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Prologue....

Two weeks had settled into rhythm at the penthouse, a seamless domestic ballet on the 70th floor. Morning light cut through the floor-to-ceiling glass as Drake poured coffee, his hand lingering on Kylie's hip as she reached for her cup. Renee stretched languidly on the living room sofa, red hair spilling over white cushions, while Mary emerged from the bathroom with nothing but a towel and a sleepy smile.

"No meetings today?" Drake murmured, his thumb tracing circles against Kylie's silk robe.

Kylie leaned back against him, her piercings pressing through the fabric. "Just Tokyo prep." She tilted her head to catch Renee's eye. "Speaking of which—Renee, that anime convention photoshoot concept you sent me? Perfect for the Shibuya street scene."

Renee grinned, swinging her legs off the couch. "Wait till you see the schoolgirl uniform I had custom made. The skirt... doesn't exist in dictionaries. And before either of you say it—yes, the top is specifically made to showcase certain... architectural features." Her gaze dropped pointedly to Kylie's chest.

Mary's eyes lit up as she wrapped the towel tighter. "I could coordinate your outfits from here while you're there. I'm getting good at that." She bent to retrieve a dropped spoon, giving Drake an unhurried view as the towel rode up her thighs.

Drake caught her gaze with a lazy smile. "Mary, I'm pretty sure coordinating involves more than dropping spoons."

"Does it?" Renee smirked, sidling over to Mary. "Could be part of the job description." Her fingers ghosted along Mary's spine as she straightened up.

Kylie turned in Drake's arms, her hands sliding up his chest beneath his shirt. "Speaking of job descriptions—Tokyo's going to be insane. Four days nonstop. But I want you three involved too. We'll need a nurse cosplay scenario for that rooftop lingerie editorial. Maybe a shrine maiden outfit for the night shoot..."

Her voice dropped as Drake's hands found her ass, squeezing possessively. Mary and Renee exchanged glances before drifting closer, the four of them creating a slow orbit in the morning sunlight. Outside, Atlanta sprawled beneath them; inside, they'd constructed their own world with its own gravity.

"The shrine maiden..." Renee purred, her hands now on Mary's waist. "Could be interesting if we did twin look."

Drake groaned softly against Kylie's neck. "You're trying to kill me."

Mary flushed, but her eyes were bold. "I think... I think I'd like that." Her chin lifted and suddenly they were all watching her, this transformation from shy assistant to confident woman unfolding before them. "Very much."

Kylie's fingers tangled in Drake's hair. "Okay, new Tokyo plan. All of us go."

The silence stretched, charged with possibility. Then Drake's hands moved to Kylie's shoulders, turning her to face the others fully. "Tokyo with three Bennetts?" His voice was low smoke. "Now that's a headline."

"We're not Officially Bennetts," Renee murmured, her fingers tracing a pattern on the marble countertop. "Just... in spirit we are." She glanced up at Drake and Kylie, a wistful smile playing on her lips as she added, "For now."

Mary bit her lip. "Wait—are you serious? We're actually going to Tokyo? For real?" Her eyes went wide as Renee nodded. "But... my visa paperwork hasn't even come through yet."

"Oh, that's been handled," Kylie said breezily, her hands finding Drake's. "The company has connections, of course."

Drake's mouth twitched. "Of course." His eyes darkened as he looked between Mary and Renee, the way they leaned into each other, Renee's hand sliding under Mary's towel. "Tokyo for four days. What are we waiting for?"

Renee's head tilted as she glanced back at Kylie. "You have a photoshoot meeting today, right?"

Kylie nodded, her breath catching as Drake's hands tightened on hers. "Yeah, in an hour or so."

"So..." Renee's eyes danced as she turned back to Drake. "Let's give you a proper goodbye, then."

Drake's smile widened, his hand leaving Kylie's to tuck a loose strand of hair behind her ear. "Well, if you insist."

In one smooth motion, Renee slid the towel off Mary's body, her fingers moving along the seam of Mary's thighs before slipping between them. Mary gasped and arched forward, her gaze locked on Kylie.

Drake's hand dipped beneath Kylie's robe, cupping her breast as he kissed her neck. "Tokyo. What do you say, my little Vixen?"

Kylie shuddered, her back arching as she moaned. "Yes, Daddy."

Drake spun her around to face him, his fingers tangling in her hair as he brought their mouths together in a searing kiss.

Mary's lips parted and Kylie reached for her, as if they were drawn into each other's orbit.

Renee pulled down the straps of Kylie's robe, her lips dragging over Kylie's bare shoulder as Drake's hands found the curve of Mary's ass.

Kylie's head tipped back, her eyes closing as the sensations crashed over her. Her skin was electric, every nerve ending thrumming as the four of them tangled together.

The marble countertop was cool against her thighs, Renee's hands rough and urgent, Mary's lips soft and eager.

Drake's eyes glinted with fire as he watched them, his grip tightening on Mary's ass before trailing up her spine.

Renee's hand dipped lower on Kylie, her fingertips sliding inside as Kylie gasped. Kylie's gaze met Drake's as Mary's tongue swirled around her nipple.

"Fuck," Drake growled, his hand sliding around Kylie's throat as Renee's fingers curled deeper inside her. Mary's lips were moving lower now, her breath hot against Kylie's skin as she sank to her knees.

Renee's fingers moved faster, Kylie's body bucking as Mary's tongue teased at her entrance. Renee's teeth grazed Kylie's neck, her voice low and husky. "Does it feel good? Does it feel good when we both touch you like this?"

Kylie nodded, her eyes never leaving Drake's. His hand tightened on her throat, his free hand wrapping around Mary's hair and guiding her tongue deeper. "Is that what you want?" he murmured, his thumb tracing lazy circles on Kylie's nipple.

Kylie's breath hitched, her head falling back as Renee's fingers moved faster, curling and twisting and pushing her closer to the edge. "Yes," she moaned, her body arching into Renee's touch.

Mary's tongue was relentless, her fingers digging into Kylie's thighs as she worked. Kylie's eyes found Renee's as she leaned in to kiss her again, their tongues tangling.

"Look at me," Drake commanded, his voice rough with desire. "I want to see your eyes when you cum."

Kylie's eyes locked onto his, her breath coming in ragged gasps as the wave rose higher inside her. "Please," she begged, her voice breaking. "Please let me cum."

Drake's grip tightened on her throat, his thumb stroking the piercing on her breast as he leaned in to kiss her. "Come for me, Now."

Kylie shuddered, her body surrendering to the pleasure as it washed over her, drowning out everything else. The world blurred and faded, replaced by nothing but this moment—the four of them entwined in ecstasy.

.......

When the stars cleared from her vision, Kylie was draped over Drake's shoulder, his hand possessively gripping her ass. "You know, we've got a little time before that meeting..." she purred, trailing kisses down his neck.

He chuckled, squeezing her harder. "Yeah? And what did you have in mind?"

Kylie's lips curved against his throat. "Oh, I think you have an idea," she whispered.

Renee was curled up in Mary's arms on the sofa, their lips tangled together as they shared breathless kisses.

Drake carried Kylie past them toward the staircase, with the sound of their voices following them.

.......

After the meeting, Kylie and Drake returned to the penthouse with triumphant smiles. They gathered Renee and Mary—and made their announcement.

"Tokyo's definitely a go," Kylie said, her voice buzzing with excitement.

Drake's hand rested at the small of Kylie's back. "We're all going and we've already secured three event passes for you two."

Renee's eyes widened. "Three? That means..."

Mary finished for her, her voice barely a whisper. "We get to attend the events too?"

"Every single one," Drake confirmed, his thumb stroking Kylie's hip. "From the Shibuya cosplay shoot to the rooftop lingerie editorial. You'll both be right there with us."

Kylie nodded, her smile widening. "Oh, and  We'll be staying in a private penthouse."

Drake's gaze drifted over Renee and Mary. "A very... private penthouse." His lips twitched. "With plenty of... amenities."

Renee's eyes flashed. "What kind of amenities are we talking about here?"

"The best kind," Kylie replied, her voice low. "The kind that make the jet look like a children's playroom."

Renee bit her lip, her cheeks flushing. "Oh. Well, then. I think I speak for both of us when I say Tokyo sounds... amazing."

Mary nodded, her fingers tangling with Renee's. "We won't let you down. Promise."

Drake's eyes locked onto Mary. "I'm sure you won't." He leaned in to kiss Kylie's cheek. "Well, now that the Tokyo plan is finalized... I'm going to get some work done while you three get ready."

Kylie smirked as he left the room, the sound of his footsteps fading on the stairs.

Renee turned to Kylie, her brows arched. "So, A very private penthouse, huh?"

Kylie grinned. "Trust me, it's going to be an experience. But first things first—we need to get you two packed up."

She grabbed a pen and paper from the counter, jotting down a list of items. "Okay, so we'll need to bring our usual lingerie, swimsuits, shoes, accessories... and a few extra outfits.

She looked up at Renee and Mary. "Any requests?"

Renee shrugged. "I'm down for whatever. As long as it's revealing enough for a cosplay shoot."

Mary tilted her head, thinking. "What about a schoolgirl uniform? Like the one Renee mentioned earlier."

Kylie's eyes sparkled. "Now that's a look I could get on board with."

Renee grinned. "Great, then let's make sure to pack both of our uniforms. Just in case."

Kylie nodded. "Perfect. And what about you, Mary? Any other requests?"

"Actually..." Mary's cheeks flushed. "I was wondering if you could bring the... the collar for me?"

Renee's eyes widened. "Oh, shit. We haven't had a chance to use that since Drake had it made"

Renee's smile widened. "I can't wait to see you wearing it, Mary." She leaned in to kiss her. "You're going to look so fucking hot and owned."

Kylie's gaze shifted between them, her heart racing. "Okay, let's get packed up and ready to go."


Chapter 1     Tokyo

At the private jet entrance:

Renee and Mary are first off the plane, holding hands.

Kylie is behind them, her eyes bright with anticipation.

They exit into a sea of waiting fans and paparazzi, who rush forward to greet them.

The airport security team tries to keep everyone back.

The crowd is wild.

Fans shouting, photographers calling Kylie's name.

Mary and Renee look stunned.

Drake is last off.

When he steps off the jet , the crowd goes wild.

Mary looks up at him and says "I guess they really like you in Japan".

He smiles at her and says "it's not for me."

And then the cameras go off and Kylie is in the center of it all.

She's smiling and posing and greeting people by name.

And Mary and Renee are watching in awe as this whole new side of Kylie unfolds before them.

Renee leans over to Mary and whispers "she's in her element, isn't she?"

Mary nods, her eyes never leaving Kylie. "She's... incredible."

Kylie looks over at them and smiles, her eyes dancing with mischief.

"Are you ready for this?" she asks, her voice low and husky.

And with that, she takes Mary's hand, pulling her into the fray.

The crowd surges forward, trying to get closer, and Kylie and Mary are swept along in the current.

Kylie is laughing, her eyes bright with excitement, and Mary can't help but join in.

This is a side of Kylie she's never seen before, and it's intoxicating.

As they make their way through the crowd, Renee and Drake trail behind, keeping an eye on them.

......

The private car pulls up to the building, and Mary stares out the window at the imposing structure. It's tall, with a sleek design and tinted windows that make it seem even more impenetrable.

"Is this the place?" she asks, her voice barely above a whisper.

Drake nods, his eyes never leaving the building. "Yes, this is it. The penthouse."

Mary's jaw drops. "It's huge! I mean, it's beautiful, but... Damn".

Renee grins, nudging Kylie with her elbow. "I still can't believe you've been able to keep this place secret from us until now. It's so fucking cool!"

