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Dedication:

As always, this is dedicated to my wife and muse, Lilly.

“She was the perfect good girl…

Kelly’s life looks flawless from the outside: high-powered attorney, diamond ring, loving husband. But behind closed doors, she’s his perfect little slut.

From their first forbidden nightclub encounter to training brand-new adult stars in their private studio, Kelly and Zach have broken every rule—together. He watches. He photographs. And when the strangers are gone, he reclaims every inch of the woman who belongs to him… body, mind, and soul.

This is the origin story fans have begged for: how a Catholic-school virgin became the most sought-after HotWife in Miami—and the possessive photographer who will never let her go.

“Perfect As Always.”


What is Reclaiming or After Care

Dear readers,

One of the main concepts in this series is the idea and importance of ‘reclaiming’ or ‘after care’. In the HotWife lifestyle—where a wife gets to play with other guys with her husband’s full encouragement—one of the things a lot of couple’s hold as critical to the primary relationship is the idea of “reclaiming.”

Basically, reclaiming is that sweet (or super hot) moment when the husband “takes his wife back” after she’s been out on a date or hookup. It’s all about reconnecting and reminding each other that, no matter how fun the adventure was, they’re still each other’s number one.

It can look a bunch of different ways, depending on the couple:

	A lot of times it’s intense, passionate sex right when she gets home or right after the act if the husband is watching—sometimes called “reclamation sex.” It might be rough and possessive, or slow and loving, but it’s usually fueled by her telling him all the juicy details while they’re going at it. People say it’s some of the best sex they ever have. 
	Other times it’s more gentle: cuddling, showering together, just holding each other and talking about what happened. It’s like emotional aftercare—making sure everyone feels secure and close again. 


For the husband, it can feel like reaffirming his place—like, “yeah, she had fun, but she’s coming home to me.” For the wife, it’s often a huge turn-on knowing her partner still desires her like crazy after everything. Overall, it turns the whole experience into something that brings them even closer instead of pulling them apart.

Of course, not every couple uses the word “reclaiming”—some think it sounds a little too possessive and just call it reconnecting or celebration sex. It’s totally personal. The key is that it’s consensual, communicated, and feels good for both of them.

Final thought: this concept isn’t only for couples into HotWife activities.  Many, if not most, couples who do any sort of consensual non-monogamous activities incorporate some form of after care to reinforce the importance of the primary relationship.

All the Best!

Kyle
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Chapter 1 – The Contest Shoot

“OK, love, can you drop your left shoulder a touch and stretch and arch your back a bit?” His model, a gorgeous blonde did as asked, knowing he move would expose just a bit more of her to the camera.

Zach peered through the eyepiece of his 35 mm camera, made a slight adjustment to a dial on the tripod, stepped back, and thumbed the remote. A soft click sounded. He looked at the photo on the camera screen and smiled. “Perfect!”

“As always.”

Kelly commented in a throaty contralto as she stood and stretched her arms to the ceiling, groaning in delight as her back muscles cracked slightly. Black lace panties with black fishnet stockings perfectly accentuated her long legs and taut abs. Her perfect 36DD breasts stood out in prominent display and she held her stretch, a grin on her face as if she knew his eyes were lingering, and where they were lingering. Groaning she added, “I swear, modeling is harder than people think.”

A small table with a half-empty wine bottle stood between them, a red lace bra artfully draped over the top of the bottle. Sitting next to the bottle was a diamond wedding ring and band. Kelly dropped her arms and picked up the rings as she stared at Zach and put a playful look on her face as she pulled her arms in slightly, squeezing her breasts together in a wonderful show of cleavage. “My husband hates it when I take off the rings.”

“Oh, does he?” Zach chuckled as he stepped over to Kelly and cupped her breasts as he leaned in for a kiss. “How would he feel about this?”

Kelly sighed happily. Her 5’7” was just enough to allow her to wrap her arms around Zach’s neck as he kneaded her firm tits. “Well, he’s a bit of a perv and loves to share me…and watch.”

Zach snorted a laugh, walked her backward until her thighs hit the prop table, spun her around so fast the wine bottle wobbled, and pressed her forward until her palms braced against the wood. He hooked his fingers into the thin band of her black lace panties and dragged them down to her thighs, baring her completely. The fishnets stayed high, framing her ass like a gift. He dropped to his knees, spread her cheeks with both thumbs, and licked a long, hungry stripe from her clit to her entrance.

Kelly jolted, a sharp moan escaping. “Zach—”

He didn’t tease. He devoured her—tongue plunging deep, nose buried against her, two fingers sliding in alongside to curl hard against her front wall. Her legs started trembling almost immediately, the fishnets rasping against his cheeks as she rocked back, trying to ride his face. Every time she got close, he pulled back just enough to keep her on the edge, until she was swearing at him in that husky voice that drove him wild.

“Zach—please—fuck—”

He stood, shoved his jeans and boxer-briefs down in one motion, freeing his cock, already slick at the tip. He rubbed the head through her soaked folds once, twice, teasing, then fisted her blonde ponytail, tugged her head back just enough to make her gasp, and sank into her in one smooth, possessive thrust.

Kelly cried out, knuckles whitening on the table’s edge. Zach set a punishing rhythm, hips slamming against her ass, the wet sounds echoing off the studio walls. One hand stayed wrapped in her hair, pulling just enough to arch her back; the other snaked around to rub tight, relentless circles over her clit.

“Look at the rings,” he ordered, voice rough.

She turned her head, blonde strands falling across her cheek. The diamonds glittered accusingly beside the wine bottle while he fucked her like he was reminding her who she belonged to.

“Tell me,” He growled, slowing to a torturous grind that made her whimper.

“I’m yours,” she gasped. “Always yours—oh god—”

He sped up again, angling to hit that spot inside her that made her see stars. Her thighs started shaking harder; her moans turned desperate. He pinched her clit lightly between thumb and finger, just enough to tip her over.

“Come on my cock, love. Right now.”

She shattered with a broken cry, her walls clamping down in rhythmic pulses so tight he had to fight to keep moving. Zach rode her through it, every thrust dragging against her fluttering core, until his own control frayed. He pulled out at the last second, spun her around, and pushed her to her knees on the soft rug beneath the table. Fisting himself twice, he painted her chest in thick, hot ropes—across her perfect breasts, over the fishnets, one stripe catching the edge of her jaw.

Kelly looked up at him, eyes glassy, chest heaving, cum sliding slowly down her skin. She scooped a little with two fingers, brought them to her mouth, and licked them clean while holding his gaze, a wicked smile tugging at her lips.

Zach groaned, hauled her to her feet, and kissed her slow and deep, tasting himself on her tongue, the faint salt mixing with her wine-sweet warmth. He grabbed the camera from the table, hands still a little shaky.

“Hold that exact pose,” he said, voice gravel-rough.

Kelly stayed on her knees, one hand braced on the rug, the other resting on her thigh, wedding rings catching the light, cum glistening on her breasts and throat.

Click. Click. Click.

“Perfect,” he murmured, lowering the camera to kiss her once more. “As always.”

He handed her the silk robe from the chair, and she slipped it on, wiping the last traces from her skin with a smirk. “Swimsuit girl in twenty minutes. Think we can behave?”

Zach adjusted himself back into his jeans with a grin. “Probably not.”

“Love you, my wife.”

“Love you more, perv.”

He laughed and finally stepped back, raising his hands in surrender. “OK, before she shows we really should talk more about Sergei’s proposal. I told him we’d give him a call this afternoon. Are we still good with the idea?”

“Hang on,” she chuckled, “are you good with this last set?” Kelly asked, snatching her red lace bra from the wine bottle and tossing it onto a chair.

“I think so. The lighting adjustments were spot-on, and the poses were perfect. I’ll know more when we edit them later. We got plenty of side boob and no nipple, and your hair covered your face well, so it should be perfect for the contest. It will meet all the criteria: implied nude, black and white with a splash of color.” Zach set the camera down on a table near a laptop hooked up to three monitors.

“OK, I read Sergei’s proposal, and I have no problems with it. He seems good with our stipulations too?” Kelly asked with raised eyebrows.

“Absolutely. He is adamant about producing female-friendly ethical porn like he’s been doing for years. His only disappointment is that you won’t do movies for him.” Zach grinned as Kelly rolled her eyes.

Chapter 2 – Sergei’s Proposal

“Nope, no movies for me.” Kelly gave him a throaty chuckle, then an impish wink. “I will help teach his models,” she winked suggestively, then gave another throaty chuckle. “Or I guess actors.” She grabbed a fresh white tank top, and slid it on, bringing a mock groan from Zach as the thin cotton caught on her nipples before settling, practically see-through.

“You’re killing me, woman,” Zach said, voice low.

“What? I’m dressed now.” Kelly batted her lashes, all mock innocence.

Zach’s phone buzzed on the floor where it had fallen during their earlier frenzy. He found it, laughed and showed Kelly the caller ID.

“Sergei. Hey, we were just talking about you.  Yeah, we agree and will send over the signed contract later this afternoon.” He grinned at Kelly’s enthusiastic nod and smile. “OK, Four prospects. Sure, we’ll get in touch with them today and send you the stills by the end of the week.”

He hung up and rubbed the back of his neck chuckling. At Keelly’s raised eyebrow he said, “So funny thinking about how we met them and got into this.”

Kelly hopped onto the workbench, her long tan legs swinging. “Oh, I remember.” She laughed at him and ran through their first meeting with Sergei.

Zach leaned against the table beside her, smiling at her as he knew her analytical mind was recalling that introduction in perfect detail. “Well, do tell counselor.”

“Hmmm, well, the facts are,” Kelly hopped down from the workbench and struck a pose as if she was in court preparing to deliver a preliminary argument.  “We met Sergei and his husband Bill three years ago at the big adults-only convention in Vegas. We had that little 10×10 booth with the black curtains and the big backlit prints. I was there in that silver mesh dress that basically turned into body jewelry under the lights. Sergei—tall, dramatic, perfect beard—walked straight up to the 30×40 print of me and Brent tied up in the red silk rope shibari set. He studied it for a full minute, then looked at you and said, ‘Anyone can photograph close-ups of genitals or take a movie of a cock sliding in a pussy. The skill is showing just enough that the watcher actually tries to move the screen, hoping to see more. I call it photographic foreplay.’ He chuckled, raised his glass, and said, ‘You have that kind of talent!’

“We ended up at the hotel bar drinking with them until three in the morning. Bill, Sergei’s husband, kept sneaking up behind him, covering his eyes, and kissing his palm when Sergei guessed who it was. They told us they’d bought one of the couples sets we sold to Club Eclipse, that swinger club downtown. Turns out we’d all been members for years but never ran into each other at the parties.

“Over the next year, we became real friends. Dinners, studio tours, we even shot their vow-renewal ceremony on the beach at sunset. Sergei’s whole thing is ‘ethical, female-friendly, story-driven porn.’ He hates the ‘dead-eyed pounding’ most studios churn out. He wants actors who look like they’re in love—or at least in serious lust—with their partner, not just going through the motions.

“Six weeks ago, he called practically begging. Business is exploding, but he’s drowning in applicants who look great in nudes but can’t act their way out of a paper bag. He asked if we’d help screen and train talent—interviews, test shoots, coaching the ones with potential. We set hard limits: no video for me, full consent at every step, we control the pace. He agreed before you could even finish the sentence.” Kelly smirked at the remembrance of that call. ‘Just the thought made me so wet.  It was taking our play to another level and so daring too.  The risk of being discovered was just too enticing.

Kelly traced a finger down Zach’s chest, her nail catching lightly on his skin. “And now we’ve got four very different newbies walking through that door starting tomorrow.”

“I rest my case your honor.” She smiled and nodded her head to him earning a chuckle in reply.

Zach pulled out his tablet and scrolled through the file Sergie had sent. “You are so hot when you get all legal eagle.” He joked then want on, “Want the dossiers counselor?”

“Hit me.”

“Sheila Marie Carter – 21, junior at the state university two hours north. Former cheer captain, 5′4″, natural 34DD, curvy in all the right places. Small-town girl. Sent in bikini photos that look like they were taken at church picnics. In her questionnaire, she wrote, ‘I was called the town slut because I genuinely love sex and never saw the point in pretending I didn’t. I want to own it and get paid for it.’ Sergei thinks she photographs like a 1970s Penthouse centerfold but has zero clue how to move for video. We’re supposed to find out if the confidence is real or just bravado.”

Kelly grinned. “I like her already.”

