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Prologue

The morning sun baked their naked bodies into the white Egyptian cotton sheets of the master suite, a final taste of Paradise Cove before reality came knocking. Kylie stretched languidly, her back arching like a contented cat, the metal of her nipple piercings catching the California light. Drake's hand drifted from her hip to cup her breast, thumb circling the sensitive peak around the tiny silver barbells.

"Last chance to run," Kylie murmured, her voice thick with sleep and satisfaction. She rolled onto her side to face him, one hand tracing the defined line of his abdomen. "Once we land in Atlanta, the world gets to have me again."

Mary, curled on the edge of the bed like an obedient puppy, stirred at the sound of Kylie's voice. Her tan skin glowed, her curves soft and unadorned compared to Kylie's hardened perfection. "Can't we just stay here forever? I've gotten used to walking around naked all day. I'm not used to living this kind of lifestyle"

Renee, whose fiery hair was splayed across a pillow nearby, laughed. "Something tells me Atlanta won't be as accommodating to public nudity as this villa has been." She pushed herself up, her comic-book figure catching light in all the right places. "Besides, I'm dying to see the penthouse again. It's amazing and that's where it all started for me with y'all."

Drake's fingers tightened around the soft weight of Kylie's breast, his thumb pressing deliberately against one of the tiny silver barbells piercing her sensitive flesh. The pad of his thumb circled slowly, a maddening contrast to the sharp pull of his grip. His dark eyes, locked with hers across the pillow, their unspoken conversation more intimate than words could ever be.   Kylie's lips curved into that trademark knowing smirk that had launched a thousand headlines.

Drake unfolded himself from the tangled sheets, taking a call, he crossed to the balcony, phone pressed to his ear. His deep voice rumbled through the quiet space. When he returned moments later, a slow, predatory smile played at his lips—something had just gone exactly as planned.

Drake had already arranged for his private studio in Atlanta to be transformed into two sanctuaries —one for Renee, one for Mary. The contractors had been working silently behind the scenes while they were away, crafting spaces that whispered of permanence.

Before they'd left the villa, he'd gathered them both close. "I had my studio at the penthouse reconfigured," he'd said, his fingers trailing along Renee's arm as Mary's eyes widened. "Two bedrooms, side by side. So you'd each have your own space to return to." The weight of his words settled between them.

Mary's breath caught in her throat as the full weight of Drake's words settled over her like a warm blanket. Her eyes—wide, vulnerable—mirrored the disbelief blooming in her chest. She pushed herself upright, fingers trembling as they gripped the Egyptian cotton pooling around her waist. "I—I don't...understand" Her voice, barely a whisper, cracked under the pressure of emotions surging through her. Beside her, Renee understood—but even she felt her heart skip a beat, the magnitude of his gesture hitting her with the force of a sudden storm.

"You're our full-time assistant now," Kylie clarified, her tone matter-of-fact. "You travel with us. You live with us. You belong to us." She paused, letting the words hang in the air. "Unless you'd rather go back to serving champagne to boring executives on flights to nowhere."

The offer was ridiculous and they all knew it. Mary's answer came in the form of tears welling in her eyes before she practically launched herself across the bed toward Drake, who caught her easily.

"Easy there," he murmured against her hair. "We've got a flight to catch."

Renee propped herself up on one elbow, her fiery hair tumbling over her shoulder. "Wait a minute," she said, her voice dripping with theatrical indignation. "If Mary's the full-time assistant, what does that make me?" Her lips twitched as she fought back a grin.

Kylie rolled onto her back, stretching her arms overhead. "Oh, honey," she drawled, letting the silence stretch just long enough for Renee to visibly squirm. "I guess that makes you Drake's personal sidekick." She paused, her eyes twinkling with mischief. "But don't worry—we'll get you a cool cape and everything. Maybe one with 'Property of Drake' embroidered on it in glitter?"

Later, as they stepped onto the tarmac toward Kylie's company jet, the four of them moved with an easy intimacy that spoke of their week in isolation. Kylie, dressed in a white wrap dress that barely contained her curves, led the way. Drake followed, his hand at the small of her back. Renee and Mary walked together behind them, already looking like family.

"Paris probably feels like a lifetime ago," Renee commented as they boarded. "Nice to have a week where no one could reach us."

Kylie laughed as she settled into a leather seat. "God, imagine if they knew what we were doing up here while they were losing their minds down there."

If only they knew.

***


[ Chapter 1 ]




Three hours into the flight, the jet's captain came back from the cockpit. He wasn't one of the regular crew who knew their arrangement, but a fill-in pilot for their return trip. His face was pale, and he held an iPad in shaking hands.

"Mrs. Bennett?" he asked, approaching where Kylie was sprawled across a plush white couch, her head in Drake's lap.

Kylie opened one eye. "I don't think I'm technically 'Mrs. Bennett' on this flight, but yes?"

"There's... something you should see," he said, offering the iPad.

Renee, who was giving Drake a foot massage, looked up with interest. Mary, who had been arranging refreshments, froze mid-task.

Drake took the iPad before Kylie could. "What is it?"

The screen displayed a news website. Then another, and another. Headlines screamed in multiple languages, but the images were unmistakable. Kylie, head thrown back in ecstasy, body arching against Parisian architecture.

The Versailles photoshoot comprised about 40% of the content, but the Porn Expo Q&A—details Kylie hadn't shared at the villa—was what truly captured attention. Her naked body draped across a bondage bench, being used by two well hung men, explicit, public and unmistakably her.

"What the hell?" Drake's voice was dangerously quiet.

"Sir, it's..." The captain swallowed hard. "Everywhere. She's the most searched person on the internet. Has been since yesterday afternoon."

Kylie sat up, "Let me see." She took the iPad, her face impassive as she scrolled through screenshot after screenshot. Articles from The New York Times, TMZ, The Guardian, fashion blogs, porn sites, mainstream news—all with her face, her body, her name.

"Hotwife Kylie," she read aloud, a slow smile spreading across her face. "The Paris Scandal That Broke The Internet." She tilted the screen toward the others. "Well, shit."

Renee leaned closer, her red hair brushing Kylie's shoulder. "These are... quite good angles." Mary stared, wide-eyed, at the images of the woman she'd only known for ten days, suddenly realizing she was in the presence of someone the entire world now obsessed over.

As the jet began its descent, the mood shifted from relaxed to electric. The pilot came back again.

"Mrs. Bennett, there are hundreds of people at your private terminal. Media vans are lining the perimeter. Atlanta PD is trying to establish a buffer zone, but..."

"Perfect," Kylie cut him off, standing up and adjusting her dress. The thin fabric clung to every curve, her nipples pressing against the white material.

When the jet door opened, the roar was immediate. Camera flashes exploded like a battlefield, reporters screaming questions, fans holding signs that read everything from "WE LOVE YOU KYLIE" to "PARIS WAS ART" to more vulgar declarations that would have made a sailor blush.

Security formed a perimeter around them as they descended the steps. Kylie led the way, not rushing but owning every second of attention. She paused at the bottom of the stairs, letting the cameras capture her from every angle before turning to offer a brilliant smile over her shoulder at the others.

"Welcome to my new life," she called out to Mary, who looked utterly overwhelmed. Renee, ever the performer, blew kisses to the crowd.

Drake moved with grace through the chaos, one hand at Kylie's back, the other guiding Renee and Mary forward. Inside the waiting SUV, the noise was muffled but still present.

"Jesus," Mary breathed, her hands trembling. "I had no idea..."

"Neither did we," Renee admitted.

Drake's jaw tightened as he looked out the tinted windows. "This changes everything."

"Does it?" Kylie countered, adjusting her dress. "Or does it just mean better seats at restaurants?"

As they drove toward the penthouse tower, the chaos followed. Scooters with photographers weaved through traffic, news helicopters hovered overhead, and people on sidewalks pointed and took pictures with phones.

The private entrance to the tower was equally besieged. Security had to physically push people back to allow their vehicle to pull into the underground garage.

Inside the elevator, rising toward the 70th floor, the silence was a stark contrast to the madness below.

Mary stared at her reflection, disbelieving. "This is... you live like this all the time?"

"Only when I've apparently become a global phenomenon," Kylie replied coolly.

The elevator opened directly into their penthouse. The entire 70th floor was one massive open space, walls of glass revealing Atlanta sprawling beneath them like a circuit board.

Mary gasped, her earlier anxiety momentarily forgotten. "It's..."

"Ridiculous, yes I know," Renee finished, her Irish accent softening the word. "Like we're suspended above the world."

Drake moved inside "Welcome home."

"Home?" Mary repeated, the word catching in her throat.

Kylie turned, her dark eyes serious for once. "Yes. Home." She gestured toward the floating staircase with glass runners that seemed to defy gravity. "The second floor is where you'll find your rooms."

"For us?" Mary's eyes darted between Drake, Kylie, and Renee.

"For all of us," Drake confirmed, his deep voice calm amidst the storm. "Come on. I'll show you."

The second floor was just as stunning. A balcony crossing the penthouse and looking out at the floor below them led to three bedroom suites. Drake opened the first door. "This is ours." Inside, the master suite had its own terrace, bathroom with a soaking tub that overlooked the city, and—though no one mentioned it—the hidden door to the circular bed that rotated above Atlanta.

Next, he opened another door. "This is Renee's." The room was decorated in deep jewel tones, with a spacious walk-in closet already partially filled with clothes, and a private bathroom.

