‘Pleasant Dreams’ we would take to the Dry Tortugas.

"I'm guessing no news..."  Lilly trailed off, looking intently at me as she spoke.

"No my love.  I haven't heard from Victor."  I replied. 

"No worries!"  She replied with a barely hidden sigh.  "Sorry to bring it up. I'm ready to go, I just need to grab a few things."

“We will be right behind you love.”  Kenedi told me as she gave my ass a playful smack. 

“Perfect, I’ll have everything set by the time you get to the dock.”  Lilly gestured to the large travel mug on the counter as I turned to leave. 

“Don’t forget your coffee.  We need you wide awake for the trip to the Fort.  Lots to talk about.” She finished the last with a sly glance at Kenedi who blushed a fierce scarlet.  I grabbed the travel mug with a raised eyebrow, giving both women a leer as I intentionally mis-guessed at Lilly’s meaning. She just giggled and made shooing motions, urging me out the door.

I walked through the spacious living room of the main floor of the house, mansion, I really needed to start thinking of this massive marble and stone creation I had inherited from my grandfather as what it was, a mansion.  I reflected ruefully on oddly disparate topics ranging from babies to inheritance, as I passed through the solid French doors leading to the lanai then the pool. 

Taking a crushed shell path behind the house and through the gate in the wall that led down to the dock, I made sure to check the security systems on the way.  There was a waterproof pad mounted to one side of the gate for that purpose.  When I pressed my thumb against the pad, then typed in my code I was able to deactivate the system and see that no alerts had occurred from the time I left the house until I reached the gate.

“Shit.” I said aloud to myself.  “That bitch has me so fucking paranoid.” I meditated to the crunching sound of my sandals on the gravel walkway.  The trail passed through low shrubs. There were palm trees to my right and mangroves lining the water's edge to my left. It was beautiful and helped take my mind to a better place.   I had finally told Lilly and Kenedi about the latest threatening email as we were falling asleep that night.  I’d had no intention of keeping it a secret for so long but had truly forgotten in the crazy rush preparing for the shoot at the club. 

“Damn.”  I muttered and shook my head, stumbling slightly on the uneven surface.  Not really paying attention to what I was doing until my steps transitioned from the crushed shell and sand to concrete, followed by the wood like material of the dock. 

I stopped and looked up at the sleek cabin cruiser moored at the end of a twenty-yard pier.  It was a gorgeous day, clear turquoise skies with just a few fair weather clouds.  Perfect to frame the yacht in my vision.  White and gray lines marked the sleek hull leading up to a spacious bow, perfect for one or more women to lay out in the nude. Or in bikinis.  I chuckled to myself as I recalled the first time Lilly and Kenedi posed on that deck for me and the heated love making that followed.  That thought quickly led me to the resolution I’d made to myself on the drive the previous night.  I was going to talk to Lilly and Kenedi about our lives together. 

My random thoughts were jarred back to the present as a new sound intruded.  I wasn’t sure why the soft ‘lub-lub’ of an idling motor hadn’t registered earlier, but I now clearly heard a powerful, but muted, boat engine idling on the opposite side of my boat.  Breaking stride only long enough to toss my backpack on the stern sundeck, I moved around to the starboard side of the craft to wave off whoever was approaching. 

It wasn’t unusual for sightseers to cruise in for a closer look at the boat and island, but it was annoying.  One ran aground on the tricky sandbar just off the dock and had to be pulled clear.  The last few weeks I also saw an increase in fishermen working around the smaller Keys in the area.  Most were polite and obeyed the No Trespassing signs, others were just idiots and acted offended when I pointed to the posted notices.

As I rounded the stern of my boat, a custom built fifty-footer, I saw a smaller, maybe 30’ speedboat idling within a few yards of me.  The driver saw me immediately as I rounded the stern as he peered at me from under a large, brimmed fishing hat. Another man knelt near the stern. Something about the whole scene set my nerves on edge.  A tingling sensation ran up and down my spine, as if I had been suddenly cooled by an arctic breeze and I felt the weight of my Glock resting in a shoulder holster.  There was no need for him to get this close.

“Hey, sorry guys, this area is posted out another 20 yards.”  I spoke, reigning in my anger.  No need to get pissy at tourists.  Fuck them anyway.  I saw the other man in the boat, maneuvering what I thought was a fishing pole as he turned in my direction.  His face partially obscured by a similarly large brimmed fishing hat.  In fact, I noticed both men were dressed sufficiently alike that I suspected they purchased their gear at the same store, and at the same time. 

Oh well, I thought.  Nothing unusual with that.  Many tourists and once a year fishermen grabbed gear at the last minute. 

“Sorry brau!”  The driver called out in a douche voice, pulling my attention to him. It just seemed fake. “Just admiring the view.”  I could see a grin as his bright teeth flashed from under the hat but couldn’t discern any more of his features.

“No worries.”  I called back and waved, watching as he seemed to fumble with the throttle.  I turned away to walk to the stern when I heard a loud ‘twang!’ and felt myself shoved forward as something slammed into my back.

“What the … !” I started to say as I stumbled.  I looked down and saw a long shaft protruding from the right side of my chest.  It was then that the pain hit me in a sudden, overwhelming wave.  I could feel blood, my blood, streaming down my chest matting the linen shirt I wore to my skin in a crimson flow. I stood in shock.  It was a sudden, piercing scream laden with terror and agony that pierced through my dazed state, bringing me back to the here and now as I looked for the source. 

Kenedi stood 30 yards down the trail where she stared at me.  Eyes wide with panic and terror. Her hands covered her mouth loosely before she pulled them away and let loose another piercing scream followed by. 

“KYLE!  Oh my GOD!  LILLY, CALL 911!!!  Hurry!” My vision seemed to tunnel and I swore I felt each beat of my heart as I watched her sprint to the pier before I lost sight of her as the yacht's cabin blocked my view.    

Behind me, I heard the other boat engine roar to energetic life and I felt a sudden wrenching on my shoulder, the agony that motion created pulled a harsh gasping scream from my lips. 

“Huhhhhh!!!”  I fell backwards, tumbling over the safety rail into the warm, body temperature water. 

Thankfully, the pulling on my shoulder lessoned as I hit the clear water and sank several feet before coming to a pause.   Years of scuba diving had trained my body to do unconsciously what I was in no frame of mind to order it to do.  As I sank below the surface my mouth clamped tight, allowing just a small burble of air to escape. Strange thoughts passed through my sluggish head as I floated just below the surface. 

‘I’m holding my breath… I should be rising…’  I heard the drone of the other boat as it powered away and admired the strange dark cloud rising from my body to swirl in the slight current.  I tried to move, knowing somewhere in my being that I couldn’t just float and should not be hovering a foot or more beneath the surface.  My first jerky motions brought back the piercing pain and caused me to gasp in a mouthful of the briny water.  I tried to kick but felt my legs tangle in something. 

It was then that I knew I was going to die. I continued to struggle but couldn’t rise more than a few inches with each frantic lunge. 

There was a splash above me, and a figure sliced through the water in my direction.  My vision was fading, I don’t know how long since I took my last breath, then there was nothing but blackness.  

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

“He is going to be fine.”  I heard a deep measured voice say through a murky mist.  “The spear entered his back at an angle, missing his shoulder bones but nicking one of the ribs in his upper chest as it exited.  His right lung was missed completely, almost a miracle.  The rib injury will heal in a little over a month, the muscle damage a little longer.  With plenty of physical therapy he should make a full recovery.”  A doctor I thought muzzily, what the hell. 

“You will be fine too my dear.  Just be sure to get a follow up check-up in a week.”  I wasn’t sure who he directed the last comment as my memories choose that second to catch up to me and I must have gasped.

“He’s awake!  Oh Kyle!  You had us so terrified.”  Lilly sobbed.  I slowly opened my eyes.  My vision was blurry but I could discern Lilly on one side, a gray haired and portly man in a white lab coat behind her.  Kenedi was on the other side.  Rapidly blinking my eyes helped bring both their worried faces in focus.

“What happened?”  I said, at least I intended to say that but to my own ears it came out a garbled mess.

Kenedi leaned over to kiss my forehead, “Relax my love. Sleep for now.”  As if her words were a tonic, I did sleep.


Chapter 8

“Damn, I hate repeating all this Kyle.”  Lilly told me, a frown on her face as she sat on the hospital bed next to me.  Kenedi stood behind her, hands on Lilly’s shoulders as she also peered at me with concern. Bright light streamed in through the window, another perfect blue sky, the tops of palm trees just barely visibly as they swayed in a light breeze. I turned my head to look at Lilly before speaking.

“Sorry hun.”  I took her hand in mine, careful not to mess up the IV’s.  “I feel like I have been in and out of it for days.  I barely remember anything from… I guess it’s been a week.”

“Very normal.”  A deep resonant voice pronounced in measured tones.  I did remember the doctor.  “You underwent surgery to repair the…”  He paused to consider his words. “Damage done by the spear.  I was also concerned about your time underwater.  Possible infection as well as the considerable amount of water you took into your lungs.”

He came around opposite Lilly and Kenedi to stare at the heart rate monitor before continuing.  “You are doing very well.  I don’t anticipate loss of motion or serious complications.  In fact, I plan on releasing you tomorrow morning.”  He nodded to Lilly and Kenedi, a slight grin uplifting his pudgy lips. “I am sure the ladies will keep you to your therapy.  I will see you tomorrow morning to go over your release.”

Lilly watched the door close behind him before she turned back to me with a resigned look on her face.  “It is just hard reliving it.  You’ve asked every time you woke the last few days and then with the cops…”  She trailed off.

Kenedi looped an arm around Lilly to hug her gently.  Her hands were wrapped in gauze and medical tape.  “It’s OK sweetheart.  We will get through this.”

Lilly took a deep breath; her eyes were closed as she seemed to gather strength from her grip on my hand and Kenedi’s embrace.  “Hell yes we will.”  She finally said in a firm, no nonsense tone.

“That a girl!”  I said playfully despite the fact I was feeling anything but playful. My shoulder throbbed painfully and my throat felt raw and raspy. “I knew you were too tough to mope for long. Besides, it isn’t as if you were someone's pincushion.”  I hoped my tone sounded as light as I intended. 

“You are impossible!”  Lilly said sternly but her eyes crinkled up with the first genuine humor I had seen.  “OK.”

She took a deep breath and seemed to lean back on Kenedi.  “We left the house a minute or two after you.  Kenedi went ahead so I could check the security system.  I heard her scream, then yell at me to call 911.  I was just coming around the bend in the trail and saw her racing down the trail.  Then I heard a boat motor rev and saw you..”  She paused and took a few deep breaths.  “I saw you fly backwards over the rail.  I must have been running too, the next thing I knew I was on the boat, with my phone in hand.  The 911 operator was asking something and I just didn’t know what to say.  I had no idea what was happening.”

I squeezed her hand, “It’s ok love.”

“There was blood all over the sundeck where you were standing and I must have told the dispatcher something about it.”  Lilly shuddered as she continued her face blanching as she relived the scene. I hated putting them through another retelling but I just couldn’t remember. 

“Then Kenedi popped up a few feet off the boat and yelled that she needed a knife.  She said you were wrapped up in rope and stuck underwater.  Anyway, I went into the cabin, saw your backpack and grabbed the multi tool you love so much.”  I looked at Kenedi then, her face was drawn, but at my glance she gave me a nod and a grim smile as she took up the story. 

“Lilly and I were able to cut the line attached to the harpoon.  Thank god she grabbed your multi-tool!  We needed to use snips to cut the cable.” A single tear was drifting down Kenedi’s cheek as Lilly now jumped back to pick up the story.

“Kenedi was awesome.  She tried untying the line from the anchor.”  Lilly’s voice grated over that last word, filled with rage. Her right hand was clenched in a tight fist at her side.  “When that didn’t work, she did her best to pull it to shallower water.”

“We did it love.”  Kenedi told her and kissed the top of Lilly’s head.  “All that matters is we did it.”

“Wait!”  I exclaimed.  “Anchor?  What the hell.  I don’t remember that part of the story.” 

“The bastards who did this wanted you dead.  The line was tied to an anchor, they tossed it over as they were racing off.”  Kenedi jumped in anger making her voice brittle. 

As she finished, there was a confident rapping on the door which opened on a dapper looking older gentleman. Victor strode into the room, wearing his customary linen suit, collared shirt and no tie. Wiping his hands with a disinfectant towelette he pulled from a container in his suit pocket, he dropped it in the trash before approaching the bed. 

“Dear me.  I do hate hospitals.”  He said in his soft, cultured tones.  “However, one does what one must for clients.”  We knew Victor well enough by now to recognize his dry wit. He paired it with a small quirk of his lip, practically a guffaw from the old gentleman.

“Hmmm, I suppose you will charge us for the extra effort.”  I said, matching his tone.  “We may need to look for a new solicitor.”  Despite my pain, something about his demeanor helped bring back a little of my own sarcastic wit.  I felt myself move a step away from the terrifying loop I’d been living the past few days.   

“Ahh, good to see you lucid my boy! All those painkillers they had you on the last few days.  Not. Good.”  This time he did crack a warm smile as he patted my arm.  “Ladies, lovely as ever.”  Victor finished with a courtly nod of his head to Lilly and Kenedi.  His completely out of place mannerisms, exaggerated even for him, served to lighten the atmosphere further. I suspected that was his plan as I’d seen him drop the veneer of southern charm when necessary. 

“I overheard the last of the recounting of your harrowing tale.”  Victor leaned his hip against the bed, fastidiously straightening out a few wrinkles before he spoke.  “The official report from the police is that you startled poachers.”

I looked at Kenedi and Lilly, neither were startled by his pronouncement. 

“A manatee carcass was found less than a mile from your location the day of your incident.  Apparently, several others have been found over the last week.”  He sighed in genuine regret, “Officially, the story is tourist thrill seekers were going after the gentle beasts.”

“Son of a bitch.”  I breathed out. “I don’t believe that for a minute. I remember… a little.  talking to the men on the boat, they just seemed off.” Victor paused before responding, as if waiting to see if I had any additional information to share but the rest was just muzzy images. 

“Nor do I.” Victor allowed. “Although, it did give me a perfect opportunity to deflect the authorities.”  He cleared his throat dramatically and intoned, “Mr. Frances is quite wealthy and may attract unwanted attention.  However, we have not had any indications of threats to his person.” 

“They will, of course, attempt to find the perpetrators but I know they much prefer to let this go quietly.” Victor gave a snort of derision or was it contempt.

"Probably best that we let them keep thinking it wasn't a planned attack."  I replied, staring at Victor.  "Any other news?"

"Well yes."  He nodded, "You now own the second floor in the building housing your studio near the University.  I've provided the renovation plans to a contractor.  Work should be done within the next two weeks."

"That's great to hear, but not what I meant." 

"I know, I wanted to give some good news."  He sighed in response.  "No word from the blackmailers since the last message.  I fear the plan is to... Well, it is to instill fear so when a new demand is made you will comply.  This attack was clearly meant to kill you and force Lilly to abide by their wishes."

Lilly shook her head as a tear rolled down one cheek.  Not one of sadness, but rather it reflected the pent up rage that radiated from her as she listened to Victor.  Kenedi, hands now on Lilly's shoulders, closed her eyes and kissed her cheek. It was a slow, tender and loving kiss.  Meant to express support and love.  At her touch, Lilly visibly began to relax.

"Here you are my dear.” Victor handed Lilly his silk handkerchief to wipe her cheek. “I believe there are two things at play."  Victor looked at me, regret in his face as he spoke. "First, the possibility of bringing the inheritance back to court and contesting the will.  Second,” He sighed and looked at me with pity and concern.  “The second reason would be to cause you pain. Although, knowing who is behind these shenanigans I suspect that the second point actually takes precedence."  He stopped then and allowed us to come to terms with his words.

"Kyle, we all know this is your mother's doing.  Even though I still can't trace a direct connection back to her."  He turned away as he spoke and tapped his walking stick emphatically on the floor. "I intentionally lost track of her over the years.  Intentionally and also at the behest of your grandfather.  She was… is a vile creature and I was getting too old to want any part of what and who she was. Since the blackmail attempts, I've done some quiet investigation." Turning he stared at each of us in turn, ensuring we were fully aware of the import of his next words.

"I must emphasize the import of my words.  A quiet investigation.  Unlike that conducted by your friends.  I’m afraid I could have warned them prior to the deaths of their employees but I knew too late.”  He sighed, removed his glasses and wiped them with another silk handkerchief.

“Your mother is a functional psychopath.” Now was one of the occasions when that gentility of his was not in existence.  He was a pure legal professional.  “I've uncovered hints of some truly horrific things she has done, for no reason other than to inflict pain and misery on those who caused some slight to her.  Sadly, most of those slights seem to be imagined rather than based on any fact." He shook his head as he stared at me.

“You know better than most about her… hurtful proclivities.  To be blunt, I believe her primary motivation here is to hurt you as deeply as possible.  Did she order this attack to kill you?  I know not but suspect that was her intent. Kyle, ladies.  That woman terrifies me.” At my raised eyebrows he paused then went on in the same grim tones.

"Enough, you are adults and now aware.  I've taken some necessary steps to guard your persons."  He raised a hand as he saw I was about to object, suspecting the direction he was heading.  "I have a very close friend who runs a discreet personal protection service.  You will have two guards with you until this matter is settled."

"Victor, you know about our lifestyle.  I don't want to change what we do and having guards around, seems weird."  Kenedi chimed in with Lilly and I nodding and muttering agreement.

"Of course, I am well aware of your unique situation.  Believe me, it will not be an issue. Your bodyguards are a married couple, Charles and his wife Camille. My friend assures me they do not shock easily.  You may even find them useful when you do shoots."  He smiled as if at some inner joke. 

Seeing as we were gearing up to argue with him.  Victor held up a hand, "I will quit your employ if you will not take this minor precaution. I...Feel...This...Is...Necessary..."  He stressed each word as he spoke and stared at me.  I could sense he had more to say but held back because of the women. "If only for a few months. I sense things are coming to a head." He stared into my eyes then glanced briefly to Lilly and Kenedi before returning his gaze to me. 

I looked to Lilly and Kenedi, my gaze lingering on the bandages wrapping Kenedi's hands.  She cut those delicate, long fingers trying to pull the anchor to shallow water, before she and Lilly were able to cut the line.  I couldn’t imagine how I would handle it if it was Lilly or Kenedi lying in a hospital bed, or worse. 

"OK, Victor.  For a time at least." I said softly, afraid if I spoke louder the emotion in my voice would be all too apparent. Lilly and Kenedi looked at me with surprise.  Neither commented on my decision.  Their silence was a commentary of its own.

Without a word, Victor walked to the door, opened it and gestured to someone waiting in the hall.  Turning, he was followed by a mountain of a man.  I guessed he was just under six and a half feet tall, his shaved head gleamed under the hospital lights. Charles’ shoulders nearly touched each side of the door frame as he glided through behind Victor.  What impressed me the most was how he moved, smooth and coordinated, almost as if he approached every motion as a dance step. 

Entering the room behind him was an Amazon of a woman.  'Holy Crap!' I thought to myself. 'Victor hired Wonder Woman.'

Victor quickly introduced the two as Charles and Camille.

"Mr. Frances." Charles began, a pleasant smile on his ebony face that didn’t quite touch his eyes.  "Cam and I will be as unobtrusive as possible.  I am sure the three of you will get used to having us around."

Lilly gasped at that, "Wow, I don't know how we could begin to ignore having a giant on the island."  She reached across my bed to shake his quickly extended hand. 

"Trust me, he is easy to ignore."  Camille spoke up, her lilting voice a stark contrast to her athletic appearance and Charles dour demeanor.  She patted him tenderly on the bicep then accepted Lilly's hand followed by Kenedi’s.

"Umm, guys."  I muttered, "Injured man under all those hands."  We spent the next half hour discussing the roles Charles and Cam, she insisted on being called Cam, would play in our lives.  I was pleased to hear how flexible they were in taking on various responsibilities, all to provide cover. 

"OK, I'm just going to say this." Kenedi blurted near the start of the conversation, "We lounge around naked a lot and I don't plan on stopping."  She ended with an unconscious thrust of her chest in their general direction.

Cam laughed, "No worries with us.  Victor filled us in on everything and he shared most of the blackmail messages and photos.  All things we needed to know."  She gave us a knowing look, "We have no problem getting naked.  Only, most of the time we will need to wear clothes."  She sighed theatrically.

"We can hold lights, or whatever you need during shoots to fit in.  Doesn't matter what you are doing, it won't shock either of us." Charles added in a no-nonsense tone, his ready smile countered the dry delivery.

“True.  I’ve even done some modeling and could step in if you need an extra.” Cam added.

“Wait, seriously?  You’ve seen some of the blackmail photos, you know the bulk of the shoots we need to do over the next few months and you don’t have a problem standing in as a model?”  I said incredulously. 

“Mr. Frances, one of the reasons Victor hired us, besides our reputation as guards, is the fact we have a background in the adult film industry.”  I felt my eyebrows rise to my hairline.

“Let’s be straight.  You all need to be comfortable with us.  Charles and I did some protection work for a few female porn stars who were being stalked.  We both did bit roles in a few films as cover.  I can’t say we’ve ever done a full on orgy but neither of us have any hang-ups about what you might do, or what we might need to do to blend in.” 

"Hmmph, well.  Now that is settled. I shall allow you to become more acquainted."  Victor interjected. "I'm afraid I must leave."

"I will be here at 8 AM." Charles told us.  "Cam will head back to your house tonight with Victor and get a temporary code for the security systems.  He said we can set up in the guard house." Lilly and Kenedi had a few additional questions and even suggested they use a guest room in the main house rather than the guard cottage.  As they spoke, I found myself drifting off.

I had been up most of that day, going as light on meds as I could and even started some of my physical therapy.  Which consisted of getting up and walking to the bathroom by myself.  Well, with Lilly on one side and a nurse on the other.  The end result was that I was exhausted and quickly drifted off to sleep while Kenedi and Lilly spread out on the sofa couch and quietly watched TV.

I woke when the night shift nurse came in to do a quick check on me.  A short time after she left, Kenedi came over and kissed my forehead.  Lilly was snoring softly in the background. 

"Just wanted to say, I love you." Kenedi whispered to me.

"I love you too."  I told her and clasped her hand gently, not wanting to hurt her wounds.   The thought of her injured hands, of my own injuries sent a sudden chill through me.  I suddenly needed to feel her lips, to feel the life we shared.  "Kiss me?" Kenedi smiled softly even as she shook her head and commented.

“Really, after a week in the hospital you have the energy?” She leaned down, gently brushing her lips across mine, her breath mingled with my own.  Kenedi’s gentle touch stirred an intense need in me for more.  I realized how close to death I’d been and had an intense need to feel alive… and loved. A need she seemed to share as she moved lower, our lips now moist from the lingering kiss, sliding together.

"Uhhhh."  She moaned, "Damn, we have to stop. You need rest."  She spoke into my mouth. “Well, maybe a little relaxation too.”

"We can't do much here, now."  I said and stopped speaking.  Kenedi was pulling the sheet that covered me down, past my knees.

"Shhh..." She whispered and slid her face down my hospital gowned body.  She pulled the light material up to my waist, a sudden chill on my balls from the exposure was countered by the sensation of her warm breath. 

I tried to relax and enjoy her gentle sucking but every time I felt myself let go to the sensations her talented mouth and tongue brought, my thoughts would flash back to those horrible moments on the boat.  The sensation of Kenedi's soft, raspy tongue tracing the length of my cock warred with the remembrances of pain and helplessness.  I became frustrated, then terrified as I knew I wouldn't achieve a full erection, much less orgasm.   Kenedi's head rose from where she had been gently bobbing on my flaccid cock. 

"I'm sorry, love.  Too soon, you need time to recover."  Her tender words ripped at my soul bringing hot salty tears to my eyes.  I turned away so she wouldn't see.  Pretending nothing was wrong, she covered me with first the gown, then sheet. 

"I'm just going to cuddle here for a while."   She whispered in my ear as she perched on the bed at my side.  I shrugged and allowed myself to drift into a troubled sleep, my final thoughts of impotence. 


Chapter 9      

I finished my fourth crossing at the deep end of the pool. Deeply troubled thoughts stormed through my head, as they had for the last month.  My injured shoulder twinged slightly with each stroke as I sliced through the warm salt water in the pool.  The pain cancelled out the pleasure of the swim and just added to my exasperation.  Five weeks of intense therapy had me to the point where I could almost forget I had been injured.

Thanks to some pushing from Lilly and Kenedi, I’d been swimming several times a day. Then there were Charles and Cam.  Both stayed the consummate professionals around me and even took a turn in my physical therapy, thanks to Victor and some urging from the girls. 

Charles and Cam had designed a rugged bootcamp for me. After consulting with my doctor and gaining his approval and hearty support for the torturous regimen, a fact which pissed me off no end.  When I was honest with myself, I had to admit I enjoyed pushing myself, even the twinges of pain spurred me along.  But, I wasn’t being honest and I’d ben nursing a foul mood for weeks.

I snorted as I thought the workouts were also good mental therapy as well, even if it hadn’t shown in my behavior.  I’d been a royal ass since we got back from the hospital.  Shutting myself off from the women and pulling the spoiled brat card on Cam and Charle’s.  We even came close to losing our contracted shoot, despite the great sympathy the Aussie company granted me after learning of the attack.  My being a grumpy ass on Zoom calls and emails left Kenedi and Lilly to smooth things over.  I shook my head as I recalled losing it completely a few weeks before, the shame still burned. I was jealous. 

Charles and Cam had slid into our little group with barely a ripple, and it pissed me off.  Sort of, well, in hindsight I knew I wasn’t pissed at them but at the world. I was being irrational but something in me hated the fact that Lilly and Kenedi were becoming such close friends with Cam. I grumbled to myself that they were just being good bodyguards, but it is tough to overcome irrational thoughts. My world had been shaken and I wanted nothing more than to go back to the way it was.  

My impotence didn’t make matters any easier.  Far from it. Lilly and Kenedi had been patient, loving and kind since we returned home. Neither mentioned the fact I couldn't finish with Kenedi at the hospital, and they didn't try to seduce me. Unless you consider coming to bed nude every night and long lingering kisses an attempt at seduction.  The problem was, I just couldn't get up for it. Every time I began to relax, I would find myself in the water, just below the surface, gasping for air.  

What was worse, I knew they were 'abstaining' because of me. 

"Fuck!" I gasped out as my hand hit the side of the pool and I flipped over for another lap.  Last night was the worst.  I woke sometime around 4 AM, hard as a rock.  My dick being sucked expertly. 

When I realized I wasn't dreaming I quickly lost my erection.  Looking down, I could see it was Lilly now licking the tip of my dick, almost desperately attempting to pump me back to firmness.

Kenedi lay with her back to me but after sleeping together for nearly three years, I could tell she was laying there awake.  It was Lilly's sigh of despair that hurt the most. She soon crawled up to snuggle against my shoulder. None of us spoke as we lay silently in bed for what seemed like hours.  The sadness seemed to fill the room as we each lay in utter silence, not willing to speak of what had happened, again.  It was almost enough to make me call off the shoot we’d postponed from the day I was shot. 

I finished one final lap and kicked off from the wall on my back, staring up through the screened pool cover at the teal sky.  I felt the cloth of my suit ripple against my legs as I kicked gently.  That was another thing.  Before the ‘incident’ the three of us went nude nearly all the time we were home, definitely in the pool. Since returning home I just didn’t have the desire to return to that life, not yet. Charles and Cam on the other hand were nude whenever they weren’t on duty.  Another fact that frustrated me immensely despite the explanation that it was to fit into the role of aspiring models. I confessed my frustration to Victor on one of his frequent visits.

“Dammit, Victor.  They just moved in and act like we’ve been besties for years.” I slammed down the vile protein shake I’d been forced to drink for lunch. Victor nodded sagely and pursed his lips before responding.

“I walk with this.” He waved the cane. “Because of an… indiscretion in my youth.  A painful injury resulted, followed by a long and partially successful recovery. I too was an ass to one I loved and my boorish behavior was soon too much for him to bear. Love is a tremendous thing.  Strong yet so brittle.  Don’t shatter what you’ve built because…”

“Because my mother tried to have me killed.” I finished his thought bitterly.

“Yes.  Don’t give her that win.  Don’t let her taint the love you’ve found. But most of all.” He stared at me, a glint of humor in his eyes. “Don’t become an asshole you will hate.” I tried hard not to laugh, really I did.  I wanted to hang on to my anger but those words started to chip away at the wall’s I’d been building.

I was being an asshole to everyone around me and in that moment I realized why.  They were close, they were within the striking distance of my anger while the person who caused it was not.  My rage grew again at the realization that I’d spent my life taking hits from her and never fighting back.  Now, she was using me as a puppet to hurt people I loved.  I didn’t include Cam and Charles in that group but they were definitely good people that I liked, at least at some level.

I can be a stubborn ass but I did try to improve after that conversation with Victor.  At least I told myself that but I knew it was a halfhearted effort.  I did, at least, begin to realize how much I was hurting Lilly and Kenedi with my attitude.  That only made it worse. 

“You look like you’ve regained most of your motion in that shoulder.  Pretty good for what you went through.”  A voice boomed out over the water breaking my train of thought. Charles was standing on the edge of the pool, nude other than a towel draped over one shoulder. 

“The ladies are at the boat, loading the supplies we bought yesterday.”  As he finished, he made a shallow dive into the water, coming up a few feet from me.  He treaded water as he stared at me with his piercing gunmetal gray eyes, as if appraising or measuring me for some feat of strength.

I paused, waiting for him to start speaking.  

“Your wives are worried about you.”  That jolted me, his use of the plural wives. “They’ve been talking to Cam.  Nothing in great detail.”  He hastened to add, probably seeing me flush scarlet and tense in anger that just seemed too quick and easy for me now.   

“They love you man.  They would be willing to do anything for you but they don’t know what that ‘anything’ is.” He put the word in air quotes to emphasize their confusion.  “I know you are hurting, but they feel it too, differently.  Have you really thought about what Kenedi must have felt trying to drag that damn anchor and line with you attached like some big, gutted fish? Or Lilly?” 

I broke eye contact, not wanting to let him read the pain I was feeling. Instead, I ducked my head in the water and swam to the edge of the pool a few feet from him, surfaced and stared out over the lanai without speaking.

“Look, you want some advice?” When I didn’t answer he continued. “It is time to get out of your own head.  Talk to someone, anyone about this.  The mind heals slower than the body.  It will take time but you gotta be willing to let it happen.”  He waited in silence for a few minutes.

“Think about what I said.”  He added simply before kicking off to the opposite end of the pool.  I heard him climb out.

“Charles.”  I called over my shoulder, not looking at him.  “Thanks and I’m sorry for being an ass.” Apologies sucked, especially when they were overdue, long overdue. 

“Sure thing.” I glanced over my shoulder as he nodded then walked off.

I did think about it as I forced myself to do another few laps.  I finally realized I was tired of reacting to what that bitch was doing.  I needed to make it stop, somehow. With that understanding came the realization that I was, in fact, finally pulling my head from my ass.