“Mia Park – 23, art-school dropout, barista, 5′2″, Korean-American with waist-length black hair and legs that won’t quit. Tiny chest, incredible ass. She wrote a cover letter: ‘I’m pansexual, I love women’s bodies as much as men’s, and I want to be the girl other girls think about in the shower.’ Sergei almost hired her on the spot, but she’s never been on camera at all, not even nudes for her boyfriend. Terrified and horny in equal measure.”

“Matt Delgado – 24, personal trainer, 6′1″, built like a college linebacker who discovered yoga. Light brown skin, green eyes, dimples for days. Played football on scholarship until he blew out a knee. Sent in shirtless gym selfies and one very proud dick pic—uncut, thick, heavy even soft. In his video intro, he literally said, ‘I can stay hard for hours and I love eating pussy until the girl forgets her own name.’ Classic over-confident gym bro… until you read the fine print. He admitted he’s only been with five women total and has literally never come from a blowjob because he’s too nervous. So the cockiness is 90 percent armor.”

Kelly laughed. “Oh, we’re gonna break him in the best way.”

“Lucas ‘Luke’ Harper – 26, former Marine, now fire-department rookie. 6′3″, buzzed blond hair, ice-blue eyes, built like a Greek statue that does CrossFit. Quiet, almost shy in the photos. Tattoos cover both arms and chest—unit insignia, dates, a fallen buddy’s name. He wrote the shortest questionnaire answers Sergei has ever seen. ‘I’m good with my hands, better with my mouth, and I take direction well. I need the money for my mom’s medical bills, and I’d rather do this than sell pills.’ Sergei says the guy’s voice is pure gravel, and he blushes when you say the word ‘pussy’ out loud. Stoic alpha on the outside, secret sweetheart on the inside.”

Kelly whistled low. “We’re gonna have so much fun ruining all of them for civilian sex.”

Zach pulled her against him again. “You sure you’re ready to spend the next few weeks with your hands—and mouth—on brand-new cocks and pussies while your husband watches?”

Kelly nipped his jaw. “Only if you promise to fuck me stupid on every surface of this studio afterward.”

“Deal.”

He kissed her once more, then glanced at the clock. “Seventeen minutes until the swimsuit girl shows up. Think we can look innocent?”

Kelly gave his spent cock a playful squeeze. “With you? Never.”


Chapter 3 – Training Matt

Zach adjusted his camera, scanning the set to ensure the lighting fell perfectly on the two models. Matt, the male model, stood a step away from Kelly, the stand-in female model. The original female model for this couples shoot had bailed at the last minute, but Kelly was always prepared to step in when needed. It wasn’t the first time plans had shifted, and she handled it with ease.

“Alright, we’re set. Let’s run through the scene the studio sent over. Any questions?” Zach asked, his tone was professional but warm. Kelly flashed a confident smile and shook her head. Matt, looking a bit tense, mimicked her nod. “Start when you’re ready.”

At Zach’s cue, Matt slid his shorts down, revealing boxer briefs that strained slightly as his arousal became evident. Zach suppressed a grin, glancing at Kelly, who stood poised in front of the queen-sized bed anchoring their ‘bedroom’ set. Her blonde ponytail bounced lightly, and her outfit—a sheer white tank top, no bra, and black panties—nailed the sultry yet approachable vibe. She’s got that perfect girl-next-door-who’s-about-to-get-naughty look, Zach thought, chuckling to himself.

He’d have to be out cold not to react to her, Zach mused, calculating his camera angles. Especially knowing he’s stripping down for the lens and a little more today.

“Matt, lose the shorts with confidence,” Kelly said, hands on her hips, her voice firm but encouraging. “Sergei’s vision is a couple who’s been together a while—happy, in love, sensual. Try it again, and don’t look so nervous. I know, easier said than done.” She laughed softly, her tone disarming. Matt offered a shy smile, pulled his shorts back up, and glanced at Zach, then quickly back to Kelly.

“Alright,” Zach said, ignoring Matt’s nerves. He raised his camera. “Matt, focus on Kelly, forget I’m here. You’re undressing as you two get ready to have fun. Kelly, just before he drops his shorts, lose the tank top. That’ll keep his attention.”

Kelly turned to Zach with a playful grin. “Got it, boss.” She waited for his signal, then, as the camera clicked, slipped her fingers under the hem of her shirt and peeled it off in one smooth motion. Matt’s eyes locked on her, and he dropped his shorts, stepping closer but stopping just shy of her reach. Zach held back a sigh.

“Good, now close the gap, Matt. This needs to flow naturally for the video. You’ll have some dialogue later, but we’ll skip that for now.” Zach paused as Matt inched toward Kelly. “Wrap your arms around her, lean in for a kiss. More passion—hold her close, let her feel you.” Zach snapped a few shots. “Ready for the next part we discussed?”

Matt nodded, his voice shaky but determined. “Yeah, a bit nervous, but I’m good.” He glanced at Kelly, who gave him an encouraging smile.

“Let’s run it again from the top, minimal coaching this time,” Zach said. He watched as Matt pulled his shorts back on and Kelly slipped her tank top back over her head.

“Action.” Zach began shooting as Matt shed his shorts and moved toward Kelly, who tossed her shirt aside. Their embrace was tentative at first, but their kiss deepened, gaining a slow, simmering intensity. After a moment, Kelly gently guided Matt’s hand from her hip to her breast, holding his gaze.

Matt’s breathing quickened as he caressed her, his nerves giving way to focus. Kelly kissed along his neck, then sank to her knees, her lips brushing his stomach before trailing lower. Her hand reached for his boxer briefs, where a damp spot betrayed his arousal. Zach adjusted his position, capturing the scene’s raw sensuality, his own pulse quickening. Every time with her, it’s like the first shoot. Damn, she’s good.

Kelly positioned herself expertly for the camera, kissing along Matt’s waistband before tugging his boxers down. His erection sprang free, slick with anticipation. “I’m going to suck your cock,” she whispered, her voice low and teasing. “You want that, don’t you?”

“Yeah,” Matt groaned, his voice thick. Kelly’s hand glided along his length, her lips curving into a smirk as she glanced up at him. Zach shifted for a profile shot, catching the moment perfectly. But Matt’s face twisted, and before anyone could react, he shuddered, releasing in quick, heavy bursts. Kelly, quick on her feet, angled most of it onto her neck and chest, stroking him through it before running her tongue along his shaft and gently sucking the tip.

“Oh, shit,” Matt gasped, a mix of pleasure and panic in his voice as Kelly stood, cum pooling in her cleavage. She crossed her arms to contain it, shot Zach a grin, and said, “Be right back,” before heading to the bathroom.

Matt’s face fell as he looked at Zach, his erection fading. “This has never happened before. Fuck, she’s gonna hate me. Am I fired?”

Zach shook his head, setting his camera on a nearby table. “Why would she hate you? Relax. You’re shooting erotica—classy porn, sure, but cum’s part of the deal. The women here expect it at the end of a scene.” He raised a finger. “But they—and we—expect respect. It’s good you feel bad for messing up the take. As for being fired? Not yet. But you need to control it if you want to stay in this game.”

“Thanks,” Matt muttered, still flushed. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s tough starting out,” Zach said, softening. “You’ve got to stay hard through multiple takes, hold off until the director calls for it. Sergei’s not after a full film here—just fifteen, twenty minutes of tender, loving foreplay and sex. Think you can handle the rest?”

Kelly returned, still topless, hands on her hips. “This scene’s simple and sensual,” she said, her smile kind as Matt struggled to meet her eyes. “You drop your pants, we make out, I go down on you, you return the favor, then we fuck—missionary, doggy, finish on my back. Want to keep going?”

Matt nodded, red-faced. “Yeah, but…” His blush deepened as Kelly slipped off her panties, revealing a neatly trimmed landing strip.

“Let’s get comfortable,” Zach suggested. “Hop on the bed, both of you. Take a minute to relax.” He and Kelly had discussed ways to ease new models into couples shoots, often using ‘naked talk time’ to build comfort. Perfect chance to test it, Zach thought.

Kelly led Matt to the bed, where they lay facing each other. Zach busied himself swapping lenses, giving them space. He caught snippets of their conversation—Kelly’s light laugh, Matt’s nervous chuckle—as she casually traced his hip. Soon, Matt rested a hand on her stomach, then, after a shared laugh, slid it to her breast.

“It’s okay to touch,” Kelly said, her tone playful. “Tits or pussy, your call.” Matt laughed, cupping her breast as they talked.

“I’m sorry I lost it so fast,” Matt said, his voice low. “I’ve had blowjobs before, but never like that.”

Kelly squeezed his cock gently, smiling. “Ever had sex with someone watching?” Matt shook his head. “It’s intense,” she continued. “Add a camera and the fact that Zach’s my husband, and it’s a whole new level.” Matt’s eyes widened. “We’re training new talent here. I’ve done plenty of couples shoots, and we’re swingers, so this is fun for us. But you’ve got to separate the sex from relationship feelings.”

“I get it,” Matt said, his arousal returning under her touch. “It was just so sudden.”

“Don’t sweat it,” Kelly said, guiding his hand to her pussy. “I enjoy making a guy cum. Zach loves watching, probably as much as he loves playing with other women. You good with this?” Matt nodded, stroking her as their conversation turned to soft kisses.

Zach watched, impressed. Matt’s getting there. Kelly’s legs parted as Matt’s fingers explored her, their kisses growing heated. Just as Zach considered pausing them, Kelly broke the kiss, breathless. “This is good, but we should work.”

“Almost ready?” Zach called, approaching. Matt blushed, his finger still inside Kelly. “Looks like you’re getting along. He kiss and finger well?”

“Very well, once he relaxes,” Kelly said, grinning. “He’ll be a hit if he gets past the nerves—and if he’s as good with his tongue and cock.” Matt groaned, half-laughing.

“Alright, tough job, but someone’s gotta do it,” Zach said, chuckling. “Kelly, lie on the bed’s edge. Matt, position yourself for her to suck you. Then, Matt, you’ll go down on her for a few minutes, fuck her missionary, switch to doggy, and finish on her back.”

Matt stood, his erection firm. “That cock looks ready,” Kelly said, winking. “Hold it at the base for me.” Zach began shooting, circling for angles as Matt stepped forward and Kelly took him into her mouth, her lips working slowly. Matt flexed his muscles, clearly remembering Zach’s tips.

Kelly pulled back, lay on the bed, and spread her legs. Matt leaned in, licking her clit and fingering her as she gripped the sheets. Zach caught her orgasm—I know that face—and smiled. Matt slid into her, thrusting steadily as Kelly gasped, “Harder!” Their rhythm synced, and after a few minutes, Matt helped her roll into doggy. Zach captured the angles—Kelly’s breasts swaying, Matt’s focused expression—until Matt pulled out, finishing across her back with another impressive load.

“Another huge one!” Kelly laughed, glancing at her cum-covered ass before heading to clean up. Matt toweled off, looking to Zach. “Not bad, right?”

“Not bad at all,” Zach said. “We’ll have you back in a couple days to shoot with Sheila, the woman Sergei wants as your partner. She’s new, like you. We did her nudes recently, and she’s free this week. Can you make it?”

Matt nodded, setting a time before pulling on his clothes and leaving with a wave to Kelly, still naked by the bed.

“He’s better than the other guys from week one,” Kelly said, sitting on the bed’s edge, legs spread. “Nice cock, clean look. We’ve only done nudes with the others, not couples training like this.”

“Sergei needs more male talent,” Zach said, dropping his shorts as he approached. “We’ve got two women to interview tomorrow. If they work out, we’ll set up more shoots. Curious to see how Matt does with Sheila.” He grinned as Kelly stroked him, pulling him closer.

Kelly stayed naked, idly circling one nipple with her fingertip while she watched the door close. “He’s got potential.”

Zach kicked off his shorts and crawled onto the bed behind her. Instead of the usual quick missionary claim, he straddled her thighs, letting his cock rest heavy and hot in the groove of her ass.

Kelly shivered. “Marking your territory?”

“Reminding you who you belong to,” he growled against her ear. She pushed back against him, impatient, but he held her hips still.

Zach fingered her slick pussy—messy, thorough, relentless. First one finger, then two and three.  Each added digit brought moans of pleasure.  Every time she tried to rock back he pinned her hips harder, forcing her to take exactly what he gave her. When her thighs started shaking he pulled back just long enough to flip her onto her back, shoved her knees to her chest. Two fingers curled inside her, stroking that spot that made her swear in three languages while his thumb flicked mercilessly over her clit.