Then he opened the third door. "And this is yours."

Mary stepped inside, her breath catching. The room was decorated in soft neutrals, with a king-sized bed, a walk-in closet with built-in organizers, and a private bathroom. Through the floor-to-ceiling windows, she could see the crowds still gathered below the tower.

"I—" Mary turned to face them, tears welling in her eyes again. "I don't know what to say."

"Say yes," Kylie said, her arms crossed. "Say you'll stay with us. Be our assistant, our..." She paused, searching for the right word. "Family."

Mary looked at each of them in turn— "Yes," she whispered, then louder, "Yes."

Drake's voice cut through Mary's emotional haze. "Good. Unpack. Settle in. His gaze shifted past them, toward where the glass walls of the penthouse met the sky. "And of course, here is the infinity pool." His finger pointed toward the balcony outside, where the water's edge seemed to dissolve into the Atlanta skyline, creating the illusion of it floating above the city.

Renee was already stripping off her clothes. "Last one in is a prude."

Mary hesitated, watching as Kylie also began to undress, revealing her naked body without shame. The piercings caught the light, tiny silver stars against her dark skin. Mary followed suit, more slowly, her movements shy compared to the others' confidence.

Drake remained dressed, leaning against the glass wall, watching as the three women slipped into the water.

"You're not joining?" Kylie asked, treading water.

"I'm enjoying the view," he replied, his eyes moving from one woman to another. "But I'll be in soon enough."

The water was warm, the city lights twinkling below them. For a moment, it was as if they were in their own private world, suspended above the chaos that awaited them.

But the real world was just outside those glass walls, and tomorrow, it would come knocking.

***

The next morning, the reality of their situation became impossible to ignore. Every major news network was broadcasting from the street below their tower. Paparazzi drones buzzed just outside the glass walls like persistent insects. Social media was a firestorm of Kylie's name, images from Paris flooding every platform.

"Someone needs to explain to me exactly what happened in Paris," Drake said, scrolling through an endless feed of articles and videos. He was sitting at the kitchen counter, coffee untouched beside him.

Kylie, dressed in a silk robe that barely reached mid-thigh, shrugged as she poured herself a cup. "It was supposed to be a simple Q&A at some erotic expo. One thing led to another..." She gestured vaguely. "Things escalated."

"Escalated?" Drake's eyebrow rose. "Kylie, you're currently the subject of debate in the French parliament. They're discussing new public decency laws because of you."

A slow smile spread across Kylie's face. "Really?

Renee, scrolling through her phone at the dining table, looked up with wide eyes. "There are entire Reddit threads analyzing your performance. One of them has 200,000 upvotes." Her Irish accent made the word 'performance' sound positively delightful.

Mary, who had been trying to organize a schedule on a tablet, finally gave up. "I don't understand how you're all so calm about this."

"Because it's Kylie," Renee answered, as if that explained everything. "This is what she does. She walks into a room and sets it on fire. Occasionally, that room happens to be the entire internet."

Drake put down his phone, the screen still glowing with Kylie's face. "This isn't just the internet anymore. There are photographers with telephoto lenses in every building across from us. We can't leave the penthouse without security detail."

"I have security detail," Kylie corrected him, taking a sip of her coffee. "You all have me."

Later that day, as they lounged by the infinity pool, the reality of their new normal set in. Drones buzzed persistently outside the glass walls, their cameras trained on the penthouse.

"It's like living in a fishbowl," Mary commented, adjusting her bikini top.

"Then we give them something to look at," Kylie replied, untying her own top and letting it fall away. She stretched languidly, knowing the cameras were capturing every inch of her.

Renee floated on her back in the water, her red hair fanning out around her. "Have you seen the fashion sites? They're calling you the new face of sexual liberation. Versailles was just the opening act, apparently. Paris was the headline performance."

"Versailles?" Mary looked confused. "What happened in Versailles?"

Kylie laughed, a throaty sound that echoed off the glass walls. "Oh, sweetie. That was just a fashion photoshoot, with a bit of implied naughtiness. Child's play compared to the expo." She turned onto her stomach, letting her breasts press against the warm tile of the pool deck. "I guess Paris is where I truly earned my headlines."

Drake's phone buzzed. He glanced at it, then stood. "Your PR guy is here. We need to talk about damage control."

"Damage?" Kylie raised an eyebrow. "Or optimization?"

"Both," Drake replied, disappearing into the elevator.

That evening, after Drake's return, they gathered in the living room. The sunset painted the Atlanta skyline in shades of orange and purple.

"So," Kylie began, "what's the plan?"

"We have three options," Drake said, pacing in front of the windows. "One, we release a carefully crafted statement, express regret, and ride out the storm."

"We're not apologizing for sex," Kylie cut in.

"Two," Drake continued, ignoring her interruption, "we lean into it. You've already had offers from three adult entertainment companies. One offered eight figures for exclusive content featuring you."

Renee's eyes lit up. "That's... a lot of zeros."

"Option three," Drake concluded, "we do nothing. Let the story die on its own."

"It won't die," Kylie said confidently. "Not when I keep giving them material to work with."

Mary watched the exchange, still processing that her life had irrevocably changed in less than 24 hours. "What do you want to do?" she asked Kylie.

For a moment, the playful facade dropped, and Kylie's true self emerged, always three steps ahead. "We fly to Barcelona in a week. And we give them something new to talk about."

As if on cue, a drone pressed itself against the glass outside the living room, its camera lens pointing directly at them. Kylie walked to the window and dropped her silk robe, standing naked before the world.

"Let them look," she said, her reflection mingling with the city lights. "They always do."

***

The week passed in a strange rhythm of luxurious confinement. Security teams worked in shifts, paparazzi maintained a constant presence outside, and media coverage showed no signs of slowing down. If anything, it intensified as more footage from Paris  and Atlanta had emerged, each clip more explosive than the last.

Media outlets had identified Mary now, saying "Mary Holt, 24, a former private flight attendant, consistently seen with the Bennett family circle first appeared with the group some days ago and has now been photographed entering their Atlanta penthouse tower.

Entertainment news sites have begun compiling timelines of Bennett's expanding inner circle, highlighting Holt's presence alongside Renee O'Shea, who was previously captured in explicit photographs with Drake Bennett in their Atlanta residence.

The trio dynamic has become the latest focus of tabloid speculation, with fashion blogs already dissecting Holt's style choices and social media accounts seeing increased activity around her name.

Kylie was completely and utterly unbothered.

Mary moved through the penthouse, her fingers tracing the cold glass that separated their floating sanctuary from the world below. The crowds hadn't thinned. If anything, they'd multiplied.

She'd learned to navigate their new reality—how to walk through the living room with her back to the windows, how to let her breath catch when Kylie would suddenly bare herself to the lenses waiting beyond the glass.

Each morning brought fresh headlines, her name appearing more frequently alongside theirs. "Former flight attendant," they called her, as if that explained everything and nothing at all.

Today, she stood at the kitchen counter arranging a tray of drinks. A tremor in her hand betrayed the calm she projected. Through the reflection in the stainless steel refrigerator, she watched Kylie stretch by the pool, unconcerned that some photographer somewhere was capturing the curve of her spine.

"They're calling you the mystery woman," Renee had whispered that morning, showing Mary the latest article on her phone. "Speculating if you're Kylie's new protégé or something else entirely."

"Something else entirely?" Mary's fingers tightened around the glass in her hand. Just two weeks ago, she'd been serving champagne on a private jet, temporary help for high-flying clients. Now her face was plastered across gossip sites, her past dissected by strangers, her future inexplicably tangled with a woman who had become, overnight, a global phenomenon of sexual liberation.

Drake entered the kitchen, He didn't speak, just stood behind her, his hand resting lightly on her lower back. She straightened automatically.

"You don't have to pretend this doesn't affect you," he said, his voice low enough that Kylie and Renee wouldn't hear from the pool.

Mary set the glass down, her knuckles white. "I'm handling it."

"No," Drake corrected gently, turning her to face him. "You're enduring it. There's a difference."

"I just..." Mary looked down at her hands, "I didn't know people could live like this. That they could want to."

"Most people can't," Drake replied. "Most people aren't Kylie."

From across the room, Kylie called out, "Drake, come tell these photographers what angle captures my best side!"

Drake's lips curved into a smile that didn't quite reach his eyes. "Duty calls." He squeezed Mary's shoulder before walking away. "We'll talk later."

Mary watched him go, then turned back to the drinks she was preparing. Outside, the cameras continued to flash. She picked up the tray, her hands steady now, and walked toward the pool.

When she arrived, Kylie immediately shifted her attention. "Perfect timing, sweetie. The press seems particularly thirsty today." She took a glass without looking away from the windows, where a drone hovered just beyond the glass. "I think they're hoping for another Paris incident."

Renee floated on her back in the water, her red hair fanning out around her. "Let's give them something else entirely. Something unexpected."

Mary looked between them, at the way they commanded attention without effort, the way they'd already begun to choreograph their response to the world's obsession.

Mary adjusted her sunglasses, tilting her face toward the sun. "What do you have in mind?" she asked, and for the first time, the question felt less like following and more like leading.

Kylie and Renee looked at each other and then they all 3 looked at Drake. The air between the three women vibrated—a silent conversation of glances that made the hairs on Mary's arms rise. She felt her heartbeat quicken, a familiar thrill that had nothing to do with nervousness and everything to do with possibility.