Kylie laughs, leading them into the lobby. " I wanted to do something special for Tokyo. And what better way to experience the city than from the top of one of its most iconic buildings?"

They step into the elevator, and Kylie presses the button for the top floor. The doors slide shut, and they begin their ascent.

Renee's eyes are wide as she takes in the polished marble walls and floors. "This place is like something out of a movie!"

Kylie grins, her eyes sparkling. "You haven't even seen the best part yet."

The elevator slows to a stop, and the doors open onto a short hallway lined with floor-to-ceiling windows. At the end of the hallway is a single door, with a keypad on the wall next to it.

Kylie steps out of the elevator, and the others follow. As she approaches the door, she enters a code into the keypad, and the door swings open.

They step into the penthouse, and Kylie's words are drowned out by the gasps of surprise and awe that fill the air.

Renee and Mary are speechless, their eyes taking in the breathtaking view of the city stretched out before them.

Kylie smiles, watching as the two women drink in the sights.

"What do you think?" she asks, her voice tinged with pride. "Pretty amazing, huh?"

Mary nods, her eyes wide. "This is... This is incredible!"

Renee grins, her eyes sparkling. "Holy shit, Kylie. You really know how to do things right."

Kylie laughs, her gaze moving to Drake.

"Well," she says, her tone returning to its usual playful demeanor. "What are we waiting for? Let's get settled in, and then we can explore the city!"

Renee and Mary nod, following Kylie deeper into the penthouse.

Drake remains behind for a moment, his gaze moving over the cityscape.

"Yes," he murmurs, his voice barely audible. "Let's get settled in."

........

Tokyo Fashion Week

The rooftop photoshoot location is an open-air courtyard with a view of the city.

It's a large space, with a runway, catwalk, and plenty of room for photographers.

There are also several raised platforms scattered throughout the area, providing additional angles and opportunities for shots.

The models are a mix of both Japanese and international, each one uniquely stunning.

They're dressed in a variety of styles, from traditional to avant-garde.

It's a perfect blend of cultures, a showcase of the best the world has to offer.

Kylie is dressed in a tight black corset top, black mini skirt, thigh-high fishnet stockings, and stiletto boots. She's on the runway, posing and turning to give photographers a full view of her outfit.

Mary is at the side of the runway in a schoolgirl uniform: white blouse, blue plaid skirt, knee-high socks, and saddle shoes. She's holding a clipboard and looking official.

Renee is on a raised platform, wearing a skimpy sailor outfit that leaves little to the imagination. Her red hair is tied up in pigtails, and she's posing provocatively.

Drake is sitting in a chair near the runway, watching the action with a mix of amusement and desire. He's dressed in a dark suit and tie, his eyes never leaving Kylie as she struts down the catwalk.

The crowd is a mix of fashion industry professionals and regular people who've been lucky enough to snag a ticket. They're all focused on the show, but there's an undercurrent of excitement and anticipation in the air.

It's clear that everyone is eager for this moment, to see Kylie Bennett in her element.

The music changes, and Kylie strikes a new pose. The audience applauds and cheers.

Renee and Mary exchange knowing glances, their eyes sparkling with mischief.

As Kylie makes her way down the runway, Renee leans over and whispers to Mary, "She looks fucking amazing, doesn't she?"

Mary nods, her eyes never leaving Kylie. "Yeah, she really does. I can't believe how confident she is up there."

Renee grins. "She's always been a natural in front of the camera. This is just another day at the office for her."

Drake's eyes lock onto Kylie's, his gaze filled with fire and pride. He smiles, his voice barely audible over the roar of the crowd. "That's my girl."

At the end of the runway, Kylie becomes Tokyo's own electric storm. The strobes catch in her eyes as she halts, her silhouette framed against the glittering city. Her fingers hover at her side zipper before she yanks it down with theatrical flair.

The black mini skirt pools at her ankles in one fluid motion. She pivots slowly, deliberately, toward Drake before launching the fabric with a perfect kick that lands squarely in his lap.

The crowd's collective gasp turns to roaring approval as they take in the revelation: she's now clad only in fishnet stockings and a crotchless black corset that leaves nothing to imagination.

The air crackles as she drops to her knees on the glossy runway, thighs parting in a display of pure confidence. Her painted nails trace delicate patterns through her glistening folds, visible even to those in the farthest rows.

The audience erupts as she leans back, head tilted in abandon while her fingers disappear deeper, making wet sounds that somehow carry over the deafening applause.

Photographers scramble for shots, flashbulbs turning the scene into a chaotic, erotic dreamscape where every eye is locked on Kylie—Tokyo's newly crowned empress of desire.

.......

The strobe lights faded, but the buzz of electricity still hung thick in the air. As the rooftop shoot wrapped, Drake's mind kept replaying the image of Kylie's discarded skirt sailing through the air, landing perfectly in his lap.

"God, I'm starving," Renee stretched, the sailor costume's micro-velvet straining against her curves as she reached for the sky. "All that posing works up an appetite."

Mary gathered the scattered clipboards, her schoolgirl uniform suddenly feeling too prim. "There's a street food district a few blocks away. The guide says the ramen there is life-changing."

Drake watched Kylie slip back into her stilettos after changing into a trench coat that barely closed over her lingerie-clad body. Her fingers lingered on her throat as she adjusted the collar, then met his eyes across the now-empty runway.

The memory of her kneeling on the glossy surface, fingers working with practiced precision through fishnet, sent a jolt through him. She wasn't just pushing boundaries anymore—she was redrawing the map entirely.

He stood, adjusting his suddenly tight tie. "Lead the way, then."

As they descended from the rooftop into Tokyo's neon glow, Kylie looped her arm through his, her bare skin pressing against his suit jacket. "Still speechless, honey?"

The question hung between them as they pushed through the bustling streets, her scent—sweat, perfume, and raw confidence—following in her wake.

Drake's voice dropped to a low growl. "Speechless doesn't begin to cover it."

A wicked grin played on Kylie's lips as she leaned closer, her voice a whisper that somehow cut through the street noise. "And that wasn't even planned," she purred against Drake's ear. "It just happened."

.......

They walk to a restaurant close to the penthouse, and Kylie takes the lead, showing them to an outdoor table that has a perfect view of the city skyline.

She sits down, and Drake slides into the seat next to her, his hand resting on her thigh. Mary and Renee take the seats across from them, and the four of them settle in for a meal.

The waiter arrives and takes their orders, and they fall into easy conversation. Kylie talks about the photoshoot, and Renee and Mary tell stories about some of the faces and reactions to Kylies tempations. Drake listens intently, his gaze never leaving Kylie's face.

When their food arrives, they dig in, and the conversation turns to plans for the rest of the trip. Renee and Mary suggest checking out some of the local sights, and Kylie agrees, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

Drake's hand traced circles on Kylie's thigh, his fingers edging higher under the tablecloth until they brushed against her semi-exposed damp folds. Kylie's breath hitched, and his voice dropped to a low rumble that vibrated through her core. "We should definitely explore," he said, his gaze shifting to where Renee's hand rested on Mary's knee. "Every single inch of this city."

Renee smirked, her own fingers sliding up Mary's thigh until they mirrored Drake's position. "Oh, I think we can arrange that," she purred, leaning in to press a kiss to Mary's neck as Drake's fingers found Kylie's clit. Mary moaned softly, her head falling back against Renee's shoulder, while Drake's other hand found its way to Renee's ass, squeezing firmly through her skirt.

"Later," Drake promised, his eyes dark with desire as he looked between the three of them. "First, we finish dinner." But his fingers kept moving, slow and deliberate, and Kylie's hips began to rock against his touch. The food sat forgotten on the table as the four of them created their own private feast of touches and whispered promises, the Tokyo skyline watching over their silent, shared feast.

Kylie leans into him, her gaze never leaving his. "I'm so glad we're here together," she whispers, her voice tinged with emotion.

Drake nods, his fingers stroking her cheek. "So am I."

The two of them stay like that for a moment, lost in each other's eyes, before Renee and Mary break the spell with a laugh.

"Come on, you two," Renee says, grinning. "We've got a whole city to explore, and the night is young." She pulls Mary to her feet and the two of them head off, hand in hand, leaving Kylie and Drake to follow.

They walk along the street, taking in the sights and sounds of Tokyo at night. The neon lights are bright, and the crowds are thick, but somehow, they manage to stay together. Kylie and Drake hold hands while Renee and Mary do the same, their arms brushing against each other as they move through the streets.

Renee and Mary lead the way, pointing out landmarks and attractions along the way. Kylie and Drake follow, content to let the two of them take the lead. They stop at a few shops, browsing through the wares, and Kylie can't help but notice the way Renee's eyes light up when she sees something she likes.

"What do you think?" Renee asks, holding up a delicate lace top. "Would this look good on me?"

Kylie smiles, her gaze moving over Renee's curves. "Definitely," she says, reaching out to touch the fabric. "You'd look amazing in anything and nothing"

Renee blushes, ducking her head. "You're sweet," she murmurs, her fingers brushing against Kylie's.

Drake's gaze shifts between the two of them, his voice low and husky. "How about we take it back to the penthouse and you can both try it on?"

Renee and Kylie exchange glances, their eyes sparkling with mischief.

"I think that's a great idea," Renee says, her hand still entwined with Mary's. "Let's go."

The four of them make their way out of the store and back onto the bustling streets of Tokyo, the neon lights casting a glow over their faces. They're lost in their own world, wrapped up in each other, and the rest of the city fades away.

........

That night in the Tokyo penthouse, the four of them sprawled across white leather couches overlooking the neon-drenched skyline. Mary's fingers traced the rim of her wine glass as Kylie spread itineraries across the glass coffee table.

"Shibuya crossing tomorrow," Kylie murmured, her bare feet pressed against Drake's thigh. "Followed by that shrine we passed earlier."

Drake's thumb stroked the arch of her foot. "And after the shrine?" His gaze slid to Renee, who'd been watching them with parted lips. "Maybe we explore those temple grounds after dark."

Renee shifted, crossing her legs as heat bloomed across her cheeks. "I—I could wear that kimono we bought."

Mary's wine glass paused halfway to her lips. Drake's eyes met hers over Kylie's shoulder, dark and intense. "Both of you." His voice was velvet. "In matching kimono."

The penthouse went quiet, save for the distant city hum. Mary set her glass down, her nipples hardening against her silk blouse. "And you?"

Drake's smile was slow. "I'll be appreciating the view." He reached out, his fingers curling around Mary's wrist, then tugging gently until she moved toward him. "Very appreciatively."

Kylie bit her lip, watching as Renee followed suit, the four of them gravitating together like planets in orbit. The itineraries lay forgotten as Drake pulled both women into his lap, his gaze promising tomorrow's exploration had nothing to do with temples or shrines.

As the night sky darkened outside, their lips found each other, hands roaming, teasing, exploring. Mary's tongue tangled with Renee's, their breath mingling, while Kylie's fingers slid down Drake's chest, seeking his pulse and the rhythm it matched.

The lights of Tokyo glowed below them, casting their shadows in shades of crimson and gold. And for a few stolen hours, the four of them were the only ones in the world.

........


Chapter 3     Day 2

After the late evening they had morning dissolved into afternoon across the Tokyo penthouse, the sun painting shifting patterns across the glass walls as the city pulsed below.

Kylie stretched against the white leather couch, waking up when her phone vibrated with messages about tonight's shoot. She ignored it, letting Drake's fingers trace lazy circles along her inner thigh instead.

"Five hours until they close Shibuya," she murmured, her eyes half-closed as Renee's lips grazed her collarbone from the other side of the couch.

Mary emerged from the bedroom in nothing but one of Drake's dress shirts, the hem barely grazing her thighs as she carried coffee mugs toward them. "Five hours to get ready? That seems like—"

"A lifetime," Renee finished, sitting up and pulling Mary down between them. "We have outfits to coordinate. Touch-ups needed."