“Zach—fuck—please—”

He didn’t let her finish the sentence. He rose up, hooked her legs over his shoulders, and drove into her in one long, punishing thrust. Kelly’s back bowed off the bed. He set a brutal pace, hips snapping, the headboard knocking against the wall in a rhythm that would probably show up on the audio track later. Every stroke dragged the head of his cock over her g-spot until her eyes rolled back.

“Look at me,” he ordered. She forced her eyes open, pupils blown wide. “Tell me whose pussy this is.”

“Yours,” she gasped. “Always yours—oh god—”

He slipped a hand between them, thumb grinding against her clit, and felt her start to flutter around him. “Come on my cock, love. Show me.”

Kelly shattered with a broken cry, inner walls clamping down so hard he had to fight to keep moving. Three more thrusts and he pulled out, fisting himself twice before painting thick ropes across her stomach and breasts—reclaiming every inch Matt had touched.

When the aftershocks finally stopped, he collapsed beside her, both of them panting. Kelly traced lazy circles through the mess on her skin, then brought her fingers to her mouth and licked them clean while holding his gaze.

“Better?” she asked, voice husky.

Zach kissed her slow and deep. “Much. Time for bed my love.  Don’t you have court tomorrow?” He asked then kissed her again.

“Yes, my darling.” She chortled even as her mind raced to review tomorrows hearing.


Chapter 4 – Training Mia

Zach fiddled with his camera, tweaking the lighting to cast a soft glow across the studio’s ‘bedroom’ set. The queen-sized bed, draped in crisp white sheets, anchored the scene. Kelly stood ready, her presence steady as always, filling in for another model who’d flaked at the last minute. Across from her stood Mia, one of the new women they’d interviewed yesterday, her nerves barely hidden behind a shy smile. The other new hire hadn’t shown, leaving Kelly to step in once again. She yawned then smiled at Zach.  These evening shoots made for a long day after a full day at the office.  ‘But, I wouldn’t trade this for anything.’

“Alright, we’re good to go,” Zach said, his voice calm but firm. “We’ll run through the scene Sergei sent. Questions?” Kelly shook her head, her blonde ponytail swaying. Mia hesitated, then gave a quick nod, her eyes darting to Kelly. “Start when ready.”

Kelly wore a deep crimson lingerie set that hugged her curves like a second skin. The bra, a delicate lace with thin straps, barely contained her full breasts, the sheer fabric revealing a hint of nipple beneath. Her matching panties, high-cut and adorned with a tiny satin bow, accentuated her hips, the lace teasingly translucent at the edges. Mia, new to the game, wore a black teddy that clung to her slender frame. Its plunging neckline dipped low, showcasing her small, perky breasts, while the high-cut bottom exposed the curve of her ass, a thin strip of lace connecting front to back. Her dark hair cascaded in loose waves, framing her anxious expression.

‘Kelly’s a pro, but Mia’s got that fresh, nervous energy Sergei loves,’ Zach thought, adjusting his lens. This should be a hot contrast.

“OK, Mia, relax into it,” Kelly said, her tone warm but authoritative. “Sergei wants a sensual couple, comfortable and passionate. When we start, ease your straps off your shoulders, let the teddy slip down slowly. I’ll follow your lead.” Mia nodded, her fingers twitching at her sides. “And don’t worry about Zach. Pretend the camera’s not here.”

Zach raised his camera. “Mia, look at Kelly, focus on her. You’re both getting ready for an intimate moment. Kelly, when Mia starts undressing, slide your bra straps down too. Let’s make it flow.” He glanced at Kelly, who gave him a subtle wink.

“Got it, boss,” Kelly teased, her voice light. She turned to Mia, softening. “Ready, hon?” Mia took a deep breath and nodded.

“Action,” Zach called, starting to shoot. Mia’s fingers trembled as she hooked them under her teddy’s straps, sliding them off her shoulders. The lace slipped down, catching briefly on her breasts before falling to her waist, revealing smooth, pale skin. Kelly mirrored her, easing her bra straps down, the crimson lace peeling away to expose her full breasts. Mia’s eyes widened, locked on Kelly, and Zach caught the spark of arousal in her expression.

She’s feeling it, Zach thought, circling for a better angle. “Good, Mia, now step closer to Kelly. Let the teddy drop completely.” Mia hesitated, then let the garment fall to the floor, revealing her neatly trimmed mound. Kelly followed, unhooking her bra and letting it slide off, her breasts bouncing slightly. She stepped out of her panties, the crimson lace pooling at her feet.

“Perfect,” Zach said. “Now, embrace each other, slow and sensual. Mia, wrap your arms around Kelly’s waist. Kelly, guide her into a kiss.” Mia moved forward, her hands tentatively settling on Kelly’s hips. Kelly smiled, cupping Mia’s face, and leaned in. Their lips met, soft at first, then deepening as Kelly’s tongue teased Mia’s. Mia’s tension eased, her body pressing closer, her small breasts brushing Kelly’s fuller ones.

Zach snapped shots, capturing the heat building between them. “More passion, Mia. Pull her tight, let your hands wander.” Mia’s hands slid up Kelly’s back, then down to her ass, squeezing gently. Kelly moaned softly, encouraging her, and Zach’s pulse quickened. Fuck, they’re selling it.

“Great,” he said, keeping his voice steady. “Mia, you ready for the next part we discussed?” Mia pulled back slightly, her cheeks flushed. “Y-yeah, I think so,” she said, her voice shaky but eager.

“Let’s run it again from the top, no interruptions,” Zach said. “Mia, start with the straps, same as before. Kelly, match her pace.” They reset, Mia slipping her teddy straps down again, Kelly following with her bra. This time, Mia’s movements were smoother, her confidence growing. As they stepped out of their lingerie, Kelly pulled Mia into a tighter embrace, their kiss hungrier, tongues dancing. Mia’s hands roamed boldly, one slipping between Kelly’s thighs.

Kelly gasped, breaking the kiss to guide Mia’s hand. “Right there, babe,” she whispered, her voice sultry. “Tease me a little.” Mia’s fingers brushed Kelly’s clit, tentative at first, then firmer as Kelly arched into her touch. Zach moved for a side angle, capturing Mia’s hand working Kelly’s slick folds. She’s a quick learner.

Kelly leaned back, pulling Mia down to the bed. “Lie back,” she murmured. Mia complied, spreading her legs as Kelly kissed down her neck, lingering at her collarbone before sucking a nipple into her mouth. Mia moaned, her hands tangling in Kelly’s hair. Kelly’s lips trailed lower, kissing along Mia’s stomach, then pausing at her thighs. “You want this?” Kelly asked, her voice low and teasing, echoing the script’s vibe.

“Yes,” Mia breathed, her hips lifting slightly. Kelly smirked, parting Mia’s thighs and licking slowly along her slit. Mia gasped, her body trembling as Kelly’s tongue worked her clit in steady circles. Zach zoomed in, catching Mia’s flushed face and Kelly’s focused expression. This is gold.

After a few minutes, Kelly glanced at Zach. “Think she’s ready for more?” she asked, her tone playful but professional. Mia, panting, nodded eagerly.

“Alright,” Zach said. “Kelly, lie back now. Mia, return the favor, then move into a sixty-nine. Keep it slow and sensual.” Kelly reclined on the bed, legs spread, her pussy glistening. Mia hesitated, then leaned in, her tongue tentatively exploring Kelly’s folds. Kelly moaned softly, guiding Mia’s head. “Just like that, nice and easy.”

Zach circled, capturing Mia’s nervous but eager licks and Kelly’s encouraging gasps. After a moment, Kelly shifted, pulling Mia into position above her. Their bodies aligned, mouths finding each other’s cores. Mia’s moans muffled against Kelly’s pussy as Kelly’s tongue flicked her clit. The room filled with soft, wet sounds and breathy gasps, Zach’s camera catching every angle—the curve of Mia’s ass, Kelly’s hands gripping her thighs.

Mia shuddered first, her orgasm hitting with a sharp cry. Kelly followed, her hips bucking as she came, her moans vibrating against Mia. They collapsed, breathless, Kelly’s hand stroking Mia’s back as they caught their breath.

“Fuck, that was intense,” Mia said, her voice shaky but elated.

Kelly laughed, sitting up. “You did great, hon. Told you it’d feel natural once you got going.”

Zach lowered his camera, grinning. “Solid work, Mia. You’re a natural. Kelly, you’re a damn good coach.” Mia blushed, pulling a sheet over herself. “Was I… okay?”

“Better than okay,” Kelly said, standing and stretching, still naked. “The girls will love working with you. Just keep that confidence up.” She glanced at Zach. “What’s next?”

“Sergei texted,” Zach said. “He wants Mia paired with Matt for a shoot in two days. Sheila’s confirmed too, so we’ll set up couples shoots for everyone. Mia, can you make it?”

Mia nodded, her nerves fading. “Yeah, I’m in.” She grabbed her lingerie, slipping it back on as Kelly gave her a quick hug.

“You’ll kill it,” Kelly said, winking. “And don’t worry about the nerves—they fade fast.” Mia smiled, waved, and headed out.

Kelly sat on the bed’s edge, legs spread, crimson lingerie discarded nearby. “She’s got potential,” she said, smirking at Zach. “Better than I expected for her first couple’s shoot.”

Zach set his camera down, stepping closer. “Yeah, you brought it out of her.” He slid his shorts off, grinning as Kelly reached for him. “Now, where were we?”

“Fuck me, love,” Kelly purred, pulling him closer.

Zach kissed her slow and filthy, tasting Mia’s lingering sweetness on her lips. But instead of pushing her back onto the bed, he spun her, marched her the few steps to the seamless white backdrop they used for beauty shots, and pressed her chest-first against the cool paper.

“Hands on the wall,” he murmured against her ear. “I want to fuck you where every model we ever shoot is going to stand.”

Kelly braced her palms high, arched her back, and spread her legs without being told twice. Zach dropped to his knees behind her, spread her cheeks, and licked into her still-sensitive pussy with long, savoring strokes. She was drenched—Mia’s saliva, her own juices, everything slick and swollen. He teased her entrance with the tip of his tongue until she started pushing back greedily, then replaced his mouth with three fingers, curling them hard while he stood.

Kelly’s moan echoed in the big empty studio. Zach freed himself one-handed, lined up, and slid home in a single smooth thrust. The angle was perfect—deep, almost too deep. She rose up on her toes with every stroke, nipples dragging against the cool paper, breath fogging the white surface.

He reached around to cup her breasts, rolling her nipples between his fingers and thumbs until she whimpered. “You liked teaching her how to eat pussy, didn’t you?” he whispered hotly against her neck. “Liked showing off for me while her tongue was on your clit.”

“Yes—fuck—loved it—”

Zach pulled out abruptly, dropped into the rolling stool they used for low-angle shots, and tugged her forward until she straddled him. She sank down onto his cock with a sigh that sounded like relief. From this position, she controlled the pace, grinding slow circles that made his vision blur at the edges.

He gripped her ass, guiding but not forcing, letting her use him exactly how she wanted. Kelly braced her hands on his shoulders, riding him with rolling hips, ponytail swinging, breasts bouncing inches from his mouth. When she started tightening around him, he slipped a hand between them, rubbing tight circles over her clit.

“Come for me again,” he coaxed. “Want to feel it while you’re full of me.”

She buried her face in his neck to muffle the cry when she came, pussy pulsing so hard he had to grit his teeth to keep from following her over. As soon as the tremors eased, he lifted her off, turned her to face the seamless again, and bent her forward. One hand fisted in her hair, the other guiding himself back inside, he fucked her in short, sharp thrusts that had her toes curling against the concrete floor.

“Gonna come all over this pretty ass,” he warned, voice ragged. “Then I’m taking a photo so every time we shoot here, I remember exactly how gorgeous you look fucked out and covered in me.”

“Do it,” Kelly gasped, pushing back to meet every thrust. “Mark me.”

He pulled out at the last second, stroking himself once, twice—then spilled in thick, hot stripes across her lower back and ass. The sight of it—his wife trembling, painted in his release against the pristine white backdrop—was so perfect he actually grabbed the nearby camera, still half-hard, and snapped three quick frames before his knees gave out.

Kelly turned, took the camera from his shaky hands, and kissed him lazy and deep. “Send one of those to my phone,” she murmured against his lips. “I want to remember too.”


Chapter 5 – Training Liam

The studio lights were set to a low, honeyed glow when Liam Washington stepped through the door. Sergei’s last-minute text had been almost giddy: “Emergency fifth prospect. 25, former Mizzou point guard, 6′4″ of sculpted perfection. Zero experience but the camera already loves him. I owe you.”