Drake leaned against the glass wall, his arms crossed, his expression unreadable. But his eyes—his eyes told a different story. They darkened as they swept over the three women, lingering on each in turn.

"Well?" Kylie's voice was husky, a deliberate invitation. "The world is watching."

Renee slid from the pool, water cascading down her voluptuous form as she moved to stand beside Kylie. Two halves of a whole, fire and midnight, waiting. And then they both turned to Mary.

The moment stretched, taut with possibility. Mary felt the weight of their gazes, the weight of Drake's gaze, the weight of a thousand cameras watching. And something inside her shifted.

She didn't speak, just set her drink down and rose from her lounge chair. Her movements, once careful and self-conscious, were now deliberate as she walked toward them. She stood between Kylie and Renee, turning to face Drake and the watching world. Three women, one man, and an audience of millions.

Drake pushed off from the glass wall, his steps slow as he approached. He didn't speak, just reached out to trace the curve of Mary's collarbone with his thumb, then let his hand drift to Renee's hip before settling on Kylie's waist.

Then Kylie leaned in, her lips brushing against Mary's ear. "Show them," she whispered, her breath warm against Mary's skin. "Show them who we are."

Mary's answer came in the form of action. She turned her head, capturing Kylie's lips in a kiss that was neither tentative nor shy. Behind her, she felt Renee's hands on her hips, then the press of Renee's body against her back. A three-way embrace, captured by cameras across the city.

When they broke apart, Drake was there, his hands on all of them now. He lowered Kylie to the pool lounger. Renee knelt beside them, her fingers trailing down Kylie's arm as Mary watched.

Kylie arched, her body a living work of art that the cameras consumed. Drake moved between her thighs, his entrance was slow and deliberate, each thrust captured by lenses from distant buildings. He drove into her with a rhythm that spoke of ownership and passion.

Renee leaned down to capture one of Kylie's nipples in her mouth, her tongue swirling around the silver barbell. Kylie cried out, her back arching further, her fingers digging into Renee's hair.

Mary felt herself drawn into their orbit, her hand reaching out to trace the line of Drake's spine as he moved within Kylie. His pace quickened, his breath coming in ragged bursts as he drove deeper, harder. Kylie's moans grew louder, until she shattered beneath him, her body convulsing with pleasure.

Drake followed moments later, his release marked by a guttural groan. He collapsed against Kylie, spent but satisfied, as Renee continued her worship of Kylie's body.

Then Kylie reached a hand for Mary and Mary took it. She knelt beside them, her body trembling with as Kylie's fingers found the wet heat between her thighs.

Drake watched, his spent cock stirring to life once more as Kylie worked Mary with practiced fingers. Mary's head fell back, her mouth open in a silent cry as pleasure washed over her. This was her debut—her introduction to the world.

When her release came, it was with a scream that she knew would be captured, analyzed, and replayed across every screen in every corner of the porn world. And in that moment, as her body convulsed with pleasure under Kylie's skilled touch, she didn't care. She was part of something bigger than herself.

They collapsed together in a tangle of limbs on the pool deck, their bodies glistening with sweat and satisfaction. Above them, they could just make out the faint lights of circling helicopters, capturing their entire performance.

The next morning, Drake watched Kylie from the balcony of their suite, a glass of whiskey in his hand. She was on a video call with her publicist, dressed in nothing but a silk thong, her nipple piercings glinting in the morning light. The sheer curtains billowed around her, offering a tantalizing hint of her form to the cameras undoubtedly positioned in the adjacent buildings.

"We're not issuing a statement," she said into the phone, her voice firm. "I'm not sorry, and I'm not going to pretend to be. Tell them if they want an interview, they'll have to come to Barcelona."

She ended the call and turned to him, her breasts bouncing with the movement. "They're going to make me a cover girl."

"Which one?" Drake asked, taking a sip of his whiskey.

"All of them."


Chapter 2

They were packing to leave Atlanta, the penthouse was in chaos, suitcases open on the floor, clothes strewn across every surface. Renee was attempting to fold Kylie's lingerie but getting distracted by the sheer variety of it all. Mary was meticulously organizing travel documents, a nervous energy thrumming through her.

Drake entered the room, a duffel bag slung over his shoulder. "The car's ready. Security's cleared a path to the private terminal."

He paused, his gaze sweeping over the scene before landing on Mary. "You good with this?" he asked, his voice low enough that only she could hear.

Mary looked up from the stack of passports, her expression a mixture of fear and excitement. "I wouldn't miss it for the world," she said, and for the first time, he believed her.

Drake's phone buzzed. He glanced at it, then looked at Kylie. "We have a problem."

"Don't we always?" Kylie replied, not looking up from her suitcase.

"The paparazzi have found the jet. They're swarming the terminal. We might have to wait it out."

Kylie finally looked at him, a slow smile spreading across her face. "Or," she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, "we give them a show."

She walked toward him, her hips swaying with a practiced grace that made every eye in the room turn to her. She took the phone from his hand, glanced at the screen, then tossed it onto the bed.

"Let them watch," she said, her fingers trailing down his chest.

Renee watched them, her green eyes sparkling with mischief. She turned to Mary, a conspiratorial glint in her gaze. "What do you say, Mary? Ready to join the circus?"

Mary took a deep breath, then nodded. "Lead the way."

After arriving at the runway, the limo doors opened to a wall of sound and light. Camera flashes exploded, reporters screaming questions, fans pushing against the security cordon. Kylie, at the center of the storm, moved with an unnerving calm.

The crowd went wild.

Kylie blew kisses to the fans.

Drake grabbed her arm, pulling her forward. "Not helping," he muttered.

"They love it," she shot back.

They pushed through the throng, a whirlwind of motion and noise. The terminal was a madhouse, but they moved with a single purpose, a unit in the face of chaos.

When they finally boarded the jet, the silence was a welcome relief. The door closed, muting the roar of the crowd outside.

"Jesus," Mary breathed, sinking into a plush leather seat.

"That happens when you and your girlfriend becomes an overnight sensation for fucking in public," Renee quipped, popping open a bottle of champagne.

"Exhibit A," Kylie replied, gesturing toward the tablet in her lap. On the screen, a video played—her, head thrown back in ecstasy, body arching against the backdrop of their rooftop.

"Wait," Mary said, leaning forward. "Is that...?"

"Us, yes?" Renee supplied helpfully.

Mary's eyes widened as she watched. "Where is that? I thought..."

"The penthouse," Drake said quietly.

Mary looked from the screen to the people around her, her mind reeling. "well, we knew people could see us."

The jet began to taxi down the runway, picking up speed. Outside, the paparazzi raced to keep up, their cameras flashing like stars in the evening sky.

The jet lifted off, leaving the madness of Atlanta behind.

"Barcelona," Renee said, pouring glasses of champagne. "I can't wait."

"I've heard it's beautiful," Mary said, accepting a glass.

"It is," Kylie confirmed. "But I think the beauty will be somewhat overshadowed by the circus that's about to descend."

The jet climbed higher, the lights of Atlanta shrinking below them. Kylie stood and walked to the window.

"You know," she said, her voice barely audible. "I think were gonna love Spain.'

[ Chapter 3 ]

The jet touched down in Barcelona just as dawn was breaking, painting the Mediterranean in shades of rose and gold.

"Home sweet home for the next two days," Kylie announced, stretching languidly. Her silk robe, already scandalously short, rode up her thighs as she arched her back.

Drake was already on his phone, brow furrowed. "Security's reporting a crowd at the terminal. Bigger than Atlanta." He looked out the window, where they could see the tarmac already swarming with what looked like a small army of photographers and fans.

"How is that possible?" Renee asked, peering over Drake's shoulder. "We were just on a plane for nine hours."

Mary, who had been quietly organizing their landing documents, now stood frozen, her eyes wide with apprehension.

The jet door opened to a wall of sound and light that dwarfed Atlanta. The roar was deafening, camera flashes exploding like a battlefield. Spanish reporters screamed questions in rapid-fire Catalan, while international media shouted in English. Signs in multiple languages proclaimed "KYLIE, QUEEN OF PARIS".

Security, beefed up significantly from their Atlanta detail, formed a human wedge around them. Kylie led the way, not rushing but owning every second of attention. She wore a wrap dress in Mediterranean blue that left one shoulder bare, her curves demanding the cameras' attention.

At the bottom of the stairs, she paused, turning to offer a brilliant smile over her shoulder at the others. "Welcome to Barcelona," she called out, "They really know how to roll out the red carpet."

Renee, never one to fade into the background, blew kisses to the crowd, that was her thing.

Drake moved with one hand at Kylie's back, the other guiding Renee and Mary forward. Inside the waiting Mercedes-Maybach, the noise was muffled but still present, a constant pressure against the tinted windows.

"How is this bigger than Atlanta?" Mary asked, her hands trembling as she gripped the leather seats.

"Paris," Drake said simply, his eyes scanning the scooters weaving through traffic alongside their vehicle. "It's still breaking records."

Their Barcelona accommodations made the Atlanta penthouse look modest. A full-floor suite at the Hotel Arts with panoramic views of the Mediterranean, the city, and the mountains. Floor-to-ceiling windows on three sides made them feel suspended above Barcelona.

"Okay," Mary breathed, stepping inside. "This is... something else."

