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CHAPTER 1     The City of Silk and Sins

Sunrise had only just begun to warm the horizon when the G650 cut through the last stretch of cloud over France. Paris glittered below the jet like a spill of diamonds in the dark — warm lights hugging the Seine, the Eiffel Tower glowing as if it were waiting specifically for her.

Kylie stood at the jet door as it lowered, the early wind brushing her thighs beneath the trench coat. She tightened the sleek black belt once, not to secure the coat — that was impossible — but to give the illusion that she might be wearing something underneath.

She wasn’t.

Every inch of her was smooth, soft, bare, freshly waxed, and intentionally unrestrained.

It was a kind of freedom she felt in her bones now.

The coat itself was a showpiece: tan, tailored, swinging open just enough when she moved to whisper danger. Her sunglasses were oversized; her Parisian hat tilted just enough to hint that she knew exactly what effect she had on the world.

And she did.

The ramp finished lowering. Cameras flickered beyond the private gate — paparazzi, fashion reporters, fans who seemed to already know her arrival time.

Drake stepped up behind her, adjusting the sleeve of his dark jacket, eyes sliding slowly over her, appreciative and confident.

“You’re gonna cause an international incident dressed or rather "undressed" like that,” he murmured, voice low and warm against her ear.

Kylie smiled beneath the sunglasses.

“That’s kind of the point.”

Behind him, Renee whistled soft and slow.

“You’re walking off that jet like Paris is already yours.”

Kylie tapped her hat downward just a millimeter.

“It is.”

She stepped onto the ramp.

Flashbulbs erupted in an instant.

Gasps.

Murmurs.

A few shouted her name.

The wind lifted the coat slightly, hinting at glimpses no one fully caught.

Enough to make half the photographers fumble their equipment.

She didn’t rush.

Kylie walked like she was unveiling an entire era.

—

A black Mercedes Maybach waited on the runway.

A driver in all-black bowed.

“Madame Bennett,” he greeted, accent smooth enough to glide.

Kylie tilted her head — a gesture equal parts acknowledgment and dominance — then stepped into the backseat while a swarm of cameras clicked behind her.

Drake slid in beside her, one hand resting on her thigh beneath the coat.

“First morning in Paris, I'm so excited” Renee whispered from the other window. “Feels different already.”

Kylie exhaled slowly.

“It feels like the start.”

The Maybach rolled through the gates.

Paris opened before them like a lover’s invitation.

—

The hotel suite was obscene — all marble, gold, velvet, and windows stretching floor to ceiling overlooking the river. A bottle of Dom Pérignon waited on ice next to a tray of pastel macarons. A note sat beside it.

MS BENNETT —

WELCOME TO PARIS.

A SMALL TOKEN AWAITS IN THE BEDROOM.

TONIGHT WILL BE EXCEPTIONAL.

— A FRIEND

Kylie’s pulse ticked up.

She moved toward the bedroom.

Drake followed, curious.

Renee followed, because she was Renee.

Inside the room waited a box — black, velvet-lined, tied with a silk ribbon.

Her name was engraved across the top in rose gold:

KYLIE BENNETT

She untied the ribbon.

Lifted the lid.

And for a moment… she forgot how to breathe.

Inside lay the most exquisite lingerie she had ever seen.

Not just expensive — engineered.

Gold-thread lace.

Sheer panels that looked painted on.

Delicate straps designed to frame, not hide.

A bra that was cut to make her breasts look sculpted.

A panty that was almost not a panty at all — more art than clothing.

Renee whispered, “Holy… Kylie, that’s… that’s not off-the-rack.”

Drake leaned in, eyebrows raising in genuine appreciation.

“That’s custom. Like… someone had your exact measurements.”

Kylie ran a finger across the gold lace.

“They never measured me.”

A hush fell over the room.

Drake’s expression shifted — not jealous, not angry — interested.

“Kylie. That set alone could buy a car. Someone really wanted to impress you.”

She lifted the lingerie carefully… and that’s when she saw it.

Beneath the silk lay a small object:

A key.

Not a hotel key.

Not a decorative one.

A real key.

Silver.

Heavy.

Engraved.

PARADISE COVE

VILLA 19

Renee’s mouth fell open.

“Is that— is that what I think it is?”

Drake took the key, turned it in his hand, then gave a low whistle.

“Paradise Cove? Kylie… these places go for twenty, thirty million. Someone just gifted you real estate.”

Kylie stared at the key.

She felt a pulse of adrenaline — not fear… something hotter, deeper, more thrilling.

Underneath the key lay a folded envelope.

She opened it.

Inside:

A black invitation card, embossed in gold foil.

TONIGHT

22:00

RUE DE RIVOLI

PRIVATE ENTRANCE

NO CAMERAS

NO PHONES

NO LIMITS

On the bottom corner:

Your presence is not requested.

It is expected.

Kylie smiled.

Renee stepped back.

“Oh, he’s bold.”

Drake laughed — amused.

“An honest to goodness real life billionaire trying to buy Kylie? Honestly… I’m impressed by the effort.”

Kylie raised an eyebrow.

“You’re not bothered?”

“Bothered?” Drake repeated.

“Baby… he’s trying to pay for what I get for free. Hell, even what you would probably give him for free. That’s hilarious.”

Renee burst into laughter.

“He’s kinda right.”

Drake kissed Kylie’s shoulder lightly, fingers grazing the knot of the trench coat.

“Look… if he wants your body. He can want it. You’ll give it if you choose — not for him, but because you like the thrill.”

He cupped her chin gently.

“But he’ll never get your heart. That’s the part he can’t buy.”

Kylie softened.

“And the villa?” she asked.

Drake shrugged, grinning.

“If he wants to drop twenty million dollars just to get a night he could’ve gotten if he’d just asked nicely?”

He leaned back.

“Let him. You’re worth that. And more.”

Kylie’s breath shivered.

Renee added, “I think we should fly to L.A. to check that place out. Just to make sure it’s real. And safe. ” Wink, Wink"

Drake nodded.

“Yeah. If someone’s giving my girl a villa, I want to know it's worth it.”

Kylie smirked.

“You two are ridiculous. "If you want to go check it out, you are free to take the jet. I have security here so I'm safe, but you dot have to make up reasons to get some time together on MY private beach.

“WOW,” Drake said softly. "In that case, we might just do that, and be the first ones to test out that bed for you too."

Renee turned 3 shades of pink “I wonder if it's got a hot tub” Renee added.

—

Kylie sat on the bed, holding the lingerie up to herself.

It fit her personality perfectly.

It fit her confidence.

It fit her fire.

She didn’t know the billionaire yet.

She didn’t know what he wanted beyond the obvious.

But she knew one thing:

Tonight was going to change the game.

—

She lifted the key between two fingers, examining it in the soft morning light.

A villa.

A man with money.

A city with temptation.

A party with no limits.

Her smile deepened.

“Paris,” she whispered.

“Let’s play.”


CHAPTER 2 — Gold on Her Skin

Kylie stood before the floor-length mirror, the box from the billionaire resting open on the edge of the bed behind her. The gold-thread lingerie hugged her like it was her skin, catching the hotel’s warm lights in soft glimmers.

The set didn’t hide anything.

It sculpted.

Outlined.

The bra lifted her naturally, the sheer panels tracing the curve of her breasts, glinting around the small silver barbell piercings that sat perfectly centered where the lace framed them. A detail she didn’t bother covering — Paris wasn’t a city you whispered in.

The panties were barely there.

Gold and sheer with delicate straps, crotchless and hugging her hips in lines that made her body look designed by hand.

She adjusted one strap slightly with a finger. It snapped back against her skin with a soft sound that made Drake—half reclined on the bed behind her—lift his eyes from his phone.

He didn’t say anything.

He didn’t have to.

His slow smile said everything.

Kylie smoothed her hands down her stomach, her skin warm beneath her palms, and reached for the knee-length leather coat hanging on the chair. The coat was black, buttery-soft, fitted through the waist, with a glossy finish that caught the light.

She slid it on.

It didn’t hide the lingerie.

If anything, the contrast made every gold detail glow brighter against the dark leather.

The open front dipped just enough to hint at what was underneath with every move she made.

She tied the belt loosely—just enough to close, not enough to behave.

Renee stepped into view from the bathroom doorway, towel twisted around her hair. She stopped mid-sentence the moment she saw Kylie.

“Oh,” Renee breathed, leaning her shoulder into the frame. “Woooo, Well..... He ain’t ready for all that”

Kylie smirked and adjusted the collar.

“Good.”

Drake sat forward slowly, elbows on his knees, eyes moving over her body in a quiet, appreciative pass.

“That coat should be illegal,” he said, voice low, warm. “And that lingerie… damn.”

Kylie lifted one eyebrow.

“Too much?”

Drake shook his head once.

“Not even close.”

Renee made a soft sound under her breath—something between envy and admiration—and brushed a fingertip behind her ear.

“Your piercings are going to peek through that lace under the lights,” she said, trying to sound casually observant. “You know that, right?”

“Mm-hmm.” Kylie glanced at her reflection again. “That’s the goal.”

Renee’s breath hitched almost invisibly.

Kylie caught it in the mirror.

Didn’t say a word.

She tugged the coat open just an inch and let it fall back into place.

Renee’s cheeks warmed.

Drake grinned.

Kylie pulled on her heels—slender, tall, black with red soles—and stood. The coat parted up the side slit just enough to flash the gold lingerie as she walked.

Her earrings were tiny diamonds.

Her hair curled effortlessly down one side.

Her lips were glassy, tinted rose.

She looked dangerous.

She felt calm.

Kylie reached into the velvet box and lifted the invitation card, reading it again.

22:00.

Private entrance.

No phones.

No cameras.

No limits.

She slid the card into her coat pocket and grabbed her hat—the same wide-brim Parisian one she'd worn stepping off the jet—and set it gently on her head.

Drake stood as she approached.

“You sure about this?” he asked, not because he doubted her—but because checking in was their rhythm.

Kylie touched the lapel of his shirt lightly with two fingers.

“I’m showing up. I’m not promising anything.”

Renee dropped her towel, letting her red hair fall around her shoulders as she moved closer, eyes soft.

“And if he tries to push?” she asked.

Kylie smoothed her collar, glanced at her reflection one last time, and gave a slow, amused smile.

“He’ll learn very quickly,” she said, “that desire and control are two different things.”

She stepped toward the door.

Drake rested a hand lightly on her hip as she passed—and let her go.

Renee adjusted the strap of her camisole.

“You Be careful,” Renee said.

Kylie reached out, brushed a knuckle along Renee’s jaw.

“I’m always careful.”

Drake opened the suite door for her.

Kylie walked into the hallway, heels clicking softly.

The coat swayed with each step, revealing flashes of gold beneath the black leather.

She pressed the elevator button.

Behind her, in the doorway, Drake leaned against the frame with a small, proud smile.

Renee stood pressed to his side, arms folded lightly, eyes following Kylie until the elevator doors slid shut.

Kylie exhaled once, slow and steady.

The doors closed.

Paris waited.

And she was dressed for sin.

—

The Rue de Rivoli Entrance**

The town car pulled up to a narrow, unmarked stone archway just off Rue de Rivoli, lit only by two antique lanterns that cast more shadow than glow. There was no red carpet, no velvet rope — just a single black door and a man in a tailored coat who looked like he judged souls for a living.

The car door opened.

Kylie swung one leg out first — heel striking the stone with a sharp, confident click — and stepped into the Paris night.

The temperature kissed her skin through the leather coat, cool enough to tease her senses awake.

She adjusted the brim of her hat and approached.

The doorman didn’t ask her name.

He didn’t need to.

His eyes dropped briefly to her left wrist as she lifted her hand to tuck her hair behind her ear — the small, elegant vixen tattoo flickering in view beneath the coat sleeve.

A fox, simple but sharp, inked along the bone.

His gaze changed instantly — recognizing exactly what it meant in certain circles.

“Bienvenue, Madame Bennett,” he said, stepping aside and opening the door with a gloved hand.

Inside wasn’t a lobby.

It was a hallway lit with low, golden sconces and lined with black velvet drapes. The faint hum of classical music vibrated through the walls — strings, slow and deliberate, almost sensual.

Kylie walked forward, the soft perfume of roses and smoke curling in the air.

Every step made her coat sway, gold flashing underneath.

No one else was visible.

Just her.

She rounded the corner.

A second door opened automatically as she approached, revealing a room that did not belong under the streets of Paris.

A ballroom — massive, candlelit, draped in deep red and gold.

Crystal chandeliers hung low, casting warm prisms over marble floors.

Soft murmurs of conversation floated through the air, hushed, elegant, almost ritualistic.

Nearly everyone was masked.

Not cheap masks.

Intricate ones.

Metal filigree, feathers, velvet, crystal.

Dangerously beautiful.

And at the center of the room:

a marble staircase descending like something stolen from Versailles.

Kylie paused at the threshold.

A few heads turned.

Masks or not, eyes found her instantly.

—

One man near the bar straightened.

Another woman’s lips parted subtly.

The music shifted, sliding into something deeper.

A server approached with a silver tray.

“Madame Bennett,” he murmured. “A welcome drink.”

She took the glass — champagne bubbling faintly — and turned her head just enough that the brim of her hat cast a shadow over her eyes.

That was when she felt it.

A gaze.

Not hungry.

Not greedy.

Focused.

She scanned the crowd slowly.

He stood on the far side of the ballroom — mask black and gold, shaped like a carved fragment of a lion’s face. Broad shoulders. Tailored suit. The kind of stillness that didn’t require swagger to dominate a room.

Not the billionaire.

She knew instinctively.

This one watched her like a secret.

He lifted his glass almost imperceptibly when their eyes locked.

Kylie’s lips curved.

A second presence appeared at her side — quiet, refined, expensive.

A man in a midnight suit, no mask, silver at his temples, eyes warm but sharp.

His voice matched the velvet of the room when he spoke.

“Ms. Bennett,” he said gently. “I’m here on behalf of your… host.”

Kylie’s lashes lowered slightly.

“And who is my host tonight?”

The man smiled without giving anything away.

“He prefers to be the last thing you learn, not the first.”

He extended his arm slightly — not demanding, not assuming.

Kylie sipped her champagne.

“Lead the way.”

As she followed him deeper into the ballroom, the slit of her leather coat shifted open enough to flash the gold lace against her hip.

A murmured ripple followed her wake.

The masked man on the far side watched every step.

But it was the host — the billionaire with the villa key — who waited behind the next curtain.

And Paris hadn’t even started yet.

—

The man in the midnight suit guided Kylie toward a velvet curtain at the back of the ballroom. As she walked, the front of the leather coat slipped open with every few steps, giving the room quick, unmistakable glimpses of what she’d chosen to wear underneath.

Gold lace.

Bare hips.

Bare skin high enough that several people inhaled sharply.

A brush of pierced flesh catching candlelight.

She didn’t fix the coat.

Didn’t tighten it.

Didn’t hide a single thing.

Why would she?

A man near the stairs actually dropped his drink when a shift in her stride revealed the gold band of the panties and the smooth, bare skin rising above it.

Another woman laughed under her breath in shock.

Someone whispered her name like it was a prayer.

Kylie felt all of it—the stares, the heat, the hush—but she didn’t acknowledge a single one.

Not yet.

The escort parted the heavy curtain.

Behind it was a private lounge — dimmer, quieter, furnished in deep leather and gold. A single man sat on a couch near the center, legs crossed, glass of red wine in hand.

He wasn’t masked.

Because he didn’t need to be.

Broad shoulders.

Dark hair lightly graying at the temples.

Sharp jaw.

Eyes that took in every detail without hesitation or apology.

He didn’t stand.

He didn’t rush.

He just looked at her for a slow, deliberate beat.

And Kylie could tell instantly:

This was the billionaire.

“Ms. Bennett,” he said, voice warm, smooth, controlled. “You’re even more than the rumors suggest.”

Kylie stopped a few feet from him.

Her coat fell open again, this time fully—just long enough to reveal all of the gold lace from sternum to hip before she let it fall back into place.

Not an accident.

Not even close.

“I try to keep people talking,” she said lightly.

His eyes dropped—one brief, unapologetic glance—right to the piercing through her nipples, visible through the gold lace.

He took his time looking back up.

“And succeeding.”

She took a seat opposite him, crossing her legs.

The motion lifted the coat just enough that the inside of her thigh and a sliver of the panty were on full display.

He noticed.

He didn’t pretend otherwise.

“You sent me quite a gift,” Kylie said, leaning back.

“The lingerie?” he asked.

“The villa.”

His mouth curved—not a smile, something more dangerous.

“Paradise Cove seemed appropriate. Someone like you shouldn’t be confined to one coastline.”

Kylie tapped her fingers on the armrest, letting the coat slide enough to show the full line of her hip again.

“And what exactly do you think someone like me does with a place like that?”

His voice dropped a note.

“Whatever she wants.”

Before she could respond, someone moved behind her.

Slow.

Quiet.

Kylie turned her head.

A man stood just inside the curtain, still masked—the same black and gold mask shaped like a lion’s profile. Calm posture. One hand behind his back. Watching her and the billionaire with unreadable interest.

He didn’t enter fully.

Just lingered.

Her billionaire “host” noticed and exhaled, annoyed.

“Not now,” he said sharply.

The masked man didn’t move.

Kylie held his gaze, something curious sparking at the back of her spine.

The masked stranger tilted his head slightly at her—almost a greeting.

Then he disappeared behind the curtain without a sound.

The billionaire set his glass down.

“You attract attention,” he murmured. “Even the kind I don’t extend invitations to.”

Kylie lifted an eyebrow.

“I’m not responsible for who wants to look.”

“No,” he agreed. “You’re responsible for who but you are for the why.”

His gaze dipped lower again—another slow drag along the lines the coat didn’t bother to cover.

