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~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~

~ Austin ~

Once, I thought I knew what I was doing with my life.

I was successful in business and successful in love.

Then I rolled the dice and everything changed.

For better or worse?

That’s for you to decide.

~ Kayla ~

Who am I now?

Who have I become?

I’m a loving wife but also a woman unbound.

There’s nothing beyond my reach, nothing I can’t do.

But how far is too far?

And what will be left of my marriage?

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Author’s Note

A huge, huge apology to everyone who pre-ordered this book originally and had to do it again. The original publication was canceled by the Powers That Be with no warning. We sincerely hope that this book is worth the delay and we’re so grateful that you’ve rejoined us to continue the story of Kayla, Austin, and James. It’s a story we’ve loved telling!
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~ Austin ~

I’m sitting in the back of a limo on the way home from the San Francisco Airport feeling uneasy. I’ve been in Europe for ten days and jet lag is taking its toll on me but that’s not the problem. Rain is pouring down from the latest atmospheric river to hit the West Coast but the driver is doing a fine job of dealing with traffic - I don’t give the weather or him a second thought. No, my vague sense of foreboding is wrapped up in my destination, or the person who should be waiting for me at said destination. I texted my wife, Kayla, when we landed but didn’t hear back from her.

As is probably obvious by now, it’s Kayla who I’m thinking about.

I’m no doubt making too much of that fact but it’s unavoidable - I wonder if she’ll be waiting for me when I arrive at our doorstep or if I’ll find the house dark and empty. We’ve been married for five years but are just a month into a new relationship. We’re still married but we both took new jobs thirty days ago working for the same man - James Hodges, one of the richest men in the world and Kayla’s new lover. Now, I know what that sounds like but don’t jump to any conclusions just yet. My wife is no slut. Hodges may be her new lover but he’s also her first lover. And I pushed her into his arms.

“Hey, babe,” I say into my phone as my limo approaches our neighborhood. “I’m less than five minutes out and I’d love to know if you’re home waiting for me or on your way, at least. Call me.” I know I’m sounding desperate and more needy than I want to but I can’t help it. The agreement I reached with my boss is that I get one weekend every two weeks with my wife and this is it. Trouble is, I don’t have a lot of leverage to enforce the agreement - I’m at their mercy. So that’s the source of my unease.

I don’t stare at my phone, much as I’d like to, willing it to ring. I watch the familiar scenery go by out the tinted limousine windows and wait but my phone doesn’t ring. My mood sours with each landmark I take note of as the distance melts away and no word comes of what waits for me. Or who waits for me.

Almost against my will, I began formulating alternative plans for the weekend. I could just sleep for 48 hours. My schedule has been filled to overflowing since I took the job. This latest trip to Europe had me meeting with the C-suite execs of a startup in London that I’m to take public at some point in the next twelve months. In addition to getting to know the founders and their senior staff, they had to bring me up to speed on gene-editing technology, which I know nothing about, so that I could formulate a plan for introducing them to the international investment world, something I am familiar with from my decades of experience as an investment banker in Silicon Valley. But Hodges hired me to bring my expertise to the other side of the negotiating table and it’s been like trying to take a drink from a firehose - so much to learn, so little time to learn it.

On top of all that, the sequencing firm in London is only one of three assignments Hodges has tasked me with. Two weeks ago I was in Taiwan meeting with his artificial intelligence organization and next week I’m flying to Austin, Texas to do the same dance with his cybersecurity startup. Each of the three entities is a potential unicorn - a private company with purported billion-dollar capitalizations - that I’m to take public in the next twelve to twenty-four months. If I manage to pull off the impossible, Hodges has promised to make me CEO of the holding company he’s established to consolidate his controlling interests in each enterprise. It’s the opportunity of a lifetime - if I’m up to it.

The limo pulls into my driveway. I see a light in the living room window but that one’s on a timer so Kayla may or may not be home, and seeing as she didn’t return my call I’m not optimistic. I wait for the driver to open my door and hand me an umbrella. I stare at the front door of my house willing it to open but not expecting it to while the driver retrieves my luggage from the trunk. We trudge up the steps to my door and I fish my keys out of my pocket. He waits patiently as I fumble with my keys when the door opens and Kayla is standing there in a thigh-length black dress. It looks elegant but not overly formal - the sort of thing you’d wear for an office party but not a night at the opera.

She looks amazing as always.

“Hey, there,” she says with a smile that thrills me more than it should. “Welcome home.”

I hand the driver the umbrella as he hands me my suitcase. I juggle my briefcase, suit bag, and suitcase to enter the house, but I drop all three as soon as I cross the threshold and take my wife in my arms to kiss her deeply. She snakes her hands and arms around my neck and kisses me back with such gratifying passion and enthusiasm that it’s all I can do to keep my head from exploding.

“Why didn’t you call me back?” I ask like an idiot when we finally come up for air.

“I wanted to surprise you,” she tells me with a sexy little smirk that kind of pisses me off but thrills me at the same time - go figure. “Did I?” She bats her eyes at me and I can’t help but laugh.

“You did, but I’m not sure I approve.” I try to sound serious but I’m not pulling it off.

“You’ll get over it,” she says as she turns to walk away from me with a swing in her hips that’s not like her at all. Of course, it’s been one hell of a month, so there’s that.

“Wait, where are you going?” I ask as I trail along behind her leaving my things strewn in the vestibule.

“Upstairs. I assume that since I’m your whore for the weekend you’ll want to get right to it?”

Oh.

Yeah.

~ Kayla ~

At first, Austin seems distracted. But he soon gets over whatever it is that’s eating away at him - and I can probably guess what that is - and he starts to get into the role of dominant husband again.

He follows me into the bedroom. I remove his shirt and kiss his chest, delighting in that familiar scent once more, trying to act coy and sensual. He plays along for a few moments, allowing me to undress him. His cock slowly rises through the air between us. Even now, that sight continues to thrill me. It doesn’t matter how much bigger James is or how often I see his black cock, the sight of my husband’s familiar erection will always send a tingle through me. I kiss his neck and gently take his manhood in my soft palm.

“Nice dress.” He sounds restrained, as though he’s trying to let me do this without interruption. “New?”

“Mmm.” I close my fingers around his swelling shaft. “A gift from our boss. You like it?”

His body - and his cock - stiffen at the mention of our boss, the man who effectively owns us. But he nods and says, “You look good.”

“Thank you. You want to know a naughty little secret?”

He swallows. I take that for a yes.

“I’m not wearing any underwear.”

He gulps. “When did you… when did you take that off?”

I bring my lips close to his ear and say in the most sultry whisper a woman can muster, “I never put them on.”

Those words flip a switch in Austin’s head. He turns from a naked man standing to attention into a dirty husband satisfying his carnal urges with a willing whore.

He throws me onto the bed and pushes my legs apart as if demanding proof that I’m not wearing panties. I let him discover the truth with a gasping groan, revealing my slick and gleaming pussy at the same time. I’ve been looking forward to reuniting with Austin the entire journey home, so my wetness is genuine.

“Did he fuck you?” His voice is low. Urgent. Desperate.

“Yes.”

“Every day?”

“At least three times.”

Now he unleashes a furious growl and mounts me, pushing up my dress so it doesn’t restrict his access. He pins me to the bed with an intense need that I’ve rarely felt from him and plunges his cock inside me. After two weeks of being consistently fucked multiple times a day by the biggest, blackest cock of my life, it’s almost a relief to receive something smaller and thinner like this. But his desire more than makes up for the size difference.

“Oh, God, Austin!”

He grabs my wrists and pins them to the bed above my head, rendering me helpless to resist his passionate onslaught. I spread my legs as wide as possible, not daring to try and stop him. Austin’s eyes blaze with savage, primal lust. He pumps my aching pussy, his cock already throbbing against my inner walls.

“When did he last fuck you?”

“Right before I got on the plane! He - oh! - fucked me in the car on the way to the airport!”

My words seem to spur Austin on. His fingers grip my wrists tighter and he drives his cock into me without any regard for my feelings. This Austin is a far, far cry from the man he was just two months ago; he used to lovingly worship my pussy with his tongue and always make sure I climaxed before even considering making love to me. Look at him now! My loving husband is now fucking me without restraint or hesitation. He slams his cock in me as hard as he can, using my body, my pussy, for his own pleasure.

Just like James does.

“You’re mine now.” His panting breath hisses through clenched teeth. His eyes are wild. Animalistic. Not in control.

“I’m yours!”

“My whore.”

“I’m your whore! Oh, fuck! Austin, I’m your whore!”

Austin groans. His warmth floods me, but he doesn’t stop fucking. Normally, he pushes inside as deep as he can and holds still, as though enjoying the intimate connection between us. But not this time. Now he keeps driving his cock into me in a frenzy, desiring to force his cum to the deepest part of me.

And I moan and gasp in total bliss the entire time. I wish I could explain why it feels so good to be used and fucked and treated like a whore. It doesn’t make any sense to me. I’ve always been a good woman, a decent wife, and a professional in the workplace. But ever since I discovered this side of myself, I haven’t been able to get enough.

“You - like - that?” He gasps each word between firm, hard thrusts.

“Yes, Austin! Fuck, I love it! Fill me up!”

He does. He fills me up and more. My soft, caring, gentle husband fucks me like the whore I am, pumping his cum into me with a savage aggression he’s never displayed before. He keeps fucking me long after his balls are empty and his cock has begun to wilt. He keeps fucking me until the furious gleam fades from his eyes, replaced by the glow of post-coital comedown.

“How was that?” He offers a wry smile, daring me to deny how good it felt.

“Wonderful.”

I wrap my legs around his waist and pull him into a long, deep kiss. He embraces me and we lie together on the bed, whore and husband, for a long time, enjoying the feeling of being home and together again.
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~ Austin ~

Kayla and I are lying in our bed recovering from our first round of lovemaking. She got up to get out of her new dress, which looked ruined to me, but what do I know? She carefully laid it on the back of the chair near the window and then came back to bed. I welcomed her with open arms and perhaps drifted off to sleep for a while as the sky is dark now and it wasn’t when I got home.

“Hey, sleepyhead,” she whispers with a smile confirming my suspicions. “Feel better?”

“I do,” I admit freely. “It’s been a hell of a couple of weeks.” I roll onto my side and she backs up a bit and does the same so that we’re facing each other. I can’t believe how good she looks and how much I missed her since our last weekend together.

“Tell me about it,” she says with a gentle eye-roll.

“You go first,” I respond. “Where’ve you been?”

“Oh, geez, I’m not sure I remember without looking at my calendar.” She doesn’t move to get her phone, thankfully. She just looks off in the distance as if conjuring it in her mind. “We started in Jakarta and from there we flew to Kyoto…” She goes on for a few minutes as I ask polite questions to indicate that I’m interested when in reality I’m not - one fancy hotel is much like all the others in my opinion, especially when I’m not the one staying there with her. Which I’m not. Not anymore, at least.

Kayla signed on as CFO of Hodges’s real estate entity the same day I agreed to go to work for him as whatever the hell I’m doing. I don’t have a formal title in his organization yet but I do have a contract that states he’ll put me in charge if I please him. That I traded my wife for his commitment only makes it more reprehensible in my mind but more exciting as well. Because for all intents and purposes, I whored my wife to him for money, lots and lots of money, which makes me one of the world’s highest-paid pimps.

“What about you, Austin?” Kayla says as she finally runs out of gas. “You were in London the whole time, right?”

I nod. “Unlike you, I only unpacked once the whole time I was gone.” I cock an eyebrow and smile but she doesn’t smile back at me. “Not that there’s anything wrong with what you did, Kayla.”

Shit. That didn’t come out the way I’d intended it to. Her expression darkens. I decide it’s time to change things up. “I think you need to clean me up,” I tell her in a flat tone.

Kayla’s eyes go wide and for a moment I wonder if I’ve overstepped. When we agreed to work for Hodges, I told her that I expected, since she was about to become his whore, that she would be mine as well. I pimped her out to him and I expected to be treated as such. Incredibly, she agreed to my demands. In theory, at least. Now it was time to put our agreement into practice and I felt myself wavering, reverting back to my old persona of the loving husband who always put his wife’s needs above his own. As she eyes me with a potent mix of suspicion and indecision, I feel an inexorable desire well up in my chest to admit I was kidding, it’s all a big joke, even though it wasn’t.

Finally, after what seems like an eternity, Kayla’s demeanor softens slightly. She props herself up on her elbow and leans against my chest, her hair draping across my shoulder. Her expression changes again and she almost transforms into a sexy vixen who will do as she’s told. She reaches for my dick with her free hand and leans down to lick the head which is still damp with the juices of our lovemaking. I know for a fact she hates the taste of my cum - she told me so in no uncertain terms while we were still dating. But that was before she agreed to a whore both for Hodges and for me, and as such has no right to turn down a direct order from either of us, but I’m having more trouble than she is with our changing dynamic.

“James likes me to clean him after he fucks me, too,” she says between licks and gentle sucks. “What is it with you men, anyway?” Without expecting or even waiting for an answer, she takes my swelling dick fully into her mouth and buries her lips in my untrimmed pubic hair. She swirls her tongue around and it’s almost too much as I’m still quite sensitive after my orgasm - the first I’ve allowed myself in weeks, by the way - but I persevere and let her clean me thoroughly. Finally, she pops the head out of her mouth and turns to look at me. She’s smiling, a welcome sight for sure.

“Keep going,” I tell her, wondering if I’m pushing my luck. She doesn’t hesitate which thrills me more than it should. She ducks her head down underneath my penis and sucks one of my balls into her mouth, then the other, then both. Once again, she works her magic with her tongue and my dick is almost at full mast again. I’m ready to order her to climb aboard and fuck me when I get a wild thought. “Keep going,” I say to her instead and she looks up at me with a vague look of confusion. “Go on, you know what I mean.” I cock an eyebrow at her and she nods, understanding me at last.

I lift my legs to allow her access and she shuffles down the bed into position, then she licks my asshole, tentatively at first but with growing enthusiasm - and depth. Soon, she fucking my pucker with her tongue and it’s the most amazing sensation I think I’ve ever felt. I’d seen porn stars do this sort of thing over the years and never really thought twice about it because I knew Kayla would never go for it back in the day. But a new day has dawned and I vow that this is one act I will be requesting - check that, demanding - regularly.

Fucking hell, this feels good!

~ Kayla ~

I am not the type of woman to lick a man’s ass.

Maybe I should rephrase that. Michela Shepard is not the type of woman to lick a man’s ass. Kayla the CFO, Kayla the whore, Kayla the black man’s slut - she is the type of woman to lick a man’s ass and she’ll do it with a big smile and a wet pussy.

And, boy, is my pussy wet right now.

What the fuck happened to me?

“Oh, Kayla - fuck!” Austin groans with shocked pleasure from above, looking at me over his throbbing cock. The sight of him holding his legs open like this should be absurd, but I’m too caught up in the moment to do anything except lick his ass like the whore I am. “Do you do this for Hodges, too?”

It takes me a moment to respond - my tongue is otherwise engaged. Finally, I say, “No.”

Either he believes me or he doesn’t care enough to ask deeper questions. There is nothing he can ask me to do that my mouth hasn’t done for James already. But I don’t care. I’ll do anything he wants. That’s what a whore does, right?