Kylie laughed, shifting to face them both. "The schoolgirl uniforms for us, right? And your shrine maiden look, Mary."

The penthouse quieted save for soft gasps and shifting fabric. Outside, Tokyo, oblivious to the quartet planning their takeover. When dusk finally painted the sky in bruised purple and orange, they emerged from the penthouse transformed.

Shibuya Street hummed with controlled chaos. Barricades kept crowds at bay as neon signs flickered to life, bathing the pavement in electric blues and feverish pinks. The air tasted of excitement and forbidden things.

Kylie stepped from the car first, her schoolgirl skirt barely covering her ass, the white blouse straining against her ample chest. Camera flashes erupted, a thousand lightning strikes in sequence. She posed against the neon glow, one hand braced on a light pole, back arched just enough to make the fabric stretch taut across her breasts.

Renee followed, identical outfit but different color and attitude—wider stance, challenging smirk, fire-red pigtails catching the magenta light. Photographers shouted directions in three languages as she straddled a motorcycle left parked on set, her skirt riding up to reveal more than the curve of her ass.

Mary's arrival silenced the crowd for three heartbeats. The shrine maiden outfit, traditionally modest, had been redesigned by Drake's specifications: silk so thin it was nearly transparent when light hit it just right, slit up to her hip, neckline plunging between her breasts. Her collar gleamed at her throat—a silver band with a single ruby that matched the silk pattern.

"Move to the intersection!" the photographer called, voice cracking with excitement.

The four of them converged at the center of Shibuya Crossing, surrounded by a sea of cameras as traffic lights changed and empty crosswalks became their stage. Kylie pressed her back against Mary's chest, head tilted back as Renee knelt before them, fingers splayed across Kylie's thighs.

Drake watched from the shadows of a storefront window, one hand in his pocket, jaw tight. His three women commanded attention under neon skies—unapologetic, unbound, utterly his.

The camera clicks sounded like summer rain as Kylie captured Renee's chin, drawing her up for a kiss that photographers couldn't miss. Mary's fingers tangled in Kylie's hair.

Somewhere in Tokyo, a million social media notifications lit up screens. But here on this closed-off street, there was only neon heat and four people rewriting what it meant to be seen.

After the shoot they descend on a nightclub pulsing with neon bass and shadowed intentions. The air thick with the sweet haze of illicit substances, bodies grinding under strobing lights that paint skin in electric blues and feverish pinks.

Kylie grins at Drake over the crowd. "Go," she mouths, already letting herself be pulled toward a corner where a line of powders waits on a black lacquer table. "We meet, Midnight at the front."

Drake's gaze drifts to a pair of tiny, porcelain-skinned women at the bar—identical twins with ink-black hair cropped just above their shoulders. He kisses Kylie and says see you soon.

He approaches the twins without hesitation, finding them whispering in rapid Japanese that dissolves into giggles when they see him. "Americajin desu ka?" one murmurs, her hand brushing his wrist. "Big... very big?"

Her twin bites her lip, eyes darting to his crotch before meeting his again with naked hunger.

Across the club, Kylie and Renee find themselves surrounded by men with hungry eyes. A strangers hand lifts Renee's schoolgirl skirt, his friend follows suit with Kylie's.

"No panties?" he chuckles against Kylie's ear as his fingers trace her folds. She arches back, pressing against him as the other man's cock finds its way between Renee's thighs from behind.

Mary in search of a restroom, discovers a back room where shadows swallow bodies tangled on velvet couches, her own schoolgirl skirt riding up as she gets pulled onto a stranger's lap, his thickness stretching her before she could resist. She moans into the darkness.

Drake is lead by the twins through a hidden door marked only with a crimson lantern. In the private room, silk sheets spill across tatami mats.

The twins move in sync, stripping him before undressing each other. One straddles his face, the other positions herself over his thick American cock, both murmuring praises in breathy Japanese as they ride him.

***

By midnight, they reconvene at the club's entrance—flushed, marked by the night's debauchery.

Kylie's lipstick smudged across her cheek, Renee's blouse torn just above her nipple, Mary walking bow-legged with a satisfied smile.

Drake emerges last, adjusting his suit jacket as the twins trail behind him, now dressed but still clinging to his arms like satisfied cats.

"Quite a night," Kylie murmurs.

Drake smiles down at her, then at Renee and Mary. "And Tokyo's just getting started."


Chapter 4        Day 3        

Day 3 unfolded beneath a sky the color of gunmetal, the morning rain finally ceasing as the sun broke through to cast long shadows across Tokyo. The rooftop of the Marunouchi Tower awaited—a pristine glass expanse that seemed to float between the heavens and the urban sprawl below.

Today's shoot promised something more intimate, more raw than the public spectacle of Shibuya Crossing: a lingerie editorial that would leave little to imagination.

The production crew from "Tokyo After Dark," a notorious underground porn site sponsoring their trip, had already transformed the rooftop into a professional studio. Softboxes were positioned to catch the changing light, while a small monitor displayed test shots.

Kylie arrived first, draped in a floor-length black silk robe that concealed but hinted at what was to come. Behind her, Mary and Renee stepped onto the rooftop, their breath catching at the panoramic view that stretched endlessly in every direction. Drake stood with the production crew, his hands in his pockets, his eyes fixed only on them.

"We'll start with Kylie alone," directed Kenji Tanaka, a charismatic Japanese TV personality hosting this special web series. His voice carried across the rooftop despite the electricity crackling between them all. "And then, World viewers... we will see what all the fuss is about."

Kylie let the silk robe pool at her feet in one fluid motion. She stood before them in a creation of black lace and strategic cutouts: a balconette bra with cups barely containing her 34DD breasts, her nipple piercings catching the light through sheer mesh panels.

A matching garter belt framed her hips, attached to thigh-high stockings that left a tantalizing gap of bare skin before disappearing into stiletto heels. The back was nothing more than a thin string of lace disappearing between her ass cheeks, fully exposing her plump cheeks to the cool air and hungry eyes.

"Position one," Tanaka commanded, as cameras began rolling. Kylie turned her back to the glass barrier. Her reflection doubled the vision—front and back simultaneously—as she bent slightly forward, her glistening folds visible beneath the crotchless design of the panties.

Mary's hand drifted unconsciously to her throat, rubbing the silver collar that rested there. Her cheeks flushed as she watched Kylie pose, remembering the previous night's encounter and the delicious soreness that remained between her thighs.

Next came Renee's turn, emerging from behind the privacy screen in crimson leather that matched the fire of her hair. A bustier cinched her waist and pushed her voluptuous breasts upward, nearly spilling over the top cut so low her areolas peeked through with each breath.

The thong was nothing more than a thin strip of crimson leather, barely covering her mound as it disappeared between her ass cheeks, fully exposing her pale curves to the camera lens.

Mary stepped forward last, transforming under Tanaka's direction. She wore white lace that stood in stark contrast to her tan skin—a babydoll top that ended just below her breasts, leaving her midriff bare, and matching panties so sheer they revealed everything: her neatly trimmed triangle of dark hair, the slight parting of her lips beneath the fabric. As Drake had requested, she wore the silver collar with its ruby centerpiece, the metal cool against her flushed skin.

The rooftop grew hotter as the shoot progressed. Kylie, Renee, and Mary moved together now, their bodies creating a tableau of contrasts—black lace, crimson leather, white sheer—all against the backdrop of Tokyo's endless towers.

Tanaka stepped closer to the action, his voice smooth as silk for the cameras. "Renee, turn slightly. Yes. Let the light catch those curves."

He paused, turning to face one of the three cameras positioned strategically around the set. "Mary, on your knees beside them." His voice thickened as Mary complied, looking up at them through lowered lashes.

"Kylie, touch yourself. Let us see."

Kylie's fingers slipped between her thighs, parting the crotchless panties to expose herself fully to the cameras. Her clit, already swollen and sensitive, caught the light as she circled it slowly with one manicured finger.

"Perfect," Tanaka whispered to the crew, then raised his voice again for the audience. "Absolutely perfect."

When they broke for water and touch-ups, the tension on the rooftop was palpable. The three women lounged on silk throws while Tanaka reviewed the shots on one of the monitors, his professional smile barely hiding his appreciation.

"So," he began, his voice carrying as he turned back to face Kylie with microphone in hand. "Since we're putting everything on display today... I'm curious, and I'm sure our millions of viewers are too." He looked directly at Kylie. "What's your favorite part of being watched like this?"

Kylie leaned back against Mary, her nipples hardening again at the question. "The moment right before they realize just how much I'm showing." Her voice dropped. "That little intake of breath?"

"And the look in their eyes," Renee chimed in, her gaze locked on Kylie. "The disbelief and desire, all at once."

"It's the best part," Mary agreed, her fingers grazing Renee's thigh.

Tanaka smiled, the gesture barely touching his eyes. "Well, our millions of viewers are lucky, indeed. You are quite the experience." He turned his attention to Mary and Renee. "And how do you feel, being seen beside such an icon?"

Renee grinned, her teeth dragging across her lower lip. "Like a queen."

"I'm just along for the ride," Mary murmured, her blush deepening.

Tanaka nodded, his expression inscrutable. "Very well, then. We're ready for round two. Back to position one, please."

The rooftop was bathed in soft light as Kylie, Renee, and Mary took their places, facing outward toward the city with their backs to the cameras. This time, they were joined by Drake.

His eyes never left Kylie's as he crossed the set, the only sound the click of his dress shoes against the polished concrete. When he reached her, he placed one hand on her hip, drawing her closer until she was pressed against him, the heat of his erection evident even through the layers of clothing between them.

"Look at me," he commanded, his voice rough.

Kylie's gaze met his, her lips parting as she felt him shift behind her, pressing himself against her ass. Her eyes darkened, her hips rocking instinctively, seeking more.

Renee and Mary watched them, transfixed, as Drake's hands traveled up Kylie's body, his fingertips tracing her curves before finding her breasts. He cupped them through the lace, his thumbs circling her nipples until they hardened.

"Oh god," Kylie breathed, her head falling back against his chest. "Please..."

Drake smiled, his grip tightening on her breasts, his fingers teasing her pierced nipples. "I thought you wanted to be watched."

"Yes, but—"

"So watch," he interrupted, his voice low and commanding.

Renee and Mary knelt together, their bodies mirroring the same pose. The camera clicked, capturing the moment when their gazes met—their desire and awe reflected back at each other.

Drake's fingers dipped lower, his touch feather-light against Kylie's stomach, sending shivers through her body. She gasped as his fingers traced the outline of her mound, her hips arching against him.

"Drake, please..." she begged, her voice breaking.

"Shh," he whispered against her ear, his hand moving lower still, teasing her swollen folds. "You want them to see everything, remember?"

Kylie moaned, her thighs parting for him. Drake's fingers slid inside her, curling expertly as his thumb found her clit, coaxing her closer and closer to the edge. She rocked against him, her breath coming in short gasps, her eyes locked on the camera lens.

Renee's hand moved between her legs, her fingers mimicking the rhythm of Drake's as she watched the scene unfold. Mary's lips parted, her tongue flicking out to wet them, her eyes never leaving Kylie's face.

"God, you're beautiful," Renee whispered, her fingers sliding inside herself, the leather of her outfit creaking. "Both of you."

Mary's breath caught, her gaze drifting to the other woman's exposed curves. She swallowed hard, her own desire evident in her flushed cheeks and parted lips.

The click of the camera echoed through the rooftop as the tension mounted, the afternoon sun painting the glass barrier with warm light. Kylie's hips bucked, her moans growing louder as Drake's fingers worked their magic, sending her crashing over the edge, her orgasm spilling through her and across his fingers.