"Wait till you see the rooftop terrace," Kylie replied, already striding toward the floor-to-ceiling windows. She pressed her palms against the glass as if trying to absorb the city below.

Renee circled the main living area, her Irish accent tinged with excitement. "This is where the shoot is tomorrow? The high-fashion campaign?"

"Rooftop at dawn," Kylie confirmed. "They want the city as our backdrop."

Drake remained by the door, speaking quietly with security. When he finished, he joined them by the windows. "We stay in the suite unless absolutely necessary. Room service only."

Kylie stood, her palms pressed against the glass, the sprawling city of Barcelona reflected in her dark eyes. "No way," she declared, her voice firm. "I want to see the city. Not through glass, but up close."

Drake's jaw tightened. "Kylie, the security situation here is... intense. They knew we were coming. The crowds are organized."

Renee chimed in, "But think of the places we could go! La Sagrada Familia at sunset, Las Ramblas for people-watching, Park Güell to see the city spread out below us." She turned to Kylie, her eyes twinkling. "And the Gothic Quarter... all those narrow streets and hidden courtyards. Perfect for getting lost in."

Mary spoke, "Maybe... maybe there's a way? Discreetly? After dark? The Boqueria Market might be closed by then, but the beaches..."

Kylie turned from the window, a slow smile spreading across her face. "That's it," she said. "Tonight. After the press has moved on for the day. We hit the Gothic Quarter. Then maybe a quiet dinner somewhere along the beachfront in Barceloneta. I want to taste the city, not just look at it from above."

Drake studied her, seeing the familiar stubborn set of her jaw. "Fine," he conceded, already planning their route in his mind. "But we go with full security detail. And we keep it tight."

Kylie's eyes lit up. "And maybe," she added, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, "we find one of those rooftop bars in El Born. Give them a proper view of what they came to see."

The suite was sprawled across the entire floor, a labyrinth of glass and marble that still felt intimate with only the four of them. Kylie claimed the master bedroom first, dropping her suitcase with a dramatic thud before spinning to face the view of Barcelona's port.

"Renee, Mary," she called out, her voice echoing slightly in the vast space. "Pick your poison.

Renee disappeared into the room adjacent to Kylie's, returning moments later wearing nothing but a silk robe she'd discovered hanging on the closet door. "This closet is bigger than my first apartment," she announced.

Mary had chosen the room with the most discreet view of the city, away from prying lenses. But as she unpacked, Kylie appeared in her doorway, leaning against the frame with that predatory grace that made Mary's knees weak.

"Need help with those?" Kylie murmured, her fingers tracing the lace edge of a bra Mary had just set out.

Before Mary could answer, Kylie's hands were on her waist, turning her to face the window. "Look at them down there," Kylie whispered, her lips brushing Mary's ear as she pointed to the tiny specks on the beach below. "All wanting what we have."

Mary felt Kylie's body press against hers, the thin fabrics barely separating their skin. Kylie's hands slid upward, cupping Mary's breasts through her dress, thumbs circling her nipples until they hardened.

"Drake will want to christen this room properly later," Kylie murmured, one hand drifting lower, beneath the hem of Mary's dress. "But a preview might be in order..."

Meanwhile, in the living room, Drake had found Renee sprawled across the sectional couch, one leg draped over the back. He watched her for a moment before joining her, his body covering hers as he captured her mouth in a kiss that left her gasping.

"Think the cameras can see this from the buildings across the way?" Renee panted against his lips.

Drake's response was to open her robe, his fingers finding her already wet. "Let them look," lowering his head to take one of her nipples between his teeth.

The suite filled with soft sounds of pleasure as the afternoon sun cast long shadows across Barcelona. Mary found herself bent over the marble vanity of her bathroom, Kylie's fingers working magic inside her. While Drake and Renee left the couch in disarray, their bodies joined in the rhythmic dance they had perfected.

By evening, they were dressed and ready to explore. Kylie wore a stunning red slip dress that left little to the imagination, its silk clinging to every curve. Renee chose a black jumpsuit that was somehow both elegant and overtly sexual. Mary, after much encouragement, settled on a deep emerald wrap dress that highlighted her figure without revealing too much.

The security detail, a team of four imposing men in dark suits, met them in the private elevator. As they descended, Drake's phone buzzed. He glanced at it, then at Kylie. "The Gothic Quarter is a madhouse. They've blocked off several streets."

"A little chaos never hurt anyone," Kylie replied, undeterred.

They navigated the narrow, winding streets of the Gothic Quarter like royalty in exile. Security formed a perimeter around them, keeping the curious at bay but not eliminating their presence entirely. The medieval architecture, with its shadowed corners and hidden courtyards, provided a strange backdrop to their modern celebrity.

In a small plaza, someone recognized them. Within minutes, a crowd had gathered, phones raised, cameras flashing. Kylie, rather than fleeing, turned to face them with that brilliant smile that had become her trademark.

"Hello, Barcelona!" she called out, her voice echoing off the ancient stones. "Aren't you a lovely welcome party?"

Renee, never one to miss an opportunity, struck a dramatic pose against the weathered wall of a Gothic church. Mary, meanwhile, found herself unexpectedly pulled into a selfie with a group of adoring fans, her expression a mixture of shock and pleasure.

Drake watched them, a fierce pride warring with the protective instinct that screamed at him to get them to safety. "We need to move," he said, his hand at Kylie's back.

"Five more minutes," Kylie pleaded, leaning into him. "Let them have their moment."

They moved on, their procession growing with every step. They found a small restaurant tucked away in a quiet corner of the quarter, its outdoor terrace shielded from the street by ancient stone walls. The owner, upon recognizing them, personally led them to the best table.

Over plates of paella and glasses of sangria, the evening took on a surreal quality. Outside, the world buzzed with their presence. Inside, they were just four people enjoying dinner, the chemistry between them as potent as ever.

Kylie's bare foot found Drake's calf under the table, her toes tracing circles through the fabric of his pants.

Across from them, Renee leaned in, her green eyes sparkling. "Did you see the way that girl looked at Mary?" she murmured. "Like she'd just witnessed a miracle."

Mary blushed, ducking her head. "She just wanted a picture."

"Maybe," Kylie countered, her foot traveling higher on Drake's leg. "Or maybe she recognized a kindred spirit."

Drake's hand found Kylie's knee, stilling her playful exploration. "Easy," he murmured.

The meal was interrupted by the arrival of their security chief, who spoke quietly to Drake. A moment later, Drake stood. "Time to go," he announced.

The streets were even more crowded now. As they made their way back toward the car, a young woman broke through the security line, her phone held high.

"Hotwife Kylie!" she screamed, her face alight with a kind of religious fervor. "You're my hero!"

Kylie stopped, turning to face the girl. She took the phone from her trembling hands, pulled her in and positioned it for the perfect selfie, then handed it back. "Thank you," she said, her voice warm. "But I'm not a hero. I'm just a woman who knows what she wants."

The crowd went wild.

The ride back to the hotel was a quiet affair, the earlier excitement replaced by a charged tension. Mary stared out the window, the city lights blurring into streaks of gold and white. She could still feel the phantom press of strangers' bodies, hear their voices shouting her name alongside Kylie's.

"They knew who I was," she said.

Renee reached over, squeezing her hand. "Welcome to the circus."

Once back in the suite, the four of them moved with a familiar grace, a well-rehearsed dance of desire. Kylie poured champagne while Drake adjusted the lighting.

"To Barcelona," Kylie said, raising her glass. "And to new beginnings."

"To new beginnings," they echoed.

Mary found herself drawn to the window, the city spread out below them like a carpet of diamonds. She felt Drake behind her before he spoke, his hands resting on her shoulders.

"Still sure about this?" he asked, his breath warm against her neck.

She turned to face him, her body pressing against his. "I've never been more sure of anything," she said, and then she was kissing him, her hands tangling in his hair as she pulled him closer.

Renee and Kylie watched them from the couch, a silent conversation passing between them. When Mary broke the kiss, breathless, Kylie was there to claim her lips next.

She led Mary toward the master suite, with Renee and Drake following behind. The bed was a king-sized monstrosity of white linens and velvet pillows, the perfect stage for their performance.

Kylie guided Mary toward the bed, her fingers closing around Mary's wrist that sent heat racing up Mary's arm. She stopped at the edge of the mattress, turning to face her. Their bodies were so close Mary could feel the warmth radiating from Kylie's skin.

Kylie's free hand came up to cup Mary's cheek, thumb stroking the sensitive skin just below her ear. She leaned in, not to kiss Mary's lips, but to brush her mouth against the shell of Mary's ear. Her breath was warm, smelling of champagne.

"You ready for this?" she whispered. "Ready for Barcelona?"

Mary didn't hesitate, her fingers finding the buttons of her wrap dress. One by one, they came undone, the emerald silk parting to reveal the simple black lace beneath.

Drake and Renee watched from the doorway, their bodies already responding to the scene unfolding before them.

Mary stood before them, the dress pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but her underwear and a confidence she hadn't possessed just a week ago.

"Beautiful," Kylie breathed, her hands already busy with the buttons of her own red slip dress.

The room filled with the soft sounds of clothing being removed, of breath catching in throats, of anticipation hanging thick in the air.


Chapter 3      [ Barçelona ]

The Barcelona sun was still a rumor when they gathered on the rooftop terrace of the Hotel Arts. Below them, the city was just beginning to stir, lights twinkling in the pre-dawn darkness.