I completed a few more laps while my mind raced with plans.  I was done running.  It was time to fight back. It was exhilarating, an awakening that was long overdue.  I normally approached problems analytically, taking them apart piece by piece to gain an understanding before I worked out a plan of attack.  It was one of the reasons I was so good as a forensic business attorney.  I had no problem tracking down the smallest piece of data or documentation to build a supporting case and reach the goals my clients and the partners wanted.  Many times I even came up with better solutions to the problem at hand. 

I haven’t been using those skills to take apart the issue with my mother.  Something Charles has said about PTSD stuck in my head but was quickly put aside.  Whatever the reason for my delay, I was now ready to apply my skills to solve this.  Not just for myself, but for my wives and the family I realized I hoped to build. 

I left the pool and hit the showers on rote as my mind raced with plans.  I had to learn more and I had the tools to at least start gathering information.  Stepping from the shower, not even bothering to dry off, I began making phone calls. 


Chapter 10

A little over an hour later I had to force myself not to stalk down the path to the boat.  Just as I’d finished my last phone call I’d received a text from a blocked number.  At first I’d grinned, the timing was almost hilarious in light of what I’d been planning.  Then I read the text and looked at the photos.

I paused to center myself before walking the gangway to the boat.  I had a lot to do, a lot I’d started, and I wasn’t willing to fall back into the morose attitude I’d had for the last month.  I shrugged and added to myself, I’m also done being a whipping boy. From the sound of voices, everyone was up on the flying bridge waiting for me.  I’m sure with either Charles or Cam, on lookout one of them saw me approaching. I was equally sure they didn’t want to make my tardiness a big deal. 

Stop being a pussy.  Charles is right.  The doctor is right and dammit the women have been right.  I just need to deal with this one step at a time.  I thought and forced a first step from the gangway to the deck of the boat. Then, without hesitation, I strode to the stern ladder leading up to the flying bridge.  This was my first return to the craft since being shot and my heart was racing as I remembered that morning. Sucking up my courage I climbed the ladder.

“OK, you guys have everything stowed and ready?”  I called out, noting the silent, tentative stares from Lilly and Kenedi as I climbed the last rung.  I smiled tightly, maybe it was more of a grimace but I realized then it might have been the closest to a smile I’d had in weeks. Fuck, this is going to be tough.

“Aye, Aye, skipper. Me and the bosun’s mate ‘ere stowed all the booty and plunder below decks and have the serving wenches ready with lunch whenever you orders it up.” Kenedi said in a raspy pirate voice.  I just stared at her in stunned disbelief.  She never joked like that, I’d never heard her put on an accent or play act ever. It was so, not her; it was so odd.  

It was also so fucking funny.  I stood there dumbfounded before sudden, unexpected laughter peeled from me in gales.  I even bent over to slap my knee. 

“Seriously Kenedi!”  I said between gasps as I wiped tears from my eyes.  “Are you trying to get me to tear this scar open again?”  She stood smiling at me; a single tear rolled from one of her eyes.

“Damn, I think we forgot what your laugh sounded like.”  Kenedi replied.  She walked past me to the ladder, petting my cheek.   As she reached the ladder, Kenedi turned and slowly descended, exaggerating every motion.  Her skimpy yellow bikini top did little to cover, or hold, her gently swaying boobs.  I stared intently as those luscious mounds undulated with her motion.  I wanted her to know I appreciated the show. She blew me a playful kiss before dropping down the last several rungs.

“OK, that is a tough act to follow.”  Lilly joked as she moved to follow; kissing me on the cheek as she walked past.  “However,…” She stopped as she turned to step down the ladder, her hands releasing the rungs to reach behind her and untie the strings holding her light green bikini top in place.  The top and shorts perfectly accented her golden tan and blue green eyes.  Those eyes now held me as she allowed her top to fall to the deck.  A small quirk lifted one side of her mouth as she playfully rocked her body.  Boobs swaying gently like a metronome. 

Lilly’s every move seemed to exude passion and lust.  That was only enhanced when she decided to be intentional, as she did now.  She closed her eyes slightly, peering at me through bare slits and ran her hands along her torso, gripping her boobs,  then massaging them firmly before she reopened her eyes and stared deeply into mine.

“Love you Kyle.  Kenedi and I can get the lines.”  It took me a second to know she was referring to the bow and stern lines of the boat. 

“OK.”  I responded, my own lips quirking slightly. “Love you too!”  Lilly descended the ladder, never taking her eyes from mine.  The look she gave me was appraising, a careful examination of my apparent new attitude.   A soft chuckling startled me until I recalled Charles and Cam had been standing behind me.  I turned to them, catching knowing grins on each face.

“Well, I can help them with the lines.”  Cam said, kissing Charles as she stood and walked past me to the ladder.  Her white bikini was a stark contrast to her deep ebony skin.  As she walked past she gracefully reached behind her and released her top, grasping it before it could fall and tossed it to Charles.

“Better fit in I suppose.”  As had the other two, she turned as she went down the ladder, affording each of us an entrancing view of her champagne glass tits. She gave Charles a final wink before disappearing. 

I caught a glimpse of Kenedi at the stern rail where she knelt preparing the lines to cast off.  Her top had vanished as well.

“You are one fortunate son of a bitch.”  Charles spoke.  “Well, so am I.” He added in a droll tone.

I shook my head in agreement as I went forward to the controls.  Something in Kenedi’s stupid, silly act opened a crack in the wall I’d been building.  I sighed as I acknowledged a wall had been cracked but I still had much to hide.  I realized then, for the first time, how accurate Charles was when he said I was, “On a fast train to fucked up town.” Yeah, Kenedi’s act and the news from earlier...

One of the women, probably Kenedi as she loved learning about the boat, had already started the engines, setting the big diesels to idle softly in preparation for our departure.  Looking at the bow, I saw Lilly waving to get my attention before giving me a thumbs up signal. I ran a quick check of the instruments, briefly blipping the steering motors before waving back.

“Lilly, cast off the bowlines.”  She expertly tossed the lines to the pier.  I briefly hit the bow steering motor, just enough to get a little motion away from the dock before calling back to Kenedi.  “OK Kenedi!”  I guided us through the shallow waters of the Gulf side of our island, concentrating on the depth gauge. 

“Plan on about 5 hours to the island.  We could do it a little faster but I see no need to rush.  That still gets us there early enough to scope out the land for some spots to shoot and rest up.  Weather looks amazing the whole way in.” I told Charles who’d stayed on the bridge with me.

“Got it, you’ve been there before?”  Charles asked me.  “I haven’t but did as much research as I could.”

“Yep, been once.  It is gorgeous.” I proceeded to fill him in on the details of the 7 small islands and coral reefs that made up the Dry Tortugas, along with the old Fort Jefferson.

“It is an amazing site for snorkeling and scuba.  Better, we get the clear water of the Caribbean along with some truly picturesque backdrops for this shoot.  I have permits to do a professional shoot on the site.  We just need to be sure to bring the tent along for the women to change.”  I glanced at Charles and saw a raised eyebrow.  “We can count on tourists and a few overnight campers.  Probably a number of boaters staying as well. I don’t want to run into issues with any rangers who show up because a family complained about naked women.”  I chuckled at that.

“So, I guess I will be a pack mule, hauling the tent and whatever else is needed?”  Charles stated in good humor.

“Yep”, I replied. “Also running the dingy back and forth.  It is big enough for all of us and most of the equipment we will need.  I may also want you as background for some of the shots.”

Charles nodded as I spoke and gazed out over the calm blue green waters to his right before allowing his gaze to settle on a view of the ships sundeck on the bow.  Lilly had just joined Kenedi and Cam on the sundeck, all three sans suits and laying on towels.  “You seem much more centered.”  He finally spoke.

I didn’t comment for a few minutes, actually staring past the vision of loveliness less than 20 feet in front of me. 

“Your ass kicking conversation earlier helped push me over the edge.  But, honestly, I’ve been getting sick of my own company lately.”  I stopped, then reached into my shorts pocket and pulled out my phone.  I let it recognize my face and then keyed up the text messages I wanted him to see. 

He took the phone and stared at the text and embedded photos.  He nodded calmly, “Kyle, you really should have shown this to us sooner.  We might need to adjust plans.”

“I got them as I was getting ready to walk down.”  I blew out a breath I didn’t know I’d been holding.  “It just pissed me off.  I know Lilly and Kenedi wouldn’t want to change plans and I decided I’d been wallowing in my own self pity for too damn long.  It just pissed me off.” I repeated. “I’m done with this.  I decided I’m finished reacting to her.  She fucking tried to kill me.  What if she tries for one of them?  Hell, that would be more her style anyway.” 

“OK, I get that and you don’t have the same hit over the head with a blunt object glazed look you’ve been walking around with for the last few weeks.”  He turned, facing the stern, eyes roaming over the empty water behind us. “I need to let Cam know right away but will let you break it to Lilly and Kenedi.  Also, for what it is worth, we agree with you.  It is time to get proactive.”  He nodded and waved at Cam in a come here gesture.

“Charles.” I waited until he looked at me. “I’m fucking serious about not allowing her to hurt the people I love.  Serious enough that I began taking steps a year ago… I knew, I know how dangerous she can be I just wouldn’t fully acknowledge it until now.” I breathed out harshly through clenched teeth as I prepared myself.  “There are a few things I need to tell you, now.  I need to know if you can support me.”  I then told him my plans, most of them.

“Damn Kyle.  That’s a hell of a risk dude.  I mean.  If it backfires you are in prison.  Hell…” Charles shook his head and looked to Cam. She shrugged then after a second looked to me.

“We don’t have time right now to talk through the shit storm you may have started but yeah.  We are in.  We made the mistake of liking you and the girls and.  Damn it fuck it!” She exclaimed softly. “So unprofessional but yeah.  After all we’ve learned.  You should know Victor hired us months before you were harpooned.  He knew this was coming, got us up to speed on you and your family.”  Cam shook her head, punched me in the arm… hard and walked off. I wasn’t surprised at her revelation.  Knowing Victor I suspected as much once I was up and on my feet.

“OK, she’s the boss but I’m in.  That woman is vile.  I’ll begin making plans of my own.” Charles nodded once, firmly

“I don’t recognize the scene from the shoots I’ve seen already.”  Charles said, looking down at the last image on my screen.  It was a slightly blurry shot of Lilly spread eagle on a bed, her arms held by straps to either side, a blindfold slightly obscuring her face. Lilly’s mouth was open, the look on her face one of pure animalistic passion as a man knelt between her thighs while two other men held her legs spread. Another woman, Kenedi, I knew, lay just above Lilly’s head, a hand in Lilly’s hair.

“You shouldn’t, we didn’t take any photos of that night.  This was from Valentines Day.”  I went on to explain that Kenedi had set up a Valentines Day surprise using some models we were thinking of hiring for additional sets for our erotic photo shoot commission.

Charles looked at me as I spoke, his eyes appraising. “So, Kenedi set up the rooms and arranged for the models?” Something in his tone alerted me.

“You can’t really suspect her?”  I blurted angrily.

“I can’t rule it out.”  Charles said bluntly. “I do think it more likely one of the models was planted on you by the blackmailers.” He held up a hand to stop me from chiming in. “Yeah, I know, your mother but she has a group working for her.  I’m going to need the names and background information on those models to run some checks.  I’d like to do that soon, before we talk to Lilly and Kenedi.”

Key West was just visible off the port bow, close enough that I felt comfortable setting the autopilot.  Once set, I turned to a laptop I kept on the bridge and quickly pulled up employment files for the models who were present that night.

“Here you go.”  I told Charles and handed him the laptop.  “Before you head down.  I’m not good at opening up about my life, or my parents.  I needed to fill you in on everything, you and the ladies.  Lilly and Kenedi know most of it but only because she’s dragged it out of me over the years.”

“OK.” He chuckled. “Don’t get pissed but those are the things we needed to know to protect you three.  Cam and I were going to come to you on this trip to get you to open up but you should know.  Victor gave us an outsider's perspective when he hired us, pretty sick stuff. Yeah, I think it’s past time we hear all the details.” He took the computer and climbed down the ladder without another word.  I turned back to check our course just in time to catch Kenedi roll over and wave in my direction.  Her smile bright, and I thought, guileless.  I waved back, unpleasant thoughts clouding my head once again.


Chapter 11

The women were inside as I approached the anchorage near Fort Jefferson.  I wasn’t surprised to see a half dozen boats already moored; it was a popular get-away if you had a boat.  A few minutes earlier, the seaplane that carried tourists for day trips to the island flew overhead, on a return flight to Key West. 

The water was exactly what you would expect in the Caribbean, nearly crystal clear and turquoise.  Finding a spot I liked, I dropped first one anchor then the second as I maneuvered the craft to set them in the sandy bottom. 

Charles was standing behind me as I shut down the motors.

“Shit!”  I exclaimed, surprised that such a large man could move so stealthily. 

“Sorry, didn’t mean to startle you.”  Charles gave me a thin-lipped half smile.  “I wanted to talk with you before we head down or go to shore.  The women are busy so I thought this would be a good time.” 

“Sure, you look like you have some bad news.”  I stated, a stoney lump forming in my stomach.

Charles glanced around, as if ensuring there were no craft near us. “Yeah, good, bad and more questions.”  He sat down, still holding the laptop I’d given him earlier. “OK, I found nothing to suggest Kenedi had anything to do with the secret photos at the hotel.” 

“Good.”  I started to say more but stopped at his raised hand.

“I also don’t have any evidence that she didn’t help set this up.  In fact, circumstances still point to her.  Before I go on, I think you need to let everyone else know what is happening, just don’t show them the photos.”

I sighed, ran a hand through my hair. “You mean make sure Kenedi doesn’t see them?”

“Yeah, that.  Just treat it as normal as you can.  If it helps, I don’t think she was involved.  I just can't prove it.”  He stared at me till I nodded.  “OK, that was the good news.  Your model, Mark.  Remember him?”

I nodded, thinking back to that Valentine's Day.  I watched Lilly suck his massive cock just before two of the female models moved me to a couch and distracted me. 

“Yeah, I do remember him.  I think he is the one in the photo with Lilly. We also did a shoot with him a few days before I was harpooned.” I was actually able to give a dry chuckle.

“Yeah, he is the one in the last photo with Lilly.  He’s dead.”  Charles said bluntly.  “Shot at least twice in the back of the head four days ago.  Police report says it was a drug deal gone bad.  The implication is that he was a low level supplier.”

“Holy shit!”  I gasped out. “He was a health nut.  I mean, I guess he could have been a dealer but there was never any clue.”

Charles went on to tell me he and Victor had spent the past few hours burning up the phones to pull in favors and get what info they could in such a short time.  They believed it was Mark who planted small cameras in the lights of the ceiling fans in the rooms.  He arrived at the hotel before everyone and had plenty of time.  Mark was also a licensed electrician, so the work would have been easy.

“OK, it still doesn’t mean Kenedi is innocent but most of what we know now points to Mark.  Victor sent me an email before I came up with Marks bank accounts.  He’d received a few hefty paydays just before Valentine's Day.  All cash.”  Charles stopped talking, taking a sip of water from a bottle he’d carried up with him.”

“Charle. Listen to me.  There is no fucking way Kenedi is involved!” I rasped out angrily. “I may have been a fucking fool to let this go on as long as I have but I’m not blind.  She isn’t involved.” Charles simply stared at me, his face giving nothing away.

“OK.” He said simply into the silence between us.

“We liked Mark.  Seemed like a good guy.” I finally offered up.

“He probably was. He was in the porn business for a while.  It looks like he was approached shortly after you hired him.  He didn’t know you guys and didn’t see a problem making a few grand for a fuck flick.  Probably even thought it was silly to pay him when the ‘actors’ were all willing to be in front of the camera.  But it’s the business.  There are people who like those hidden videos.”  Charles took another sip and scanned the waters around the boat before continuing. 

“OK, last bit of news.  Victor learned you are being investigated for tax fraud, prostitution and a few other sundry claims.  Whoever is doing all this wants you ruined any way possible.  We think they got nervous, thinking Mark may know something, so they killed him and made it look like a drug deal.  Possibly hoping that would spill back on you guys too.”

“Well fuck me!”  I blurted out then laughed bitterly.  “Damn her.”

“Mmm, yeah.  Nothing like the love of a mother.”  Charles said with an ironic twist to his lips. 

“OK, we need to head down.” I hesitated as I thought through the situation. “Charles, I need to tell the girls about the photos and show them as well.  I trust Kenedi and won’t get caught up lying to her, even by omission.”  He stared at me for a long minute, as if waiting to hear me change my mind.  A grim smile briefly quirked his lips before he responded.

“Probably for the best. Cam already knows everything.” He stared at me again. “Victor and I talked about going pro-active.  We’ve hired more people I’ve worked with and trust to do some investigating.  I’ve also brought in some for added protection.” It was my turn to stare, and let the wheels turn in my head.  I finally nodded; his suggestion fit my plans. Only, it wasn’t time to let him know the other plans I’d already set in motion, not all of them.

“Yeah, OK.  Let’s get something to eat, then head over to the island to scout around.  We have at least 5 hours of light.”  Something about the revelations of the last half day helped focus me, helped me push past everything.  Only, I wouldn’t realize that until later.


Chapter 12

We found the women sitting around the galley. A stack of sandwiches and cut veggies on plates before them.  Each was wearing a bikini top and shorts, ready for the afternoon of hiking and exploring I’d promised.  Charles and I each grabbed a chair and sandwich, in that order.  As I ate, I quickly told the women the blackmailers had contacted me. I passed my phone around so they could see the photos. 

“Holy shit.” Lilly gasped and flushed red.  Despite the seriousness of the moment, I was amused to see the photo could embarrass her. I also pondered how that would fit into my plans for her. “That’s Valentines Day.  What the hell!.” Kenedi looked equally shocked as Lilly passed the phone to her.

“I set this up.  The only people who knew about this were the models and me. Who?” She looked up, the appeal for an answer obvious to me.

“We don’t know yet.” Charles jumped in to add that he contacted Victor and they would be doing what they could to learn anything new.

“Damn.”  Lilly said, a dejected look crossing her face only to be replaced with one of determination. “Nothing new.  This is actually getting old, and boring.”  I exchanged a quick glance with Charles. 

Kenedi listened in silence, a sad look on her face as she watched Lilly.  She rubbed Lilly’s back gently then kissed her cheek. “OK, maybe we can focus on paradise and the shoot we have to do?”

We agreed, quickly finishing off the food.  Charles and Cam went to the stern with Kenedi to prepare the dingy for the short trip to shore.  Lilly came with me to the cabin where I threw on a shirt and sandals for the beach. She didn’t speak but waited until I was ready.

“Hey love.  No big deal but I was wondering if we could talk tonight.”  She gave me a nervous grin as she spoke. I couldn’t help but wonder if this was about the blackmail or something else.

“Ahh, yeah sure.”  I replied. “Gee, isn’t that what the kids say when they want to break-up?” I teased.

“No, no.  Oh hell no! You’re so weird.”  She did break into a grin and wagged her finger at me.  “Nothing like that and I’d like Kenedi to be there.  Honestly, I just want to talk about something now that you are feeling better.”  Then remembering my comment. “Did you need to be alone with me?”

“No.”  I smiled.  “Kenedi being there is good.  Let’s head out to meet everyone.  We can talk back here later tonight.”

Charles, Cam and Kenedi had made quick work preparing the dingy.  It was just large enough for the five of us, and the backpacks we each carried.  Charles stayed in the stern, running the small motor as he steered us to shore.  We spent the next several hours exploring the fort, located on the largest island. 

I found several spots I liked for the next day's shoot, marking them on my map of the park along with times I thought the lighting would be best.  The thought of the latest news did weigh on my mind.  I couldn’t help but think how Lilly and Kenedi would take the news of Mark’s murder and resolved to tell them as soon as I could. The sun was just beginning to touch the horizon as we made our way back to the boat.  Charles expertly brought us to a stop under the davits.

After boarding, we grabbed snacks and a few beers then sat on deck watching the sunset and chatting about nothing important.  I hated breaking that pleasant mood but I’d promised to talk to my family.  Breaking one of the companionable silences I started.

“I was talking to Charles earlier today and realized I need to fill you all in on my family, all the details I can.”  I sighed, welcoming the starlit night as I began my story.  I wasn’t interrupted as I spoke.  The group allowed me to use the night as a shroud, to hide within as I cut into myself, baring my soul. I must have spoken for an hour as they listened in relative silence. 

“So, I guess I could have just said she is a scary psycho bitch from hell.  But, you also needed to know she has the money and mob connections to make people disappear, and has.”  

“She really did that, to your dog?  Then told you she had the cook prepare your pet for dinner?”  Cam asked into the silence that followed as I ended my story.  Not waiting for a response she stood and walked to me.  Kenedi and Lilly had moved closer, lightly holding my hand or touching a shoulder during some of the worst parts of the story. She bent down and embraced me, whispering in my ear that she and Charles would make this right.

“Look guys.  This is some crazy stuff, I know.  I’ve had years to deal with it or bury it where it’s poisoned me.” I chuckled dryly at my statement. “But, the real issue here is what she is doing now or will do.  Victor is convinced she has just gotten worse, crazier. If that is even possible. I agree with him.  I don’t think this has anything to do with money or the inheritance.  It’s all about her being Silence of the Lambs crazy.”

“She tried to kill you.  Kill her own son. I knew that I’ve known it since that day but my God.” Kenedi said in a cold hard voice. 

“I also wanted to let you know I’ve decided to stop letting her take these swings at me, us without some sort of response.  Charles, Cam and Victor have already hired people to investigate her, there is more protection we’ve hired… I’m done letting her hurt me...us.” The silence was deafening to me.  Broken a few seconds later by tinkling laughter from the deck of a boat moored far from us, the sounds simply carrying over the water. I couldn’t see Lilly and Kenedi’s expressions.  However, the way they held themselves, reminded me of a deer caught in the headlights.  Afraid to move.  I hated doing this to them, both of them. Kenedi was the first to break the silence after reaching out to clasp Lilly’s hand.

“We are with you.” She said calmly.

“Look, it’s good we got this out, but we need to get ready for tomorrow.  Not much we can do about it right now.” Charles said into the silence that followed my final statement.

“Charles is right.  I totally agree about relaxing and even trying to have some fun.  I want to take advantage of the morning light so it's an early start.  Oh, Charles.  I may need you to be in the background of a few so wear one of your speedo’s and bring along a few trunks for different looks.” I chimed in, taking the lead from Charles attempt to lighten the mood. 

“Sure thing.”  Charles said, his white teeth shining in the starlight.

“Shoot.”  Lilly’s voice called out from where she sat, a pout clearly evident in her voice. “We have to wear clothes, no fun.”  There were wry chuckles at her pronouncement.

“We haven’t worn clothes most of the day!”  Cam quipped back.  “I know Charles enjoys the view.”

“I sure do!”

“Hmmm, good to know.” Lilly purred playfully. I smiled at her tone then thought of my plans for her and had to hold back a chuckle.  I was fairly confident she would love my surprises, I just needed to find the time to talk to her and Kenedi.

“C’mon love.  Play with Charles later, let’s get Kyle to bed.”  Kenedi laughed as she reached down to pull Lilly up to stand at her side. I felt a peace settle over me at the laughter and comradery. 

“I’m going to stay up for a first watch.”  Cam told us, “Then Charles will get the morning shift.  That way I can get my beauty sleep for tomorrow.”

“Darn, I knew there was a reason I hated guard detail at night.  Nothing warm to snuggle up to.”  Charles stage whispered as he stood.

“Night Cam.”  Lilly swayed over to Cam, surprising me when she kissed her on the lips before returning to where Kenedi and I stood.  Charles gave Cam a kiss of his own, wagged a finger at Lilly and followed us into the main cabin.  He turned into the first cabin while Kenedi, Lilly and I walked forward to the captain’s suite shutting the door behind us.

The room was dimly lit, fans circulating the tropical air creating a breezy and humid atmosphere.  A few steps into the room I felt hands around my waist, thin but strong fingers expertly undoing the button holding up my shorts before pulling them to drop to the cabin floor.  Kenedi stepped around me, her bikini top and shorts already somewhere in the darkness. 

She pressed into me to lay her head on my shoulder, allowing me to breathe in the clean scent of her shampoo.  It was a warm and loving hug.  Yeah, I knew there was a sexual element to it as well but underlying everything was the sense of holding someone you cared for deeply.  An unvoiced but still very real communication of partnership and love that unexpectedly wrapped around my heart.

Her soft lips gently touched my neck, almost tenuous.  I knew she was trying to express her feelings while doing her best to keep it from being an overly sexual thing.  I knew she was horny and felt guilty and afraid I would once again fail to meet her needs, much less Lilly’s.

“I love you Kyle.”  She whispered, kissing my neck once more before she slid away to sit on the edge of the bed.  Her lean muscular body was just visible in the shadows.   Lilly was already on the bed, sprawled out in a languid stretch as she looked in our direction.  A trick of the light formed a triangle, illuminating her from bare right breast to left hip.

For a moment, a brief moment, the photographer in me wished for a camera to capture the scene. 

“He is thinking of taking pictures.”  Kenedi stage whispered, breaking the silence.

“I know.” Lilly whispered back. Then in a soft but serious voice, “Kyle, we never talked about the other stuff you overheard in the office.  I’m so embarrassed, mainly because I’ve been afraid to say anything.” Her head tilted down and then back up.  I knew she was staring at me despite the fact her normally expressive face was hidden in shadow. 

“Love, you know you have nothing to worry about.  I was hoping to talk to you both tonight about that revelation in the club.” I chuckled to let them both know it was in fact no ‘revelation’. “Look, you have a sex drive that is on high right now.  But, you wanted to talk so go ahead.  I’ll listen.”

“Thanks.”  She paused and lay back against the pillow as she took a deep breath. Then the tone of her voice changed to ‘lawyer’. Something she always did when trying to emotionally distance herself.  I got it.

“So, I’ll start with the hard part for me.  Something I’ve known but just allowed myself to believe.” She took a deep breath. “I am a nymphomaniac; I have an addiction to sex.” Lilly paused to take in our reactions.  Kenedi just placed a hand on Lilly’s knee encouraging her.  I can’t say her comment was a surprise to me, or something I found worrisome.  I think I’ve known for years.  I nodded and softly told her to go on as I manfully quashed the urge to reply - ‘No shit Sherlock’.

“Well, duh.” Kenedi quipped as she gently rubbed Lilly’s knee.  Lilly snorted then began talking.

“I don’t want to rehash a bunch of history but it makes it easier for me to get to the point.  You know when we first got together, I’d only been with a few guys.  I really enjoyed sex, a lot, but I was always able to put it aside to focus on school or work.  Sometimes that was tough, I realize now I was repressing a lot.  When we got together and I started modeling for you, it was a nice outlet for me to get a little dirty. We seemed to bring out the raunchy side in each other.”  She chuckled softly in the darkness. 

“Even then, I held things in check.  I was still trying to be the good girl even after we had our three-way with Candice. Then, it was really me pushing the shoot with Billy.  That was so fucking hot, teasing him while you photographed us.”

“Yeah, I remember.” I didn’t say more, realizing she needed to get this out without interruptions. As she spoke, I could see her obvious struggle with how aroused she was becoming.  Her nipples were taught beacons in the night and a faint sheen of perspiration covered what I could see of her body.

“I know back then I tried to stop things but inside I wanted more and more. My hesitation was just me sticking to old ideas.”  As she spoke, I could feel myself becoming aroused and drawn into her words as well as the feeling behind them.  It was something about the way she spoke, of her sexual desires.  I swear, she exuded an erotic pheromone that could give a corpse an erection. I quietly moved from where I stood to sit on a small settee near the bed.  My knees were now just touching Kenedi’s. I doubted either could see the impact Lilly’s words were having on my cock, shadowed as I was. 

“It scared me after, that I was so ready to let him fuck me while you watched.  We’d talked a little about being open and, well, I just didn’t know what would happen with us if I let go.  Then, I shocked myself at the swingers club in Vegas.  I was so horny when Walter found me coming out of the bathroom.  He just started playing with my tits then that other guy who’d been dancing with me was there.  All I could think about was ‘What would it be like to have sex with two guys?’ Anyway, you know the rest.  I think that was what finally made me realize I was willing to do almost anything.  My legal career looked like it was in the toilet but our business was doing well.  So, I just decided to let loose. I had nothing to lose.”

“I’m not doing a great job with this.”  Lilly sighed softly. “It is so hard to explain and I’m making myself fucking horny just talking about it.  You joke about my sexual beast but I feel like that is exactly what I have.  I want wilder, and more crazy sexual experiences. But I’ve been so afraid I will scare you off.” Her voice had grown raspy as she spoke.

“Lilly.” I sighed then quickly went on when a look of sheer panic crossed her face. “Like I said, I’ve been meaning to talk to you too. I have no problem with this.  We are in everything together.”  A slow tear ran down Lilly’s cheek as she stared at me, desperate to hear what I had to say next.

“I love you; I love you both.”  I reached out and touched Kenedi’s knee with my hand. “For all our talk about being open.” I sighed before choosing my next words, knowing I would be continuing some lies of omission.

“We’ve been too afraid to talk about this and it’s silly.  I know you like fucking, I know you’ve really gotten off on our trying crazier stuff.”  I leaned back, my mind racing with our many experiences.  “Hell, I’ve known that since we had the guys over for pizza and you fucked all of us.” 

Lilly giggled at the memory and smiled at me, another tear slid down her cheek but now it seemed almost one of relief.  She quickly wiped the stray tear with a swipe of her hand. “Damn, I should have realized…”

“We all should have realized.”  Kenedi chimed in, wiping another tear from Lilly’s face then cupping her chin and cheek with those delicate fingers. 

“Lilly, I get that you love sex.  I also understood how this awakening.” I struggled to find the right word, awakening just seemed to fit. “Yeah, your awakening was a struggle.  I never wanted to push you.  I was more than happy to let you take much of the lead and enjoy what happened.”  I felt myself becoming further aroused, as I let my mind wander through some of the things she’d explored in front of me. I was also excited to share at least a few of my ideas with them and felt the time was perfect.

“Kyle, Kenedi.  It’s stupid, but I’ve been afraid if I really opened up I would lose you.”  Lilly said after taking a deep breath. “I want you to push me.  Can’t you tell the best times have been when you were telling me to do something for a shoot?” I simply nodded at her words, my own thoughts racing.

“Well gee.  We’ve sucked off guys together, had sex with what?  Four guys in one afternoon and you worried how Kyle and I would react.”  Kenedi was giggling as she spoke.  “Hell, you still don’t swallow yet.” At that Lilly began giggling.

“I KNOW!”  I allowed that contented moment to linger a time before I finally broke the silence.  

“I guess I haven’t helped lately.  Shit, I know you two haven’t done anything since I was injured.  It isn’t fair and I should have said something.  I really don’t mind if you two get off with each other, or even someone else. I know in the end we are still together.”

“Honestly love, we haven’t really been in the mood until lately.”  The last few weeks have been horrible, not erotic.”  Kenedi said softly.

“I know, and Lilly.  We’ve come a long way since Vegas.  I still like our rule of being together to share the fun but I honestly can’t think of anything that would really freak me out.  Seriously, I watched you fuck a handful of guys with Kenedi a few months ago and then in the Orgy room.  I’m confused, maybe I’m just not getting what you are saying. I mean, there are things you don’t do sexually.” I had been thinking about this since I first heard Lilly confess to Jill.  I felt confident she would like my idea, but I wanted to hear Lilly express herself before I broached the subject.