As her breathing slowed, Drake brought his fingers to his lips, tasting her essence. His gaze shifted to Renee and Mary, his voice roughened by his own need. "Now," he growled, his eyes locking on the camera lens.

The trio rose to their feet, the lingerie falling away until they were completely bare.

Drake, still dressed, guided them to the glass barrier, their naked bodies silhouetted against the skyline. Kylie stood between Renee and Mary, her hands on their hips, her eyes closed as she surrendered to the sensations.

Mary's tongue traced the shell of Kylie's ear, her breath warm against the other woman's skin. Renee's hand slid between Kylie's thighs, her fingers seeking the heat that awaited.

"So perfect," Drake murmured, his hands caressing their bodies, his own need straining against his slacks. "My perfect girls."

Kylie's eyes fluttered open, her gaze meeting the camera lens, her voice a ragged whisper. "I want them to see everything."

Her fingers dipped lower, spreading Renee's folds, revealing the slick, pink flesh that awaited. Mary's fingers joined hers, their movements synced, Renee's hips arching as the two women claimed her.

Drake's gaze moved to Renee, watching her pleasure build. He moved behind her, his hand sliding over her ass, squeezing her flesh before slipping between her cheeks. She moaned as his fingers teased her opening, her body trembling with need.

"Oh god," she gasped, her voice muffled by Kylie's neck, her lips pressed against skin. "Yes..."

The camera continued its relentless clicking as the four of them surrendered to the moment, their bodies moving together in a symphony of desire. Drake's eyes never left the lens, his voice low and thick with arousal.

"We are unbound."

The production crew, forgotten in the moment, held their breath as the scene unfolded.

Kenji Tanaka's jaw clenched, his own desire evident despite his best efforts to remain professional. His hand moved unconsciously to his crotch, his gaze fixed on the foursome.

"Absolutely," he murmured, his voice cracking.

The sun's angle shifted, casting them in shadow, but still their desire and pleasure were evident. The clicks of the camera continued, the lens capturing every intimate moment.

Drake, Renee, Kylie, and Mary were lost in each other, their bodies moving together in an exquisite dance.

It was a moment suspended in time, an act of raw intimacy and passion that spoke louder than words ever could. It was a moment that would change everything.

The production crew watched, their eyes wide, their hearts racing.

The air was charged with electricity, the tension palpable.

The city pulsed below, oblivious to the revelry on the rooftop.

But discovery was inevitable. Every screen was about to bear their image, their names becoming whispered obsessions in bedrooms across continents.

Kylie's fame had been a spark; together they were becoming an inferno that would consume the internet's darkest corners and its brightest stages. No longer just her spotlight—it was now theirs to share.

........

Kylie and Renee collapsed against each other, spent and satisfied. The rooftop was silent save for their breathing, the air heavy with the scent of sex and desire.

"Wow," Mary whispered, her eyes wide.

Kylie smiled, her voice barely a whisper. "That was... something else."

Drake's eyes never left Kylie's, his expression unreadable.

Tanaka cleared his throat, his voice breaking the silence.

"Alright, the internet is practically on fire right now with one burning question for each of you," Kenji's voice cut through the post-orgasmic haze, his professional tone returning despite the sheen of sweat on his brow. "Let's not keep millions of desperate fans waiting."

He turned first to Kylie, who lay languidly against Mary's thigh. "They've seen the photoshoots, the club footage, but they're dying to know: when you're completely alone with Drake, no cameras, no audience—what's the one act that makes you lose control faster than anything else?"

Kylie's lips curved into a sly smile as she met his gaze through heavy-lidded eyes. "When he puts me on my knees and tells me exactly who I belong to while his hand wraps around my throat." Her fingers traced Mary's thigh. "That look in his eyes when he knows he's about to ruin me for anyone else."

Kenji's grip tightened on his microphone before turning to Renee. "For you—the redhead who's captivated everyone since joining this dynamic—the question is more specific. We've all seen how you respond to Drake, but what secret fantasy involving Kylie still makes you wet when no one's watching?"

Renee sat up, her nipples tightening under the cool air. "That's easy." Her gaze found Kylie's, dark and intense. "Being tied to that bed in the secret room while Kylie uses that strap-on she keeps hidden, the one with the ridges..." She shuddered visibly. "Watching Drake watch us from that chair."

Mary shifted as Kenji's attention turned to her, her fingers instinctively going to her collar. "Mary—everyone's noticed how you respond to submission. But if you had complete control over these three for one night, what's the first command you'd give that none of them would see coming?"

Her cheeks flushed but her eyes burned with determination. "I'd make Kylie and Renee sixty-nine each other while Drake watches from the secret room's glass walls." Mary's voice gained strength. "And only when they're both about to cum... would I let him enter me where everyone could see." She paused. "But they wouldn't be allowed to finish until I did."

Finally, Kenji faced Drake, whose expression remained unreadable throughout. "You've built this empire of desire, but the question everyone wants answered—what moment, what specific act by one of these three women, makes you forget your own rules and completely lose your carefully maintained control?"

Drake's hand moved unconsciously to Kylie's hip, his voice dropping to a dangerous rumble. "When Kylie whispers 'I need you inside me now' while looking directly into my eyes... and Renee starts touching herself watching us... and Mary kneels beside us, waiting for permission to join." His gaze swept over each woman. "That moment when I realize I can't possibly give all three of them what they need at exactly the same time."

Kenji's gaze lingered on Drake for a moment, his expression unreadable. "Very well, then. That's a wrap. We'll meet again tomorrow for our next adventure."

..........

The rooftop lingered in their skin as the four crossed back into the penthouse—sunset glow clinging to their bodies, the ghost of camera flashes still dancing behind their eyes. Kylie let the silk robe slip from her shoulders, the fabric pooling at her feet as she moved toward the floor-to-ceiling windows. Her reflection doubled the vision—front and back—as she traced the outline of her still-swollen lips, the taste of the rooftop's raw performance still lingering on her tongue.

Drake's gaze followed her, his jaw tight as he watched her press against the glass, the city lights beginning to pulse below them. His fingers twitched at his sides, a barely contained energy radiating from him in waves.

Renee stretched, her crimson leather creaking softly as she arched her back, her nipples still hard from the rooftop's cool air. She met Mary's gaze across the room, a silent understanding passing between them—the Q&A had peeled back layers they hadn't known existed, leaving them exposed and aching for more.

Mary's hand went to her collar instinctively, the silver band cool against her flushed skin. Her thoughts drifted to the secrets she'd shared, to the fantasies that had poured from her lips, and the heat that pooled between her thighs in response.

Kylie turned from the window, her eyes locking onto Drake's. The air in the penthouse thickened, charged with the electricity of unspoken desires and the weight of the day's revelations. "You heard what I said," she murmured, her voice a husky whisper that cut through the silence. "About what makes me lose control."

Drake's lips curved into a slow, dangerous smile. "I heard everything." His gaze drifted to Renee and Mary, who were now moving closer, their bodies drawn together by an invisible force.

The penthouse lights seemed to dim as they converged, the city outside fading into nothing more than a backdrop. Hands reached, bodies pressed together, and the four of them became a living embodiment of the day's raw intimacy—unbound, unfiltered, utterly consumed by the fire they had started.

Renee bit her lip, her gaze drifting between the other three.

Kylie's breath was ragged, her nipples tightening.

Mary's cheeks flushed, her hands balled into fists.

Kylie's mouth found Renee's again, their tongues dancing, as Drake's fingers slid between Kylie's thighs, teasing her already-wet folds. Mary's hand moved to Renee's breast, squeezing her nipple gently, the silver chain dangling from her collar brushing against the other woman's skin.

"Yes," Renee moaned, her hips arching into Drake's touch. "More."

Kylie's breath caught as his fingers slipped inside her, his thumb circling her clit.

"Fuck," she breathed, her head falling back, her eyes fluttering closed.

Drake's free hand moved to Renee's ass, cupping her cheek roughly.

Mary's lips trailed along Renee's neck, her teeth grazing the other woman's earlobe.

Renee's body was on fire, her heart racing, her skin burning with desire. She had never felt so alive, so wanted, so desired.

Kylie's moans echoed through the penthouse as she surrendered to the sensations.

Renee's body responded, her own orgasm building, her muscles tightening, her breath coming in short gasps.

Mary's fingers drifted lower, tracing the curve of Renee's hip, her fingertips brushing the leather thong.

"God, yes," Renee whispered, her voice hoarse.

The penthouse air grew hotter, the space between them evaporating as their bodies pressed together, seeking friction, seeking release.

"Don't stop," Kylie breathed, her nails digging into Renee's shoulder.

Drake's lips brushed her neck, his breath warm against her skin. "Never," he murmured, his fingers working their magic.

Renee's thighs trembled, her hips rocking against him, her orgasm crashing through her, her lips pressed against Kylie's.

Kylie's body shuddered, her climax spilling across his fingers, her moans mingling with Renee's.

Mary's eyes were dark with desire, her cheeks flushed, her skin glistening with sweat.

Drake's hand found her, his fingers teasing her folds, coaxing her closer and closer to the edge.

"Please," she whimpered, her eyes pleading.

Drake's gaze never left hers as he moved closer, his cock hard and ready. "You want it, don't you?"

Mary's hips rocked, her breasts heaving. "Yes," she gasped, her eyes closing as his fingers worked their magic. "I want it. I need it."

Kylie's hand curled around Mary's neck, pulling her close, their lips inches apart.

"Say it again," she commanded, her voice barely a whisper.

"I need it," Mary moaned, her voice ragged, her body aching for release.

"Need what?" Kylie's grip tightened.

"I need his cock inside me," Mary whispered, her voice shaking. "I need to feel him filling me."

Kylie's gaze locked with Drake's over Mary's shoulder, her voice husky with arousal.

"She needs you," Kylie murmured.

"I know," he growled, his fingers slipping deeper inside her, his cock hardening. "And she'll get what she needs."

"But not before I have what I need."

Renee's voice broke the spell, her hand moving between Kylie's legs, teasing her folds, her fingers coated in Kylie's arousal.

Kylie's eyes widened, her breath catching, her gaze never leaving Drake's.

"Yes," she whispered, her hips bucking against Renee's fingers, her clit throbbing.

"That's right," Drake murmured, his cock sliding between Mary's thighs, her wetness coating him. "Give it to her."

Kylie moaned, her body shuddering, her climax crashing through her.

"God, yes," she gasped, her eyes rolling back in her head, her hips rocking against Renee's fingers.

Drake's fingers found Mary's nipple, squeezing gently as he teased her, his cock hardening even more between her thighs at the sight of her writhing against him.

"So close," she moaned, her nails digging into his shoulders, her thighs trembling.

"You want it?" He growled, his cock nudging her entrance.

"Yes," she cried out, her voice breaking, her hips arching, seeking more.

Drake's fingers gripped her waist, lifting her off her feet.

"Then take it," he whispered, his cock plunging into her, filling her, claiming her.

Mary's back arched, her head falling back, her eyes rolling up as his thickness stretched her, his shaft buried to the hilt inside her.

"Fuck," she gasped, her body tensing, her orgasm building.

Kylie and Renee's hands drifted to their own pussies, their fingers moving in sync, the two of them moaning in harmony as they watched the scene unfold.

"Yes," Kylie breathed, her gaze fixed on Mary's face, watching the pleasure wash over her. "Just like that."

"I want to watch you come," Renee whispered, her lips brushing Kylie's ear, her own fingers moving faster.

"Oh god," Mary cried out, her body trembling, her muscles tensing, her orgasm tearing through her, her pussy pulsing around his cock.

Drake's grip tightened, his thrusts growing harder, more urgent, his own orgasm building.