"You're up early," a voice called out. A woman with severe cheekbones and a clipboard approached them, her designer suit immaculate despite the early hour. "I'm Sofia, the shoot director. We need you in hair and makeup. Now."

She led them toward a temporary structure that had been erected overnight. Inside, a team of stylists worked with an intensity that spoke of the importance of this campaign. Kylie was immediately whisked away to a chair where a woman with silver hair began working on her makeup.

"Mrs. Bennett," the woman said, her voice professional but with an undercurrent of excitement. "I've been following your... work." She winked at Kylie in the mirror.

"Call me Kylie," she replied.

Renee was directed toward a clothing rack where outfits in gold and silver shimmered under the harsh lights. She ran her hands over the fabrics, her eyes wide.

"These are... incredible," she breathed, pulling out a gold bodysuit.

Mary, meanwhile, was handed a tablet by Sofia. "You'll be assisting Kylie today," the director said briskly. "Outfit changes, touch-ups, hydration. Can you handle that?"

Mary nodded, though her hands trembled slightly as she took the tablet. "Of course."

Drake remained on the periphery, watching everything. A photographer approached him, camera already raised.

"Mr. Bennett," the photographer said. "Any chance of getting a few shots of you with the girls? The public's been asking."

Drake's expression didn't change. "Not during the shoot."

The photographer persisted. "But after? There's a huge market for... domestic content. The 'aftermath of the scandal' angle."

"We'll see," Drake replied, turning away to watch Kylie through the window of the makeup trailer.

An hour later, Kylie emerged transformed. Her makeup was dramatic but flawless, her hair swept up in an elegant style that exposed her neck and shoulders. She wore a silver dress that seemed to be made of liquid metal, clinging to her curves like a second skin.

The rooftop was now a hive of activity. Cameras were positioned, lighting equipment was being adjusted, and a small group of people milled about, all of them glancing at Kylie.

Sofia clapped her hands. "Places, everyone. Kylie, center platform. We're starting with the sunrise shots."

The rooftop terrace had been transformed. A circular platform had been installed at the very edge, jutting out over the city below. Kylie stepped onto it, her bare feet cool against the metal. Behind her, Barcelona spread out like a map, the Mediterranean a sheet of silver in the distance.

"Remember the concept," Sofia called out. "Goddess of the city. You are the embodiment of Barcelona's spirit. Passionate, beautiful, dangerous."

The photographer, a thin man with intense eyes, nodded. "And don't forget the wind machine. We want that dress to move."

The shoot began. Kylie was a natural, her body moving with an innate understanding of what the camera wanted. She wasn't posing so much as embodying a concept, her every gesture charged with an undeniable sexuality.

Renee and Mary watched from the sidelines, their eyes wide. Renee, ever the performer, studied Kylie's every move, her own hands occasionally mimicking the poses.

Mary, on the other hand, found herself increasingly drawn into the scene. She was there to assist Kylie, but she found herself captivated by the process, by the way Kylie commanded attention, by the sheer power she projected.

Drake stood apart from the main group, his presence a silent counterpoint to the chaos. His gaze never left Kylie, a possessive pride in his eyes.

As the sun began to rise, casting a golden glow over the city, the shoot reached its crescendo. Kylie stood at the very edge of the platform, her back to the camera, the silver dress clinging to her form like a second skin. The wind machine kicked in, sending the dress billowing around her like a liquid storm.

The photographer was ecstatic. "Yes! Yes! Like that! The goddess descending!"

The camera clicked furiously, capturing the moment for posterity.

And then, Kylie turned.

She faced the camera, her body bathed in the golden light of dawn, her dress a shimmering silver second skin. The wind caught her hair, sending it cascading around her face like a dark halo.

The camera clicked once more, capturing the image that would define her career.

"Perfect," Sofia breathed.

The shoot continued for another hour, each shot more stunning than the last. Kylie moved with a grace that was both natural and practiced, her body a living work of art that the camera loved.

As the sun climbed higher, the shoot began to wind down. Kylie, exhausted but exhilarated, stepped off the platform, her body glistening with a light sheen of sweat.

***

After a quick change, Kylie emerged in a gold dress that seemed to capture the sunlight and radiate it back out at the world. Her makeup had been touched up, her hair released from its elaborate style to fall in waves around her shoulders.

"You're a natural," Sofia said, a rare smile on her face. "The camera loves you."

"The camera loves skin," Kylie replied, her tone light but with an undercurrent of something harder.

"That too," Sofia conceded. "Now, are you ready for the interview?"

The interview set had been erected while Kylie was changing. A simple white chair sat in front of a backdrop that was essentially the city itself. A woman with a microphone in hand and a cameraman with a camera on his shoulder stood by, waiting.

"This is Ana," Sofia said, making the introduction. "She's with Barcelona's top entertainment program. The interview will be broadcast live."

Kylie nodded, her expression unreadable.

"Ready?" Ana asked, her accent a mix of Spanish and English.

"Born ready," Kylie replied.

The interview began with the standard questions—the shoot, the campaign, her impressions of Barcelona. Kylie answered with a practiced ease, her responses clever and engaging.

But then, Ana's tone shifted.

"We have to talk about Paris," she said, her expression serious.

Kylie's smile didn't falter. "Of course. It was... memorable."

Ana leaned forward. "Memorable is one word for it. Another is... scandalous."

"Is it a scandal when a woman embraces her sexuality?" Kylie countered, her voice calm and steady.

Ana paused, momentarily thrown. "The footage was... explicit."

"It was," Kylie agreed. "It was also consensual. Exciting. Real. There was also a photo shoot very similar to this one Noones talking about"

The interview continued, Kylie deflecting each attempt to corner her, turning each question into an opportunity to espouse her philosophy of sexual freedom. The camera loved her, the city her backdrop, the world her audience.

When Ana finally wrapped up the interview, the tension in the air was palpable. The crew, which had been working with a professional detachment, now watched Kylie with a mix of awe and something else—fear, perhaps, or maybe just a dawning realization that they were in the presence of something... more.

"You're good," Ana said, switching off her microphone. "Very good."

"I know," Kylie replied.

As they were leaving the set, Sofia pulled Kylie aside. "The interview is going viral. Even as we speak, it's being shared across every platform."

Kylie's smile was genuine.

They gathered their things, the shoot over, the interview complete, the city of Barcelona now officially theirs. Mary had gathered Kylie's belongings, her movements efficient and practiced.

"Ready for the after-party?" Renee asked, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

"What after-party?" Drake countered, his gaze sweeping over the rooftop.

"The one happening right here," Kylie said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. She moved toward the edge of the terrace, the city lights glittering below her. She didn't look back, but she knew they were watching.

She reached behind her neck, finding the tiny zipper of her gold dress. With a practiced motion, she pulled it down, the metallic sound barely audible over the city's hum.

The dress pooled at her feet, leaving her standing in nothing but a pair of impossibly high heels and a smile that could break hearts.

"Someone call Sofia," she said, her voice carrying across the rooftop. "Tell her we're doing one last shot. For us."

The crew, which had been packing up, now stopped, their attention riveted on the naked woman silhouetted against the Barcelona night.

Sofia, after a moment of hesitation, nodded to the photographer. "Get the shot," she said.

Kylie lifted her gaze, her dark eyes locking onto Sofia's with a heat that mirrored the Barcelona lights below. A slow, predatory smile curled her lips as she purred, "This one's for you, Sofia."

The photographer, a thin man with intense eyes, raised his camera again. But this was different. This wasn't for the campaign. This was... something else.

Renee moved first, her hands already at the zipper of her own jumpsuit. Drake followed, his shirt coming over his head. Mary hesitated for only a second before she too began to undress, her movements shy but determined.

They came together then, a tangle of limbs and desire on the rooftop terrace. Kylie, at the center of it all, her body a living work of art that the camera captured again and again.

The photographer worked with a feverish intensity, his camera clicking furiously. The crew watched, some in shock, others in admiration, but all in awe.

This wasn't just sex. This was performance. Art. A statement.

Drake's hands found Kylie's waist, lifting her effortlessly. Her legs wrapped around him, pulling him closer as he entered her with a single, powerful thrust. Their bodies moved together in a rhythm that was both familiar and electrifying, each movement a testament to their years of marriage.

Renee and Mary watched them for a moment, their own bodies responding to the raw display of passion. Then they joined in, their hands exploring, their mouths finding sensitive spots, their moans mingling with the city sounds below.

***

That afternoon, while nursing glasses of sangria and picking at the remnants of a late lunch, the suite buzzed with the casual energy of new plans. The Barcelona heat had baked the air inside the Hotel Arts to a lazy thickness, prompting a natural migration toward any talk of water and night.

"Right," Drake began, leaning back against the plush white couch, his voice a low rumble that cut through the clink of ice. "Tonight. Options on the table are a club, or..." He paused, a thoughtful glint in his eye, "...the beach. What do you think, Mary? Your call."

Mary, who had been quietly scrolling through her phone, looked up, a flicker of excitement in her eyes. "The beach," she said, her voice soft but decisive. "I've only seen it from the windows. I want to feel the sand."

"The beach it is," Kylie confirmed, a slow smile spreading across her face. "But not just any beach. Barceloneta. I want to walk where the city meets the sea."