“There are things I haven’t done sexually but I can’t think of much I wouldn’t do or don't fantasize about doing.”

“Well, like what?”

“Some days I want to dress in leather and tie up half a dozen guys and fuck their brains out.  God, I fucking loved Valentines Day.  Cuffing Mark to the bed then sucking his cock.” As she spoke, I could hear the passion and lust rising in her.  Her right hand rested in the dark place between her legs as she started talking. I had a hard time keeping my expression calm as she mentioned Mark.

“After him, I was so afraid to let them hold me down but that just made me even hotter.  I loved feeling the hands on my tits and ass, different cocks in my mouth and pussy.  Fuck, the taste of my pussy on those cocks… or actual pussy of one of the other women who was there.”  Her right hand began to move in a circular motion and she leaned back slightly. I could feel my cock begin to rise further as she spoke.   

“You know I enjoyed all that too.” I finally added. Lilly nodded, almost shyly.

“Little by little I’ve been letting myself go but there are things I haven’t done.  I like a little pain, I just don’t know how much, I like being tied up, I want my ass fucked, I want to swallow loads of cum.”  Her breathing increased as she spoke, now coming in short sharp gasps.  I could see the firm globe of her left tit, her nipple solid, casting a short, bouncing, shadow on her boob. 

“I’m afraid I don’t know when to stop, I love the look on your face when I do something new and dirty.  Ohhh, Fuck!  I love surprising you and Kenedi with new ideas.”  Kenedi leaned over and began to fondle Lilly’s heaving tits.  “I want you to fucking use me!”  She finally moaned out.

My cock was now fully engorged as I watched these two gorgeous women make out.  Lilly’s fingers made wet slurping noises as she slid them in and out of her pussy.  I still hadn’t heard anything too shocking.  The part about being fucked in the ass was new but not something that would send me running in horror.

“I love you directing me.  It turns me on so much when you tell a man to slide his cock in my pussy, or for me to play with his balls.” Her fingers were moving rapidly now, Kenedi’s hand overlapping her own as she helped Lilly to get herself off. That was what I’d been waiting for, the perfect segue.

“I’m glad you said that.  I have been thinking about this too and have something I would like to try.”  I said, my voice rasped with passion as I began stroking my dick.  “What about you Kenedi?  Do you like it when I direct you?”

“Yes.” She moaned around a mouthful of Lilly’s tit. For the first time in weeks, I felt genuinely turned on and needed the release of an orgasm. The memories of being injured were still with me.  I knew they would never go away, but something changed in that instant.  I realized I didn’t want to allow that deadly instant to possess me any longer. 

“OK.  Lilly, I’ll plan the next few shoots.  You do exactly what I tell you to do, no matter what.”  I knew my voice had deepened further with my growing sense of need and lust. Lilly paused for a moment.

“OK, my love.”  Lilly’s own breathing was coming in short sharp gasps as she spoke.

“Not just the shoots.  Do you trust me enough to let me control you sexually?  For a while?  You would have to do anything I tell you to do.” She bit her lower lip as her hands found the perfect rhythm.

“Yes, yes.  I'll do it.” She moaned.

“OK, good enough for now but we will need to talk, make some rules later.” I said, not knowing if they were paying any attention.

“Ummm, OK.” Lilly whispered around a mouthful of Kenedi’s tit.

“Lilly, stop finger fucking yourself.  Let Kenedi lick your fingers clean.”  I blurted out.

“Really? Oh fuck, I’m so close.”  Lilly groaned.

“We start now!” I told her in soft but firm tones.

“Yes, yes.” Kenedi took her hand and sucked her fingers tenderly. She moved her hand to cover Lilly’s mound, eliciting soft moans of pleasure from Lilly.

I watched them as I slowly stroked my cock.  Strange as it may sound, as incredibly aroused as I was, I was thinking about Lilly and her needs.  I thought I understood some of her dilemma and thanks to Jill, I’d done some research on my plan. 

“Lilly, come here. I need my cock sucked on.” Without a word, Lilly slid from the bed to kneel before me.

“Can I help?” Kenedi begged.

“Take turns.” I said softly, eagerly as I then reveled in the sensation of first one, then the other gently licking and sucking my cock, wet tongues twirling over the tip of my glans before slithering down to my balls. I was ready almost from the start but needed to feel them loving my dick.  I closed my eyes and concentrated on the differing sensations.  Yes, that’s Lilly, she loves to gently rub her teeth along my shaft just before reaching my head.  Then Kenedi, she tended to be softer and use her lips more. Finally, it was too much but there was one more thing I wanted.

“Lilly, take my load in your mouth.”  One of Lilly’s long term sexual no-no’s was swallowing cum.  She accidentally took a load from a model during one of our shoots.  Later that same day she did the same for me both times it brought her to a gagging and spitting end.  I knew it was a struggle for her but I also knew the thought drove her wild.  I sensed her hesitation, felt it as she tensed up while slowly sucking my head.

“OK. Goddam, I love giving head.”  She finally whispered softly before rasping her tongue along my shaft from balls to the tip of my cock.  Reaching the tip, she wrapped her lips around my head, her teeth just grazed the ridge where the head met the shaft. 

“Shit!”  I moaned out.  Kenedi wriggled between my legs, her warm mouth on my nuts.  I couldn’t hold back, it had been too long.  I felt the first quiver of my cock as I shot a load into Lilly’s mouth.  She gasped a little and stopped her motion, my dick half in her mouth, her tongue pressed against the hole as if trying to slow or stop my cum.  The pressure only served to make my eruption stronger. I felt warm cum sliding down my nuts to be greedily licked up by Kenedi. 

“Damn!  Suck me!  Suck it out!” I ordered her as she allowed my cum to drain from her mouth onto her tits.

“I, I couldn’t take it all.”  Lilly panted out a breathless apology as she finally leaned back, her ass planted on her heels and arms folded under her tits. Cum dripped from her chin to chest in tiny rivelets, disturbed only by her rapid breathing.  We stared at each other, the dim light sparkling in her eyes.  

“You will get there my love.”  Kenedi purred as she traced a drop of cum along Lilly’s tit with her index finger.  “Ummm, Kyle has great tasting cum.” She said sliding the same finger from her mouth, bringing it back to wipe Lilly’s chin and poise it before her lips.

“You need to be punished for not obeying.” I said in a firm even tone. She looked up at me and let out a sharp gasp as I quickly reached out and twisted one of her nipples. “That will be a part of this, punishment for not obeying and rewards when I say you’ve earned them.”

“Yes!” She hissed as I twisted further. “God yes!”  Lilly loved a little pain when aroused so I knew what I’d done had been more pleasure than punishment.

“Try it now.”  Kenedi ran her finger through a trail of my cum as it dribbled from Lilly’s tit. Lilly hesitated, I could see her eyes glance at me then Kenedi before she tentatively sucked the offered finger. 

“You just need more practice.”  Kenedi told her as Lilly appeared to gag before finishing. 

“It really isn’t bad.  I, I don’t know why I struggle with that one thing.”  Lilly stammered.  She then took Kenedi’s hand and brought it between her legs.  Moaning as she manipulated the hand against her pussy before bringing it back to her mouth.

“Fuck, I love that.”  Kenedi bent forward to kiss Lilly, gently at first then with increased passion.  Their bodies intertwined as they gracefully slumped to the floor.  I felt both spent and aroused as I watched the two move to their favorite position. Kenedi spread her legs over Lilly’s face, before she bent over and began licking Lilly’s pussy with a delicate lapping motion of her tongue. 

Kenedi’s actions were sensual, tender and loving as she moved from pussy to inner thighs, kissing and gently licking before returning to the swollen folds of Lilly’s flower.  My mind split, half completely aroused by the site while the other half, my photographer side, worked to capture the moment, the perfect amount of light illuminating Lilly’s exposed vagina.  The loving glances between the two as they would briefly pause in the oral ministrations to look at each other between spread legs, all tweaked my sense of the moment. 

Lilly came first, the sound of her desperate gasping brought my mind back completely to the erotic scene before me. She began thrashing under Kenedi, moaning wildly while keeping her face planted in Kenedi’s pussy.  The combination of her vibrating moans and thrusting tongue soon brought Kenedi to a quivering climax.  She threw her head back, blonde hair, having escaped from the ponytail to cascade around her face as she gasped in pleasure. The tendons in her neck stood out in stark relief as her body quivered, her mouth opened wide as she gasped, again and again. It was a look of extreme passion, of ultimate pleasure.  That's what I strove to capture in my work and it is also one of the main reasons we found ourselves in a non-monogamous relationship.

The truth of it all rushed back to me then in the brief seconds as I watched Kenedi.  There is something pure and delightful about seeing a loved one experience that kind of physical release.  Yes, being the one to cause that pleasure is wonderous.  However, for us it was just as pleasurable to be able to watch the ones we love go through those throes of passion. This is what Lilly and I found we enjoyed and wanted as a couple long before Kenedi entered the picture.       

“Ohhh! Oh MY GOD!  I needed that!” Kenedi exclaimed before collapsing to lay next to Lilly, her body still trembling. After several moments I realized she was crying into Lilly’s shoulder.  In fact, both of them were crying, nearly sobbing.

“Shit.” Lilly gasped out as she allowed tears to roll down her face.  “You two are my world! And…”  She left the rest unfinished as I joined them on the floor for a group hug, feeling that my mental healing was well started, thanks to these two loving women. After a few moments I spoke.

“I love you two.  Thanks for sticking with me, I know the last few weeks have been tough and I promise to make it up to you both.” 

“It’s OK love.” Kenedi murmured as she snuggled tighter into my arms, mistaking my sudden silence and tension.  I hated breaking the moment but knew I had to speak to them. I sat up and propped my back against the bed frame as I looked down at Lilly and Kenedi, still wrapped together despite the steamy heat of the room. My stomach clenched in anticipation of the shit storm I might be walking into.

“No.  There is more I need to tell you.”  I sighed and let my head fall back against the bed frame for a moment before I tilted it back to look at them.  I then told them of Mark’s death and the information Charles had uncovered.  The only way I could make it through the news was to be as cold and unemotional as possible.  My turn for lawyer voice. 

I hope they knew despite my poker face, how much this tore me up. It broke my heart to see their faces crumble at the news of Mark's death, the tears flowed silently as they listened and clutched each other tighter as the import of all I told them sank in.

“I love you.  We love you.” She paused at Kenedi’s nod of agreement; soft muffled sniffles came from Kenedi.  Her face partly buried in the crook of Lilly’s arm.

“Families, good families don’t keep things like this a secret. They talk.  You’ve put up your walls for the last few weeks and we got that, it hurt but we understood.  NO MORE.” Lilly gritted out between clenched teeth as she thrust a finger angrily in my direction before dropping it to clutch my sheet wrapped knee. “Do you get me? You should have told us as soon as you knew.”

She was right, I knew it.  I loved them both and at that moment I realized how much I also trusted them.  It was a hard admission, I never trusted anyone.  As a child I had learned that showing trust was simply a weapon handed to my mother.  A secret told a maid or gardener ALWAYS got back to her.  From an early age I learned to keep my own counsel from everyone.  Somehow, Lilly then Kenedi found a way to break through to me. I allowed myself to be vulnerable to them. Nearly dying forced me back into old patterns, old but trusted ways of dealing with others.

I knew my eyes flew open at the next thoughts.  That was why I didn’t, couldn’t make love to Lilly and Kenedi before tonight.  The old me would have been looking for release, a quick fuck with someone who didn’t matter.  Some part of me recognized Kenedi and Lilly were much more than that and for me to just use them would have damaged the love between us.

Staring at Lilly then Kenedi I willed myself to find the words, to convince them both that I loved and needed them.  The silence was deafening, broken only by the soft whir of the ceiling fan and the rhythmic, almost musical slap of water on the hull. 

“It’s OK.” Kenedi said, then kissed Lilly before crouching on all fours and putting her face, nose to nose, with mine. “I love you.” She reached out and touched my shoulder just above the scar from the harpoon. She spoke softly but with a depth of sincerity that was impossible to deny.

“Kyle, I’m pretty smart.  I have a feeling Charles mentioned I could be involved with the photos and murder.” Lilly narrowed her eyes and glanced at me.

“He did say it was possible.  I didn’t believe it and told him that as soon as it came up.” I responded bluntly and with no hesitation. Kenedi nodded slowly and sat back.  As she did, her eyes held mine, as if trying to plumb my depths for any hidden truths or lies.

“Thanks.” She nodded first to me then Lilly. “You both need to hear this.  For the record, for our record. I didn’t have anything to do with Mark’s murder or the photos.  IF there is any doubt in either of your minds… Then I need to leave as soon as we get home.” Lilly and I both shook our heads.

“I thought the same thing as you and quickly put it out of my mind.” Lilly told her, cupping a hand on her cheek. “If I thought you were capable of that I would never have let you do this to me.” She giggled as she gestured to her sweaty body. Kenedi snorted an amused response as she cupped her hand on Lilly’s where it met her cheek.

“I have no excuse for not telling you sooner.” I whispered to them as they held each other tenderly. Kenedi peered over Lilly’s shoulder for a long moment before allowing a gentle smile to enter her expression.  She crooked a finger at me and I obeyed.  We snuggled together for a few perfect minutes.

I felt one with these remarkable women and even as the thought came to me I recoiled.  Knowing I still had, maybe not lies but unspoken truths to keep from them.  For a time at least.

“I love this but I need to shower off.”  Lilly announced. I offered to let them hit the shower telling them I wanted to go on deck and check on things before we slept.

I waited until I heard them step in the shower before I pulled on shorts and grabbed a wrapped package from one of the storage cabinets over the bed. Before I left, I dropped it on the bed with great hope that it would be well received. 

-----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Cam found me sitting on the foredeck, a glass of good bourbon in my hand as I stared out over the starlit ocean. The warm sea breeze was refreshing after the heat of the day.  It somehow complemented the smooth flavor of my drink.

“These things aren’t known for their soundproofing.”  She lightly tapped the deck with her foot snorting in good humor. “It’s good you have your ‘Mojo’ back.”  I could hear the laughter in her voice. She clapped me on a shoulder then wandered off, sensing my need to be alone. 

As she walked away I pulled my phone out to check email.  Several messages awaited me, all dealing with some of the plans I’d put in motion.  I responded to each before I turned off the phone and leaned back to look up at the night sky.  What I was doing was nerve wracking.  I was also violating our rule of not hiding things, but I told myself this was different. 

Two hours later I slid back into the room and found Lilly and Kenedi curled up in each other's arms in a sprawl across the bed. Lilly had put on a tight tank top and panties while Kenedi slept in the nude, as was her preference.  I smiled as I thought how well I’d come to know both women. 

I caught a glimpse of my face in the mirror, happy. Then that moment was gone as other thoughts intruded. I shuddered at the dark expression that covered my face.  Afraid the man it reflected might be more than I could restrain.  I would do anything to protect my family. 

Exhausted and not willing to disturb them, I dropped onto the couch and quickly fell asleep.


Chapter 13

I woke before dawn, Kenedi and Lilly were now spooned on one side of the bed, The book I’d given them held in Lilly’s right hand. I could just hear Kenedi’s light snoring. 

Moving slowly, so as not to wake the sleeping women, I got out of bed and padded softly to the bathroom.  Shutting the door behind me I turned on the light and blinked furiously as my eyes adjusted before I moved over to the toilet to relieve myself.  As I stood there, writing on the mirror to my left finally registered.  It was in a small neat script, Kenedi’s handwriting and for that matter her favorite color of lipstick.

“We love you! Up late talking with Cam and Charles after you came back to sleep.  We love the book!.  We will meet you on shore for the shoot.” I shrugged, knowing they probably woke when I came into the room then slipped out as I slept.

After a quick shower, I slipped into a swimsuit and SPF shirt before softly stepping  from the room. It was going to be a long day and I had a struggle trying to force my mind to focus on work.

Charles was standing at the stern, mug of coffee in his hand as he stared at the horizon.

“Gorgeous morning.” He said softly over his shoulder as he heard me approach. “Dinghy is loaded and ready to go.  We figured you would want an early start.”

“Yep, I’m ready.”  I replied as I slung my camera bag over a shoulder and peered down at the dingy bobbing a few feet below us before stepping down the portable ladder and into the small craft.

Charles climbed aboard and started the motor while I cast off the lines.  We puttered to the shore slowly.   Charles finally broke the silence between as we unloaded the dinghy.

“Kenedi and Lilly came up when Cam and I were switching watches.  They told me you filled them in on Mark.  Look, I’d l say I’m sorry I tried to get you to keep it from them but it would be a lie.”  I stood and stared at him as he spoke.  His grey eyes locked onto mine without twitching.

“This is serious shit.  Someone is dead, got his damn head blown off.” He paused; eyes still locked to mine as he waited.  I nodded to him, saying nothing.

“Your mother hired two men to put a harpoon in you.  An inch or two difference and you'd be in the ground. She isn’t fucking around, and you need to take this seriously.  I never seriously believe Kenedi was involved but I had to act as if she might. Cam and I explained it to her, she got it.  Do you?” I did my best to glare at him but my heart wasn’t in it.  Instead, I looked back at the yacht, sipped my coffee and took a moment to respond.

“I get it more than most.”

“You should.” He fired back harshly, then in softer tones. “From what you’ve told us and all I learned from Victor you are damn lucky to be halfway sane.  If you ever went to a shrink I have no doubt you'd be diagnosed with PTSD, Stockholm Syndrome and a bunch of other alphabet soup issues.  Fuck man, you were treated worse than prisoners in some damn banana republic hellhole.  Doesn’t matter it was a goddamn gilded cage.”

“I get that.” I pushed the words out, through a wall of pride and anger. “I’m done with this… running scared. I have something to protect.” I looked at him and felt my jaw clench with rage. Charles merely stared at me, then grunted and nodded.

“Good, good! Take some pride.  Most people, most adults treated the way you’ve been wouldn’t have had the balls to nut up the way it seems you are.  Now, are you serious and are you ready to really wade into this shit?” I nodded, not trusting my voice at first. I then patted my stomach where I was carrying my Hellcat in a belly band.

“When I picked these up, and trained my instructor pounded in my head don’t carry if you won’t use it.  I had no chance to defend myself when I was shot, but.  I will never be caught unaware again.” I finished grimly.

“Look.  The best thing for me now is to do this shoot and try to make things up to Lilly and Kenedi. We need some normal. Then, we need to plan how to shut her down.”  I surprised myself with the solid note of finality in my voice but it felt right.  I thought a moment longer then grabbed my camera bag and looked up at Charles with a raised eyebrow. He and Cam formed another part of my plan, one I wasn’t quite ready to share with anyone.

It was a short walk to the spot I’d chosen for the first set of shots.  The water was beautiful and just rippling slightly. I would use the Fort as a backdrop but be sure to capture plenty of the turquoise waters.  We quickly set up a changing tent and I took a few shots of the landscape while Charles returned to the yacht for the women.   They arrived prepared for the first set, already in the tiny micro bikinis we’d picked out for the morning sun. 

I started with some solo shots, the women first stood in knee deep water, the turquoise blue complementing the deep azure of the morning sky. With the sun to our backs, Charles held a large screen to shade the model as they faced us.   I wanted their eyes open, staring through the camera for these shots.  Nothing ruins that more than a model who is forced to stare into the sun. 

As the morning went on, I had the women pair up for some shots.  Sexy, but appropriate for a sales promotion of the bikinis.  The company was looking to blitz the Florida market and I planned on providing plenty of material.  Their plan was to cover billboards that dotted the landscape along the Florida Highways as well as online sales. 

We moved from ocean to the beach then on to the fort for some interesting background breaking a few times to hydrate.  Then, once to watch the seaplane bring in tourists and another time for a quick lunch.  I didn’t want to miss any opportunities or waste perfect sun. 

We returned to the yacht just before sunset, exhausted after a full day of shooting coupled with hiking and swimming.  Charles motored Kenedi, Lilly and Cam back on the first trip, leaving me on the shore staring at the bobbing anchor lights of our yacht as they automatically clicked on with the setting of the sun.  Waiting, I glanced through the shots from the day.  It had gone well, no it was great.  The women gave serious and sultry looks when needed but most of the day their poses and mannerisms were fun and playful.

Some of my favorite images were done at the end of the shoot when the women took turns putting on lotion.  The poses were hot, sexy and perfect for a company trying to sell skimpy swimwear. Hell, it was practically non-existent. The soft purr of the electric motor on the dingy drew my attention as Charles returned for me. 

“Good shots?”

“Yeah, they are amazing.  I’ll need to do some editing tonight and get things ready for an upload when we get home.  I’m under a tight timeline for this one.” Charles grunted a response as he scanned the shoreline then backed the dingy away once I’d boarded. 


Chapter 14

“Dinner is on your own.” Kenedi called out to Charles and me as we climbed the stern ladder.  She was laying nude on one of the deck loungers a yogurt in one hand her body softly illuminated in the dim deck lighting. “I am eating light the next few days.” She smirked at us as we both stopped and ogled her. 

It still amazes me that during a shoot I can step back from myself and solely focus on the work.  No matter how sexy or erotic the scene is that I’m directing.  Maybe that was part of it, I was directing the scene so somehow, it just wasn’t ‘real’.  However, the sight of Kenedi innocently nude sitting on the chair was perhaps the most arousing thing I’d seen all day.

“I’ll go find Cam and set up watches for tonight. Later Kenedi.” He said with a nod and grin in her direction.  His white teeth glowing in the lighting against the dark skin of his face. Kenedi sat up and grabbed the towel beneath her as she moved to stand.

“Lilly and I figured you would need to get busy doing some edits.” She held up a hand to forestall any comments from me. “We are pretty wiped out.  A long night reading after we chatted with Charles and Cam.” She smirked at me. “Great choice, by the way. I think Lilly just showered and crashed.  I told her I would wait for you then join her.  Don’t stay up too late my love.” Kenedi tossed the towel over her shoulder as she stood.  Stepping closer to me, she gave me a soft kiss on the lips then sauntered through the doors into the main cabin. 

I stripped down and showered off, using the deck hose for that purpose. The cold water from the hose was a welcome shock to my system. Plus, it pulled my thoughts from a vision of nude Kenedi’s ass as she sauntered down the hall.  My body quickly acclimated to the freshwater, which really wasn’t that cold. Moving the stream from my chest to my head I stood for minutes allowing it to sluice down my body, washing away most of the day's sweat. 

Reluctantly, I bent over to shut off the valve and paused to stare out over the ocean.  There was a mild, almost non-existent chop but each crest was catching the setting sun and twinkling.  I took a moment to grab my camera and snap a few shots of the mesmerizing scene. Smiling at my distraction and ability to be distracted by dying sunlight on waves I carefully put the camera back in a case. Then, I wrapped a towel around my waist and went to the galley to grab some food before turning on my computer and pulling the photos from the chip to the hard drive for editing.

Hours later I stretched and yawned, feeling my back crackle as muscles and tendons stretched. I’d taken a few breaks during the evening, once to clean up my dinner mess and another to check that my dive camera would be ready for the next morning's shoot.

Cam stopped by several times while ‘doing rounds’ and we chatted each time.  I figured she needed the conversation to help stay awake, it had been a long day for her as well.  Before I shut off the computer I checked email, seeing one post from Victor.

I skimmed it quickly and settled back with a sigh.  He wanted to meet when we returned, stressing nothing was urgent but then went on to say he had a few ideas he would prefer to share in person. 

“Bad news?” I’d seen Cam walking to the hatch at the stern of the living area.  I shrugged in response as I took in her appearance.  One of the last sets I’d edited had been of her with Kenedi.  Cam was wearing a bright yellow bikini that was all but sheer.  Her small dark nipples were clearly visible through what there was of the cloth.  During the set she and Kenedi took turns tying and untying each other's tops.  It is, after all, very hard to move away from classic shots like that when doing a bikini shoot. I mean c’mon. 

The contrast between Cam’s dark skin and Kenedi’s tan but much lighter flesh was beautiful.  I also appreciated the difference in body types and hoped the clients would as well. Where Cam was solid whipcord muscle and small breasts, Kenedi was, while not soft she was much curvier with a massive bustline.

“Not really.  Victor sent a message.  He wants to meet when we get back.  He has news, nothing pressing but he suggested a face to face to go over everything.” I took in Cam’s appearance as she stood before me, listening.   She’d put on dark cargo shorts and a black athletic bra.  Over the shorts she wore a military style gun belt, with a Kimber 1911 in the holster on her right hip and replacement mags on the left. Overall, a hot, sexy and also tough look.  I had to smother a chuckle and look away.

“What, never see a girl who likes a big gun?” Cam smirked at me as I turned back. “Yeah, the look turns on Charles too.” Her tone was daring, almost taunting and I loved it.

“I bet! It is a pretty hot look, a girl with a big gun.  I may have to have you play around with it for a shoot.” 

“Ha, I see what you did there.”  Cam pointed her right index finger at me and made a shooting motion.

“OK, change of subject.  We talked about you, well both of you, getting into some of our more erotic shoots.  Was that for real?” Cam smirked in my direction.

“Yep.  We wouldn’t be together in a shoot.  We’d be sucky guards if we did.” She nodded. “Yeah, neither of us would have a problem. One of the jobs we did out West, in the valley, we told you about.  I was a fluffer for a bunch of shoots.  One was for a gang-bang video.  Damn, I must have had thirty cocks in my mouth for that.”  She chortled and shook her head. 

“The idiot stalker was one of the last guys.  Fool tried to hide a blade in his sock.  He was so nervous he could barely get it up then freaked when I grabbed the knife and held it to his balls while I had his cock in my teeth.  Fucker actually came when he realized what was going on.” Cam was working hard to stifle her laughter as she finished.

“OK, that is pretty hardcore.” I said straight faced.

“Funny guy!”

“I have some ideas for the second club shoot, and I also wanted to plan a few things for Lilly. You in?”

“Yeah, I’m in. Charles already filled me in on your ideas for Lilly and her nympho tendencies.” She smirked at me and propped herself on the table, near enough that the heat from her legs radiated against my arm. She patted my cheek in a condescending but friendly manner.

“Gee thanks.  OK, so no questions about my plans?” 

“Nope. Charles and I are fine with anything this side of legal and a few that jump to the other side. Besides I’ve figured you’d have him fucking Lilly sooner or later. Definitely something I’d want to watch.” She told me bluntly, eyes glittering with humor. I chuckled and shook my head at her.  Then I decided to be equally blunt.

“Yeah, but first I’m going to tease her a bit. No a lot. Long story but we are going to try some BDSM stuff. I’ve been in touch with our friend Jill.  She’s an expert and well...” I trailed off with a shrug.

“The only issue would be if it didn’t make sense for security. We going to fuck sometime soon?  Or is it only the girls who get the play?” She grinned at me invitingly.

“No, I plan on having some fun too. Yeah, let’s fuck… when you are off duty.”  She chuckled at me and stood, stretching luxuriously.

“It’s a plan. Now, I gotta roam and you need to sleep.” I watched as she walked out the cabin door, closing it silently behind her.  Then I turned back to the computer, sighed and shut down the programs I’d been using and walked myself back to the cabin.  I was aroused by the conversation and hoped either Kenedi or Lilly would be awake and interested in some play.

I shook my head, tired muddled plans raced through my brain as I quietly entered the room.  Lilly and Kenedi were cuddled on the bed again, soft snores emanated from both and the smell of sex filled the room. Shrugging, I dropped the towel I’d been lounging in and crawled on the bed with them, asleep before my head hit the pillow. 


Chapter 15

I sat cross legged in white sand, about 15 feet below the ocean’s surface.  The camera I held was focused on the woman floating at the transition between water and air. Her hair was fanned out around her face as she stared back at me. Her face tranquil and relaxed. The top of her bright green micro-tini didn’t even attempt to contain her boobs but rather, made a valiant effort at covering her nipples. 

The bottoms were just as small, and troublesome for a photographer trying to avoid shooting nudes.  We settled on holding up two fingers in a ‘V’ as a signal to indicate the bottoms were in vagina.  It happened a lot, with each of the women.  I took a few more shots, loving the effect then I gave her an ok signal.  Kenedi pulled her head from the water to take a deep breath before bending at the waist to slice through the water in my direction. 

Her tits popped free before she was halfway down. Hey, it isn’t easy free diving with no weights and struggling against your own personal flotation devices. After a moment of scrabbling to try and cover them while swimming she quit and kicked down to the waiting tank, regulator and weights sitting next to me. 

Of course, I continued to take shots. Kenedi grinned and stuck out her tongue before popping the regulator in her mouth and grabbing the weights to hold herself in place.  I let the camera fall to my waist, stopped by the strap that held it to my BCD, as I gently turned to face her, grabbed a tit, and pinched a nipple as a handhold.  She spurted out a breath and flipped me off, mirth twinkling in her eyes.  It only took a few seconds to adjust her top then signal to continue the shoot. 

Dropping the regulator, Kenedi drifted before me, her long hair, caught by the light current. It waved gently before her face like some blonde sea creature. This was to be our last set for the day and I only had a few more shots I really wanted to capture.

I’d done two morning dives and was now on my second of the afternoon.  A curious barracuda drifted behind Kenedi like some spurious peeping tom with bulging eyes and a serious underbite. The fish hovered a few feet behind her before jetting off with a quick flip of its  tail. I hoped I’d caught it in one of the shots. 

Kenedi made three more trips to the tank and regulator before I signaled that we were finished.  She expertly wriggled into her BCD, clipped the weights in place and gave me a thumbs up.  Of all of us, she was the only one who actually preferred diving without a mask, leaving it strapped to the tank while we did the shoot.

We held hands as we slowly surfaced, spinning slightly on the way to ensure we weren't coming up under our boat. Breaching, we dropped the regulators from our mouths and kicked off to the yacht’s swimming platform just a few feet from us. 

“Cam and Lilly are coming up behind you.” Charles said as I handed him my camera before following Kenedi up the dive ladder. Her firm ass was a definite distraction and a welcome reminder that I was no longer ‘impotent’.

My pleasant daydream was rudely interrupted as I felt something clamp onto my dick. I yelped in near panic as thoughts of ravenous barracuda, or a shark flashed through my mind.  Only, sharks and barracuda don’t stroke, I thought in mild anger.  Looking down I saw Cam’s dark face, eyes laughing behind her mask as she released me and spun around the ladder to surface behind me.

“Oh funny!”  I said and glowered at her as I climbed the ladder. It was made worse by the laughter coming from Cam and Lilly.

“Sorry, I just couldn’t resist!”  Cam giggled as she made way for Lilly to come up the ladder.  I just shook my head as I quickly checked my gear and rinsed it off before securing the tank and hanging the BCD to dry. Charles had already dropped the camera in a freshwater tank to rinse.

“Wow, still in that banana hammock Charles?”  Lilly teased as she began working the clips on her BCD. The company we were shooting for also had a mens wear line of micro swimwear.  I hadn’t planned on doing anything this shoot but Lilly and Cam coerced Charles to take part in the morning set.

“Hey, it’s comfortable and I look damn good!”  He shot back giving his hips a shake, bouncing his cock in the thin material. I saw Lilly’s grin and appraising look as she stood on the swim platform.  Her BCD was still held on by one clip.  Making a quick decision, I stepped across the covered deck and grabbed my dry camera bag from the couch near the living room door. 