Liam was, without exaggeration, breathtaking. Deep mahogany skin, close-cropped waves, cheekbones that could cut glass, and dark eyes that held both curiosity and nerves in equal measure. His body was long, lean muscle honed from years on the basketball court: broad shoulders, narrow waist, powerful thighs, and long arms that ended in elegant, pianist-long fingers. A faded scar traced his left ribcage from a hard foul his junior year; a small tattoo of a basketball with the number 11 sat over his heart—his late grandmother’s favorite number. He wore loose gray sweatpants and a plain white tee that stretched across his chest, the fabric clinging to every ridge of muscle when he moved.

He was the kind of beautiful that made strangers do double-takes on the street, and right now every inch of that beauty was vibrating with first-shoot terror.

Kelly caught Zach’s eye across the set and smiled the smile that always meant I’ve got this.

She was poured into a crimson lace teddy that was more fantasy than clothing. The sheer fabric stretched over her firm 36DD breasts, nipples dark shadows beneath delicate floral patterns. High-cut sides framed her hips and the neat blonde landing strip that winked teasingly through the lace. A tiny satin bow sat just above her clit like a gift tag.

“Alright, darling,” Zach said, voice warm velvet. “We’re ready for you.”

Kelly stepped closer, crimson lace shimmering with every breath. “First time on camera, handsome?”

Liam swallowed. “Yes, ma’am.”

The “ma’am” made her eyes sparkle. “Oh, I like you already. Here’s the secret that turns terror into fireworks: Zach and I are married… and we’re shameless, insatiable swingers. This isn’t work for us; it’s foreplay.” She let her gaze drop obviously to the growing ridge in his sweats and licked her lower lip slowly. “So you’re not being naughty. You’re being invited to the most exclusive party in town. Safe word is ‘red.’ Until then…” She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “…I’m going to ruin you for every other woman.”

Liam’s cock jerked visibly against the cotton. “Jesus Christ.”

Kelly grinned. “Exactly.”

Zach hid a smirk. Works every damn time.

“Action.”

Liam peeled his tee off like he was unwrapping a gift for her. The fabric whispered away, revealing a torso carved from years of college ball: long, sculpted pecs, an eight-pack that flexed when he breathed, the scar, the tattoo. Kelly let the thin straps of her teddy slide off her shoulders with deliberate slowness. Crimson lace snagged on her nipples for one teasing heartbeat before spilling down, baring her full, perfect breasts.

“Keep going, gorgeous,” Kelly purred, voice honey over gravel. “Show me what I’m allowed to play with tonight.”

Liam hooked his thumbs in the waistband and pushed. Gray cotton dropped, and his cock sprang free: long, thick, gorgeously dark, curving upward with arrogant pride. A single bead of pre-cum glistened like a pearl at the tip. Kelly let the teddy fall completely, stepped out of it naked and regal, blonde hair cascading over one shoulder.

They collided like magnets. Liam’s large hands settled on her waist, slid up to cradle her breasts with something close to worship. She rose on tiptoe and kissed him: slow, deep, filthy. Within seconds nerves dissolved; his palms swept down her back, cupped her ass, pulled her flush so her nipples dragged across his chest and his now fully-hard cock pressed hot and pulsing against her stomach.

Kelly broke the kiss just long enough to sink to her knees, looked up through thick lashes. “I’m going to worship this beautiful cock until you forget your own name. Any objections, darling?”

Liam could only shake his head, voice gone.

Kelly wrapped one manicured hand around the base—her fingers didn’t quite meet—gave one slow, possessive stroke, then took the swollen head into her mouth with a moan that vibrated straight through him. She worked him like a symphony: lips gliding down inch by inch, tongue swirling, hand twisting in perfect rhythm, cheeks hollowing. She hummed low in her throat, the vibration making his thighs tremble.

Eleven seconds.

“I—fuck—Kelly—”

He came like a firehose, hips jerking, thick, endless salty ropes flooding her mouth faster than she could swallow. Kelly moaned like it was the finest champagne, took every pulse, let the rest spill over her lips and chin in heavy, obscene pearls that dripped onto her breasts and rolled down her cleavage. She stroked him through every spasm, milking him dry, until he was shaking, knees weak, hands tangled in her hair.

Liam stared down, mortified and wrecked. “Oh my God, I’m so sorry—”

Kelly licked her lips with deliberate slowness, then wiped a stray drop from her breast and sucked it off her thumb with a wicked, satisfied smile. “Don’t you dare apologize for giving me that much cum, baby. I’ve been doing this a long time and that was a new personal record. Eleven seconds of pure, decadent heaven.”

Zach set the camera down, laughing. “Control is learned. We’ll reset, do naked talk time, and you’ll last longer the second round. Promise.”

They moved to the big bed. Kelly flopped onto her back in the middle, legs casually spread, cum still glistening on her chest and throat like expensive jewelry. Liam stretched out beside her, propped on one elbow, still half-dazed.

Kelly traced a lazy circle around one of his nipples. “So, Liam Washington, future CEO, spider-hater… tell me something delicious that isn’t on Sergei’s little form.”

Liam gave a sheepish laugh. “I’m finishing my MBA part-time. Coach AAU on weekends. And I’m terrified of spiders.”

“Good to know,” Kelly purred, walking two fingers down his carved abs. “If a spider shows up, I’ll protect you… but only if you promise to fuck me senseless later as payment.”

He barked a surprised laugh, cock already twitching back to life. “Deal.”

“What else?” She propped her head on one hand, breasts shifting enticingly. “Favorite way to make a woman lose her mind?”

Liam flushed dark, but met her eyes, voice dropping. “With my tongue. I could live between a woman’s thighs.”

Kelly’s grin turned feral. “We’re absolutely testing that claim, gorgeous.”

She rolled closer, lips brushing his ear. “Want to know my filthy little secret?”

“God, yes.”

“By day I’m a corporate attorney. Partner track. I bill $750 an hour terrifying Fortune 500 executives in boardrooms. Then I come here, get naked, and let beautiful strangers paint my tits with cum while my husband photographs every second.” She licked a leftover drop from her own nipple, eyes locked on his. “Same adrenaline rush. Different kind of closing argument.”

Liam’s cock was fully hard again, curving up against his stomach like it had never come. “You’re not real.”

“Oh, I’m very real, baby.” She wrapped her hand around him, stroking slow and possessive. “And I’m about to make you last long enough to find out exactly how real.”

Second take was pure, decadent fire.

Liam ate her like a starving man: long, slow licks up her slit, then fast, precise flicks over her clit, two long fingers curling inside her while he hummed against her, drawing broken praises from her lips: “Yes, right there, fuck, your tongue is perfect, don’t stop—”

Kelly returned the favor by riding him reverse-cowgirl, giving Zach every angle of Liam’s gorgeous length disappearing into her over and over, her ass bouncing, breasts swaying, filthy encouragement spilling from her lips the whole time:

“That’s it, baby, fill me up… God, you’re so fucking thick… feel how wet you make me? Don’t you dare come yet, I’m not nearly done with you…”

They finished in doggy: Liam’s large hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks, Kelly pushing back to meet every thrust, begging in that classy-dirty voice:

“Harder, darling, give it to me, make me feel you tomorrow, I want to walk into court sore and smiling because of you—”

until he pulled out and painted long, thick stripes across her ass and lower back with a hoarse shout that echoed through the studio.

They collapsed in a sweaty, satisfied heap, laughing breathlessly.

Then came the warm, lingering goodbye.

Kelly tugged Liam to the small, plush couch in the corner, curled into his side, still gloriously naked and streaked with cum. Zach handed over water, then settled in a nearby chair to give them space.

For ten quiet minutes they recovered and chatted casually.

Kelly finally kissed Liam as she rose from the couch. “Come back soon, handsome. I have very specific plans for that tongue.”

Liam’s laugh was breathless. “Count on it.”

She walked him to the door herself, still naked, still glowing. At the threshold she rose on tiptoes and kissed him one last time: slow, sweet, and full of promise.

“Drive safe,” she whispered. “Text us when you’re home.”

Liam’s grin was huge, dazed, utterly smitten. “Will do.”

He stepped out, door clicking softly behind him.

Kelly turned to Zach, eyes sparkling like champagne. “Eleven seconds. New personal record.”

Zach stalked forward, already hard again. “Get the fuck over to that mirror.”

She went willingly, laughing the whole way.

He hauled her to the full-length dressing mirror, positioned her facing it, hands braced high, legs spread wide, ass out.

“Look at yourself,” he ordered, voice gravel-rough. “Look how fucking gorgeous you are with another man’s cum drying on your skin.”

Kelly’s reflection stared back: hair wild, lips swollen, Liam’s thick release streaking her breasts, throat, and lower back in heavy ropes. Her nipples were dark and peaked, her landing strip glistening.

Zach slid fingers through her soaked folds without warning. “Tell me who you belong to, counselor.”

“You,” she breathed, hips already rolling. “Always you.”

He replaced fingers with cock in one brutal thrust, forcing a sharp cry from her throat. The mirror showed everything: his large hands gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, her heavy breasts swaying, his cock disappearing into her over and over, coated in her juices and remnants of Liam’s release.

He wrapped her ponytail around his fist like reins. “Eyes open. Watch me take back every inch he touched.”

Kelly’s moans turned desperate. He spanked her ass once, sharp and loud. “Who owns this greedy little pussy?”

“You do—fuck—only you—”

Another spank, harder. “Louder, love. Let the whole building know.”

“Zach!” she screamed, another orgasm already building.

He fucked her through it, then pulled out, spun her, pressed her chest to the cool glass so her nipples dragged with every breath, and slammed back inside from behind. One hand splayed between her shoulder blades pinning her, the other tormenting her oversensitive clit.

“Look at us,” he growled.

She did: eyes locked on their reflection as he took her hard and deep, hips snapping, reclaiming her with every thrust. The mirror showed the erotic contrast of his skin against hers, the wet shine where they joined, the way her breasts flattened against the glass, Liam’s cum still streaking her body like war paint.

He spanked her again, harder. “You love being my perfect little slut in front of the camera, don’t you?”

“Yes—God, yes—”

“Love coming home dripping with other men’s cum so I can paint you all over again?”

“Please—”

He pulled out at the last second and painted thick, hot ropes across her lower back and ass, deliberately mixing his claim with Liam’s until she was dripping with both of them, marked twice over in glistening white.

Kelly’s knees buckled. Zach caught her, turned her, and kissed her slow and filthy in front of the mirror so she could see herself utterly wrecked, dripping with two men’s release, wedding rings flashing, eyes shining.

“Mine,” he whispered against her swollen lips.

“Always,” she answered, voice hoarse, smiling.

He snapped three final frames of his wife marked and owned.

“Perfect,” he murmured. “As always.”


Chapter 6 – Training Sheila & Liam

The studio smelled faintly of coconut and sex from the day before when Sheila Marie Carter bounced through the door at 10:00 a.m. sharp.

Curvy, sun-kissed, and radiating pure small-town sunshine, she looked exactly like the 1970s Penthouse fantasy Sergei had promised: 5′4″, natural 34DD breasts that defied gravity, tiny waist, round ass poured into frayed denim cut-offs, and a white crop top that read “Cheer Captain” in glittery pink letters. Chestnut hair in high pigtails tied with red ribbons, freckles across her nose, wide hazel eyes sparkling with mischief.

She spotted Zach adjusting a light stand and made a beeline for him, hips swaying.

“Hi, Mr. Photographer,” she sang, voice sugar-sweet. She twirled one pigtail and leaned in so her cleavage brushed his arm. “Do these pom-poms make my tits look too perky, or just perky enough for your lens?”

Zach glanced down and arched a brow, amused. “Camera’s already in love, sweetheart. But I’ll still need to check the lighting on those gorgeous tits.”

Sheila giggled and did a little shimmy. “Any time you want a closer look, handsome, you just say the word. I’m very… cooperative.”

Kelly appeared, robe slipping off one shoulder, and looped an arm around Zach’s waist. “Careful, baby girl. He’s very thorough with his inspections.” She grinned at Sheila.

Sheila’s grin turned wicked. “I’m counting on it.”

Liam walked in two steps behind her, tall and calm in black joggers and a fitted gray tank. The moment he saw Sheila his eyes darkened with unmistakable appreciation.

Kelly caught Zach’s gaze and mouthed: We’re going to hell. Zach just grinned.

“Morning, superstars,” Kelly purred, gliding forward in a sheer black robe that did nothing to hide the black lace thong and matching shelf bra underneath. Her nipples pressed against the fabric like an invitation. “Sheila, darling, you are even prettier in person. And Liam… back so soon? Couldn’t stay away from me, could you?”