Renee, draped over an armchair like a contented cat, stretched languidly. "Perfect. Maybe we can find a little chiringuito tucked away in the dunes. Something quiet, away from the madness." Her accent turned the word 'chiringuito' into a melody of its own. "Keep it fun, keep it normal."

"Normal," Kylie echoed with a soft laugh, the word dripping with irony given their current circumstances. "I like the sound of that."

Later, after the sun had dipped below the horizon and the sky bruised to a deep indigo, they made their way down to Barceloneta. The air was cooler now, tasting of salt and grilled seafood. Drake, true to form, had arranged a discreet security perimeter, allowing them a bubble of relative anonymity as they walked the shore. The sand was cool and yielding beneath their feet, the dark waves of the Mediterranean whispering secrets as they broke on the shore.

They found a spot away from the main promenade, near a cluster of weathered fishing boats pulled up on the sand. The city lights of Barcelona glimmered across the water, a distant, glittering galaxy. For a while, they were just four people on a beach, the sound of their laughter mingling with the rhythmic crash of the waves.

It was then they noticed the other couple. They were a little ways down the beach, their silhouettes defined by the distant city lights. There were three of them, actually. Two men and a woman. They were laughing, their movements fluid and easy, a clear and shared intimacy between them that was impossible to miss. One of the men was tall, with a swimmer's build, while the other was broader, more solid. The woman, slender and athletic, moved between them with a grace that suggested a long familiarity.

As Kylie's group watched, the trio's laughter softened into something else. The taller man, his back to them, wrapped his arms around the woman from behind, his hands resting on her stomach. The other man knelt before her, his face tilted up toward hers. The kiss that followed was slow, deliberate, and shared between all three.

A charged silence fell over Kylie's group. The air, once filled with casual chatter and the sound of the sea, now thrummed with a new, potent energy.

"Well," Renee breathed, her voice a husky whisper. "That's not something you see every day."

Mary watched, her eyes wide, her earlier shyness replaced by a raw curiosity. "They're... beautiful."

Kylie's gaze was fixed on the trio, a slow, predatory smile curling her lips. "They are," she agreed. "And they look like they're having fun."

Drake's eyes darkened as he watched the scene unfold. "They're free," he said, his voice low.

Kylie turned to him, her dark eyes glittering in the dim light. "So are we," she said, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. She reached out, her fingers finding the hem of her sundress.

With a practiced motion, she pulled it over her head, the thin cotton whispering against her skin before she let it fall to the sand. She stood before them, naked but for the moonlight and the distant city glow, her body a living testament to the freedom they all craved.

"Let's go say hello," she said, her voice a challenge and an invitation.

Renee didn't hesitate. Her own sundress followed Kylie's to the sand, her pale skin a stark contrast to the dark sand and the darker sea.

Mary watched them, her breath catching in her throat. Then, with a newfound confidence, she reached for the zipper of her own dress, her movements sure and deliberate.

Drake watched them, a fierce pride warring with the raw desire that surged through him. He too

The trio on the beach noticed them then. Their laughter died down, replaced by a curious silence. The taller man, the one who had been holding the woman from behind, turned to face them, his expression unreadable.

The woman, her body still pressed between the two men, watched them with an open curiosity. The other man, the one who had been kneeling before her, rose to his feet, his eyes sweeping over the four of them with an appreciative gaze.

"We're not interrupting anything, are we?" Kylie called out, her voice carrying across the sand.

The woman laughed, a warm, genuine sound. "Not at all," she replied. "We were just enjoying the night."

"As are we," Kylie said, taking a step forward. The sand shifted beneath her bare feet, a soft, yielding counterpoint to the steady beat of her heart. "Mind if we join you?"

The woman exchanged a look with her companions, then smiled. "Not at all," she said again. "The more, the merrier."

They closed the distance between them, the four of them a unit, a single entity moving with a shared purpose. The sand was cool and damp between their toes, the sea a constant, rhythmic presence at their backs.

"I'm Chloe," the woman said, her eyes a warm, inviting brown. "This is Liam," she gestured to the taller man, "and this is Mateo." Her hand rested on Mateo's shoulder, a familiar, possessive gesture.

"Kylie," Kylie replied, her gaze sweeping over the three of them. "This is Drake," she indicated with a nod of her head, "and this is Renee and Mary."

A charged silence fell over the group, the air thick with unspoken questions and answers. Then, Chloe, with a confidence that mirrored Kylie's own, reached out, her fingers tracing the line of Kylie's collarbone.

"You're her," Chloe breathed, her eyes wide with a sudden, dawning realization. "The woman from Paris."

A slow, predatory smile spread across Kylie's face. "I am," she confirmed. "And you're... what? A fan?"

Chloe laughed, a throaty, knowing sound. "Something like that," she said. "We saw the footage. All of it."

Liam, the taller man, stepped forward, his gaze fixed on Kylie. "It was... inspiring," he said, his voice low and husky. "To see a woman so... unapologetic."

Mateo, the broader man, chimed in, his eyes sweeping over the group. "We've been looking for something... more. Something real."

"And you think you've found it here?" Drake countered, his voice a low rumble that cut through the charged silence.

Chloe turned to him, her gaze direct. "I think we've found people who understand," she said. "People who aren't afraid."

The silence that followed was heavy with possibility. The only sounds were the gentle lapping of the waves against the shore and the distant hum of the city.

Then, Chloe reached out, her fingers finding the curve of Kylie's hip. "Let us show you," she murmured, her lips brushing against Kylie's ear.

Kylie didn't resist, her body arching into Chloe's touch. Instead, she leaned in, capturing Chloe's lips in a kiss that was both demanding and inviting. Their bodies pressed together, a fusion of heat and desire that left the others watching, their own bodies responding in kind.

Liam and Mateo moved to join them, their hands exploring, their mouths finding sensitive spots. The group melded into a single, writhing entity, their movements a dance of desire and discovery.

Drake watched them for a moment, his gaze sweeping over the scene, a fierce pride warring with the raw desire that surged through him.

Then, he turned to Renee and Mary, his dark eyes burning with an intensity that made their breath catch. He reached for them, his hands closing around their wrists, pulling them into the circle of bodies.

The night dissolved into a blur of sensation—the cool sand against their backs, the heat of skin against skin, the taste of salt and desire on their lips, the sounds of pleasure mingling with the rhythmic crash of the waves.

The beach became a stage for their performance, the city lights their audience. Each touch was deliberate, each movement a declaration of freedom, each cry of pleasure a rebellion against the constraints of a world that sought to define them.

Hours later, when the tide had turned and the waves were lapping at their ankles, they lay in a tangle of limbs and satisfaction. The air was thick with the aftermath of their passion, the scent of sex and salt a potent combination.

"We should do this again," Chloe murmured, her head resting on Kylie's chest.

Kylie's answer was a slow, lazy smile as she traced patterns on Chloe's back. "Count on it."


Chapter 4

The morning after their rooftop performance, Barcelona was still buzzing. The images from their impromptu shoot had spread like wildfire across the internet, accompanied by headlines in multiple languages: "KYLIE'S BARCELONA CONQUEST," "THE NEW FACE OF EUROPEAN SEXUALITY," "HOTWIFE KYLIE CONQUERS THE CITY."

In the hotel suite, the mood was strangely peaceful. The aftermath of their rooftop display had left them satiated but energized, their bond strengthened by their shared defiance.

"We should do this more often," Renee commented, sipping her coffee as she scrolled through her phone. "The world seems to really enjoy our... performances."

Mary looked up from her own tablet, where she was organizing their schedule. "My mother called," she said, her voice quiet. "She saw the pictures."

The mood shifted instantly.

"What did she say?" Kylie asked, her tone measured.

Mary's fingers tightened around her tablet. "She asked if I needed to be rescued."

"And do you?" Drake asked from where he stood by the window, looking down at the city below.

Mary looked from him to Kylie to Renee, her expression thoughtful. "No," she said, with a quiet certainty. "I don't."

Sore from the previous nights activities, Mary was trying to organize their things while Renee laid spread across the white couch, a glass of orange juice held precariously between her fingers. Kylie, wearing nothing but a silk robe that barely reached the tops of her thighs, was leaning against the kitchen counter, her eyes closed as she sipped her coffee.

"I'm going to miss this view," Renee said. "And this couch. I've grown rather attached to this couch."

Kylie opened one eye. "You're attached to anything you can lie naked on."

"Fair point," Renee conceded, taking a sip of her juice.

Drake emerged from the master bedroom, already dressed in dark jeans and a fitted black t-shirt that hugged his muscular frame. He looked impossibly handsome.

Drake's phone buzzed against the marble counter, the vibration cutting through the lazy morning haze. Kylie, eyes still closed, tilted her head toward the sound. "What fresh scandal awaits?" she murmured, a slow smile playing on her lips.

Drake swiped his thumb across the screen, his expression unreadable. "Lingerie/Swimsuit Competition," he announced. "This afternoon."

Renee sat up so abruptly her orange juice sloshed over the rim of her glass. "Today?" Her green eyes lit up with mischief. "Darlings, we've been invited to participate."

Mary, who had been quietly folding clothes, froze mid-motion. "Participate?"

Kylie's eyes opened fully now, dark and hungry. "Of course." She pushed off from the counter, her silk robe parting slightly as she moved. "They want a show, we'll give them one."

As Kylie began to sort through the wardrobe that had been delivered that morning—designer pieces sent specifically for the event—a charged energy filled the suite. Mary watched, mesmerized, as Kylie held up a scarlet lace bodysuit against her bronzed skin.