“Lilly, hang on.” I called out as I pulled one of my cameras from the bag and faced her from the deck.  “OK, take off the BCD, Charles, step behind her and lend a hand. Flex when you do.” Charles immediately stepped over getting a chuckle from Cam and Kenedi at his eagerness.  Lilly grinned at me before putting on her model face.

She unlatched the last clip and rolled her shoulders as she slid the vest and heavy tank from her back.  Charles stood behind her to take most of the weight, allowing her to artfully arch her back and thrust out her chest.  She was wearing a tight, dark blue rash guard under the vest and obviously nothing under that, her bottoms were the white suit bottoms she wore earlier.  Technically the bottoms were floss, but I wasn’t being technical.

As Charles secured the tank and hung the vest, I directed Lilly through a few poses.  I wanted to take advantage of the setting sun and amazing colors in the sky behind her.

“Lilly, climb back down the ladder, get your hair soaked then stream it behind your head as you come back up.” I stood above her for several shots. The streaming water caught the setting sunlight and created rainbows as it returned to the ocean. I then moved to the side for a few more. 

“OK, climb out but stand a foot inboard of the ladder.  I want to frame the background.”

“Cam, move over to Lilly like you are going to help with the rash guard.” Cam had already stripped off her gear, leaving on the red micro suit she wore for her final shoot.  I took a few shots as she played with the hem of Lilly’s shirt.

“You gonna get Charles back in?” Kenedi whispered as I shifted position.  I could see her grin from the corner of my eye and knew she’d figured out part of my plan.

“Yeah.  Charles, stand behind Lilly, reach around and take hold of the bottom of the guard. No, closer, press in tight.”  He did, his dick, wrapped in what amounted to a skintight sock disappeared behind one firm ass cheek. 

“OK, that's good.  Lift the shirt up to just under her boobs.  Lilly, arch into it. Great!  Charles, play with the strings holding the bottoms in place, Cam keep moving the rash guard around.”  For the next several shots Charles tugged and pulled on the visible tie to the bottoms while Cam lifted and moved the shirt exposing a lot of under boob in the process. 

“Lilly, turn to face Charles.  Same thing only Charles will lift the shirt while Cam plays with the bottoms. Excellent, Lilly, lean your head against Charles' chest, arch your butt to Cam.” Lilly’s tan face and hands pressed against Charles black skin. They stood out in contrast and somehow, caught the reds and blues streaking across the sunset sky. 

“Lilly, reach down and hook your thumbs into Charles' suit at the hips. Twist it and play a bit. Great, these are awesome. OK, last few.  Lilly put your arms up, Charles, Lift her rash guard up to the bottom of her boobs. Cam, pull the string loose and hold them. Excellent.  Charles, slowly lift while I take shots.  Lilly, same basic position, just twist at the waist to face me more.”  Charles continued to lift the shirt, pulling Lilly’s boobs upward as the shirt clung to her damp skin until they finally bounced free.  He glanced at me but continued pulling off the shirt until it cleared her arms. 

“Lilly, press your tits into his chest.  This is for an Aussie publication.  They are a little more forgiving I think as long as we hide the nipples.”  Lilly did, stepping into Charles and lightly pressing her tits against his chest. “Cam, pull on those strings again, make it obvious they are still there.  OK, step back a bit, Charles put your hands on Lilly’s hips and wrap the strings around your fingers.” The white fabric stood out in stark contrast to his dark fingers.

“OK, awesome, we lost the light.” I called out as the sun touched the horizon.  Cam grinned at me behind Lilly’s back before she gave Lilly’s ass a light smack.

“Love those improv ideas.” She called up to me.  Lilly slowly stepped away from Charles, and in an instance of shyness I hadn't seen from her in years, she held her hands up to cup and hide her tits.  The effect was lost when the bits of string between her legs dropped to the deck.

“Uhh, OK.  That’s it?” Lilly asked as she bent down to grab the bottoms, her forehead bumped into Charles cock as she started to stand. I could see Charles grin at Lilly’s flustered state.  A grin he quickly hid as she turned slightly to look at him. 

“Charles, you have the first shift tonight.  Right?” Cam asked innocently, as if nothing had happened.  Or would happen.

“Yep, better get cleaned and ready. Are you armed?”  He said as he moved past Lilly, winking to me and then Kenedi. Cam followed, a smirk on her face as Kenedi and I stood and walked behind them into the living room.

“Of course.” She held up a Disney fanny pack she’d carried all day when she wasn’t diving.  “My Sig 238. I've also got my 1911 right here.  She grabbed a small backpack from a lounge chair.” Kenedi called out to Charles before he disappeared.

“Hey, where did you hide your weapon?”

“OH, Very funny!”  Lilly yelled at our backs when she realized we were purposefully ignoring her. She pouted then stamped theatrically across the swim platform and up the two steps to the stern deck. I glanced back at her and laughed at the playful pout she wore as well as the hand-bra she kept in place. Taking a small amount of pity I walked back to her.

“I love you.” I said as I leaned in to kiss her forehead. “Kenedi told me you two finished the book last night while I was editing.”

“Jill!” Lilly said in mock exasperation. “Seriously, she was coaching you on BDSM to use with me… us?”

“Well, she did write the book.” I moved her hand and tweaked a nipple bringing a sharp gasp from her lips. We’d been so busy the last few days I really hadn’t been up to doing much after that first night. Bedtime for me had been just that, a time to sleep.  Besides, I consoled myself.  I was still recovering. Lilly flushed before speaking.

“Yeah, the idea makes me very excited.” She turned her face down as she made the admission before looking back in my eyes. “I really do like being directed by you. This just seems like more of the same.  Kenedi and I are in.  We like the rule suggestions she wrote up in the book.  Maybe we can talk about it tonight and be sure we are on the same page?” I nodded in agreement.

“We really need to do that before we start in earnest.”  I said seriously. “Jill warned that we need to set rules in place so we don’t have issues like the first time in the club.  I also liked her basic guide.  Why don’t we start with those and personalize them as we go?”

“OK.  Kenedi and I had fun coming up with safe words.  How about ‘dandelion’?” She smirked at my guffaw.

“Yeah, that will work.  Make sure Kenedi knows we are using it.  I still think we talk about the rules, but we can start with establishing roles now if you are willing?”

“Yes.” She breathed out, dropping her hands to clutch my waist as she stepped in for a kiss, a brief one as it turned out. I reached behind her to the freshwater tank and pulled the camera out, intentionally splashing cold water on Lilly’s bare ass in the process.

“OK, good. Go shower and get ready for dinner.” I said simply, smirking at her as I turned and walked into the living room. “I have a ton of edits to do tonight but we will talk before I get started.”

“Son of a bitch.” Lilly muttered almost too soft to hear before she entered the lounge behind me. She grabbed a wrap Kenedi tossed in her direction and pulled it on.  

It didn’t take us long to quickly dress and return to the galley. Cam had disappeared into her room while Kenedi, Lilly and I sat in the galley munching on sandwiches. I heard Charles wandering the deck above us, on duty. While eating, I told them I was canceling plans for the next day's shoots, I thought I had plenty of material already.  Instead, we could take a few hours exploring the island then head back.  Cam entered the room as I finished talking.  She was once again attired in what I was now calling her Lara Croft uniform.

“I thought Charles had this shift.” Lilly asked her, her right eyebrow raised and a doubtful look on her face.

“He was but I decided he was too excited after you got your tits all over him.  So, I went on deck, gave him head while he was on lookout and told him he could do the morning shift again. He’s sound asleep.” Kenedi and I tried hard to not laugh at her deadpan delivery, and the unhidden look of sexual frustration that painted Lilly’s face.  We tried and failed.  Our laughter rang out over the waves. 

“Whatever, you people are not right.” Lilly grumbled good naturedly.

“Well, sweet cheeks. Did you want to fuck him?” Cam asked innocently. “You shoulda asked.  I’m sure Kyle wouldn’t mind.”

“Nope, you shoulda asked. We had some time.” Lilly furrowed her brow in my direction then playfully flipped me off.

“One more word. I let you all know how horny I am, and everything and this is what you do?” Her eyes glittered with laughter as she spoke.  She loved the game.

“OH, Well fuck me blind, you were serious about that?” Kenedi joked then stood and grabbed Lilly’s hand.  “I have a ten inch vibrator with fresh batteries. C’mon.”  Lilly pouted in place for a few seconds before grinning and calling over her shoulder.

“You OK with that Kyle?”

“No.” My dry delivery made them both pause and turn to stare at me.  “Neither of you may cum unless I give you permission. Lilly you must use the toy on Kenedi, make sure you get her off.” I paused for effect. “Kenedi, you are allowed to cum.  In fact, Lilly, make sure she does.” I then stared at Lilly before addressing her.

“You aren’t allowed to use it or cum until I am there to give permission. It'll be a few hours.  If one of you is still awake…” I let that trail off then accepted kisses from each and a whispered ‘Yes Sir’ before they wandered down the hall.

We’d chatted over dinner about the rules for our BDSM experiment. I laughed silently at the look of utter shocked frustration on Lilly’s face as she realized what she’d agreed to.

Our rules were actually very simple.

	I would never tell them to do anything that would destroy trust or truly hurt them. 
	They must obey all my directions. 
	Ask permission before you cum. 
	They will provide sex on demand. 
	When given a command respond with, ‘Yes sir.’ 
	Use the safe word sparingly if at all. 


“Hey.” Cam called, catching my attention as the women left the galley. “Just remember, one of us is always on duty.  We came real close to screwing that up this afternoon.” I nodded in agreement. “That said, we are both up for some good fucking…. Off duty.”

I grinned at her as she walked out on the stern then around to the bow.  She and Charles had fit right into our group and I found Cam very attractive.  Her slim build and tough attitude appealed to me.  I chuckled as I thought further.  Kenedi and Lilly would throw me overboard if they thought I was calling them fat, when comparing them to Cam. Which I wasn’t, at all… I swear.

I spent many more hours working than I intended.  Before I began editing, I emailed Victor our change in plans and suggested we meet at the marina in Key West.  He replied quickly that he would be available whenever we called.  I then made a few other phone calls to refine my plans before returning to editing photos.

“Damn, plans within plans.” I muttered to myself. “Forgot how much I hated this Machiavellian shit.”

“Hey man.  You are pretty good at the ‘Machiavellian shit’. But you should call it a night and head to bed.” Charles' deep but soft voice startled me away from the image on the screen.  I’d been so focused on adjusting some of the colors I didn’t hear him walk in. Stretching, I looked at the clock and saw it was well past 1 AM.

“No arguments from me.” I told him and began shutting down the computer.  Cam entered the room, gave him a kiss and told him it had been quiet.  She playfully took my hand as I stood.

“C’mon old man.  I’ll walk you back.”

“Why not.” I then smelled myself, the brief spritz under the deck hose hadn’t been enough to wash off the funk of a day of ocean and Florida humidity. “Hmmm, shower then bed.”

“Sounds like an invite Cam.” Charles called over his shoulder as he walked out to the deck.  Cam raised her eyebrows playfully at me then fluttered her shirt with a free hand. Without hesitation she pushed me to a wall and pressed her full lips to mine in a passionate and lustful kiss.

“Have fun.” Charles waved as he left.  Cam grabbed my hand and walked me down the hall to her cabin.  She paused only to make a side trip to secure her pistol in a case in the cabin then returned to the hall where we kissed again. Thinking of our rules, I took her hand and led her to the cabin I shared with the girls. We stopped at the door.

“Share the shower? Water conservation.” She joked in soft tones as she lifted the shirt over her head. I quickly followed suit and we dropped our scant clothing on the floor.  I stood after dropping my trunks and caught Cam staring at me appraisingly.  A slight quirk pulled up the left side of her lip.  She winked as she saw that I noticed her. 

I returned the favor, slowly and obviously devouring her with my eyes from head to toes and back again.  Of course, I paused at all my favorite parts. It wasn’t as if we hadn’t seen each other naked, a lot by now.  But those situations had all been very natural and non-sexual, for the most part.  It reminded me of the few times Lilly and I had visited naturist resorts after we came to Florida.  The places we went practiced very strict guidelines for public behavior based on the AANR rules. It was easy for us to fall into a casual nudity mode and just not notice.  That wasn’t happening tonight.  As I stood silently Cam reached out slowly to wrap her hand around my growing cock.  She stroked it gently, encouraging it to rise to her touch.  We stared at one another until I stepped closer, the tip of my cock pressed against her belly button and we began kissing.  Slowly at first then with increased heat as I allowed my hands to explore her firm figure. 

“Not here.” She pulled away long enough to whisper. Nodding silently, I reached for the door handle and opened it for us to step through.  There was only one place this could continue.  


Chapter 16

I shut the door and found Cam had moved into the room to stand near the foot of the bed.  She pointed to the nightstand where a huge vibrator stood casting a shadow from the moonlight as it streamed through the cabin window. The soft, pale light illuminated Lilly and Kenedi’s nude forms as they lay entwined on the bed.

A grin lit up Cam’s face as she turned and winked at me.  The captains cabin once again smelled like sex and sounded with the deep breathing of two exhausted women as first Kenedi, then Lilly let out soft snores.

I smirked as I suspected they’d both gotten off despite my directions. I knew they would, in part from sheer randiness but also to see if I would really apply a punishment.  I thought for a moment on an appropriate discipline, my grin growing larger.

My cock had been growing rock hard since Cam and I stood naked outside the cabin kissing furiously.  Now, as we stood staring at the occupied bed, I felt Cam’s hand wrap around my shaft and gently pull me in the direction of the bathroom.  I left the door open but didn’t turn on the light.  Whispering to Cam that we never fucked anyone without one of the others being present. It counted.

“I’m so fucking wet right now.” Cam breathed in my ear as she all but pulled my cock to her pussy.  We were close enough in height that she could stand and rub the tip of my cock on her clit, then down between her soft petals. I grabbed her ass in both hands and pulled, forcing my dick to slide between her labia, desperately willing it to find her entrance but still ecstatic over the warm wet sensation when I failed.

“Goddamn.” I moaned as I pulled back, eager to try to force my way in.  Cam shuddered slightly and moaned in pleasure before grabbing my right earlobe between sharp teeth.

“Can you go more than once?” She asked.  Not waiting for a response she dropped to her knees and engulfed my dick in her mouth, shoving me deeper until she gagged.

“Yes.” I gasped out, finally answering her question. I then melted against the wall as she relentlessly worked on my dick until I came.  My eyes were locked on Lilly and Kenedi the whole time Cam slid her mouth along my cock. 

It wasn’t that I was ignoring Cam or her attention.  In fact, once when I glanced down at her I caught her staring up at me.  She grinned with my cock stretching her lips, then winked and made an obvious glance over to the two women.  It turned her on as much as me to know they were in the same room.  What we were doing was a purely physical act, a release we both needed. 

Besides, I knew both women were well aware of us by now despite pretending to sleep.  My release was desperately needed but also much too fast.  I usually liked to go slow and build to orgasm.  When I went fast like this I was always hard for hours after and in need of more. 

“Nice.” Cam whispered leaning back on her heels. I took the hand she still had on my cock and used it to guide her to stand then on a few steps to the shower. Stepping into the glass and tile enclosure, I turned on the water and allowed the spray to sluice across my body for a second before I pulled a softly giggling Cam under the shower head. We spent several minutes busily exploring each other's bodies with soapy hands. Hers soon found their way back to my shaft. I started at half mast when she first found it but was fully erect after a few minutes of her soapy attention.

“Let’s rinse then fuck.” I told her bluntly, putting words to action as I dropped the soap in a tray and quickly let the spray clear my skin.

“Where do you want to go.  Bed seems full.” Cam asked between kisses as we worked our way from the shower dripping all the way to the bed.

“They won’t mind.  Trust me.” Kenedi and Lilly were still wrapped up on the bed, leaving only a small sliver at the foot.  I urged Cam to sit then quickly knelt and dropped my head between her legs.  I flicked my tongue on the nub of her clit, tasting a mélange of soap, water and Cam. Her hand dropped to my head as she gasped then spread her legs wider and leaned back.  I looked up to see her head was thrown back and the slight shifting of forms behind her as Kenedi and Lilly shifted positions. 

“Oh god! Put your cock in, I want to cum with your cock.” Cam whispered. I quickly kissed my way up her body until I felt the tip of my dick touch her wetness. 

I loved that sensation, the first time my glans really touched the warm wetness of a woman's pussy.  It was a sensation to be savored, rushed only when there was no choice.  Tonight, I could sense she wanted it to start slow as much as I did. Still kissing, I inched forward concentrating on the sensation of my cock spreading her and becoming engulfed in her warm, wet tunnel.  All too soon I was fully in her but we both strained for more.  What started slowly soon increased in pace as I felt her pussy quiver around my dick as I thrust in her. I didn’t care we were rocking the bed, hell the whole boat.

“Unnnggggh!” She gasped, trying to hold in the noise.  She then quivered and whimpered.  Fearing I’d hurt her, I stopped and pulled out, eliciting a gasp of relief.  Lilly and Kenedi had each propped up to watch. 

“Damn, that sounded so good.” Lilly whispered.

“Holy shit. Yeah!” Cam exclaimed.  “Sorry, sometimes I get so sensitive I need to stop for a bit.” I grinned at her.

“You need to stop?  You asked if I had one more.”

“Gimme a second or ten.” She joked and glanced over to Kenedi who was gently playing with her pussy. “Maybe start there and come back.” Without waiting, I moved over and spread Kenedi’s legs wider, plunging into her familiar wetness.

“Mmm, damn you are hard.” Kenedi muttered as she ran one hand through my still damp hair and the other along my back.  Kenedi was hot and tight, her walls clamped down on me almost from the instant I entered her.  As tight as she was, she was also slippery with her natural juices.  

“Yes.” I whispered softly in her ear as our bodies moved together.  Her legs wrapped around my waist and pulled me deeper for an instant before she softly gasped in my ear.

“Finish in Cam.” I looked at her face as I continued to thrust, trying to find some meaning in her words but too much of my mind was below my waist for thinking. I did pull out before I’d gone too far and propped up looking over at Cam.

“You ready?”

“Oh yeah, fuck me hard.” She dared me with words and expressions. This time there was no effort at holding back.  I was simply ready for release.  Kenedi had returned to playing with her pussy while watching and Lilly slid down to eagerly take one of Cam’s tits in her mouth.  I plunged in Cam for all I was worth, slowing only to grab one of Lilly’s nipples and give it a fierce twist as I came in Cam.  My gasps matched Lilly’s.

Finally, I sat slowly back on my heels panting heavily with exertion.  Cam grinned up at me, her chest rising and falling to match mine.

“Damn, that was good!”  Cam giggled; a sound I swore I would never hear from her.  I may have giggled myself in response as I leaned back a bit further.  Lilly was still sucking on Cam’s tit while fingering herself.

“Lilly, you came tonight, didn’t you?  Despite my order.”  I stated in firm tones once I’d caught my breath.

“Yes sir.”  She muttered around a mouthful of tit.

“Breaking my rules means a punishment.  You knew that.”

“Yes sir.”

“As part, a small part of your punishment you will lick down to Cam’s pussy.” I whispered to her and watched as she slowly complied. Her tongue pale against Cams dark skin until it met a flash of pink.

“Lick her out.” I said simply and waited.  She hesitated for a long minute, tongue dancing around Cams cunt, avoiding the cum I knew was dripping from her.  I leaned over and began fingering Lilly. Finally, she moved closer until Cam’s gasp told me Lilly’s tongue had found her.

“Oh Shit!” Cam moaned as Lilly became more aggressive. In return, I played with Lilly’s cunt as I knew she liked.  Rolling the nub of her clit under thumb and forefinger then spreading her as I slid a finger in just to the first knuckle and teased the nerve bundle just inside her opening. The timing was perfect as they each came within seconds of the other. 

“I don't need another shower after that.” Cam joked as she slid from between the two women.  “But, I do need to get some shuteye.” She kissed me, then Lilly and finally Kenedi before leaving the room.

“Sorry I woke you.” I said jokingly as I plopped down on the bed between them. They both quickly snuggled into a shoulder as I held them close. “You good Kenedi?” I mumbled, already falling asleep.

“Um Hmm, fine.” She whispered back.  I felt Lilly’s hand clasp her’s over my chest before I fell asleep.


Chapter 17

The next morning I woke before the others and after a quick shower I threw on some shorts and grabbed a coffee before I headed on deck to watch the sunrise. Charles was already sipping a cup while staring at a sailboat moored a few hundred yards from us.

“Problem?”

“Nope.  I just love sailboats.” He nodded to the craft. “Did you see Victor’s message?” When I shook my head, he told me he’d received a message shortly after midnight from Victor.  He was tracking something down and had to meet people in Miami.  He couldn’t meet today but could join us tomorrow at the Marina or house.  

“Still no idea what he is working on?”

“Hints only.  He sent me a separate text to say he is clearing up some of that mess your mother was trying to cause.  He also said something about digging up the past. Whatever that means?”

“I have no idea, but this needs to stop.  It’s been nice staying here for a few days.  I’ve almost put it out of my mind a few times. Hell, I just wish I knew what she wanted.  I’d give up the house and money, just for the promise I’d never see her again.”

“Not sure that is an option.  She strikes me as one psycho crazy bitch.” Charles replied, now looking at me.

“You get no arguments here. After all....” I pointed at the white puckered scar on my tanned shoulder.  “Look, I am worried about Kenedi and Lilly.” Charles nodded in somber agreement.

“You should.  Cam and I will keep them safe, but I need you all to listen to us.  Especially back on land.  We aren’t done with her; she’s gone too far already, and I don’t think she scares easily. Let’s see what Victor has for us but I have some friends of mine doing some checking too.”

“Works for me.  I think we may just stay a few days in Key West.  No hurry and I have some plans.”

“Oh. Cam told me you were cooking up something.” He sipped his coffee while staring at the sailboat in the near distance.

“Yeah, well a combination of things. I have some ideas for a shoot for the club and Lilly told Kenedi and me she really wants some hard creative fucking.” He coughed a little over his coffee at my deadpan delivery.  Charles and Cam were well aware of Lilly’s voracious sexual appetite, even if they hadn’t seen much of it in person, yet. I knew the fact didn’t surprise him at all.  Charles recovered quickly and shrugged.

“Sounds good.  Just remember, keep us in the loop.  I know you are looking to surprise her but Cam and I might react… in a way you wouldn’t want.”

“No problem there.”  I went on to tell him some of my ideas for the next few weeks. Stopping when I heard motion in the cabins beneath us.

“Damn.  Yeah, sounds good to me.  She will really go for all that?” Charles asked, admiration in his tones.

“Pretty sure.  She flat out told us that she wants to be pushed, plus... Jill and I have been chatting.” I gathered my thoughts before I continued as this is the first time I’d ever expressed this with anyone other than Jill.

“The short version is she told me Lilly won’t ever be satisfied until she finds her limits.  Mmmm, maybe it would be better to say more like finding her sexual balance. The problem is, Lilly puts on too many self-restrictions. So, if it were up to her she would probably not do much more than have vanilla sex then masturbate like crazy while fantasizing to satisfy herself.  Jill says that would have been fine but for the modeling which led to swinging.  Oh, she also said Lilly had the classic characteristics of a person who would have an affair.  Not because they didn’t love their partner but because they reached a point where their sexual needs pushed them to do something wild.” Charles nodded at me.

“I’ve known dudes like that in the military.  They loved their wives but something drove them to fuck around.  Cam says it is an innate need to feel alive.  True in our profession, not so much for Lilly.” I nodded agreement.

“Her problem, God, I hate to call it a problem but…  For her and others with an ‘affair personality’ they have a deep well of sexual energy that occasionally overflows. It isn’t that they don’t love their partner, it’s just they need to…” Charles interrupted.

“Get fucked.” He snorted.

“With Lilly, the modeling gave her an excuse to let it out.  We sort of tapped into her sex drive and now she doesn’t know how to control it.  That's where the Dom and Sub stuff come in.  We’ve already been doing it with modeling, mostly.  If I told her to fuck three guys it’s OK because I gave her permission and she can just let go and enjoy the sensations.  But, if she does it on her own, she would love it at the time but then be wracked with guilt after.”  Charles just looked at me, nodding slightly.

“She totally wants to do those things; in fact her subconscious is crying out for her to let go and embrace her sexual needs.  Only, her conscious mind has been trained to not allow it.”  I grimaced and shrugged as I realized I’d done a crappy job explaining what Jill had told me so eloquently.

“I get it.”  He grinned then added. “Yeah, you did a shitty job explaining it but I do get it.  She wants to go fucking crazy but doesn’t know how.  You give her the ‘permission’ to let loose.”  Yeah, he actually used the air quotes.

“Sure.  Jill thinks if she is given enough permission the… inner desires will be more controllable…”  This time Charles just nodded sagely.

“So, Kenedi and I have talked about some scenarios. They will push her but she is always in final control.  That is part of this whole thing.  I may be her Dom, in the sense that I control her sexually.  However, I do it knowing her likes, news and fantasies. If anything is too much she can use the safe word.”  I paused and frowned. Charles just looked at me, waiting.

“What if she decides she likes the arrangement?”  He finally asked, simply.

“She might, and that would be fine.  If she gets to the point where she feels it allows her to comfortably explore her sexual needs.  I’ve got no problem directing her.” I chuckled as I spoke. The smell of frying bacon derailed my thoughts.

“Mmmmm, yeah, that does smell good.” Charles said in appreciative tones.  Agreeing, I headed down to the galley to help Lilly with breakfast.  She was wearing a white flowing linen dress that reached to her knees.

“Got your note love. Is this the dress you wanted me to wear?” She asked over her shoulder as she flipped some eggs then slid the greasy over easy delicacies to a plate.

“Perfect, the Miami Boatshow rep was in contact.  They liked the proof but requested more.  I figure we can kill a few birds on the way back and do a shoot for them.”

We made quick work of breakfast, Cam and Kenedi joined us while Charles prowled the decks.  After putting the plates away, I began prepping the boat for the return trip.  An easy task as I planned to use the autopilot for most of the comparatively short journey. Charles released the mooring lines and after idling further from shore, I set the autopilot and watched it plot a wide course around the island then to Key West.

After checking our course, I turned to see Lilly waiting for me.

“Lilly, stand at the wheel.  We will do a few poses here, then with you and Kenedi on the sundeck, walking the promenade.  You know the drill.” I spent the next hour moving Kenedi and Lilly from spot to spot on the boat, taking advantage of a mild cross breeze to get the perfect windblown hair look.  The sky was a purely Caribbean azure that was so blue it was almost painful.  I knew it would serve as a perfect background. 

Charles and Cam watched from the bridge as we worked the exterior shots. They later joined us in the lounge for the few inside photos I’d planned.  He was wearing a ‘Caribbean business casual’ look for these.

“All right, I just need a few in here.  Drinks, smiling, laughing!  Remember, you are all so fucking rich nothing brings you down. Excellent.  Lilly, untie the dress and let it fall to the floor.”  She gave me a surprised look, obviously not expecting the turn.

“Huh?” She looked at me quizzically.

“Drop the dress.  Stand closer to Charles first. Good, now let it fall to the floor.  Remember, killing a few birds here.”  Lilly flushed a little at the words before smirking at me.  She reached behind her head and slowly pulled the strings holding up the top.

“Like this?”  She asked coyly, staring at Charles as he took a sip of the club soda in his glass.

“Perfect, now let the top drop slowly, give Charles a promising look as you let your tits out.”  Lilly had done this in other shoots, she took her time, slowly dropping the top to reveal a tanned tit, only the faintest of lines from the previous days shoot wearing a bikini marred the copper tones. It didn’t matter, I liked that look, it was honest and refreshing.

“Ok, let the whole thing fall slowly. Perfect, now let it lay around your feet, put your left hand on Charles' shoulder.” The look turned her body at the waist, pulling already tight ab muscles even tighter and drawing a visual line to her smooth pussy.

“That's perfect. Gary and Jill are planning some theme nights and I have a few ideas I want to try.  I’m keeping them to myself for now, to see if you can figure them out.” Kenedi and Cam had stepped back, out of the shots. I asked them to step in behind Lilly and act as if they were having a casual conversation.

“Ignore the naked woman.” I joked. “Charles, use your left hand and place it on her waist.” I saw Lilly catch her breath as he touched her and smirked behind the camera. “Lilly, keep your legs together and turn just a little more.”

I had put a lot of thought into this particular set and was pleased with what I was getting. It had the feel of the upscale swingers club or even a nudist resort.  Well-dressed people standing around and… ‘oh yeah, there is a naked woman standing there.’ Beyond that, I just liked the artistic vision of the set and knew the images I used would get people talking.  

“Awesome.  OK, I’m done with these.  Love, go lay on the foredeck in the sun.  Grab some oil on the way, I’ll get a few more.”

“Umm, sure. Kenedi and Cam too?” She asked as Charles stepped away.  Lilly’s nipples were rock hard and her breath was coming slow but deep. 

“Maybe later, for now I want some solo.  Some sexy in the sun solo stuff.”  I turned and headed to the foredeck, knowing she would follow.  “You guys can wait on the flying bridge and get a good view from there.” Lilly moved past me to the foredeck, taking position close to the bow.

“What should I do?”

“Start with just a few poses. Do the ‘you love being naked at sea’ thing.” We both chuckled at the truth in the statement. “Honestly, do a few ‘glam nudes’ then lets try some sexier shots.”  I looked over my shoulder to the Bridge windows where Cam, Charles and Kenedi were watching. After snapping several shots of Lilly standing I told her to use some of the oil and switched my directions to sexier shots. 

“Fun.” She grinned at me then playfully waved to the gang behind me.  “Just a naked girl, rubbing lotion on her nice, firm, tits… all alone.” Lilly smirked as she spoke in a fake falsetto.

“Ha, ha!” I fired back, knowing she was getting comfortable being the focus of attention. Hell, she was enjoying it as it allowed her exhibitionist side to come out and play. I heard an appreciative whistle from behind me as Lilly ran her hands over her now glistening tits.  The extra attention on her was perfect for what I had planned.  I was also sure it would frustrate her no end.  It was a good thing I had the camera up to my face, to hide my grin.

“Ok, let’s get every inch, I’ll be shooting from near the bridge so pose with that in mind.” The next ten minutes was a series of shots with Lilly caressing her body, now shimmering in the bright sunlight.

“No more tan lines again.” She joked as she finished.  She stopped facing me, with hands on hips waiting.

“OK, sit down facing me.  Spread your legs and play with your pussy.  We can all see how turned on you are.” I teased her, expecting the blunt crudeness to play to her needs and I wasn’t disappointed. She was visibly aroused. An all too obvious state when she sat with her legs parted, labia swollen and blooming.

“Like this?” She gasped as she teased her clit with dancing fingers. Through the lens, I focused on her eyes, catching an occasional glance at our friends watching her. I knew one of her permanent fantasies was being watched while she had sex.  She also loved to tease and was getting off knowing she was turning on her audience.  We’d done this type of shoot many times but she had never been solo while a group looked on. I thought it would add an extra bit to her need for exhibitionism.