Liam’s grin flashed white. “Guilty.”

Sheila bounced on her toes. “I’ve been counting the hours since Sergei called. I even brought pom-poms, but I figured that might be too much.”

Kelly’s laugh was low and filthy. “Oh, sweetheart, bring them next time. I have ideas.”

Before they started, Sheila plopped onto a prop chair, legs swinging. Not patient enough to wait while the others prepared, she decided to regale them with her backstory displaying a nervous bubbly charm.

“So, I grew up in this tiny Baptist town in East Texas. Daddy’s a deacon, mama teaches Sunday school, the whole fire-and-brimstone package. I was head cheerleader, wore my skirts a little too short, kissed a few too many boys behind the bleachers, and suddenly the whole town decided I was ‘fast.’” She rolled her eyes playfully. “All I did was like attention and enjoy making out. By senior year the gossip was so bad I couldn’t wait to escape.”

She looked between Zach and Liam, eyes sparkling. “Got a full-ride cheer scholarship and ran. Never looked back. College was the first place nobody clutched their pearls when I admitted I actually like sex. Turns out when you own it instead of hiding it, people either run scared or line up.” She winked at Zach. “I prefer the ones who line up.”

Kelly laughed, delighted. “Preach, baby girl.”

Sheila leaned toward Zach, voice dropping to a teasing purr. “So if a certain very handsome photographer ever wants to help a small-town girl make up for lost time… I’m an excellent student.”

Zach gave a low laugh, setting the light meter down. “Your turn, love. They shared their origin stories. Fair’s fair.” He and Kelly had discussed her opening up to some of the models both to build the models comfort level and, they agreed, it added to their fun.  She loved the idea of risking a bit more discovery telling him that it just added to her thrill.

Kelly leaned against Zach’s shoulder, teasing. “Fine. But mine’s going to disappoint you both — I was the world’s most boring good girl until college.”

Sheila’s eyes went wide. “No way.”

“Swear on my bar card,” Kelly said, hand over heart. “Strict Irish-Catholic family in Boston. Private girls’ school, plaid skirts, daily Mass, the whole thing. I didn’t even kiss a boy until I was seventeen, and that was a peck after junior prom. Virgin until nineteen. My mother still thinks I’m saving myself for marriage.”

Liam choked on his water. Sheila squealed.

Kelly’s grin turned wicked. “Then I walked into Zach’s figure-drawing class sophomore year at RISD. He was the only student who spent the entire three-hour session sketching me like I was the Mona Lisa instead of sneaking peeks at my boobs. Afterward he asked me for coffee. I said yes. One month later he asked if he could photograph me — just me, just for him. I was so nervous my hands shook, but I said yes anyway.”

She looked at Zach, eyes soft. “That first private shoot was the first time anyone had ever seen me completely naked. I was terrified… and so turned on I could barely breathe. We didn’t even have sex that night — just pictures. But by the end of the semester we were inseparable.”

Zach brushed a kiss to her temple. “She was my muse. Still is.”

Kelly continued, voice velvet and sin. “We got married right after graduation. Both of us had ‘respectable’ jobs on paper — he was building his commercial portfolio, I was grinding through law school at night. Nobody in our lives had any idea what we did on weekends. To the outside world we were the perfect young professional couple — charity galas, Sunday brunch with my parents, me in pearls arguing cases in federal court. And then we’d come home, lock the door, and…” She let the robe slip completely off her shoulders, baring the black lace shelf bra and thong. “…turn into this.”

Sheila’s jaw dropped as she asked dumbfounded. “So your mom still thinks you’re a virgin?”

“Oh hell.  I think she thinks we’re waiting for kids before we get frisky.” Kelly laughed, low and filthy. “If she knew her little girl spends her Saturdays and evenings covered in strangers’ cum while her husband photographs every second, she’d need a priest and a cardiologist.”

Liam shook his head, grinning. “You’re not real.”

“Oh, I’m very real, baby.” Kelly wrapped a hand around Zach’s waist, possessive and proud. “And I married the only man who could take the good little Catholic girl and turn her into the shameless, insatiable woman I am today. We learned every wicked thing together — one delicious boundary at a time.”

Sheila sighed dreamily. “That’s the hottest love story I’ve ever heard.”

Kelly winked at Zach. “Wait till you hear what we have planned for your next shoot.”

“All right, enough talking.” Zach called out with a chuckle. “You know what the scene is, let’s just do it and see how we go. Sheila…” He prompted.

Sheila peeled off her crop top first, revealing a lacy white bra that barely contained her lush breasts. Liam tugged his tank over his head, carved mahogany torso gleaming under the lights. Kelly let the black robe pool at her feet, leaving her in just the shelf bra and thong, nipples already peaked.

They moved together like they’d rehearsed it in dreams.

Liam cupped Sheila’s face and kissed her: soft, then hungry. Her hands roamed his chest; his slid down to squeeze her ass through denim. When he unbuttoned her shorts and pushed them down, she stepped out in only the white bra and a tiny thong that disappeared between plush cheeks.

Kelly’s voice floated over the clicks of the shutter. “Beautiful. Now lose the rest, slowly. Make us ache.”

Sheila reached behind, unhooked her bra, and let it fall. Her breasts spilled free: full, heavy, perfect teardrops with pale pink nipples already tight. Liam’s joggers dropped; his cock sprang up thick and proud, curving upward like it was reaching for her.

They tumbled onto the bed in a tangle of limbs and laughter.

Zach called out, “OK, let’s do this as we said. First attempt at oral.” Liam slid between Sheila’s thighs, tongue eager and skilled from last week’s lesson. Sheila lasted maybe twenty seconds before her back arched, pigtails whipping, and she came with a shocked, delighted squeal that echoed through the studio.

“Oh my God, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean—”

Kelly crawled onto the bed, stroking Sheila’s hair. “Don’t you dare apologize for coming that fast, baby girl. That was the hottest thing I’ve seen all week.”

They reset, laughing.

Second take: Sheila climbed on top of Liam in reverse cowgirl, giving Zach the perfect view of Liam’s gorgeous length disappearing into her slick, pink heat. She sank down slowly, both of them groaning.

Kelly leaned close to Liam’s ear, voice velvet and venom. “Hold it this time, gorgeous. I want to watch her ride you until she forgets how to spell her own name.”

Sheila started moving: slow rolls of her hips, then faster, breasts bouncing, pigtails flying. Liam’s hands gripped her waist, eyes locked on where they joined.

Fifteen seconds.

His hips jerked; his head fell back. “Fuck—Sheila—”

He came hard, pulsing deep inside her with a guttural groan. Sheila kept riding through every spasm, milking him, until he was shaking and breathless beneath her.

Kelly laughed, delighted. “There it is. Fifteen seconds. You’re officially part of the club.”

Their final take was perfection: slow, sensual, filthy. Sheila on her back, legs over Liam’s shoulders while he ate her until she came again, louder. Missionary with deep, grinding strokes and whispered dirty talk. Doggy with Sheila begging, “Harder, baby, make me feel you tomorrow—” until Liam pulled out and painted long, thick stripes across her ass and lower back with a second, massive finish.

They lay tangled and glowing.

The goodbye was warm and lingering.

Kelly wrapped Sheila in a soft robe and walked both models to the small couch. Zach brought water and strawberries, then settled in a nearby chair to give them space.

Sheila, still flushed and dreamy, turned her attention back to Zach.

“So, Mr. Photographer…” She leaned forward so the robe gaped just enough to flash nipple. “When do I get my private portfolio session? You know, the one-on-one lighting tests?” She bit her lip, eyes sparkling. “I promise I’ll be very… cooperative.”

Zach’s mouth curved. “Tempting offer.”

Kelly laughed, swatting Sheila’s thigh playfully. “Down, girl. He’s taken. But if you’re very good, I might let him shoot you solo sometime. Strictly professional, of course.”

Sheila pouts prettily. “Professional is no fun.”

Liam chuckled, shaking his head. “You’re trouble.”

“Certified,” Sheila said proudly, then leaned over and planted a soft, grateful kiss on Zach’s cheek: quick enough to be innocent, lingering enough to be anything but. “Thank you for making my first time perfect.”

Zach’s voice was warm. “You were perfect, sweetheart. Both of you.”

Kelly walked them to the door together, still glowing. She kissed Sheila’s cheek, then Liam’s.

“Come back soon, my beautiful disasters. We’re nowhere near finished with either of you.”

Sheila paused at the threshold, looked back over her shoulder at Zach, and wiggled her fingers. “Dream of me tonight, handsome.”

The door clicked shut behind them.

Kelly turned to Zach, eyes sparkling like champagne. “Two newbies, two eleven-second records, and one very flirty cheerleader who wants in your lens. Was I a good fluffer?” She said the last in breathy tones.

Zach grinned and stalked forward leaving clothes in his wake as he came. “Hmmm, shower. Now.” Kelly smirked as she obeyed.

He marched her to the studio’s luxury rinse station: floor-to-ceiling Italian tile, rainfall showerhead, warm lighting. He turned the water on hot, steam curling around them like incense.

Kelly stepped under the spray. Zach crowded in behind her, hands sliding over slick skin, mouth at her ear.

He sank into her in one deep thrust, water cascading over them both. Kelly cried out, back arching, breasts flattening against the warm tile.

Zach wrapped her ponytail around his fist, pulled just enough to make her gasp. “Who does this pussy belong to, counselor?”

“You—fuck—only you—”

He spanked her ass once, sharp and wet sound echoing. “Louder.”

“Zach!” she screamed, another orgasm already building.

He fucked her through it, then spun her, lifted one leg over his hip, and took her against the wall, water sluicing between their bodies.

When he finally came, he pulled out and painted her stomach and breasts all over again, letting the shower rinse them both clean only after she was thoroughly, possessively marked.

Kelly sagged against him, laughing breathlessly. “Mine,” he whispered.

“Always, I’m your slut, your hotwife.” she proclaimed, smiling.

“Perfect,” he murmured. “As always.”


Chapter 7 – The Proposal

The upscale restaurant in Miami pulsed with an elegant hum, its sleek interior adorned with polished mahogany tables, crystal chandeliers casting a warm golden glow, and floor-to-ceiling windows offering a stunning view of the glittering Biscayne Bay. The air carried the rich scent of truffle-infused dishes and aged wine, a fitting backdrop for the evening’s gathering.

Kelly and Zach stepped into the opulent space, their presence turning heads. Kelly’s curvaceous figure was showcased in a form-fitting emerald-green dress that plunged daringly at the neckline, the fabric clinging to her firm 36DD breasts and accentuating her ample cleavage, the swell of her chest framed by delicate lace trim. The dress hugged her toned waist and flared subtly over her hips, ending mid-thigh to reveal her shapely legs. Zach, equally striking, wore a tailored charcoal suit that emphasized his broad shoulders and athletic build, his crisp white shirt unbuttoned just enough to hint at a casual confidence.

They were greeted by Sergei and Bill, the married couple who owned the film studio, their good friends and the masterminds behind the ethical, couples-friendly erotica productions. Sergei, tall with chiseled features, sported a sharp black suit that complemented his silver-streaked dark hair and piercing blue eyes, exuding a sophisticated charm. Bill, equally handsome, had a rugged edge with sun-kissed skin, sandy blond hair swept back, and a navy blazer paired with tailored trousers that highlighted his lean, muscular frame. The four settled at a private corner table, the clink of wine glasses punctuating the soft jazz playing in the background.

As the waiter poured a robust Cabernet, Sergei raised his glass with a warm smile. “Kelly, Zach, we’re thrilled to have you here. Your work with the models has been exceptional. They come to us so comfortable, so natural — it’s exactly what we aim for with our ethical erotica.” Bill nodded, his deep voice adding, “The footage you’ve delivered is stunning. The chemistry, the ease — it’s a testament to your coaching. We couldn’t be happier. Also, Kelly we truly appreciate your legal expertise in rewriting our release forms and contracts.”

Kelly beamed, her blonde hair cascading in loose waves over her shoulders, her green eyes sparkling with pride. “Thank you, Sergei, Bill. It’s been a joy working with you both. I should also add, the firm loved the billable hours working on your contracts. That aside, Kyle and I love helping the talent find their rhythm.” Zach, leaning back with a relaxed grin, added, “It’s a team effort. Your vision for couples-friendly content really sets the tone.”

The conversation flowed easily, interspersed with laughter and stories, until Sergei leaned forward, his expression turning thoughtful. “We’ve been discussing a new project at the studio — a series focused on Hot Wives. It’s a niche we think could resonate deeply, celebrating empowerment and shared desire. We’d love for you two to be more involved. Maybe even share your own experiences to inspire the narrative and drive the film. What we know already is just fascinating! Could you tell us about your first Hot Wife moment?”