His groans of delight reach a crescendo and I slowly work my mouth back up, sucking each of his balls in turn, before returning this whore’s tongue back to the sensitive head of his cock. Austin opens his mouth to give me another order, but he doesn’t need to. A whore like me always knows her place. I mount him and guide that aching cock back to where it belongs, letting him feel how unbelievably wet I am right now. He opens his mouth in an O of delight.

“Austin, your cock feels so big!”

“Bigger than his?”

“So fucking big!”

He moans. I can’t tell if he’s moaning at my words or my shocking use of the word “fuck” in particular, but his expression is warped into one of sheer erotic joy. His hands grip my thighs, holding me in place as though I might suddenly stop and deny him the blissful squeezing of my tight pussy. I roll my hips back and forth, drawing a circle in his lap, and watch his eyes widen in total delight. In all the years we’ve been together, I have never ridden him with this much unrestrained passion.

“Oh my God, Kayla! Holy shit!” Austin starts thrusting his hips up to meet my downward stroke, pushing the head of his manhood as deep as it can plunge. It doesn’t reach nearly as deep as James can, nor does it stretch my entrance as wide as he can, but I adore Austin’s enthusiasm and his love for me and the comforting familiarity of his passion.

“Yeah, Austin! Come on, baby! Give it to me!”

Now, as he watches, I begin to perform for him, acting like the perfect whore, the ultimate pornstar, the greatest cocktease on earth. I lean back and cup my breasts, squeezing and kneading and pinching and playing with them before his stunned gaze. My moans become more theatrical and exaggerated, as though this is the single best sexual experience of my life. I roll my hips in larger circles, letting the head of his cock brush against the inner walls of my sex and drawing fresh gasps from him. Austin’s brow creases as he desperately fights the urge to climax, trying to hold on for as long as possible and stay in this perfect moment. I look him in the eyes and bite my bottom lip and slowly trail one hand down my body until it reaches that warmth where we meet. Austin watches, not daring to look away for a second. My fingers brush the delicate, aching clit above his gliding cock and I let out another theatrical moan.

“You want me to cum, baby?” I offer a sultry smile, letting my eyes tell him how badly I need this. “You want to make me cum all over your big, hard cock?”

“Yes!” His voice is choked with passion now, almost on the cusp of climax.

My fingers dance a graceful ballet across my tender clit, sending ripples and tingles of pure delight through me, increasing the pleasure of his hard cock. He pulses and throbs against my inner walls as he loses control bit by bit, until finally-

“Kayla! Fuck, I’m cumming!”

“Yes!”

I sink fully down onto his trembling cock and massage my soaking clit and gasp with lust. He erupts inside me, letting out a gasping moan of delight at the same time. Warmth floods my tunnel, filling me up, splashing and pulsing and coursing through the deepest part of my body. Well, almost the deepest. Austin doesn’t cum as hard, deep, or as plentiful as James, but that’s okay. I love it all the same.

“Don’t stop, Austin, give me all of it!”

I keep stroking my clit and moaning and letting him watch every amazing moment with his thunderstruck expression, unable to tear his eyes away. My fingers make quick work of their exquisite dance and I soon join Austin in rapturous ecstasy, moaning like a whore unchained and unbound, telling him without words how good it feels to be fucked and filled like this.

We slowly come down from our shared high together, breathing hard and smiling at each other, enjoying this wonderful warmth. His cum pools and trickles inside me, slowly flowing south. I sigh with happiness at the feeling.

“Did you like that, baby?”

He nods. His cock twitches again, a little spasm of delight. He says, “This is how a whore’s pussy should be, don’t you agree?”

“What do you mean?”

“If you’re not being fucked, you should have a load inside you.”

I give him a dirty, knowing smile.

“Yes, sir. Anything you want.”

I lean forward and give him a long kiss. He wraps his arms around me, cock wilting, but neither of us hurrying to break this wonderful connection. We fall silent for a moment before he speaks again.

“Is this what you’ve been doing for the past couple of weeks?”

“Hmm?”

“With him, I mean. Is this what you’ve been doing while I’m working my butt off?”

A flicker of frustration sparks in my gut, but not nearly as bright as it would be if I hadn’t just enjoyed some good sex. I frown at him and say, “Is this all you think I’m good for?”

“No, no, no.” He speaks quickly, aware that I’ve taken offense. “Does Hodges spend all day fucking you?”

“We do work, Austin. I know you think I’m earning a living with my ankles around my ears, but spend a lot of time in really long, tense meetings. My nine-to-five involves reading over endless paperwork and giving James advice and making sure he gets the best from his investments. After work, on the other hand…”

I let his imagination finish that sentence. He swallows and stiffens beneath me.

“How are you finding your new… job?” Austin places emphasis on that final word. I can’t decide if he’s mocking my new role as James’s CFO or implying that my position is more than simply paperwork and meetings. He’s not wrong about that. I definitely earn my salary, in both the boardroom and the bedroom.

“It’s more incredible than I ever could have imagined.” I see a flicker of discomfort flicker across his face. “Not just because of, you know, James and our arrangement. I mean the job itself. High-pressure negotiations, millions on the line, staring down other lawyers, translating papers of bullshit legalese into comprehensible language - honestly, I live for this kind of work. Being able to travel to all these amazing countries is the cherry on top.”

“Mm-hmm.” He gives me a knowing look.

“What?”

“And the other half of your job?”

“What do you mean by that?”

“You know what I mean by that. He didn’t just hire you because you’re a great lawyer and you can handle yourself in those meetings.”

“Oh, you mean, when James and I have sex?” A tiny wince appears on his brow. I suppress a smirk, delighted to be needling him like this. “To be honest, at least fifty percent of it is pure stress relief. After a long, hard day haggling over some insignificant part of a contract that is supposed to be worth millions of dollars but you think isn’t worth jack, all you want to do is get thrown down and taken hard.” I giggle. “Well, at least, I do.”

“What about the fifty percent that isn’t stress relief?”

I offer him a knowing smile. Sure, I could go into detail. I could tell him that James Hodges compliments my lovemaking in every way a man possibly can compliment a woman. I could describe the incredible number of things I’ve done with James that I’ve never done before; all the exotic locations, hotels, positions, outfits, lingerie, pools, hot tubs, and even elevators we’ve used on our seemingly endless quest for pleasure. But I don’t. I keep a knowing smile on my face.

Austin inhales, about to say something else, but we’re rudely interrupted by my phone chirping from my bag on the floor. I ease off him and grab it.

“If that’s Hodges calling on our personal time…” His voice has an edge of warning to it, but we both know that he couldn’t do a damn thing to stop James from doing whatever he wanted.

“It’s Mel.” I hold up the phone to show him the caller ID. A pang of guilt crosses my heart. How long has it been since I’ve thought about my best friend, let alone spoken to her? More than a month? Longer? I answer the call. “Hey, girl!”

“There she is! I was starting to worry about you.” Mel sounds as chipper and casual as ever. “I’ve been doing our gym classes solo, it’s not fun!”

“Sorry about that, I’ve been kind of busy lately.”

“Uh-huh.” There’s a hint of curiosity in her voice, as if she wants more information, but she isn’t going to push for it. “Why don’t we all get together tomorrow night? Dinner at our place? It’s been too long!”

I glance toward Austin, trying to wrack my brain to recall if we had any plans for this weekend. “Dinner at yours tomorrow? Uh…” Austin shrugs. “Sure. We probably haven’t got any food in the house anyway, that’ll be great. See you at eight.”

She hangs up. I put the phone on silent and tuck it away, slightly relieved to see that James hasn’t tried to call or message. He promised us both that these weekends would be honored as part of our contract and he seems to be keeping his word so far.

“There you go.” I turn back fully to Austin, still reclining naked on the bed. “Dinner with Mel and Trevor tomorrow night. That’ll be nice.”

“Yeah. We haven't seen them in a while, have we?”

“No.” We gaze at each other for a moment. His body is so different from James’s. Softer. Paler. A little thicker in the middle. But I still love the sight of it. “So… that’s tomorrow night. What do you want to do until then?”

“Take a wild guess,” he says and pulls me toward him.
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~ Austin ~

“So, catch us up on what you two have been doing,” Trevor says as he hands me a drink. He’s already served Kayla and his wife who are seated on the love seat under the bay window in their formal living room while he and I move towards the sofa opposite them. Their personal chef is cooking something amazing in the kitchen and I for one can’t wait to eat - I would never have agreed to such a late time for a dinner invitation, but I wasn’t consulted.

I look at Kayla and she nods subtly so I take the ball and run with it. “Where to start?” I ask myself and Trevor gives me a look. “We both got new jobs last month, for one.”

“Really?” Melanie almost shouts at Kayla. “I thought you said you were done.”

Kayla smiles at her friend and shrugs. “I got a good offer,” she says with a look my way. She cocks an eyebrow before adding, “A really good offer.”

“One you couldn’t refuse?” Trevor asks with a laugh. The man is a walking storehouse of old movie quotes which he thinks are hilarious but I find a little tiresome. Still, he’s not far from hitting the nail on the head.

“I guess you could say that, but not in the way you’re implying,” Kayla adds with a laugh of her own. “It’s not like I went to work for the mob or anything.”

“Did you join some big law firm?” Mel asks and I just sit back and let Kayla run with the conversation for the time being.

“No, nothing like that,” Kayla says. She looks at me again as if to pass the baton so I lean forward.

“Have you ever heard of James Hodges?” I ask.

“The software magnate?” Trevor asks. “Of course.” He turns to Kayla. “You’re working for JZH Systems? In the legal department?”

“You’ve heard of them?” I ask, surprised. Trevor comes from old money and has never worked a day in his life to my knowledge - he spends most of his time managing his portion of the family trust fund and sitting on boards of charities and the like. I didn’t figure he’d be knowledgeable about a privately held software firm and the relatively secretive man who founded it.

Trevor goes on. “Several of the charities I work with hit up his foundation as often as they can. He signed on to The Giving Pledge a few years ago so every charity in the Bay Area is aware of him.” He turns to Kayla again. “And you’re working for him now? Have you met him?”

Kayla looks at me and smiles. 

“We both have,” I tell our friends. “And we both work for him.”

“What? You left…?” Trevor asks with his mouth hanging open.

“I did.”

“Wait a minute,” Mel says as she lifts her hands in mock surrender. “You’re both working for this guy? Together?”

“No, not together,” Kayla explains. “Separately.”

Mel turns to look at me. “Isn’t Hodges black?” She cocks an eyebrow and I turn to look at Trevor. He raises his hands in mock surrender.

“I didn’t say a word,” he says in answer to my implied question.

“Okay, cards on the table here,” I begin. “We’ve been intrigued by your admission a few months ago that you’ve opened up your marriage. We decided to do the same and we’re doing it with James Hodges.”

All three of them just stare at me. “What?” I ask no one in particular.

“I’m just surprised, is all,” Kayla says in a quiet tone.

“You’re surprised?” Mel almost yells. “I’m flabbergasted. You’re sleeping with the man you work for? And he’s a fucking billionaire?” She asks, then adds, “No pun intended.”

We all crack up.

Kayla turns to her on the loveseat. “I am, and it’s fan-fucking-tastic, to be honest.” She looks at me. “Wouldn’t you agree, Austin?”

“I would, but we’ve got about a gazillion questions for you guys, as I’m sure you can imagine.” I turn to Trevor. “For example, Kayla is traveling with Hodges a lot and we only get to see each other every couple of weeks for the weekend. That’s a lot different from what you two are doing, right?”

Trevor rolls his eyes. “Yeah, totally different.”

“Are we nuts?”

“Oh, most definitely, you poor fool,” Mel says with a laugh that borders on crazed. “What were you thinking, letting a billionaire come between you and your wife, Austin? It’s like every cliché in the book, romantically speaking.”

“Yeah, it wouldn’t have been my first choice,” I admit. “But it was more or less a job requirement so it would have been a dealbreaker if I’d said no.”

“Is that the way you feel, Austin?” Kayla asks. “I thought we talked it through.”

“We did but I’m still on the fence about it, to be honest,” I tell her.

“That sounds like a problem,” Mel says quietly. “But tell me about your new job, Kayla. What are you doing for him, besides the obvious?” She smirks and I can see it’s not sitting well with Kayla.

“Well, for one thing, it’s not like I’ve been hired just to provide sex, Mel,” Kayla says with more than a bit of attitude. “I just started but I’m already pulling my weight and contributing to his bottom line.”

“Oh, I’m sure you are, hon,” Mel says as she leans close and touches Kayla’s leg. “I didn’t mean to imply anything like that.” She looks at me and Trevor. “I’m just blown away by the whole arrangement. It’s so nasty which I kinda like.”

“The question is, how do you feel about that, Austin?” Trevor asks. “I can certainly understand you having doubts. I know I would.”

“Why do you say that, Trevor?” Kayla asks. “Specifically, I mean.”

He looks at her. “Well, I love the fact that Mel comes home to me after she’s been with her lovers, and I get to reclaim her and we get to reconnect, almost immediately. If I had to wait even a day or two, never mind almost two weeks…” He shakes his head. “I’m not sure I could do that.”

“Well, it’s funny you should say that, Trevor,” Mel says with a sly smile. “Because I was thinking of going on a little vacation with Juan next month.”

Trevor’s neck almost snaps as he turns to look at his wife. “Really? When did that come up, and why is this the first I’m hearing about it?”

“Well, I was just thinking about it,” Mel says. “It’s not like I booked anything. I haven’t even mentioned it to Juan. It’s just something I was thinking about.” She turns to me. “What can you tell Trevor about what it’s like, Austin? You’ve spent a couple of lonely weeks with Kayla away so far, right?”

“Yeah, that’s correct,” I tell her through gritted teeth. I was the one who was supposed to be asking the questions here, I think to myself.

“Safe to assume you’re not spreading your seed around town while Kayla’s away, right? Because that wouldn’t fly, would it, hon?” Mel asks as she turns to Kayla.

“No, I’m not,” I whisper.

“I don’t think he wants to,” Kayla adds. “Do you, honey?” She smiles sweetly and I feel the color rising in my cheeks.

“No, I don’t,” I add.

“I get that,” Trevor chimes in. “When we first talked about opening our marriage it was with the idea that either of us could see other people, but I never have. It didn’t really appeal to me, once I had the option.”

“Is that something we should consider, Austin?” Kayla asks. “Do you want to change our deal?”

I just stare at her. She made it abundantly clear that was not an option when we first began talking about this. Is she really putting it back on the table? Or is this a test of some sort? It doesn’t really matter because when it comes right down to it, there’s no way in hell I’m going to start stepping out on my wife even though she’s getting railed by our boss almost constantly when she’s with him.

What the fuck is that all about? I wonder not for the first or the last time.

~ Kayla ~

Austin looks as though his brain is about to spill out of his ears. I didn’t ask him the question to try and give him a migraine. I asked him because I feel a little guilty about this arrangement. I’m jetting all over the world and getting fucked to mind-melting levels of satisfaction every single night - and any time we get during the day, too. It’s only natural that my husband would feel some spark of jealousy and demand to experience something similar.