“Perfect.” I called out. “Keep going, spread your pussy with your fingers.” I told her as I backed to one of the open bridge windows.  Kenedi leaned out, a huge playful grin on her face as she handed me the vibrator.  In the light of day I could see how massive and lifelike it really was.  I took it and walked over to Lilly.  She was too busy rubbing her clit to notice my approach until I leaned over and placed the toy on her stomach. “Stay here and use that until I tell you to stop. We are all going to be watching.”

“Damn, Ok, OK.” She moaned as she grabbed the toy, turned it on and began sliding the buzzing head along her pussy.  Taking a few shots, I turned and walked away, not looking at her again until I was on the bridge with the rest.

“She is fucking loving this.” Charles said, loud enough for Lilly to hear.  She moaned in response.  She’d slid the vibrator in her cunt to its base and was slowly moving it in and out. 

“So are you.” Cam teased him, also loud enough to be heard. “You want to fuck her?”

“Damn straight.” He replied grinning at Lilly’s moan of near despair. “Too bad I’m busy.” I chuckled softly at his words as did Cam and Kenedi.

“Lilly.  That is enough.  Stop!” I called out in the most matter of fact tone I could manage.  I knew she was close, maybe too close. 

“Fuck! Shit!” Lilly called out in frustration as she obeyed. Our eyes were glued to her as she slowly withdrew the vibrator and lay there quivering. Her legs remained spread for several seconds while she slowly brought her body under control. Then, she stood, and as demurely as a nude woman holding a 10” vibrator can, she walked past us and into the lounge. 

“Holy shit.” Cam finally muttered in appreciation. She and Charles moved off to sit in the lounge, leaving Kenedi on the bridge with me.

“You know about the plans for later? Still OK?” I asked Kenedi seriously.

“Hmmm, I guess. I know the safe word.”  She gave me a sultry grin. “Yes, I know why you are asking.  I was going to talk to you anyway.  Lilly is thrilled you came up with this idea.  Last night we talked for a long time before we finally fell asleep.  She is normally such a control freak it’s actually funny how much she wants this.” I smiled and nodded.  Happy that my plan so far seemed to fill that need Lilly had.  I’d made sure to take plenty of steps to make sure she always had an out.

“Good, I’m glad.” Kenedi winked then spun on a heel and slid down the ladder. Calling out, “I have to get ready.”

I stayed on the bridge, lost in my thoughts, until Key West came into sight on the horizon. When Jill brought up the BDSM concept, with me playing a Dom to Kenedi and Lilly I balked at first.  It just wasn’t like me to enjoy hurting someone else.  That had been my initial perception of the whole concept.  It took Jill explaining that being a Dom wasn’t about hurting your sub at all.  In fact, the Dom is supposed to protect their sub.

Jill, in a very methodical manner, broke down my arguments and made me see my actions were not supposed to hurt. It was when she compared it to a long, extended, and teasing foreplay that it finally clicked with me.  

I was guiding us to the entrance of the marina when Charles entered the bridge. He had changed to an outfit like the one he wore for the shoot.  His linen pants were a dark black blending well with the deep red shirt he wore. I hid a smile at the shirt when I noticed the pretty floral pattern, almost hidden as it was also in dark colors.  I knew he was planning on blending into the background for most of the evening.

“Don’t even.” He said in a soft menacing tone as he pulled on the long shirt to make sure it was well below his waistline.  Yeah, he knew what I’d been thinking.

“Don’t even?” I responded lightly, my grin now wider.  I nodded to him as I finished another brief exchange with the harbor master on the radio.

“Any change in plans?” He asked as he stepped up to peer out the windows.  The bright afternoon sunlight was only just beginning to cast shadows.

“Nope.” I told him as I maneuvered to our mooring.  Failing to mention the calls I’d made hours earlier to check on my plans to deal with dear old mother. Several men from the Harbor Masters office assisted with lines and dropped the gangplank from dock to our deck. We were fortunate to have actual dock space and could use our gangplank.  The space was normally at a premium in any of the marina’s on the island.

I shut down the motors, once dock power was connected, before I turned back to Charles.  He was busy checking out the men scrambling around the dock to check our moorings. Arms crossed in front of his body, right hand lightly clasped over left wrist. It looked relaxed but he’d told me weeks ago it allowed him quick access to his concealed weapon when he carried it in a waistband holster under a shirt. He noticed my appraising glance and nodded.

“Good, always be aware of your surroundings. I will have one of the men I hired watching the boat while we are gone.  He is already in position.  I’ll let him know when we are returning.” Charles spoke in short clipped tones.

“Got it.  I’m going to make sure I’m set.  I will meet you all on deck.” I said with a last check of the gauges before I turned to head down to the cabin.


Chapter 18

A knock on the mahogany door drew Janice’s attention from her perusal of several leather-bound ledgers resting on the huge, antique desk before her.

“Enter.” She said imperiously, smiling to herself as she considered her tones. A tall man with completely bland features opened the door and walked two steps into the room before speaking.

“Mam, Mr. Smith is here with a report.” He told her, looking just above her head at some spot on the wall, not daring to meet her eyes.

“Good, send him in.” She then gestured to her husband sitting across the room in a soft leather, wingback chair where he pretended to read a book. “You, leave.” He flinched as she directed her attention to him but closed the book and silently walked from the room turning sideways to avoid the man standing in the door waiting to enter.

Mr. Smith was not physically imposing.  He was of average height and weight and wore a moderately expensive business suit. Smith would have been completely unnoticeable, in any office building or insurance company.  What couldn’t be hidden was a feeling of menace he exuded. His dark brown eyes fairly flashed with contained rage, and anger that didn’t show on any other part of him but was terrifying nonetheless. He sneered at the man leaving, leaning slightly to hit shoulders, knocking the other man into the door jam.  Without a word, Janice’s husband scurried away to safety.

“Mr. Smith.” Janice called out to him in harsh tones. “Stop playing.”

“Of course.” He stepped into the room, pushing the door closed behind him then began talking without pre-amble. “That old faggot is onto us.  He’s been able to stymie the cops and Feds.  He used some old contacts to feed information that killed the investigations. Forget hanging the murder on Kyle, or any of the other charges.”

Janice’s face tightened in rage as she listened, nothing but a dull thudding sounded in the room when he stopped talking.  It took her a second to realize the thudding came from her as she stabbed the sharp tip of a letter opener into the surface of her desk. She took a deep breath to calm herself.

“Go on.”

“His agents have tracked down the idiots we hired to kill your son.” She smiled at the word choices.  She hated using liquidate or other euphemisms, at least behind closed doors. “They are both dead.  Car accident.” He snorted. “Obviously not an accident but the cops aren’t really interested.  They both had records a mile long.”  She mused it wasn’t terrible they were dead, and they didn’t have much information to give if they were questioned before Victor had them killed.  Nodding, she gestured for him to continue.

“Victor is digging hard at this rate, he will find some of your… secrets. If he hasn’t already.” The flung letter opener bounced off the wall, inches from Smith’s head.  He didn’t flinch but stared at Janice calmly, waiting to continue.

“Mam. There is one other matter.” Janice whirled on him and was shocked to see a flash of concern enter his eyes.

“What?” She hissed.

“We received a message from Kyle.”

“So what!  Is that pussy begging?  It’s too fucking late for him, his whores and that creepy old bastard.” Janice was positively frothing at the mouth. “What did he say?” Mr. Smith handed her a sheet of paper and watched as she read it then crumpled it in her hands. 

“HOW DARE HE!” She raged as she stormed to the fireplace and tossed scraps of the paper into the flames.  “What an idiot, he thinks he can send a letter here and get me to back off!”

“Mam, he had the message delivered to the brothel in Nashville. With specific instructions it be sent here to you. Nobody there has any clue who runs the business, until now.” Janice took in his words; her eyes had widened to huge orbs as the import of the message sank in.  She stood in silence as she let the rage wash through her to be replaced with a cold calculation.

“Well, well.  Maybe he did inherit something from me.”

“Mam, if what he says is true, and I believe it is, he can hurt you.”

“No, he’s a fucking coward, always has been.”  She stood in silence a moment longer. “We have work to do.  Dead.  Kill that creepy old fuck.  As for Kyle.  Hurt him.  Hurt him until he wished he was dead. Then grant his wish. Get me a flight to Miami, the residence there will do.  I want to see his whores die in front of him.  Then, I will kill him myself.”

Janice turned her back to him quivering in rage.  The unspoken order to make it fast clear in the rigid set of her shoulders.

“I will hurt them all.” She finally hissed. 


I stood on the deck with Cam, silently enjoying the sounds of the marina.  Laughter wafted in from craft moored near us as softly creaking lines played a symphony.

“You really love this.” Cam stated, rather than asked as she came up to stand near me.  Glancing at her I took in the linen sundress she wore, perfect to hide one of her many pistols strapped to the inside of her thigh.  Her eyes were tracking along the shore, then swept out to the craft near us.

“Yes.” I whispered in reply. I thought back to those days in Chicago when I dreamed of a final escape.  Living alone, or as much as I could between the mountains and the ocean.  I’d already made plans to purchase a 40-foot sailboat and keep it here in Key West as a liveaboard.  Closing my eyes, I felt the primal call of the ocean of the peace it offered for those who could find and appreciate it. A part of me longed to go back, years back before Lilly when I forced myself into a much simpler life.

“I do love it.  But I wouldn’t change a thing.”  I said silently, ignoring Cam’s raised eyebrow. “You look ready to go.”  I said slightly louder.

“I am.  Just don’t forget to listen to Charles and me.  Tons of people around where we will be going.” She glanced around again. “We are both a bit on edge, things just feel odd.”

“Don’t worry, we will listen and jump or duck when you tell us. You do have your people watching all the places we plan on hitting?”

“Definitely.  You will never notice them but yeah. We also have extra men and women covering the house.” She nodded as she spoke.  I was expecting the extra coverage, hell, I’d had to sign off on the added expenses.  What I was surprised by was how fast they’d been able to arrange things.  Before I could raise the question Cam added. “Victor had us hire the extra help when we signed on at the hospital.  He’s covering those expenses, or at least he was.  These are all people we’ve… been to war with and trust completely. Speaking of the devil, do you have any more news from Victor?”

“Nope, only that he was held up in Miami but will meet with us tomorrow evening.”

“Charle’s hates that. So do I.  If any of her thugs are in town it gives them time to plan something.” I nodded.

“I told you I was listening to you both.  When we get back tonight I’ll take us out.  We will cruise to Naples and spend most of the day there tomorrow then cruise back here.  It’s about a four hour trip one way but not a big deal. I already told Charles and he approved.”

“Smart.  I’m assuming nobody will know we are coming back here?” I shook my head. “Does that give us enough time for your fun?” She asked with a husky tone that brought an involuntary smile to my lips.

“Plenty, The men I contacted were a little surprised but eager.  The horny bastards.  This is sort of a repeat only a bit more.” I told her cryptically, allowing myself to flash some teeth in her direction to let her know she was being teased. “Dinner first.”

Behind us we heard Lilly, Kenedi and Charles making their way to the gangplank.  Lilly and Kenedi were dressed like Cam.  Kenedi was in a yellow sundress with a faint print that highlighted her blonde hair and tanned skin.  The hem fell just above her knees with a conservative neckline. A gorgeous look and one I admired for a few seconds as she strode over and gave me a peck on the cheek. 

Lilly on the other hand, despite wearing a very similar outfit drew the eye for a first and then second and even a third look.  She wore a simple white sundress.  It was low cut enough to show plenty of cleavage and the hem was slightly higher than the one Kenedi wore. It was when the cabin lights backlit her that the true impact of the dress was felt.  The white linen was nearly gauze thin and in the right light clearly showed she wasn’t wearing anything else. She stepped up to kiss me as I admired the view.

“Glad you like it.” She whispered in my ear.  “I feel like such a fucking slut.”

“Just remember.  You obey everything I tell you.”

“Yes sir.” she clung to me tighter as she spoke.

“Step back.  Make sure the whole group can hear you.” I waited until she obeyed. “You will use the safe word whenever you want to stop. Is that clear?”

“Yes… sir.”  She almost forgot the sir.

“You whispered something to me earlier.  What was it?” She was now standing under one of the dock lights, the slow flush on her tanned face was impossible to cover up. The dock itself was empty, just the creak of boats at rest as most of the owners were ashore partying.

“Sir, I said I feel like such a fucking slut.” I nodded contemptuously as I watched the warring looks of embarrassment, humiliation and arousal march across her face as they did battle for her soul.  It was obvious to me the arousal was winning the battle.  In fact, I knew the other emotions simply fed into her sense of the eroticism of what we were doing.

“Is that what you want?  To feel like a slut?”

“Yes, yes sir.” Even in the haphazard lights by the dock Lilly’s dark areola were on prominent display through the thin material. I wondered briefly if her outfit might be too much, even for Key West.

“What about you Kenedi? Do you feel like a slut too?”

“No sir, not as much as Lilly.” She said with an evil smirk at Lilly.

“I see, take off your panties.” She stared at me for a brief second.

“You heard me.  Take off your panties.”

“Yes sir.” Kenedi replied softly before reaching under her dress to begin wriggling out of her panties.

“Hmmm, no.” I said scratching my chin as I saw white lace appear near her knees. “No, pull your dress up.  Higher, good, you shaved.  Now, finish.” I had her stand there for seconds, her dress to her waist before I asked for her panties. “There now, isn’t that better?”

“Yes, sir.” She said with a smile.  Cam, who was still standing on the gangway, chuckled.

“Oh dear, this is going to be so much fun.”  She smacked Kenedi’s bare ass as she walked past her. 

Charles stepped up to stand near me.  It was Saturday night and even from here the raucous sounds of partying tourists came from the waterfront bars.  As we’d motored up to the island I could see at least two cruise ships were in port.  Definitely a party night! I had a few stops planned for the evening and rented a golf cart to drive around the narrow, crowded streets. 

“OK, let’s get dinner first.” I smacked Charles on the shoulder and followed the women up to the waiting golf cart. Lilly took the passenger seat next to me.  She reached over and grabbed my arm before pulling me in for a passionate kiss.

“Hope that doesn't break any rules? Or, maybe I do, we haven’t set any punishments yet.  I’m dying to know what they could be.” She giggled as she slid even closer to allow Kenedi a spot on the front bench seat.”  Charles and Cam took the rear facing seat immediately behind us.

“Boss, for future reference maybe something a little bigger… with doors and windows.” Charles whispered loudly over his shoulder as I hit the accelerator.  I just laughed, enjoying the open feel and reveling in the partiers, even if it was from a distance.  I knew Lilly and Kenedi had read Jill’s book, but they really had no idea what my plans for our BDSM experiment would include.  From their comments I knew they’d keyed into things like the bondage chapters and toys.  Sure, I had some plans to bring those into play but that wasn’t going to be the main focus. Before pulling from the marina I turned to them.

“Finger each other while we drive to the restaurant.” I received a giggled ‘yes sir’ from each as they started. “No kissing.” I added.  Have you ever tried to finger a woman in a moving vehicle?  How about an open golf cart on crappy roads with no suspension.  I did my best to not smirk as I drove watching the fun from the corner of my eye.

Jill and I spoke often over the last month when I could break away and speak privately. She confirmed some things I’d suspected about Lilly.  I’d read in her book and others that many people who crave a submissive sexual role in their private lives are just the opposite in their public persona.  Our last conversation played through my head as I drove through the busy streets.

“Let’s talk about Lilly specifically.  She is a strong woman who held a power position as an attorney. She is a brilliant and driven person who was also raised to believe there was something wrong if a woman liked sex or had a sex drive.” Jill snorted. “Very much a nasty part of our culture but that is another book I’m writing. The bottom line is she found a release for some of her sexual needs in modeling.  It wasn’t really her making the decisions to have two guys hold her tits for the book cover shoot.  She never allowed her forebrain to enjoy those moments, but she most certainly did in her back brain. Then you came along and gave her more freedom and love than she’d ever experienced before allowing you both to explore using photography as an excuse.”

“That makes sense but where does the BDSM come in?” I remember asking.

“C’mon.  You read my book, think it through.” Jill laughed then went on before I could respond. “You became her Dom and she was your Sub. It’s fascinating to me that as much experimenting as you’ve done you never realized the roles you were playing for one another.  As her trusted Dom you allowed her to do things she never would have the courage to try on her own.” I had several questions to ask at that point.  I can’t say her ‘revelation’ was a true surprise but there were things I was curious about.

“No, she isn't a pure Sub.  Most people aren’t totally one or the other.  Although I think Kenedi is probably one who is almost a pure sub.  Lilly, you can see in her pictures that once she gets going she fights for control. From what you’ve described she can become very dominant once she starts.  You said she practically forced the guys in a few shoots to do what she wanted. I think she is what is commonly referred to as a Switch.  Someone who has both Dom and Sub drives.”  Jill sighed, “I really need to do a case study on you two.  You got to this point without really knowing what you were doing.  Part of Lilly’s issue is she really does want to try more but she needs you to give her permission.”  We talked for over an hour about what a true and healthy Dom and Sub relationship was and looked like.

“Kyle, just remember no two relationships are the same.  The bottom line is a Dom protects the sub and gives them a comfort zone or a safe place to… ‘give in’ to their needs. You have trust between the three of you.  The next step should be bringing this into the open.”

I smiled as I thought over those conversations.  At first, I started them while convalescing as a way to get my mind off the rehab but I was also desperately curious and needed to understand the things Lilly told Jill that night at the club.  I spent weeks thinking about the possibilities, more an intellectual exercise as well as a bit of self torture.  The planning was erotic and should have made me horny as hell but it always fizzled out.  Well, I was also planning other, less erotic ventures.

In hindsight, I realized it was a lot like a person picking at a scab.  Gross analogy, I know but there it is.  I kept coming back to something that was painful, maybe hoping against hope it would be different this time.  Fortunately for me it did.

“Hey there.” Lilly pushed against my arm. “We are here.  God, don’t tell me you drove this whole way in a day dream.”

“No, nope.  Just thinking.” I covered lamely as I parked in a small spot before the restaurant/bar I’d chosen to start the evening. It was a deceivingly large place, taking up a good portion of the waterfront with two floors of seating.  I choose it not only for the excellent seafood selection but also because it offered private dining on the second floor.  The room we were led to was larger than most hotel suites and featured a large table, suitable for a dozen guests, a private bathroom but best of all, a huge balcony with a view of the gulf. A view that was only partially hidden by sheer white curtains. 

“Lots of privacy here. Whatever do you have planned?” Kenedi teased. I waited until we were all seated, and the waiter had taken drink orders.  Cam and Charles had sonic water.

“Yeah, we do have some privacy but mainly so we can talk about some business.” I told them in flat dry tones, my lawyer voice. It got their attention.

“First thing is something that has waited too long, more personal than business.  I’ve wanted to do this for months but things kept getting in the way.”  I looked to Lilly and winked, this is news we’d already discussed. I’d had a long speech prepared for this but at the moment I tossed it aside.

“Kenedi, we have our contract but these words need to be said. Will you marry us?” As I spoke I pulled a jewelry box from my pocket and opened it.  Inside was a ruby ring, her favorite stone surrounded with small diamonds, set in a white gold band. Kenedi’s hands flew to her mouth and her eyes welled up with tears as she fell into Lilly’s arms.  I joined them quickly for a group hug, hearing the words of congratulations from Cam and Charles faintly as I tried to also interpret the rapid fire discussion going on between Lilly and Kenedi.  A ceremony?  How the hell would we do that? 

“OK, I hate to break this up but I really do have more to get into.”  I pulled two matching jewelry boxes from my other pocket and sighed in relief.  Even in baggy linen pants three jewelry boxes was a tight fit. “None of us are into jewelry but I’d like you both to wear these.  Inside the boxes were matching anklets.  Both with a single large ruby near the clasp.  I glanced over at Charles as I handed the women the boxes.  He gave an almost imperceptible wink.

“Put them on now and leave them on until I tell you otherwise.  Consider it a part of our BDSM experiment. I’ll hold on to the other anklets.” I smirked at them both even as I hated the little white lie I’d told. I watched as they helped each other put them on. A knock on the door interrupted any questions. Charles, who had taken a station by the door opened it slightly then stepped back.  It was our waiter with the drinks. After setting them down he went over the special then turned to leave, saying he would return in a few minutes.

“Now to real business.  I haven’t been totally pole up the ass the last few weeks.  Getting harpooned actually may have been good for me, for us.  I’m tired of reacting to my mother’s special brand of crazy, so here’s what I’ve done.”  I spoke for the next hour.  Pausing only to place an order and then intermittently while eating. As I spoke I outlined a summary of my mother’s illegal business practices over the last four decades.  I expected their eyes to glaze over with the boring details.  Instead, they got wider with amazement. 

“Jesus, Kyle.  When did you find the time?” Kenedi looked at me in amazement. Before I could answer Lilly jumped in.

“Sweetheart, our man here was one of the best, if not the best forensic business attorneys in the nation.” I lit up at the glow of pride I saw in her eyes. 

“What the hell is that?” Cam asked a perplexed look on her face.

“A forensic attorney is kind of a special breed.  They connect law to forensic science.  Basically bring the legal to blood and gore.  A forensic business attorney specializes in uncovering illegal business practices. Kyle hated being in the limelight but loved the law and business.  So, it was a perfect fit for him.  He would do the research and then let some pretty boy or girl do the presenting to a court.” Lilly stared at him appraisingly as she answered the question.

“Didn’t you two do the same thing?” Lilly snorted at that.

“With a few more years I may have gone that route.  I think the firm was training me for it even though they also tried to force me to get into the courtroom.”  She didn’t elaborate that forcing was done more for her looks than her presentation skills. I couldn't leave it at that.

“Lilly has a brilliant and analytical mind.  She also hated being a puppet, so the firm tossed her to me to train or run back to the courtroom out of boredom.”  Lilly and I shared a smile as I’m sure we recalled the same memories of our clumsy attempts to avoid a relationship.

“We can admire me later.” I said dryly as I held up a hand. “I’m worried she caught on to my investigation or possibly Victors.  There is plenty she’s done that would put her in prison for the rest of her life.  Enough that I am worried about her trying to force me to stay quiet.  Charles and Cam know the basics of what I’ve found.  I worried I was overreacting and needed a sounding board.”

“No, you aren’t overreacting.  She’s already tried to kill you for no real reason. This just adds fuel to the fire. I am positive she had her people put Mark down.”  I flinched at Cam’s choice of words.  “We should know more when Victor returns.  He was looking into the criminal side of things as well as trying to figure out exactly how crazy she is.”

We spoke for a few more minutes before I decided it was time to change the subject.

“All that had to be done but I also decided I wasn’t going to let my life be dictated to by that crazy bitch. Tonight, we will have some fun then head to Naples for the day tomorrow before coming back.  Next Friday we’ve been invited to the grand opening of Club Nouvelle Expérience.”  I smiled at the positive reaction, pausing when there was another knock and Charles admitted the waiter who asked if we needed anything more.

“Another round of drinks I think.  Two more club sodas.” I raised my eyebrows to Charles to confirm before continuing. “Another Old Fashioned made with the Bookers.  Also four blowjobs and four Vanilla Vodka shots.  The waiters lips quirked in a quick grin as he took the order and left the room.


Chapter 19

“Lilly, take off your dress.” I told her matter of factly as I sipped the last of my first drink and slid the rocks glass away.  The chill exterior oozed condensation onto the table.

“Seriously? Here.” She looked at me with furrowed brow but her hands had moved up, unconsciously to the straps holding up her dress. Cam took a sip from her drink while she watched Lilly over the rim of her glass. I caught a slight upward quirking of her lips as she waited for Lilly.  Charles remained standing by the door, an almost stoic indifference cloaked his face as he watched the proceedings.

“Take. Off. Your. Dress. Or, use the safe word if you want this to stop.  Decide now, are you really willing to do anything?” Her face flushed a deep red, darkening her tan features as she hesitated.  I wasn’t going to push her, she needed to make the decision now. I smiled as she stood slowly.

Lilly looked at me, a lustful fire coming to light in her eyes as she deftly dropped the straps from each shoulder and in a move that should be patented, wriggled from the tight outfit.  Despite the warmth of the room her nipples stood out firm and erect. 

“Like this, sir?”  She said softly and remained standing. I nodded without further comment, appraising her like a prize calf at a livestock show.  Lilly loved being leered at, in the right setting. She knew she was gorgeous and appreciated lustful looks from men and women. What she hated was being taken for granted, being treated as ‘nothing but a pussy and tits.’ Exactly the look I was giving her now.

“You understand the role of a Dom?” I asked and received a nod in reply. “Is that what you want me to be?  Your Dom?”  Before she could nod I held up my right hand dismissively. “Say it aloud, in front of everyone.”

“Yes sir, I, I want you to be my Dom.” Lilly was now shades darker than she had been, the dark flush spread from head to toes.  I examined her again.

“You seem to be aroused.  Your labia are swollen, I can see that even from here.”  I didn’t wait for a response, nor did I want one. The look on her face said enough. “You know that means you are my sub.  Have you really thought about that and what it means?”

“Yes sir.” She replied almost demurely as she stared down at the floor. I snapped my fingers for her attention.

“Tell me what it means and why you want this.”

“When we are in our roles, I do whatever you wish.  I can only stop when I use the safe word. I trust you to take care of me and do what I need.”  She did glance up at me as she spoke the last. “I want this because…” She glanced around the room, afraid to bear her soul verbally despite knowing she’d done so in action before everyone present.

“I need sex.” Lilly breathed out hard between pursed lips. “No, I need to be a slut, a fucking whore... but I’m afraid to let go on my own.” She took a deep breath, “You’ve been my Dom sexually for years.  Every photo shoot you direct, you tell me what to do but you also give me what I need. I trust you. I love you.”

I smiled at her words.  Truthfully, I was nervous about taking on this role.  I hated taking control, forcing someone, anyone to do my will.  I think it was witnessing my mothers actions as a child that drove that home to me.  I saw control, dominance as wrong, evil and I didn’t want to let that evil in my life. But, hearing her practically beg me to be her Dom, it went a long way to soothing my senses. I wouldn’t be hurting her.  Far from it, I was going to carefully give her what she wanted but was afraid to do on her own.

“Love, you like being used, you want to be humiliated and fucked by as many guys as possible.”

“Yes sir.” 

As a teenager I quickly realized I could control most situations and people.  Arrogance aside.  I was smarter and usually more driven to get my way.  I wasn’t bad looking either and often combined all that to get in some girls panties.  Somehow, some way I found empathy and concern for the people around me and backed away from what I could have easily become.  Now, I felt like I was playing with fire.  The only reason I was willing to do this was for Lilly.  Because I knew she needed it, we needed to find those boundaries now that we’d let the sexual genie out of the bottle. 

Yes, we needed it and needed it defined this way.  I’d come to realize over the last few weeks that I enjoyed dominating her sexually through our photo shoots.  The danger was I didn’t realize it until it was almost too late.  Speaking to Jill and reading her book helped me understand that without rules in a Dom/Sub relationship it was too easy to become abusive, sadistic even.  Something I swore I would never become. So my next words were especially difficult.

“You’ve hesitated tonight when I gave you directions.  I can’t have that.  You either comply or use the safe word. Now, bend over and put your hands on the table.” I waited as she complied, her heavy breasts swayed gently as she bent at the waist and supported herself on the table with her hands. 

“Kenedi, spank her ass. Leave a handprint on her cheek.”

“Yes sir.”  Kenedi did as she was told, smacking Lilly’s ass firmly.  The smack ringing out in the silent room.  Lilly’s eyes screwed shut and she bit her lower lip.  A knock at the door caused her to start.

“Come-in.” I called and watched as the waiter entered the room with our drink order.  I gave him tons of credit for largely ignoring the sight in front of him.  Other than the widening of his eyes he remained perfectly calm.

“Where would you like your drinks, sir.” He asked as he balanced a tray loaded with our order.

“Put the blow jobs and shots in front of them.” I gestured to where Lilly still stood, propped against the table, Kenedi at her side. “Club sodas...Old Fashioned.” I gestured to Charles, Cam and myself. 

“Will there be anything else?” He asked with a barely concealed smirk. I shook my head and watched as he left, silently closing the door.

“Let’s finish our cocktails.  We have another stop before we head back to the marina.”  I caught a surreptitious wink from Cam as I glanced in her direction. “Oh, Lilly.  You can put your dress on.”  


Chapter 20  

For the next hour we sipped our drinks.  Well, Kenedi and Lilly slammed their shots after asking permission, of course.  They were not just playing along but obviously enjoying themselves with the game.  I could tell Lilly’s sexual frustration was growing.  It was perfect.

Charles led the way out the main entrance of the restaurant with Cam trailing our little group.  I don’t know that I would have been aware of their hyper vigilance two months ago.  Tonight, I noticed a subtle tension in both of them.  This was really our first time out in public, at least around groups of people, since they were hired.  Charle’s shoulders seemed more bunched, tighter, than usual.  Cam, on the other hand, seemed physically relaxed.  It wasn’t until I caught a glimpse of her in the mirror that it struck me.  The smile seemed friendly enough, until you looked into her eyes.  They belied the entire impression of a cute woman out on the town.  I slipped in front of Lilly and Kenedi to catch up with Charles as we entered the lot with the golf cart.

“Problem?” I asked sotto voce.  He glanced back at me and shrugged.

“You and Cam just seem keyed up.”

“You are pretty observant, must be that photographer’s eye. That or we need to do a better job being subtle.”  He spoke back in soft tones. “No, nothing specific and no need to change plans.” His reassurance helped but I decided to stay alert. 

We climbed in the Golfcart in the same spots we occupied a few hours before.  I grinned inside; I know this is crazy, but I found driving the golf cart to be a real thrill.  I know right! I have a Corvette but being able to whir around a small island in a cheap electric cart made me happy.  Go figure.  Once everyone was in, I slipped us from the lot and took a winding course towards the center of the island.  Lilly, Cam and Kenedi chatted as I drove, with Lilly pointing out several historic homes and other buildings. 

Lilly is good with directions, but I thought my winding route to our destination would throw her off.  It didn’t.  Within a few minutes I caught her sidelong glances.  Yep, she knew but it didn’t matter.  She may have figured the destination, but not the next phase of our game. I stuck to my plan and pulled into the backlot of the building that was our destination.  A single-story cinderblock affair that took up most of what would have been a city block. 

“Here we are.” I announced simply as I climbed from the cart. “Kenedi, you haven’t been here yet.  It’s the island's only adult store. Her eyes widened as I spoke.  Remembering, I am sure, our stories of the last time Lilly and I were here. 

Charles strolled over to the main entrance as soon as we stopped.  Leaving the rest of us to follow.  It must have had rained while eating dinner as we had to maneuver around a few puddles to get to the blackened door. Charles had briefly entered and returned to hold it open by the time we arrived.   I gestured Lilly and Kenedi to pass then followed, knowing Cam would want to be last in.

The interior was as I’d remembered.  A fairly good size room broken up by narrow aisles stuffed with DVD’s, toys and lingerie.  I hid a grin as I saw a few surreptitious glances from half a dozen men hiding behind the shelves and peering over a DVD case.  They may have glanced at me and stared a little longer at Charles.  I mean, he is a big scary guy so I got that. What nearly brought a chortle from me were the jaw dropping hungry stares they sent at Lilly, Cam and Kenedi. 