Kelly let out a bright, melodic laugh, her cleavage shifting enticingly as she leaned forward, resting her chin on her hand. “Oh, it’s such a cliché, but here goes. Zach and I decided to spice things up one night. We went to this trendy nightclub — dark lights, pulsing music, the works. We arrived separately, playing the part. I wore a slinky black dress, hair down, and hit the dance floor. Caught the eye of this tall, rugged guy — dark hair, broad shoulders, the typical stranger fantasy. We flirted, danced close, bodies grinding to the beat, and before long, he suggested heading to his car. I went with it, heart racing, the thrill of the unknown buzzing through me. In the backseat, under the dim parking lot lights, I leaned over him, unzipped his pants to reveal his hardening cock. I started slow, teasing the tip with my tongue, circling the head as he groaned and tangled his fingers in my hair. Then I took him deeper, my lips stretching around his girth, bobbing rhythmically while my hand stroked the base. He was salty, throbbing against my tongue, and I built the pace, sucking harder, my cheeks hollowing as I worked him. His hips bucked, breaths coming in ragged gasps, until he tensed and came, flooding my mouth with his release. I swallowed, savoring the moment, before pulling back with a satisfied smirk. I slipped back into the club, found Zach, and whispered every detail in his ear while we danced — the taste, the way he gripped my hair, the pulse of his climax.”

Zach chuckled, his hand resting on Kelly’s thigh under the table. “She came back with this wicked grin, and I could tell she’d loved it. The way she described it — his reactions, the intensity — got me going too. But we both agreed it felt incomplete. The next time, we wanted to be together, so I could watch. That’s when it really clicked for us.”

Sergei’s eyes lit up, a spark of excitement in his gaze. “That’s perfect. The raw honesty, the buildup — it’s exactly the kind of story we want to explore. A Hot Wife journey that starts with solo adventure and evolves into shared intimacy. We’d love to develop this with you — maybe even feature a reenactment with you two and some of the models.”

Bill nodded, sipping his wine. “It could be a signature piece. Kelly, your confidence, Zach, your steady presence — it’s a dynamic we can showcase. We’d handle it with the same care we put into all our work.”

Zach shook his head with a polite smile. “I appreciate the offer, but I’d rather not model in front of the camera. I’m more comfortable behind it — assisting with the photography, capturing the angles and lighting to make it shine. We could find another guy to fill that role, someone from the talent pool who fits the vibe.”

Kelly nodded slowly, her expression turning thoughtful, a hint of nervousness flickering in her eyes. “It’s flattering, really. But I have to think about it. My day job as an attorney — there’s a huge risk if this gets out. It could impact my career, my clients. I love the idea, but I need to weigh it carefully.”

Sergei and Bill exchanged understanding glances. “Of course,” Sergei said gently. “No pressure. We value your privacy and would ensure everything’s handled discreetly. Take your time.”

The meal continued, plates of seared scallops and roasted duck arriving, the rich flavors mirroring the deepening conversation. Sergei sketched out initial ideas for the series — tasteful scenes, emotional depth, and a focus on consent and connection. Bill chimed in with logistical plans, his enthusiasm infectious. As dessert — a decadent chocolate lava cake — was served, the four clinked glasses again, the Miami skyline twinkling beyond the windows.

Sergei leaned in one last time. “By the way — Luke’s footage is pure fire. And Sheila won’t stop texting me heart-eyes about you two. She’s already begging for another booking.”

Kelly laughed. “Tell her we’ll see her very soon.”

As Kelly and Zach stepped out into the balmy Miami night, the ocean breeze ruffling her dress, she linked her arm through his. “That was an interesting proposal,” she said, her voice soft as they walked toward their car. “I meant what I said about my job — it scares me a bit. What if someone recognizes me? But… the thrill of it, reliving our story on film, with you there behind the camera… it excites me too.”

Zach squeezed her hand, his tone reassuring. “I get the nerves. Your career comes first. But if we do it, we’ll do all we can to make sure it’s safe — aliases, limited distribution. And I’d love to shoot it, capture you in that light. No rush, though.”

They drove to their penthouse hotel suite in charged silence.  Kelly had a hand on Zach’s thigh while she peered out window as the city lights streaked past. Before they reached their home Kelly sighed, decision made and started speaking.

“My job seems so hollow compared to this porn empire we are building.” She chuckled. “Even making partner, well, that was great but I just don’t feel the love for the job anymore.  I want to do the film, I don’t even care if I am found out.  Fuck it, my private life shouldn’t have anything to do with my work at the firm.  Other than for small minded, hypocrites.” Zach waited in silence. “What do you think?  I would never do this if it could cause issues with us.” Zach waited a moment gathering his thoughts.

“Love, first, I would never do anything to hurt you or your career.  Second, I think we both know how much we value our ethical nonmonogamy.” They both chortled at that, “Doing this would take it several more levels but watching you will just make me want you more.”  She squeezed his thigh and sat in silence while he parked and held the door for her.

“Well my love.” She smirked as he closed the door to the condo behind them. “I’m going to text Sergie we agree and I’ll be in the movie.” At his nod she sent off the quick message, her heart pounding as she felt a rush of excitement. “I hope tonight has made you as horny as it made me.”

“Been hard since you told that story,” he growled.

Kelly laughed breathlessly. “Take me to the balcony.”

The home’s private terrace overlooked the ocean and the glittering skyline. A warm breeze carried salt and night jasmine. Zach led her outside, the city lights glittering in the distance, the stars bright above.

He spun her to face the glass railing, pressed her hands to it, and kicked her legs apart. The emerald dress rode up her thighs as he unzipped himself.

“Tell me again,” he said, voice rough with possession, sliding the dress up to her waist and pushing her lace thong aside. “Tell me what you did to that stranger while I fuck the memory out of you.”

Kelly moaned as he thrust into her in one deep stroke, the city lights glittering below them.

“I sucked him off in the backseat,” she gasped, pushing back to meet him. “Swallowed every drop like a good little slut—”

Zach spanked her once, sharp. “My good little slut.”

He fucked her slow and deep, hands gripping her hips, making her recount every filthy detail while the ocean roared below and the skyline watched. When she came the first time, she screamed his name loud enough for half of Miami to hear. When he finally pulled out and painted her lower back, letting his release drip down her thighs in the moonlight, she was shaking, laughing, utterly claimed.

They stayed on the balcony long after, wrapped in each other, city lights flickering across their skin.

Both their phones lit up at once.

Sergei: Change of plans — forget the big group for now. I can’t stop thinking about that nightclub story. I want to reenact your very first Hot Wife moment. You, Kelly, in that slinky black dress. A gorgeous stranger. Zach watching from the shadows, filming every second. Same thrill, same trust, same explosive finish. Say yes and we’ll make it the most beautiful thing we’ve ever shot.

Kelly read it aloud, voice trembling slightly — half nerves, half pure arousal.

Zach kissed the top of her head, arms tightening around her waist.

“Tell him yes,” he murmured against her ear. “I want to watch you do it all over again… knowing this time you come home to me.”

Kelly typed with shaking fingers:

Yes. Let’s give them the night we never forgot.

She hit send, then turned in Zach’s arms, the city lights reflecting in her eyes.

“Guess we’re making our origin story official.”

Zach’s grin was dark and possessive. “And I get to be the one who takes you home dripping with someone else… and reminds you exactly who you belong to.”

“Yes, my love.”  Kelly sighed happily.

He was already hard again.


Chapter 8 – The Nightclub

The pulsating beat of the Miami nightclub throbbed through Kelly’s body like a second heartbeat, the dim lights casting flickering shadows across the crowded dance floor. She had arrived alone, as planned, her heart racing with a potent mix of nerves and exhilaration. This was uncharted territory — her first foray into the Hot Wife lifestyle, a fantasy she and Zach had whispered about in the quiet hours of the night. Now, it was real. Her stomach twisted with anxiety, a flutter of “what ifs” swirling in her mind: What if no one approached her? What if things went too far? But beneath the fear bubbled an electric excitement, a thrilling rush that made her skin tingle and her cheeks flush. She felt alive, empowered, like a secret agent on a daring mission. 

Kelly smoothed down her slinky black dress, the fabric hugging her curvaceous figure like a second skin. It dipped low at the front, showcasing the generous swell of her 36DD breasts, the lace edging teasing just enough cleavage to draw lingering glances. Her blonde hair fell in loose waves down her back, and her green eyes scanned the room with a mix of caution and anticipation. She made her way to the bar, ordering a vodka soda to steady her nerves, the cool glass pressing against her palm as she took a sip. The alcohol warmed her from the inside, easing the knot in her chest just a fraction. 

As she ventured onto the dance floor, the music enveloped her, hips swaying to the rhythm. She closed her eyes for a moment, letting the bass pulse through her, trying to shake off the self-doubt. That’s when she felt eyes on her — intense, appreciative. Opening her eyes, she locked gazes with a tall, rugged stranger across the floor. He had dark, tousled hair, broad shoulders straining against a fitted black shirt, and a jawline shadowed with stubble. His brown eyes held a spark of mischief, and a confident smile played on his lips as he approached, weaving through the crowd with purposeful strides. 

“Hey there,” he said, his voice deep and smooth, cutting through the music as he leaned in close. “Couldn’t help but notice you. You move like you own the place. Mind if I join you?” 

Kelly’s pulse quickened, a surge of adrenaline making her hands tremble slightly. She swallowed, forcing a playful smile despite the butterflies rioting in her stomach. “Sure, why not? I’m Kelly,” she replied, her voice steadier than she felt. The excitement was building now, overriding the nerves, making her feel bold. 

“I’m Alex,” he said, stepping closer, his body heat mingling with hers as they began to dance. His hands found her waist lightly at first, testing the waters, and she didn’t pull away. The contact sent a shiver down her spine — equal parts fear and thrill. “You’re stunning, you know that? What brings a woman like you here alone?” 

She laughed softly, her cleavage rising with the movement, drawing his gaze momentarily. “Just looking for a little fun. Life’s too short, right?” Her words were laced with nervousness, but the way his eyes darkened with interest fueled her confidence. They moved together, bodies grinding to the beat, the friction building tension. Kelly’s mind raced: This is happening. He’s into me. Zach’s waiting inside — will this really turn him on like we talked about? 

As the song shifted to something slower, more sensual, Alex pulled her closer, his breath warm against her ear. “You’re driving me crazy out here. The way you move… it’s hypnotic.” His hands slid lower, resting on her hips, and she felt the hard outline of his arousal pressing against her thigh. A wave of excitement crashed over her, her nerves transforming into a heady buzz. She was doing this — flirting, teasing, stepping outside her comfort zone. 

“You’ve got some moves yourself,” she teased back, her voice breathy, her green eyes meeting his with a spark of mischief. But inside, her thoughts whirled: Am I really going to go through with this? What if I back out? No, this is what we wanted — the spice, the adventure. 

After a few more songs, their dancing growing more intimate, Alex leaned in again. “It’s getting hot in here. Want to step outside for some air? My car’s just in the lot — nice and private.” 

Kelly’s heart hammered in her chest, a mix of terror and exhilaration making her dizzy. This was the point of no return. She thought of Zach, imagined his encouraging smile, and nodded. “Yeah, let’s go,” she said, her voice a whisper, laced with anticipation. As they slipped through the crowd, his hand on the small of her back, she felt a rush of empowerment. The nerves were still there, knotting her stomach, but the excitement won out — the forbidden thrill of the unknown. 

In the dimly lit parking lot, the humid Miami air wrapped around them like a blanket. Alex unlocked his sleek black sedan, and they slid into the backseat, the leather cool against her skin. The door clicked shut, sealing them in a bubble of intimacy. Kelly’s breaths came quick and shallow, her hands fidgeting in her lap as she fought the urge to bolt. But then Alex turned to her, his eyes hungry, and cupped her cheek. “You okay? We don’t have to do anything you don’t want.” 

His concern eased her a bit, and she smiled, leaning in. “I’m good. Just… excited.” The word hung in the air, charged. Alex’s gaze dropped to her chest, and he reached out, his hands gently fondling her breasts through the thin fabric of her dress. The touch sent a jolt through her, her nipples hardening under his fingers, and she let out a soft gasp, nerves mingling with a rush of arousal. Emboldened, she tugged the neckline of her dress down, exposing her full, rounded breasts, the lace edging framing them enticingly. Alex’s breath hitched, his eyes darkening further. 