But after three, four, five seconds of silence - a silence so loud that Mel, Trevor, and I can almost hear the cogs turning in Austin’s mind - he finally says, “No.”

“I'm the same.” Trevor steps up to smooth over any potential awkward silences. “The thought of being with someone else, it… I can't explain it. I don't want to sleep with anyone other than Mel, but the thought of her with someone else? Damn, it's hot.”

“So, this arrangement of yours,” Mel says, swirling wine around in her glass, “how does it work, exactly? With my boyfriend, we usually have set dates or times, and then I come straight home.”

“It's a little different for us.” I smirk at her and take another sip of wine. I'm starting to feel bolder now. Maybe because Austin just rolled over in front of everyone, maybe because the wine is starting to hit me. “James insists that I accompany him for his negotiations, then we spend our downtime… together.”

Mel gives me a knowing look. That word, together, has a vast number of meanings and she understands them pretty well. Trevor scratches his cheek and says to Austin, “How do you cope with that?”

“With what?”

“I'd go insane if I had to wait more than an hour for Mel to get back home.” He shakes his head in disbelief. “I can't imagine not seeing her for days or weeks!”

“I'm pretty busy, to be honest.” Austin’s cheeks have a pink tinge and his smile seems forced, at least in my mind. “My job keeps me distracted, so I don't think about it too much.”

“What's the wildest place you've had sex?” Mel interrupts, her eyes sparkling with a hint of girly mischief. “Come on, spill!”

I give Austin a little glance. He nods - as if I need his approval to share these details.

“Probably his private jet.”

Mel’s eyes widen. Trevor blinks. Austin stiffens. But I continue.

“Yeah, I’d say his jet. We do a lot of traveling, you know? Plenty of time for stuff like that. And there's only so many times you can read legal documents before you get bored.” I laugh. “Actually, there was one time we did it up against the window in a penthouse suite overlooking Rio…”

In my peripheral view, Trevor and Austin exchange a nod. A whole conversation seems to pass between them in a moment. Are you sure you're okay with this? Yeah, I'm okay.

“Damn, girl!” Mel raises her glass. “This guy have any other jobs going?”

I laugh and drink my wine. It feels so good to be able to talk about all this stuff so openly.

“Okay,” her eyes gleam again. “Now gimme the real goss.”

Mel holds up her hands a few inches apart, indicating an approximate size. I hide a smirk.

“Bigger.”

She widens her hands.

“Bigger.”

She widens her hands again, eyebrows rising.

“Yeah, about that.”

Mel’s jaw drops. She stares at the space between her hands, trying to imagine the sizeable cock that could possibly bridge such a large divide.

“Holy fuck, girl! I'm amazed you can walk!”

I laugh and refill our glasses. Austin blushes beside me.

“And this is part of your job?” Trevor’s gaze shifts from Austin to myself. “He hired you for this?”

“He hired me for my incredible legal mind and my razor-sharp negotiating skills. The sex is just an added bonus.”

“Hell of a bonus,” Mel says, mostly to herself. “Do you think James and Juan would want to swap for a weekend? I'll try yours, you try mine?”

“Get your own billionaire bull.”

She snorts with laughter. When she calms back down, she says, “Fuck, that's so hot. This guy flies you around the world and fucks you every chance he gets…”

“You sound jealous, darling.” Trevor’s tone is almost as dry as my wine.

“Who wouldn't be?”

“It’s not just about the sex, though,” Austin says, trying to interject and steer the conversation away from its current trajectory. “The jobs themselves are good. Really good, even. They’re great. The salary, the benefits - it’s a sweet gig, I gotta be honest.”

Trevor nods, a thoughtful expression on his face. He says, “Has this changed things between the two of you?”

“What do you mean?” I shoot him a questioning look. “We’re not calling our lawyers or anything like that…”

“No, no, you misunderstand me.” He raises his hands in mock surrender again with a sheepish smile. “I mean, when Mel and I started… exploring, let’s say-”

“You mean, when I started getting fucked by Juan.” Mel snorts into her glass. Her cheeks are pink from wine. She grabs the bottle and pours more into our glasses.

“Sure, if you want to be crude about it. When Mel started seeing Juan, it brought us closer together. We’re more intimate now than we’ve ever been before.” He makes a knowing chuckle. “And the things we do - that’s way more adventurous than what we used to do.”

“Same here.” Austin smiles. I can’t believe we’re discussing the ins and outs of our sex lives so casually. We might be comparing wines. We’ve always been close friends and open about a lot of things, but this is probably the longest the four of us have talked about sex since Mel got her boyfriend. “I’ve always enjoyed the sex we have, but lately it’s - woah, it’s something else.”

Mel looks at me over the rim of her glass with that knowing smile and says, “Don’t you find it so much easier to let out your inner freak with someone who isn’t your husband?”

“Yes.” I share a glance with Austin. “I can really let my hair down with James. And then Austin gets to enjoy similar benefits.”

“Don’t I just?” He seems less on edge and uncomfortable now. His smile is more natural. “I never thought we’d do half the stuff we’ve done lately…”

“I’ve never heard you complain.”

“And you never will.” He places a hand on top of mine. “Honestly, I had no idea that this would be so good for us.”

“Me neither. I love how much you enjoy it.” I squeeze his hand. “One of the best parts of this whole thing is knowing that you’ll love hearing about it when I get home.”

“While you reenact it, I hope?” Mel winks at me.

“As much as we can.” I return her wink.

“Damn, look at you.” Mel raises her glass to us. “My girl’s living the dream. What could be hotter than fucking a super rich guy all over the world?”

“If there is, I haven’t found it yet.”

We laugh and drink. Mel empties her glass. She reaches for the bottle again, but it’s finished. She excuses herself and heads into another room to get another bottle. Trevor glances through the door to make sure she’s out of earshot before speaking again.

“I’m really glad that you’re both having fun dabbling in this lifestyle. Just, uh, be careful, you know?”

“What do you mean?” Austin takes his hand from mine. “We are careful. Kayla’s on birth control.”

“Not just that,” Trevor speaks quickly, hearing a bottle clink from the next room. “I mean emotionally, too.”

“I’m not in love with James, come on.” I roll my eyes. “It’s just sex. And a job.”

“And I didn’t suggest that you are.” Another defensive wave of his hands. “All I’m saying is - look, this Juan guy? He’s a good lay, I’ll give him that, but there’s nothing else he can give Mel that I can’t do already. You understand? She only sees him for that one reason. It’s low risk, high reward. Everybody wins. This James guy, he’s giving you a whole lifestyle and it sounds kind of addictive. That’s much harder to walk away from if things get heavy. I don’t know what I’m saying, I just don’t want you guys to get hurt, I love you too much.”

I’m about to reply when Mel returns, walking on unsteady feet, her face flushed. She holds up a bottle of deep red wine.

“I was gonna get a white, but I figure you probably like it deep and dark now, right?”

She laughs at her own joke and walks toward me. I lift up my glass.

“What was Trevor talking about back there?” Austin asks, tilting his head toward me so he doesn’t have to take his eyes off the road. We pass by dark houses and darker streets, the interior of the car lighting up with an orange glow beneath the occasional streetlight.

“I don’t know. Maybe he thinks we’re in over our heads?”

“We kind of are though, aren’t we?” He takes his eyes off the road and glances at me. “This whole thing is totally insane any way you look at it.”

I smile to myself. He’s right; this situation, this arrangement, this whatever you want to call it, is utterly crazy. There’s no way I could even attempt to understand how we ended up in this position. If I could go back in time just a few months and say to my younger self, “Oh, by the way, you’re going to become the personal fuckdoll whore for a well-hung black multibillionaire,” I wouldn’t believe it. Yet here we are. And neither of us wants to stop.

“I guess,” I say, talking slowly. “Isn’t that part of the fun, though? Neither of us has any idea what will happen next week.”

“I have a pretty good idea what’s going to happen to you.”

I laugh. He turns the car off the main road, away from the houses, into a darker, quieter part of town, where the only source of light capable of piercing the jet-black shadows comes from the two beams on our hood.

“Hey, what did you mean back there?” His voice is casual, but the question is anything but. “When you said about me sleeping with other women, I mean?”

“Just giving you the choice, that’s all.”

He falls silent for a moment, winding the car through several turns. I don’t recognize where we are - but I am halfway drunk and it’s really late.

My phone chirps with a new message. I take it out and glance at the screen.

“Is it Mel?” Austin slows the car. “Did we leave something behind?”

“No, it’s… our boss, actually.”

“What?” Austin frowns, his mouth curling down at the edges. “He knows not to contact you when we’re on our weekend together!”

“It’s not about work,” I say, cutting him off before he can get started. “He’s just giving me a heads up about next week.”

“Oh yeah?” He scoffs. “What does he want you to wear this time?”

I hold up my phone and read the text aloud. “He says, The car will collect you on Monday at five forty-five AM. I need Austin to come too.”

“Me?” He slows the car to a stop. “Why me?”

I shrug. “That’s all it says. Looks like we’re both on the same job next week.”

“Huh.”

I look through the window. We seem to be in a dark, quiet parking lot behind a large, silent building, well away from any other vehicles or people. “Where are we?”

“Nowhere special.” He smiles and kills the engine. The headlights shut off and we’re all alone in the shadows together. “Just someplace quiet.”

“Why are we here?”

“I don’t have a fancy private jet, but I do have this car.” He places a hand on my knee. “And I want you in the backseat, right now.”

I laugh and unbuckle my seatbelt.
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~ Austin ~

“The limo is here,” I tell Kayla as she sits at her makeup vanity while I look out the window of our bedroom. I’m dressed and ready to go but she’s still applying her lipstick. We haven’t talked about what today is going to be like since we heard two nights ago that I’m going with her and Hodges to parts unknown this morning. I turn to watch her dab her lips with a tissue and wait until she notices me looking at her.

“What?” she asks with a slight smirk. “Don’t I measure up to your expectations?”

“You exceed them, as always. I just wanted to make something clear before we head out.”

“What’s that?” she asks as she stands and faces me. I feel like a gunslinger in the old West just before the shootout at the OK Corral. I have no idea where that thought came from.

“I’m not going to put up with any bullshit from Hodges,” I say simply. I’d gone over what I was going to say to both of them last night as I listened to Kayla sleeping and finally decided that not being too specific was the way to go. Now, I’m not so sure.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” she asks without hiding that smirk.

“Whatever it has to mean. I told you when we started this that I’m not into humiliation and the shit he pulled with the phone call while you were going down on him was way too close for comfort. I don’t expect to have to watch you and him on the plane or at the hotel or whatever we’re doing on this little surprise trip of his. Understand?”

She shrugs. “What do you expect me to do about it, Austin? Tell him to fuck off if he decides he wants to fuck me on the jet?”

“Pretty much, yeah,” I tell her with a shrug of my own. “I’m still your husband and you still get to have a say in when and where your loverboy has his way with you, right?”

“It hasn’t come up before,” she says with a subdued tone. “I don’t get a say in when and where you have your way with me, though. Do I?”

“That’s different. You’re my wife, Kayla.”

“I thought I was your whore, Austin.”

“That, too,” I say with a flip tone. I can see it doesn’t land well but I don’t care - if I don’t stand up for myself, nobody will. That much is clear to me.

“So it falls to me to set limits with our mutual boss? Is that what you’re telling me?” She’s calm but she’s always calm and I can feel the tension building below the surface. This is not the way I wanted this conversation to go.

“I’ll talk to him, Kayla. A good pimp should know how to set limits.” I cock an eyebrow at her and she smiles. Reluctantly, but she does smile.

“As long as we’re on the same page, Austin.”

We walk to the bedroom door and I grab the suitcases we packed last night. We spent Sunday, by mutual agreement, spending the day the way we used to before Hodges came into our lives. We slept in and then went to brunch before spending the afternoon at home doing routine things and luxuriating in each other’s company without it being sexual. We didn’t even make love last night - I was spent from what happened Friday night and Saturday. I miss my wife but even I run out of steam after a while. Kayla seemed to be okay with us taking a break as well.

But now we’re heading off together to parts unknown and I regret not exercising my new right to fuck her whenever I damn well please. I’m still getting used to my new role as sole arbiter of what we do and when we do it when we’re home together. Now that I’m losing that sliver of control to Hodges for the next twelve days, I’m kicking myself for not making love to her last night, or this morning.

We walk downstairs and out the front door to climb into the limo. I brace myself as I look inside to see if Hodges is in there but he’s not. The driver stows our bags in the trunk and I climb into the passenger compartment and close the door myself - I don’t feel the need to wait for the driver to close if for me. I sit next to Kayla and she turns to smile at me before she pulls her phone out of her purse and thumbs the screen, probably texting our boss that we’re on our way.

I leave my phone in my pocket and stare out the tinted windows as the sun comes up in the east.

After several silent minutes riding through light traffic, I turn to my wife. “Any idea where we’re going today?” I could have texted Hodges yesterday to ask but I decided not to. I’m still a little miffed that he practically shanghaied me for this trip - my schedule is ruined.

“I believe we’re going to Taiwan,” Kayla says as she keeps her eyes on her phone. “Isn’t that where you were going anyway?”

She’s right but it feels demeaning somehow to admit it, so I don’t answer her. She finally looks up from her phone and I give her a cursory nod. Good thing I didn’t cancel all my meetings, I decide.

“Any idea why we’re flying together?” I ask. Before she can answer, I follow up with, “And why are you two going to Taiwan, anyway? Are you looking at another hotel there?”

“I have no idea, but it’s all we’ve looked at since I started in the job, so it’s probably a good bet.” She shrugs. “It'll be nice to see you for a little while longer, at least.”

Nice. Damned by faint praise, I think without saying it out loud. I decide to switch gears. “So, I haven’t really been keeping track but has Hodges made love to you on every flight you’ve taken together?”

She looks at me and doesn’t speak - I can almost see her going over the flights in her mind. “If he hasn’t it’s pretty rare. We’ve had a couple of short hops that…” She stops and smiles. “No, I take it back. He fucked me on those, too.”

“So, he’s insatiable, is that it?” I don’t know why I put it like that, I just did.

“You could say that,” she says with a coy smile. “Or I’m irresistible.” She laughs gently and looks away.

“Or both,” I add. “I’ve got to tell you, I’m not looking forward to this.”

“I’m not surprised. And, truth be told, I’m a little nervous about it myself.” She turns to catch my eye and shrugs. “Just don’t make a scene, okay, Austin?” she says with a tone I don’t appreciate.

“Have you ever known me to make a scene, Kayla?”

“Not so far, but have we ever done anything like this before?” She slides over to me and puts her hand on my arm. “I’m really enjoying my new job, Austin. Really enjoying it. All aspects of it, if you know what I mean. So don’t do anything to screw it up, okay?”

“Fine,” I say curtly. Then a thought grabs me and won’t let go. I turn and look at Kayla and she gives me a quizzical look back. I shift my body to turn toward her and press the button on the console that raises the window between us and the driver. The opaque, soundproof window.

“We’re almost there,” she says with a slight panic in her voice as she realizes what I’m asking. Check that, demanding, as is my right - we’re not in Hodges’s presence quite yet.