For their part, I was amused to see Lilly and Kenedi draw slightly nearer, Lilly even turned away slightly as if trying to hide her peek-a-boo top.  Kenedi, on the other hand, did her best to look nonchalant as she glanced around the room.  She had a slight idea of what might be going on from my discussions with her. Cam just looked sexy, and dangerous. 

“Can I help you folks?” A voice called from behind the cash register.  It was attached to a gum chewing, pink haired woman who could have been anywhere from 18 to 35 years old.  My eye caught on the black hoop of a nose ring that stood in stark contrast to her pale skin.  She stood from the stool she’d been on to stretch, giving us an ample view of her skinny torso as her half shirt raised enough to expose the black bra she wore under an artfully torn t-shirt. I held up my hand to her before speaking to Lilly and Kennedi.

“Ladies, why don’t you look around and see if there is anything you like.  No dildo’s or vibrators. You have enough of them.”  I smirked as my comment further dislocated a few jaws.  Lilly, never one to let herself be caught off guard for long took Kenedi by the arm and walked down one of the aisles.  Before she left she called over her shoulder.

“Yes sir. Maybe a sex doll?  Or a fleshlight?”  I heard the humor in her voice and had to shake my head. Turning back to the cashier I winked.

“I called ahead.  Kyle Frances?”

“Oh shit, fuck.  I wondered what the hell you guys would be like.”  She spouted out, not at all afraid of running us off. “Yeah, I got all the stuff you ordered right here.  Guess you aren’t on the cruise ship?  This would be a fucking mess to get back through customs.”  She grinned at me as she finished her run-on sentence.

“Yeah, it would be.  No, we live down the road, only been here once before.” I started before she interrupted.

“Never seen them.” Nodding to Lilly and Kenedi. “They new girls in town?” She stood on tiptoes to look over the shelves into the aisle Kenedi and Lilly had walked with Cam in tow. I chuckled then knowing she thought they were working girls.  The island had a few very pricey, high class sex workers who catered to the money that frequented the island. 

“Nope, we all live together.”  I fired back, grinning at her.  I actually recognized the girl from the last time Lilly and I had been in the store. “So, you have everything?”

“Oh yeah.  Goddamn.  This is the biggest order I’ve seen in… Well, since I worked here.”  As she spoke she pulled two bags from behind the counter. “The rest is in the backroom you reserved.”  She winked at me, then gave an even more salacious wink and grin to Charles.  He gave her a blank eyed nod in reply that didn’t seem to affect her in the least. I took each of the large bags and opened them to peer inside. 

“Thanks. We’ll be heading to the back.  The others arrive?”

“Oh, yes sir. I made sure everything was set the way you wanted.” I handed her a hundred-dollar bill.  After a quick glance she stuffed the bill into her bra and winked at me again.

I caught Charles eye and nodded to the back of the store, then walked past him to a tall counter that ran most of the length of the rear of the building. I caught Cam’s eye and nodded in the direction I was walking. In turn, she gathered the others and chivied them in my direction. 

An obese man sat on a stool behind the counter.  A closed door was to his right. As I approached he looked up from the book he was reading and nodded. 

“Saw you talkin with Claire.  You Frances?”  I nodded. “Room 3, it’s all set.”

“Can they put on a few things before we go back?” He shrugged, looked over the women then turned back to me.

“Can’t do more than change out here. It’s gotta be quick too.” I nodded and pulled a few objects from the bag dropping them on the counter.

“Lilly, come here.” As she approached, I took one of the items from the counter and held it out. “Put it on.  Kenedi, this one's for you.” Their eyes widened slightly as I handed them matching white leather collars with attached leashes. Not subtle were these but thick leather that rose from their collar bones to just under where neck and head would meet. 

Some of the customers had wandered back to watch what they hoped would be a free show. Lilly and Kenedi had to work together to open the double buckles on the thick, white leather collars then attach them around their necks. 

“Like this, sir.” Kenedi said as she attempted to ignore the small crowd gathered a few feet behind her. I held out my hand without answering and snapped my fingers for the leash. Then I looked to Lilly and waited.

“Ummm, is this correct, sir?” She asked behind a barely concealed grin as she handed me her leash without waiting. I took the leash and handed her the next item.

“Remote control, vibrating kegel balls.” I told her as she examined the ovoid shaped object.  It was made of black silicone the oval shaped end attached to a thinner strip of silicone with a loop at the end.  We’d not been into toys, other than the occasional vibrator and Dildo.  I knew this was going to be a new experience for her.

“Ok… sir.” She said softly to me as she glanced up from the device. I pressed a button on the remote that came with it and laughed at her reaction when it began to softly buzz in her hand. Her giggling eased when I pressed the button a second time stopping the toy.

“Put it in your cunt, now.” I told her then waited for a reaction. She stared silently at me. “Or, you can use the safe word? Friends.” I directed the last at the four or five men watching.  Hell, Claire had come back to watch as well.

“We are playing a little BDSM game.  They are my subs, I’m sure you know what that means.  Either of them can use a safe word to stop the play.” I turned back to Lilly. “So, safe word. Or slide it in your pussy.” Her lower lip was sucked into her mouth, as she seemed to contemplate my order.  When I saw that lip clenched between her teeth I knew her decision and grinned.  A big grin, obvious so she was aware I knew she was going to comply.

“Yes, sir.” She said softly, an impish grin on her face.

“You waited too long.  Now, lift your dress.  Good, you did a nice job shaving that pussy.  It should be admired I think.  Turn around.” Lilly slowly complied, keeping the hem lifted well above her waist.  At the last minute she remembered to say ‘Yes, sir.’.

“Now, put in the toy.” I waited until I saw her arms moving then turned the device on at its lowest setting.  She hissed softly as she slid it in deeper.  I could only imagine the expression she gifted the watchers as I then turned it off. “Turn to me.  Put this on.”

“Yes sir.” She said, face red and flushed.  Then she turned redder as she realized what she was holding. “A chastity belt!”

“Put it on, leave the toy in.” We watched as Lilly squirmed into the belt. Satisfied, I turned back to the fat man who barely looked up from his book at the floor show. “We are ready.” His only response was to push a button, grunt, and gesture to the door. I passed him a hundred as I walked through the door; not waiting to see where he would stick it.  Charles proceeded us followed by Kenedi, Lilly, me then Cam. 

Cam had grabbed the bags from the counter, allowing me to hold both leashes and the white leather riding crop I’d pulled from one of the bags. It was nearly impossible to find white leather BDSM apparel in the Keys, or anywhere.  Apparently black leather was due rigor for the bondage crowd, but I had a theme and wanted to keep it.

“Wait.” I said and lightly slapped both women on the rear with the crop. I nearly had second thoughts as I watched Lilly walk through the door. The chastity belt was thick leather and bound to be uncomfortable when walking.

“This has been light fun until now.  Lilly, you keep saying you want me to direct you.  That you want to be used. Are you sure you are ready for that?  I can be very creative and believe me, I’m taking this up several levels tonight.” Her eyes widened slightly as she thought about how creative I was.  Then her lip quirked. “You can always use the safe word but some of my plans will be like what we just did in the store.  We may have already crossed a line before you can say the safe word.” She hesitated just a second before answering.

“Yes, sir.  Kyle, I’m so fucking turned on by all this… I can’t even explain how it feels.  I’ll use the safe word if I… What we just did out there was so damn slutty, but it didn’t come close to making me want to stop.  The worst part of all of this has been not getting fucked.” She even chuckled before adding. “Shit, I shouldn’t tell you that has been the worst part.”

“Anything else?  Last chance.  You are ready for anything?” I asked her seriously.

“Yes. I trust you.”

“I do too.” Kenedi said immediately. I looked to her then handed her another remote kegel toy and chastity belt. She grinned nervously as she slipped in the toy and pulled up the belt. 

“OK.  Back in role. Lilly, go get one of the men in the store and tell him you want to get fucked up the ass. The belt is specially designed for that.” Her eyes widened at my words then grew even larger as I handed her a small tube of lube.

“Yes, sir.” She said in a small voice as she took the lube then turned to the door. Smack, even a light rap on her lightly covered ass created a decent crack and made her jump.

“Never mind, you want that too much. Go to our room, #3 and go on in.” I chuckled at her look of frustration.  What I had planned would push her to her emotional limits. 


Chapter 21

Charles was waiting at a thick wooden door with a #3 decal.  As we approached, he held the door open for us to enter, his eyes tracked up and down the hall as he did.  I was already well aware of what waited inside but was eager to see if my requests had all been filled.  As I entered I glanced around taking in the surprisingly roomy space. 

The room was large and an an unexpected bastion of opulence and sybaritic delights in this simple concrete building.  On our last visit we’d gone to a simple glory hole room, this was far more.  The walls were polished mahogany that softened the surprisingly decent lighting of the room. On one wall was a large flatscreen TV currently displaying a pornographic movie.  After a quick look I realized it was one of the new breed of ‘couples porn’ it actually had a scrip and plot.  I liked it. 

Several poster size images of Lilly hung on the other walls, each from one of our more energetic shoots clearly leaving no doubt as to her identity or what she was doing to and with the men in each.  In some cases, several men.  I heard Lilly take a sharp gasp as she stared around the room. 

To the right of the door was a corner bar with a small fridge.  Behind it was a well-stocked but case of liquors, bourbons and whiskeys.  Along the wall opposite the door was a bench, much like what one would find in a church pew for the kneeling and praying times.  Only here, it served a somewhat different purpose. A nearly nude woman sat on it, watching us with a slight smirk as we entered.  Behind her the wall had four holes drilled at about head height, perfect if you were kneeling, each was about 5 inches in diameter.  Currently, a semi flaccid cock was stuck through the hole nearest the kneeling woman. While a more erect one waited a few feet away.

She was brunette, her hair short and tied back.  Her outfit was essentially a set of artfully placed red ribbon that barely covered her small tits.  To complete her outfit, she wore a red sequined mask. As she saw me look at her, she nodded her head slightly and grinned a little wider.

“Mr. Frances.  I appreciate the bonus.”

“My pleasure Tiffany.” I grinned and winked at her knowing Lilly would recognize a past client.  Tiffany is one of the premiere escorts working Key West and Miami.  She had hired us months before to do some elegant boudoir shots for her website.

Closer to the door was a seven-sided poker table. The top was green velvet with leather trim around the edges.  Discrete recessed lights in the ceiling illuminated the surface while leaving those seated around the table in relative shadow. Four men were sitting around the table, cards laid out before them, drinks at hand and cigars in trays.  A smoky haze drifted around the ceiling, only to be pulled out by a surprisingly good air conditioning system. Kenedi and Lilly had come in behind me, urged with a slight tug on their leashes. 

“Gentlemen.” I said, nodding to the well dressed and expensively coiffed men and receiving a few waves and nods in reply.  No facial expressions could be seen behind the masks they wore.  Something about each one exuded wealth and power. Perhaps it was their clothes, casual yet expensive looking or it could have been the flash from an occasional Rolex or Doxa dive watch. I knew the men in the room and knew the power they represented. At a quick glance to Lilly, I could see she sensed something. The setting was perfect, a slightly dystopian perspective on Eyes Wide Shut. I tugged Lilly and Kenedi to stand before me.

“Strip.” I said simply, emphasizing the order with a light slap on each rump. Both dresses fell to the floor in fluttering white clouds to pool at their feet.  “Lilly, go suck those cocks.  Kenedi, go with her.  Smack her ass with this once every minute or so until he cums in her mouth.” 

“Yes, sir.” They both said, staring at the men, who had remained silent throughout. Despite their silence, there was an air of satisfaction when Lilly dropped her dress.  Almost a sense of entitlement that seeped from each man when they saw her naked.  I saw that Lilly picked up on the feeling as she furrowed her brow in concentration.

“Before you do that, Lilly, go to each man at the table, let them play with your tits.” I wanted to derail her thinking.  Lilly is a smart woman and given time she might have deduced my plan.  She looked back at me before nodding, saying ‘yes sir’ and stepping close to the table to stand between two of the seated men.  They each took a breast in hand, one gently caressing while the other roughly pulled a nipple.  Lilly gasped, this time clearly in pleasure. Her eyes flew open to look at me as I told her to let the rest of the men get a feel.  In that instant I knew she expected a gang-bang, craved it in fact.  She was in for a real surprise.  Tonight, wasn’t about sex, not completely.  It was about her taking a big step to what she said she truly needed.  At a gesture from me she moved to stand between the last two men.

“Nice tits.” One of them said as he slapped the side of Lilly’s breast then tugged on her nipple. The other took a long pull from his drink then held the icey glass up to Lilly’s other boob.  He started at the side and slowly rolled the glass until it was over her nipple.  The tinkle of ice rolling in the rocks glass punctuated her sharp breathing.

“OK, go suck that cock.” She backed away from the table, reluctantly at first.  Then she focused on the cock sticking thru the wall nearest Liz.  It had hardened thanks to Liz stroking it and was a sure temptation for Lilly. Charles had stationed himself at the door while Cam came up and slid her left arm into the crook of my right.

“Fun, fun.  She doesn’t know who is here tonight?” I shook my head. “Well, it will certainly shock her.” Cam chuckled softly then sat at the chair I pulled out for her. I sat next to her and nodded at the soft-spoken question from the man in front of me.

I was never much of a card player but had been forced to learn as it was a ‘thing’ at the Ivy League college I attended. I sat where I had a clear view of the women.  Liz was gently stroking the cock poking through the hole while Lilly tentatively licked the tip.  She must not have remembered my directions.  I snickered as Kenedi swatted her ass with a reminder to make him cum. 

“Gentlemen, I appreciate your coming for our game tonight.”  I gestured to the cards then broadened my gesture to obviously include Lilly.

“Our pleasure Mr. Frances.” Oh yeah, I was rich and powerful too… well rich but that is a power in and of itself as I was coming to realize and appreciate.  The man who spoke was wearing a simple black mask that covered his face from just above his mouth to a fraction below his salt and pepper hairline. 

“Well, it might end up being your pleasure.” I said in as urbane a tone as I could manage while watching Lilly pump the cock in her mouth.

“She looks to be enjoying herself.” The man to my right spoke up.  His hair was jet black and a stark contrast to the white mask he wore. “Will she swallow?” He asked, loudly, the sneer obvious in his town.  I watched as Lilly flinched slightly.

“She has but it is an issue with her.”  I replied, calmly dealing cards around the table for a simple game of Texas Holdum. “Lilly thinks she has no boundaries. We test that tonight.”

“Does she?” One of the remaining poker players asked as he leaned back in his chair to get a better view of Lilly. “She does have a nice pair of tits.” Smack Kenedi rapped Lilly’s ass again and turned profile on to the table, posing for me/us to see.

“Yeah, they both do.” I replied nonchalantly while looking at the cards. “Boundaries, well… Lilly thinks she is a whore, a slut.” Lilly stiffened slightly at my words but then she took the cock deeper.

“See.  She should be annoyed by those misogynist comments, but she isn’t.  She has college degrees, had a professional career but… call her a slut and her response is to suck a strange cock even deeper.” Smack  “Hmmm, that ass will be plenty red and sore if you don’t get him off.” I stopped again and looked at the cards before speaking again.

“Lilly says she is addicted to sex, that she needs me to push her limits and control her excesses.  Well, that is what she says.  What she really wants is for me to make her do things she is afraid to try. Isn’t that right cum whore?” I called the last to her almost jovially.

“YES!  Yes, sir.” She pulled away from the cock just long enough to exclaim then returned to energetically sucking. She was now putting on a show for all who were watching.

“Stop.” I said simply and watched as she ignored me or it didn’t fully register what I was saying. “Kenedi, hard.” SMACK “I said stop.”

“Yes sir… I’m sorry.”

“Come here.” I waited as she stood and almost tiptoed to me.  Her tits were at eye level.  I waited, looking at her nipples thinking they were hard enough to cut diamonds. Her torso glistened with perspiration as she stood before me, breasts heaving. “Lilly, answer honestly.  Do you enjoy this game?” She looked at me, her eyes glittering with lust and passion.

“Yes, very much!”

“Tell me, what is the best part so far?” She glanced around the table nervously. No, shit it was actually a shy almost bashful look, before answering.

“Two things, you being in control and...” I could tell she was genuinely struggling for the right words and allowed her time to finish. “...being humbled, made a slut.  I’m so fucking wet right now…” I held up a hand to stop her.

“Who at the table would like to feel this sluts lips on their cock?” A hand or finger from each of the men gestured affirmatively, along with some shifting in chairs. Lilly looked at me with hooded, sultry eyes.  Her body positively quivered in anticipation. 

“Hey, me too.  She did a good job on my pussy the other night.” Cam, silent until now chimed in with a chuckle.  I nodded to her. “OK, winning hand then.” I flipped the remaining cards out on the table.

“Looks like it is me.” Red mask chortled. As he leaned back in his chair. “Under the table?”

“Lilly, under the table and suck him clean.  Don’t make a mess.” As Lilly knelt to go under the table I looked around. “Well, he’s out for the next round or two.” An urbane chuckle from the group followed my words. “Winner of the next hand gets her second? Kenedi, I didn’t forget you.  Come here.  Refresh the drinks then let him play with your tits while Lilly blows him.”

“Yes sir.” Kenedi quickly poured drinks then allowed each man to play with her tits while she placed the glasses.  Then she stepped over to ‘red mask’ and leaned in so he could fondle her tits.  He had to turn his chair out as there wasn’t room for Lilly under the table.  All that could be seen was her bobbing head in his lap. He gasped slightly into Kenedi’s full breasts.

Red mask didn’t last until the end of the next hand. He grasped Lilly’s head and thrust his hips into her forcing gags as she took his cock, then swallowed his cum. Lilly stood when she was finished and looked at me sweating but proud. 

“Make out with Kenedi until this hand is done.”  I knew the show would appeal to the women as much as to the men around the table.  Red mask leaned back in his chair satisfied and watched over the rim of his glass.

We continued to play cards for blow jobs over the next hour until each of the men had dumped a load in Lilly’s mouth.  I was impressed by her stamina and refusal to balk at swallowing.  Liz, sat at the pew servicing a random selection of cocks through the night.  It just added to the ambiance.

“One final hand?  The winner unlocks her belt and fucks her.” Lilly almost slumped in relief.  She loved giving head but I also knew it would simply add to her frustration.  Especially as through the evening I’d periodically played with the toy in her pussy.  Just enough to get her close but never over the edge. I knew she suspected she wouldn’t get fucked tonight.  That my game for her was to continue building the frustration.

I received chuckles from around the table.  The only one declining was the last man Lilly blew.  He shrugged and admitted he wouldn’t be ready anytime soon.  The other’s agreed and we settled down for a final hand. 

“Hmmm, looks like I won.” said white mask with a snicker. I tugged Lilly’s leash and made her lay back on the card table with her butt nearly hanging over the edge of the leather trim.  I tossed him the key once she had settled back on her elbows, staring at him, the lust on her face as easy to read as a billboard on the highway.  

‘White Mask’ stood and made a production of unlocking the simple clasp lock on the belt and removing it exposing her shaved pussy.  I stood behind Lilly, still holding the leash but could visualize her pussy, swollen with need and damp.  Her petals spread open and inviting.

“Mmmm, damn, that looks so good.  Come take a look.”  White Mask stood back, allowing each of the other men to step over and examine Lilly’s pussy like an expensive piece of art. Her breathing only deepened at the cool, almost callous, and impersonal appraisal.

White Mask stepped up as the last man moved over to the bar to join the other three in a soft conversation.   He dropped his pants to his knees and stroked his solid cock while he looked down at Lilly’s naked form.  Kenedi came over at a gesture and licked his bulbous head and shaft to firmness.  She then unrolled a condom on him, removed the toy from Lilly and then stepped back.

“Damn, fucked all those times and still tight.” He growled as he fingered her then rubbed his dickhead against her dampness.  She gasped and wriggled at the touch.

“Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me please.” She moaned almost too soft to hear. At her words he began to slide in her, slowly and teasing.

“Shit.” He gasped. “I wanted to hear you beg me like that from the moment you were hired at the firm.”  She flinched at his words; her eyes flew open as she tried hard to comprehend them. As he began furiously driving his member in her all she could do was gasp.  Both were eager to finish.

“Oh shit, oh shit.” Lilly rolled her head back, her eyes looking at me in question before the screwed tight as ‘White Mask’ lost control and shuddered within her. “More, please.” she moaned and reached to play with her pussy.

“No! You cum when I allow it.” I said with a sharp pull of the leash accompanied by a soft sob of near despair. “Oh, might as well let her see you.”  I moved around to stand to Lilly’s right as my words sunk in.  White Mask had pulled from her.  His cock still draped with a condom, the tip full. Breathing heavily, he reached up for his mask and removed it slowly, dropping it on Lilly’s stomach. I expected many reactions but not what happened next. She gasped and used both hands to cover her tits and pussy.

“ADAM?  Oh shit, Oh fuck!  No….” Adam was a partner in our old law firm.  He’d tried to get in Lilly’s panties from the moment she was hired but was rebuffed consistently, as were several of the other partners and young attorneys.  Of course, I heard all about it from them before Lilly and I were a couple. You know how guys love to talk, and bitch about women. 

Lilly, because of her attitude, became the locker room queen.  The fantasies about Lilly ‘The Ice Princess’ grew with each telling.  Adam did have the good grace to almost apologize, to me, when Lilly and I announced we were a couple. 

“Hey ice-princess.”  He taunted as he dropped his used condom on her stomach and pulled up his pants.  Lilly just looked on in shock as the other men came over and dropped their masks on the table revealing faces of two other partners and one up and coming attorney.  Lilly couldn’t be any more stunned.

“We aren’t finished.” I told her, tugging on the leash. “You know that right?”  She looked at me and nodded silently as scenarios raced through her mind.  At that moment I couldn’t tell if she was terrified or aroused.  In her old life each of the men standing around her represented something. The boss or the colleague who wouldn't take her seriously because she was pretty. The men who wanted to fuck her without a thought for the brilliant attorney she was and forced her to fight to be taken seriously.  The men who were the reason she dressed so conservatively, in that life. 

“Yes sir.” She said almost meekly. As her eyes went from man to man. I looked at Adam and nodded.

“It’s not like it’s a big deal.  You know they all saw… all of the pictures being used in the extortion attempts.  Saw you in gangbangs, covered in cum. Are you ready for the rest of the night?  You can stop now, just use the safe word.” As I was speaking, I watched Lilly’s hand gently caressing her pussy.

“No sir.  I, I get it.  I want to be your whore.” I nodded and allowed the moment to linger as she lay back and moaned. “Fuck me, all of them fuck me.”

“OK.” I turned to the men. “Thanks for making the trip.  Maybe another time we will have you at the house. Your rooms are good for the weekend, everything is comped.”  I accepted their handshakes as they left along with the manly nods of appreciation.  Turning back to the table I saw Lilly hadn’t moved.  Kenedi stood next to her, waiting for what came next.

“What can I do? Sir.” Kenedi asked.

“Both of you get dressed, leashes on, belt too Lilly.”  She looked at me from the corner of her eye but quickly complied, even returning the Kegel device before putting on the belt. 

Cam had stayed seated throughout the evening while Charles was a statue by the door. He opened it and proceeded down the hall and back into the shop.  Before entering the store, I made sure to turn on both toys, at the lowest setting. Lilly, already looking disheveled, gasped, and turned to look at me pleadingly. 


Chapter 22

The drive back to the marina was uneventful and quiet. Well, other than the shifting of both women in their seats because I left the toys vibrating softly, turning them off only when I parked the cart.

“Ladies, shower and meet me in the cabin.  Put the collars back on after the shower.” As we approached the boat, Charles led the way. He held up a hand as a man approached him.  They had a short whispered conversation before the stranger scurried off.

“I told him we were pulling out.  He’s getting a few guys to help with the lines.  My guy texted a few seconds ago.  Boat’s been clear all night.” It took us about an hour to undock and clear the marina.  Once in open water, I set the auto-pilot.  I waved at Charles to let him know all was ready then went down to the cabin.

Kenedi was sitting on the small couch across from Lilly, who was on the bed.  Both obviously in the middle of a conversation which quickly ended when I entered. I didn’t say a word but noted both wore their collars.  Rather than talk, I dropped my clothes and turned to the shower.

“Lilly.  Join me.”  It wasn’t quite an order but also, not really a question.  I didn’t wait to see if she would follow me but felt her presence as I turned on the shower before stepping into the stall.  Her hands began rubbing soap into my back, bringing a sigh of relief to me.

“You Ok?” I asked as she finished soaping then rinsing me.  The question ending the game, for now. 

“Yes sir.” She replied quickly.  I sensed the good humor in her tone tinged with… regret, confusion?  She followed me from the shower to the room.  Kenedi had dimmed the lights and turned on several battery-operated candles we sometimes used for mood lighting.  She knew. We found her nude, on the bed slowly rubbing her pussy as she waited for us.  Her soft blonde hair a tumbled artful mess on the pillow.  The white collar looked elegant and beautiful against her tanned skin. 

“Kenedi. Suck me.  Lilly, lay down and play with your pussy.”

“Yes sir.” they whispered in unison.  Kenedi lovingly brought my penis to life as I watched Lilly.  Who in turn, watched us with an unreadable expression.  Ready, I pulled from Kenedi without a word and watched as she lay next to Lilly, kissing her gently as I climbed onto the bed and spread Lilly’s legs. 

Lilly and I gasped in unison as I slid into her warmth. Marveling at the sensations I moved slowly, feeling Lilly’s arms around my waist, her legs slowly wrapped around me just under my butt. 

Kenedi softly caressed our faces, leaning in for gentle kisses as we nuzzled one another.  Then for a time it was simply Lilly and I wrapped together, merged as we tenderly made love. 

“Can I get on you?” She whispered in my ear as I finished sliding into her for the thousandth time. I looked to Kenedi who smiled and moved to the edge of the bed.  Nodding, Lilly and I rolled over.  Once on me she continued our slow almost delicate pace, grinding just ever more as she stimulated herself.  Kenedi moved back and once again exchanged slow kisses with both of us.

My hands were clenched on Lilly’s butt as I felt her start to quicken. The muscles of her vagina began to tremor as I hadn't truly felt in months and only then realized I was missing.  Her kisses intensified until she pulled back with deep gasping breaths. My orgasm hit me suddenly as I felt her quivering in waves.  Each of us moaning in matching delight. 

“Wow, simultaneous O’s.” Kenedi said, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. “That was beautiful.”  Lilly slumped down on me one hand reaching out to grab Kenedi and pull her close.

“I love you.  Both of you so much.” Lilly whispered. I felt warm wetness flow down my neck from her face as she sobbed gently.  Kenedi just squeezed us both tighter until Lilly’s sobs subsided. 

“I’m fine.” Lilly finally laughed as she wiped her wet, and I suspected a snotty face on my chest with a snort and laugh. “Sorry sir.” I couldn’t help but laugh with her, even as I swatted her ass.  Kenedi lay her head on my shoulder as Lilly sat up, grinding my still semi erect penis under her.  I didn’t say a word.

“Kyle, tonight was… eye opening.  I’m sure that’s what you intended. I just have a request.  Can we talk about it later?  Just not tonight.  I need to process things.”

“Sure.  Do we need to stop our roles for a while?”

“No. I did have one other thing to talk about then I have to crash, we all do.” Her tones were serious.

“OK.  First, I will put the roles on hold until we are back in the Keys…We all need process time.”  She nodded and grabbed a hand towel we kept near the bed and shoved it between her legs before she rolled off me to lay opposite Kenedi.

“I have your answer.  I want to carry our baby.  More than anything.” She delivered it in simple matter of fact tones.  “Just, I want to finish our shoots first.  I need to finish them. So can Kenedi go off protection now and me later?”  Her announcement stunned me to silence.

“Hey, did he have a heart attack?” Kenedi joked, I knew she could feel my heart racing under the hand she had on my chest.  My mind was racing along with it and yes, I was in shock.  I had laid out my needs in full honesty but partly believing Lilly wouldn’t agree. 

“If you are sure. I need to know you’ve thought it through.  This stuff with my mother isn’t over.” I said, almost sighed.  I meant what I said, and I wanted it but the fear of the unknown seemed to engulf my soul. 

“We are sure.” Kenedi spoke softly. “You know us, planners.  We know what we are getting into.” She snuggled her head into the crook of my shoulder and was silent.

I lay there, absently caressing both women as they snuggled into my arms.  I don’t know when sleep finally took me but my night was filled with dreams of diapers.  Those were almost pleasant.  It was the dreams of how to handle Janice that woke me in the early hours of the morning.

Can I really risk this?  Rolled through my mind followed by a determination that I wouldn’t let her steal anymore of my life.  Of our lives. 


Chapter 23

“Ahoy the boat!” Came a jaunty call from the dock.  I was sitting on one of the couches on the stern, nursing a drink with Lilly and watching the sunset. Glancing over I didn’t bother to hide a grin at the rakish figure standing on the dock.

The last two days had been pretty remarkable.  After making our ‘family’ decision Kenedi admitted she was at the end of her pill pack and would stop the next day.  I knew, we all knew it could be months before there was any chance.  It was knowing it could happen at any time, well sort of anytime, that gave me goosebumps, excited and happy ones. If I’m being honest, I also got extremely nauseous at the thought.

The day we spent in Naples was a fun blur.  We rented a car to see the sites and even stopped at a ‘Babys - R Us’ store to browse.  Holy shit!  I had no idea what went into having a child.  I’d never imagined some of the ‘requirements’ we would need as new parents.  A clerk at the store took us in tow happily explaining why we would need this or that item while obviously trying to figure out our ‘situation’.

Charles and Cam acted unsurprised at our plans when we informed them the morning we arrived in Naples.  Charles even gave me a manly hug and wished me the best.  Of course, that evening, on the ride back to Key West, Lilly insisted Kenedi and I practice baby making, with her assistance.

“Victor!” I called out, waving him down the gangway.  Lilly and I stood to greet him then walk him into the lounge. “Dinner should be ready soon.  How about a Mojito?” I asked, knowing it was one of his favorite drinks. Cam and Kenedi came out for a quick greeting before returning to the galley. Charles was on the bridge, taking the evening watch. Now that we were back in ‘civilization’, he and Cam felt a need to step up security. 

“Of course, Of course. That sounds marvelous.” He grinned as Lilly moved to the bar to make the drink, fresh sugar cane already prepared to top off the glass properly.

“Why don’t we hit the news first.”  I told him, breaking his gaze from Lilly’s firm backside.  She was wearing one of her favorite linen dresses. White and clinging in all the best places.  Despite the fact Victor was gay, he often commented that it never stopped him from admiring beauty in any form.

“Hmmm, oh.  Yes, let’s.  Although I am afraid it may ruin our dinner.” He pursed his lips in a sour expression. “But, nonetheless, we shall persevere as we must.” Lilly returned with his drink.  He took it with a smile then moved to one of the seats, dropping a briefcase on a coffee table. Gesturing to it he told me it contained hard copies and proof of what he was about to tell us.

“OK, it sounds like you’ve been busy?”  Lilly frowned at him. He nodded, sipped his drink then stared at both of us, as if judging before he sighed and began speaking in soft, tentative tones.