“God, you’re perfect,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. Kelly’s fingers trembled as she reached for him, unzipping his pants to reveal his hardening cock. The sight sent another jolt through her — nerves flaring anew, but excitement surging stronger. She leaned forward, her bare breasts brushing against his thigh, and teased the tip of his cock with her tongue, circling the head as he groaned, his fingers tangling in her blonde hair. 

“Fuck, Kelly… that feels amazing,” Alex murmured, his voice rough with desire. “You’re incredible.” 

Emboldened, she took him deeper, her lips stretching around his girth, bobbing rhythmically while her hand stroked the base. He tasted salty, throbbing against her tongue, and she built the pace, sucking harder, her cheeks hollowing. His hips bucked, breaths ragged. “God, yes… just like that. Don’t stop.” 

The praise fueled her, turning her nerves into pure adrenaline. She savored the moment, the power she held, until he tensed and came, flooding her mouth with his release as he gasped in pleasure. She swallowed, pulling back with a satisfied smirk, her body humming with the afterglow of the thrill. 

Suddenly, a sharp voice cut through the haze. “Cut!” The word echoed in the confined space, snapping Kelly back to reality. The car door opened, revealing the soft glow of studio lights and the hum of a small crew. This wasn’t a random parking lot — it was a set, meticulously crafted to mimic that long-ago night. The actor playing Alex adjusted his pants, flashing her a warm, professional smile as he stepped out, nodding to her. “That was awesome, Kelly,” he said before walking past, heading toward the crew. 

Kelly adjusted her dress, pulling the neckline back up, her cheeks flushed with a mix of exhilaration and the lingering thrill of performance. The actor playing Zach, a handsome stand-in with a similar build to her husband, grinned at her from the edge of the set. “Nailed it,” he said with a wink, stepping aside as the real Zach approached, his camera still in hand, a proud smile on his face. 

Kelly slid out of the car, her legs a little shaky, and met Zach’s gaze. She leaned in close, her voice a whisper meant only for him. “God, that was intense,” she said, her green eyes sparkling. “Reliving it like that, with him touching me, feeling his hands on my breasts before I went down on him — it was such a rush. And knowing the crew was watching, their eyes on me while I sucked him off… it made it even hotter. I felt so exposed, so powerful.” She paused, a mischievous smile tugging at her lips. “Did you like shooting it?” 

Zach’s grin widened, his hand brushing her arm. “You were incredible, babe. Capturing every moment through the lens — your confidence, the way you moved — it was perfect. I’m so proud of you.” 

As they walked off the set, the Miami night air — real this time — brushed against her skin, and Kelly felt a surge of triumph. Sharing their story, even through this staged reenactment, had been electrifying, a testament to their journey and the trust that bound them. 

The neon glow of Miami’s South Beach strip streaked past the car windows as Zach maneuvered through the late-night traffic, the low rumble of the engine a grounding hum against the adrenaline still coursing through Kelly’s veins. The reenactment had wrapped hours ago, but the sensations lingered — the actor’s hands grazing her skin, the crew’s attentive gazes, the intoxicating rush of reliving that first forbidden night. She stole a glance at Zach in the driver’s seat, his chiseled jaw lit by the flicker of passing streetlights, a knowing smile tugging at his lips. His lean fingers gripped the wheel, steady and sure, mirroring the control he’d wielded behind the camera, capturing every sultry moment of her performance. Now, with the set behind them, the night buzzed with unspoken possibilities, a bridge between staged fantasy and raw reality. 

They pulled into the valet at the sleek beachfront hotel they’d rented to be closer to thee studio, its glass facade reflecting the moonlit ocean. Kelly’s heels clicked on the polished marble of the lobby, her black dress clinging to her voluptuous figure like liquid silk, accentuating every curve. Her 36DD breasts strained against the low neckline, the lace trim teasing the creamy swell of her cleavage, while the fabric hugged her rounded hips and tapered to her shapely thighs, hinting at the strength beneath her softness. Her blonde hair cascaded in loose, golden waves down her back, catching the light with every step, and her emerald-green eyes sparkled with a mix of nerves and lingering exhilaration. In the elevator, Zach’s hand found the small of her back, his touch warm and possessive, pulling her close. “You were electric tonight,” he murmured, his voice low, sending a shiver down her spine. “Watching you command that scene, every curve moving with purpose — it was everything we dreamed.” 

Kelly’s pulse quickened, her full lips parting as she met his gaze in the mirrored walls. “It felt so real, even knowing it was staged,” she admitted, her voice breathy. “His hands on my breasts, tugging my dress down to expose me while the crew watched — it set my skin on fire. And going down on him, feeling their eyes on me as I took him in my mouth? God, Zach, it was terrifying and exhilarating. It’s a whole new dimension to our play.” Her cheeks flushed, her ample chest rising with a shaky breath. “Did it turn you on as much as it did me?” 

His hazel eyes darkened, his hand sliding to cup her neck, thumb brushing her jaw. “More than you know, babe. Seeing you so bold, your body owning every second — it’s why we’re on this path.” The elevator dinged, opening to their floor, and they stepped into the hallway, the air thick with anticipation. 

Their suite was a sanctuary of indulgence: floor-to-ceiling windows framing the ocean’s restless waves, a king-sized bed swathed in crisp white linens, and a bottle of chilled champagne gleaming on the nightstand — a gift from the production team. Zach popped the cork as Kelly slipped off her heels, her toned calves flexing as she sank into the plush sofa, her curves settling into its embrace. The champagne’s fizz danced on her tongue, reigniting the warmth from the set. Zach joined her, laptop in hand, his grin mischievous as he connected it to the TV. “Want to watch the dailies? Raw, unedited, just us.” 

Kelly’s stomach fluttered, a twinge of anxiety mixing with curiosity. Watching herself — her voluptuous body bared, her full breasts exposed, her lips wrapped around another man’s cock — felt like a new kind of vulnerability. Would it look as powerful as it felt? But the thrill outweighed the nerves, as always. “Yeah,” she said, her voice soft but resolute. “Let’s see it.” 

The footage flickered to life, vivid and unfiltered: her hips swaying on the dance floor, the black dress accentuating her hourglass figure, her breasts bouncing subtly with each step. The camera cut to the car interior, Zach’s hidden angles capturing every detail — her dress pulled down, revealing the soft, creamy mounds of her 36DD breasts, her pink nipples hardening under the actor’s thumbs as he fondled her. Her body, lush and inviting, glowed under the dim lighting, her curves a study in sensuality. The sound of her breathy gasp filled the room, followed by the zipper’s rasp as she freed the actor’s cock, her delicate Jon Snow fingers wrapping around it as she leaned in, her full lips teasing the tip before taking him deeper, her cheeks hollowing with each rhythmic bob. 

Zach’s arm slid around her, his fingers tracing the curve of her shoulder, brushing the edge of her breast. “Look at you,” he whispered, his voice thick with desire. “So confident, your body a fucking masterpiece. Those curves, the way your tits spilled out when you pulled that dress down? Pure perfection.” Kelly’s breath hitched, the sight of her own voluptuous form — her heavy, rounded breasts swaying as she worked the actor’s cock, her toned thighs flexing — stirring a fresh wave of arousal. Her pussy throbbed, slick with need, the nerves melting into a pulsing heat. 

Emboldened by the champagne and the raw intimacy of the moment, Kelly’s hand drifted to Zach’s thigh, her fingers brushing the bulge in his pants. She felt the thick, rigid length of his cock — impressively long, at least eight inches, with a slight upward curve and a veined shaft that pulsed under her touch, the head already glistening with precum. Zach set his glass aside, his lips crashing against hers in a hungry kiss, his hands roaming her lush body. He cupped her heavy breasts, thumbs circling her sensitive nipples until they pebbled, aching for more. “You’ve come so far,” he growled against her neck, his kisses trailing lower. “From that nervous first night to owning that set, your curves stealing every shot. I’m addicted to you.” 

Kelly arched into him, her nimble fingers undoing his belt to free his cock, its girth stretching her hand, the skin hot and smooth. She straddled him, her dress hiked up to reveal her bare pussy — she’d skipped panties for the role, a choice that now felt wickedly deliberate. Her rounded hips and thick, toned thighs framed her slick entrance as she lowered herself onto him, gasping as his thick cock stretched her, filling her completely. “Fuck, Zach,” she moaned, her voice raw as his length hit deep, the curve of his shaft brushing her G-spot with every thrust. 

She rode him slowly at first, her full breasts bouncing, their weight hypnotic, nipples grazing his chest through the thin fabric. The TV looped the footage behind her — her lips stretched around the actor’s cock, her curves on full display — blending the staged and the real into a dizzying spiral of lust. Her nerves dissolved into pure ecstasy, her hips grinding faster, her clit throbbing as Zach’s fingers found it, rubbing tight, expert circles. Her orgasm crashed over her, her pussy clenching around his pulsing cock, her cries echoing as she shattered. Zach thrust harder, his thick shaft swelling as he came, hot and deep inside her, their bodies locked together in the afterglow. 

Wrapped in his arms, the ocean’s roar filtering through the windows, Kelly felt a profound shift. This was more than the lifestyle — it was them, their trust, their evolution. “What if we push further?” she whispered, her fingers tracing his chest. “Not just reenactments — what if the next chapter is real again? Something new, with you filming every second.” 

Zach’s smile was slow, hungry. “Anything you want, babe. The adventure’s just getting started.” As dawn painted the room in soft pinks, Kelly closed her eyes, her body still humming, excitement already building for the next thrilling chapter. 


Chapter 9 – The Pool Reenactment

The set buzzed with quiet anticipation as the director’s voice cut through the hum, sharp and commanding. “Quiet on the set!” he barked, followed by a beat of silence. Then, with a clap of his hands, he called, “Action!”

The enclosed indoor pool area sprang to life: sleek tile, soft blue lighting, water shimmering like liquid sapphire. Kelly stood poolside, heart pounding like a drum in her chest, the green string bikini she wore barely containing the generous swell of her 36DD breasts. The thin fabric strained against her curves, the ties at her hips and neck fluttering with each nervous breath, the deep emerald hue contrasting her sun-kissed skin.

Beside her, the actor playing her husband — a handsome stand-in with Zach’s same build — adjusted his stance in a snug black Speedo. But the real Zach was already in position, hand-held camera hidden in the shadows near the lounge chairs, filming every heartbeat of this reenactment of the night that changed everything.

“Are you sure about this?” she asked, remembering her lines perfectly. Her voice trembled slightly, though she forced a smile. Her thoughts flashed back to a week before, asking their good nudist friend Brad if he would play a role in the video, and her surprise when he readily agreed. They’d seen each other nude but never touched beyond a chaste hug.

The actor playing Zach stepped closer, hand brushing her arm. “I’m sure, babe. We’ve talked about it forever — spicing things up with someone we trust. I’m nervous too, but excited. Seeing you with him… It’s gonna be hot.” His voice carried a husky edge, and Kelly felt a thrill ripple through her, her nipples tightening against the bikini top.

Inside, her mind raced. What if I freeze? What if Zach regrets this? Our other playtimes have never been with a close friend. But the excitement won out, a tingling heat spreading through her core as she imagined Brad’s hands on her, Zach’s approving gaze fueling it all.

The doorbell rang, a sharp chime slicing through the tension. The actor playing Zach gave her a reassuring nod and moved to answer it.

He returned moments later with Brad — the real Brad this time — handsome with chiseled features, short black hair, and a lean, muscular build. He wore a fitted black shirt and jeans, blue eyes widening as they landed on Kelly. “Wow, Kelly,” he said, voice smooth, “you look incredible. That bikini… it’s doing things to me already.” His gaze lingered on her cleavage, and she felt a flush creep up her neck, her breasts heaving with each breath.

Kelly laughed nervously, tucking a strand of blonde hair behind her ear. “Thanks, Brad. You clean up pretty nice yourself.” The actor playing Zach grinned, playing the host, and moved to a small bar setup nearby. “Let’s loosen up a bit. Drinks, anyone?” He poured three glasses of whiskey, the amber liquid glinting, and handed them out. Kelly sipped hers, the burn steadying her nerves.

The actor playing Zach leaned in, voice low. “Why don’t you show him a little more, babe? Take the top off.”

Her heart skipped. Can I do it again with all those eyes watching from the shadows? But the heat in his eyes and her own growing desire spurred her on. Blushing, she reached behind her neck, untied the string, and let the bikini top fall, revealing her full, rounded 36DD breasts, pink nipples already hardening in the cool air. Brad’s breath hitched, admiration clear as he stepped closer.