“Stand,” he said quietly.

Not an order.

A request wrapped in velvet.

Kylie considered him for a long second.

Then she rose.

The motion opened the coat again—not wide, but enough.

Enough to show the gold lace hugging her breasts, the bare skin beneath it.

Enough to make his breath catch so faintly no one but she would notice.

She didn’t close it.

He watched her like she was a star.

“Kylie,” he said, “I want a night with the woman everyone whispers about.”

She stepped closer, stopping just out of reach.

“That depends,” she said softly. “On what kind of night you think you’re buying.”

He paused.

Not insulted.

Intrigued.

“I’m not buying,” he said. “I’m offering. Gifts, invitations, opportunities… and the freedom to do anything you want under my roof.”

She tilted her head, smile curving.

“I already do anything I want.”

Another tiny flash of gold lace.

Another soft shock from the doorway where someone peeked in.

Another heartbeat of heavy air.

He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, eyes locked on hers.

“Then let me be the man who watches you do it.”

A ripple went up her spine.

Not from him.

From the sense that the masked stranger was still somewhere behind the curtain.

Kylie breathed out slowly, savoring the moment.

“Maybe,” she murmured. “If you’re interesting.”

He gave a low, approving sound.

“Kylie Bennett,” he said. “Every dollar I spent was worth the chance to hear you say that.”

She lifted her chin.

“Good,” she said. “Because I don’t come cheap.”

The billionaire smiled.

But from the far edge of the room, in the shadows between the curtains—

the masked man watched.

And he wasn’t smiling at all.

---

Kylie stood in front of him, the billionaire leaning forward like a man trying not to reach for a flame he knew would burn him in all the right ways.

He gestured lightly toward her coat.

“You can take that off,” he said softly.

She let the silence stretch.

Let him sit in it.

Let the tension thicken until it felt like the whole room was a held breath.

Then she slid her fingers beneath the belt knot.

Untied it slowly.

The coat loosened.

Another second passed.

Then she shrugged it from her shoulders and let it fall to the floor behind her.

No hesitation.

No shame.

No slowing down to tease.

The gold-thread lingerie hugged every curve. Her breasts caught the low light, a glint here, a flash there, each movement sending tiny sparks across her chest.

The billionaire inhaled sharply, unable to hide it.

Someone else inhaled too.

She didn’t have to turn to know who —

the masked man had stepped back through the curtain, now standing just inside the room.

His gaze wasn’t hungry like the billionaire’s.

It was… reverent.

Possessive in an entirely different way.

Kylie felt a warm pulse low in her belly.

A deep, slow tightening.

Not graphic — just undeniable.

Her thighs pressed together without conscious thought, the shift subtle but impossible for either man to miss.

The billionaire rose from the couch, his voice lower now.

“Come here.”

She didn’t move.

Not at first.

She let the charged silence wrap around the three of them — her, the billionaire, the masked stranger — until it felt like the room was vibrating.

Then she stepped closer.

One step.

Two.

Close enough now that he could touch her if he lifted a hand.

He didn’t.

He was afraid he might ruin the moment.

Kylie tilted her head, letting her hair fall over one shoulder.

“You wanted a night,” she murmured. “Are you sure you can handle one?”

His jaw tightened.

Not with anger.

With restraint.

All around her, heat pooled.

In her body.

In his stare.

In the masked man’s breath as he lingered behind her, closer than before.

She felt the billionaire’s hand hover over her hip, trembling slightly as he fought the urge to touch her.

And Kylie…

Kylie felt that warm, insistent thrum between her thighs again — stronger this time — the kind of anticipation that made her lips.

She leaned in, her mouth close to his ear.

“Tell me,” she whispered, “what exactly you think you’re going to do… once I let you.”

He exhaled like the words punched through him.

The masked man took a slow step closer, the shift of air brushing her bare shoulder.

Two men.

Two different kinds of hunger.

One very naked intention humming through her entire body.

Kylie let the moment sit right there — the cusp of something explosive.

And then—

His hand rose — slow, deliberate — fingers hovering just inches from her skin.

"May I..." he breathed, the question catching in his throat.

Kylie's lips curved into something that wasn't quite a smile.

"You may."

His fingers found her neck first, tracing the line of her jaw before sliding down her arm. The touch was light but electric. He brought his hand back up, over her shoulder, his thumb brushing the swell of her breasts. Her nipples — already peaked and visible — strained toward his touch, hardening further as his fingers grazed them.

He didn't stop there.

His hand continued down her stomach, over the curve of her hips, then tracing the outside of her thighs. The billionaires breathe heavy, his control visibly fraying.

When he reached her knees, he reversed direction — this time traveling up the sensitive skin of her inner thighs.

Kylie's thighs flinched as his fingers climbed higher, stopping just shy of the bare mound exposed by the crotchless design of her panties.

The masked man shifted behind her — a presence in the shadows.

The billionaire's voice was rough when he finally spoke.

"Any rules?"

Kylie tilted her head.

"Not tonight," she whispered. "And not for you."

With Permission granted, the billionaire's fingers moved in a way that spoke of experience — no hesitation, no more exploration, just a direct route to where she needed him most.

Two fingers slid deep, filling her in a single motion.

His thumb found her clit, circling with a pressure that made her toes curl inside her heels.

Kylie's head fell back, her hands found purchase in his hair. The first sound that escaped her lips was somewhere between a gasp and a moan — raw, unfiltered, impossible to contain.

He worked her with a rhythm that left no room for thought, only sensation. Her thighs began to tremble, knees threatening to give way as pleasure coiled tight in her belly.

Just as she felt her balance falter, strong hands closed around her arms from behind — the masked man, stepping from the shadows without a sound.

His grip was firm but careful, supporting her weight as the billionaire shifted to her legs, lifting them with a confidence that suggested they'd done this before.

They moved as one unit — fluid, synchronized — carrying her to a waist-high bondage cross hidden behind the velvet curtains.

The leather padding covering the cross was cool against her back as they laid her down, the masked man securing her wrists with soft leather restraints that stretched her arms taut to either side. The billionaire fastened her ankles, similarly, spreading her legs wide.

For a breathless moment, Kylie's mind raced — images of consequences she hadn't planned. But her body betrayed her with its response, a wave of heat that washed away any thought of resistance.

"Take me," she breathed, the words escaping before she could stop them. God , Please, Take me, "All of me."

Her voice was louder  than she intended .

The billionaire's eyes darkened, his smile widening as he looked from her face to where she lay open and wanting.

The masked man leaned closer, his voice a low murmur against her ear.

"As you wish."

And they did.

The billionaire's tongue traced a slow, deliberate path from the delicate arch of her foot upward, leaving a slick trail along her inner thigh. He took his time, touching only the edges of her exposed folds with maddening patience until Kylie's breath hitched in anticipation.

Just as the tension became unbearable, his mouth found her clit. Her hips bucked, she fought against the leather restraints, soft whimpers building into unrestrained cries that echoed through the velvet-draped room.

At that moment, the masked man moved to her side, his fingers tangling in her hair as he guided her mouth toward his thick, uncut cock. Kylie's lips parted instinctively, and he sank deep with a low groan of appreciation.

Her moans vibrated around his shaft as the billionaire's tongue worked her with increasing intensity.

The pleasure built until it finally shattered through her in waves so powerful that she squirted against the billionaire's face, her orgasm catching him by surprise. He recoiled briefly, wiping the evidence of her climax from his cheek with the back of his hand before smiling—a dark, satisfied smile.

In a frenzy, he pulled his thick and rigid cock from his trousers. With movements that spoke of barely restrained hunger, he positioned himself over her and thrust deep in a single, powerful push that stole her breath.

Meanwhile, the masked man set a relentless rhythm, his hands now framing her face as he took control, his cock gliding past her lips again and again. Kylie surrendered to it all—to being wanted by two different men in two entirely different ways—her body arching between their pleasure.

The masked man found his release first, a guttural sound escaping his throat as Kylie swallowed every drop, her throat working rhythmically. Almost simultaneously, the billionaire shuddered, emptying himself deep within her with a groan that vibrated to her core.

As they collected themselves and began releasing her from the leather restraints, Kylie watched them both with. The billionaire was already reaching for his trousers.

"No," she murmured, the sound barely audible but impossible to ignore. "We're not done."

Both men froze, their gazes locking on her.

With a sudden surge of energy, Kylie pushed the billionaire back into the velvet couch where she'd first sat opposite him. He fell with a surprise, still half-dressed and exposed. At the same time, her fingers wrapped around the masked man's cock — still semi-hard and glistening from her earlier attention — and pulled him forward.

The billionaire watched, his chest rising and falling faster now as Kylie lowered her head into his lap. Her mouth closed around his softening length, her tongue working with deliberate precision. She had a goal, and her movements reflected it — every swirl, every suction designed to bring him back to full attention with an urgency that made his breath catch.

One hand braced against the billionaire's thigh, the other continued to stroke the masked man, her thumb circling his tip in rhythm with the movements of her mouth. Both cocks began to respond — the masked man hardening almost immediately in her palm, while the billionaire took a little longer.

Kylie didn't look up at either of them. Her focus was absolute — the slide of his cock against her tongue, the growing weight in her hand, the soft sounds of surrender beginning to emerge from both men's throats.

The billionaire's hand threaded through her hair, his grip tightening slightly as she brought him closer to the edge once more. His softness began to disappear, thickening and lengthening in her mouth until he was nearly as rigid as before.

The room was quiet now save for the soft sounds of her work — the wet heat of her mouth, the friction of her hand, the increasingly ragged breathing of two men who thought they were in control when the night began.

Kylie's lips curved slightly around the billionaire's cock, a smile that only she could feel.

When she felt his hardness return fully, Kylie shifted, positioning herself above his cock. She slid down onto him in one fluid motion, taking him deep as she settled in his lap, facing him. The masked man stood nearby, watching with intensity.

"I have a spot for you too," she murmured, her voice low and inviting as she reached back to pull him closer.

The masked man moved behind her as she leaned forward, pressing her breasts against the billionaire's chest. The gold lace of her bra brushed against his skin as she effectively smothered his face with her tits, a possessive move that made them both moan as he took her nipple in his mouth.

The masked man, momentarily shocked and clearly excited by the bounce in his manhood, positioned himself behind her. His fingers traced the curve of her ass before aligning his cock with her tight puckered entrance.

He pushed forward slowly, deliberately, feeling the resistance before finally pushed past with the crown of his head. But he didn't stop there.

He pushed a little too much, falling forward balls deep in her ass  that made Kylie cry out. The sound was part pleasure, part pain as her hands dug into the billionaire's chest, ripping his shirt open in her frenzy. Buttons scattered across the floor.

The masked man froze, but Kylie was already moving—riding the billionaire with a rhythm that made him gasp while simultaneously bucking back against the masked man's cock. The two men found their pace, a perfect synchrony that was destroying her body in the most exquisite way.

She was cumming over and over, screaming without restraint, not caring who heard.

"Yes, oh god yes,"  the words torn from her throat. "Fuck me, just like that, fuck me, yesssss."

And then—just like that—her screams made both men fill her holes simultaneously. Kylie's orgasm was earth-shaking, her body convulsing as juices flowed freely from both openings. All three of them collapsed into a sweaty, tangled mess of bodies, breathing ragged in the velvet-draped silence.

The room was quiet now.

Too quiet.

The billionaire sat back against the couch, chest rising slow, his hair mussed, his shirt undone just enough to make his control look like it had snapped in several directions.

He looked at Kylie like a man who’d just understood something important:

He hadn’t bought a fantasy.

He’d been granted an experience.

Beside her , the masked man watched her even closer than before — breath still unsteady.

Kylie steadied herself with a slow inhale, her skin warm, her heartbeat still elevated in a delicious, unrushed rhythm.

She didn’t fix her hair.

Didn’t readjust her lingerie.

She liked the way she felt.

She liked the way both men were looking at her now. In total disbelief.

The billionaire swallowed once, the movement visible in his throat.

“Kylie…” he said quietly.

“That was… far beyond what I expected.”

She reached down, picked up her leather coat, and draped it loosely over her shoulders .

“You shouldn’t expect,” she said softly.

“You should just appreciate.

He let out the smallest laugh — breathless, reverent, undone.

Behind her, the masked man tilted his head, watching her every move like he was memorizing them.

Kylie walked toward the curtain again, not rushed, not shaken, just glowing with the confidence of a woman who had taken complete control of a night that was supposed to belong to someone else.

At the doorway she paused, glanced back and winked.

“I thank you… for the evening.”

“To both of you,” she said, voice smooth,

Then she stepped into the golden hall and left them behind, each man dealing with the same truth:

Kylie Bennett wasn't just a woman you could buy or possess. She was a force of nature, and tonight, they'd both been caught in her storm.


CHAPTER 3 — BETWEEN TWO HEARTS

The hallway outside the suite was quiet when Kylie stepped out of the elevator. Quiet enough that the sharp click of her heel felt almost too loud.

She paused at the door, leather coat draped still draped over her arm, gold lingerie still glinting faintly beneath the soft glow of the hall lights. She didn't even bother to cover back up. The stares she received heading back were intoxicating.

Her body buzzed — not painfully, just alive.

Charged in a way only intense nights could leave a woman.

She touched the room key to the lock.

The door clicked open.

Dim light spilled from the window curtains left ajar. The Eiffel Tower glowed faintly in the distance, its shimmer reflecting on the polished floor.

Kylie stepped inside, closing the door quietly behind her.

She expected the suite to be more alive — Drake and Renee were usually night owls.

But tonight…

The blankets on the king bed were pulled back. And there, tangled in the sheets like they belonged to the moment:

Drake and Renee.

Asleep.

Renee curled into Drake’s chest, one hand tucked beneath his jaw, her hair spilling over his shoulder. Drake’s arm wrapped around her back, his grip relaxed but firm.

Kylie didn’t feel jealous.

Or surprised.

If only Renee knew how obvious her love was.

Kylie slipped out of her heels, letting them fall silently on the rug. She padded across the room on quiet feet, her gold lingerie catching faint moonlight.

They looked so peaceful, tangled in each other's arms. Kylie didn't want to wake them, but the buzz still humming through her body was too strong to ignore.

She eased the blanket back slowly, careful not to disturb their sleep.

Just as she'd expected, Drake was completely naked, his chest rising and falling in a steady rhythm. Renee wore only her camisole, the thin fabric riding up her thighs.

Kylie moved with deliberate slowness, sliding onto the bed and positioning herself over Renee's face in a 69. Her still-wet pussy brushed against Renee's lips, the contact sending a fresh jolt through her.

Leaning forward, she took Drake's soft cock into her mouth. The taste of sex was unmistakable—Renee's flavor still clinging to him. No wonder they were both so exhausted.

Her free hand slid up Renee's thigh, fingers finding the swollen nub of her clit. She was already slick, making it easy to find a rhythm that had Renee stirring in her sleep and Drake's cock was already starting to wake.

The first flick of Renee's tongue thru Kylie's slit sent a shiver through her body. She was awake now and It didn't take long for Renee to match the assault on Kylie's clit with the one she was receiving.

Drake's cock was now hard, rigid and ready. Kylie glanced back over her shoulder and saw him. Eyes open,  watching Renee.

Things began to shift.

Kylie turned and went face down in Renee's smooth mound. Drake took the hint and lined up behind Kylie. The moans coming from his two favorite ladies had Drake ready to blow.

He pushed in slow. Teasing as he sank inch by inch, making Kylie push back against him. Drake grabbed her hips and controlled the speed. He quickened his pace causing Kylie to become more aggressive with Renee.

The mixture of grunts and moans between them was a messy, beautiful rhythm. Drake's hips slapped against Kylie's ass with each thrust, the sound sharp and wet in the quiet room. Kylie's face was buried between Renee's thighs, her tongue working in circles that made Renee's back arch off the bed.

Renee's fingers tangled in Kylie's hair, pulling just enough to make Kylie moan into her pussy. The vibration sent Renee over the edge, her thighs clamping around Kylie's head as she came with a cry that was half muffled by the pillow.

Drake felt Renee's orgasm through Kylie's body, the way she tightened around his cock. He gripped her hips harder, driving deeper, faster. Kylie's moans grew louder, more desperate, as she chased her own release.

When she came, it was with a shudder that ran through her entire body. Her pussy clenched around Drake's cock, milking him until he couldn't hold back any longer. He buried himself deep inside her with a final, powerful thrust, filling her with his cum.

For a moment, they all stayed like that—Drake still inside Kylie, Kylie still between Renee's legs. The only sound was their ragged breathing.

Then, slowly, Drake pulled out. Kylie lifted her head, her face slick with Renee's juices. Renee reached for her, pulling her up for a kiss that was slow and deep, tasting of sex and satisfaction.

Drake watched them for a moment, a small smile playing on his lips. Then he moved to lie between them, wrapping an arm around both women as they settled into a tangle of limbs.

Kylie let her head sink into the pillow.

The night replayed through her mind — explicitly— just flashes of power, heat, intensity. Her body still hummed with all of it, a quiet shiver running through her legs as she settled in.

But here — wrapped in Drake’s arm and Renee’s sleeping touch — the electricity softened into something deeper, steadier.

And for the first time since she stepped into Paris, she truly rested.

⭐ MORNING

Kylie woke to sunlight warming her cheek and a weight across her hips.

Drake.

Awake now, leaning on one elbow, looking down at her with that slow, easy smile.

“Hey,” he murmured.

Her voice was soft.

“Hey.”

Renee was still pressed against Drake’s back, her arm draped across his waist, her leg thrown loosely over his thigh.

Drake could feel the subtle stiffness in Renee’s breathing — the kind that belonged to someone who was awake but pretending not to be.

Kylie shifted slightly, looking over her shoulder.