“Very well.  It is time for dusty.... secrets to be unveiled.” He sipped his drink again, as he obviously marshalled his thoughts.  “Yes, I have been quite busy digging into matters most foul. I had to engage the assistance of old… friends, I thought I’d never talk to again.”  He nodded and sipped his drink again. I sat back, my own drink forgotten and waited.  I was used to Victor and his mannerisms and knew he couldn’t be pushed to go faster.  Tonight though, I noticed a difference.  He was old, well into his 80’s but usually moved with a boundless energy.  Tonight, he seemed weaker, tired and his hands shook slightly making the ice in his tall glass tinkle.

“Very well. Kyle, did you know you had a sister?  No, of course you didn’t.” He spoke as he saw the stunned look on my face. 

“What?” I finally exclaimed.  Louder than I expected as my shout drew Kenedi and Cam from the galley.  I waved to them both.  “I’m fine but if you can hold dinner and come in we may as well all hear this.” Cam gestured Kenedi into the room while she returned to the galley, promising to catch up when she could.

“Kyle, that is actually the least of the news I have.” He said in soft kind tones.  “The rest is simply horrifying.”  I gestured for him to continue and for once, he did in as concise a manner as possible.  My mother had given birth six years before I was born.  She and my father kept her pregnancy a secret although my grandfather apparently suspected something was wrong but didn’t push, at least at first.  Janice and my father spent the better part of a year traveling overseas and blowing through money like it was water. 

“She used the travel as an opportunity to make contact with some of the seamier people your family worked with over the years.  Drug lords, sex traffickers and more.  God knows how she managed everything while pregnant but give the devil her due, she is smart and driven. Utterly ruthless too.” He gestured again to the briefcase. “That has enough documentation to prove those contacts and the pregnancy as well as a live birth in Vietnam.  I’ve also sent you reams of electronic data.  You should find it when you check your email.” He took a deep sigh before continuing.

“Janice left your sister in Vietnam.  Your grandfather… and I never knew.  We never knew exactly how sick and twisted she’d become. A few years after he ordered her home, he heard rumors and started doing some research.  Your mother learned of his interest and moved to hide everything.  She had your sister killed and the orphanage she’d been placed in was burned to the ground.”

“Why?  My God, why?” I said in shock as I felt the blood rush from my face.  It was almost too much; it was too much.  I jumped to my feet and strode to the bar where I poured myself a stiff shot of some 120+ proof bourbon.  Slamming it back I savored the burn, allowing the almost searing heat to bring me back to the deathly silence of the cabin.  I had acquaintances who handled criminal defense and had shared some truly horrific stories over a drink at a bar but this, this was unreal. I refilled my glass then turned to Victor and gestured for him to continue. 

“Your mother is a high functioning sociopath.  She is cruel, cruel beyond measure I’m afraid and your grandfather did his best to deny that fact.  She wanted everything from him, wealth, power and most of all his approval and love.  Sharing that was not something she would allow.” Victor gave a shuddering sigh before sipping his drink. 

“He moved to keep her and your father near, so he could try and temper her behavior. He failed. One of his few failures in life.” Victor wiped moisture from his eyes with a silk pocket square he pulled from his jacket pocket. 

“He never knew she’d already taken steps to expand the criminal empire he was actively trying to dismantle. Damn.” That single curse from Victor, mild as it was, spoke volumes.  He never used crudities.

“Then, the unthinkable happened.  She was pregnant again.  Your grandfather hoped the pregnancy could temper some of the hate he saw in her.  But even then he wasn’t willing to let her out of his sight.  There were incidents after you were born.  I don’t know details, but I believe she tried to kill you as an infant.” Victor sipped his drink while I stood with my back braced against the bar.  Lilly’s shocked face was, I was sure, a poor reflection of my own.

“Your grandfather and I had been friends for decades by then.  He contacted me to draw up some financial paperwork and his will.  He was an eccentric man, keeping much to himself so I never questioned some of the things he wanted drawn up.  It is all here.” Victor gestured again to his briefcase.

“I am violating the spirit of his wishes.  He never wanted you to know how bad things were.  I was under orders… well, I was also under orders to watch out for you so… He worked to ensure your safety, a fact that enraged her beyond measure.  Years after you were born, she moved North to get out from under his watch.  She knew she couldn’t move directly against you because he would cut her out completely if you died. That didn’t protect you from her mental cruelty.”  Victor shuddered.

“Do you need to take a moment?” Lilly asked softly, looking at both of us.  I simply shook my head; a seething rage had been building in me as Victor spoke.  Not at him… not really.  It was more focused on me, I realized with shock.  I was pissed I hadn’t moved to take control of my life before now.  Galled that I allowed her to fuck me up as a child then worked to destroy people I loved.  Kenedi simply looked at me with a horrified expression. I shook my head at Lilly’s question and looked to Victor.

“No, I need to finish this.” He replied in husky tones. “There is more. She killed your grandfather or had him killed.  My agents suspect poison.  The local Medical Examiner wasn’t thorough enough to find it.  I have a dossier of several of her more unsavory employees, killers for hire.” Cam had rejoined the group by then and was listening attentively.

“Dossier in the briefcase?” 

“Blue folder.” Victor nodded as Cam reached for, then opened the briefcase removing a thick blue folder.

His last revelation was nearly too much.  I looked at the smokey liquid in the glass I held and thought how wonderful it would be to hide the memories and these revelations in an alcoholic haze.  I thought about it long and hard before I carefully, almost methodically placed the glass on the bar surface. I stared at it absently as my mind raced over the plans I’d put in place.

“This changes nothing.” I spoke into the room, my tones much calmer than I thought they should be. “Well, almost nothing.  Charles and Cam have increased our security.  Is there more that you need to do?” I asked Cam.

“Maybe, I need to talk to Charles.” She replied as she closed the folder. “We are dealing with a functional psychopath who has money, lots of money, and has surrounded herself with some fairly ruthless people.  I need to get this info to our team.  Make sure they are aware.” Cam stopped and stared at Victor with gimlet eyes. “One question for you Victor.  I started reading the report from the profiler.  What is the bottom line?”

“She wants Kyle to suffer and die.  She blames him for driving her to kill her own father.”

“Shit.” Kenedi breathed. Cam stood in the silence that followed, still holding the folder which she used to gesture up the stairs to where Charles waited on the bridge.  Without waiting for a response, she turned and left the room. I shook myself after a moment's reflection. This was just more crazy on top of the crazy I already knew about.  It added to my concerns about what she might do.  ‘I can’t do more than I’m already doing… can I?’ I was nearly ready to voice those thoughts to the room when Lilly started. 

“Dinner!” Lilly suddenly jumped from her place on the loveseat, her eyes wide as she rushed into the galley. It wasn’t until she brushed past me that the smell of burning bread finally registered and I gave a hollow laugh.  It was just one of those crazy stress breaking moments where you either laugh or succumb to morbid thoughts and depression.

“Ok.  Let’s go see if we can rescue dinner.” I ran my right hand through my hair, longer now than I would normally keep it. “We can talk more after we eat.” I chuckled again as I heard soft cursing from the kitchen. 


Chapter 24

Dinner was subdued as we each pondered the information Victor had shared.  For his part, he attempted to lighten the mood with mundane conversation.  After we finished eating, or in my case shoveling pasta from one end of the plate to another, Victor excused himself saying he was exhausted and looking forward to a night in his bed.  I walked him out to his car, shadowed at a distance by Cam.

Victor and I walked in silence until we reached his car, a 57 Bentley Saloon in burgundy and white. I chuckled as I gently ran a hand along the massive driver’s side quarter panel.

“I can’t believe you use this to get around on the islands.”

“Well my boy.  Sometimes you find something you love and you stick with it.”  Victor looked at me, a sideways glance before he turned his gaze back to the marina.  He sighed and a brief smile brightened his face before it was overcome, and his features hardened. 

I waited with him in silence, half suspecting what was to come.

“They don’t know?” He finally whispered.

“No.  I think it is best.  We have plenty of protection now and I’m only using it as a precaution.”

“Kyle.  She is a vile and evil creature.  I know you think you’ve thought of everything.”  He shuddered. “She isn’t rational.  Yes, you’ve got more protection and I trust Cam and Charles, but she will know.  I fear for you… and your wives.” He glanced over to me and I caught a hint of moisture in his pale blue eyes as it glinted in a light from the parking lot.

“Victor.  We decided, we can’t run away.  She will not let it go.  The only way to stop her is to catch her or her crew in the act and turn over the evidence we have to the Feds.” It was my turn to take a deep, cleansing breath. “This is killing me to know they are at risk.  I could give a fuck about myself but they are my life.  They wouldn’t stand to be locked away and we all know hiding won’t solve this. She would find us.”  My fists clenched where they rested on the hood of his car.

“I know.” He whispered. “I’m too old to worry about myself but I fear for you.  For all of you.”  He patted my arm as he spoke and walked past me to the drivers door.  It opened nearly silently, testimony to the care and upkeep of the ancient vehicle as was the pleasant rumble when it started.  Victor looked at me and waved before pulling off. 

Charles was waiting for me on the dock when I strode back.  I knew my brow must have been furrowed in thought.  Hell, my thoughts were roiling, and I knew it showed.

“Victor is worried.  He thinks we should find a cave and hide…”  I answered Charles' unasked question.

“It is an option.” I raised my eyebrows at that but he continued before I could speak. “In my professional opinion… and Cam’s… it would be the wrong move.  She would find you or wait you out.  Your life would be miserable.  That said, we could hide you, probably.  Hiding a ‘throuple’ is tough, you’d stand out almost anywhere.”

“I know, all this is stuff we talked about. Have we taken enough precautions?” Charles shook his head as he raised a big hand to rub his bare scalp.  His eyes never stopped tracking from parking lot to dock, constantly wary.

“Man, there is always one more thing you can do, then another one you forgot about.  We’ve got enough coverage to fight off a small army. Plus, we have the back-up plan.” He snorted. “So, if she is willing to start a war we may be in trouble.  Otherwise…”

I just nodded in agreement.  I could feel things coming to a head and was sure, no matter what happened, I wouldn’t like the outcome.   


Chapter 25

In the six weeks since we met with Victor at the Marina things had been relatively silent.  I allowed myself to become immersed in work.  In the back of my head, I knew it was just the calm before the storm, but I wasn’t willing to ruin the happiness we had found. I should have recognized the truth. 

After a month had passed I even had hopes that my threat to Janice had forced her to back down. That knowing I was finally fighting back might have forced her to rethink whatever plans she had in place. 

I spent the first two weeks doing final edits on the photos from our Dry Tortugas shoot for the Aussie bikini company.  Then Kenedi, Lilly and I flew to Charleston with Cam and Charles for three days to meet with several race teams.  We signed contracts with three for photo packages for the next season.

Speaking of them, Charles and Cam had brought in a few additional ‘visible’ guards in the form of another couple.  These two stayed in the guard house, really a guest house.  Cam explained the men were both former army Rangers, they were completely trustworthy but liked to keep to themselves. 

Of course, I explored more of the BDSM scene Lilly, Kenedi and I were creating.  I had fallen into a comfortable role as ‘Dom’ to their ‘Sub’.  Thanks to some coaching by Jill, I’d become a little less tense at the idea of controlling Lilly and Kenedi.

“Don’t think of it that way.  It isn’t about hurting them, or even humiliating them.  At least in the format you are following.  Instead, it is a way for them… Well, mostly Lilly, to safely explore her wilder sexual side.  Think about it.  She wants to try things but is afraid she will do something stupid or dangerous.  She, they, have put their trust in you to help them walk up to that line while not doing permanent damage.  It is a trust thing; they trust you implicitly.  You, you have to honor that trust by not letting them get hurt, physically or mentally.” Jill told me over an extended Zoom call.  “It also isn’t about you getting your rocks off.  You need to be in control, especially in new situations.”

The look on my face brought a wry grin to her lips.

“Yeah, you can chain them up and fuck them but never forget your role when in the game.” I knew Lilly’s wants and fetishes and spent our free time testing our boundaries and adding to the trust we already shared.  I had a plan for a finale, something for when we visited the club and I was building up to it. 

There were nights I had Lilly bound to a chair.  A bullet vibrator embedded in her pussy buzzing softly while she watched Kenedi and I fuck, or Cam and Charles.  A few times she was cuffed, fully nude and bent over the bed and blindfolded while her earbuds were in playing soft jazz.  She loved it, loved never knowing what might happen.  Would we do nothing?  Would a vibrator be inserted, or a dick?  She never knew who or what was sliding in her pussy or her mouth.  If a cock, it always came in her mouth.  At first she gagged on the warm fluid but over time she came to nearly beg for it. 

Finally, it was time for us to leave for the clubs grand opening.  Jill and Gary decided they had enough photos from our earlier work and insisted we come as their guests. Gary even added. “Hell, Lilly will be a celebrity! Her face and ass grace many of the walls.”

“You guys have fun!” Kenedi smiled as she stood at the front door of our home.  I leaned in and gave her a tender kiss on the lips as I prepared to walk past her to the waiting car.  “She has no idea.” Kenedi chortled softly in my ear.  I’d confided in her about my plan for Lilly at the club.

“We will.” I grinned back and playfully tugged at the white leather collar she wore. It matched her white linen dress.  Over the weeks she and Lilly had embraced the whole concept of me being their Dom.  Hell, they’d not only embraced it, they were obviously enjoying themselves.  Especially when one of them ‘broke’ a rule just for the punishment.  Charles and I joked once that their aggressive ‘sub’ behavior might actually put them in a ‘Dom’ category.  A thought I choose to not explore. 

“I will be waiting when you two get back.” Kenedi winked at me then turned to exchange a hug and peck with Lilly.  I watched them as they held each other.  The genuine warmth of their relationship was obvious in their embrace. I froze that moment in my mind, willing myself to etch the scene into my memory.  Kenedi’s blond hair mingled with Lilly’s brown, curly locks as they touched foreheads then stepped away, hands still clasped.  Lilly turned, her eyes glittering with unshed tears. 

“You OK?” I inquired as she sat in the back seat with me. She sniffled briefly and wiped a lonesome tear from her right eye.

“Sure, I’ll just miss her.  We normally do these things together.” Lilly grinned then quickly changed the subject to our upcoming shoot with one of the race teams at Homestead in a few weeks.  I was distracted slightly by the sight of a man in a golf cart at the end of the long drive leading back to our private key. I knew he was one of the ‘obvious’ security people Cam and Charles had brought on to protect us.  Sighing, I shook my head and considered the fortune we were spending on security.  Then with a shrug I reminded myself we had the money to burn and snorted at my own arrogance.

“Kyle.” Lilly had been silent for the last twenty minutes, snuggling into my arm and listening as Charles and I chatted about cars and sailing.

“Hmmm, yeah?” I responded with my usual eloquence. 

“So, Kenedi asked me to wait until we were almost to the club.  Actually, she told me to not say anything at all, but if I did I needed to wait till we were at the club.”  She was squirming now.  I felt my brow furrow in concern as I wondered where this was going. “I just can't wait, Kenedi is pregnant… You are going to be a daddy… We are going to be parents.” I felt my stomach drop through the center of the earth.  I mean, it had to have made it that far in the deafening silence that followed Lilly’s announcement. 

“Whooooo!  Hoooo!”  Charles yelled out in a basso shout that threatened to burst my eardrums.  “Holy shit man!  That was fast!  Congratulations!!! I guess you’ll be next?”  He called over his shoulder to Lilly with a shit eating grin.  I was still sitting in stunned silence, processing the news. Lilly was staring at me, worry clearly etched on her face as she waited for some sort of reaction from me.  That is, until Charles caught her off guard with his question.  I didn’t hear her response as my thoughts raced.

‘Well, fuck me sideways… I said I wanted this… I just didn’t think it would happen so soon…’ I shook myself mentally and swore I would respond to Kenedi much better than I did Lilly.  Hell, I could feel the grin start to turn my lips.

“I’m going to be a daddy?  Dad?  Father?” I tried them out, my grin growing wider as Lilly crushed me in a hug.

“I’m so happy!” She whispered softly.

“Me too.”

“Hey guys, we are here and holy hell, it looks packed.  Who knew there were so many pervs in Miami.” Charles gave us a good-natured grin and wink in the mirror.  He pulled up to the garage and flashed a pass at the waiting guard.  Then, when the security gate lifted he drove in and went to the spot the guard had indicated.  Charles followed us as we went up to the entrance of the Club.

There was a long line of very pretty people waiting to gain entrance.  The men were stylishly dressed while most of the women wore some of the skimpiest clubbing outfits I’d seen.  I watched as a few in line flashed a gold colored pass to the doorman to earn passage through the doors. 

“Hey, is it me or are a lot of people staring at us?” Lilly hissed at me before pasting a smile on her face to cover her nerves.

“Oh, it is you.” I quipped and grinned evilly at her as she glanced up at me then pulled her trim eyebrows together in a frown.

“Oh my.” Now it was her turn for an evil grin. “Part of your plan… sir.”  I reached up and clipped a delicate white leash to her collar and winked as we stopped near the doorman.  He nodded his head and quickly passed us through to the crowded main lobby.  We didn’t need a Gold Pass, he knew us.

The center of the lobby was taken up by a large, flatscreen tv that was currently scrolling through some of the more erotic photos I’d taken of Lilly in the last few years.  She gasped in surprise and visibly reddened as she watched the photos slowly circulate.  I found Gary staring at us from the concierge station near the door.  A large grin on his face as he watched Lilly’s reaction.  I winked and nodded in his direction as I slowly led Lilly to stand under the screen. 

“My friends!” Gary's voice rang out from speakers discreetly placed throughout the lobby, and the rest of the club. “Welcome to Club Nouvelle Experience! Tonight, is our grand opening.  We welcome you to what we know will be the premiere adult playhouse on the eastern seaboard.” He paused as the audience broke into cheers and applause. Excited laughter and chatter filled the room.  Gary let it wash over him for seconds before raising his hands and with a good natured grin continued.

“Friends, thank you.  We have some special plans for this very special evening. There are some unique treats for you to discover as you wander the premises.” He paused again as some good natured chuckles rippled through the room.  As it died out he gestured to where I stood with Lilly.  We’d been noticed, it was hard to ignore the fact that it was Lilly gracing many of the photos on the lobby walls. “Let me introduce two of our vey good friends.  Kyle and Lilly.  Kyle is the artist who took most of the photos gracing the club.  His lovely wife, Lilly, has been his model and muse for many of the shoots.” He stepped to the side and pulled a black silk curtain from the photo that we’d seen months ago.  The one of Lilly with the two male models.  There was more applause and now whistles from the excited crowd.  I felt as if I could cut the sexual energy with a knife.  Lilly flushed a deep scarlet as that sexual energy washed over her. I leaned over and whispered in her ear.

“Remember the safe word.” I stepped back a step before ordering. “Take off your dress.” My voice rang out drawing every eye not already on her to Lilly. If possible, she flushed even more.

“Yes sir.”  She said softly as she undid the single tie behind her neck that held the dress up.  The midnight blue silk dropped to the ground with a soft swish exposing her to the crowd.  All she had on were her anklet and the white leather collar. While I knew being nude wasn’t as big a deal for her now as it might have been years ago.  I also knew being naked, in front of a group of dressed and horny individuals was a completely different thing.  No matter how confident she was, this would introduce a strong sense of vulnerability.  She would love it.

“My dear friends Kyle and Lilly have provided so much of the artwork on display. We are pleased they would be here for our opening.  But they are here for much more.  You see, Kyle has a special gift for Lilly in which all of you can participate.” As Gary spoke I peered at Lilly from the corner of my eye.  If it was possible to appear both tense and relaxed she was nailing it.  Add on aroused and aloof with a hint of shyness as she held her hands clasped near her pussy, to fully capture her expression.  I tugged gently on her leash before I spoke into the pregnant silence.

“Lilly will be in room 5 for the evening.  She will accept all comers until she gives her safe word.” There was an excited murmur from the crown and Lilly gasped softly. “Play with your tits.” I told her bluntly then tugged on her lease when she didn’t immediately comply.

“Yes sir.”  She finally said as she tentatively squeezed her tits.

“More, put on a show for them.” Lilly did as directed, squeezing her tits then gently tugging on her nipples. Gary smirked down at me and winked.  I nodded in reply.

“The Club is Open.” Gary made a Grand gesture to the nearly 200 people standing in the lobby, and they began to disperse.  I caught several men, and women glancing over at Lilly, watching to see what happened. As for Lilly, she was trying to be calm but her flush and rapid breathing were giving her away. 

Gary walked up with an arm around Jill as I watched the group of about 7 men and women watch Lilly from a few feet away. Charles had somehow managed to fade into the background.  It was only luck that I found him standing near the hall to the Orgy Room.  He nodded in my direction when he saw my glance.

“Nice!” Gary chortled as he intentionally ogled Lilly.

“Go ahead and play with them.” I told Gary. “In fact, you can all come over and get a feel.” I smiled at the watchers then turned back to Lilly as Gary fondled one tit.  “Lilly, play with your pussy, and let them touch your tits.”

“Yes sir.” Lilly slid one hand to her pussy, then the other, leaving her firm tits pushed out between her arms.  First one, then another of the group came over and laughed, and almost shyly played with her tits.

“Damn.  Those are nice!” One of the men said laughing. “I bet that pussy is fine too?”

“Do you want to give her a feel?  Lilly, let him touch your pussy.” At my words she moved her hands away to frame her vagina.  The young guy wasted no time and slid a hand between her legs.  His motion brought a gasp to her lips.  I took a moment to examine her.  She stood to my side, eyes slatted as she relished being fingered by one man while a woman held one tit and another man fondled the other.  Lilly was breathing deeply, her nipples firm and aroused when I could see them. 

“Shit!  This has me going. I need to get into the playrooms.” The guy fingering her gasped out.  

“Like I said, she is going to room 5 and will take on everyone until she uses her safe word.  You could start…” I smiled and pulled on Lilly’s leash. “C’mon love.” As we walked away the man licked his fingers and grinned.  He and four others followed us.  Gary and Jill walked to either side.

“The room is all set, exactly as you wanted it.” Jill leaned over and whispered in my ear. 

Lilly walked us down the hall, past couples and small groups already making out and fondling in the wide hallway.  Music from the Bar/Orgy Room sounded from down the hall, along with laughter and other noises I couldn’t quite make out. Room 5 was the last room before the Bar, the noise from the crowd was almost palpable as we entered the darkened room. 

“Hey, woah… What is this?” Lilly asked as she took in the room.  In the center was a tall narrow bed draped with a black sheet.  It was, I knew, a very sturdy massage table brought in by Jill for this occasion.  An area around the table was draped off with black curtains, only a single, somewhat diffuse light shown down from the ceiling directly onto the bed.  Charles had been waiting inside the door and stood to block our followers from entering.  I heard a few whispered words from him followed by eager laughter.

“Insatiable.” I replied, knowing she would understand.


Chapter 26

“Holy Shit!” She gasped out as she realized my plan for her, for the evening.  One of her favorite erotic films was an old classic titled Insatiable.  In the final scene the star took on all comers and kept asking, begging for more.  More than once Lilly had joked about being that actress, or at least wanting the role.

“You take on everyone who comes into the room.  Use the safe word and the night is done. Leave the bed without the safe word and you can’t fuck anyone for a year.” She gasped and looked at me. “Seriously, those are the rules, plain and simple.  You can stop it at any time without a penalty by using the safe word. Stop any other way and nothing for a year.” I walked to the table as I spoke, gently tugging her collar as I passed her standing speechless and staring at the table. With a gesture, she climbed up and lay on her back.  She looked at me with wide, almost questioning eyes.  I thought I saw a hint of doubt cloud her gaze before a lustful glint lit them like a fire as she whispered to me.

“More.” I gently caressed one tit before moving my hand down her body.  Her clit was soft and damp under my thumb. I grinned down at her then leaned over and shared a passionate, loving kiss before I backed away and let the curtain close behind me.  With the lighting, it would be opaque to her but was nearly invisible from outside. 

I watched as Marie walked through another opening in the curtain and stepped up to Lilly.  Without a word she covered her mouth with her own and slid a hand from one tit to her pussy.  Seconds later two men entered, already sporting erections.  I recognized one of them as the guy who had been fingering Lilly in the lobby. He bent down over Lilly’s cunt and began licking as Marie moved her hand aside.  The other man stepped up to Lilly’s face, opposite Marie and held his dick out for them to suck.  A small line of partially dressed men waited in a line, I counted 7 before another arrived.  Soft moans came from the curtained area as the man licking Lilly’s pussy stood and thrust his latex covered penis in her.

“Hell of a show.” Gary said from my side as he looked from Lilly’ to the men waiting for her.  A few women were also in line, some taking advantage of the situation to go down on one or more of the men. Jill was staring at me as he spoke.

“A few of the women in the orgy room were looking for more action.  We told them they could come in here to fluff.” Jill chuckled huskily. “We can monitor, with Charles of course.  You can go play.”  I thought about it as I stared at Lilly, the center of her little group.  As I watched, the man at her face began to quiver and lost his load.  Marie and Lilly eagerly lapped it up.  No more cum aversion for her. The other guy fucking her increased his pace.  His hands gripped Lilly’s waist tight as he plunged in her.

“No, our rule is we stay together.  Besides, I am her Dom.”  Jill reached out to rub my arm as I spoke. 

“Good answer.” I sipped my drink watching as man after man fucked her.  I listened as she asked for more and more.  There were two men with her now.  A short guy with a long dick was struggling on tip toes to hold steady as she blew him.  He lost his battle and came even as he fell backwards, jets of cum spurting on the floor as he stumbled away.  The other, a large black man had been sliding his shaft in her for the last ten minutes before he finally shuddered and ended with several hefty pushes.  I shook my head amazed as I heard Lilly give her orgasm gasp for what must have been the 5th time this evening.  She hated keeping track of the numbers of guys she’d fucked over the years.  For that matter I also found it crass.  I couldn’t help but count this evening’s sausage parade.  She’ had sex with 11 men and blew another 13. 

I heard her say ‘dandelion’ in a weary voice and move to sit up.  Two men who’d been waiting, gently stroking their cocks as they hoped for a turn grinned good naturedly and moved away.  A third man, wearing a black dress shirt and nothing else pushed past them to reach Lilly. At the sight I angrily pushed through the curtain to reach him and remind him it was over. 

“No, I said dandelion.” I heard Lilly repeat then she gasped in shock and pain and recoil away from him.  Charles was racing over from the rooms entrance, gun already in hand when I felt time blur to a near stop.  The knife in the stranger’s hand pulled back for another strike at Lilly, my gun leaped into my hands as if teleported and two shots rang out.

I could hear screams in the background and barely registered the stranger falling to the ground as I reached Lilly. She’d fallen back on the table, blood streaming from between clenched hands as she looked at me in terror. Tears rolled from her eyes as she breathed in quick hurried sobs.

“Kyle… What.” She gasped. Without responding I quickly shoved my gun back in its holster and grabbed a pressure bandage Charles tossed to me from the other side of the table. I didn’t wonder where he’d gotten it but was grateful for something to do. 

“Jill, he’s dead.  Contact security and go into lockdown.” Gary yelled through the screen from where he knelt over the man I’d shot.  The man I just killed, but I had no time for that.

“Quick.  He slashed at her throat, but the collar turned the blade.” Charles said to me as he moved her hands aside exposing a cut that ran from one collar bone to the other.  It disappeared at her neck, where the collar prevented a deeper cut. Lilly gasped in pain as he held her hands away from the open wounds.

“She isn’t hurt too bad, but we have to stop the bleeding and MOVE.”  Even as he spoke I was pressing the bandage to one of Lilly’s wounds while he covered the other. At the same time he was speaking rapidly into his phone.

“Pick her up and follow me.”  Without hesitation I lifted her limp form from the table and raced to the door.  Our other guards picked us up at the rear entrance in a large black Hummer.  We left within seconds of the first cop cars arriving on the scene. Lilly sobbed into my shoulder as we drove before she drifted off.


Chapter 27

The doctor Charles had on standby was an ex-Army field medic who met us at the safehouse Charles had rented just minutes from the club. Lilly gasped in pain and grunted through gritted teeth as we turned into the bumpy drive.  I carried her into the house, my mind a numb sluggish mess as I muttered soothing nonsense to her. 

“She’ll be fine.  Probably some scars from the cuts but it was a fucking sharp blade. I stitched her up and gave her something for the pain.  She’ll be out for a few hours.  Angie is working on cleaning her up.” The medic, Kent, spoke to Charles and me where we waited just outside the bedroom.

“Thanks man.” Charles said grimly then turned and handed me a glass full of an amber liquid.  “Drink.”  I did, gasping at the raw alcohol. Then gasped again as the world jumped into clarity.

“I killed him.”

“Yeah, you did.  Double tap center of mass from ten feet.  If you hadn’t, she’d be dead.  I had no shot. That training and time at the range paid off.” I should have felt some sense of remorse.  I took a life, but all I had in me was a sense of growing rage.  My vibrating phone drew my attention as I pulled it from my jacket pocket. It was a text.

My dear little boy.  Mommy is thinking of you.  We should talk. Hurry, Tik Tok.

The text was followed by a number. I looked to Charles who was on his phone, a bleak look on his face as he hung up. A tear to dropped from his cheek before he briskly wiped his face and all signs of emotion from it.

“Let me see.  Please.” He reached for my phone scanned the message and handed it back. “You should call her, quickly.  The house was attacked.  One of the guards managed to call in our backup but not before… They killed her.  Cam is dead.  No sign of Kenedi.  She has her and you need to call, now.” I stared at Charles, sharing a moment of grief and pain so deep it was unplumbable.  Then the raged rose again, this time burning away any emotion, leaving me barren.  I looked at my phone and pressed the number.

“Mother.”

“Hello sweety.” Her contralto voice dripped with hatred and a healthy dose of sarcasm.  Calculating quickly, I decided I had to control the conversation.

“She’s dead.  Lilly is dead you bitch.  Now, what the fuck do you want?” I sobbed slightly into the phone as I channeled a moments grief for Cam. Charles looked at me and nodded coldly even as he spoke softly into his phone.

“Oh, your little slut is dead?  Was it an STD?  What a shame.  But you have, or is it had…” She paused theatrically and I heard a scream from a voice I recognized as well as my own and felt my heart tear from my chest.  I couldn’t allow any of that to come out to Janice. “No, she’s still here. For now.”

“Stop the games, Janice.  What do you want?” I said as emotionlessly as possible knowing any further signs of grief would just give the bitch pleasure.

“Oh, I want so much little boy.  I want my daddy back.  I want what is rightfully mine and I will have it.  But mostly, I would love to go back in time and abort you. Dear me, seems I’ve said that before.” There was a whimper of fear in the background and another brief cry of terror.

“OK.  I’ll sign everything over to you.  Just leave her alone.” I allowed a bit of the fear I was feeling to creep into my voice. I had to give her something or she might hurt Kenedi more. 

“Well, I really could care less for this tramp. I may just dump her in the ocean.  In fact, my employees tell me they know of a few places the shark’s feed.  She’s pretty bloody, a real mess now that I look at her. Oh, Mr. Smith.  She needs a matching cut… Oh, right there if you would.” Kennedi screamed in pain and fear.  My eyes clenched closed at the sound and I couldn’t help but let the pain and anger out.

“You fucking bitch! OK, Tell me what to do!” I let out a sob, knowing it would appeal to her.