“God, you’re stunning,” Brad murmured, and before she could overthink it, Kelly stepped into his arms, bare breasts pressing against his chest as they hugged. Their lips met, tentative kiss deepening quickly, his tongue exploring hers with hungry edge. “You taste amazing,” he whispered against her mouth, and she giggled, nerves melting into desire. “So do you,” she replied, voice breathy.

“Wanna join me in the pool?” she asked Brad, confidence growing. He nodded eagerly, shedding his shirt to reveal a sculpted torso, then unbuttoning his jeans to reveal a black Speedo that clung to his muscular thighs and hinted at a thick, impressive cock. She’d seen him nude of course, at the nudist resorts but that was so different.  The rules there discourage looking and staring.  She chuckled internally at the thought. They slipped into the water, the coolness a shock against her heated skin. Lips locked again, his hands roamed her back, cupped her breasts, thumbs brushing her nipples, sending jolts of pleasure through her. “These are perfect,” he groaned, tugging at the bikini bottoms. Kelly reached down, fingers trembling as she slid his Speedo off, revealing his thick, veined cock. Oh God, he’s huge a definite ‘grower’— Zach’s going to love seeing this.

They made out, water lapping around them, and she moaned as he fondled her breasts, fingers deftly removing her bottoms, leaving her naked. Brad’s fingers slipped between her thighs, and she gasped, the water amplifying every sensation.

They climbed out, water streaming off their bodies, and lay on a plush mattress near the actor playing Zach. Kelly’s wet hair clung to her shoulders, breasts heaving. “You’re so fucking sexy,” Brad said, voice rough. “I want to taste you.” Kelly bit her lip, glancing at the actor playing Zach. “Go for it,” he encouraged, tone thick with arousal. “Enjoy her, man. She loves it.”

Brad kissed down her neck, lips trailing to her breasts, sucking a nipple into his mouth as she arched. “Oh, God, yes,” she gasped, hands in his hair. He moved lower, spreading her thighs, tongue flicking against her clit. He’s licking me so good — Zach’s watching every second. She moaned louder, hips bucking as Brad devoured her, tongue plunging deep, fingers curling inside her, drawing broken praise from her lips. “Don’t stop — fuck, just like that — you’re going to make me come —” She shattered with a cry, thighs clamping around his head, wetness coating his tongue.

“Fuck me,” she panted, and Brad positioned himself, thick cock pressing against her entrance. He slid in slowly, stretching her inch by inch, and she cried out, “Oh fuck, Zach, do you like watching me get fucked?” Brad pumped steadily, hands gripping her hips, breasts bouncing with each thrust. “Yes, harder, Brad!” she urged, then added aloud, “I want you both to use me like a whore.”

Brad groaned, thrusting deeper, “Your pussy’s so tight around my cock.” Kelly’s mind raced. He’s pounding me, that thick shaft stretching me wide — Zach’s grin is so proud, so turned on. “You like that, Zach? Watching him fuck me?” she called, voice breaking with pleasure. Brad’s pace quickened, cock hitting her depths, and she felt another climax approaching. “Cum for me, baby,” he urged, and she shattered again, body convulsing, wetness coating him. He followed seconds later, groaning as he spilled deep inside her, hips jerking through every pulse.

They lay panting, water still dripping from their bodies, Kelly’s thighs trembling from the force of her last orgasm. Brad’s thick cock glistened with her arousal as he eased out, leaving her deliciously stretched and dripping.

Kelly turned her flushed face toward the actor playing Zach — still in character, Speedo tented obscenely, eyes dark with staged lust.

“Come here, Zach,” she said, voice sultry and raw, pushing up on her elbows so her heavy, wet breasts swayed enticingly. “I need to taste you now.”

The actor stepped forward, dropping his Speedo in one motion. His cock sprang free — thick, flushed, curving upward — and Kelly wrapped one hand around the base, guiding him to her lips without hesitation. She looked up at him through damp lashes, water beading on her freckled cheeks, and took him deep in one slow glide. Her lips stretched around his girth, cheeks hollowing as she sucked with deliberate, worshipful rhythm — tongue swirling the head, then sliding down until her nose brushed his pelvis, throat fluttering around him.

The actor groaned, fingers tangling gently in her wet hair. “Fuck, baby… just like that.”

Kelly moaned around him, the vibration making his hips jerk. She pulled back to the tip, tongue teasing the sensitive underside, then plunged down again, taking every inch while her hand stroked what her mouth couldn’t reach. Saliva mixed with pool water dripped down her chin, over her breasts, making them gleam under the lights. She kept her eyes locked on his the entire time — green and hungry — until his thighs trembled and his breath hitched.

“Kelly—fuck—I’m gonna—”

She took him even deeper, swallowing around him, and he came with a ragged groan, pulsing thick streamers straight down her throat. Kelly swallowed every drop, throat working visibly, then pulled back slowly, licking him clean with a satisfied, catlike smile.

Only then did the director’s voice boom: “Cut! Beautiful, everyone — that’s a wrap!”

The spell shattered. The actor playing Zach exhaled shakily, grinning down at her. “Jesus, Kelly. You’re a goddamn professional.”

Kelly laughed, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, still flushed and glowing. Brad leaned in and kissed her temple. “Incredible. Wow!”

The real Zach emerged from the shadows where he’d been filming the entire time, camera finally lowered, eyes blazing with pride and possession.

Kelly slid off the mattress, legs shaky, and met his gaze. She leaned in close, voice a whisper meant only for him. “God, that was intense,” she said, green eyes sparkling. “Reliving it like that, with Brad touching me, feeling his hands on my breasts before I went down on him — it was such a rush. And knowing the crew was watching, their eyes on me while I sucked him off… it made it even hotter. I felt so exposed, so powerful.” She paused, mischievous smile tugging at her lips. “Did you like shooting it?”

Zach’s grin widened, hand brushing her arm. “You were incredible, babe. Capturing every moment through the lens — your confidence, the way you moved — it was perfect. I’m so proud of you.” He moved off to talk to Sergie and one of the men running the video cameras.  Kelly smiled then walked over to her dressing room, conscious of the crew watching her every move and loving it.  She decided to take a quick shower before putting on her sundress for the drive.

The black limo waited outside. The moment the door closed and the partition rose, Zach had Kelly pinned against the leather seat.

“Tell me again,” he growled, yanking the soaked bikini bottoms aside and thrusting into her in one brutal stroke. “Every filthy detail while I remind you who you belong to.”

Kelly moaned, legs wrapping around his waist, dress already around her waist. “His hands on my tits,” she gasped, grinding against him, “thumbs on my nipples until I was shaking—”

Zach spanked her once, sharp. “My tits.”

“Yours,” she whimpered, pussy clenching.

He fucked her through the city, making her recount every second — the taste of Brad’s cock, the way he stretched her, how loud she came — until they were both breathless. When he finally pulled out, he shot a tremendous load across her exposed breasts, letting his cum drip down her cleavage in the passing streetlights.

“Now you wear me home,” he growled and then chuckled at her impish grin.

Kelly sagged against him, laughing breathlessly, utterly claimed. Looking up she saw the driver looking at them in the rearview mirror.  Kowing they’d been watched sent her heart racing.

Back in the suite, phones lit up.

Sergei: The pool dailies are perfect! But I can’t stop thinking about that tropical scene you two mentioned once at Desire Resorts — sun-drenched, barely-there bikinis, water glistening on skin… Perfect to lay more groundwork for the Hot Wife concept. And for the finale? I’m booking a private island. Ten days. All of you. Think tropical. Think no rules. Say yes.

Kelly read it aloud, voice trembling with fresh arousal. ‘Oh my God!  I can take vacation but this is getting so real!’

Zach kissed her.

“Tell him yes,” he murmured. “We’re just getting started.”

“Of course my love.”

The End

Book 2 – Reclaiming Kelly: Island Rules will be published February 4, 2026.  Here is a free sample until then.


Book 2

Reclaiming Kelly: Island Rules

Chapter 1 – The Night We Didn’t Film

The hum of the set faded as Kelly and Zach slipped out of the pool area, the director’s “Cut!” still echoing in her ears. The crew’s lingering stares prickled her skin, their eyes tracing her naked, sweat-slicked body as she gathered her green bikini bottoms and slipped them on. She grabbed a thin, sheer wrap from her bag, tying it loosely around her waist and draping it over her shoulders to cover her bare torso just enough for the short walk. Her heart raced, a cocktail of exhaustion and exhilaration coursing through her veins, her 36DD breasts still tingling from the scene’s intensity. Zach, her real Zach, walked beside her, his familiar grin lighting up his face, his hand brushing her lower back as they navigated the dimly lit corridors and stepped into the humid Miami night.

Inside the hotel suite, the floor-to-ceiling windows revealed the ocean’s restless waves, the room bathed in the soft glow of a bedside lamp. Kelly shed the wrap, sinking onto the plush sofa in just her bikini bottoms, her blonde hair falling over her shoulders. Zach poured two glasses of water, handing her one with that same proud smile, sitting close enough that his thigh pressed against hers.

“You were incredible back there,” he said, voice low. “Reminds me of that wild night in Miami—except this time I got to watch it all through the lens first.”

Kelly sipped the water, the coolness soothing her parched throat, and leaned into him. “It felt so real, even with the crew watching,” she murmured, her green eyes meeting his. “This film is making everything new again.”

Zach’s hand slid to her thigh, fingers tracing lazy circles. “What if we keep it real tonight? No cameras between us. Just us… and maybe someone else.”

Kelly’s pulse spiked. “You mean…?”

He already had the app open. “Luke—32, former Marine, in town for a tech conference. Profile says ‘experienced with hotwife couples, total discretion.’ Ice-blue eyes, built like a statue. Sound familiar?”

She laughed, heat flooding her core. “Message him.”

Half an hour later Luke stood in their suite, all six-three of former-Marine muscle filling the doorway, ice-blue eyes raking over Kelly like she was already naked.

Conversation lasted maybe ninety seconds.

Kelly dropped to her knees on the plush carpet, blonde hair spilling forward as she freed his cock: thick, heavy, a single vein pulsing along the underside. She looked up at Zach first—seated on the sofa, shorts around his thighs, stroking slowly—and only when he gave that small nod did she part her lips and take Luke in.

The taste of him—clean skin, faint salt, pure masculine heat—made her moan around the head. She sank lower, cheeks hollowing, tongue flattening against the underside until her nose brushed his trimmed hair. Luke’s fingers threaded into her ponytail, guiding but not forcing, hips rolling in tiny thrusts that nudged the back of her throat. “Jesus, your mouth is fucking heaven,” he growled.

Zach’s voice cut through, low and commanding. “Show him what that throat can do, love.”

Kelly relaxed, took every inch until her lips kissed the base, held for a five-count, then pulled back gasping, strings of saliva connecting her to Luke’s glistening shaft. She did it again. And again. Until Luke’s thighs trembled and his grip tightened.

She crawled onto the bed on all fours, ass high, bikini bottoms long gone. Luke moved behind her, spreading her open with rough hands. Two thick fingers plunged in without warning, curling hard, making her cry out around Zach’s cock as he fed it to her from the front.

“Tell him,” Zach ordered, thumb smearing her lipstick across her cheek.

Kelly pulled off just long enough to beg, voice ragged: “Fuck me, Luke. Stretch me while my husband watches.”

Luke didn’t tease. One slow thrust seated him to the hilt, her walls fluttering around the sudden fullness. He grabbed both heavy breasts from behind, squeezing hard, thumbs flicking her nipples as he set a punishing rhythm. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the suite.

Zach fisted her hair, feeding her his cock in time with Luke’s thrusts. “That’s it, baby. Take both of us. Show him who you belong to.”

Kelly shattered first, orgasm ripping through her so hard her arms gave out. Luke followed seconds later, pulling out to paint thick ropes across her ass and lower back, marking her in hot pulses. Zach pulled free of her mouth, stroked twice, and added his own claim across her lips, chin, and those perfect tits.

Luke stepped back, breathing hard. Zach’s voice was gravel. “Clean him.”

Kelly turned, still on her knees, cum dripping from her chin. She started at the base, long slow licks up Luke’s shaft, tasting herself on him, swirling around the head, sucking the last drops from the slit while Luke groaned and Zach watched with dark, possessive pride.

Only when Luke was spotless did Zach pull her to her feet, bend her over the bed, and slide home in one thrust, mixing their releases inside her. “Mine,” he snarled against her ear, pounding until she came again, screaming his name into the sheets.

“Perfect,” he whispered when they finally collapsed.

“As always,” she panted, utterly owned.
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