“You awake?”

Renee made a sound somewhere between a groan and an embarrassed whisper.

“No,” Renee said into Drake's shoulder. “But if I say yes I’ll have to talk and I’m not ready for human interaction.”

Kylie laughed gently.

“You two looked comfortable.”

Drake rubbed slow circles along Kylie’s hip with his thumb.

“We were waiting for you, until we didn't, but it ended on a good note, I think!

Drake stretched his legs slightly. The movement brushed Renee’s knee, and Renee’s breath caught just the slightest bit.

He just leaned down and pressed a warm kiss to Kylie’s shoulder.

“How was your night?” he asked quietly.

Kylie’s smile was slow, sly.

Let's just say “Paris is… intense.”

Drake caught Kylie’s eyes.

“You okay?” he asked.

“Better than okay.”

Her body still hummed with leftover heat.

He nodded once, satisfied.

“What time’s your fitting?”

“Ten.”

Drake exhaled. “You have two hours. We should eat.”

Renee finally peeled her face from Drake's shoulder, her hair a complete mess, her expression somewhere between sleepy and starstruck.

Kylie leaned over Drake and gave her a gentle kiss.

“You smell like Paris nightlife,” she mumbled.

Kylie grinned.

“Good or bad?”

Renee blinked at her.

“Good. Really good.”

Drake slipped out of bed, stretching,

He tossed a look over his shoulder as he walked toward the kitchen area.

“Coffee?”

Kylie nodded.

Renee groaned into the blankets.

Kylie brushed hair from Renee’s face, fingers gentle.

“Come on,” Kylie said softly. “Breakfast with us.”

Renee hesitated — eyes flicking from Kylie’s face to her lips.

Something raw flickered across her expression.

Drake moved toward the kitchenette, the soft shuffle of his feet over polished floors. Sunlight cut across the edge of the marble counter as he pulled three mugs down.

Kylie sat up slowly, the sheets slipping down her body in a lazy, unhurried way. Renee was now curled against her, head resting lightly on Kylie’s hip, blinking like she hadn’t quite convinced her brain to be awake yet.

Kylie brushed her fingers through Renee’s red hair, lifting the strands from her cheek.

“Come on,” Kylie whispered, voice soft. “Coffee’s happening.”

Renee exhaled, a tiny sound of surrender, and pushed herself upright. Her camisole was twisted around her ribs, one strap falling off her shoulder. She didn’t fix it. Didn’t even notice. She just leaned gently into Kylie’s side a second longer before finally climbing out of bed.

Kylie slipped into her silk robe, tying it loosely at the waist as she walked to join them.

Drake glanced over his shoulder when she entered the small kitchen space.

“Here, trouble,” he said, handing her a mug.

Kylie accepted it, fingers brushing his. “Thanks.”

Renee stood beside them, eyes still half-closed, hair everywhere, but there was something soft and warm in the way she leaned her hip against the counter.

Drake passed her a mug as well.

“Careful,” he murmured. “It’s hot.”

Renee smirked a little. “Same as last night.”

Kylie choked on a laugh.

The three of them stood there together for a moment — quiet, comfortable, the kind of silence that only existed between people who had long since stopped pretending around each other.

It was just the three of them sharing warmth and coffee and the soft glow of the morning after.

Kylie eventually set her mug down and stretched her arms overhead, her robe falling open, sunrays against her skin.

Drake’s eyes flicked to her breasts — then up to her face.

“You going to survive a couture fitting after last night?” he asked.

Kylie grinned.

“I survived last night. I can survive anything.”

Renee slipped past them toward the table.

“Well, I want croissants delivered because Paris demands pastries in bed,” she declared, already grabbing her phone.

Kylie walked over, leaned down, kissed the top of Renee’s head in passing, then settled at the small dining table beside her.

Drake joined them with fresh fruit from the fridge.

They ate together — laughter tucked inside casual touches, energy calm and warm but still buzzing faintly with everything unspoken between them.

When the clock hit 9:00, Kylie stood, tying her robe and heading toward the bedroom to pick her outfit for the day.

Kylie looked back over her shoulder and said “Hey, You two don’t get in trouble while I’m gone,” she teased.

Renee lifted her mug. “No promises.”

Drake smirked. “We never do.”

Kylie’s laugh echoed down the hall as she disappeared into the bedroom.

The day was starting, Paris was waiting.


CHAPTER 4 — THE FITTING

Kylie closed the bedroom door behind her and let out a slow breath, letting the morning settle into her bones. The robe slid off her shoulders and pooled at her feet. She stepped over it, moving with that unhurried confidence of a woman who already knew every eye in Paris would be on her today.

She pulled open the suitcase on the bench at the foot of the bed.

She already knew what she wanted.

A black satin mini-skirt.

Thigh-high boots.

A cropped knit top that wasn’t even pretending to cover her fully.

Something light enough for the fitting, bold enough for the street.

She dressed without looking in the mirror — she didn’t need validation to know she looked good. The cropped top brushed just under her breast, exposing her under boob as she moved. She gathered her hair up and draped it over one shoulder.

When she emerged from the bedroom, Drake was standing by the window finishing his coffee. Renee sat on the couch with one knee tucked up.

Both looked up.

Then Drake blinked slow,

“Paris is going to stop traffic,” he said.

Kylie grabbed her bag.

“Ready.”

Drake stepped forward, brushed one hand across her lower back — ran the other under her exposed tits — and kissed her cheek.

“Be good, If you can” he murmured.

She raised an eyebrow.

“I’m always good, or really good at it.”

“Uh-huh,” he said.

Renee stood, walked over, slipped her arms around Kylie’s waist in a small hug.

“Send pictures,” she said lightly.

Kylie smirked.

“Of the dress or the chaos?”

“Yes,” Renee replied.

Kylie laughed, squeezed her once, then walked out the door.

⭐ PARIS STREETS — 9:45 AM

The car rolled through narrow cobblestone alleys and wide boulevards. Vendors were opening carts. Cafés were setting tables. The air smelled like butter, espresso, and cold stone.

Kylie watched it all, legs crossed, one boot tapping a slow rhythm against the leather seat.

With the leather seat against her bare mound, she could still feel the night on her skin in warm pulses.

⭐ THE COUTURE HOUSE — 10:00 AM

The courtyard was alive with movement — assistants carrying garment bags, stylists whispering instructions, steamers hissing.

Kylie stepped out of the car.

Heads turned instantly.

One assistant nearly walked into a doorframe.

A seamstress dropped a pin cushion.

Someone murmured, “C’est elle…” like they were spotting a rare star, porn star or both.

Kylie didn’t slow.

She walked through the doors as if she owned the place.

Inside, the designer — stood waiting with hands clasped together, eyes widening as he took her in.

“You,” he breathed, “are sunlight and danger.”

Kylie grinned.

“Good morning to you too.”

He clapped his hands once, sending staff scattering toward a rack of gowns.

A mannequin was rolled out, draped in more white silk and gold beading than should legally exist in one outfit.

“This,” he announced grandly, “is the dress. Your dress. The fashion world is not prepared for you Madame.”

Kylie walked toward it.

The slit up the leg was even higher than the one at the Gala.

A whisper of sheer panels along the waist.

Gold embroidery tracing the shape of her curves.

Her fingers brushed one line of gold stitching.

“It’s beautiful,” she said.

“It’s not beautiful,” the designer corrected. “It’s worship.”

He snapped twice.

“Off.”

Kylie didn’t hesitate.

She pulled the cropped top over her head and dropped it onto a nearby chair. The room collectively forgot how to breathe.

Someone whispered something in French that made another assistant blush.

Kylie then stepped out of the mini-skirt next.

Her nude body stood there in nothing but her thigh boots, surrounded by the designer and a dozen staff. The room went silent. Every eye locked on her. The designer's hands trembled slightly as he reached for a measuring tape.

One assistant dropped a sketchbook. Another whispered something that made the whole room blush. Kylie didn't flinch. She stood there like she was born to be looked at.

The gold embroidery on the dress seemed to pale in comparison to the real gold glinting from her piercings. The designer cleared his throat, trying to regain his composure. "Perfection," he muttered, more to himself than anyone else. "Absolute perfection."

Two assistants helped slide the gown over her shoulders. It settled perfectly — hugging her chest, framing her waist, falling against her skin like silk poured from a chalice.

When they tightened the waist, she exhaled softly.

When they pinned the slit higher, cameras started clicking.

Kylie stepped onto the small pedestal.

The room dimmed around her.

She looked at herself in the three-pane mirror.

Dazzling.

A little indecent.

The designer stepped behind her, hands hovering near her shoulders like he was afraid to touch.

“You are passing through Paris,” he said quietly.

“But Paris will not pass through you.”

Kylie met his gaze in the mirror.

“I don’t let cities change me,” she said.

“I change them.”

His eyes widened like she’d given him a revelation.

“Mon dieu. She’s poetry.”

Kylie grinned.

“Not poetry,” she said. “Just honest.”

He waved her off the pedestal.

“Go change. We take her to Versailles.”

Kylie nodded.

As she stepped down to slip out of the dress, the room went still, again. Then she caught a glimpse of someone at the entryway—

A reflection.

A familiar silhouette.

A mask.

Black and gold.

Lion-shaped.

Watching.

Her pulse ticked once.

Only once.

She didn’t look again.

She didn’t need to.


CHAPTER 5 — THE GARDENS WANT HER




(Versailles Magazine Cover Shoot — Afternoon)

Kylie stepped out of the couture house with the garment bag slung over her arm, the designer’s assistants fussing around her until the car door closed. The city blurred past the window in warm streaks of beige stone and winter sunlight as the driver took her toward the outskirts of Paris.

The car slowed.

Gold gates rose in front of her — tall, ornate, framed by hedges trimmed with almost military precision.

The driver pulled through without stopping, the guards already aware she was expected.

⭐ ARRIVAL AT THE GARDENS — 3:00 PM

Assistants swarmed the moment she stepped out.

Camera crews.

Makeup artists.

Wardrobe stylists clutching the gown she’d tried on earlier.

A director waving his arms like he was conducting an orchestra.

“Kylie!” he called, breathlessly. “You are late but you are forgiven.

They hustled her behind a silk screen where a small team helped her into the gown.

Gold beading kissed her skin.

The slit up her leg rose high enough that this could've been labeled as pornography.

When she stepped out again, the director froze.

“Stop.

Nobody breathe.

She is… she is art.”

Kylie rolled her eyes but couldn’t help the smile tugging her mouth.

“Where do you want me?”

“Everywhere,” he said dramatically, then clapped.

“Start by the fountain!”

⭐ THE SHOOT

The gardens stretched behind her—endless lawns crowned with marble statues, water shimmering in grand fountains, hedges trimmed like palace walls.

Kylie walked toward the fountain, the gown shifting with her stride, the slit showing hip with every step.

Camera shutters clicked like applause.

She rested one hand on the stone edge, leaning slightly.

The gown tightened against her curves.

Sunlight hit the beading and made it look like the dress was glowing from within.

She changed poses without being instructed.

Turned her chin.

Lifted her wrist, exposing the vixen tattoo.

Tilted her hip just enough to reveal much.

Not too much.

Just enough to make Paris gasp if they saw it on the cover.

The director mouthed “holy hell” behind the lens.

Everything was smooth, warm, natural.

Then,

She felt it again.

That presence.

That gaze.

Not the cameras.

Not the crew.

Something electric.

Kylie straightened slowly and glanced toward the far end of the garden.

Through the rows of hedges, half-hidden by rose bushes—

a man stood still.

Same height.

Same posture.

Same black-and-gold lion mask.

Her breath didn’t catch.

It simply… shifted.

The masked man didn’t move toward her.

Just watched.

Like he’d been following her path since last night.

Like he wanted her to see him.

“Kylie!” the director shouted. “Trees next! Move! Move! Keep the gown lifted!”

She tore her gaze away and moved back into the shoot, but the man remained at the edge of her vision, a steady shadow that made the hairs on her arms rise.

⭐ CLOSE-UP SHOTS

The team moved her to a marble pillar just inside a small grove. Light filtered through tree branches, casting patterns across her shoulders and chest.

“Good, good,” the photographer murmured. “More intensity. What are you thinking about right now?”

Kylie didn’t answer.

Her eyes focused past the camera.

The answer was.

The night before.

The billionaire’s breath.

The masked man’s silent presence now.

The camera clicked faster.

“Perfect,” the photographer breathed. “God, that look.”

Kylie didn’t break the stare until he lowered the lens.

⭐ THE FINAL SHOT

They ended near a long reflective pool. The gown’s train was arranged around her like spilled gold. Kylie leaned back on her hands, one knee bent, the slit open wide—showing high thigh, and a small bit of her bare mound.

She didn’t apologize for any of it.

The director clapped once, loudly.

“That’s it! Done! Done! Kylie Bennett is on the cover of every magazine before we even edit anything!”

Assistants exploded into motion—unpinning things, adjusting things, trying to cover the gown before she stepped onto the gravel.

Kylie held up a hand.

“Leave it,” she said.

They froze.

She walked anyway, the slit opening with her stride, revealing nothing she wasn’t comfortable letting the world guess at.

As she neared the exit of the gardens, she glanced back instinctively—

The masked man was gone.


CHAPTER 5 — THE VILLA BETWEEN THEM

Kylie got back to the suite just after sunset.

The sky over Paris was a soft orange fading into navy, the Eiffel Tower blinking on one light at a time. She stepped out of the elevator feeling worn in the best possible way — skin warm from the shoot, muscles humming, mind still replaying the masked man in the garden.

The suite door clicked open.

Inside, Drake and Renee were already packing.

Well—trying.

Renee was sitting in the middle of the bed surrounded by lingerie Kylie didn’t recognize, holding up a silk chemise like she was judging it for a job interview.

Drake stood at the minibar with two glasses and a half-open bottle of champagne.

Both turned when Kylie walked in.

Renee’s jaw dropped first.

Drake’s eyebrows went up slow.

Kylie leaned against the door frame, letting the exhaustion and the smug little afterglow sit openly on her face.

“Long day?” Drake asked, handing her a glass.

Kylie took it. “You could say that.”

Drake slid an arm behind Kylie’s waist and kissed her temple.

“You still good?” he asked quietly.

“Mm-hmm.”

She took a sip. “More than good.”

Drake said "So... Now that you got time, catch us up, about last night."

“Mmmm Hmmm, you’ve got that look,” Renee said. “Like you did something that’s either illegal… or should be.”

Kylie smirked. “Define illegal.”

Renee pointed at her. “That. That right there. That’s the look.”

Drake handed Kylie the bottle so she could top herself off, then leaned his hip against the minibar.

“Any trouble?” he asked. “Real trouble, not the fun kind.”

Kylie rolled her lips together for a second.

“There was a ballroom. Masks. Money. A very confident man with a lot of zeros in his bank account,” she said. “But no. No trouble.”

Renee’s eyebrows jumped. “Ballroom. Masks. Okay, so I’m just gonna sit down before I fall down. Start from the entrance. Was it like a movie or more like the weird part of the internet?”

Kylie pulled off her boots and walked farther into the suite, The skirt and crop top came off as she went. The marks from the day—faint indent from the gown, a smudge of makeup at her jaw—made her look more lived-in than polished.

She dropped onto the edge of the bed with a soft exhale.

“Little bit of both,” she said. “He had staff. Invitations. A whole scene. And there was someone else there—”

She stopped herself.

Drake caught the hitch. “Someone else?” he asked.

Kylie thought of the lion mask in the corner of the ballroom, and again in the garden. Watching, not pushing. Just there.

“Someone who likes to watch,” she said simply. “I don’t know yet if that’s going to be a problem or a perk.”

Renee flopped backward onto the bed, the discarded top laying by her head.

“Only you,” Renee muttered at the ceiling, “fly to Paris and immediately pick up a billionaire and a background stalker in a designer mask.”

Kylie snorted. “He’s not a stalker. Yet. Just… a good fuck and observant.”

Drake took a slow drink, thinking.

“Did you feel unsafe?” he asked, going straight to the part that mattered to him.

Kylie shook her head.

“If I had, I’d already be on a plane,” she said. “He knows the rules. Or he will.”

That eased the line in Drake’s forehead. He stepped over and brushed a thumb under her eye where a smudge of liner had settled.

“They try to push you?” he asked.

Kylie’s mouth tilted.

“They tried to impress me,” she said. “It was cute.”

Renee rolled onto her side, propping her head up on her hand.

“You’re really okay?” she asked, softer now. “Like… inside your head okay.”

Kylie looked between them—Drake by the minibar, steady and sure, Renee sprawled on the bed in the middle of a lingerie explosion, eyes a little too bright.

“I walked in knowing exactly who I was and what I wanted,” Kylie said. “And I walked out the same way. So yeah. I’m okay.”

Renee’s shoulders relaxed like someone had loosened a string.

“Good,” she said. “Because I was ready to go over there and stab a billionaire with a dessert fork if needed.”

Drake nodded. “Same. Less fork, more legal trouble. But same.”

Kylie smiled, warmth pushing out some of the leftover adrenaline.

She glanced at the open suitcase and half-folded clothes.

“You two are still going, right?” she asked.

Drake tipped his chin toward the luggage.

“Tonight, like we had discussed” he said. “L.A. first. Check the villa. Then back here or straight home, depending how cooked we are.”

Renee wrinkled her nose. “We tried packing, but we keep getting distracted arguing about how many swimsuits I ‘need’ for a private beach.”

“You don’t wear swimsuits,” Kylie pointed out.

“Exactly,” Drake said. “So I said one. She said six. We stalled.”

Kylie laughed, the sound loosening the tightness in her chest she hadn’t noticed until now.

She finished her champagne and set the glass on the nightstand.

“Okay,” she said. “ You two behave—”

Renee snorted.