“Hmmm, sharks do like their prey fresh and bloody, and squirmy.  I suppose she needs to stay breathing for it to be worthwhile.  Well, I’ll be in touch.  In the meantime, I think your slut can keep some of the boys entertained.  Maybe, if you do what I want and she provides…. Suitable payment then I’ll consider letting her go.  Well, I’ll consider it.  For now, it’s getting late and I need to rest.  It’s been a long day.  I’ll call you at this number tomorrow. Probably.” The connection died. I Squeezed my phone tightly for a second as I fought to get my temper under control.

“Couldn’t trace the call but we know she is in the area.”  Charles said as I slowly lowered the phone and methodically punched in a code to open a hidden app. Praying silently, I stared as the screen opened and a blinking dot appeared connected to a blue dot by a thin green line.

“Gotcha bitch.” I said in triumph and looked to Charles. “I had GPS trackers built into their anklets, collars and necklaces. They only work when they sense a pulse. Kenedi is just a few miles away.” Charles nodded appraisingly.

“We need to move fast. We have three men in the hummer. Cam and I have known them for years.  They are professional and also have a personal score, so do I.”

“Four.” The medic spoke up as he checked the pistol on his hip.

“Five.” I said, glaring at Charles, daring him to deny my right to see this out.

“Five.” He agreed. “This is down and dirty, we have no idea of the layout where she’d hiding.  We’ll have to get there and scout out the security to plan a breach.” His face writhed in pain and anger before he continued in an almost calm tone. “Our team at the house took out 14 men.  She can’t have many more on hand and ready for wet work.” I gasped.  Our four or five, including Cam fought off a small army.

“Charles… I…” I began only to be interrupted.

“We know the risks, knew the risks.  Right now I need my game face and mind focused on getting Kenedi back, alive. Then…” He shrugged and went out the door to the Hummer where the guards waited.

I went in to check on Lilly before we left.  She looked small and pale in the bed.  Her hair was a bedraggled mess, bandages showing tinges of red where she bled through.  I stood silently clenching my fists. 

“She will be fine.  I promise. I gave her some morphine to knock her out.” Angie spoke softly from where she sat in one corner of the room.  I nodded, took another look at Lilly’s sleeping form and turned to leave the room.

Charles had a range bag sitting on a coffee table next to two cases laying open.  He was checking a stack of magazines sitting near two AR-15’s that sat in open cases and next to a Springfield 1911. 

“Take the Springfield.  There are ten clips and a holster you can strap on. Keep your gun too.  Ammo is in the bag.” I grabbed the pistol, holster, and a handful of magazines, stuffing them in spare pockets.

“You did well tonight but you aren’t trained in small group tactics.  Stick to me, follow my lead and don’t fucking shoot the good guys.” He stood and stalked out the door, expecting me to follow, or not.  Kent grabbed the AR’s and stalked out behind Charles. I followed and handed the driver my phone before I climbed in the back.  The app was still up, with the map function ready to guide us to Kenedi. After a quick consultation with Kent, and a check of the address on my phone, Charles sent Kent and Trip, one of the guards off to reconnoiter.

Twenty minutes later we were pulling into an upscale neighborhood.  One with huge homes and large yards. The driver of the hummer parked in the street in front of one of the homes, about half a block and one house away from our apparent target. Trent stepped from some shrubs that reached right down to the road. 

Leaning in the front passenger window he quickly filled us in.  The street was nothing but vacation homes for the wealthy.  None were currently occupied except for the one my mother owned.  There were four guards that he could see on the outside. Possibly two more inside.  He hadn’t seen my mother but did see a man I suspected was my father. He glanced at me before continuing.

“Trip and I could get close enough to look in windows.  This crew sucks, smoking outside and have crappy awareness.  To be fair two outside seem lightly wounded.  We heard screams from the house.  Upstairs room in the back.”  I clenched my eyes tight and tried not to think about what they were doing to Kenedi.

Charles gave a few quick orders to the Trent and Trip and they disappeared with two of the AR’s.  Charles glanced at his watch then gestured the other driver and guard in the front passenger seat to lead us in. 

We passed one body lying in the driveway behind a large sedan.  Another decorated a side doorstep.  One of the men with us, Stan, moved to the door, spent a few seconds manipulating it then pulled it open silently before ghosting through behind his AR. We followed into a well-lit kitchen. 

There was a chuffing noise then I heard a body hit the tile floor with a wet smack.

“Move.” Charles grunted as he followed the men out the kitchen door and into and through a dining room.  We met the two men who’d taken down the outside guards in the foyer.  Charles made quick gestures to the men to head up the split staircase.  Before we could move a man in a dark suit stepped onto the second-floor landing and opened fire with an automatic of some kind. 

Charles flinched and grunted before returning fire.  A puff of red appeared behind the man before he dropped to the floor a limp pile of expensive cloth. One of our men lay on the floor, obviously dead.  The others ran up the stairs followed at a slower pace by Charles and me. 

“Fuckin amature.” Charles grunted in pain as he stepped around our fallen guard and started up the stairs.

“You ok?” I whispered to the back of his head and received a grunted, non-committal reply. As we reached the top step, we were greeted by another round of gunfire Returned by Trent and Trip who’d proceeded us. Later, I would be amazed at the speed and confidence of the three men. 

“Clear!” Trip called back to us. “One female, bad shape in the back room.  We need EMT’s fast!  One male, unharmed, one female, unharmed in the master suite.”  Charles and I hurried down the hall to where the men waited.  Trent was holding his gun on a well lit room while Trip stood in a darkened doorway and gestured to me.

“Kyle?” A weak voice called out as I entered the room.  “I hurt, I hurt so bad.” Kenedi whimpered.  I was struck by the foul stench of the room.  Blood, feces and other fluids all mixed together making my eyes water. Ignoring everything, I stepped to the side of the bed where she lay, bound nude and spread eagle on bloody sheets.

“Kenedi, I’m so sorry.  It’s me.  I’m here, you’re going to be OK.” I told her as tears streamed down my face.  I could hardly bear to look at her tortured and nude body as I used a knife given me by Trent to cut her bonds. I only discovered her right arm was broken when I cut the bond on her right wrist.  Kenedi screamed and fainted as the arm fell limply to the bed and twisted unnaturally.

“Shit!” I exclaimed as Trent hurried around the bed to immobilize her arm.  The fingers on that hand bent out of shape.  I took a moment then to truly look at this woman I loved.  Razor straight cuts marred her arms, legs and torso.  Her face was bloody and bruised, nose broken.  I sobbed once as I struggled to figure out what I cold do to help her.

“Kyle, She will live.  Kent, get the fuck in here.” Charles growled as he moved to cover he room Trent had been guarding.  Only then did I see the stream of blood darkening Charle’s nearly black shirt. He noticed my glance and shrugged. “I’ll live too.  Probably.  Come with me. You have some decisions to make.” I leaned over and gently kissed Kenedi’s forehead. The smell of her blood and sweat filled my nose and banished all but a returning rage.

“Kent, she’s pregnant.  Save her but be aware and make sure the EMT’s know.”  I said allowing hot bitter tears to stream down my face.  Wiping them roughly away I followed Charles into my parents’ bedroom suite.  Janice sat regally in a chair staring daggers at me as I entered.  My father cowered at her feet.  Seeing them I lost control.  My gun was back in my hand as I purposely strode a few steps closer to the pair. My mother glared at me while Gerald quivered in fear and raised a hand as if to make me stop.

“Charles.”

“We need to call EMT’s.  Make a decision quick.  I have your back.”

“Kyle, Kyle, my boy.  Put down that weapon and let’s talk.  There you go.” Gerald, my father said in pleading tones.  I turned to glare at him.

“You allowed his to go on.  In the next room is an innocent woman who is suffering because she cared about me.  You are as vile and disgusting as Janice.”  

“You won’t do a damn thing. You fucking coward…” Janice began as I quickly raised the pistol and fired twice.  Both shots hitting my father in the head, blood from the impacts sprayed across Janice.

“He could have stepped in and stopped this. He could have protected me!” I shouted at her even as she frantically tried to scrub the blood from her neck and face.  A look of stark terror had forced her insane rage aside.

“Charles, they were going to dump bodies in the ocean.”

“There’s a big sailboat at the dock.” The Trent spoke from the hall. 

“Tie her up, gag her and drag her down there please.” I asked and turned away, knowing Charles and his man would obey.  I knew I needed to move fast but took a moment to check on Kenedi. Janice’s piercing shrieks, even through a gag, as she was dragged down the hall ruined the moment and emphasized my need to hurry.  Quickly kissing Kenedi again I got a thump on the shoulder from Kent and a reassuring nod.

I felt cold, emotionless as I sped down the stairs, magazines rattling in my pocket.  It was easy to find the back door and follow a well-lit path down to the dock.  I paused only long enough to throw the Glock I’d used to kill my father far into the bay before running to the 55 plus foot double masted schooner resting at the dock. I found Janice bound and gagged in the stern.  Charles and Trent were scurrying about quickly checking the craft.  The diesel motor was already turning over.  Good man.

“Kyle, you gotta go.  Authorities may not have a clue she even had a boat here, but it’ll be dawn in a few hours. Seems to have a good nav system and plenty of food and fuel. Take this phone.  It’s my sat phone, clean.” He was sweating heavily and seemed to slur his words as he spoke.  I waved over Trent after I pocketed the bulky phone.

“Charles, I can’t.  I can’t…”

“Just go man.  I get it.”  He slumped then stood straighter and clasped my hand. “We’ll clear the lines. Now go.” I gestured to Trent.

“Take my phone.  Call the number listed for Victor.  Tell him everything.  He’s my attorney and he’ll help take care of this, of you guys.”

“Got it and good luck dude. We’ll make sure the ladies are cared for.” He grabbed the phone then jumped to the dock after Charles cautiously crossed over.  I’d been ignoring Janice’s muffled grunts and curses and continued to do so as I motored out to sea.  The navigation system was similar to the one on my sailboat and easy to figure out.  I quickly familiarized myself with the controls and was impressed to see the craft had been completely automated.  Not easy for a single crewman but doable. 


Chapter  28

I made good time into the waters of the gulf off the Keys.  The winds were favorable and in less than 24 hours I got to the spot I wanted.  For only the second time I removed Janice’s gag and watched her dispassionately as she gasped and struggled. Growing tired I tossed the cup of water I’d been holding into her face.  The sun was slowly setting, casting gorgeous reds and yellows across the sky.

“Now what?” Janice rasped out while doing her best to add a sneer.  It failed.

“Now?  Now you die.” I grunted out.  “For years I wanted to know why. Why the fucking mind games and torture. Now I don’t care. I just don’t care.  You’re a crazy animal and should have been put down years ago.  Now, it’s too late for that.  You’ve killed and destroyed too many for that.  Jesus!  Your own father!” Janice simply shrugged in disdainful response.

“I thought a lot while we cruised out here.  I can’t be like you, but I also can’t allow your evil to go unpunished.”  I stalked the five steps it took to reach her and tied a line to the bonds lashing her hands together.

“Bah!  You are a coward.  Like your father.  You impressed me by killing him, but you know you can never do that to me.”  She blustered, as if she thought she could convince me I wasn’t in control. Well to hell with her, this would be my ultimate act of defiance. I easily hefted her by the arms until she was standing then shoved her to rest against the stern rail.

“Stop. Janice just stop.” I shook my head tired of her words and lies. “You killed a dear friend of mine. You tried to kill my… Lilly.  You brutally tortured the other love of my life. GOD! How many have you destroyed.  Including my sister?” I let the rage loose as I shoved her over the railing. She was too shocked to yell out. I stood for a moment, waiting for her to say something…Instead there were shrieks of rage and hatred that could have been heard for miles.  I waited a moment longer, watching her flail, and struggle to keep her head above the water as the boat slid through the calm waters, finally dragging her as she reached the end of the line about 30 feet out. 

I calmly pulled the Hellcat from my waist, aimed and fired a shot.  I missed. I aimed again and fired.  Blood mixed into the water from where I hit her leg, just above the knee I guessed. She screamed in rage and pain.  I watched until the fins appeared a few minutes later.  My mind and heart were blank as my mother was slowly ripped apart.  Each hit on her body shook the large craft slightly.  Hours later I found myself resting on a couch in the cabin.  I don’t know if I slept.  I just came aware staring at the ceiling.  

The next several days ran together until a week had passed, then another.  I’d left the SAT phone off and laying on the couch not willing to deal with life.  Not willing to think.

Present Day

I began to sob softly as I leaned against the foremast.  The tears flowed freely as I finally let myself feel the grief and pain I’d bottled up inside me.  For a brief second, I pondered using the gun in my hand to end my pain but quickly forced that aside. 

“You have two women who need you.  Who you love!  You may have a CHILD! You can’t be a fucking coward like Gerald!”  I screamed aloud into the uncaring night sky.  I stood slowly staring at the gun in my hand then tossed it over the starboard rail.  With resolve I stepped to the stern and cut the trailing line that had been left in the water since I murdered Janice.

The phone powered up quickly and I dialed the first number that came to mind.  One I was fairly certain would be answered.

“Hello, Kyle.  Kyle, is it you?” Lilly voice and my heart shattered.  I found myself sobbing and incoherently.  Her voice brought me back.

“I’m sorry, I’m so sorry.  I should have called sooner.  I should be there now…”

“Kyle, where are you?  We are OK.  Kenedi will be OK but we need you. Come home.”

“The baby?” I whispered. 

“It’s touch and go.  Honestly, Kenedi needs you.  She needs us. Here.” I heard her fumbling with the phone.

“Please come home. Just come home” Kenedi’s voice sounded weak and thready and nearly brought me to shuddering tears again.  I held it in and took a few gasping breaths.

“Be right there.  I love you.”

“We love you too.”

It was midnight when I motored up to the dock.  Even in the dim light from a crescent moon I could see the two women waiting for me. 

The End

Please read on for a bonus.

Chapter 1 from Sharon’s Domination




Chapter 1

Sharon lay curled up in bed.  Brents soft deep breathing a sure sign he’d fallen asleep next to her.  She listened to the sound of rain pattering on the windows as she did her best to calm her racing mind.  Shifting slightly, the soft silk top she wore brushed against her nipples, sending a brief jolt of pain through her.  The nipple clamps she’d worn until a few hours ago had left them tender. 

‘What have I done, what have I done?’ She wailed inside even as her body betrayed her true emotions.  She tried hard not to think about the nights events even as her hand wandered down her body to touch her tender vagina. ‘I’m so wet, even now I want more. But he said no… How will I face them in the morning… or ever? Everyone fantasizes about crazy wild sex but who the hell does THIS?’ She jammed a hand in her mouth to stifle a sob of despair.

‘I do this… I wanted it, have wanted it for years but what happens after tonight?’  Sharon finally allowed herself to relive the memories of just hours before.

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

From Sharon’s Punishment Book 1:

“You’ve got something dripping from your tit.”  Steve said, getting into the game and taunting. 

“Umm yeah, and your face.”  Will chimed in.  “I still have some cum on my cock.  Clean it off.” Sharon already bent over moved her face back to his dark shaft.  She smelled her sex on him and saw the glistening mixture of her lubrication mixed with his cum.  It didn’t deter her as she licked along his shaft, savoring the flavor as if it was the finest of wines.  Brent was still fucking her slowly, just the way they liked it after a long night, and they were ready to finish. 

Sharon pushed back against Brent, feeling her body prepare for another orgasm.  She was shocked how naturally this came to her.  She and Brent were practically virgins when they met in college.  Other than giving head to a few guys, he was her only one.  How could she go from that to a gangbang in one night? How could she want to try more with these three men, wondering if they would let her suck on two cocks at once? 

“Last thing, babe.”  Brent whispered as he pushed his dickhead against her asshole breaking her train of thought.  “I get to pop your ass cherry.”  His cock was well lubed from the time in her pussy and despite her suddenly tensed muscles, he pushed the head in without much trouble.  Sharon gasped, first in pain then with an overwhelming sense of arousal and pleasure.

“Holy fuck!”  She exclaimed, pushing back helping him pierce her deeper.  He stopped halfway and began to slide in and out. “YES!”

“Jesus, you are so fucking tight!”  He exclaimed.

“Yes, YES!”  Sharon shocked herself with another massive orgasm as his cock barely penetrated her ass.  She had no idea it was possible to cum being butt fucked but found herself lost in the sensation. All to quickly Brent pulled his dick from her.

“Suck my cock!  Swallow that cum you fucking slut.”  Brent’s words broke through her fog as she felt the men spin her around to face his dick.  She grabbed it, pumping furiously as she stared at the tip of his cock just inches from her lips. “Suck it!”

“Kansas.”  She grunted out, knowing she just couldn’t take a cock in her mouth after it had been in her ass.  She looked up at his sweaty face and damp hair but mostly at his grin.  He knew she couldn’t go that final step.  She grinned back at him as his penis began quivering, followed by long streams of cum hitting her face and tits. 

Sharon knelt there for a long moment, Brent’s cum dripping from her tits to her legs mingling with the remnants of cum from Will and Steve on her sweaty body. Breathing heavily but with a huge smile she looked at Brent. “You win, I guess.”  Sharon gave him a sideways smirk.  “But I kinda wish I’d been a cock tease before tonight.” She was startled by the sound of laughter coming from all three men.

“Tonight?”  Will said, still laughing.  “Sharon, you’ve been a cock tease since we’ve known you.”  She looked at him, brow furrowed then noticed Steve nodding his head.

“Wow.”  She looked down at the floor in mock shame. “I guess I need more punishing?”

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Immediately after:

‘Oh shit.’ Sharon thought immediately. ‘What the fuck am I doing, why did I just say that?  WHAT HAVE I DONE?’ She started with the thought and could feel herself begin to quiver in fear and, if she was honest, arousal. ‘How can we forget this?  How the hell can I face them… or their girlfriends after this? I’m such a fucking whore! Her internal dialogue kept her so occupied she barely heard Brent speaking.

“What?” she asked as calmly as she could, even while a warm droplet of cum dripped from her chin to the rest between her tits. ‘I have to hold it together.  I wanted this… yeah, I wanted this.’ 

“I win slut and you know the rules.” Brent taunted as he slowly played with his cock.  His manipulations forced a small droplet of cum to drip from his head.  Sharon breathed heavily and hesitated as she thought about the ‘rules’ they’d established years ago for their games.  Whoever used the safe word had to play the sub for the other for a month.  The ‘Dom’ couldn’t replay the same scenario that caused the tap-out but short of that he or she could do anything.  She smirked to herself as she remembered the many times she’d used the safe word several times in succession, just so Brent could continue as the Dom. This was different, now they’d actually brought others into the game. Steve had been quietly waiting in the background with Will who shook his head as he stared down on Sharon.

‘Oh FUCK. He is serious.’ Sharon glanced back down at the floor, not sure what to do or say. ‘Can I… I mean, I did, is he gonna want me to fuck them all again? I loved it, I really did but now that it’s done… can I?’

“What happens if she chickens out?” Will asked with a grin.  He reached down to her cheek and slid a finger through a trail of semen then brought the finger to her mouth. “Lick it off.” Sharon looked at the finger with it’s wet coating and hesitated.

“Hmmmm.  Well, it’s never really happened before, in the years we’ve been playing.  She has purposefully given in because she loves being the sub. But yeah, this time could be a bit different. You giving up Sharon?” Brent said with a sneer.  Something in his tone cleared her thoughts and without a word she licked the cum from Will’s finger. 

“Yum.” Smack! “Uhhhh!” Brent used the riding crop on the side of her tit.  The action was so unexpected it brought a gasp from her lips.  The sting from the crop forced a sharp tear from her eyes as she clenched them tight.

‘Oh Damn!  He knows me so well!  I fucking love that.’ 

“I took that as a yes.”  At her nod he went on. “My game for the next month.  First thing, the rules change a bit.  We are going full in on the Dom/Sub scene.” Sharon stared at Brent; her brow furrowed as she wondered what he meant. Steve chuckled from behind her.

“All the way?” Steve chimed in with another chuckle as he moved near and dangled his semi-flaccid cock before her. “Suck it.” He pulled away after just a second, smiling at her obvious confusion.

“Did you hear me?” Brent teased the tip of her nipple with the crop as he spoke softly. “Say ‘yes sir’ if you agree.” He paused still tapping her tit softly.

Sharon’s thoughts were in a turmoil but even as she questioned whether she could continue, her head was nodding in assent.

“Yes, sir.” She said laying back and spreading her legs.  “Who is going to fuck me?”

“Ummm, no.  You don’t make that call, you’ll get fucked when I say and by who I say.  I know you’re a horny slut.  Your pussy is just quivering, we can all see it from here, damp and spread wide waiting for a cock.” His voice was now velvet smooth, taunting and arousing her with each syllable even as he gently played the riding crop on her labia. “Guys, maybe later.”

“Hmm, sure. She’s a bit of a mess now anyway.  Goddam Sharon, you have cum all over.” Will said in light tones as he turned away.  His cock was half erect and pointed the way to the door.  Sharon just stared at him as he left, her jaw dropped open as Steve followed, waving before closing the door.

“Fuck, fuck me.” Sharon whispered. ‘HOW COULD THEY WALK OUT!’ She screamed silently as she quivered a mix of rage and humiliation tinged with more than a touch of lust burned through her. ‘I did it!  I took them all and loved it and NEED more but they fucking reject me?’ Another hot tear, this one of frustration worked down her cheek, smearing the cum that had been rapidly drying.

“Later maybe. Get up and clean the bed.” Brent said in calm even tones. Sharon stood, numb with confusion as she absentmindedly began pulling the soiled sheets from the bed.  Brent went to sit in a lounge chair placed near one of the bay windows in their room.  ‘She loves this.  I know she does, and she wants more.  I need to be careful. We’ve always said we won’t do anything to hurt our relationship. But, I know she wants more, she practically begged to be gangbanged tonight but…’

For minutes there wasn’t a sound in the room other than the rustle of linen and the soft patter of rain on the windows.   Sharon bundled the sheets and dropped them on the floor near the bedroom door.  Stopping, she scratched at the drying cum on her stomach as she walked slowly to the bed.

‘I am totally fucking covered in it.’ While pulling the bedding her thoughts had whipsawed between shock and embarrassment over what had happened to lust and anger that the men had left her horny and almost desperate.  Hot tears finally spilled down her cheeks as she sat on the edge of the bed and covered her eyes.

“You OK?” Brent asked softly from beside her.  She hadn’t heard him move and was irrationally pleased when he wrapped her in his arms. A few more tears spilled from her cheeks before she sniffled and rested her head on his shoulders.

“Game’s over for now.” He muttered at her.

“Bastard” She snorted and chuckled through tear congestion. “What the fuck did we do?” Sharon surprised herself with the total lack of concern in her tone. ‘I don’t even sound like I mean it.’

“We did exactly what you wanted to do. Don’t play that game with me… or with yourself.” His tone was firm but caring. “This is what we’ve been playing with for years.  How many times have you made me fuck you while you sucked a dildo and pretended it was one of our friends? So, tell me you didn’t want to get fucked by all of us tonight. Shit, tell me you haven’t wanted this since college.” Brent fired back calmly. 

Sharon squeezed in tighter as she grappled with her confusion.  ‘I did want this.  I’m being such a whiny bitch right now.  I can’t stand myself.’ She snorted a snot bubble as she laughed at the thought. Then pulled away from Brent as she tried to find something to wipe her nose.

“Geez, you are pretty gross.”  Brent laughed richly as he gave her the edge of the green nighty, she’d dropped earlier that evening.  Sharon couldn’t help but laugh with him as she cleaned her face then blew her nose loudly into the green silk.

“Wail, I don’ know anythin about manners.  I growed up in them thar Ozarky Mountains!” Sharon played up the rural twang.  She wiped her nose, this time on an edge of the sheets she’d dropped on the floor.

“True enough, it took bringing you here to the burbs to fancyfi you.”  Brent looked her over, noting the returned gleam in her eye before he let his gaze wander down her sweat and cum covered skin.

“Brent, I’m sorry.  This scares the shit out of me because I did want it so bad.  Remember that time at the apartment when I gave you a hand job on the couch while we all watched the game?  I knew you were covered up but it was such a turn on knowing the guys were there and… fantasizing about doing it to each of them…” She trailed off as other memories rushed through her head. “Wow, I was a real tease to them.. to you and to me…”

“Go get cleaned up, make the bed then we can talk.  After you blow me again.” His tones suggesting the game was once again in play.

“Yes sir.” Sharon responded, eyes down as she fell into her role.  This was familiar to her.  ‘Hell’, she thought, ‘How often did I lose intentionally because I love it when he makes me his bitch.’

Sharon stood and moved quickly into the bathroom.  She turned on the shower and glanced at herself in the mirror while it ran.  She traced long thin fingers over the now dried cum covering her chest and stomach.  Vivid memories of which man had dumped the loads on her filled her mind as the mirror slowly steamed.

“Fuck! I am getting horny thinking about it.  Why did I wait so long?  Why did we…’ Sharon stepped into the shower allowing a billowing cloud of steam to escape as she opened the glass door. She allowed the hot spray to sluice off her skin for several minutes before she reached for a bar of Brent’s soap.  In her mind she replayed scenes from just a few minutes before. 

“Last chance, dick tease.  Say the safe word.”  Brent whispered in her ear, startling her.  She felt his fingers sliding into her cunt, first one, then two as he made them wet from her juices. “You haven’t paid for being a cock teasing bitch yet.  How will I know you’ve learned a lesson?”  She could hear the teasing laughter in his tones.

“More.  I deserve more punishment.”  She told him, loving the sensation of his fingers in her, stretching her wider. She felt sure he would keep pushing, teasing her until she had another orgasm.  She was also confident, now, that she would never call out ‘Kansas’.

“Hmmm, I suppose I could fist you, but you would enjoy that too.”  He’d worked his fingers into a cone and now slid them in her to the final knuckle to illustrate his words.  “No.  I told you what your punishment would be cum slut.”

“You wouldn’t dare.” She said, now daring to smile knowing he would see. “They wouldn’t either, too scared.”  She grunted as his fingers drove in deeper before withdrawing completely.  She knew her counter taunt would get something from him, and she loved it.

“Nice to see you pushing back.  Even if you are a cock teasing whore. I’ll tell you now, there is no quitting once they start fucking you.  No backing out like a tease. We’ll take turns fucking you and cumming on you.” He was walking around the bed as he spoke.  His voice coming at her from different directions. 

“They know you like it rough. This stuff is just a warm-up.” His fingers were suddenly back in her pussy, sliding in deeper, she felt the stretch and yearned for more.  Her tits swayed with his pushing motion, nipples still sensitive from the clamps grazed the sheets as her whole-body quivered with anticipation. The sudden smack of the riding crop was startling, but the sting only served to heighten her sensations. 

“No way. You won’t do it. I win, now fuck me.” Sharon gasped out, fully involved in the fisting and the occasional smack of the riding crop. 

“You know that isn’t how we play.”  Brent said.  Sharon felt her bonds loosen as he released them.  She was surprised he gave in so fast but then thought he had taken the game in a direction he just couldn’t finish.  “Roll over and spread them.”  He demanded, pushing her over and forcing her legs wide as he restrained them as they were when they first started before moving to her arms.

“I’m so ready to get fucked.” Sharon begged. “Please, fuck me.”  The blindfold was pulled from her face allowing her to look around the dim room.  “Shit!” She gasped softly as her eyes fell on the bedroom door. “You did open the fucking door!” 

“Yep.” Brent grinned at her as he showed her a massive vibrator, one of her favorites. “I’m going to fuck you with this, you know you’ll scream when you cum.” As he spoke, he slid the tip of the massive, lifelike cock in her pussy, stretching her as she hadn’t been stretched that night.  She loved the sensation and didn’t care the door was open and that they risked the guys seeing them like this.  It surprised her how much she got off on the idea and she knew tonight wasn’t going to be the night she tapped out.

“Do it!  Punish my pussy.” She moaned as he slid the device in her, inch by inch. “They won’t come out if I moan, they knew we would be playing.” 

“Really, being a cock tease again?” Brent taunted.

“Yes, they’ll hear me and know I’m fucking you hard and they aren’t getting any.”  She moaned loudly, partially to emphasize her point but also as a release of passion as the vibrator slid deeper. “I did like it, getting them hot and bothered with no release.  You can’t punish me enough to make up for that.” Sharon chided him back, hoping it would push him into fucking her. Instead, he just shook his head and clucked his tongue at her.

“Nope, this just won’t do.  My hand is getting tired.  I think I need some help.”  He smirked at her as he left the toy buried in her, the soft vibrations almost more than she could bear as he stood from his kneeling position on the bed. His cock was semi erect as he backed away from the bed, his eyes on her the whole time. “Let’s see you keep teasing now. C’mon in.” He called softly to the open door.

Sharon stifled a gasp as she saw Will then Steve walk around the door jamb.  At first, she struggled, tried to close her legs and hide her pussy but the restraints were far too tight.  Both men were nude and fully erect as they approached.

“No way, no fucking way.  I can’t believe you did this.”  Her eyes were wide as she stared at Steve as he silently climbed onto the bed and knelt between her legs. 

“You know how to stop this.”  Brent said softly before cracking the whip across her tits.  Sharon gasped and started wide eyed at Steve as he silently crouched over her.  They waited a long moment with no additional words exchanged.

Sharon slowly rubbed her chest with the bar of soap as she thought about those last words from Brent.  She did know how to stop it.  She could have at any second.  ‘I think I even knew he would really bring in the guys, but I was too far gone by then to stop it. He was right, we’ve wanted group play… No, I’ve wanted to be controlled and submit to him for years.’ Sharon smiled to herself as she pinched her still sensitive nipples.

“He’s going to fuck you and cum on your face.”  Brent said calmly.  He paused while Steve just hovered over her, waiting. She suddenly knew they were all waiting for her to use the safe word.  Her husband and his friends, no, her friends too. She had a quick thought then crushed it, they were her friends, they were playing the game and no matter how difficult it would be they wouldn’t, she hesitated at the evil word, they wouldn’t rape her. They were giving her that option even now, even while Steve’s head softly touched her pussy.  She knew they would quit if she just said ‘Kansas’. She bit her lower lip as she thought.

Sharon began rinsing herself as she recalled her words to her husband and his two friends. “Fuck me!  Fuck me hard! Make me your cum slut!” She meant it then, in the heat of the moment.  Now, when she’d come down from that pre-orgasmic hormone high, she realized she still meant it. 

Minutes later, freshly scrubbed, she stepped from the shower, grabbed a towel to wrap around herself and another for her hair then stepped into the bedroom.  Brent had returned to the chair and was quietly reading something on his phone.  She noticed, with a brief moment of sorrow, that he’d put on a pair of shorts and t-shirt, his usual sleeping attire.  ‘Sure sign tonight’s play is over. But… he wanted me to give him head.’

“Come here.” Brent called to her as he lay the phone down on the arm of his chair. “On the floor, kneel there and we can talk.” ‘She’s been thinking about it, I knew she would need the time.  Now, let’s see if she is ready for more after the heat of the moment has gone.’ Sharon did as she was directed, a tingle ran through her as she wondered if he really was going to continue their game. He raised his eyebrow at her as she knelt in silence.

“Yes sir.”
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