"Yes," he growled, his gaze locked on Kylie, the heat between them almost unbearable. "Take it. All of it."

His cock erupted, filling Mary with hot, sticky cum, her body shuddering, her eyes glazed with pleasure.

Kylie's own body shook, her climax crashing through her, her nails digging into Renee's hip.

"Jesus," she whispered, her gaze locked on Drake. "That was..."

"Incredible," he finished, his eyes still burning with intensity.

"God, yes," Mary whimpered, her breathing ragged.

"Fucking perfect," Renee added, her voice rough.

The penthouse was bathed in a hazy, post-orgasmic glow, their bodies slick with sweat, their hearts racing.

No words could have captured the intensity of the moment, the weight of their connection, the depth of their desires. It was a bond forged in lust, sealed with passion, and strengthened by the power of being seen, truly seen, by the one person who mattered most.

In this moment, the world could have ended and they would have gone blissfully into oblivion together, utterly and completely unbound.


Chapter  5      Day 4

The next morning, the penthouse is still and quiet save for the sound of a shower running.

The water is hot, the steam rising in lazy swirls, the air thick with the scent of jasmine and honeysuckle.

Kylie stands under the spray, her eyes closed, her body humming with contentment.

She hears the click of the bathroom door opening, and a moment later, feels the familiar heat of Drake's body pressing against her back, his arms circling her waist, his lips finding the sensitive spot at the base of her neck.

"Morning," he murmurs, his breath warm against her skin, his fingers tracing lazy patterns along her inner thigh.

Kylie leans back against him, her heart beating faster, her nipples hardening as his touch grows bolder.

"Mmm," she sighs, her legs parting instinctively, her body responding to his. "Someone's in a good mood."

Drake chuckles, his hand moving higher, his fingers brushing her slick folds, his teeth grazing her earlobe. "You're here," he whispers, his cock growing harder against her back. "Of course I'm in a good mood."

The tension between them crackles, the heat rising, the steam surrounding them.

Kylie's hand reaches back, wrapping around his length, stroking him slowly, her palm slick with the precum already dripping from his tip.

Kylie drops to her knees, water streaming down her curves. She wraps her lips around Drake's thick cock, taking him deep as her fingers slip between her thighs.

Her head bobs with practiced rhythm, tongue swirling as her fingers circle her clit. His hips thrust forward, hands tangling in her hair.

Moans echo against the tiled walls as Drake's control shatters, hot release flooding Kylie's throat while her own orgasm crashes through her body in waves of pleasure.

The water shuts off, and the shower doors slide open. They step into the fogged glass enclosure, the steam wrapping around their naked bodies, their lips finding each other in a searing kiss.

Kylie's heart pounds, her hands roaming his body, feeling every hard muscle, her core aching for more.

"You know I love it when you take charge," she breathes against his lips. "But right now, all I want is your cock inside me, filling me up, making me yours."

Drake's lips curl into a grin. "My pleasure."

He lifts her easily, her legs wrapping around his waist, her back pressed against the glass. The head of his cock teases her entrance, and then he thrusts deep, burying himself to the hilt.

Kylie gasps, her nails digging into his shoulders, her body stretching to accommodate his thickness.

"Fuck," she moans, her head falling back, her hips arching to take him deeper. "Yes, just like that."

"That's right," he growls, his hands gripping her ass, his fingers digging into her flesh. "I'm going to fuck you until you can't walk."

Kylie's lips part, her breath catching, her pussy tightening around his cock. "God, yes."

Drake's gaze is locked on hers, his expression intense, his hips driving him into her, his pace relentless.

"I'm yours," Kylie whispers, her body trembling, her climax building. "Only yours."

"Damn right," he rasps, his fingers tightening, his own release threatening to spill over. "Now cum for me, wife."

Kylie's body convulses, her orgasm crashing through her, her inner walls gripping his cock like a vise, milking him, pulling his release from him.

He thrusts deeper, his cum painting her insides, his lips finding hers in a hungry kiss.

They stand together, their breathing ragged, their hearts pounding, the heat of the shower wrapped around them.

"Wow," Kylie murmurs, her body still trembling, her gaze locked on his. "That was..."

"Amazing," Drake finishes, his lips curling into a smile, his hands tracing lazy patterns along her damp curves. "You're always amazing."

"So are you," Kylie breathes, her voice husky, her eyes filled with emotion.

"We're good at this, you know," she teases, her tone playful.

"Yeah, we are."

........

Mary's eyelids flutter open, the sunlight filtering through the curtains, her body bathed in the soft glow of early morning.

She stretches, her skin warmed by the silk sheets, the memories of the night before washing over her, her cheeks flushed with pleasure.

"Morning," Renee murmurs, her voice husky with sleep, her crimson curls spilling across the pillow.

"Hey," Mary whispers, her hand drifting to the other woman's hip, her fingertips tracing lazy patterns along the curve of Renee's ass. "You slept well."

"I did," Renee sighs, her eyes closing again, her body relaxing under Mary's touch.

"And what about you?" she asks, her gaze meeting Mary's, a faint smile playing on her lips.

"Very well," Mary replies, her fingers dipping lower, tracing the seam of Renee's folds, finding her wet and wanting.

"Good," Renee breathes, her hips arching, her legs parting, inviting Mary's touch.

"I need you," Renee whispers, her breath quickening, her fingers tangling in Mary's hair.

Mary swings her leg over Renee's face, lowering her dripping folds onto eager lips as she buries her own tongue between crimson thighs.

Tongues and teeth work in frantic rhythm, wet sounds filling the room as they grind against each other's mouths, desperate to taste every inch.

Fingers dig into thighs as they ride the waves building between them, soaking each other's faces until their cries muffle against slick flesh. With a final shuddering gasp, they collapse tangled in sheets, breathless and glistening.

After catching their breath, they untangle themselves, sharing a lingering kiss that tastes of mutual release before rising to face the day ahead.

All four of them gathered in the penthouse kitchen, where floor-to-ceiling windows framed Tokyo's morning glow in hazy gold. Kylie moved with languid grace, her nipples pressing against the thin white fabric of her sheer sundress as she reached for the coffee machine. Beside her, Renee leaned against the counter, the pale rose of her own dress barely concealing her curves, while Mary settled onto a barstool, her soft blue dress clinging to every line of her body. None of them wore bras or panties—a ritual Kylie had lived by and now introduced  to them during their Tokyo trip, she said, "Its a way of shedding layers, both physically and psychologically."

Drake entered last, his muscular frame filling the doorway in charcoal gym shorts that hugged powerful thighs and a fitted tank top that stretched across broad shoulders. He ran a hand through dark, damp hair from his morning run, his gaze sweeping over them—three goddesses bathed in morning light, their bodies unconstrained and radiating sensuality.

"So," Kylie began, pouring coffee into delicate porcelain cups, her breasts shifting beneath the sheer fabric. "Last day. Any ideas how we should spend it?"

Renee's eyes sparkled as she accepted her cup. "I heard about this place—the Temple of Darkness. Supposedly hidden in these caves near Mount Mitake. Rumored to still be used by some underground cult."

Mary leaned forward, the movement causing her dress to ride up, exposing a glimpse of thigh. "That sounds... intense."

Drake took a sip of his coffee, his eyes dark with interest. "I've read about it. Rarely photographed. Said to have passages dating back centuries."

Kylie's fingers traced the rim of her cup. "A cult? Dark temple? Sounds exactly like how we should end this adventure." She looked at each of them, a slow smile spreading across her face. "What do you say? One final mystery before we leave?"

An hour later found them descending a winding mountain path, sunlight filtering through ancient cedars. The entrance to the cave system yawned before them—a dark mouth in limestone that seemed to breathe cool, earthy air. Inside, they navigated by flashlight beams that cut through oppressive darkness, their footsteps echoing against stone walls slick with moisture.

They dressed for exploration: Kylie in a loose, flowy linen tunic in pale gold that drifted around her thighs; Renee in a similar style in deep burgundy; Mary in soft lilac. All three moved with newfound freedom beneath the sheer fabrics, their bodies responding to each subtle shift in fabric and air.

Drake led them through twisting passages where stalactites dripped like nature's hourglasses and underground streams whispered secrets in the dark. They laughed when Mary startled at a bat fluttering overhead, when Renee slipped on damp stone only to be caught by Drake's steady hand. They explored with the easy comfort of people who had shed pretenses along with their underwear—just friends adventuring together in a place older than memory.

"How deep does this go?" Mary asked, her flashlight beam dancing across ancient symbols carved into the walls.

"The map said there's a central chamber," Drake replied, his voice resonating in the confined space. "Used for ceremonies by whatever group still comes here."

Two hours in, when their skin had adjusted to the constant coolness and their ears to the rhythmic drip of water, they found it: not a cave wall but carved stone archways marking an entrance to something man-made. Fire torches flared to life as they crossed the threshold, their flames licking at darkness to reveal corridors lined with carved deities whose eyes seemed to follow them.

Then came the chanting—low, guttural syllables that vibrated through stone floors and up their spines. Drake gestured for silence as they moved toward the sound, their shadows dancing like specters behind them.

They entered from behind carved stone pillars, peeking into a chamber that stole their breath. At its center stood a cross-like structure made of dark, polished wood—a St. Andrew's cross—and bound to it was a woman unlike any they had seen before. Her body was perfection personified: full breasts that strained against the restraints across her torso, a stomach so tight it seemed carved from marble, and between her legs—exposed and vulnerable—plump pussy lips glistening in torchlight.

She couldn't have been older than nineteen, with flawless porcelain skin and jet black hair cascading to her waist. Around her neck hung a pendant with a symbol Drake recognized from his research: the mark of the Order of Eternal Virginity.

"Must be the maiden," Kylie whispered beside him, her breath catching as she watched.

The chanting intensified as six hooded figures circled the bound woman. They moved in unison, their robes swaying as they passed objects between themselves—implements that gleamed in firelight, their purposes unclear but unmistakably intimate.

"She's untouched?" Mary asked beside them, her fingers unconsciously drifting between her thighs beneath her dress.

"Listen," Renee breathed, her eyes wide.

The chanting rose, the air growing heavier, as the procession closed in on the bound woman. Two figures reached for her breasts, cupping her ample flesh as the others stepped forward, their fingers sliding between her legs, stroking her wetness.

"Oh god," the young woman gasped, her head falling back, her thighs straining against the restraints. "Please..."

The chanting continued, unrelenting, the figures moving in sync as they pleasured her. The bound woman moaned, her body shaking, her voice echoing against stone walls as she came, her climax spilling onto their hands.

"That's it," the tallest figure spoke, his voice gruff and authoritative. "Show them the power of your devotion."

She shuddered, her chest heaving as her eyes fluttered open. When she saw the four intruders, her gaze flashed with something like recognition.

"Wait," Kylie began, her voice faltering. "She knows us."

But her words were lost as the chanting shifted to a new refrain, the figures withdrawing from the bound woman.

"We have company," the hooded figure at the cross's head murmured.

The foursome stepped into the torchlight, their faces finally visible—three women and one man, all familiar.

"It's the hotwife and her entourage," the leader growled, his face shadowed by a hood.

"Wait, how—" Mary began, but was cut off as the hooded figures rushed toward them.

Kylie, Renee, and Mary were swept up, their hands bound behind their backs as they were pushed against a nearby stone pillar. Drake was pinned down, his hands immobilized behind his back.

"Unbind me," the Drake demanded, his voice echoing through the chamber. "Now."

His order was ignored, as the leader strode over to him, his eyes burning with intensity.

"You dare invade the sanctity of our temple," he growled, his voice low and menacing. "I should have known you'd be here. Always lurking around, looking for some new way to exploit the weak and innocent."