“—or at least don’t get arrested, go roll around on my new sheets, and report back later that you didn’t die and the paperwork is legit.”

Drake nodded. “That, we can do.”

Renee chewed her lip for a second.

“You’re really fine with us going before you?” she asked. “Feels weird. Like we’re… leaving you.”

Kylie leaned back on her hands, looking at her.

“You’re not leaving me,” she said. “You’re scouting. And honestly? It’s good for you two to have some time.” She paused, then added, deadpan, “I heard villas are great for unresolved sexual tension.”

Renee’s face went bright pink so fast it was almost impressive.

Drake pretended to examine the label on the champagne bottle.

“Unresolved?” he muttered. “Bold assumption.”

Kylie raised a brow at him. “You two fell asleep wrapped around each other like a pretzel. I’m not blind.”

Renee covered her face with a pillow.

“Please stop narrating our emotional growth,” came her muffled voice. “It’s rude.”

Kylie nudged her calf with her foot.

“When you’re ready,” she said quietly. “Not before. Not because of me. Not because of some tattoo or some villa or some fantasy you think you owe anyone. When it’s real.”

The pillow lowered. Renee looked at her, eyes softer now, less jittery.

“Yeah,” Renee said. “Okay.”

Silence settled, but it was the good kind.

Kylie pushed herself to her feet.

“I need a shower before I fall over,” she said. “Order food? Whatever smells like butter and poor decisions.”

“On it,” Drake said, already reaching for the phone.

Renee sat up. “I’m stealing your T-shirt later,” she called after Kylie. “The big gray one.”

“You mean the one you already stole two cities ago?” Kylie shot back over her shoulder.

Renee grinned. “That’s the one.”

Kylie shook her head, smiling as she headed to the bathroom.

—

The water was hot enough to sting at first, then settle. She braced her hands on the tile and let the spray drum over the back of her neck, washing away the last of the garden dust, the perfume, the hands, the eyes.

The lion mask ghosted through her mind again.

Watching from the edge of the ballroom.

From the doorway of the lounge.

From between the hedges at Versailles.

Not speaking.

Just… there.

She couldn’t decide if that made him more of a threat or more of a promise.

For now, she filed him under “later.” Paris still owed her a rooftop and a stage before she worried about mysteries.

She shut off the water, towel-dried, pulled on one of Drake’s worn T-shirts and a pair of soft shorts, and padded back into the suite.

The food had arrived.

Boxes open on the table.

Fries, some kind of steak, bread that looked illegal, chocolate something waiting for last.

Drake sat in one of the chairs, bare feet up on another. Renee was cross-legged on the floor, eating fries straight from the box like it was a sport.

“Perfect timing,” Drake said. “I was about to start without you and then I remembered I like living.”

Kylie dropped into the remaining chair and stole a fry from Renee’s hand.

“Hey,” Renee protested weakly.

“You’ll live,” Kylie said. “You’re carb-loading for L.A.”

They ate. Talked about dumb things on TV. Argued over which of Kylie’s dresses would cause the most chaos tomorrow. Nothing heavy. Just the normal noise of them.

At some point, Renee ended up leaning against Kylie’s leg, her head resting near Kylie’s knee as she scrolled her phone. Drake’s arm stretched across the back of Kylie’s chair, fingers idly tracing along her shoulder.

Three people who had slept with each other in various combinations. Three people who could wreck each other if they weren’t careful.

And somehow, still, it felt… easy right now.

Eventually the food disappeared. The adrenaline of the day finally started to ebb.

Drake checked the time.

“You’ve got a call sheet for tomorrow,” he reminded her. “Rooftop at nine, then press junket, then expo walkthrough. You need sleep.”

Kylie groaned. “I vote we cancel Paris and live in the room service menu.”

“Too late,” Renee said. “You already broke the internet. They’re expecting you now.”

Kylie slid out of her chair and climbed onto the bed, hauling herself toward the pillows.

“Fine,” she muttered. “But someone else is setting the alarm.”

Drake turned off most of the lights, leaving only the low lamp by the window.

Renee crawled onto the bed from the other side, flopping down beside Kylie and stealing half her blanket.

“Rude,” Kylie murmured, but she didn’t pull it back.

Drake joined them last, dropping between them like it was the most natural thing in the world. One arm around Kylie’s waist. One hand resting over Renee’s, where it lay on the comforter.

For a while, nobody said anything.

The Eiffel Tower cycled through its lights outside. Paris hummed twenty floors below.

“You sure you still want this?” Drake asked quietly into the dark. “All of it? The cameras. The billionaires. The masked weirdos. The villa. Us.”

Kylie stared at the ceiling.

“Yeah,” she said. “I want it.”

“You can say no,” he reminded her.

“I know,” she said. “That’s why I can say yes.”

Renee’s fingers tightened slightly over Drake’s.

“And us?” Renee asked, so soft it almost got lost in the sheets.

Kylie turned her head toward her, even though she could barely see her face in the dim light.

“You two are the only part I’m not confused about,” Kylie said. “The world can spin however it wants. I know where my bed is.”

Drake huffed a quiet laugh. “That was almost sweet.”

“Almost,” Kylie said.

Renee smiled into the pillow. “You’re stuck with me, you know.”

Kylie let her eyes close, the last of the day finally sliding off her shoulders.

“Good,” she murmured. “Someone needs to keep an eye on me.”

Drake kissed the back of her head.

“Always,” he said.

After  the 3 of them lie and talking for about 30 mins

Drake gets up , finished packing. He zipped the last suitcase with a soft click, the sound barely disturbing the quiet of the suite.

He handed both bags to the bellhop who'd appeared at the door, nodding once as the man disappeared down the hall. The car would be waiting downstairs.

Before Kylie could drift completely under, Drake leaned over the bed, his lips finding hers in a kiss that wasn't rushed but still held the weight of everything unsaid between them.

When he pulled back, Renee was already moving in, her mouth softer but no less certain against Kylie's.

"Be good," Renee whispered, pulling away just enough to meet her eyes.

"Never," Kylie murmured back, a tired smile playing on her lips.

Drake squeezed her shoulder once. "Call if you need anything. Anything."

They both stood, watching her for a beat longer before turning toward the door. The suite clicked shut behind them, leaving Kylie alone with the hum of Paris outside and the lingering warmth of their goodbyes on her skin.


CHAPTER 6 — THE SKY BETWEEN THEM

Kylie was already asleep when Drake and Renee slipped out.

She barely stirred when they kissed her goodbye, curled in the sheets with her hair spilling across the pillow and Drake’s T-shirt hanging off one shoulder. Paris glowed outside the windows, soft and warm and unaware.

By 10 PM, the two of them were on the tarmac at Le Bourget, walking toward Kylie’s jet — The Gulfstream G650 was already idling — sleek, white, perfect, the kind of jet that didn’t just look expensive, it looked inevitable.

The stairs lowered.

And that’s when they saw her.

The flight attendant wasn’t just attractive — she was Hottttt.

Tall, tan, blonde hair in a perfect knot, an ass you could bounce a quarter off of. Her uniform wasn’t tight; it was as if she'd been poured into it.

Her eyes widened the second she recognized them.

“Oh wow.” It's y'all!

She composed herself halfway down the stairs, but the flush on her cheeks gave her away.

“Good evening, Mr. Bennett, Miss O'Shea,” she said, voice soft and professional, but with a little twist at the edge. “Welcome aboard.”

Renee blinked. “She knows us?”

“Oh, she knows us,” Drake muttered under his breath.

The attendant stepped aside to let them pass — and her eyes definitely took a slow walk down Drake, then flicked to Renee, lingering with a knowing spark.

“Please make yourselves comfortable,” she said, guiding them into the cabin. “We’ve stocked everything Ms. Bennett requested for you both.”

The cabin lights dimmed to a warm, glow.

Leather seats. Cashmere blankets, full bar.

The attendant stood close — and smiled.

“We have a private bedroom in the back,” she said. “Most couples prefer it for long flights.”

Drake coughed into a fist.

The attendant continued, absolutely delighted with herself.

“Of course,” she added, “you’re welcome to stay out here.”

Renee’s cheeks flushed.

She wasn’t done.

“You know,” she said lightly, “Your Atlanta penthouse footage was… quite something.”

Renee froze.

The attendant just smiled.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “Your secret’s safe with me.… if either of you need anything at all during the flight — drinks, food, extra pillows, in flight "service"—

She let attention linger too long.

“I’m here to make sure you’re comfortable.”

Then she glided toward the bar, hips doing things that belonged in a music video, and began prepping drinks that neither of them had asked for.

Renee leaned in toward Drake.

“She saw the video.”

“And she’s flirting with you.”

Drake raised an eyebrow. “You want me to tell her to stop?”

“No,” Renee said quickly. “No, it’s… fine. It’s harmless. "It's just internet infatuation

Her footsteps returned.

She handed Drake his drink first, brushing his fingers with hers.

Then she gave one to Renee, leaning down just a little too far as she set it on the table.

“If you need anything,” she repeated, her smile slow and deliberate, “don’t hesitate.”

Renee’s breath hitched — not because of the flight attendant, but because Drake’s hand slid along the armrest toward hers, like the pressure had finally cracked something loose.

The attendant drifted back toward the bedroom, glancing over her shoulder at them.

“She’s doing that on purpose,” Renee whispered.

“Yep.”

“You like it?”

Drake said, “I like you,”

That did something to her posture — subtle, but enough.

The flight attendant passed by again, pretending to adjust a tray. Pretending she wasn’t listening.

Drake and Renee felt the shift at the same time

A pull that had been waiting for weeks and finally had nowhere else to go.

Renee slid a little closer and Drake didn’t move away.

Her knee brushed his and His hand grazed her thigh.

The jet hummed around them, soft and private and tempting.

The lights dimmed lower.

The flight attendant appeared one last time, leaning gently between their seats.

“If either of you need privacy…” she said, voice syrup-sweet, “the back cabin is ready and all yours.”

Then she walked away, slow enough to make it a suggestion.

Drake exhaled.

Renee swallowed hard.

The space between them finally snapped.

The jet hummed, but the real vibration was happening between Drake and Renee. The flight attendant's last offer hung in the air like perfume—intoxicating, and impossible to ignore.

"Sleep," Drake said, his voice rough. "We should probably try to sleep."

Renee nodded, but her eyes kept flicking toward the back cabin where the attendant had disappeared. But if she was to be honest with herself, Sleep was not on her mind.

They rose, the attendant watched them from the bar, her gaze following their every step as they headed toward the private bedroom.

Inside, the door clicked shut behind them, sealing them in a space that felt too intimate for two people still dancing around what they wanted. The bed was large, covered in crisp white linen and a thick comforter that looked very inviting.

"I can't sleep in these," Drake murmured, already unbuttoning his shirt. "They'll be ruined."

Renee's fingers went to the hem of her own top. "Right. Practical."

The air thickened as they undressed, with each piece of clothing removed. When they were down to nothing, they pulled on the matching silk robes left folded on the bench. The fabric was cool against their heated skin.

Drake pulled back the covers. "No pillows."

Renee leaned over to look. "Seriously? Who forgets pillows?"

A slow smile spread across Drake's face. "Someone who wants us to call her back in here."

He hesitated only a moment before pressing the call button. The soft chime echoed in the quiet cabin, a summons they both knew would be answered eagerly.

While they waited, Renee dimmed the lights until the room was bathed in shadows, just enough illumination to see the shape of things, not the details. They slipped off the robes and under the covers.

Five minutes stretched into an eternity before the door opened without a knock. The attendant stepped inside, a tray balanced on one hand, two plush pillows tucked under her other arm.

The attendant moved toward Drake's side of the bed, her hips swaying with each step. When she leaned over to place the pillows on the bed, her hand "accidentally" brushed over his crotch. The touch was firm and lingered just long enough to make his hips jerk upward.

But it wasn't the touch that stole Drake's breath.

The uniform was gone. In its place, a black bustier that pushed up the most perfect set of tits he'd ever seen—full, round, with nipples already peaked and begging for attention.

The bustier ended at her waist, leaving nothing below but baby smooth, bare skin. Her pussy was completely exposed and glistening slightly in the dim light.

Long legs led down to heels that made her arch in a way that screamed sex.

Drake's cock went rock hard instantly, straining against the crisp sheets and her palm.

Renee, on the far side of the bed, hadn't noticed yet. The shadows and distance kept her blind to what had just occurred.

He bit back a groan, his eyes locked on her tit's inches from his face, the bare pussy that he could now see was already wet, with her free hand making circles over her swollen aroused clit.

"Is there anything else I can get you?" she asked, her voice dropping to a whisper as she sucked two fingers into her mouth.

Drake couldn't speak. He could only nod as his cock throbbed against her hand, which still hadn't moved.

From across the bed, Renee stirred. "Everything okay over there?"

The attendant straightened up slowly, giving Drake one last, lingering look before turning toward Renee. "Just making sure my guests are comfortable."

In the dim light, Renee's eyes widened as she took in the attendant's new attire—or lack thereof.

"Ohhh," was all Renee could manage.

"I'll be right outside if you need anything else. Anything at all."

Renee's gaze found Drake's in the dim light, and the unspoken question lingered between them. Drake's eyes flickered from Renee to the attendant and back, and silent permission was given in a heartbeat.

As the attendant turned to leave, Drake's hand shot out, fingers wrapping firmly around her wrist. She stopped mid-step, turning back with a slow, deliberate smile.

Mary, whose name Drake remembered from the brief time she'd actually been wearing clothes, stood beside the bed, her body humming

. Renee moved first, her movements deliberate as she pulled the sheet off Drake, exposing his thick, hard cock already glistening with pre-cum.

She bent over, her tongue tracing a slow, path from his balls to the tip of his shaft, lapping up the salty pre-cum with a soft moan.

Mary didn't need another invitation. She climbed onto the bed, her movements predatory as she grabbed a fistful of Drake's hair and straddled his face, pressing her dripping pussy against his mouth.

He instinctively stuck his tongue out, tasting her wetness as she began to ride his face with a wild, desperate force. He had to pull back for a breath, gasping as she ground against him, her hips bucking with an almost violent need.

Mary rode Drake's face with abandon, her hips grinding against his mouth until she shattered, her juices flooding his chin and dripping onto his chest.

The sound of her orgasm made Renee look up for a split second too long, and in that moment, Mary shifted, positioning herself over Drake's rock-hard cock. She slammed down onto him, taking him balls-deep in one motion.

"Fuck, your cock feels so good," Mary moaned, bouncing on him with wild abandon. "You like that? You like my tight young pussy milking your dick?"

Renee, refusing to be just a spectator, stood over Drake. She grabbed a fistful of Mary's hair and yanked her head back. "Eat my pussy while you fuck a real man," she commanded. "Make me cum all over your face while his cock stretches that little pussy wide."

Drake watched in awe as Mary's tongue found Renee's clit, her moans vibrating against Renee's folds as she continued to ride Drake's cock.

The sight of the two women using each other, using him, had Drake's hips bucking upward, driving deeper into Mary with each thrust.

Mary's voice broke into desperate pleas. "Don't stop, oh god, I'm coming, fuck me, you bad boy, yes, fuck me. Fill me with your cum."

Renee listened to the filthy words spilling from Mary's lips, her own release building but Mary went first again. Her body convulsed, cumming over and over, showing no signs of slowing down.

She vibrated on Drake's cock, her tongue buried deep in Renee, rubbing her nose against Renee's clit.

Renee followed quickly, squirting against Mary's face and coming down, adding to the juices already coating Drake's chest.

Mary's body gave out, collapsing onto the bed in a heap. Before the last tremor had even faded, Renee was already moving, straddling Drake's hips and sinking down onto his still-hard cock.

Mary shifted, leaning over to capture Drake's mouth in a deep kiss, her lips still slick with Renee's juices. Her hand snaked between their bodies, thumb finding Renee's clit and rubbing it in tight, relentless circles.

Renee's body responded instantly, shaking uncontrollably as Mary drove her toward a soul-splitting, bed-wetting gusher.

Drake thrust upward, matching Mary's rhythm, pushing Renee higher and higher until she was crying out, tears streaming down her face from the intensity of her release.

Renee tried to pull away but Drake's fingers dug into her hips, holding her in place as she trembled against him. "Please," she gasped, her voice ragged. "I can't... no more..." But Drake was relentless, his movements becoming more forceful, more demanding.

He drove into her with a primal intensity, pulling her down to meet each upward thrust. Renee's mouth opened in a silent scream as her body convulsed, juices flooding from her in a torrent.

With a guttural groan, Drake buried himself deep inside her, his cock pulsing as he filled her load after load. It overflowed, dripping down her thighs and pooling on the sheets beneath them.

Exhausted, Renee collapsed beside Drake, her body limp and spent. The three of them lay tangled together, their breathing slowly evening out as they drifted into an exhausted sleep.

Landing — 12:00 AM, Pacific Standard Time

The jet's touchdown jolted them awake; their limbs still tangled in the sheets. They moved slowly, pulling on clothes with the same quiet intimacy they'd shared hours before.

The jet rolled to a quiet stop at a private hangar in Malibu — no crowds, no noise, just the cool California night and the faint echo of waves somewhere far past the dark.

Mary, now back in her uniform, was standing at the cabin door with a knowing smile. Drake pressed a number and an address into her hand, Mary blushed. Renee added a soft "Thank you" as they stepped off the plane and into the L.A. night.

A black SUV waited outside.

They climbed in wordlessly, still wrapped in the soft afterglow of the flight.

The drive to Paradise Cove was quiet:

Moonlit cliffs.

Deserted roads.

Cold ocean air drifting through cracked windows.

Renee rested her head on Drake’s shoulder again.

Drake let his hand rest on her thigh.

When the SUV turned onto the private road, Renee sat up straighter.