“Then you should hurry,” I tell her, my voice cracking slightly. She stares at me for a few silent seconds before she decides to do what I want her to do. She slides closer to me and unbuckles my belt. When she undoes my trousers, I lift my hips so she can slide them down and expose my now-rigid member. She gives me one last look, as if she’s asking if this is really necessary but I give her a nod and she bends over to take me into her mouth.

Fucking hell, her mouth feels extraordinary. She shifts around to get a better angle and her head bobs up and down with a languid tempo that is incredible. I know I’m not going to last long but I glance out the window of the limo as the driver turns into the entrance to the private airport Hodges uses. “Almost there,” I tell her without bothering to specify which ‘there’ I mean. She understands what I’m saying though and ups her tempo, her lips gripping my shaft with each deep stroke. I place my hand on the back of her head and hold her down as I erupt in her mouth, spewing my sperm into the back of her throat, something I know she hates but I don’t care. I wanted to make a statement and I did.

When my dick stops pulsing, she sits up and looks at me. Her lipstick is ruined but we’re pulling into the parking spot right next to Hodges’s limo which is already parked next to his jet. I wrestle my trousers back into position and buckle my belt as she pulls out her compact and reapplies her lipstick.

Finally, I turn to her. “I promise not to do anything to screw this up for you, Kayla. You have my word.”

~ Kayla ~

I open my purse and toss a couple of breath mints onto my tongue, before reapplying my lipstick as fast as I can. The car pulls to a stop next to James’s limo and Austin opens the door, holding it for me. I climb out, taking his hand for support, as the driver pops the trunk and gathers our bags. A strong breeze blows across the tarmac, messing up my neatly styled hair and causing the hem of my skirt to dance. We stand together for a moment, side by side, a husband and wife united. His cum still warms my throat.

Then the rear door of the other limo opens from within and James slides out, dressed casually in a t-shirt and slacks, slinging a black suit over his shoulder.

“Good morning Austin.” He closes the door and smiles. “Good morning Kayla.”

“Morning James.” My smile is warm and genuine.

“Hodges.” Austin nods.

“Shall we?”

Our boss leads us up the steps and into his jet. We take a seat, Austin and I facing our billionaire boss, and watch through the windows as the plane moves into position and then launches along the runway. San Francisco falls away below us, blurring into a little gray smear, before being covered by wispy clouds. As soon as the plane levels out, James heads to the coffee maker and pours three cups. I relax into my seat, already comfortable in these familiar surroundings, while Austin’s head is on a swivel. He can’t stop staring at everything.

James returns and hands out the cups. He gives me a milky coffee and passes Austin a foamy cappuccino, saving the black coffee for himself.

“How did you know I like cappuccino?” Austin frowns, eyes darting between us, as if we’ve been discussing him in private.

“I didn’t.” James returns to his seat, clutching the steaming mug with both hands. “You just look like a cappuccino guy.”

Austin’s shoulders hunch, visibly annoyed to be so predictable. He shuffles in his chair.

I lean forward, keen to diffuse whatever situation this might be. “Why do you need both of us this time, James? Are we buying another hotel?”

“Not this time.” James gives a little smirk that makes butterflies flap in my belly. “We’re going to do some negotiations. There’s a computer chip company I’ve had my eye on for some time, they’ve been making huge strides in using AI to enhance the graphical capabilities in GPUs-”

He looks from my blank face to Austin’s and lets out a small laugh, before continuing.

“The details aren’t hugely important. What is important is that they have something worth a lot of money. I have other businesses in America that could benefit from these chips. We’re going to persuade them to sell majority ownership to me. That’s where you come in, Austin.”

“Me? I don’t know anything about computer chips or GPUs.”

“You don’t need to. I can answer any technical questions. All you need to know is that this small company offers a service and I can use my resources and contacts and companies to turn that service into an eight-figure empire.”

Austin nods slowly. I can see the wheels turning in his mind. He says, “I won’t let you down.”

“No, you won’t.” James turns serious for a moment. “This is what I pay you for.” He softens again. “I’m not expecting this to all go through in a single day. In fact, I’m sure we’ll be in Taiwan until your next weekend off. I’ve booked us into the Lalu Hotel on Sun Moon Lake. It’s a drive away from the company, but the hotel is worth the effort.”

“Us?” I throw a glance at Austin. “All three of us.”

“Yes. Naturally, Austin will be staying in the room next door.” A small smirk touches his lips. Butterfly wings flutter inside me again. “When we aren’t working together on this deal, you’re free to do whatever you want, Austin. Taiwan is a stunning place, you should enjoy it.”

“What are you going to do in the meantime?” Austin frowns over the foam of his cappuccino.

“I’ve learned the hard way that it’s vital for me to remain relaxed and calm during tense and frustrating business deals, such as this one.” James takes a mouthful of his coffee. “Therefore, the CFO and I will be working together even more closely than usual.”

A wary look crosses Austin’s face. “How close are we talking?”

“Intimately.”

My husband takes a sip and leans forward in his seat. “You’re not doing that in front of me. Not on this flight.”

I stiffen, bracing for James to respond in anger or give some kind of macho display of his power and wealth. But it doesn’t happen. Instead, James raises an eyebrow and adopts a dismissive tone. He says, “Believe me, there’s nothing that would kill the mood faster than you staring at my cock. I’ve spent the weekend waiting for Kayla to be mine again, I can wait a few more hours - even though she stopped being your wife at one second after midnight this morning.”

James drains his coffee. He reaches beneath his seat and pulls out a briefcase and removes a thick file from within.

“These are the documents I need you to look over and review before we land. It’s the chip, the company, and everything I intend to own within the next two weeks. Get familiar with this. We have a long flight ahead of us.”

He passes the file to Austin, who flips it open and begins to skim over the first page. James turns his attention to me.

“I’ve taken the liberty of preparing some toiletries for you, Kayla. They’re in the bathroom.”

I meet his gaze, trying to ask, what toiletries? with my expression. There’s a sparkle in his eyes, one I know all too well. I drink my coffee and stand up and head to the bathroom, feeling those butterflies flittering and fluttering in my belly. Austin is too engrossed in the file to notice the look that passes between James and I, thank goodness. I slip inside the bathroom and close the door.

On the shelf next to the small sink is a plain white box. I open it and gasp. Inside is a small purple vibrator with a small wifi receiver attached, to allow someone to manipulate the device from anywhere in the world. The vibrator looks sleek and comfortable and discreet. It could be worn by any woman in any situation imaginable. It could even be worn by a wife while she sits next to her husband on a long-haul flight with their bull. I trail my fingers over the surface of the small, innocent-looking toy and a thrill runs through my sex. James was prepared for a long flight without the comforts of my body, but he’s determined not to totally forgo some erotic indulgences.

I lift the toy out of the box. There’s a small vial of lubricant inside the carton, but I don’t need it. Not after the thoughts racing through my mind over the last hour of this flight. I notice a small, handwritten note in the void left by my new toy, a message from James. It reads, Just until I get my hands on you.

I lift my skirt and tug aside my panties and slowly ease the vibrator inside my yearning sex. I haven’t been fucked in one entire day; at first, it was a relief to relax and recharge, but now that something is inside me again, I realize how badly I missed it. What on earth is happening to me?

A small groan leaves my lips. The toy is small and slender, not even hitting the same places that Austin reaches, but it nestles inside me just right. It feels strange, yet comfortable. I put my underwear back into place and nobody would ever know. I straighten up and collect myself and walk back to my seat next to Austin. He glances up.

“What toiletries?” There’s a hint of accusation in his eyes, one that stirs up my inner defiance.

“Just some perfumes. A makeup kit. Just the essentials a girl needs.”

I exchange a look with James. No words are spoken, but nothing needs to be said. After all the sexual adventures we’ve enjoyed, he can read my expression like a book. He leans back into the chair and slips his phone from a pocket and begins to casually scroll across the screen with one large, thick finger. I grip my thighs and wait.

It begins slowly. A tiny, minute trembling deep within my core, barely noticeable above the vibrations of the plane. But it hits me in all the right places. I’m breathing deeper in a matter of seconds, biting my lip and fighting the urge to make a sound. Austin keeps reading, oblivious. James pretends to look at the phone, but his eyes watch my face closely.

The vibrations continue their unhurried pulsing. Slow, steady, insistent. My fingers grip my thighs harder. James watches me, his dark lips stretched into a hidden smile. This is agony. This is wonderful. This is crazy.

He winks and drags his thumb over the screen and the vibrations increase. I let out a gasp.

“You okay?” Austin glances at me.

“Mm-hmm.”

He gives me a strange look. I force a casual smile, ignoring the steady pulsing, thrumming, trembling from deep in my sex. Austin continues reading the page. I try to concentrate on my breathing. It’s impossible.

The plane glides through the sky, high above the clouds. I shut my eyes but that only makes the sensation more intense. I can’t even stay still now. James smirks and gently increases the speed again.

I cover my mouth with a hand and desperately fight to stay quiet. The intensity builds in the pit of my stomach, building and bubbling like a pan of water on an open flame. Muffled gasping moans escape my clamped lips. I’m so close! I look at James, telling him with my eyes that I’m on the verge of climax.

And then James drags his thumb down the phone and the vibrations subside to almost nothing once more. The bubbling in my gut fades with it, yanking me away from orgasm at the last possible moment. I groan in frustration.

“What’s going on?” Austin frowns at me. “What are you doing?”

I try to think up some excuse, but nothing could explain the fact that I’m blushing, squirming, and groaning like this. No reasonable explanation comes to mind. Thankfully, James answers for me.

“I’m using a remote control vibrator on your wife.”

“What?” Austin’s jaw drops. “I thought we agreed-”

“I agreed not fuck Kayla in front of you.” Another smirk. “I didn’t say I would leave her alone.”

Before Austin can object again, James dials the vibrator up to eleven and I squeal in delight, clawing at the arms of my chair and shuddering uncontrollably. He allows me to groan in wordless passion for several moments, before easing the power all the way down again.

“Keep reading. Don’t worry about us. We’ll entertain ourselves.”

Austin gives James a furious glare. He wants to do something, to say something, to deny James this underhanded victory. But all he can muster is, “Next time I’ll be more clear.”

“Next time you’ll fly in coach.”

****

It is a long, long, long flight from San Francisco to Taipei airport.

It is even longer when your billionaire bull is using a remote control vibrator to tease your gushing pussy.

By the time we finally land in Taiwan in the late afternoon sun, I’ve lost count of the number of orgasms James inflicted on me. I’ve had three bottles of water and almost passed out a few times, too.

Austin, meanwhile, read the documents from cover to cover, inside and out, back to front, and only objected a handful of times. James ignored him.

We disembark the plane onto the tarmac, Austin pushing ahead, while James helps me walk on shaky legs. Thankfully, he let me take out the toy and leave it on the plane. There are two cars waiting for us: the usual black limo and a local taxi. Austin pauses by the rear doors of the limo.

“That’s not your ride.” James slips an arm around my waist as we step onto the asphalt. He jabs a finger at the local taxi waiting behind the limo. “You’re taking that one.”

“Why?”

The pilot steps down from the plane, carrying our bags. He hands James’s luggage and my overnight bag to the limo driver, who places them in the trunk. The pilot hands Austin’s bag to the taxi driver.

“Two reasons.” James’s smile hardens, turning dangerous. “One, I’ve been waiting to fuck Kayla all weekend and I’m not waiting another minute. We’re going to fuck inside this car on the way to the hotel. And two…” He pauses, scratching his chin, as though deep in thought. “What was the other reason? Oh, yeah - I’m your boss. I fucking own you. If I want you to walk across the desert barefoot, you’ll do it. Understand?”

Austin’s mouth opens and closes like a confused goldfish. James doesn’t say another word. He opens the limo door and guides me inside, laying me on the luxurious leather seats and spreading my legs to reveal my utterly soaked underwear. He climbs inside and kneels over me, pushing his slacks down. That wonderfully familiar black cock springs free, thick and full of life and eager to perform.

James glances back over his shoulder and says, “Close the fucking door, Austin.”

Then he lunges forward and claims me - finally! - with a throaty growl of desperate hunger. I cry out with the pure, wonderful relief of finally being fucked after so many hours of teasing and wrap my arms and legs around his body. The limo starts to roll forward. I glance through the rear windscreen and glimpse my husband standing next to the taxi, dejected.
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~ Austin ~

It’s been a hell of a week and it’s only Thursday. I’m standing in my room looking out over the famous Sun Moon Lake through floor-to-ceiling windows as the sun sets, while listening to the faint but unmistakable sounds of Hodges fucking my wife in the room next door. There’s no connecting door between our rooms, thank god, and I’m pretty sure their bed is not up against the wall our rooms share. But the sound of the headboard banging against the far wall is enough to get me motivated to go for another walk around the grounds of the hotel before we leave for dinner.

I’m showered and dressed so I grab my coat and head out. I can’t hear their carnal activities in the hall but I don’t wait around to be sure, walking in the opposite direction towards the lobby. The hotel is gorgeous - I was surprised Hodges didn’t come here to buy it until he told me he would if he could but it’s not for sale. The vibe is very zen - by design, I’ve read - and it should be calming but it’s not. I walk through the lobby and out to the infinity pool that fronts the famous lake surrounded by sharp mountain peaks, trying desperately to pull my mind away from what’s going on right now between my boss and my wife. If only I could.

“Good evening, Mr. Shepard,” one of the servers, a petite (are there any other kinds?) young woman who is stunningly beautiful and impeccably polite, asks me. Mai, I think her name is. “Can I get you something to drink this evening?” I check my watch and nod.

“Scotch and soda,” I tell her and she smiles again, bows and scurries off but in a way that grabs at me. I know they banned foot-binding in this part of the world over a century ago but the women here, especially the ones who serve in the high end of the hospitality industry, seem to emulate the mincing steps that were necessitated by feet deformed of that barbaric custom for centuries. I watch her disappear into the hotel and sit on a lounge overlooking the pool and lake. Mist and low-slung clouds partially obscure the mountains in the waning light but it’s all lost on me. I’m in that room in my head. Their room.

Nine more days and nights to go, I think to myself.

The work we’ve been doing so far this week has been interesting. I’ve accompanied Hodges and Kayla to the offices of the semiconductor company he’s intent on buying, first to get the lay of the land, so to speak, touring the factory, meeting the C-suite management team, the whole nine yards. Watching Hodges interact with these people has been a master class in how to dominate without being overt and crass. The man has a presence that is undeniable, not only because of his power and wealth but also in his stature, his demeanor, and, let’s be honest here, the color of his skin. I don’t know if the Taiwanese are as racist as other parts of the world - most parts of the world - but they strike me as completely un-racist when it comes to James Hodges. Sure, he’s going to make them all wealthy if he goes through with the purchase of their company. But I’ve been in on countless negotiations of this sort over the years and there is something about this man that just stands him head and shoulders about everyone else I’ve ever worked with. It’s really extraordinary.