"You don't know what you're talking about," Drake snapped back, his jaw clenched, his eyes flashing with anger.

"Oh, I think I do," the hooded figure countered. "I've heard about your little group and the twisted perversions you get off on."

"That's not—"

"Silence," the man cut him off, his voice sharp. "It doesn't matter what you think you know. What matters is that you are trespassing, and I'm going to make sure you and your friends pay for it."

He turned his attention to the women, his gaze roaming their bodies hungrily.

"Such beautiful creatures," he mused, his tone mocking. "It's a shame to waste such perfection., such purity"

"Let us go," Kylie snapped, her eyes flashing with defiance.

"Yes," the hooded figure hissed, his hand reaching out to caress her cheek. "So feisty. I like that."

"Get away from me," Kylie spat, her face twisting in disgust.

"No," the man laughed, his fingers trailing down her throat. "I don't think so."

"Don't touch her," Drake growled, straining against the bonds holding him.

The man turned to him, his eyes burning with fury.

"Oh, I'm going to do more than touch her," he said, his voice low and dangerous. "I'm going to make her mine. I'm going to claim her in front of all of you. I'm going to show you what true power is."

"You wouldn't dare," Drake challenged, his muscles tense, his jaw clenched.

"Watch me," the man snarled, his hand sliding between Kylie's legs, cupping her sex. "See how she responds to my touch. See how quickly she succumbs to me."

Kylie trembled, her breath catching as the man's fingers explored her.

"Stop," she whispered, her voice shaking.

"You can't stop this," the man whispered, his lips brushing her ear. "You're mine now."

Drake struggled against the bonds, his eyes never leaving Kylie's face.

"Take your hands off her," he ordered, his voice tight with rage.

"Or what?" the man taunted, his fingers slipping between Kylie's legs, stroking her wetness.

"No," she whimpered, her eyes closing, her hips bucking against his touch.

"Yes," the man breathed, his other hand cupping her breast, his thumb circling her nipple.

"Don't fight it," he whispered, his voice a low growl. "You know you want this. You've always wanted this. You just didn't know it yet."

"No," Kylie moaned, her body trembling, her resistance crumbling.

"Yes," the man repeated, his fingers moving faster, his grip tightening. "Submit to me."

Kylie cried out, her orgasm washing over her, her body surrendering to the man's touch.

"That's it," the man murmured, his fingers coated with her arousal. "You're mine now. All mine."

Drake strained against the ropes, his fury palpable.

"I'll fucking kill you for this," he growled, his muscles straining, his face contorted with rage.

"You'll try," the man laughed, his eyes burning with satisfaction.

He turned back to Kylie, his gaze raking over her exposed curves.

"So beautiful," he mused, his fingers tracing the line of her jaw.

"No," Kylie pleaded, her voice trembling. "Please..."

"Oh yes," the man said, his voice low and dangerous. "You belong to me now."

The other members of the Order of Eternal Virginity moved forward, their faces still hidden beneath their hoods, their movements fluid and purposeful.

Drake watched in helpless fury as they untied the ropes binding Kylie's hands and carried her toward the altar. He could only watch, impotent and enraged, as the members of the cult took turns using Kylie's body, taking their pleasure from her without regard for her own desires.

When they were finished, she lay on the altar, her eyes glassy and unfocused, her body bruised and broken.

"I'm going to fucking kill you," Drake swore, his voice hoarse, his face streaked with tears.

"You're going to do nothing," the leader smirked, his tone smug and self-satisfied. "Because you're never getting out of here. You're going to spend the rest of your life trapped in this dungeon, watching the women you love being used and abused by my followers."

"I'm going to find a way," Drake vowed, his eyes burning with hatred.

As the cultists backed away from kylie , they made their way to mary and Renne, the young woman who had been tied up was ordered to go to drake. Her glassy eyes sharpened with newfound purpose. The lessons in seduction, taught through restraint and forced pleasure, had not broken her—they had been absorbed, weaponized. She glided toward Drake with deliberate slowness, his eyes glued to her curves still damp from sweat and arousal. Her fingers trailed along the stone floor, collecting moisture before tracing a path up her own thigh, watching Drake's reaction through lowered lashes.

"Your wife was... lucky," she murmured, her voice husky from hours of forced moaning. "They taught me that true power isn't in receiving pleasure—it's in denying it to others. But they gave her loads of it"

Her hands slid up Drake's bound arms, nails dragging just enough to make him strain against his restraints. The pendant at her throat—once a symbol of her purity—now gleamed like a trophy as she leaned close enough for him to feel her breath without touching skin.

"They wanted me to learn submission," she whispered against his ear, one hand dipping lower to hover just above his erection. "But I mastered something far more valuable." Her fingers formed a cage around him without making contact. "How to make a man beg for what he can't have."

When his hips instinctively bucked forward, seeking friction, she pulled away with a soft laugh that echoed off ancient stone. Around the chamber, the cultists watched as their ritual weapon began writing her own ending.

"Please," Drake growled, his cock aching for her touch.

"Do you want to be inside me?" she asked, her voice dripping with feigned innocence.

"Yes," he ground out, his fists clenched behind his back.

"Do you want to fuck me until you cum?" she continued, her eyes glittering with mischief.

"God, yes," he groaned, his body trembling with need.

"Too bad," she smirked, stepping out of his reach.

"I'm going to ruin you," Drake vowed, his eyes dark with desire.

"I'd like to see you try," she taunted, her hand slipping between her legs, her fingers glistening with arousal.

He struggled against his bonds, desperate to touch her, to taste her, to claim her. But it was futile—she had the upper hand, and she knew it.

As Drake's resolve crumbled, the cultists watched in amusement, their laughter ringing through the chamber.

"Pathetic," the leader scoffed, his voice dripping with contempt. "He's not fit to be called a man."

"No," the woman agreed, her eyes flashing with defiance. "But he'll learn. They all will."

Three cultists seized Kylie's limp form, dragging her from the altar like a rag doll. In her place, they shackled Mary to the right arm of the St. Andrew's cross, and Renee to the left, spreading their limbs until their bodies formed obscene X's. The cold iron bit into their wrists and ankles, their sheer lilac and burgundy tunics riding up to expose glistening pussies that dripped with equal parts fear and forbidden excitement.

Six hooded figures approached, three positioning themselves before each bound woman. With synchronized movements, they lifted their robes enough to reveal what had already claimed Kylie: cocks that would make porn stars weep with envy—thick as forearms and veiny as riverbeds, with heads so swollen they appeared angry.

Drake's jaw clenched as the first cultist pressed his length against Mary's entrance, the massive head parting her folds despite her whimpered protests. Another did the same to Renee, her red curls tangling in her bonds as her back arched against the cross.

Before Drake could shatter his restraints through sheer rage, the maiden returned—her porcelain skin flushed from her previous ordeal but her eyes now burning with purpose. She straddled his lap again, positioning herself so his rigid cock nestled between her slick lips without entering.

"They're going to fuck them," she whispered, rotating her hips so her juices coated his shaft. "While I decide if you're worthy of this." She gestured between her legs.

Drake strained upward. "You know you want it. That virgin cunt of yours is dripping right now."

Her breath hitched. "I—I was trained to deny pleasure."

"I'll give you pleasure that'll make you forget everything they taught you," he promised, his voice dropping to a growl. "Sit on it. Just the head. I dare you."

Behind her, Mary cried out as the first cultist finally breached her, his massive cock stretching her impossibly wide. Renee screamed her own violation seconds later.

That was all it took.

With a shuddering gasp, the maiden positioned herself over Drake's tip and sank down. Her hymen resisted briefly before tearing, and her virgin channel clamped around him so tightly he saw stars. It was a pain-pleasure hybrid so exquisite it bordered on divine.

"Oh god," she moaned, her body trembling. "So full."

"Ride me," Drake commanded, watching as cultists drove into Mary and Renee with brutal rhythm. "While they take them, I claim you."

She began to move, her inexperienced walls massaging every inch of him. Each time she lifted herself, his girth dragged against her sensitive folds. When she sank down again, his cock hit depths no man had reached before.

The chamber filled with the wet sounds of all three women being claimed—two against their will, one discovering true pleasure for the first time. Drake met the maiden's gaze, their bodies speaking a language older than the temple itself.

His hands strained against his ropes as his climax built. "Take my seed," he growled. "Let them see you choose this."

She ground against him one final time, her virgin pussy convulsing as her orgasm crashed through her just as he erupted inside her, filling her with hot ropes of cum that overflowed her tight channel.

Across the chamber, Mary and Renee collapsed against their restraints as cultists withdrew from them, their bodies glistening with release that wasn't their own.

But the maiden—her eyes now clear, her pendant dangling between perfect breasts—smiled down at Drake through tears of pain and pleasure.

She rose to her feet with newfound purpose, the movement sending tremors through her freshly-claimed body. With sharp, deliberate fingers, she tore the pendant from its chain—the silver clasp gave way with a soft snap that echoed in the chamber's sudden silence. She gave Drake the silver disk, its ruby centerpiece catching torchlight as it spun in his hands.

"I won't be needing this anymore," her voice emerged steady despite the tremor in her limbs, the words tasting like freedom. She bent forward, pressing her lips against Drake's—no hesitant virgin's kiss but one of fierce possession, deep and pure and tasting of his own release mingled with her awakening.

Just as Drake's bound hands strained to return the gesture, a wail pierced the ancient stillness—sirens growing closer, their modern urgency clashing with the temple's timelessness.

"The authorities are here," the cult leader's voice crackled with panic, his hooded form already backing toward a hidden passage in the chamber wall. "Quickly, gather your belongings. We must leave."

"No," she argued, her body turning to shield Drake's bound form as her gaze remained fixed on his. "I'm not leaving him."

"You have a choice," the leader barked, one hand gripping the passage's edge. "You can come with us, or you can stay here and let the police question you about all this."

She hesitated only a moment, her fingers already working at Drake's bonds, the rough fibers biting into her tender palms as she pulled.

"Choose," he demanded, his voice losing its authority as sirens grew louder.

One look at Drake—at the fierce protectiveness in his eyes despite his restraints—and her decision was made. "You can go back to your darkness," she said without turning. "I'm staying here."

The other cultists scattered like roaches, robes flying as they vanished into the chamber's secret passages. The maiden—now just a woman—continued untying Drake's bonds, her movements practiced yet trembling slightly.

Outside, the Tokyo skyline glittered with neon light, its electric pulse a world away from this stone chamber of secrets. Inside, the foursome with their unexpected fifth member were left in the wake of chaos, breathing in the possibilities that hung thick in torch-scented air.

"Well," Kylie's voice emerged raspy but steady, propping herself up on one elbow despite her ordeal. "This is a twist." She managed a weak smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. "Never imagined my Tokyo adventure would end like this."

"And you have a pretty good imagination," Renee added from her position against the cross, her voice strained as Drake worked at her bindings.

Drake moved quickly to release Mary and Renee from their restraints, their bodies marked with angry red lines where iron had bitten into soft skin. He returned to Kylie's side, his hand finding hers, their fingers intertwining as if they alone stood against the aftermath.

"I'm Aiko," their rescuer said softly, watching as Drake helped Kylie to her feet. Her gaze drifted downward to the torn pendant still gleaming in Drakes palm. "And I believe I have a lot to explain."

They made their way toward the cave entrance together—Aiko between Drake and Kylie, with Mary and Renee leaning on each other—just as flashlights cut through the gloom, accompanied by urgent Japanese voices.

"Your agent contacted authorities when you missed your Tokyo Fashion Week appearance," an English-speaking officer explained, his eyes assessing the scene before them. "We traced your last known destination before you went off grid."