The villa appeared slowly through the trees — glowing softly along the edges like something out of a movie or a life Kylie hadn’t even grown into yet.

Three stories of glass.

Stone terraces.

Wraparound decks.

Infinity pool lighting the whole back of the property blue.

Waves crashing against the sand just past the lawn.

“Jesus,” Renee whispered.

Drake took a slow breath. “She wasn’t exaggerating. Wow.”

The front door recognized the code they’d been sent.

The locks clicked.

The house opened.

Inside was silence and wealth — the kind of wealth that didn’t brag, just existed:

Massive open living space

Floor-to-ceiling glass

Deck lights glittering off the pool

Marble kitchen counters

Art pieces that cost more than the car sitting in the garage wrapped in a bow.

Bedrooms on the second floor with their own balconies

And downstairs…in the corner of the kitchen.

the door.

Basement level.

Electronic lock.

No handle.

Just a faint red glow under the keypad.

Renee stopped in front of it.

“Where's this door lead,” she whispered.

Drake stepped beside her, eyes narrowing.

“She'll need to ask for a pin,” he said. “Guaranteeing that shell have to contact the billionaire again. I'm sure that was planned”

Their footsteps echoed on marble as they moved through the house. Upstairs, the master bedroom opened up—a king bed facing the ocean, a walk-in closet split down the middle.

Kylie's clothes filled one side, Drake's the other, all in their sizes. Next door, Renee found her room. Smaller, sure, but still bigger than her whole apartment back home. Balcony overlooking the pool. Closet stocked with clothes that fit her perfectly.

Renee said "He has impeccable taste."

Drake said "He's thought of everything. Clothes, food, even the view."

They stood there for a moment, the silence of the house wrapping around them like a blanket. The only sounds were the distant crash of waves and the soft hum of the air conditioning.

"You think she'll like it?" Renee asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Drake turned to face her, a small smile playing on his lips. "She'll love it."

Renee's eyes flickered toward the basement door, the red glow of the keypad a stark contrast to the warm lighting of the kitchen. "What about that?"

Drake's expression sobered. "That's the part I'm not sure about."

Renee reached out, her fingers brushing against his. "We'll figure it out."

"Bed," Drake said finally. "Sun'll be up in a few hours."

Renee nodded, her eyes still fixed on the door. "Yeah." but her mind kept flicking back to the cabin with the attendant. Sleep was the last thing on her mind.

They climbed the stairs without another word. The house settled around them, waiting.

"Drake," she breathed, his name barely a whisper.

He turned toward her, his eyes dark in the dim light. Without another word, he leaned in and captured her mouth with his. Renee responded with equal fervor, her free hand coming up to tangle in his hair.

When they finally broke apart, both were breathing heavily. Drake's thumb stroked her cheek, his gaze intense.

The king-sized bed dominated the space, dressed in crisp white linens that seemed to glow in the dimness. The moment the door clicked shut behind them, Drake was on her again, his mouth claiming hers as his hands roamed her body.

Renee fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, her fingers clumsy with anticipation. When his chest was finally bare, she ran her hands over the hard planes of muscle, feeling the heat of his skin against her palms. Drake groaned, his head falling back as she explored him.

His hands found the hem of her dress, lifting it over her head in one smooth motion. The cool air of the room raised goosebumps on her skin, but it was the heat in Drake's eyes that truly made her shiver.

"You're so beautiful," he murmured, his voice thick with emotion.

He guided her to the bed, laying her down gently before joining her. His mouth found hers again as his hands traced the curves of her body, learning every dip and hollow. When his fingers brushed against the lace of her panties, Renee arched into his touch, a soft moan escaping her lips.

Drake took his time, stoking the fire between them until Renee was writhing beneath him, desperate for more. He finally obliged, sliding her panties down her legs and positioning himself between her thighs.

"Please," she begged, her voice ragged.

He entered her slowly, giving her time to adjust to his size. The sensation was overwhelming, a perfect fullness that made her toes curl. When he began to move, setting a rhythm that was both gentle and demanding, Renee met him thrust for thrust.

Their bodies moved together in a dance as old as time, each movement bringing them closer to the edge.

When her release finally came, it was with a cry that was half his name, half pure pleasure. Drake followed moments later, his body shuddering as he found his own release.

They lay tangled together afterward, their breathing slowly returning to normal. Drake's fingers traced lazy patterns on Renee's back as she rested her head on his chest, listening to the steady beat of his heart.

"I've wanted this for so long," she admitted softly.

Drake pressed a kiss to the top of her head. "Me too."

They lay in comfortable silence for a while, simply enjoying the closeness they'd both been craving. Eventually, Drake spoke again.

"What does this mean for us?" he asked quietly.

Renee lifted her head to meet his gaze. "I don't know," she answered honestly. "But I know I don't want it to end."

Drake smiled, a genuine, unguarded expression that made her heart flutter. "It doesn't have to."

As they drifted off to sleep in each other's arms, both knew that whatever happened next, they would face it together.

They woke before dawn, the sheets still tangled around their legs from the night before. The air in the room was thick with the scent of sex and sweat, a reminder of what they'd done. Without speaking, they slipped out of bed, their bodies still humming with the memory of each other.

The deck was cool against their bare feet as they stepped outside, the ocean stretching out before them in shades of gray and blue. They settled into the loungers, pulling blankets around their naked bodies. The silence between them was comfortable, filled only by the sound of waves crashing against the shore and the distant cry of seagulls.

Renee leaned her head against Drake's shoulder, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. He wrapped an arm around her, pulling her closer. They watched as the sky began to lighten, streaks of pink and orange painting the horizon.

"I could get used to this," Renee murmured, her voice still thick with sleep.

Drake pressed a kiss to her forehead. "Me too."

They stayed there until the sky began to bare down on them — two people half a world away from Kylie, thinking about her, missing her, and building something the three of them hadn’t even named yet.


CHAPTER 7 — THE CITY WAKES WITH HER

Kylie woke slow.

Not groggy—just warm, heavy, the kind of tired that comes after a night that filled every part of her.

The suite was quiet, early sunlight spreading across the floor like a soft gold blanket. Paris buzzed faintly outside the windows, traffic starting, a distant horn, life picking up speed.

She reached for the other side of the bed out of habit.

Empty.

Drake and Renee’s warmth was gone, replaced by cool sheets and leftover perfume on the pillow.

She rolled onto her back and stretched, arms overhead, shirt lifting just enough that the morning air kissed her stomach. Her body still felt loose from last night. Satisfied. Softly sore in the right places. Charged in others.

For a moment she just lay there, staring at the ceiling, letting the quiet settle.

They’d be almost there by now.

Probably flirting with danger 32,000 feet above the Atlantic.

A tiny smile touched her lips. She hoped they enjoyed her little surprise. She'd requested a young, cute flight attendant—someone with similar features to herself—to see to their needs.

She pushed herself up, rubbing a hand across her face, hair falling forward in a messy wave. She grabbed her phone from the nightstand, thumb tapping the screen.

Nothing from Drake yet.

Nothing from Renee.

Kylie exhaled slowly—not disappointed, just… waiting without wanting to admit she was waiting.

Wasn’t jealousy.

Just that warm thread of connection, the one that tugged lightly whenever they weren’t in the same room.

She brushed it off and swung her feet to the floor.

The hardwood was cool under her soles as she padded toward the window. She tugged the curtains open and let the morning rush in. The Eiffel Tower stood in the distance, soft against the sunrise, like Paris was stretching with her.

She went to the bathroom, shedding the oversized T-shirt on the floor as she passed. The shower steamed up fast, hot water hitting her shoulders and making her sigh deep. She let it run down her spine, over the faint marks from hands, she didn’t bother denying she liked.

When she stepped out, she towel-dried her hair, wiped a circle into the fogged mirror, and studied her reflection.

She wrapped the towel around her and walked back toward the bedroom. Her phone buzzed just once on the bed.

Her pulse jumped—

She grabbed it fast.

No message.

Just an update from the airline app.

She snorted at herself.

“Get a grip,” she muttered.

She pulled open her suitcase and dug for clothes—something bold, something that said she wasn’t spending the day waiting on anyone. She laid a black bodysuit on the bed, paired it with a skirt that should’ve come with a warning label, and grabbed her thigh-high boots.

The moment she started dressing, the spark came back to her chest.

Her day wasn’t going to be quiet.

It never was.

She stood in front of the mirror again, adjusting the bodysuit strap, sliding her fingers along the smooth line of her hip. She added a single thin anklet, the one Drake bought her months ago, and a small pair of hoops. Enough to look effortless without trying.

She hit the elevator button, smirking as the doors opened.

Paris waited below.

Kylie stepped out of the hotel’s revolving door with her coffee in one hand and her phone in the other, sliding into the back seat of the waiting black car.

The driver nodded politely.

“Good morning, Ms. Bennett.”

“Morning,” she murmured, smoothing her jacket as she settled in.

Her phone buzzed before the car even pulled away.

DRAKE BENNETT — 11:41 pm PST

(8:41 PM Paris time)

One image.

No text at first.

Kylie tapped it open.

And immediately choked on her coffee.

Drake.

Renee.

And the flight attendant.

All three tangled up in the bed on the private jet… sheets shoved everywhere… hair wild… faces flushed… all wearing absolutely nothing but a look that said “yes, this happened.”

Drake’s hand was clearly on Renee’s hip.

Renee’s leg was thrown over someone who was definitely not Drake.

The flight attendant was smiling like she’d just experienced religion.

A second text popped through:

“Thanks for the jet. We made it.”

— followed by three fire emojis

and one halo.

Kylie laughed so hard she had to wipe her eyes.

“Good for them,” she muttered, shaking her head. “I leave them alone for twelve hours and they turn the jet into a porn set.”

Another ding.

Renee this time:

“We’re arriving now. The villa is STUPID gorgeous. Will send pics. Also… the flight attendant’s name is Mary. Just… FYI.”

Kylie smirked.

“Of course it is.”

She leaned back as Paris blurred past the windows.

Her body still held a soft, humming thrum of energy from everything yesterday put her through — Versailles, the mask, the heat of the gold dress, the way the world felt like it was orbiting her.

She typed a reply:

“I hope you two drink water. And stretch. And maybe apologize to the cleaning crew.”

Almost instantly:

Drake:

“Nope.”

Renee:

“Hard no.”

Another picture followed — the villa’s private beach from the deck, morning sun glowing off white sand.

Kylie sighed softly, a warm, small feeling slipping into her chest.

“Good,” she whispered. “They’re having fun.”

The driver glanced at her in the mirror.

“First stop is the interview suite, yes?”

“Yeah,” she said. “Press run. Then hair. Then makeup. Then meetings. Then rooftop stage rehearsal. Then outfit changes. Then a very unhealthy amount of caffeine.”

The driver nodded as if he personally approved of her entire schedule.

Kylie tucked her phone away and watched Paris move outside the window — the bakeries opening, the river glinting, the early shoppers already clutching paper bags of warm bread.

Normally she’d still be half-asleep, but the day felt electric.

Alive.

She was alone in the car… but not lonely.

Her phone buzzed again.

One more image.

Renee — sitting on the villa’s massive bed, wrapped in a sheet, smiling in that way she did when she wanted Kylie to feel included.

Behind her, Drake stood nude on the balcony overlooking the ocean, pool lights lighting him up like some damn magazine cover.

A small text at the bottom read:

“We miss you. Go break Paris.”

Kylie smiled, softer this time, thumb brushing the screen.

“I plan to,” she whispered.

The car pulled up to the glass doors of the media tower.

The day was waiting.

The city was watching.

Kylie stepped out and let the Paris light hit her face.


CHAPTER 8 — PRESS DOESN’T SCARE HER

The press building lobby was already swarming by the time Kylie stepped out of the car.

Rows of cameras.

Producers with clipboards.

Assistants carrying more coffee trays than bags.

People whispering her name like she was royalty or a walking headline — probably both.

Kylie adjusted her sunglasses and headed for the private elevator.

The handler assigned to her hurried alongside, already nervous.

“Ms. Bennett, today’s interviews will be filmed live, so please—”

“Don’t swear too much?” Kylie muttered.

"Not exactly" he said

Hmmm, Don't show any lady parts?

He hesitated. “…Yes.”

“Well,” she said, stepping into the elevator, “I’ll try really hard not to traumatize France.”

The doors closed.

When they reopened on the twelfth floor, everything shifted.

Bright lights.

White chairs.

A stage backdrop with her magazine cover splashed floor-to-ceiling — long dress, slit up to her hip, gold shimmering like she was dipped in it.

The host — a tall French woman in a tailored navy suit — lit up when she saw Kylie.

“There she is,” she said, stepping forward with a smile that was both polished and genuinely excited. “The woman Paris cannot stop talking about.”

Kylie grinned as she shook her hand.

“I blame the dress.”

“Oh no,” the host replied. “You looked like trouble long before the dress.”

Fair.

They sat.

Cameras rolled.

Lights warmed her skin.

The host crossed her legs, tablet in hand.

“So, Kylie Bennett,” she began. “You arrive in Paris… wearing nothing under a trench coat?”

The audience behind the cameras murmured — surprise, amusement, envy.

Kylie didn’t blink.

“I figured the city deserved a warm welcome,” she said. “And fabric ruins all the fun.”

The host laughed so hard the producer offstage winced.

“And now,” she continued, “your shoot at Versailles has gone viral. People are calling you bold, fearless, outrageous—”

“Hungry,” Kylie added.

The woman blinked. “Hungry?”

“Hungry for experience,” Kylie clarified with a shrug. “Hungry for life. Hungry for the kind of moments people write books about.”

“Well,” the host said softly, “Paris believes you’re giving them exactly that.”

The interview flowed — some funny, some surprising, some flirtation the host definitely wasn’t expecting but handled like a pro.

When the cameras cut, the host leaned closer.

I heard about you next appointment, “You understand,” she whispered, “your meet-and-greet this afternoon is going to be absolute chaos.”

Kylie smirked.

“I’m counting on it.”


CHAPTER 9 — THE EXPO WANTS A PIECE OF HER

The expo center was already vibrating when Kylie arrived.

Music thumping through the walls.

Crowds lined around the block.

Security everywhere.

LED screens looping slow-motion clips from her Paris arrival and still shots from Versailles.

She stepped out of the car in a fitted black dress with a plunging neckline and a slit that basically violated building codes.

Her heels clicked across the concrete as cameras flashed, staff scrambled, and someone spilled their iced latte just from seeing her walk.

Inside was chaos.

Beautiful, horny, excited chaos.

Fans packed shoulder-to-shoulder behind velvet ropes — men in their twenties, older couples holding hands, groups of women who looked like they’d sprinted from work, even two guys in matching pride jackets waving a handmade “KY LIE, SIGN MY CHEST” poster.

Her handler leaned in.

“You’re trending again. Higher than the fashion week headliners.”

A wave of cheering rolled across the hall as she approached the signing table.

Phones shot up.

Voices mixed together:

“KYLIE WE LOVE YOU!!”

“YOU’RE MY WIFE’S FAVORITE PERSON ALIVE!”

“YOUR CONFIDENCE CHANGED MY LIFE!”

“CAN YOU SIGN MY THIGH???”

“SIGN HIS THIGH TOO!”

“KYLIE YOU’RE OUR SPIRIT ANIMAL!”

“OH MY GOD IT’S REALLY HER!”

Kylie sat, crossing one leg over the other, letting the dress do its thing.

Her first fan was a woman about thirty, shaking so hard she nearly dropped her phone.

“I just—I had to tell you—” she stammered. “The way you own your sexuality? It made me stop apologizing for mine.”

Kylie smiled warm, not fake.

That kind of thing hit her in a real place.

“Good,” she said, signing her magazine. “No one should apologize for pleasure.”

The woman nearly burst into tears.

Next was a married couple — husband starstruck, wife glowing.

“We… love your dynamic,” the wife said. “We just wanted you to know you helped us open up in our own marriage. In every way.”

Kylie leaned closer.

“Every way?”

They both nodded, blushing.

“Good,” Kylie murmured, signing their photo. “Healthy marriages deserve great sex.”

More fans.

More signatures.

More selfies with people who looked at her like she was giving them permission to breathe.

A group of gay men showered her with praise, shouting:

“KYLIE YOU ARE THE MOMENT.”

“KING KYLIE.”

“DOES DRAKE PLAY ALONE TOO."

A straight frat-looking guy asked her to sign his bicep.

A shy girl with freckles asked if Kylie could hug her — she did.

Two women in matching leather jackets whispered, “Our girlfriend couldn’t come… but she loves you,” and Kylie just laughed, took a picture for the whole polycule.

It wasn’t all sex or shock value.

People genuinely loved her for being unfiltered in a world that pretended.

She fed off it.

Loved it.

This was her oxygen.

⭐ BACKSTAGE — BEFORE THE PANEL

She was escorted behind the curtains for a ten-minute break before the live Q&A.

Cool air, dim lighting, quiet except for the muffled roar from outside.

Her handler handed her water.

“Five minutes, Kylie.”

She nodded.

Then—

A soft buzz in her pocket.

A text.

DRAKE:

Villa is insane.

She typed back:

“Try not to break the bed before I get there.”

Another buzz.

RENEE:

No promises.

Kylie tucked the phone away.

She exhaled, rolling her shoulders.

Her body still hummed with the leftover energy  from the night she earned that villa. The ballroom, the masked man, the garden, the billionaire’s voice—

And then remembering Drake and Renee’s picture, lighting a fuse in her chest.

A fuse her body was more than ready to deal with.

A shadow shifted in the corner.

Kylie lifted her chin slowly.

Someone was standing just behind a stack of lighting equipment, half-hidden by curtains.

Tall.

Still.

Watching.

Lion mask.

Her pulse hit once, hard.

He didn’t speak.