Kayla and her part in all of this has been just as much of a surprise and even a revelation as I’ve never witnessed my wife in action at her job. In all the years I’ve known her we never before collaborated on a project, let alone one of this size and importance. To watch her interact with Hodges, apart from their extracurricular activities, is a study in synergy. It’s almost as if they can read each other’s minds - when Hodges needs a fact or a legal precedent to make his case in the negotiations, Kayla seems to anticipate his needs as if they’d been working together for years instead of weeks. And she has this uncanny knack of asking questions in precisely the right way that the only answer that makes sense is the one the supports and enhances Hodges’s position. It’s amazing to see them work together.

I, on the other hand, although I’m not coming across as a complete moron who is totally out of his depth, well, it’s almost that bad. Occasionally I get the sense that Hodges is going out of his way to make me look bad but I’m doing a pretty fair job of playing the village idiot all on my own. He’s relatively patient with my need to have things explained as if I was a four-year-old, being completely new to the semiconductor industry - I’ve done dozens of deals in Silicon Valley but never in this subsect of the tech world - and it shows. I feel like I’m stepping on my dick everytime I open my mouth. At this rate, I doubt I’ll last until the end of next week - Hodges should and probably will fire me any day now.

Mai comes back with my drink and I check my watch again, even though only a few minutes have elapsed since last I looked at it. I know from experience that they will be late for our reservations, by design I imagine - Hodges can’t get away from pulling power moves in whatever he does. Showing up late to a Michelin-star restaurant with the assumption that, for him at least, they will hold the table until he arrives, is just part of the game of being James-fucking-Hodges. I’m just along for the ride.

Kayla’s part in that part of our week so far is more of a mystery to me. For all the time I’ve known her, she always prided herself on being punctual, to the point where we would show up for parties before any other guests had arrived and even to the dismay of the hosts who undoubtedly assumed that everyone would be fashionably late. Not my Kayla, though. It’s as if she was raised by a Master Drill Sargent whose motto was if you're not early, you’re late, which, having met her parents, I know is decidedly not the case. Where she developed her fetish for punctuality, I’ll never know. I’ve asked but been rebuffed.

Ten minutes after our scheduled reservation for dinner, long after I’ve finished my drink, I hear Kayla’s laugh behind me coming from the hotel. I turn and stand up from the chaise to see her and Hodges emerge from the lobby into the pool area where they assumed they’d find me, just like last night and the night before. I grumble to myself at my predictability and wonder if I should be a bit more spontaneous tomorrow night.

“Austin,” Hodges says as he escorts my wife, her arm linked with his and her smiling up at him. “Sorry to keep you waiting,” he says dismissively. Or maybe it’s my imagination.

“No problem, but we should probably get going.” I grab my suit coat and slip it on as Kayla lets go of our boss’s arm and steps close to kiss my cheek. She smiles warmly at me but doesn’t say a word - what is there to say? I’m a prisoner of my own making.

“You’re going to love this place,” he tells Kayla as I quickly fade into the background when she goes back to his side. They lead me back into the lobby of the hotel and then out the front door to climb into the limo Hodges either owns or arranged, it’s hard to tell which.

“So, good work today, you two,” he says as the limo pulls away from the hotel. “We’ve got them pretty much where we want them.”

I look at him in stunned silence. He’s sitting in the front-facing seat with Kayla next to him while I’m across from them. I glance at Kayla but she’s got her eyes closed with a slight smile on her face. Fuck, is she still cock-drunk from their pre-dinner interlude?

I decide to say what’s on my mind, if only to keep from going crazy. “I’m surprised to hear you say that, James,” I begin, intentionally using his given name to indicate my intent on getting down to it. “I thought I fucked today up six ways to Sunday, to be honest.”

“No, I didn’t see it that way, Austin. I know you’re struggling with the technological aspects of the deal but no one expects you to be familiar with that level of engineering.”

“Then why am I here, James? Why not do the deal on your own?” He’s been masterful at grilling the company brass about all kinds of things that I can’t follow at all, while Kayla has been superb at deciphering the legalese in the documents pertaining to the deal. I felt like I was just hanging on for dear life trying to keep up.

“But that’s exactly what I want from you,” he tells me as Kayla continues to largely ignore us. “I want you to come across as a flunky for the entire negotiations. Someone who they think is in over his head and not a material player in the negotiations. Then when we get down to the nitty-gritty, I’ll turn to you and ask your opinion on a couple of key points. They’ll think that I’m out of my mind but it’ll play right into our hands. You’ll see.”

I look at him with disbelief writ large on my face as he turns to Kayla and nudges her. “Are we boring you, my dear?”

“Not at all, James,” she says without opening her eyes. “I’m just enjoying listening to the two most important men in my life hash out the master plan for world domination. It’s so invigorating.” She leans her head on his shoulder and almost purrs. “There’s no place I’d rather be right now.”

I stare at her for a few seconds before turning to look at Hodges and he’s smiling at me. “What?” I ask with my eyes.

“Well, I want to pose a question to you, Austin, and see what you think.”

~ Kayla ~

I watch my husband’s brow crease as he braces himself for James’s question. His eyes flick across to me, trying to determine what’s about to happen. I keep my face neutral and relax in the seat next to our bull boss.

“Depends on the question,” Austin says, after a moment of silence. “Go ahead, shoot.”

He stiffens as though preparing for a gunshot. But James lets out one of his good-natured chuckles and places a hand on my leg. That touch causes Austin’s eyes to narrow in a small wince.

“This is how I see the rest of our time here panning out. Tomorrow’s Friday. I intend to wrap up our discussion tomorrow and leave them to make a final decision over the weekend. They’ll try to call me on Saturday to sign the documents, but I’m going to make them sweat until Monday. Which means that the three of us will have all weekend here in this beautiful country.” As James speaks, his hand massages my thigh. I can’t tell if it’s a conscious or unconscious movement, but it feels good.

“I see.” Austin’s voice is as wooden as his face. “I’m not hearing a question, though.”

“Kayla and I, we’d like some privacy this weekend.” He pats my leg for emphasis. “My question is, will you stay somewhere else until Monday?”

Austin blinks. His brow creases again. His mouth opens. He folds his arms and shifts in the seat. I’ve never seen anyone look so flustered and so offended at the same time.

“Excuse me?”

“After dinner tonight, I’ll have the car take you to any hotel you like - with my card, naturally. You can do anything you want until we reconvene on Monday morning. Anything at all. Consider it your bonus for all your work this week.”

“And in the meantime, you - what? You sleep with my wife?”

“There won’t be much sleep, I promise you.” His dark hand massages my thigh. I fight the urge to coo and sigh with pleasure.

“This sounds like a discussion I should be having with Kayla.”

“Go ahead.”

James smiles across the back seats of the limo, challenging Austin to assert himself right here and now. Austin adjusts his suit jacket and turns his gaze to me.

“Is that what you want, Kayla?”

“Yes, Austin, it is.”

Another wince crosses his face. He says, “I thought… I was hoping that you and I might spend some time together.”

Now James interjects. “Out of the question.”

“Why? She’s my wife.”

“True. She’s also my employee. My right hand. And according to the contract that you fought so hard to negotiate, she was your wife last weekend. Which means that I have her this weekend.” He turns to me now, his tone regretful. “I apologize, Kayla. I don’t mean to argue as though you’re our property. You’re not. Obviously, the ultimate choice is yours and we will both respect that decision.”

Austin looks across the limo with pleading eyes, silently begging for me to choose him. For a moment, I waver in my resolve. What kind of wife wouldn’t want to spend time with her husband in a beautiful foreign country like this?

But my heart isn’t the one making decisions for me anymore. Besides, James has spent most of this evening telling me all the wicked and sinful things he wants to do with me in our hotel and my mind is filled with intense erotic thoughts and fantasies. Even though we only stopped having sex some twenty minutes ago, I’m soaking wet and desperate for more.

“Sweetheart, you know I love you.” I look Austin in the eyes as I speak, trying to let him down gently.

“But?”

“I’m going to spend this weekend with James.”

He inhales and nods and looks down at the floor and doesn’t say another word for the rest of the drive.

Dinner is exquisite, as I’ve come to expect from a man of James’s taste. The restaurant is halfway up a stunning modern tower block, with incredible views looking out over the city. As is always the way with James, our table is the best in the restaurant; situated on a sheltered balcony that looks across the incredible vista of Taiwan. Despite arriving almost fifteen minutes late to this highly-exclusive restaurant, the maître d' welcomes us with enthusiasm and guides us straight to the table, where we feast on several courses of the most exquisite dishes I’ve ever eaten. Flavors dance across my tongue. Wine flows. By the time our dessert plates are removed, even Austin’s mood has lifted. Great food has a healing power.

James excuses himself to talk to the chef - another close personal friend - and leaves us alone together for the first time since we arrived almost a week ago. For a moment, neither of us knows what to say. Then finally Austin speaks.

“Are we in trouble here?”

“What do you mean?”

“You and me. Us. Are we in trouble? Our marriage?”

“No.” I blink, shocked that he would even suggest it. “Why do you think that?”

“Because you chose him over me.”

I reach across the table and take his hand and look into his hurt eyes. “Austin, I love you. With all my heart. I mean that. As crazy as it sounds, you’re still the most important man in my life. But, right now, I need something else. You understand that, don’t you? I need something more than you can give me.”

His hand squeezes mine. I keep talking.

“I don’t mean that in a bad way and I’m not saying it to belittle you, honestly. He - James - is like an addiction. I can’t get enough. And he can't get enough of me. Besides, you’ve been trying to talk me into a weekend city break for years, haven’t you? Well, this is your chance. You can explore Taiwan to your heart’s content, all weekend long.”

He nods, but the movement seems reluctant. He says, “Are you sure he’s not stealing you away from me?”

“Only my body.” That joke gets a thin, wry smile from us both. “You’re still the man I married. He’s… my piece on the side.”

“Okay.” He nods and offers me a rueful smile. “Do you regret that we got involved with him?”

I look around at the fabulous restaurant - with a six-month-long waiting list for reservations - and the jaw-dropping view of the nighttime city. I squeeze his hand back and say, “I have no regrets. None at all. This is the life that we should be living. All of it. Even sharing me with him. I’ve never felt so good, do you know what I mean? Not just the sex or the lifestyle. I feel alive. What about you? Do you regret this?”

He thinks for a moment. Then he says, “Sometimes.”

Before I can ask for more details, James returns, rubbing his hands and smiling. He says, “Wonderful chef. I paid his way through culinary school. Worth every penny. Are we ready to go?”

I stand. He takes my arm and we walk through the restaurant, Austin following on our heels. He follows us down to the car and sits in the same seat, watching us as we wind our way back through the busy streets and out into the lush, peaceful quiet surroundings of the hotel. He even extends a hand and helps me climb out of the limo. The three of us walk back into the gorgeous hotel, moonlight gleaming off the stunning lake, and along the quiet, plush carpets to our rooms. Both men flank me on either side and I slip my arm through theirs. This is good, this is right. This is how it should be. Me and my boys.

We reach Austin’s door first and pause together. He gives me a long, mournful look that almost breaks my heart.

“Can I at least get a kiss goodnight?” He says, looking into my eyes but addressing the man at my side.

“I’ll allow it.”

James releases me. I throw my arms around Austin’s neck and pull him into a deep, passionate kiss. He responds immediately, tongue sliding into my mouth, arms enveloping me in a tight embrace, body pressing into mine. His stiffness pulses against my hip, sending a ripple of desire through me. I almost want him to pull me into his bedroom and slam the door.

Almost.

I ease back and break up our moment. He looks at me with desperate, yearning eyes. I kiss his cheek and whisper, “I promise I’ll make this up to you on our next weekend.”

Before he can say anything, I slip away and take James by the hand and walk down the hall to the next room. I glance over my shoulder one final time and see Austin watching us walk away with an obvious bulge in his pants. James unlocks the door and sweeps me into his powerful arms and carries me into our bedroom. Our nest. Our cocoon of passion.

The door slams. Our lips meet. He turns and pins me against the door. I wrap my legs around his waist. He slides my dress higher. Tugs my thin, lacy panties to the side. Unzips his wonderful cock.

James is inside me within five seconds of us entering the room. This is how it is between us. We can’t stop. We don’t want to stop. I can’t imagine my life any other way than this.

“Yes, James! Fuck me!”

And he does.

Oh, God! He does!

He bounces me in his arms, holding me in the air, that wonderfully thick cock stretching my tight pussy and pumping in and out, allowing all my weight to rest on that one perfect point of connection.

“Your pussy is so fucking good!” His throaty, masculine growls make me feel even hotter. “I never want to stop fucking you, Kayla.”

“Don’t!” A cry of pure erotic bliss leaves my lips. “Don’t stop!”

He fucks me like this for a few long, intense minutes, until I climax with a passionate wail that fills the room and probably carries into next door, too. James allows me to ride the peaks and valleys of my climax to the limit, before sinking me fully down over him and letting every inch of that incredible black cock fill my aching pussy. Then he carries me over to the bed and lays me down and starts all over again, bringing me to a second thunderous climax while he stands up and holds my legs wide open.

By the time James finally cums, we’ve been fucking for almost twenty blissful minutes. His creamy load floods my body and I have never felt so full and so wonderful. We lie together on the bed, arms and legs draped over one another, breathing hard. For a moment, the only sounds are our ragged breaths and pounding hearts. Then he breaks the silence.

“I meant what I said earlier.”

“Hmm?” I rack my brain. “When you told me to beg for your cum?”

“Not that.” He chuckles and kisses my shoulder. “I never want to stop fucking you, Kayla. Never. What we have is so much more than simple sex. We have a bond. You feel it too, don’t you?”

I say nothing. My wedding ring catches the silver moonlight.

“I’m not telling you to leave Austin. I would never do that. I’m not a monster. But…”

“But what?”

“I will do anything I can to keep you in my life. I can’t describe how much I need you. Even when we’re having dinner, all I can think about is getting you back into bed. Last weekend was the longest forty-eight hours of my life. It was torture.”

He kisses me on the lips. Long and soft and slow. I turn to him. Open up my body. Allow him back inside.

This time he is slow. Gentle. Passionate. This isn’t fucking. This isn’t sex. This is pure lovemaking.

We climax together, looking into each other’s eyes in the moonlight. I can’t shake the sensation that I’m in way too deep - yet I can’t stop.

I never want to stop.

“I don’t want this to stop either, James.”

I lace my finger through his; white on black, interlinked.
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~ Austin ~

Now that I’ve got the weekend to myself, I reach out to the CEO of the artificial intelligence company I was supposed to meet with all this week. Kevin Lu is working on Saturday as I expected so I grab a taxi to his office first thing after breakfast. I’ve got a bag packed but haven’t decided where to stay for the weekend since I was unceremoniously told to vacate the premises by Hodges. That Kayla stood by him made it even worse, but I’ll think about it another time.

Kevin is deep in discussion with one of his best engineers about something when I’m escorted to his office. The building is quiet but the office is humming as if everyone works on Saturday, which given the start-up-like nature of the place doesn’t surprise me. Kevin dismisses his underling in his very slight Chinese accent having been educated in the States and is more than fluent in English, although what I know about him is scant beyond his PhD in electrical engineering at Stanford.

“Austin, what are you doing here?” he asks when I arrive. I texted him without explanation as to my presence on the island after bailing on our scheduled meetings all week, telling him I’d explain when I saw him.