Drake wrapped an arm around Kylie's waist as they emerged into daylight, squinting against the afternoon sun. "We got turned around exploring these caves," he offered smoothly. "Aiko here helped guide us to safety."

The officers' professional demeanor faltered as their eyes landed on Aiko. Recognition dawned on their faces—first shock, then disbelief, and finally rigid formality.

The youngest officer bowed so deeply his forehead nearly touched the ground. "Princess Toshi," he breathed, his voice barely above a whisper. "We... we had no idea."

"Please," she said, her voice gentle but firm. "Help them."

"Yes," the lead officer murmured, his face flushing. "Of course. My apologies."

He cleared his throat, collecting himself before turning to the others.

"We will escort you to the hospital for examination," he continued, his tone professional again. "Then to your hotel.

"Princess," Drake stammered, his gaze flickering between Aiko's face and the dark cave entrance, "should we inform the authorities about the... cult that held you captive?"

"No," Aiko answered, her voice steady despite trembling fingers. "Please."

"And why the hell not?" Renee said.

"Because" Aiko answered, her hand squeezing Drake's, her gaze drifting back to the temple's entrance. "The Order is finished. Its secrets died with the cultists' escape, and their crimes are mine to bear."

Drake shook his head, his eyes flashing with anger. "Like hell they are. You did nothing wrong."

"Neither did the members of the cult," Aiko said softly, her eyes filling with sadness. "They were only trying to preserve a dying tradition. And I was simply a tool for their rituals. Nothing more."

Kylie's jaw clenched, her gaze darkening. "Bullshit. You are so much more than that."

"You saved us," Mary said.

"Yeah," Renee added, her voice firm. "Without you, we'd be trapped in that cave forever."

Aiko smiled, her expression lightening slightly. "You're kind, but I can't change the past. I can only choose my future."

Drake looked down at the pendant, his fingers curling around the cool silver.

"Then choose one that's not behind locked doors," he said, his voice low and steady.

She met his gaze, her eyes shining with emotion.

"Okay," she whispered, her lips curving into a smile. "I'll try."

In the ambulance on the way to the hospital, Aiko spoke quietly about the Order—their origins, their teachings, and her place within it.

"There is no Order of Eternal Virginity," she said softly, her hands folded in her lap. "It's a front for the Himekaido. I'm Princess Toshi of the Himekaido Family, but I don't know anything else about them."

"Himekaido," Renee mused, her gaze fixed on the passing city. "I've heard that name before.

"Yes," Aiko answered. "We have a very private life, and our identities are kept secret from the public."

"How long have you been part of this... Order?" Drake asked.

"I was chosen at birth," Aiko replied, her expression sad. "And raised in tradition, taught to value purity over everything. We had to be ready, they told us. Ready to serve a greater purpose."

"What was that?" Kylie asked, her voice tight.

"We never knew," Aiko said, her voice wavering. "Until the day of my ritual."

Drake's fists clenched, his expression darkening.

"And what was the ritual?"

"It was a ceremony, to prepare us for what was to come. For months, I was brought in and tied to that cross, for hours unable to move. They made me learn submission. Then..."

Her voice trailed off, her eyes distant.

"Then?" Kylie prompted gently.

"Then the Order would send us home. My family marries its maidens off to powerful and influential men. We were trained to please them, and once we did, they'd would give us whatever we wanted."

"And you didn't mind this?" Renee asked.

"At first, yes," Aiko admitted. "But eventually, I realized it was the only way to live. There was no other option. Until now."

The ambulance slowed to a stop, and the doors swung open, revealing the hospital's pristine lobby.

"Thank you," Aiko said, her eyes meeting theirs. "For helping me escape. And for showing me another path."

She slipped out the doors, leaving them in silence.

After the hospital, the group returned to the hotel—each lost in their own thoughts as they processed the day's events.

"Princess Toshi...., WOW, I deflowered a princess" Drake murmured, his eyes fixed on the city beyond the window.

"You're a real princess?" Mary blurted, her eyes wide.

Aiko flushed, her expression sheepish. "I am, yes."

"But" Renee stammered, her gaze drifting over Aiko's face as though searching for signs of royalty in her features, "how? What does it mean to be a princess? Are we supposed to bow to you? Can you... command us?"

Drake's gaze softened as he watched her, his natural protective instincts surfacing. "You've been through hell," he said gently. "Let's give you time to rest. You need to recover."

Aiko's eyes met his, then drifted to where Kylie, Renee, and Mary stood nearby—their concern evident in their expressions. She straightened her posture slightly, something shifting in her demeanor.

"Well," she began, her voice carrying an unexpected authority that made the room still. "As Princess, I technically can command my subjects." Her lips curved into a faint smile. "But with you... this would be more of a request." She took a step toward Drake, her movements deliberate despite the exhaustion evident in her limbs. "There is one thing I would want right now."

She paused, her gaze unwavering as it moved from Drake to the women and back again.

"I want you," she said softly to Drake, "to properly fuck me." Her cheeks flushed but her voice remained steady. "While they—" she gestured to Kylie, Renee, and Mary—"touch me, kiss me, caress me. All of you together."

Drake blinked, his expression startled but also intrigued.

"Are you sure?" he asked.

"I am," Aiko replied, her chin lifting.

"And are you certain we won't disrespect your title by doing such a thing?"

"Yes," Aiko breathed.

"Because if so," he pressed, his voice cracked a laugh, "we can always arrange to have you returned to your cave."

Aiko's face flushed, her eyes flashing with emotion.

"Drake," she murmured, her hand reaching out to caress his arm. "You've freed me. I'm not returning to anyone, ever."

He took a deep breath, his expression shifting.

"Okay then," he said, his tone lighter. "If you're certain, we'd be honored."

Mary's cheeks were a deep pink as she stepped closer. "I'm not sure how..." she trailed off.

Aiko's hand drifted down, finding Mary's, and guided it between her legs, pressing the other woman's fingertips against her clit.

"Touch me how you like to be touched," Aiko murmured.

Mary's breath hitched, her fingers beginning a slow circle.

Aiko gasped, her eyes fluttering closed.

"Just like that," she whispered, her hips arching into Mary's touch.

"God, you're beautiful," Renee breathed, her own hands roaming the curve of Aiko's breasts.

Aiko moaned, her body responding to their caresses.

"This is my first time with a woman," she admitted, her voice low and husky. "And it's so much better than I imagined."

Drake watched the women, his expression growing dark.

"Fuck," he growled, his cock twitching.

He moved closer, his gaze sweeping over their writhing bodies, taking in every inch of exposed flesh.

"You want to be fucked," he murmured, his eyes dark with desire. "Don't you, princess?"

"Yes," she breathed, her voice trembling.

"Say it," he commanded, his fingers wrapping around her slender neck, applying just enough pressure to make her pulse quicken.

"Please," she gasped, her body arching against his touch.

"Please, what?"

"Please fuck me," she moaned, her eyes glazing over.

Drake released his grip on her throat, his hand drifting lower, trailing over the curve of her breast.

"Good girl," he murmured, his fingers dipping between her thighs, finding her slick and swollen with arousal.

He slid inside her, his cock stretching her walls, filling her completely. She moaned, her body shuddering, her breath catching.

"Does that feel good?" he asked, his voice low and sensual.

"Yes," she whimpered, her body grinding against his.

"Tell me," he commanded, his cock driving deeper with each thrust.

"It feels so good," she cried, her nails digging into his shoulders.

"Are you going to cum for me, princess?"

"Yes, yes, oh god," she gasped, her climax building, her body trembling.

Drake drove into her, his cock pulsing, his release spilling inside her, filling her with hot jets of his seed. She shuddered, her orgasm washing over her, her body convulsing around his cock.

"You're a filthy little princess," he growled, his fingers tracing the line of her jaw.

"Yes," she breathed, her body sagging against his.

He lifted her, her legs wrapped around his waist, carrying her to the bed. He laid her down gently, his lips capturing hers, their tongues exploring each other.

"My filthy little princess," he murmured against her lips, his fingers trailing along her skin.

"Yours," she whispered, her eyes shining with emotion.

Mary's fingers were tangled in Aiko's hair now, Renee's mouth was sucking on her nipple, and Kylie was kissing her neck.

Drake pulled back, his gaze roaming over her perfect form, his cock still hard and throbbing.

"Mine," he repeated, his voice a low growl.

He took a step forward, his eyes darkening.

"I'm going to fuck you again," he said, his voice rough with desire. "And this time, I'm not going to stop until you beg me for mercy."

Aiko's breath hitched, her skin flushing.

"Yes," she murmured, her eyes hooded with lust.

"Yes, what?"

"Yes, Master."

He grinned, his hand gripping his cock, stroking its length.

"You want this, don't you, princess?"

"Yes," she whispered, her body aching for his touch.

"Tell me," he commanded, his voice low and dangerous.

"I want you," she gasped, her voice trembling. "I want you inside me, fucking me, making me scream."

He moved closer, his cock inches from her mouth.

"Yes," she pleaded, her body writhing with need.

"Then take it," he growled, his hand pushing her head toward his cock.

She parted her lips, her tongue darting out to taste him, savoring the saltiness of his pre-cum. She wrapped her mouth around his girth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked, her throat working to accommodate his size.

"Fuck," he groaned, his hands fisting in her hair.

He thrust his hips, driving his cock deeper into her mouth, his head hitting the back of her throat.

She moaned, her hands cupping his ass, pulling him closer, her fingers digging into his flesh.

"Yes," he hissed, his grip tightening, his pace increasing. "Take it all, princess."

He fucked her mouth, his cock sliding in and out, her lips stretched tight around his girth. She swallowed, her throat constricting around him, her nails raking across his skin.

"Oh fuck," he groaned, his cock throbbing. "I'm gonna cum."

"No," she moaned, her eyes rolling back as her body trembled. "I want it in me. Fuck me... please."

"Yes," he growled, his release spilling into her mouth, coating her tongue. "Swallow it all, princess."

She obeyed, her throat working as she swallowed his cum, her lips never breaking contact with his shaft.

"So fucking good," he groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair.

"God, you're sexy," Renee murmured, her voice filled with admiration.

"So hot," Mary breathed, her fingers drifting between her legs, teasing her clit.

Kylie's tongue was licking Aiko's nipple now, the tip circling the sensitive bud.

"Fuck," Drake growled, his eyes raking over her body, his cock still hard. "I'm going to fuck your perfect little cunt now, princess. And when I'm done, you're gonna be mine."

Aiko moaned, her hips bucking, her body arching against him.

"Yes," she gasped, her voice trembling. "Make me yours."

He positioned himself between her legs, his hands gripping her thighs, spreading her open for him.

"You're so wet," he murmured, his fingers tracing her slit.

"Yes," she whimpered, her body aching for him.

He pushed the tip of his cock against her entrance, teasing her, making her squirm.

"Please," she begged, her hips lifting off the bed, desperate for him.

"You want this, don't you, princess?" he growled, his hands gripping her waist.

"Yes," she pleaded, her eyes wide with need.

"I want your cock inside me," she moaned, her voice trembling. "Please, fuck me."

He drove his length into her, her pussy stretching to accommodate him, her walls clenching around him.

"Yesssssss," she cried, her body shaking, her voice breaking.

He thrust into her, his pace increasing, his cock hitting deep, making her cry out.

"So tight," he growled, his fingers digging into her skin, holding her in place as he fucked her.

"Yes," she moaned, her hips rocking, matching his rhythm.

"Your cunt feels so fucking good," he grunted, his pace increasing, his cock pounding into her.

"Yes, yes," she cried, her body trembling, her orgasm building.

"Are you gonna cum for me, princess?"

"Yes, oh god, yes," she gasped, her nails clawing at his back, her body quaking beneath him.

"Beg me," he growled, his voice raw.