Didn’t move.

Just made sure she saw him.

Then he stepped back into the shadows and vanished before security walked through the area.

Her handler poked his head in.

“Kylie? Two minutes. Need you on standby.”

She nodded, pushing off the wall, ready to step back into the roar.

But inside?

A spark was catching.

And her next stop?

Would pour gasoline on it.

The q&a session was more than q&a.. 

Kylie stepped into the room, the white and gold lingerie from the billionaire clinging to her curves like a second skin. The air was thick with the scent of leather and anticipation.

This wasn't just a room; it was a stage set for sin—a BDSM playground with a gleaming bondage cross in one corner and a spanking bench positioned center stage, its leather straps dangling like an invitation.

A plush sofa sat off to the side, already occupied.

She wasn't alone. Three other bodies shared the space, all radiating the raw, unapologetic energy of people who made a living from pleasure.

One was a famous porn star, her name escaping Kylie in the moment, her body a testament to voluptuous perfection, wearing nothing but a few strategically placed leather straps.

The other two were men—porn stars whose faces Kylie recognized from late nights with Drake, their bodies sculpted and their cocks already half-hard, straining against their briefs.

Kylie felt a thrill, a jolt of star-struck excitement that mirrored the adoration of her fans outside. In the back of the room, cameras were positioned, their red lights glowing like hungry eyes.

She knew this was being aired live, but the thought didn't make her self-conscious. It made her powerful. She sat on the edge of the sofa, her crotchless panties leaving nothing to the imagination, her pierced nipples hard and exposed. She was proud of her body, a canvas for desire.

But the "questions" from the audience weren't questions at all. They were demands, fantasies spoken aloud.

"I'd love to see Kylie on that bench," a voice called out, thick with lust. "Tied down and taking both of those horse-hung cocks."

Every eye in the room turned to her, the air crackling with tension. They were waiting, wondering if she'd dare.

Instead of speaking, Kylie stood. She moved with a deliberate, predatory grace, her hips swaying as she crossed the room. She climbed onto the spanking bench, positioning herself on her knees, her head facing forward, her ass high in the air—a perfect offering. She looked over her shoulder at the two men, her gaze smoldering.

"Waiting on you, boys," she purred.

They moved as one, their cocks now fully erect, impossibly thick and long. They were made for this, their bodies instruments of pleasure.

One man grabbed her wrists, securing them to the front of the bench with the leather straps. The other bound her ankles, spreading her legs wide, leaving her completely exposed and vulnerable.

The first man knelt behind her, his hands gripping her ass cheeks, spreading them apart. He spat on her tight asshole, then pressed the thick head of his cock against it.

Kylie gasped as he pushed inside, stretching her, filling her in a way that was both painful and exquisite. He began to move, his thrusts deep and powerful, his balls slapping against her with each stroke.

The second man moved to the front of the bench, his cock bobbing in front of her face. Kylie opened her mouth eagerly, taking him in, her tongue swirling around the head, tasting the salty pre-cum.

He grabbed her hair, holding her head in place as he fucked her mouth, his hips pistoning, his cock hitting the back of her throat.

The crowd went wild, their cheers and moans filling the room. Kylie was lost in a haze of sensation, the dual penetration overwhelming her senses.

She could feel the first man's cock in her ass, the second man's in her mouth, their movements in sync, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

The first man reached around, his fingers finding her clit, rubbing it in tight circles. Kylie cried out, her body convulsing as an orgasm ripped through her, her pussy clenching, her ass tightening around the man's cock.

He groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic. "I'm gonna cum," he grunted, pulling out and stroking his cock, his hot cum spraying across her back and ass.

The second man followed, his cock twitching as he released his load, his cum filling her mouth, dripping down her chin.

Kylie collapsed against the bench, her body trembling, her skin slick with sweat and cum. The crowd was still cheering, their applause a roar of approval.

But it wasn't over yet. The other porn star, the woman with the voluptuous body, approached the bench, a wicked smile on her face.

She knelt behind Kylie, her hands exploring Kylie's cum-slicked body, her fingers finding their way to Kylie's pussy, already wet and swollen.

The two men watched, their cocks already hardening again, as the woman began to pleasure Kylie, her mouth and hands working in tandem, driving Kylie to another, even more intense orgasm.

Kylie's body trembled against the bench, her cries muffled by the leather as the woman's tongue worked magic on her sensitive folds.

"Enough of this bench," the woman purred, her voice husky with desire. "Let's get you somewhere more comfortable."

With practiced ease, she unbuckled the straps holding Kylie's wrists and ankles. Kylie's limbs felt like jelly as the woman helped her up, supporting her weight as they moved toward the plush sofa.

The crowd's murmurs of anticipation grew louder, cameras zooming in to capture every moment.

The two men followed, their erections standing proud and ready. One of them sat on the sofa first, his thick cock pointing toward the ceiling.

The other woman guided Kylie to straddle him, positioning her so that his cock pressed against her slick entrance.

"Ride him," the woman commanded, her hands on Kylie's hips.

Kylie lowered herself slowly, gasping as the man's length filled her completely. She began to move, her hips rolling in a rhythm that had the crowd groaning in unison.

The second man moved behind her, his hands gripping her ass cheeks, spreading them apart.

"Ready for more?" he growled, his voice thick with lust.

Kylie could only nod, her body already overwhelmed with sensation. She felt the pressure of his cock against her tight asshole, still sensitive from earlier.

He pushed inside slowly, stretching her, filling her until she was completely impaled on both men.

The three of them moved together, finding a rhythm that had Kylie seeing stars. The woman wasn't idle either; she positioned herself in front of Kylie, her fingers spreading her own pussy lips and pressing them against Kylie's mouth.

Kylie's tongue darted out, flicking against the woman's clit as the men thrust into her from behind. The woman's hips bucked, grinding against

Kylie's face as Kylie ate her with abandon, her tongue working in tight circles.

The woman's orgasm hit her hard, her body convulsing as she flooded Kylie's mouth with her juices. Kylie moaned, swallowing every drop, her own body trembling with pleasure.

The crowd was going wild, their cheers and moans filling the room. Kylie was lost in a haze of pleasure, the dual penetration overwhelming her senses.

She could feel both cocks inside her, their movements in sync, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," one of the men grunted, his thrusts becoming erratic.

"Me too," the other groaned.

Kylie cried out as an orgasm ripped through her, her body convulsing, her pussy and ass clenching around the men's cocks.

They followed her over the edge, their hot cum filling her, dripping down her thighs as they collapsed against the sofa.

The woman leaned in, capturing Kylie's lips in a passionate kiss as the crowd's applause roared around them. Kylie was spent, her body trembling, but she'd never felt more alive.

The final surprise came when a man from the crowd stepped forward, emboldened by the cheers surrounding him. Kylie lay draped over the sofa's back, her body limp and glistening with sweat and cum.

The newcomer approached, his fingers tracing through her tender, cum-soaked folds before unveiling a cock so impossibly thick and long it seemed sculpted from fantasy. Veins snaked along its monstrous length, pulsing with each beat of his heart.

He slapped that bulbous, purplish head against her swollen clit, each impact sending jolts through her exhausted frame.

Kylie's body responded with involuntary squirts, her juices spraying with every wet smack. When her bucking subsided, he positioned himself at her entrance, pushing relentlessly against her resistance.

Her stretched, gaping pussy fought to accommodate his girth, clinging desperately to the invading flesh as he forced his way deeper.

Halfway in, Kylie instinctively tried to pull away, but the porn star who'd just ridden her face pressed down on her shoulders, holding her in place.

With a final, brutal thrust, the man buried himself to the hilt, his heavy balls slapping against her clit with a wet smack. Then began his assault—a relentless pounding that stretched her to her limits, his veiny monster pistoning in and out of her abused hole.

His excitement proved too much to contain; after just a few minutes of this punishing rhythm, he erupted inside her, flooding her with so much cum it leaked down her thighs. Kylie's body went limp, her eyes rolling back as she passed out, requiring assistance to make her way to the showers.


CHAPTER 10 — THE PRICE OF ENTRY

The applause was still ringing in Kylie’s ears when she was carried backstage again.

Her voice was hoarse.

Her body hurt but didn't keep her from smiling.

Her body still buzzing from the rush of the crowd — so many eyes, so much energy, all of it feeding her lust.

They helped her into the shower, hot water streaming over her wrecked body. Her legs trembled, barely holding her weight as two pairs of strong hands guided her into the tiled enclosure.

Steam rose around them, fogging the glass as the water cascaded down her curves, washing away the evidence of her performance.

Kylie leaned her head against the cool tile, eyes closed as the heat seeped into her sore muscles. The water stung her sensitive skin, especially her stretched and abused holes, but she welcomed the sensation. It was cleansing, renewing.

One of the porn stars—she couldn't remember which—lathered soap between his hands, his touch surprisingly gentle as he washed her back, his fingers tracing the faint marks left by the restraints.

The other joined in, massaging her shoulders as the water continued its relentless assault on her exhausted form. Kylie sighed, a mix of contentment and exhaustion washing over her as they cared for her, their touches both professional and intimate.

The moment she stepped out from the shower, her phone vibrated.

Once.

Twice.

Three times.

Kylie raised an eyebrow.

Somebody was excited.

She checked the first message:

DRAKE:

Found something.

Basement level.

Locked door with a keypad.

Kylie’s lips parted a little.

Of course.

RENEE:

The key opens the villa.

Not the door.

This looks… expensive, Kylie.

Then a picture came through.

The metal door.

Industrial. Reinforced.

Zero windows.

A glowing red keypad with ten numbers and no instructions.

Then—

The selfie.

Renee pressed to Drake’s side.

Both a little flushed.

Both clearly running off very little sleep.

Both wrapped in towels from the upstairs shower.

RENEE:

We need a PIN.

DRAKE:

Any clue?

Kylie smirked.

She was about to answer when a new message rolled in.

No name.

Just initials.

B.G.

Her stomach tightened — not with nerves, but with that sharp, intoxicating sense of danger she’d begun to enjoy too much.

She opened it.

B.G.:

The door wasn’t included with the villa.

It’s mine.

And now yours.

Another message, almost immediate:

B.G.:

But only if you want it.

Then the last line:

B.G.:

4 digits. Earned, not given.

Kylie didn’t blink.

Of course he’d do this.

Of course he’d wait until Drake and Renee reached the door.

Of course he’d turn the villa into another game.

Her phone buzzed again.

Another message — this time a photo.

Not explicit.

Not crude.

Just a single picture of his hand resting casually on a black velvet surface — and under his palm, a small gold card embossed with:

PIN ACCESS — VILLA 19

Single Transfer. Owner Locked.

A challenge.

Wrapped like a gift.

Kylie locked her jaw lightly, more amused than annoyed.

“Of course,” she murmured.

Her handler approached.

“Kylie? The car’s ready. You’re headed to the evening fan line next.”

“Give me one minute.”She said, sliding her phone into her coat, wondering if she'd even be able to walk the line.

She'd chosen a skirt so short it barely covered her ass, the black fabric clinging to her like a second skin. Her tube top was just a strip of crimson silk, pushing her tits up and together, leaving the soft undersides completely exposed.

The marks from the last two days were a roadmap of her adventures—deep purple hickeys blooming under her breasts, a faint handprint still visible on her ass cheek where the skirt barely covered it, and teeth marks, sharp and possessive, on her inner thigh, just below her Barely covered swollen pussy.

She gathered herself, standing tall, already calculating what she'd need to do to earn that pin.

She took a breath and texted Drake.

KYLIE → DRAKE:

He has the code.

And he’s playing games again.

I’ll get it.

DRAKE:

I Knew it.

Be careful. We can wait.

She smiled.

KYLIE:

You’ve never once waited for me.

Renee chimed in.

RENEE:

Okay but this door gives rich-weird-sex-energy. I’m dying to know what’s inside, but also scared.

KYLIE:

Both are usually a good sign.

She put her phone away.

Turned toward the hallway.

And froze.

A figure stood at the opposite end — half-hidden behind a column.

The black-and-gold lion mask tilted ever so slightly, like he was acknowledging her.

No one else in the crew noticed him.

Just her.

A slow thrum went down her spine.

She didn’t move.

Neither did he.

Then her phone buzzed one last time.

Unknown Number:

Stop worrying, He’s with me.

Midnight, tonight.

Driver knows the address.

Come alone.

I’ll give you your PIN.

Kylie’s pulse kicked up.

She whispered under her breath:

“Yeah… I guess that works.”

Her handler called from down the hall, impatient now.

“Kylie? We really need to go.”

She stepped toward him.

Toward the cameras.

Toward the next crowd.

Toward a night she already knew she wasn’t going to sleep through.

Tomorrow would decide everything.


CHAPTER 11 — EARNING THE PIN

Kylie didn’t have time to slow down.

Not after the expo crowd.

Not after the press line.

Not after the masked man appearing and disappearing like a damn rumor with legs.

Her schedule pushed her straight into the evening — a luxury car waiting to take her to the private meet the billionaire had arranged.

She didn’t bother changing.

The skimpy black skirt from the afternoon hugged her just right.

Her heels clicked with purpose.

Her hair was still perfect from the shoot.

THE DRIVER

The car door opened, and a different driver stepped out — older, crisp suit, posture of a man who once stood guard for someone important and never forgot how.

“Ms. Bennett,” he said, stepping aside.

Kylie slid in.

The car smelled like cedar and money.

Not cologne — money.

Clean, subtle, the kind used to disguise a space meant for private business.

She crossed her legs, phone in hand, checking the last text from the billionaire’s initials:

B.G.:

Midnight. I’ll be waiting.

The PIN is ready.

She smirked.

“Good.”

The city flickered past — golden bridges, dim alleys, rooftops glowing under warm lights. Paris on a Thursday night looked like the world’s most expensive secret.

The car turned down a narrower street.

She recognized the neighborhood.

Its money wasn’t loud.

It was buried deep. Hidden under stone and shadow.

THE ARRIVAL

The car stopped in front of a gated townhouse.

Not huge.

But the kind of place worth more than most people would make in five lifetimes.

The gate opened before she could step out.

Inside the courtyard, candles lined the walkway — low flames dancing in iron sconces.

The door opened before she reached it.

The billionaire stood in the frame.

He exhaled a soft laugh when he saw her.

“You don’t keep people waiting, do you?”

Kylie stepped past him into the townhouse.

“If it’s worth showing up to, no.”

The door shut behind them.

THE TOWNHOUSE

Warm lighting.

Dark wood.

Thick rugs.

Windows draped in heavy fabric.

A single decanter sat on a sleek glass table.

He poured them both a drink.

“I assume you know why you’re here,” he said, handing her the crystal glass.

Kylie took it.

“You want to see how far I’ll go,” she said.

He didn’t deny it.

“And I want to see,” she added, “what exactly you think my price is.”

His smile was slow.

“You misunderstand.”

He moved closer.

“Your price doesn’t interest me.”

He lifted her hand, turning it palm up.

“It’s your choices I’m studying.”

Kylie tilted her head.

“Then stop circling,” she murmured. “Tell me what the PIN costs.”

He let her hand drop gently.

“Four digits,” he said.

“One moment that you choose to give me.”

“And one thing in return.”

She waited.

He leaned in, voice low:

“A memory.”

Kylie blinked once.

“That’s vague.”

“Exactly.”

She took a slow sip.

“So I meet you.”

“I give you a moment.”

“And you give me the PIN.”

“Yes.”

“And you don’t own me after that,” she clarified.

He laughed — annoyed, amused, impressed all at once.

“I couldn’t own you if I tried.”

Good answer.

Kylie set down her glass.

“Alright,” she said. “Show me what kind of moment we’re talking about.”

He studied her, jaw tight with that quiet restraint he carried like a weapon.

Then he nodded once and stepped back, gesturing toward the hallway.

“Then come upstairs.”

Kylie walked ahead of him, the hem of her dress brushing her thighs with every step.

She felt his gaze on her the entire way.

The second-floor landing opened into a room lit only by a single lamp beside the bed — soft, golden, warm.

He closed the door behind them.

And the air shifted.

He stepped closer, voice sinking low.

“Kylie,” he murmured. “Give me what you gave Paris.”

She wet her bottom lip slowly.

“And what exactly do you think that is?”

He reached out — not touching her, just brushing the air beside her cheek.

“Whatever you decide.”

Her heart thudded against her ribs.

Her stomach tightened.

Her legs softened with heat she refused to show outwardly.

She stepped closer, chest brushing his.

“Then,” she whispered, “I’ll decide.”

She placed one hand against his chest —

Kylie had met plenty of men who wanted all kinds of things, but this man could have anything in the world. She thought for a moment and realized the one thing he couldn't buy was her affection, her love.

He knew she'd fuck him wildly, but she gave that to anyone with a dick worth satisfying. The one thing she'd never given to anyone but Drake was her love. So she decided this night she would make love to this man, slow and passionate, kissing and making out, all of it.

Her palm still flat against his chest, feeling the steady rhythm of his heart beneath her hand. Instead of the usual aggressive advance, she leaned in slowly, her lips brushing against his with deliberate tenderness. His breath hitched, surprised by the gentleness when he'd expected fire.

Her fingers traced the line of his jaw as she deepened the kiss, her tongue exploring his mouth with unhurried intimacy. This wasn't about conquest or performance; this was about connection. She poured into that kiss everything she usually kept guarded—vulnerability, desire, and something dangerously close to affection.

His hands, which had been poised to grab and claim, softened against her back, pulling her closer with reverence rather than possession. When they finally broke apart, both breathing heavily, she saw in his eyes something she hadn't expected—awe.

"Kylie," he whispered, his voice rough with emotion.

She silenced him with another kiss, slower this time, her hands sliding up to cup his face. She was giving him something priceless, something no amount of money could purchase—her genuine passion, her authentic desire, her unguarded self.