“Hodges threw me a curveball and I had to spend the week with him.” He smiles knowingly and I can imagine he’s had a few interactions of this sort with our mutual boss but I don’t tell him about my extracurricular relationship with the man. No one needs to know about that.

“Well, I’m glad you’re here,” he says before he launches into a discussion about his latest challenges around launching his flagship AI product by the deadline Hodges imposed on him. It’s a godsend, really, to be able to focus on something other than my boss and my wife, and what they might be doing - check that - what I know they’re doing at this very moment. To hear them talk about it, they’re always doing it when the situation presents itself.

Kevin and I spend a meeting-filled day catching up on the events I’d planned to meet with him about all week and I’m both amazed and pleased that we seemed to get close to a full week’s worth of work done in a day - a long day but that’s no problem. It’s only when he invites me to join him for dinner and he sees my bag - which I checked with the security team at the front desk in the lobby of his company office - that Kevin realizes I need a place to stay.

“You can bunk with me tonight,” he says and I have to smile. He completed his doctorate, along with the rest of his schooling in the US, in record time but he picked up all the trappings of an American, a Californian, really, in his six years living in Palo Alto. Needless to say, I take him up on his offer.

“So, dinner first, then a little R & R?” he asks and I nod without asking what he means after a long day of head-spinning work in a field I’m just getting familiar with.

“As long as we go somewhere simple,” I tell him - I’m done with the Michelin-starred restaurants that Hodges is enamored with. He smiles and we walk to a place right in downtown Taipei City that is perfect - quick and easy with little pretense but delicious food. I wonder when Kevin, whose real name I’ve seen but have no idea how to pronounce, will ask me about the real reason I’m here today.

“So,” he says as our dishes are being cleared after the meal. “Care to tell me what happened this week?” He pauses before adding, “And why you need a place to say tonight?”

I consider telling him the truth for all of a half second before I shake my head. “Mind if I don’t, Kevin? It’s a long story.”

“Suit yourself,” he says with a shrug and I breathe a sigh of relief. “So, want to relax and have some fun?”

“Define fun,” I answer and immediately regret coming off too harsh. “I mean, I’m a married man, after all.”

“That’s entirely up to you, my friend,” he says with a slight smile that seems to offer possibilities upon possibilities. Do I really want to know?

“Come on, then,” he says as we stand and he grabs the check to pay at the front. I offer a weak protest but he waves me off. “It’s my treat, Austin.”

We pay quickly and walk in a direction I’m not familiar with in Taipei City. I’ve only been here to visit his company once before so I don’t try to figure out where he’s taking me - I’m content to put myself in his hands for the evening. If anything comes up that I’m not comfortable with, I have no doubt I’ll be able to excuse myself with little fuss and get a hotel room.

“This is me,” he says after a surprisingly short walk. I look up at the skyscraper, duly impressed.

“You live here?”

“I do,” he says with a look I can’t quite figure out. I thought we were going to a bar or a club from the way he talked initially but I don’t ask. We enter the building and he waves to the two women who are manning the desk - it reminds me of a hotel more than a residential building but I know he’s lived here for a while. I’m mildly intrigued.

When we enter the elevator and he punches a button for the top floor, I turn and smile. “Penthouse?” I ask, impressed.

“Indeed,” he says without bothering to seem like he’s hiding his obvious pride. “I’ve been more than lucky.”

We ride to the top floor and he motions for me to precede him out of the elevator. I’m even more impressed by the single door available to us when we step into the small vestibule. It would appear that Kevin doesn’t need the money we’ll make when we take his startup public as much as I do.

“Now,” he says as he keys open the door with a scan of his phone. “Let me explain before you jump to any conclusions, okay?” He gives me a sidelong glance and I raise my eyebrows but nod my agreement. The foyer to his penthouse apartment is stunning in its own right - subdued lighting, gorgeous art on the walls, and what looks like a hand-crafted inlaid floor that would impress anyone. But as we walk around a corner to enter the sumptuous living room, two women appear.

“Austin, allow me to introduce Ahn and Jai,” Kevin tells me and the women bow deeply. “Ahn is Vietnamese and Jai is from Thailand.” When they rise I receive smiles from both of them that look slightly forced although I can’t be sure. What is undeniable is how stunningly beautiful they are. “Girls, this is Austin Sheppard, a colleague from America.”

I try to look at Kevin to say something but I can’t tear my eyes away from the women. They are each stunning in different ways but unmistakably Asian. Ahn looks younger but not so young as to be unnerving, although I am completely unnerved by her presence. She smiles shyly with delicate features and long black hair that frames her face perfectly. She’s wearing what looks like a sundress but is barely enough to cover her body while showing it to great effect. Jai is darker, somewhat older and perhaps more worldly-looking, not nearly as shy - if anything, her smile is almost ironic. Her hair is also black but shorter, her body more womanly, her dress longer but somehow less demure. Both women stare at me for an eternity before they bow again and Kevin finally catches my eye.

“I rescued Ahn just six months ago,” he explains casually. “Jai has been with me for almost three years now.”

“Rescued?” I ask without turning away from the women’s silent, beguiling faces.

“Can I get you something to drink, Austin?” he asks, clearly not interested in explaining.

“Scotch, neat,” I answer almost mechanically. The women turn and walk away. When Kevin moves to follow them I grab his arm. “What do you mean, rescued, Kevin?” I whisper in a too harsh tone.

“Come inside and I’ll tell you their story, Austin, but I promise you it’s not what you think.”

~ Kayla ~

Everything unfolds exactly as James predicted.

Firstly, Austin totally crushed it during the final negotiations on Friday. James turned to him and asked a question that caused a few eyebrows to raise from the Taiwanese team, but Austin immediately fired back the correct answer and gave us a huge advantage when it came to figuring out those pesky final numbers. By the end of the day, the other side was ready to make a deal and James suggested that we table it until Monday.

Exactly as predicted.

So when Saturday begins and James wakes me with a series of soft, slow kisses across my naked body, there’s nothing I want to do more than celebrate our week of incredible success.

“Mmm… that’s nice…”

His large, thick lips move lower. I push the sheets away and relax into the bed and surrender myself to James Hodges once again. His dark eyes gleam. He kisses me and moves lower, lower, lower… until his mouth meets my intimate lips and his wonderful, warm tongue begins to explore my wet folds.

But before I can allow myself to enjoy this blissful moment, there’s something else on my mind.

“Where’s Austin?”

He doesn’t reply for a moment, his tongue too busy caressing my aching entrance. After a few long, languid moments that send ripples of hunger through me, James eases back just far enough to speak.

“I heard him leave about ten minutes ago.”

“Oh.” A tiny flicker of disappointment sparks in my chest. “He didn’t say goodbye.”

“Did you expect he would?”

I think about it. Honestly, I didn’t really believe that Austin would knock on the door and hug me and say farewell for the weekend. But I’m a tiny bit disappointed that he didn’t text or leave a message or even try to reach out to me. A girl likes it when guys fight over her. It makes her feel special.

But I don’t answer. Instead, I pull his head back into me and let his tongue continue to explore until I can’t take any more. He keeps me in a state of constant, aching bliss with just his mouth and makes me beg for what I need.

“Fuck me, James! Put that big black dick in my tight little pussy! Fuck me!”

He mounts me with a victorious smile and blazing eyes, climbing into place and sliding his incredible cock back where it belongs. My yearning pussy accepts him without hesitation, welcoming that thick black shaft with a warm, wet embrace and gripping tight. I wrap my legs around his body and look into his eyes as he brings me to a powerful, full-body climax again.

And again.

And again.

Our morning passes in a haze of passion, the same way all our mornings pass when we’re together. We make passionate, intense love in bed; up against the wall; over the desk. I ride him with the drapes open and the morning sun glittering off the beautiful, clear lake. He takes me with expert skill and precision, making each orgasm more intense and wonderful than the last. He pumps me full of cum, then rolls me into a new position and begins all over again. Neither of us can get enough. No matter how many times we climax together, it’s never enough.

We continue our endless quest for passion for so long that we miss the hotel’s breakfast hours. We shrug it off and order room service, pausing just long enough for James to pull on a robe and answer the door. But as soon as he accepts the breakfast tray and closes the door, I’m on my knees and pulling his robe open and guiding his perfect cock into my willing, whorish mouth with relish.

Our breakfast is cold by the time we get around to it, but that doesn’t matter. Not to us. It still tastes good - in fact, it tastes even better after we’re both semi-exhausted and slick with sweat.

After eating, we take a shower together. This hotel has some of the most exquisite, luxurious rooms I’ve ever seen and the bathroom is no exception. You could throw a party in this shower and nobody would be standing in the cold. It’s perfect.

James helps me get clean, washing our sweat from my skin and allowing warm, soothing water to gently flow across me. His hands soon turn to massaging me and caressing lotion into every part of my body. Before long, he lifts me into his arms and we continue where we left off.

Having sex with James is unlike anything else in the world. Sure, any guy can put his penis inside a woman - some of them can even make that feel good - but James is in a whole other league. Even Austin, in full wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am mode, when he uses me like a whore, doesn’t come close to the level of pleasure that James provides. James’s body suits mine perfectly. His every movement is a perfect counter to my own. He pulls when I push. He makes me go faster, deeper, further, than I knew was possible. Sex used to be a routine experience; we disrobe, I lie down, Austin licks my pussy until I cum, he mounts me until he cums. Sometimes I’d really enjoy it. Other times it would leave me underwhelmed and frustrated.

But sex with James is nothing like that. I can’t get enough of him. Even when my body is overstimulated and my pussy is overwhelmed, I still need more. He recharges so fast between loads that I barely have time to catch my breath. The more sex we have, the better it feels. No matter how tired we are, how exhausted, how spent our bodies feel, I always need one more round. And then another.

We spill out of the shower and make frantic love on the bed again. I’m on top. He’s on top. I’m bent over. We’re facing each other. Every position we try only makes our passion more intense.

By the time James cums inside my aching, soaking pussy once more, the afternoon is waning. We lie together on the crumpled sheets in a naked embrace, breathing hard and enjoying the delightful scent of one another.

After a long, blissful moment in this cooldown state, he kisses my head and says, “What’s on your mind?”

I’m quiet for a moment before replying. “Honestly? I was hoping that Austin’s okay.”

“You don’t need to worry about him. I know he’s in good hands.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

He doesn’t answer. James sweeps his phone from a table and glances at the screen. He gives me a triumphant smile. “What did I tell you? Their lawyers have tried to call me half a dozen times.” He dials a number and holds the phone to his ear, watching me as someone picks up on the other end. “Hodges here. Sorry I missed your call, I’ve been wrapped up in something important. Yes, yes, I understand. No, we can’t meet this weekend. I’m in meetings with other manufacturers until Monday. That’s fine. I’ll see you then.”

As he talks, his smile grows wider. He hangs up and drops the phone on the bed.

“What did I say? Like putty in my hands.”

“Why wait until Monday? You really want this deal.”

“It’ll make them even more desperate to close the deal, especially if they think there are other companies involved. We’ll be back on the plane before lunchtime.”

“You’re good.”

“You have no idea.” He looks me up and down with that hungry look once again, a look that sends tingles through my belly. “Let’s go to the pool and change the scenery.”

He pulls on some swim shorts and I change into a red bikini he brought along for me to wear. It’s cute and barely fits over my breasts, but I guess that’s the point.

We head over to the stunning infinity pool that looks out across the lake. From one side of the warm, deep pool, you can’t see where the edge meets the lake beyond; it’s like sitting in a vast, natural body of water with unnatural heating. The effect is both disorienting and wonderful.

For a time, James and I sit side by side, looking at the stunning view and enjoying cocktails together. There’s nobody else here at the moment. Maybe the other guests are exploring the country or enjoying a dip in the lake. But I’m happy to be here and share this beautiful moment with him.

Before long, our hands begin roaming one another’s bodies beneath the water. I tease his hard cock and he tugs my bikini aside to caress my yearning pussy once again. My heart races. It’s too much, it feels too good.

Eventually, I slip out of my bikini and straddle him, moving slowly, trying to be quiet, not wanting us to get caught. I ride his amazing cock with gentle rolls of my hips, watching his filthy grin grow wider with each movement.

“You don’t have to be shy, Kayla. You can fuck me all you want.”

“I don’t want to get us thrown out of the hotel.”

“That’s not a problem. I own it.”

And with that, I lose all control. We fuck in the pool until the sun sinks below the horizon and the lake turns gold. We leave the water to dry ourselves off and sit down for another delicious meal together in the restaurant. It’s the longest we go without teasing each other in some way.

After dinner, we head back to our room and I push James onto the bed and ride him like I was born for this purpose. Whatever Austin is doing right now, it can’t be anywhere near as wonderful as this.
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~ Austin ~

Kevin leads me into his living room, which is even more stunning than I expected, where the two women are preparing drinks at the bar. Kevin sits in the middle of a sofa and indicates that I should sit across from him on a loveseat facing the floor-to-ceiling window overlooking the city skyline. The women bring us our drinks - none for themselves, however - and sit on either side of Kevin on the sofa, tucking their feet under them and almost leaning against him but not quite. The three of them look at me as I sip my drink.

“This is excellent scotch,” I say in a weak attempt to make conversation.

“I used to drink Macallam 18 until James gave me a bottle of Balvenie,” Kevin says with a nod to his glass. “You really have to hand it to the man - he knows quality.” He raises his glass and sips as the women stare at me. I take another sip and wait, wondering if Kevin is going to tell me how he rescued them while they listen.

“So, I found Jai through a friend when I was in Thailand three years ago. She was working as a hostess in a resort on Koh Samui when I was taking some time off after I sold my last company and we hit it off instantly. I bought out her contract and we’ve been together ever since.

“Ahn was working at a hotel in Ho Chi Minh City that Jai and I visited six months ago and they hit it off instantly, so I bought her contract out and brought her here to live with us, mostly to keep Jai company but I like her too.” He looks down at the woman and she looks up at him, smiling. Jai doesn’t bat an eye at the disclosure of such intimate and potentially illegal information.

“So, you paid for them?” I ask, appalled. “Like slaves?”

“Not at all. They were under contractual obligations to a couple of unsavory types and I bought out their employment contracts. I don’t own them and they are free to leave whenever they choose to go. Isn’t that right, girls?” They look at him and nod, smiling. I don’t believe a word of what he’s telling me.

“Do you pay them for their time? Do they have jobs or their own money?” I’ve heard enough stories to know that things are not the same here in Asia as back in the States although this is my first direct experience with such things.

“We are not whores,” Jai says with a heavy accent but no animosity. “We are free to go whenever we want but why would we do that? We are happy here.”

“And you, Ahn?” I ask her.

She nods but says nothing. Kevin looks at her and whispers something in another language.

“I was never a sexual slave,” she tells me while keeping her eyes downcast. “I was a chambermaid.”

I look at Kevin. “I find that hard to believe.”

“Suit yourself, Austin. I’m not here to convince you of anything.” A hint of a smile creeps across his face. “James had no trouble accepting what I offered when he visited a few months ago.”

“Hodges was here, in your apartment?” I’m not stunned but I am surprised.

“He wound up staying the weekend,” Kevin says as if it was the most natural thing in the world. “You remember James Hodges, don’t you, girls?” He looks at one and then the other.