"Too obvious?" Kylie mused aloud, though her eyes told a different story.

Drake came to stand behind her, his hands resting on her hips as he looked over her shoulder. "Nothing about you is ever too obvious." His voice dropped to a near whisper. "But that one... it's art."

Renee, now rifling through her own selection, pulled out a sheer black teddy with strategically placed crystals. "Now this," she declared, holding it against her pale skin, "this was made for fire."

Mary hovered near the edge of the group, her hands nervously smoothing the fabric of her own simple sundress. Kylie noticed, turning to her with a predatory gaze. "Don't think we've forgotten about you, sweetie."

She approached Mary, her movements deliberate, and reached into the wardrobe. What she pulled out made Mary's breath catch—a deep emerald green one-piece, backless and cut daringly high on the hips, with delicate straps that would crisscross over her shoulders and back.

"This," Kylie said, her voice husky as she held it against Mary's body, "was made to worship your curves."

Mary's cheeks flushed, but she didn't back away. Instead, she reached out to touch the fabric, her fingers brushing against Kylie's. The contact sent a jolt through both of them.

As the afternoon sun streamed through the floor-to-ceiling windows, they transformed. The suite became a backstage area, with mirrors propped up and makeup scattered across every surface. They moved around each other with an intimacy that was both practiced and electric.

Renee, now in a silk robe, watched as Kylie helped Mary with the straps of her swimsuit. "You know," Renee mused, "I've never seen anything like what happened in Paris."

Kylie's hands stilled on Mary's back for a moment. "The rooftop?" she asked casually, though her eyes met Mary's in the mirror with a spark of recognition.

"All of it," Renee continued, her voice dropping to an almost reverent tone. "The way you moved... like the city was your personal stage."

Mary, her fingers now adjusting the emerald fabric at her hips, nodded in agreement. "I watched it last night," she admitted softly. "After the beach."

Drake, who had been quietly observing from the couch, spoke then. "It wasn't just performance," he said, his voice carrying weight. "It was... liberation."

The air thickened with unspoken memories. Mary could almost feel the phantom press of bodies against hers, the heat of Barcelona's summer night on her bare skin as they'd joined that other trio on the beach. She met Drake's gaze in the mirror, a silent acknowledgment passing between them.

When they finally arrived at the venue—an exclusive beach club transformed for the event—the atmosphere was electric. Contestants in various states of undress moved with nervous energy, makeup artists and stylists rushing to put finishing touches on looks.

But as Kylie's group entered, a hush fell over the room.

"It's her," someone whispered, the sound carrying through the sudden quiet.

All eyes turned to them. Contestants stopped mid-adjustment, crew members froze with powders and brushes in hand. They watched with a mixture of awe, envy, and something darker—desire.

A woman with platinum blonde hair and a body that seemed carved from marble approached them, her designer swimsuit barely containing her curves. "I'm Natasha," she said, her voice smooth as silk. "We watched your Paris footage last night. All night." Her eyes swept over Kylie with unconcealed hunger. "You redefine the boundaries of what's possible."

Another contestant, a slender Asian woman with intricate tattoos crawling up her arms and legs, joined them. "Miko,"

I've been to plenty of these things," Natasha continued, her gaze sweeping over them with an appraising eye that was both clinical and hungry. "But you're not just contestants. You're the main event."

Miko stepped closer, her intricate tattoos seeming to shift and dance in the bright lights. "After Paris," she said, her voice soft but intense, "everyone wanted to be you. But they're just imitating what you lived."

A hush had fallen over the backstage area. Contestants, stylists, photographers—they all watched, captivated, as this small group of four commanded the space without even trying.

"We're just here to have fun," Kylie said, though her eyes told a different story—a story of ownership, of a performance that had already transcended this small venue and become something... more.

Drake's presence was a silent counterpoint to the female energy that crackled in the air. He stood slightly apart, not in the way of their conversations, but as a watchful guardian, a steady anchor in a sea of swirling desires. His gaze swept the room, cataloging every glance, every whispered word, every hint of a challenge.

"You know," Natasha said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper as she leaned closer to Kylie, "they're saying you're starting a revolution. Not just in fashion, but in how women... exist."

Kylie's response was a slow, lazy smile that didn't reach her eyes. "I'm not starting anything," she murmured, her fingers tracing the line of a black lace thong she held. "I'm just... living."

The simplicity of the statement hung in the air, a profound truth that silenced the room for a beat. Then, the energy shifted. The other contestants, rather than being intimidated, seemed emboldened. A shared understanding passed between them—a recognition of a shared language, a shared liberation.

Miko moved to stand before Mary, her dark eyes studying her with an intensity that made Mary's breath catch. "You're new to this," Miko stated, not asked. "But you carry it like it's always been yours."

Mary's cheeks flushed, but she held Miko's gaze. "I'm learning," she said softly.

"We're all learning," Miko replied, her fingers ghosting over the intricate tattoo that started at her wrist and snaked up her arm. "That's the point."

The backstage area, once a space of quiet preparation, now buzzed with a new energy. Contestants who had been sizing each other up now shared tips, helped with straps, offered encouragement. Kylie's presence had transformed the competition into something else—a celebration, a communion of women unafraid to claim their own desire.

Renee, ever the catalyst, moved through the space with a grace that was both playful and predatory. She stopped before a young contestant struggling with a complicated series of straps on a bondage-inspired swimsuit.

"Here," Renee said, her fingers deftly adjusting the leather. "Let me help." Her touch was both professional and intimate, sending a visible shiver through the young woman. "You want to be comfortable," Renee continued, her voice a husky whisper, "but not too comfortable. The point is to feel deliciously bound."

The young woman, her cheeks flushed, nodded mutely.

Drake watched it all, a quiet observer in a sea of feminine energy. His gaze often returned to Kylie, a possessive pride in his eyes. He knew this world, understood its rules and its power. But Kylie, Kylie lived it, breathed it, embodied it in a way that transcended performance and became...

Truth.

The competition itself was a blur of bright lights, pulsating music, and the roar of a crowd that was both adoring and ravenous. Contestants moved with a practiced confidence, their bodies a celebration of form and desire. But when Kylie stepped onto the runway, a hush fell over the room, a collective intake of breath.

She wore the scarlet lace bodysuit, a vibrant splash of color against the stark white of the stage. The lights caught the intricate patterns of the lace, highlighting the curves of her body in a way that was both tasteful and tantalizing. She moved with a slow, deliberate grace, her every gesture a command, her gaze a challenge to the world.

The crowd went wild. The roar was deafening, a physical force that seemed to push against the walls of the venue. Cameras flashed, capturing the moment from every angle.

Renee followed, her sheer black teddy a study in shadow and light. She moved with a fiery confidence, her red hair a wild mane against her pale skin. The crowd, still reeling from Kylie's performance, responded with a renewed frenzy.

Then, it was Mary's turn.

She stood at the edge of the runway, the emerald one-piece a stunning contrast to her sun-kissed skin. For a moment, she seemed hesitant, her body stiff with nerves. Then, her gaze found Kylie's in the front row, a silent exchange passing between them.

And everything changed.

Mary moved forward, her steps now sure, her body relaxing into the rhythm of the music. She moved with an innate sensuality that was both innocent and knowing, a captivating contradiction that left the audience breathless. The emerald fabric clung to her curves, the deep V-neckline highlighting her full breasts, the high cut of the leg emphasizing the length of her legs.

The judges, a panel of industry professionals, watched with a mixture of shock and admiration. Their whispered comments were lost in the roar of the crowd, but their expressions told a story of a competition that had transcended its original premise.

"This isn't a competition anymore," one of the judges, a woman with silver hair and a severe expression, murmured to her colleague. "This is a coronation."

Her colleague, a man with an intense gaze and a notebook filled with frantic scribbles, nodded in agreement. "They're not just contestants," he said, his voice filled with a sense of wonder. "They're... icons."

As the competition drew to a close, the energy in the room was electric.

Then, the results were announced. Kylie, Renee, and Mary stood on the stage, their bodies bathed in the bright lights, the roar of the crowd a physical force that seemed to push against the walls of the venue.

They hadn't won, not in the traditional sense. But they had won something else—something more. They had won the world's attention, again. They had cemented their place in the cultural zeitgeist, not just as participants in a scandal, but as architects of a new kind of freedom.

The afterparty was held in a private area of the beach club, the space transformed into a hedonistic paradise. Contestants, stylists, and a select group of industry insiders mingled, their conversations a buzz of excitement and speculation.

Kylie, Renee, and Mary moved through the crowd like royalty, their every movement a study in grace and confidence. They were approached by designers, celebrities, and journalists, all of them eager to get a piece of the magic that seemed to surround them.

Drake, ever the protector, stood close by, his presence a silent counterpoint to the chaos. But even he was drawn into the revelry, his easy charm and quiet confidence a magnet for attention.

"You know," Natasha said, her voice a conspiratorial whisper as she leaned closer to Kylie, "this changes everything." Her eyes, a piercing blue, held a mixture of awe and something else—ambition, perhaps, or maybe just a dawning realization that she was in the presence of something... more.

"Does it?" Kylie countered, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass. "Or does it just... rearrange the furniture?"

Natasha laughed, a throaty, knowing sound. "You're playing a different game," she said, her gaze sweeping over the group. "The rest of us are still trying to figure out the rules."