As they moved toward the bed, each touch was deliberate, each kiss meaningful. This wasn't the wild fucking she was known for; this was something else entirely. Something that might cost her more than she'd anticipated, not in money or power, but in pieces of her heart she'd carefully protected until now.

She undressed him slowly, her fingers tracing the expensive fabric of his shirt before slipping each button free. His breath hitched as she peeled the material away, revealing the hard planes of his chest. He returned the favor with equal reverence, his hands trembling slightly as they slid the silk skirt from her waist, pooling at her feet.

Their mouths met in a kiss that was all heat and hunger, yet somehow tender. They explored each other's bodies like discovering new territory—tongues tasting salt on skin, teeth grazing sensitive spots, hands mapping curves and hollows. When he finally entered her, it was with excruciating slowness, stretching her inch by inch until she was completely filled.

Missionary position allowed them to maintain eye contact, their gazes locked as he moved within her. Each thrust was deliberate, measured, as if he were memorizing the feel of her around him. She rolled them over suddenly, surprising him with her strength, straddling his hips.

Her hips began a slow, sensual rhythm, rising and falling with deliberate grace. He watched, mesmerized, as his cock disappeared inside her, then reappeared glistening with her wetness. The dim light caught the ridged veins along his shaft, each one highlighted by her juices as she rode him. His hands gripped her ass, guiding her movements, feeling the muscles clench and release with each downward glide.

She leaned forward, pressing her fingers to his lips. He sucked them eagerly, his tongue swirling around each digit as if tasting her essence. Their eyes never broke contact, the intimacy of the moment almost overwhelming. This wasn't fucking—it was something else entirely, something that felt dangerously like love.

She touched him in ways he hadn't known were possible—soft caresses that ignited fire, gentle kisses that branded his soul, whispered words that made his chest ache with emotion. As their bodies moved together in that slow, passionate rhythm, he knew this moment was special, and he had gotten a side of her no other man could have. He knew this was literally priceless.

After......

Kylie lay on her back, hair spread across the pillow, breath slowing as the billionaire lie beside her.

He wiped sweat from his brow with the back of his wrist, still looking at her like she was the first thing that had ever stunned him.

“Do you want the PIN now,” he asked quietly, “or on the plane when you leave tonight?”

Kylie sat up slowly, her body still warm from the moment she’d created.

“Now,” she said, her voice still breathless from their encounter. She met his gaze without flinching, a small smile playing on her lips. “If you feel I’ve earned it.”

He nodded. "Madame, you've earned more than that. You've earned my respect, and Mr. Drake has earned my envy."

He reached into the nightstand drawer.

Pulled out a small matte-black card.

Set it gently into her hand.

The numbers glowed faintly.

4-1-7-9

“Once that door opens, whatever’s inside belongs to you and the two at your villa.”

Kylie twirled the card between her fingers.

“And him?” she asked.

“The man in the mask?”

He shrugged.

“He works for me. You weren’t supposed to see him. He was just confirming you were safe… and that you were who I thought you were.”

Kylie didn’t hide her laugh.

“Well,” she said, sliding off the bed and beginning to dress, “he got quite a show.”

The billionaire’s jaw tightened.

“Yes,” he murmured. “He did.”

She stepped into her heels.

Turned to leave.

Paused in the doorway.

“Thanks,” she said lightly. “For the moment.”

He exhaled through a faint smile.

“You gave me far more than what the PIN is worth.”

She tossed her hair over one shoulder and smirked.

“What I gave you can't be bought.”

And she walked out — heels clicking, dress straightened, PIN secure between two fingers.

She didn’t look back.

Midnight was only half over.

The villa was waiting.

And Drake and Renee were about to get their door opened.


CHAPTER 12 — THE FLIGHT BACK

Kylie stepped out of the black car, the night air still warm from the city lights, her heels clicking up the short set of steps toward the G650 waiting on the tarmac. The jet door was already open, soft cabin lights spilling out in golden stripes.

She was tired — not exhausted, not drained — just pleasantly worn-in from the day.

Her body still held the last echoes of the billionaire’s “moment,” and the cool metal PIN card sat tucked inside her clutch like a secret only she knew.

But what really curved her mouth into a slow grin was the last picture Drake and Renee sent:

All three of them on the jet, tangled together, flushed, naked, smiling like trouble.

Mary — the brunette flight attendant — in the middle, her big brown eyes hazy, her hair a complete mess, cheeks glowing from a very good night.

And the caption:

DRAKE:

Thanks for the jet. We broke it in for you.

Kylie shook her head and felt a warm spark of jealousy-turned-amusement settle low in her stomach.

She stepped into the cabin.

And stopped.

Mary was standing at the front of the aisle, tablet in hand, hair brushed to glossy perfection again — but Kylie could still see the faint afterglow in her cheeks. The red in her collarbone. The way she shifted her weight like her thighs were still remembering something.

Mary froze the moment she saw Kylie.

Like actually froze — eyes wide, lips parting just barely.

She looked like she’d seen a ghost.

Or a fantasy.

“Ms. Bennett,” Mary breathed, voice soft, almost reverent. “Welcome aboard.”

Kylie’s smile sharpened — warm, aware, amused.

“Evening, Mary.”

The way Mary’s name came out of Kylie’s mouth made Mary’s legs press together involuntarily. She tried to hide it. She failed.

“I— I hope your day went well,” Mary said, posture straightening like she was trying to recover her professionalism. I've seen some of the highlights and all I can say is, WOW!

Kylie stepped a little closer, leaning her hip against the back of the nearest seat.

“I saw your picture,” Kylie said lightly.

Mary blinked. “Picture?”

Kylie tilted her head.

“Drake and Renee. The three of you…” her smile deepened, “looked like you had fun.”

Color surged into Mary’s cheeks.

“I— they— well—”

She swallowed.

“They’re both… extremely… generous passengers.”

Kylie let her gaze travel slowly — very slowly — down Mary’s body and back up, taking in the tight uniform, the badge, the perfect curves beneath it.

“Oh, I know,” Kylie said.

“Believe me — I know exactly how generous they can be.”

Mary’s eyes darkened, With interest.

She tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear, trying to steady her voice.

“If you need… anything on the flight,” Mary said, “anything at all… I’m here.”

Kylie held her eyes for a beat longer than polite.

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

Mary’s breath hitched.

She stepped aside to let Kylie through, but Kylie brushed past her just close enough that Mary had to grab the edge of a seat to stay balanced.

Kylie took her time walking to the lounge area, aware of Mary staring at her with a mixture of awe, lust, and the kind of flustered longing that had nothing to do with professionalism.

Kylie sat, crossed her legs slowly, and glanced back.

“Mary,” she said.

Mary straightened instantly. “Yes, Ms. Bennett?”

“Drop the ‘Ms.’ Makes me feel old.”

Mary’s lips parted again.

“…Kylie.”

“Much better,” Kylie murmured.

Mary exhaled like she’d been holding that breath since the jet took off from Los Angeles less than 24 hrs. ago.

“I’ll bring your drink,” Mary said, voice a touch breathless.

“Something to help you relax.”

Kylie’s fingers tapped her knee lazily.

“I’m already relaxed,” she said.

“But I won’t turn down the effort.”

Mary disappeared toward the galley, — hips still a little tender, thighs still remembering Drake, the taste of Renee still on her lips and hair still carrying that messy, sex-edged softness.

Kylie leaned back, let her eyes close for a moment, and smiled to herself.

This flight was going to be interesting.

And she hadn’t even taken off yet.

A soft knock came from the aisle.

“Kylie?” Mary’s voice called gently. “There’s… also a private room in the back. If you want more space. I know Drake and Renee enjoyed it.”

Kylie opened her eyes.

Slowly.

Heat pooled low in her stomach.

“Oh, I remember,” she said. “I saw that part too.”

Mary’s knees wobbled.

She clenched the drink tray to steady herself.

“If… if you want to see it,” Mary whispered, “I can show you.”

Kylie stood.

Took two slow steps toward her.

“Show me.”

Mary inhaled sharply — chest rising, eyes flicking to Kylie’s lips for a split second she couldn’t hide.

She led Kylie toward the back of the jet, heartbeat visible in her throat, the cabin lights catching the shimmer in her hair.

She opened the door to the private cabin.

Kylie stepped inside.

Mary followed.

The bed still showed signs of their earlier tryst.

Kylie turned to Mary, her fingers hooking into the waistband of her skirt. With a slow, deliberate roll of her hips, she peeled the black fabric down, letting it pool at her feet. Mary's breath hitched as she reached back, the door clicking shut with a soft click.

Kylie's pussy was still dripping with the billionaire's cum from an hour earlier, her folds tender and swollen from the porn exhibit that afternoon. But this—this would be different. This would be soft, delicate fun.

Mary's eyes widened as she took in the sight of Kylie's naked body, her massive tits rising and falling with each breath. The flight attendant's own large breasts strained against the fabric of her uniform, nipples hardening into tight peaks.

Kylie reached out, her fingers tracing the outline of Mary's collarbone before dipping lower to cup her heavy breasts through the uniform. Mary gasped, her head falling back as Kylie's thumbs circled her sensitive nipples.

"Let's get you out of this," Kylie murmured, her voice husky with desire.

With practiced ease, she unbuttoned Mary's blouse, revealing a lacy black bra that barely contained her ample cleavage. Kylie's mouth watered as she freed Mary's tits, taking a moment to admire their perfect roundness before leaning in to capture a nipple between her lips.

Mary moaned, her fingers tangling in Kylie's hair as she arched into the sensation. Kylie's tongue swirled around the hardened peak, her teeth grazing the sensitive flesh just enough to send shivers down Mary's spine.

Kylie's hands roamed lower, sliding Mary's skirt down her toned thighs. Mary stepped out of the garment, her body trembling with anticipation. Kylie's gaze dropped to the damp spot on Mary's panties, a clear sign of her arousal.

With a wicked grin, Kylie hooked her fingers into the waistband of Mary's underwear, slowly peeling them away. Mary's pussy was already glistening with wetness, her lips swollen and ready.

Kylie dropped to her knees, her face level with Mary's most intimate parts. She inhaled deeply, savoring the sweet scent of Mary's arousal before leaning in to taste her.

Mary cried out as Kylie's tongue made contact with her clit, circling the sensitive bundle of nerves with expert precision. Kylie's fingers slid inside Mary's tight channel, curling to hit that special spot deep within.

Mary's hips bucked, her body writhing as Kylie worked her magic. Kylie's other hand came up to play with Mary's tits, pinching and rolling her nipples in time with the movements of her tongue and fingers.

It wasn't long before Mary was crying out Kylie's name, her body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. Kylie lapped up every drop of Mary's cum, savoring the taste of her release.

When Mary's trembling subsided, Kylie rose to her feet, her own body humming with need. Mary's eyes were dark with desire as she reached for Kylie, pulling her into a passionate kiss.

Their tongues danced together, each tasting the other's essence. Mary's hands roamed Kylie's body, mapping every curve and hollow before settling between her legs.

Kylie gasped as Mary's fingers found her clit, rubbing in slow, deliberate circles. Mary's other hand came up to cup Kylie's tit, her thumb brushing against the hardened nipple.

Kylie's body responded instantly, her hips rocking against Mary's hand as pleasure built deep within her. Mary's fingers slid lower, entering Kylie's wet heat and curling to hit that special spot.

Kylie's head fell back, her mouth open in a silent scream as Mary brought her to the edge and then pushed her over. Her body convulsed, waves of pleasure washing over her as she came hard.

When the tremors subsided, Kylie collapsed against Mary, both women breathing heavily. They held each other close, their bodies slick with sweat and cum.

"That was..." Mary began, but Kylie silenced her with a kiss.

"Shh," Kylie murmured against her lips. "We're not done yet."

With a wicked grin, Kylie pushed Mary onto the bed, positioning herself between her legs. Their pussies pressed together, slick and wet. Kylie began to grind against Mary, their clits rubbing together in a delicious friction.

Mary moaned, her hands gripping Kylie's ass as she met her thrust for thrust. Their bodies moved together in a rhythm as old as time, each seeking their own pleasure while giving in equal measure.

Kylie leaned down, capturing Mary's lips in a passionate kiss as their bodies moved faster, harder. The bed creaked beneath them, the sound mingling with their moans and the slap of skin against skin.

It wasn't long before both women were crying out, their bodies convulsing as they came together, their juices mixing in a delicious mess.

When the tremors subsided, Kylie collapsed onto the bed beside Mary, both women breathing heavily. They lay in silence for a moment, their bodies slick with sweat and cum.

"That was..." Mary began again, but Kylie silenced her with a kiss.

"Shh," Kylie murmured against her lips. "We're still not done."

With a wicked grin, Kylie swung her leg over Mary's body, positioning herself in a 69. Mary's hands immediately gripped Kylie's hips, pulling her down as her tongue found Kylie's swollen clit.

Kylie mirrored the action, her own tongue delving into Mary's wet heat. They moved together in a frantic rhythm, each driving the other closer to the edge.

When they finally came, it was with muffled cries against each other's skin, their bodies trembling with release.

Kylie rolled off Mary, both women breathing heavily. She turned to face Mary, their faces glistening with each other's juices.

"Now we're done," Kylie murmured, leaning in to kiss Mary deeply. Mary was speechless.

She could taste herself on Mary's lips, a heady mix that made her own body pulse with renewed desire.

Pulling the blanket up to cover them, Kylie settled against Mary, their breasts pressed together. Mary's breathing evened out as she drifted toward sleep, but Kylie wasn't quite finished yet.

She reached for her phone, snapped a quick selfie of them tangled together, and sent it off to Drake with a simple caption: "My turn."


CHAPTER 12 — THE VILLA BETWEEN THEM

L.A. Landing — Morning Light

Kylie woke to the subtle change in engine pitch — that distinctive drop you only notice after a lot of flying. Her eyes opened slow, heavy with the kind of sleep that only comes after adrenaline burns off.

Mary wasn’t in the bed anymore.

But the bed was still warm where she had been.

Kylie sat up, stretching her arms over her head, muscles loose, skin humming with a memory that made her smirk without trying. Someone — probably Mary — had tucked her in snuggly before slipping out.

A little sweet.

A lot telling.

Kylie stood, fixed her hair with a finger comb, and slipped out of the private cabin.

Mary was at the front of the plane again, uniform perfect, hair re-glossed, posture immaculate — but Kylie saw the tiny flush at the base of her neck.

Mary saw her.

And instantly lost her composure for half a second.

“Good morning,” Mary said softly. “We, uh… we’re beginning our descent.”

Kylie walked past her to the lounge and buckled in.

“Smooth flight,” Kylie said.

Mary swallowed. “It… definitely had its moments.”

Kylie just smiled.

THE TEXT

Her phone buzzed before the wheels even touched down.

DRAKE:

Wow Kylie, couldn't let me have Mary to myself, huh?

KYLIE:

What's mine is yours and vice versa. You know this.

DRAKE:

Picture Attached: a selfie of Drake and Renee on the beach, Renee kneeling in the sand with Drake's thick cock buried between her lips. Her eyes are hazy with lust as she stares into the camera, cheeks hollowed around his shaft, drool glistening on her chin. Caption: Well come get what's yours.

DRAKE:

Picture #2 Attached: Renee's naked body arched in pleasure as Drake's thick cock filled her completely, her hips rolling to take him deeper. One hand braced against his thigh while the other shot up in a triumphant peace sign, her eyes smoldering with pride and raw satisfaction.

Kylie's pussy, already slick from her night with Mary, flooded with fresh heat at the sight of Renee's lips stretched around Drake's thick shaft in the pic.

Her clit throbbed, imagining herself there, tasting both of them, joining their filthy beach party. God, she could almost feel the sand between her toes and Drake's cock stretching her wide while Renee's tongue worked her clit.

Her thighs were trembling, and she shifted in her seat, ending another jolt straight to her core. She needed to be there. Now.

TOUCHDOWN — PARADISE COVE

The jet rolled to a clean stop.

Door opened.

The California morning hit her immediately — warm, bright, crisp in a way Paris never was.

A black SUV waited at the bottom of the steps.

Kylie pulled Mary close, her body molding against the flight attendant's still-warm curves. She pressed a soft kiss to Mary's ear, her breath hot against the sensitive skin.

"The villa address," Kylie murmured, slipping a small card into Mary's palm.

Mary's fingers curled around the card, her pulse racing beneath Kylie's touch.

"If you're looking for a little... overtime," Kylie whispered, her lips brushing Mary's neck, "come find us."

Color flooded Mary's cheeks, a deep rose that spread down her throat. She swallowed hard, her voice barely audible.

"I couldn't think of anything I'd rather do."

Kylie's smile was slow, predatory. "Good girl."

She pulled back, her eyes dark with promise. "See you soon, Mary."

Mary watched her walk away, the card clutched in her hand like a lifeline. Her thighs pressed together, already anticipating what the night might bring.

Kylie walked down onto the runway, sunlight catching her hair, her legs still a little unsteady from the night and from… well, the flight.

Mary stood at the top of the stairs, hands behind her back, trying her hardest to stay professional.

“Have a good stay in Los Angeles, see you soon!

Kylie smirked and slid into the SUV.

THE DRIVE

The gates to Paradise Cove didn’t just open — they glided, soundless and smooth, like something meant to hide secrets instead of welcome guests.

The road curved along the cliffside.

And then the villa came into view.

Kylie let out a low, surprised breath.

“Damn.”

It wasn’t big.

It was ridiculously big.

All glass and white stone.

Three levels.

An infinity pool hanging off the edge like it was defying gravity.

Massive sun decks.

Balconies wrapped around the second floor.

Palm trees swaying in the ocean breeze.

A private staircase that led straight down to the sand.