“Oh, yes,” Jai says with a look at me. “Very big, very energetic.” Ahn just nods her agreement without comment.

“Is this kind of thing common for you?” I ask, my dick swelling against my will.

“No, not really,” Kevin says with a shrug. “It’s pretty rare, to be honest. But we enjoy ourselves, don’t we?” He looks at Ahn again and she nods more vigorously.

I just stare at them in silence for several uncomfortable seconds. Finally, Kevin leans forward and puts his hands on his knees.

“Look, Austin. It’s been a long day. I don’t mean to make you uncomfortable and you won’t insult me if this is not for you, being married and all. But it’s your call - that’s all I’m saying. Take the guest room at the end of the hall and do whatever you feel comfortable doing.” He stands and walks away without looking back but just before he turns the corner he calls out,” See you in the morning.” Seconds later I hear a door close.

“Kevin left so I can talk to you alone, right?” I ask and the women look at each other.

“Talk about what?” Jai asks when she turns back to me.

I level a look at her. “Why are you here, Jai? Why do you stay if what Kevin says is true?”

She looks vaguely confused. “Why wouldn’t we? Mr. Lu is very good to us.”

“Can you leave if you want to?” I persist.

“Of course. What would stop us?” Ahn remains silent.

I throw a look toward the apartment door, half-expecting to see heavy-duty chains or bolts or padlocks keeping it securely shut, but there is nothing. Just a latch and a keyhole. It looks like she’s telling the truth. If either of them wants to leave, all they need to do is open that door and walk outside.

“What about you, Ahn? Are you here because you want to be?”

She looks at Jai who nods at the girl. “I am very lucky to be here, Mr. Austin. Very lucky.”

“Why do you say that?”

She looks at Jai again and her lip quivers. When she turns back to look at me I can see she’s on the verge of tears. “My parents sold me when I was first a woman. We were very poor and they needed the money. I was not treated well for a long time, but Mr. Lu treats me very well. So does Jai. I love being here with them.”

I look at Jai. “Is that true for you, too? Were you sold at some point in your life?”

“Girls are not prized in the countryside,” she says simply. “It’s been that way for thousands of years.”

“But you don’t have to do this,” I tell her as if it’s self-evident. “You can live your own lives if you choose to.”

“But we don’t want to,” Jai says as tears well up in her eyes. “We want to be here, with Mr. Kevin and with each other.” She wipes her eyes with the back of her hand. “And with you, Mr. Austin.”

I sigh. “And would that be something you’d do of your own accord? Or because Kevin expects it of you.”

“What difference would that make?” she asks with such an innocent expression it almost guts me.

“It just would.” I decide to take a different approach. “Did you sleep with James Hodges?”

“Yes, of course,” Jai says.

“Both of you, together?”

“No, separately. But if you prefer us together…” She doesn’t finish her thought. She doesn’t have to.

“No, I don’t prefer.” I stare at her. “I’m a married man.”

“And your wife wouldn’t approve?” Jai asks.

“No, she wouldn’t.”

“That’s too bad,” Jai says. She looks as if she’s about to end our discussion when she looks at me with her eyebrows high. “Would you like to watch?” she asks.

“Watch?” I ask just before it dawns on me what she means.

“Here, let us show you,” she says as she turns to Ahn. The younger woman looks almost as confused as I was a second ago. But when Jai reaches for her and pulls her close to kiss her, she glances at me and lowers her eyes as if she’s too embarrassed for words and I lean forward to stop them. But Jai kisses Ahn before I can say a word and I hesitate, just for a second but it’s all they need. Jai asserts herself, clearly dominant but that just makes Ahn look even more subservient and deliciously submissive. I’m transfixed. I’ve never witnessed two women kissing before, not in my presence, and I’m blown away by the scene unfolding before my eyes. The women are obviously enamored with each other, at least to my untrained and credulous eyes. I’ve seen enough lesbian porn to know what it looks like when two girls are being paid to kiss each other, but this is not that. These women are so delicate, so appealing, and so captivated with each other I can’t bring myself to intervene. Or even look away.

Jai looms over Ahn as she kisses her lips while holding her face with her hands. Ahn closes her eyes, seemingly lost in bliss but offering herself as well, her breasts swelling, her hands reaching tentatively for Jai’s exquisite body to tug at her dress until Jai backs away and lifts it over her head. What that intimate gesture reveals is beyond words - resplendent breasts so full yet delicate, nipples taut with desire, supple skin so smooth and perfect it defies belief. And when she lifts Ahn’s dress over her head, I’m almost overwhelmed by the sight of them. As Ahn leans back against the arm of the sofa and Jai leans forward to kiss her chin, her neck, and her impossibly perfect breasts that somehow outshine Jai’s own, I suck in a breath and shift in my seat to allow for my rapidly burgeoning erection.

Just as suddenly as they began, they stop and turn to look at me. The hunger in their eyes, the raw power of their desire that threatens to consume them is directed at me. The question hangs in the air for what seems like an eternity - will you join us? Will you take us and enjoy our bodies as much as we enjoy each other? Will you succumb to the opportunity of a lifetime? No one will see. No one will know. No one will care. No one.

I excuse myself and hustle down the hall to the guest room but I don’t fully close the door, never mind lock it. I’m almost hyperventilating when I hear footsteps coming down the hall. This is not what I wanted.

“Mr. Austin?” Jai says as she walks into the room, her hand in Ahn’s, both of them still naked. “Can we join you?”  I don’t say yes but I don’t say no. I just stare at them, my dick hard and my willpower to resist crumbling - they are so gorgeous. They walk to the bed and sit while looking at me, as if they expect something. As if. I know what they expect and I want to give it to them. But I don’t move. I can’t move.

Finally, they turn to each other and Jai kisses Ahn again. She is still dominant but now she really takes control of the situation and eases the younger woman onto her back as she’s kissing her. Ahn may be submissive but when she opens her legs it’s a clear invitation. I stare at her pussy, perfectly shaved or perhaps lasered as it is not only hairless but there isn’t a hint of stubble. My dick swells even more as I stare at the dew on her impossible delicate lips before I realize that Jai is looking at me. She cocks an eyebrow but I don’t react - I’m holding on by a thread but I’m holding on. She moves slowly, gracefully, to position herself over Ahn’s body, one knee on either side of her head. Jai keeps her eyes on mine as she readies herself to taste Ahn and when she looks away from me and down at Ahn’s sex I feel as if I’ve disappeared.

Ahn reaches for Jai’s body and caresses her. Jai dips her face down into the valley between Ahn’s thighs and kisses her perfect mound, then her thighs, teasing the girl enough to elicit a moan that is at once yearning and contented. When Jai’s lips touch Ahn’s sex, her moan turns more urgent and she pulls Jai’s body down until they almost melt into each other. All I hear is licking and sucking with a few gentle sighs and quiet gasps. I feel as if my head is going to explode but I say nothing.

They make love to each other for several incredible minutes until they bring each other to simultaneous but quiet climaxes before collapsing and rolling onto their sides. Jai moves to reorient herself, lying next to Ahn and allowing the younger woman to kiss and lick her face. After just a few seconds, Ahn leans back and both women look at me for the first time in a while.

“I can’t,” I say simply. “I’m married.”

“Where is your wife right now?” Jai asks gently but the question shocks me nonetheless. Does she know? I hesitate so she goes on. “Do you not find us attractive?”

I stare at her, unable to respond. Finally, I look away. “It’s not that.”

“What is it, then?”

“I just…” I look at them and they are staring at me with sad eyes. “She’s with Hodges right now.”

Jai looks shocked, Ahn, not so much.

Jai continues. “He is with your wife? Right now?” I nod.

Ahn asks, “Are you sure she’s still your wife?”

My heart is pounding but I look at her and shake my head. “No, I’m not. But I’m still her husband and this is what she wants so I’m going to give it to her. It’s who I am. It’s got nothing to do with you.”

Jai asks, “Are you sure, then?”

I nod. “I am. Please, go. Please.”

They do.

Fuck.

~ Kayla ~

The next morning begins with just as much raw, sexual pleasure as the previous day. This time, I wake to the soft sound of James’s heavy breathing. I have no idea what time it is now or what time we finally stopped having sex long enough to fall asleep. Maybe in the early hours of the morning. Time doesn’t matter when you live this kind of life. Each day is a new opportunity to explore your deepest desires. No work, no responsibility, just sexual passion.

It’s the kind of life I’ve always wanted and never knew it. The very idea of it seemed so totally alien to me. Why should I get to spend my waking hours living a lavish lifestyle of luxury hotels, incredible meals, and mind-blowing sex? But now that I’ve tasted this life, I’m not sure it’s possible to walk away.

I listen to James sleep in peace for a moment and enjoy the beautiful serenity of sharing such a stunning hotel room in this incredible part of the world, with a window that gazes out across a glass-flat lake in the distance. After a few peaceful moments, a familiar warmth begins to spread in my belly. It’s the warmth of desire, of yearning, of arousal. I can’t even lie next to James Hodges without wanting to make love to him. Is it the spell he’s cast on me or his sheer raw animal magnetism?

My hand slips down his rich, dark skin, gliding over the bumps and ridges of his muscles, all the way to that neatly trimmed patch of hair above his manhood, until my fingertips reach their prize. Despite being asleep - and despite how much sex we enjoyed yesterday - my lover’s amazing black cock is hard once more. Hard and thick and pulsing with power.

I sink down beneath the covers and follow the warmth of his body, allowing my senses to guide me to the right place. I kiss his shaft with long, tender touches of my soft lips, letting each caress linger before applying the next. His breathing deepens, exhaling a little harder. I wrap my fingers around the base of his cock and let out a tiny sigh of delight. It never ceases to amaze me how thick he feels in my hands. I’m almost impressed that something this size even fits in my tight pussy.

James lets out another sleepy sigh, still unconscious. His member throbs in my palm. My lips part and I allow my warm tongue to slowly circle the sensitive head. He sighs louder. I guide his cock into my mouth, inch by inch, taking as much of him as I can, receiving him with gratitude and delight. I can barely get maybe two-thirds of this huge monster into my mouth and throat. Waves of desire thrum in my womanhood, spurring me on. I want to please him. I need to please him. His red-hot cock fills my mouth, pushing my jaw open and stretching my lips. It’s like nothing else in the world. I enjoy giving head, but James makes me love it.

My head bobs up and down beneath the sheets, his delicious cock gliding back and forth over my tongue. I can taste both of us on his skin; my passion from last night and the remains of his most recent load. The flavor drives me wild. I suck him faster now, my body craving the sweetness of his cock and the pleasure of his lust. Muffled groans escape my lips. I use one hand to caress his cock while my head moves up and down. My other hand teases his firm, heavy balls. Those balls are full of cum and I’m going to claim every last drop.

He stirs now, his body waking up under the relentless erotic assault of my hungry mouth. His body trembles and stiffens and relaxes. Then, finally, he lifts the sheets and gazes at me with a sleepy smile.

“Good morning, Kayla.”

“Mmm-hmm.” I don’t stop sucking as I reply.

He groans with pleasure and pushes the sheets away, revealing me in all my glory; crouching naked between his legs, my face bobbing up and down over his glorious manhood. Each movement pushes his thick purple head to the back of my throat, before it glides along my tongue and brushes my lips. His black skin is slick with saliva. His cock pulses in response to my hungry, messy sucking.

“What a way to wake up.”

I give a deep, sultry moan of please and roll my tongue around the head. “You want me to swallow your cum?”

“Mmm, tempting.”

I take him as deep into my mouth as I can with a groan of pure lust, then slowly ease him back out. “Or maybe you want to cum on me, hmm? My face? My tits?”

His eyes gleam. He says, “That’s something a man does to a whore, Kayla, which you are definitely not.”

“Tell that to my husband.” I smile around his huge black cock.

“The only place I want to cum - the only place I will ever cum - is deep inside your pussy.”

I moan again and suck him from tip to base, before letting him slide out of my glistening lips. James reaches down and grabs me and pulls me up the bed, until I’m in position above his throbbing cock. I sink down into place and our bodies connect in perfect unity once more.

This is how every morning should begin.

At some point in the early afternoon, we get dressed and leave the hotel. I opt for a pastel blue sundress while James wears an open-collar shirt and jeans. James’s limo collects us and we take a journey around the incredible landscape of Taiwan. Sun Moon Lake is an absolutely beautiful spot surrounded on most sides by lush, vibrant green tropical forests. James takes me on a guided tour of the countryside, stopping the car every so often so that we can get out and explore some hidden nook or visit an intriguing tourist attraction.

Later on, we stop by a small jetty line with various large boats - larger than your average fishing boat, but smaller than a private yacht. They all look luxurious and expensive. James takes me by the hand and walks us along the jetty to the largest and most expensive-looking boat of them all. A local man emerges from the cabin with a huge smile and greets us both with friendly hugs.

“Good to see you, my friend,” James says, patting the man on the back. “How’s your family?”

“Good, Mister Hodges, very good, as always!”

“Mind if we borrow her for the afternoon?”

“She is yours!”

The man hands over the keys and unloops thick ropes from the moors. James takes my hand and we step onto the boat. He puts the keys in the ignition and fires up the engine and we begin gliding over the perfectly smooth blue waters of Sun Moon Lake, heading away from civilization. The only sounds are the gentle rumble of the engine, the steady rush of water, and the breeze raking my hair. After a few minutes, we’re somewhere out near the middle of this beautiful lake. My phone chirps. It’s Austin, to my surprise. I answer.

“Hey, babe. How are you?”

“Yeah, I’m… I’m good.” He sounds strained.

“Are you sure?”

“I just wanted to say… how much I love you.”

“I love you too, babe. Is everything okay?”

“Sure. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Can’t wait.”

He hangs up. I look at the screen for a moment, at the selfie of the two of us posing together for the camera. That photo is a few years old now, but I still remember how we felt when we struck those poses. Austin’s voice has left me troubled, but before I think to discuss it with James, he shuts off the engine and the boat sits in the calm waters. Most boats bob and rock on bodies of water, but Sun Moon Lake has no waves to cause that reaction, so the boat sits almost perfectly still.

James steps out from behind the wheel. He takes me by the hand and walks us to the bow of the boat, beneath the blue skies and warm sun. This is perfect. So perfect.

“James, I can’t thank you enough for all this. For everything.”

“Like what?” He cocks a grin.

“The travel, the job, the hotels, the food… all of it.”

“And the sex?”

I return his smile. We say nothing because there are no words to be said. He leans me against the mahogany railing running around the edge of the vessel and lifts up the bottom of my pastel blue sundress. His smile grows even wider.

“No panties, Kayla?”

“They only get in the way.”

We make love on the bow of the boat, beneath those perfect skies. It’s another wonderful day with the man who owns my body.
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~ Austin ~

When I wake up the next morning after a fitful night’s sleep, I find Kevin and his women in the kitchen having coffee or tea and breakfast. I’m unsure how to broach what happened last night but they don’t seem to be holding it against me so I just go with the flow. I pour myself a cup of coffee and sit at the table where Kevin is eating eggs and toast.