Miko, her intricate tattoos catching the dim light of the club, joined them. "There are no rules," she said, her voice soft but intense. "Not anymore."

The silence that followed was heavy with possibility. The only sounds were the thumping bass of the music and the distant crash of the waves.

Then, Chloe, Liam, and Mateo, their new friends from the beach, approached them. Their eyes, too, held a mixture of awe and desire.

"We saw the competition," Chloe said, her voice warm with genuine admiration. "You were... incredible."

"We were just having fun," Kylie replied, though her eyes told a different story—a story of ownership, of a performance that had already transcended this small venue and become something... more.

Liam, the taller of the two men, stepped forward, his gaze fixed on Kylie. "It was more than fun," he said, his voice low and husky. "It was... transformative."

Mateo, the broader man, chimed in, his eyes sweeping over the group. "We've been talking," he said, his voice hesitant but firm. "And we want to... join you. On your journey."

The offer hung in the air, a tantalizing possibility that seemed to shift the very foundation of the evening.

Drake's expression didn't change, but a new intensity entered his eyes. "Our journey?" he countered, his voice a low rumble that cut through the thumping bass. "And what journey is that?"

"The journey to... freedom," Chloe said, her gaze direct. "The journey to... truth."

The silence that followed was heavy with the weight of their unshared history. The only sounds were the thumping bass of the music and the distant crash of the waves.

Then, Kylie, with a confidence that was both innate and practiced, reached out, her fingers finding the curve of Chloe's hip. "The journey is... ongoing," she murmured, her lips brushing against Chloe's ear. "And it's not for the faint of heart."

Chloe's breath hitched, her body arching into Kylie's touch. "We're not... faint of heart," she managed, her voice a husky whisper.

Liam and Mateo watched them, their gazes a mixture of desire and something else—respect, perhaps, or maybe just a dawning realization that they were in the presence of something... more.

"We know," Renee chimed in, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "We've seen."

The evening dissolved into a blur of sensation—the press of bodies against the dance floor, the taste of champagne and desire on their lips, the sounds of pleasure mingling with the rhythmic pulse of the music.

The beach club became a stage for their performance, the city lights their audience. Each touch was deliberate, each movement a declaration of freedom, each cry of pleasure a rebellion against the constraints of a world that sought to define them.

Hours later, when the party had wound down and the club was empty save for the six of them, they made their way back to the hotel. The suite was quiet, a sanctuary from the chaos of the night.

Chloe, Liam, and Mateo followed them inside, their movements tentative but sure.

"We should..." Chloe began, her words trailing off as Kylie took her hand, leading her toward the master suite.

"Join us," Kylie finished for her, her voice a husky whisper.

The suite dissolved into a tangle of limbs and satisfaction. The air thickened, heavy with the scent of sex and salt, a potent combination that coated the back of the throat. Chloe gasped, a raw, guttural sound as Drake drove into her, his thick cock splitting her open in a way that left the two men watching with a mixture of awe and inadequacy. He was bigger, much bigger, and he knew exactly how to use it, each punishing thrust forcing a choked cry from her lips as he claimed her body with a possessive intensity that left no room for doubt.

"Fuck," Chloe managed, her nails scrabbling against his back, her body arching to meet his brutal rhythm. "So much bigger."

Drake's only response was a low growl as he shifted his angle, hitting a spot inside her that made her vision white out. He held her down, his hands gripping her hips, his thrusts a relentless, rhythmic assault that pushed her to the very edge of her limits and beyond.

On the sprawling couch opposite, a different kind of intensity was building. Mary and Renee were tangled together, their mouths locked in a deep, exploratory kiss while Liam and Mateo watched, their hands already at work. Kylie, nestled between them, guided their hands, her touch a silent command as they stroked her skin, their fingers tracing the curves of her breasts, the dip of her waist, the wet heat between her thighs.

"Enjoying the show?" Kylie murmured against Renee's mouth, her dark eyes flicking towards Chloe and Drake.

Renee broke the kiss, her green eyes dark with lust as she watched Drake's powerful form driving into Chloe. "God, yes," she breathed, her hand finding Mary's breast, thumb brushing over the sensitive nipple. "Look at him. Destroying her."

Liam and Mateo, caught up in the spectacle, their own bodies responding, their hands growing bolder on Kylie's skin. Kylie, in turn, guided them, her movements fluid and sure, orchestrating their pleasure with the same effortless grace she brought to everything.

The room was a symphony of sound—the wet, rhythmic slap of Drake's body against Chloe's, the soft gasps and moans from the couch, the creak of leather as bodies shifted and pressed closer. It was a performance, an exploration, a celebration of desire in all its raw, unfiltered forms.

Drake, his control finally snapping, drove into Chloe one last time, a deep, powerful thrust that tore a scream from her throat as he came, his cock pulsing inside her, marking her as his. Chloe collapsed beneath him, her body spent, her chest heaving with ragged breaths.

On the couch, Kylie, Renee, Mary, Liam, and Mateo watched, their own bodies humming with a shared, intense satisfaction. The show was over, but the night was young, and the suite was still a playground, a space where boundaries were tested and desires were fulfilled.

They fell asleep in a heap of bodies, the sheets a tangled mess around them. The sun was just beginning to rise when Chloe stirred, her body aching in the most delicious way. She carefully extricated herself from the tangle of limbs, her bare feet silent on the cool marble floor.

She found Kylie on the balcony, wrapped in a silk robe, a cup of coffee in her hands. The city was just beginning to wake up, the early morning light casting a golden glow over Barcelona.

"You're up early," Chloe said, her voice soft.

Kylie turned, a slow smile spreading across her face. "Couldn't sleep," she said. "Too much... energy."

Chloe stepped closer, her body still humming with the aftermath of their night. "I know what you mean."

They stood in comfortable silence for a moment, the only sounds the distant hum of the city and the gentle lapping of the waves against the shore.

"We're leaving today," Kylie said, her voice quiet.

Chloe's heart sank. "Already?"

"We have to," Kylie replied. "The show must go on."

"Where to next?" Chloe asked, her voice tinged with a longing she couldn't quite hide.

"Back to Atlanta," Kylie said. "Then... who knows? The world is our oyster."

Chloe reached out, her fingers finding the curve of Kylie's hip. "Can we... see you again?"

Kylie's answer was a slow, lazy smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. "The universe has a way of bringing people together," she murmured. "If it's meant to be."

The non-committal answer hung in the air, a tantalizing possibility that seemed to shift the very foundation of the morning.

"I should get back," Chloe said, her voice a little shaky. "Liam and Mateo will be waking up soon."

"They're good men," Kylie said, her gaze fixed on the distant horizon.

"They are," Chloe agreed. "But they're not... you or Drake."

Kylie's smile finally reached her eyes. "No one is," she said, her voice a husky whisper. "That's the point."

Chloe leaned in, her lips brushing against Kylie's in a soft, lingering kiss. It wasn't a kiss of passion, but of something else—understanding, perhaps, or maybe just a shared acknowledgment of a connection that transcended the physical.


Chapter 5

The hum of the private jet settled into a familiar rhythm as they crossed continents, the flight home a blur of champagne and satisfaction. Mary scrolled through her tablet, her fingers moving with a newfound confidence that mirrored the transformation she'd undergone in Barcelona. Suddenly, she paused, her eyes widening slightly.

"Message from Mr. Tanaka," she announced, her voice cutting through the quiet contentment of the cabin.

Renee, draped across a velvet couch like a contented cat, lifted her head. "Mr. Tanaka... the billionaire?" she asked, her voice laced with curiosity.

Drake, who had been watching the clouds from the window, turned his attention to Mary. "What does he want?"

Mary's eyes scanned the message, her expression shifting from professional interest to something else—excitement, perhaps, or maybe just a dawning realization of the scale of the world they now inhabited. "He wants to see us," she said, her voice soft but clear. "In Tokyo."

The cabin fell silent, the only sound the steady hum of the engines. Tokyo. The name hung in the air, a promise of neon nights, of futuristic skylines, of a world both familiar and utterly alien.

"For what?" Kylie asked, her dark eyes fixed on Mary.

Mary scrolled further down the message, her fingers moving with a slight tremble. "He's arranged... a series of events," she said, her voice barely above a whisper. "A lingerie editorial spread, timed with the launch of a new Japanese fashion house. A guest appearance during Tokyo Fashion Week. And..."

She paused, her eyes widening as she read the final part of the message.

"And?" Renee prompted, leaning forward.

Mary looked up, her cheeks flushed. "A Japan-imation convention," she said, her voice a mixture of disbelief and delight. "He wants Kylie to be the... guest of honor."

The cabin erupted in a flurry of reactions. Renee, ever the performer, was already on her feet, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Darlings," she declared, "we're going to Japan!"

Drake, ever the pragmatist, was already calculating. "When?" he asked, his voice a low rumble.

Mary checked the message again. "Two weeks," she said. "He's sending his private jet to Atlanta to pick us up."

The news settled over them, a new adventure on the horizon. The flight home, which had been a journey back to the familiar, had suddenly become a prelude to something else—something new, something exciting, something utterly and completely unexpected.

Tokyo. The name was a promise, a challenge, an invitation to a world they hadn't yet explored. And as they settled back into the quiet comfort of the jet, the city lights of Atlanta a distant glow on the horizon, they knew that their journey was far from over. In fact, it was just beginning.
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