The SUV pulled to a stop.

Kylie stepped out.

Drake and Renee popped up over the edge of the infinity pool like a pair of mischievous dolphins, both soaking wet, hair plastered back, big grins lighting their faces.

“KYYYYYLIEEEE!” Renee yelled like a kid at summer camp.

Drake pushed water out of his eyes. “Took you long enough!”

Kylie walked toward the deck, hands on her hips.

"You two look suspiciously spry for all the mischief you've gotten into."

Renee splashed water at Drake.

“He made us coffee,” she said. “Then he touched me. Then I forgot what time it was.”

Drake just shrugged. “It’s a good house.”

Kylie laughed and slipped her shoes off.

“So, you found the door?” she asked.

“Oh yeah,” Drake said. “We found it.”

Renee pointed toward the side of the villa.

“It’s huge. Like… vault door huge.”

Kylie reached into her clutch.

Her fingers closed around the cold, heavy PIN card the billionaire gave her.

She pulled it out.

Held it up between two fingers.

It glinted in the sun.

Both of them froze.

“You got the code?” Drake asked, stunned.

Renee swam to the edge of the pool and grabbed the stone lip with both hands.

“Kylie… how exactly did you get that?”

Kylie smiled slowly.

“You don’t want the answer.”

Drake’s mouth dropped open.

Renee slapped the water, cackling.

“OH MY GOD—”

Kylie tucked the PIN card back into her clutch.

“Dry off,” she said. “We’re opening it.”

And just like that, all three of them were heading inside.


CHAPTER 13 — THE SECRET ROOM

By the time Kylie reached the lower level of the villa, Drake and Renee were already waiting at the base of the stairs — towels around their waists, hair still dripping, both of them wearing the same what-the-hell-is-this-place look.

Kylie seeing the door for the first time was just as shocked as they were.

Just a single black door, recessed slightly into the wall like it didn’t want to be seen unless you knew to look.

And there it was — the keypad.

Softly glowing.

Waiting.

Renee shifted next to her, clutching her towel.

“It’s giving me expensive dungeon vibes,” she whispered.

Drake snorted. “It’s giving me don’t open this without a lawyer vibes.”

Kylie stepped forward.

She wasn’t nervous.

Just… tuned in. Sharply aware of every inhale, every footstep, every glint of light on the PIN card in her hand.

She lifted it.

The keypad flickered.

Drake exhaled. “Okay, that’s creepy.”

Kylie ignored him and entered the pin.

A soft beep.

A mechanical hum.

Then a long, low click.

The door unlocked.

Renee actually jumped. “NO WAY— it worked? That’s it? That’s the whole thing?”

Kylie pushed the door.

It swung inward silently.

Air rushed out — cool, filtered, scented faintly with something warm and subtle, like sandalwood mixed with clean linen.

Lights flickered to life, spilling down a long set of steps that descended into a warmly lit hallway.

All three of them stepped down.

And went still.

THE ROOM

It wasn’t a bunker.

Wasn’t a vault.

Wasn’t some fifty-shades cliché.

It was… stunning.

A massive open space lit by warm, indirect lights hidden in the ceiling.

Dark wood floors.

Soft, luxurious rugs.

A huge sectional couch.

Mirrors framed in matte black.

Floor-to-ceiling curtains along one wall.

A bar stocked with bottles that probably cost more than most folks lifetime earnings.

A raised platform bed — not a cheap motel round-bed gimmick, but something elegant and clean, draped in ivory sheets.

And on the far wall:

A panel of touchscreens.

Music.

Lighting presets.

Temperature.

Even a switch labeled camera privacy off/on.

Drake stared. “This is… a setup. Like someone planned to use this for real.”

Renee lifted one of the curtains — behind it was a two-way mirror looking into a shower room tiled in deep stone.

“No one builds this by accident,” she whispered.

Kylie walked deeper into the space, the coolness under her bare feet, her pulse bumping a little harder with each step.

It wasn’t trashy.

It wasn’t sleazy.

It was intimate in a way that made her ribs tighten.

The billionaire hadn’t built a toy room.

He built a sanctuary for desire.

A place made to… watch.

And to be watched.

Drake stepped up behind Kylie.

Renee drifted toward the bar, running her fingers lightly over the polished surface, her towel slipping slightly on one hip.

“This place is…” She exhaled. “God. It’s hot.”

She didn’t mean the temperature.

Kylie pressed a button by the bed and turned back towards the door and heard it shut, then lock, but from the inside — the click made the room feel even more sealed, more private.

The three of them stood there for a moment, the air charged in a way that didn’t feel accidental.

Kylie reached up and pulled the tie from her hair, letting it fall loose over her shoulders.

Drake watched her.

Renee watched Drake watching her.

And Kylie felt the shift settle over the room — a slow, gravitational pull that always happened when all three of them were in the same space with nothing to distract them.

Kylie walked toward the bed, dropped her clutch on the nightstand, and turned back to them with that slow, unmistakable half-smile that always wrecked both of them.

“So,” she said quietly.

“You two going to stand there looking confused all night—”

She hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her skirt.

“—or are you coming in here with me?”

Renee’s towel hit the floor first.

Drake’s followed a second later.

And the heat between all three of them rose like the room had been waiting for exactly this.

Kylie stepped back toward the bed — slow, deliberate, her eyes dark and steady.

Drake reached for her waist.

Renee touched the back of Kylie’s shoulder.

Kylie inhaled, heat sliding up her spine—

As Kylie's knees sank into the ivory sheets, a mechanism whirred overhead. A pane of mirrored glass descended from a hidden recess in the ceiling, positioning itself directly above the bed.

Simultaneously, the wall of touchscreens flickered to life, each display resolving into a crisp, high-definition feed of the room from multiple angles.

A bold red caption materialized across the bottom of every screen: RECORDING. The ambient lighting system responded instantly, tracking their movements with precision.

Soft spotlights emerged from concealed fixtures, casting warm pools of illumination that accentuated the curves of their bodies while leaving the surrounding space in shadow.

The lights shifted and pulsed in sync with their slightest motions, ensuring no intimate detail went unobserved by the all-seeing lenses above.

Drake's hands were on Kylie's hips, pulling her back against his chest as Renee's fingers traced the curve of her spine. The air thickened, charged with anticipation. Kylie turned her head, capturing Drake's lips in a hungry kiss as Renee's mouth found the sensitive skin of her neck.

Drake's cock, already hard and thick, pressed against Kylie's ass. She ground back against him, a soft moan escaping her lips. Renee's hands slid around to cup Kylie's breasts, her thumbs brushing against the hardened nipples.

"Fuck me," Kylie breathed against Drake's mouth. "Both of you."

Drake didn't need to be told twice. He positioned himself behind Kylie, his cock sliding into her wet heat with a slow, deliberate thrust. Kylie gasped, her body arching as he filled her completely.

Renee moved in front of Kylie, her fingers finding Kylie's clit as Drake began to move. The three of them found a rhythm, a dance of bodies and desires that left them all breathless.

Drake's thrusts grew harder, faster, his grip on Kylie's hips tightening as he chased his release. Kylie's moans filled the room, mingling with the sound of skin against skin and the soft gasps from Renee.

With a final, powerful thrust, Drake came, his hot cum flooding Kylie's pussy. Kylie cried out, her own orgasm crashing over her as she felt Drake's release.

Renee was there in an instant, her mouth finding Kylie's as Drake pulled out. She could taste Drake's cum on Kylie's lips, a heady mix that made her own body pulse with renewed desire.

Renee dropped to her knees, her tongue delving into Kylie's wet heat, lapping up Drake's cum as it dripped from her folds. Kylie's body trembled, her hips bucking as Renee's tongue worked its magic.

Drake watched, his cock already hardening again as he watched the two women. He moved behind Renee, his cock sliding into her wet pussy as she continued to pleasure Kylie.

The three of them moved together, a tangle of limbs and desires, each seeking their own pleasure while giving in equal measure. When they finally came, it was with muffled cries against each other's skin, their bodies trembling with release.

They collapsed onto the bed, a tangle of limbs and sweat and cum. Kylie pulled Renee close, their bodies pressed together as Drake settled behind them, his arm draped over both of them.

"That was..." Renee began, but Kylie silenced her with a kiss.

"Shh," Kylie murmured against her lips. "Just enjoy it."

And they did, their bodies still humming with pleasure as they drifted off to sleep, tangled together in the soft sheets of the secret room.

Final Chapter – The Villa’s Last Secret

Mary showed up late the next morning, exactly the way Kylie predicted she would — hair a mess from travel, sunglasses on, and that half-cocky, half-nervous smile like she wasn’t sure if she was walking into trouble or a vacation. Probably both.

Drake met her at the gate.

“You found the place,” he said, leaning on one of the stone pillars like he owned the coastline.

Mary pushed her glasses up. “You gave me the address. I figured that meant I was invited.”

Kylie appeared behind him, barefoot, sun-kissed already, wearing one of those barely-there sundresses that was more breeze than fabric. Mary’s jaw dropped a little.

“Oh,” she whispered. “So that’s the vibe here.”

Kylie grinned. “Come on in, sweetheart. We’ve been waiting.”

They gave her the tour — the pool, the terraces, the ridiculous view over the water — but she caught on quick that they were steering her toward one hallway in particular. The one Kylie had only mentioned in briefly on the flight the night before: the secret room.

Mary stopped in front of the door. “Let me guess… this isn’t where y’all keep the towels.”

Drake laughed under his breath. Renee slipped an arm around Mary’s waist, guiding her in.

“No towels in here,” Renee said softly. “Promise.”

As soon as they all stepped thru, the door closed behind them.

The air in the secret room thickened the moment the door clicked shut, sealing the four of them in a space designed for nothing but pleasure.

Mary's eyes widened as she took in the scene—Kylie and Renee already moving to the center of the  massive bed, their bodies glistening with sweat and desire, while Drake stood at the edge of the bar, popping a small blue pill into his mouth with a smirk.

The mirrors rippled as if alive, catching and refracting the warm light until the room swam in liquid gold. Then the screens flickered to life, bathing their naked bodies in an ethereal glow.

Mary's breath hitched, her eyes wide with a delicious cocktail of terror and ecstasy as she realized every curve, every tremor, every glistening drop of sweat would be captured in this digital sanctuary of sin.

"Welcome to the party," he said, his voice low and rough. "Hope you're ready to play."

Mary didn't need to be asked twice. She shed her clothes in record time, her body already humming with anticipation as she joined the others on the bed.

Kylie pulled her close, their lips meeting in a hungry kiss as Renee's hands roamed over Mary's curves, exploring every inch of her newly exposed skin.

Drake watched them for a moment, his cock already hard and thick with need. He moved onto the bed, positioning himself behind Mary as Kylie and Renee shifted to give him access. With a slow, deliberate thrust, he entered Mary's wet heat, her body arching as he filled her completely.

"Fuck," Mary gasped, her fingers digging into Kylie's shoulders as Drake began to move. "You feel so good."

Drake's thrusts were steady, his stamina seemingly endless as he moved from one woman to the next. He took Kylie from behind, her moans filling the room as he drove into her with a force that left her breathless.

Then he turned his attention to Renee, her body writhing beneath him as he brought her to the brink of orgasm again and again.

The three women formed a triangle of pleasure, their bodies moving in a rhythm that was both chaotic and perfectly synchronized.

Kylie and Renee 69'd each other, their tongues delving into wet heat as Drake fucked Mary from behind. Then they switched, Mary riding Kylie's face as Drake took Renee, his cock sliding into her with a wet, satisfying sound.

Hours passed, the room filled with the sounds of pleasure—the slap of skin against skin, the soft gasps and moans, the occasional cry of ecstasy.

Drake's stamina was incredible, his cock never softening as he moved from one woman to the next, filling each of them with his hot cum.

When he finally came, it was with a roar of satisfaction, his body convulsing as he emptied himself into Kylie's waiting pussy. But the night was far from over.

The three women turned their attention to each other, their bodies still humming with pleasure. Kylie positioned herself between Mary's legs, her tongue delving into Mary's wet heat as she lapped up Drake's cum.

Renee joined in, her mouth finding Kylie's clit as Drake's cum dripped from her folds.

They made a game of it, each woman taking turns sucking the cum from the others' pussies, their bodies writhing in pleasure as they drove each other to new heights of ecstasy.

When they finally collapsed, exhausted and sated, the room was filled with the scent of sex and satisfaction.

Kylie propped herself up on an elbow, her hair a wild mess across the pillow. She eyed Drake, who was sprawled out like he'd just run a marathon and won. "Damn," she said, a slow grin spreading across her face.

"You just conquered the trifecta. I'm not sure whether to applaud or check if you've been replaced by a sex robot."

Drake watched them, a slow smile spreading across his face. "Guess that's why there was a bowl of sexy treats on the bar," he said, his voice rough with exhaustion. "Though I'm pretty sure those little blue pills came with a warning label that said 'Do not operate heavy machinery or attempt to satisfy three women at once.'"

Kylie laughed, pulling him close for a kiss. "Good thing, too. I don't think any of us were ready for the night to end. Or for our legs to work tomorrow."

Mary propped herself up on one elbow, her hair a tangled mess across the pillow. She looked between Kylie and Drake, a playful glint in her eyes despite the exhaustion in her voice.

"I don't know about you two," she said, her voice husky from hours of moaning, "but if you don't hire me as a full-time flight attendant and personal assistant, I'm going to cry. And trust me, nobody wants to see that after the night we've had."

Drake chuckled, reaching over to brush a stray strand of hair from her face. "Tough negotiations at 3 AM, Mary. I like it."

Kylie grinned, tracing lazy circles on Mary's stomach. "Don't worry, sweetheart. We're not letting you go anywhere. Though I should warn you—our benefits package includes very... hands-on performance reviews."

Renee's mind finally caught up with her body, still buzzing from the marathon of pleasure. A slow smile spread across her face as she realized she wasn't Drake's wife—but she was part of this delicious, chaotic foursome. The thought sent a warm, fuzzy feeling through her chest that had nothing to do with the post-orgasm glow.

Renee said, "I'm all for Mary coming on full-time," she purred, stretching languidly. "I'm not sure I can continue handling you two alone without needing a wheelchair and a lifetime supply of ice packs."

Drake snorted, running a hand through his sweat-dampened hair. "Hey now, if this is gonna be a regular thing, I'm gonna need a stunt double. Or at least a dick transplant with a warranty."

Kylie laughed, smacking his chest playfully. "Don't worry, stud. We'll make sure to schedule regular recovery periods. Maybe every other Tuesday?"

Mary giggled, snuggling closer to the tangled pile of limbs. "I'll bring the snacks and the lube. Deal?"

And with that, they drifted off to sleep, tangled together in the soft sheets of the secret room, their bodies still humming with the memory of pleasure.

The week that followed didn’t even pretend to be normal.

Sunrise meant nothing. Schedules meant less. Clothes… never really made an appearance after that first night. The villa turned into its own little world — shaded beds on the beach, long afternoons nude and free in the water, lazy hours stretched across white cushions with nothing, but the sound of waves and the kind of laughter people only let out when they finally stop pretending life has rules.

Kylie was the center of it, of course — tan, glowing, hair wild from the salt air and hands constantly pulling someone closer. She moved like the whole trip was her idea of paradise, and everyone else was just smart enough to enjoy it with her.

Mary settled right in — quicker than she probably expected. She and Renee clicked like they’d always been part of the same story. Drake didn’t complain once.

On the last night, they sat out on the balcony together — all four of them — watching the sun sink into the water. No tension. No jealousy. Just the afterglow of a week where nothing was hidden and nothing was rushed.

Kylie leaned back in her chair, legs stretched out, completely unbothered and absolutely in her element.

“This,” she said. “Is how every trip should end.”

Drake looked at her the way he always did — proud, amused, turned on, and a little terrified in the best way.

Renee squeezed Kylie’s hand.

Mary kicked her foot under the table.

Kylie smiled, slow and satisfied.

“And Barcelona,” she said, “is only one week away.”

Epilogue — THE CALL FROM PARIS..

Kylie was stretched across the villa’s balcony chaise, sun warm on her legs, ocean glittering like someone dumped diamonds all over the Pacific.

Her phone buzzed.

Unknown number.

Well… unknown if you hadn’t met him in a masked ballroom underneath Paris.

She answered.

“Enjoying California?”

His voice was smooth, even — a man who never needed to raise it to be heard.

“Enjoying the villa,” Kylie corrected. “California’s just where it happens to be sitting.”

“I’m glad it suits you,” the billionaire said. “You wear it well.”

“Is this you saying you’re done with me?” she asked.

“Done?” A short, amused exhale. “No. Men like me don’t get ‘done.’ We get outplayed.”

Kylie’s lips curved.

He continued, voice lower:

“I wanted to say… thank you. For the game. For the challenge. For the night I will re-run in my head far too often.”

“I don’t do trophies,” Kylie said lightly.

“No,” he agreed. “You do memories. And you leave men with very expensive ones.”

Silence settled — the good kind, warm and mutual.

Then he added, casually dangerous:

“I hear your next stop is Barcelona.”

Kylie’s brows lifted. “You ‘hear’ that?”

“People talk,” he said. “Especially when they want to impress me.”

“And by ‘people’ you mean…?”

“A friend, Tanaka" he said. “Someone who appreciates beauty with the same… appetite I do. Maybe he'll reach out.”

“Should I be flattered or warned?”

“Both,” he murmured. “He’s charming. And reckless. You’ll like him.”

“And will you be there?”

“No,” he said softly. “Our moment was Paris.”

She swallowed.

It didn’t feel like goodbye.

Not really.

More like: to be continued.

“Take care, Kylie Bennett,” he said.

“You too, mystery man.”

The line clicked.

She let the sound of the waves fill her chest before heading inside.
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