“Ahn is a very good cook and she’ll make you whatever you like,” he says with a glance at the woman standing near the range. She looks at me and I almost want to apologize again - how could I possibly have turned down this gorgeous porcelain doll just a few hours ago?

“Over easy,” I tell her and she smiles and bows deeply before turning away. Jai is squeezing fresh orange juice, for me, apparently, and when she finishes she brings me a glass. It’s delicious and I tell her so.

“Mr. Kevin loves fresh-squeezed juice,” she says with a look at her… I’m not sure what they are. Her lover? Her boss? Her owner? I’m still not convinced everything between them is on the up and up, but it’s none of my business so I don’t say a word about it.

“What would you enjoy doing today, Austin?” he asks without irony. I put all the baggage his sentence should contain into it myself - what indeed would I like to do today? Fuck his girls? Fuck my wife? Fuck ‘em all? I’m reminded of an old joke and smile to myself.

I really have no idea how to answer him. “What would the three of you be doing if I wasn’t here today?” I ask to buy time.

He gives me a sidelong glance, then a smile creeps onto the corners of his mouth. “Girls?” he says without looking away from me. “Take off your robes.”

I forgot to mention that both Jai and Ayn were wearing beautiful silk bathrobes that looked as if they cost a fortune and hugged their sleek bodies in such a way that defied reality - do they make luxury sleepwear? Of course they do - they make luxury everything these days.

Without hesitating, Jai slips her robe from her shoulders and tosses it over the back of her chair. Ahn does the same and I’m once again confronted by two impossibly beautiful naked women. This is not going the way I had envisioned it would.

“I work long hours for most of the week,” Kevin explains as Jai leans against him and he wraps his arm around her slim waist. “We usually reconnect on Sundays.”

“What does that entail?” I ask without thinking - I’m clearly intent on digging the hole I’m already in even deeper.

“Well, this, for one thing,” he says as he runs his hand up and down Jai’s body as he looks up at her, smiling. “I just love seeing these two naked. As a result, we rarely go out.” Then he turns to me and laughs. “But I don’t want to be rude when we have a guest, Austin. They told me you have certain obligations to your wife that you want to uphold and I completely understand that. I applaud your integrity.” He turns to Jai again and pats her bottom to signal that she should cover up. Ahn brings my eggs to me without covering her body and it’s all I can do not to stare at her. Again.

“So, we will go out today, see the city, if you like, or anything else that suits you.”

“No, you don’t need to entertain me, Kevin,” I tell him. I mean it, too.

“Nonsense,” he says as he stands up. “Finish your breakfast while the girls get cleaned up and we’ll all go out. It’ll be good for them.” He shoots me a look and I cock an eyebrow at him but he just laughs. “Still don’t believe me, eh?” Then he turns to Ahn, who is cleaning up and pats her ass. “Run along, both of you. I want to talk to my friend here, alone.”

I continue to eat my eggs - delicious, by the way - as the girls leave on cat’s feet. When we hear the bedroom door close, Kevin sits down and smiles.

“What?” I ask as I finish my breakfast and move to pick up my plate when he stops me. “Ahn will get that, Austin.” I lean back in my chair and wait for whatever it is he wants to tell me in private.

“The girls told me about your wife, Austin,” he says and my stomach drops. I’m not sure why I thought they might not say anything but I realize now - too late, obviously - that I was mistaken.

“Okay,” I tell him while waiting for him to continue.

He does. “She’s with Hodges right now?” I nod. “Yeah, I guess I’m both surprised and not surprised.” I cock an eyebrow and he tilts his head. “And I don’t mean to judge, please understand me on that. I just know a bit about all this.”

“All this?”

“Sharing,” he adds. Then, “With your boss.”

“Oh, right.” I nod and look down, embarrassed.

“A piece of advice? Then I’ll shut up,” he says in a low voice.

“Go on.”

“Be careful, Austin. From what happened with the girls, I know Hodges is dangerous and I don’t want you to get hurt.”

“What happened with the girls, Kevin?”

He shakes his head. “I guess he made the same assumption you made, my friend, because he offered to buy them from me.”

I raise my eyebrows. “Really?”

“Flat out,” he goes on. “At first, I didn’t know what he was talking about. It was the first time anyone had said anything like that to me, as you might imagine, so I was really confused at first.” He shakes his head. “I know you still have your doubts, Austin - I can see it in your eyes. But I really don’t own them, not in the way you think. But I can see why you would think that, given our history here.”

I just stare at him.

He shakes his head again. “Anyway, Hodges jumped to the same conclusion.”

“What did you tell him?” I want to ask how much he offered but that would be rude, I decide.

“Same thing I told you, that the girls are free to do whatever they want to.” He shakes his head again and looks away. “But then he did something that was really beyond belief. At first, I was incensed. I was like, what the fuck, James? But now that I look back on it, I have to say it might be the best thing that ever happened to me.” He finally looks at me again.

“What did he do?”

“He asked the girls to leave me and go with him. He told them he’d bring them to the States and get them citizenship, buy them their own place, all kinds of shit.”

“Seriously?” I’m sure I look as shocked as I feel.

“Yeah.”

“So how is that…?” I stop. “Oh, because they turned him down?”

“Yes.” He cocks an eyebrow and allows himself a tight smile that has no warmth in it. “Yes.”

I look away. “How long ago did you say all this took place, Kevin?”

“Two months ago.”

I nod. “Not long before I introduced him to Kayla.”

“Yeah,” he whispers. “I figured as much.”

Kevin and his women spend the rest of the day showing me the sights that tourists never see in Taipei City and we have a wonderful time. It’s obvious to me as I watch the three of them that the girls truly are in love with their benefactor and with each other. It reminds me how much I miss my wife and the life we used to live before I introduced her to Hodges. I can’t help but wonder if I’ll ever get that life back.

The next day, after sleeping at the Lalu and having breakfast with Kayla and Hodges, we drive to the office to complete the deal we’ve come to Taiwan to do. Hodges gets the deal he wanted all along and he is highly complimentary of my contribution to the negotiations. I smile and nod in all the right places but the praise feels hollow - I know what he’s really after. I just don’t know how to stop him from stealing my wife away from me. If he hasn’t already.

“We’re all flying back,” he tells me on the way to the airport late Monday afternoon. “And you and Kayla can have the rest of the week to yourselves if you’d like,” he tells me as the limo pulls up to his jet. “You’ve earned a little time together.”

I can see from the look on my wife’s face that she didn’t know before this moment what he had in mind. I’m guessing that she’s as surprised as I am by his announcement but I also wonder if I saw a hint of disappointment in her eyes at the notion that she wouldn’t be seeing him again for a full week. Was that all in my mind, knowing what I now know? Or was it real?

Do I even want to know?

~ Kayla ~

I have to admit, I’m a little stung by how casually James mentioned that we can have the rest of the week to ourselves. After the intensity of the last seven days - in both the bedroom and boardroom - I had been anticipating a second week of similar pleasures with James. But it seems that, once again, he’s already made up his mind about what’s happening.

We take our seats on the jet and feel the familiar pressures of G-forces as we taxi down the runway and lift off and watch Taiwan shrink to nothingness below us. At one point, I get a good view of Sun Moon Lake and remember how wonderful it was to make love on the bow of a boat right there in the center. I wonder how many planes could see us as they flew above, so high in the sky?

Once the plane is level, James opens his leather briefcase and removes a sheaf of papers from within. He taps them on his lap a couple to neaten the stack, then turns his attention back to us. He smiles.

“You have both performed excellent work this week. Beyond excellent. You’ve been in my employ for, what? A month? And today we signed the biggest contract I’ve ever landed. In the next ten years, this company will bring in somewhere around ten billion dollars.”

Austin inhales beside me. I try not to show any reaction to a number so vast. I’m used to James hurling around figures beyond my imagination, but even this amount is more than he’s ever said aloud before. My stomach clenches at the prospect.

“As per your contracts, the two of you will naturally get a bonus for the roles you played in securing this deal. And, yes, Austin - I haven’t forgotten. This latest acquisition will be one of those you oversee in a few short years.”

My husband’s eyes widen in disbelief. I reach across the seat and take his hand. He blinks. James continues, neither noticing Austin’s stunned reaction or caring.

“Your bonus is a flat five million dollars. Each.”

Now it’s my turn to gasp. I’ve negotiated deals and settlements for figures in this range for most of my career, but I never dreamed that I would actually take home that amount. It’s crazy. It’s way too much money for any person to possess.

“Each?” Austin’s hand is limp in mine. If he was standing, he would likely topple over.

“That’s what I said.” James taps the paperwork with a finger. He looks at us both in turn. “The money will be in your accounts before we land in San Francisco. Maybe you can spend some of it on your week off together. I can recommend some restaurants in the four-figure range.”

“Holy shit.” I blink away tears. “You just made us millionaires. James, I don’t know what to say.”

“You can start with thank you and end with my cum in your pussy.”

“Thank you.”

I shift in my chair, thighs rubbing together. I’m not wearing panties beneath my business attire, so if James wants me to strip down right now, I’ll do it. Even if Austin is right here watching us.

“Thank you,” Austin says, his voice thick with emotion.

James holds up a hand. “You’re both welcome. But you’ve made me even more money in the long run, so it’s fair. If you want my advice, invest at least ninety percent of it as soon as you can.”

He walks over to the coffee station, opens a cupboard, and produces a small bottle of champagne and three plastic cups. He pops the bottle and pours a little into each cup and hands them out. We toast.

“To a highly successful - and lucrative - partnership.” James smiles at the two of us and settles into his chair.

I drain my cup in one swallow. I’ve never enjoyed champagne in my life, but this is the most delicious drink I have ever had. We’ll have to get used to champagne now that we’re rich. That’s what the other half drink, right?

James keeps smiling and casts his gaze toward Austin. He says, “So, Austin, how was your weekend? Tell us everything.”

Austin is quiet for a moment. He sips his champagne, making it last far longer than necessary, before replying. He says, “It was good. Quiet. Uneventful. I met up with an old friend and saw the sights.”

“I’ll bet you did.” James’s eyes flash. “And what sights they were.”

“Uh… yes.” A look of confused fear flickers across Austin’s face. “We traveled around Taipei City. It was beautiful. Lots to do and see.”

“And how is Kevin Lu these days?”

All the color drains from Austin’s face. “I never told you his name.”

James’s smile turns into a triumphant sneer. “You didn’t need to, I already know everything.”

I look from one man to the other, not following. “What are you talking about? Who’s Kevin Lu? What happened?”

Austin stammers and stutters, so James cuts him off. “We have a mutual friend who lives in Taipei and I took the opportunity to set a little test for Austin. Do you want to tell Kayla about it?”

My husband’s cheeks flush. He says, “No, no, I can’t fucking believe this! You did it?”

James laughs. He leans forward and pats Austin on the knee, like they’re old friends ribbing each other. “Of course I did. Kayla, I gotta say, you have one loyal motherfucking husband. I don’t know any men who could turn down the offer he received over the weekend.”

“What offer?” Their mysterious attitude and Austin’s uncomfortable reaction is starting to piss me off now. “Tell me what’s going on.”

“I wanted to find out exactly how devoted Austin is to you, especially given the nature of our relationship, both personal and professional.” James drains the rest of his champagne. “Our friend Kevin Lu happens to live with two stunning young women, so I told Kevin to let Austin enjoy a night with those girls - if he wanted.”

Anger rises in my gut. It doesn’t make any sense for me to be so furious or so jealous like this. I spent the weekend getting fucked in more ways than I can remember, but the idea of my husband doing the same with two other women makes my blood boil.

“And did you?” I turn to Austin now, eyes blazing. “What happened?”

“I didn’t!” He raises his hands in a defensive posture. “I swear, nothing happened!”

“It’s true.” James chuckles. I look at the two men, seeing one cowering and the other smirking. “It’s absolutely true, Kayla. I didn’t believe it at first, but Kevin confirmed it. I gave your husband the perfect opportunity to live out the fantasy of any red-blooded American man and he turned it down. Kevin says that his girls were almost offended.” He laughs at this.

“So…” I grip Austin’s hand. “You didn’t… do anything?”

“No. Kayla, I swear. I didn’t even touch them.”

I stare at him in disbelief for a moment. Then my anger fizzles out like a fire smothered in foam. Tears of relief prick my eyes. He squeezes my hand in return.

“Your husband,” James says, “is one of the most loyal, devoted, attentive, and loving men I have ever known. I have to hand it to you, Austin, I’ve got no idea how you resisted my little test.”

“It was easy.” Austin juts out his chin. “I love my wife. Even when she’s with you, doing god knows what, I still love her.”

James grins at Austin’s defiant reaction. “Would you like to know what we did this weekend, while you were exploring the city? Tell him, Kayla.”

“We…” I flush, suddenly hesitant to brag about my sex life after learning that Austin declined the chance to do exactly the same thing. “We had a lot of sex.”

“Oh, a lot of sex.” James nods and starts counting on his fingers. “Hotel room. Shower. The infinity pool. We even took a boat out on the lake. The views were stunning, but I had the best sight of them all.”

I glance at Austin. His cheeks are pink. I know he’ll press me for details later - probably while ravaging me in our bed. That thought makes my thighs rub together instinctively.

We fall silent for a moment. Austin and I exchange a look. I can’t express how much I adore this man. While I was busy having sex with another man, my husband remained utterly loyal to me. How many other men could do such a thing in his position? My heart swells so much it could almost burst with love.

James forms a steeple with his fingers. He looks at us both, his expression serious, before speaking. “We have enjoyed this arrangement together for just over a month now. I trust that the two of you are satisfied?”

Austin looks at me. We smile at one another. Then he says, “Yes, James. We’re both satisfied.”

“Financially and spiritually, I hope?”

“Yes,” I say. “We’ve always had a good life together, but since you came along, it’s been even better.”

“Good.” He smiles. His face beams with warmth. “And Austin, how do you feel about me fucking your wife? Be honest.”

My husband winces for a moment. “It’s… difficult sometimes. Hard to accept. But it has opened a lot of doors for us. We have a lot more sex together now.”

James’s handsome smile fills with pride. He nods at Austin’s response. “Good. I’m enjoying it as well. More than enjoying. Having you in my life, Kayla, it’s… something I didn’t know I was missing.”

Now my cheeks flush with color.

“There’s something I wanted to discuss with you both.” His tone changes. I feel as though we’re seated around a table, deep into negotiations. “If you’re willing to listen.”

“You just gave us ten million dollars.” Austin laughs. “I’d say you’ve got our attention. Sure. What do you want to talk about?”

James sits on the edge of his chair. He reaches forward to me. I place my hands in his; slender white fingers and powerful black fingers. For the first time since I’ve known him, James struggles to find the words to begin.

“You and I have a deep connection I can’t explain. Our bodies are in perfect sync, all the time. I can’t get enough of you and you can’t get enough of me. Every second we’re together is like heaven on earth.”

I look at him. At his dark, handsome face and deep, earnest eyes. Where is this going?

“We’ve done everything we can possibly do as a man and a woman, and yet I still want more. Do you feel the same way?”

“Yes.”

I’m breathless. James smiles, with a hint of relief. He cups both my hands in his and looks straight into my eyes.

“Kayla, I want to get you pregnant.”
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