"Please," she moaned, her body bucking, her voice breaking. "Please let me cum."

"That's it," he groaned, his hips slamming into her, his cock buried to the hilt. "Cum for me."

"Oh god, yes," she screamed, her pussy convulsing, her climax shattering her, sending her over the edge.

"I never imagined," Aiko whispered against his neck, her voice ragged with disbelief. "I never knew..." She shuddered as another wave of pleasure rolled through her, nails digging into his back. "God, how could anything feel like this?"

He continued to fuck her, his cock pulsing, his own release erupting inside her.

"Fuck," he groaned, his cock throbbing, his cum filling her, his hands gripping her hips.

"I could stay like this forever," she murmured, her legs still wrapped around him, her body still trembling.

"You and me both," he replied, his fingers tracing the curve of her cheek.

She smiled up at him, her expression relaxed, her eyes shining with contentment.

"Thank you," she said softly, her gaze holding his.

"For what?"

"For giving me something I never thought possible," she said, her voice wavering slightly.

"And what's that?"

"Love."

He leaned down, capturing her lips with his, his kiss gentle and tender.

"You're not a filthy princess anymore," he whispered. "You're my queen."

Her heart swelled, her eyes filling with tears.

"I'll spend the rest of my life serving you," she whispered.

"No," he murmured, his thumb brushing away a tear. "I serve you now. Always."

They stayed like that for a while—his cock still buried inside her, their bodies entwined, their hearts beating as one.

Kylie, Renee, and Mary remained, touching her, caressing her, kissing her, making her feel worshipped and loved.

Aiko's eyes closed, her mind drifting, her body floating in bliss.

She was finally home.


Chapter 6      Morning After

Morning light filtered through the hotel windows, casting long shadows across the rumpled sheets where they had all collapsed in exhaustion after the previous day's chaos. Aiko stirred first, her dark hair spilling across the pillow as reality settled in—the princess was homeless, unless they counted this her old situation or this suite as a future.

"You're not going back there," Kylie's voice came from beside her, firm as the woman propped herself on one elbow. The sheer sundress she'd worn the day before lay discarded on a nearby chair.

Across the bed, Renee stretched with a feline grace, her crimson hair catching the morning light. "She's not going anywhere." A mischievous glint entered her eyes as she looked between Drake and Aiko. "Though Drake—have you considered the logistics? We dont have room for a 4th bedroom at the penthouse, unless she stays in with one of us."

Drake's response came without hesitation as he rose from the bed, his tall frame silhouetted against Tokyo's awakening skyline. "Already handled." He ran a hand through dark hair. "I've been in talks to purchase the floor directly above us."

Three pairs of eyes stared at him.

"You're serious?" Kylie sat up completely now, her curves outlined by the sheet.

Drake nodded, reaching for his discarded pants. "The paperwork's in progress. I had plans to redesign it anyway—create an expanded living space that incorporates with what we already have." He looked between them. "Seems now we know exactly why that expansion was necessary."

Renee laughed, the sound echoing in the spacious room. "You don't do anything halfway, do you? First you build three custom bedrooms, now you're buying an entire floor?"

"When I decide permanence matters," Drake's gaze drifted to Aiko, who had sat up quietly, listening, "I go all in."

Her eyes met his, her heart swelling with gratitude.

"And if they reject the sale?" Mary asked, her brow furrowing.

Drake shrugged. "It's the tallest building in Atlanta. I'll find another."

Kylie's expression softened as she watched him, her gaze lingering on his bare torso. "God, I love you."

Aiko cleared her throat, her fingers playing with the sheets.

"But," she ventured, her voice barely above a whisper. "What will the Princess of Himekaido do, once we go to America?"

"Join us," Kylie said firmly, her gaze fixed on Aiko.

"Become part of our family," Renee added, her voice confident.

"Live with us, and be loved," Mary said, her smile radiant.

Drake's arms folded across his broad chest, his gaze unwavering. "Or you can always go back to your old life." His lips curved in a faint smirk. "But we'll have a hell of a time letting you leave."

Aiko's eyes shone with tears, her voice catching in her throat.

"You would do that for me?"

"We'd do it for ourselves," Drake said, his tone softening.

Kylie moved closer, her hand finding Aiko's, their fingers intertwining.

"We're a family now, you saved us." she murmured, her gaze never leaving Aiko's. "And now you're a part of it."

"Always," Renee added, her lips brushing Aiko's shoulder.

"Forever," Mary agreed, her arms wrapping around Aiko from behind.

The princess closed her eyes, her body trembling with emotion, her heart overflowing.

"Thank you," she breathed, her voice thick with tears.

"Don't thank us," Kylie whispered, her lips brushing Aiko's.

"Just love us, like we do each other" Renee murmured, her teeth nipping at the soft flesh of Aiko's neck.

Mary leaned in, her hands roaming Aiko's curves.

The princess sighed, her body melting into theirs, her lips parted in surrender.

"Yes," she breathed, her voice trembling. "I do , i do love you."

Their lips captured hers, their hands roaming her skin, their bodies pressed against hers.

"And we love you," they murmured, their voices filled with devotion.

The four women stayed together, entangled in bed, exploring each other. They were no longer two distinct groups; now they were a family.

"This is what a harem is supposed to be," Kylie thought, her fingertips tracing Aiko's jawline.


Epilogue:    2  Weeks Later    Atlanta

Back in Atlanta, two weeks of whirlwind activity transformed the tower's uppermost floor. Drake's architectural mind, fueled by necessity and desire, had closed on the space with swift precision.

Blueprints now mapped out an ambitious renovation: six sprawling master bedrooms would rise, each with its own sanctuary of marble and glass, walk-in closets worthy of royalty.

Meanwhile, the 70th floor hummed with reconstruction, dust mingling with anticipation.

Drake's study would be reborn, a fortress reclaimed from chaos, while beside it, a shared office space took shape—where Kylie, Renee, Mary, and now Aiko would field the endless flood of contracts for movie deals, photoshoots, and ventures beyond imagining.

The remaining space would expand their infinity pool and hot tub lounge, blurring the line between sky and city.

Below, tabloids churned out headlines about the Bennett household's latest addition. Speculation swirled around Aiko, her debut anticipated with feverish intensity.

Inside the penthouse, amidst construction noise, they crafted their own harmony—mapping out schedules for the increasingly in-demand Drake, each finding their place in a world that now stretched across floors and futures.

.......

The workers on the upper floors were being punished yet again or perhaps rewarded depending on one's perspective.

The constant barrage of near-nudeness had become legendary among Drake Bennett's construction crews—the women moving through the dust and chaos as if clothed in air itself.

Sheer fabrics that caught the morning light just right, loose robes that parted with each movement, and that new policy Kylie had instituted during Tokyo: no underwear, ever.

Men now offered to work at half their regular rates just to land a spot on one of his projects, not for the paycheck but for the privilege.

They'd trade a week's wages for a single glimpse of the infamous Hotwife Kylie in motion, of the fiery Renee's curves as she reviewed blueprints, of Mary's sweet smile as she directed deliveries.

And now there was Aiko—rumored royalty with the poise to match—moving among them with an otherworldly grace that made even hardened construction workers forget their own names.

They'd whisper in breaks about the latest sightings: Kylie leaning over a railing to speak with Drake, her dress riding up to reveal nothing underneath;

Renee stretching to reach a high shelf, her rose-colored robe gaping at the throat;

Mary bending over to adjust something on the floor, her soft blue fabric clinging to every curve like water;

Aiko moving with an almost painful elegance through the chaos, her traditional kimonos somehow more provocative than anyone's lingerie.

The site superintendent had started adding clauses to employment contracts: "No photography. No inappropriate comments.

If you get distracted and hurt yourself, it's on you." But no one complained. They just kept showing up, tools in hand, hearts pounding, hoping for another glimpse of what made Drake Bennett the luckiest—and wealthiest—architect in Atlanta.

It wasn't just about the nudity; they'd admit to each other after beers. It was the confidence. The unapologetic sensuality.

The way these women inhabited their bodies as if they'd been born knowing every inch could stop traffic. Some called it torture.

Others called it the best job they'd ever had. Either way, construction on the tower's new floors was proceeding at record pace.

.......

The phone vibrated on the glass tabletop beside her poolside lounge chair, its buzz cutting through the afternoon heat like electricity.

Kylie's fingers stilled mid-motion where she'd been tracing condensation on her water glass—she'd been waiting for this vibration for six weeks, since Seraphina Voss had first murmured the possibility over champagne in Cannes.

When the screen lit up with Voss Studio's name, her heart didn't just beat—it slammed against her ribs like trapped birds. She answered without checking the caller ID. "Seraphina."

"You knew," the director's voice came through, smooth as black silk. "Of course, you knew it was me."

"I've been checking my phone every five minutes since Cannes," Kylie admitted, her voice low and husky even to her own ears. Outside the penthouse windows, Atlanta sprawled beneath them like a circuit board of lights. "Tell me."

"The financing is locked. The script is polished. The location is secured at that Spanish villa in the Hollywood Hills—the one with the infinity pool overlooking the city."

Kylie's fingers tightened around her phone, her nipples hardening beneath her bikini top.

"And?" she prompted, her breath catching.

"Artistic adult film. Cinematic. Elegant. Your project completely, creative control one hundred percent, as discussed."

A shiver traced Kylie's spine despite the eighty-degree heat.

"Who?" she asked, already knowing what came next.

"You choose them," Seraphina replied. "Co-stars, scenes, wardrobe, choreography, boundaries—it's all yours. Your vision, your rules. No compromises."

Kylie rose from the lounge chair, the water glass tilting precariously as she stood. She didn't notice. Her mind was already racing, possibilities unspooling like silk ribbon through her thoughts.

"When?" she asked, her voice steadier now.

"Two days. Los Angeles. I'll send the jet." A pause. "Are you in?"

Through the glass, Drake emerged from his study, his eyes finding hers immediately. As always, the heat between them ignited without preamble, without effort.

"I'm in," Kylie said, her gaze locked on her husband's. "More than you know."

[image: ]

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Title Page


    		Copyright


    		For the Fans


    		Prologue....


    		Chapter 1 Tokyo


    		Chapter 3 Day 2


    		Chapter 4 Day 3


    		Chapter 5 Day 4


    		Chapter 6 Morning After


    		Epilogue: 2 Weeks Later Atlanta


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85






OEBPS/image_rsrc13V.jpg
\HOTWIFE KYLIE*

\ LINBOUND IN TO

é" :

' BOOK 6+ HOTWIFE TRAVEI.ER S

"Mﬂ—é
! R’ gs

Wiy (@
i v
=\ "W, /
528, L §T4 %
] ; { / .

-
i

y 3
o N

ACE KINCAID





OEBPS/image_rsrc13U.jpg
\HOTWIFE KYLIE*

§ UNBOUND IN TOKY0 "

BOOK 6+ HOTWIFE TRAVELER SzR

3l.4
!l g2
iy
H$ ""Q.‘\(' |

1Tl
o‘ i‘i !”)

y 3
e

ACE KINCAID






OEBPS/image_rsrc13W.jpg
AUTHORS NOTES

For cut scenes - Character Bios - Free Chapters of Next
book or just for any Fan Ideas on where the series should
go next, Contact the author at acekncd@gmail.com.

Other books by the Author in this series.....

Hotwife Kylie / Unbound in Atlanta
Hotwife Kylie / Unbound in Miami
Hotwife Kylie / Unbound in New York
Hotwife Kylie / Unbound in Paris
Hotwife Kylie / Unbound in Barcelona
Hotwife Kylie / Unbound in Tokyo

Hotwife Kylie / Unbound in Los Angeles - Coming soon





OEBPS/image_rsrc13X.jpg





