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Chapter One

Thoroughly and Lovingly Fucked

◆◆◆

Chen gave my pussy a very expert tongue lashing - but he fucked me even better. After he buried his semen deep inside my belly, I spooned into him on my bed, cuddling in a loving afterglow while Silas fucked Xiu somewhere in the living room, probably across the piano.

I had lain across Wei Lin and Mei’s backs while Chen fucked me, long and hard, filling my pussy with his cock until he squirted his seed deep inside me. My girls did well, providing a stable platform on which I could easily be taken. The added excitement of their skin sizzling against mine helped provoke a much deeper and more sensual orgasm.

Now, Chen rested, as would a Chinese warlord after fucking one concubine among many in his harem. He wasn’t asleep; occasional kisses planted softly across my neck evidenced that. Also, my lover cupped my belly with both hands, pulling me tightly to him as though I were precious, and he revered the donation he made inside my belly.

“Can we become regular lovers Alice?”

“Hmm.”

“Hmm, good or hmm, bad.”

“Hmm, I don’t exactly know Chen.”

“I see.”

“I like you very much, but there must be some order in this sexual chaos - one man with a woman at the center of their web with lovers spun around them feels right. You propose I enjoy two webs, one overlaying the other. That might get quite sticky.”

“It’s true, but I feel you are a lady of such intellect and guile that you can extricate yourself from sticky patches.”

“Some sticky patches are nice - others are momentarily awkward, but some are impossible to escape.”

“Are we still discussing the same thing, Alice?”

“Of course, dear. We are talking about webs of life, love, and deceit. What other sticky patches could we have? All of your seed is safely inside me.”

I patted his hands, still protecting my belly as though to make the point that I had his semen inside me and enjoyed that it was there. He laughed and settled back down, but I knew I wasn’t out of the woods regarding pillow talk and lovers’ confessions.

“Do you love Silas, Alice?”

“Yes - with all my heart.”

“And what about my prospects with you?”

“I love being with you, Chen.”

“That’s a good start.”

“It is, considering where we were a few weeks ago.”

I remembered Chen’s unpleasantness and outright threats when we first met at a compound outside Hong Kong. That day, Wei Lin got me out of the cauldron, Silas made sure it didn’t happen again, and my lover apologized sincerely - we were now friends and lovers.

He kissed me along my spine, tracing a sizzling line downward until his tongue slipped between my cheeks. When Chen rolled me over, I knew he was about to eat my pussy again, so I rested back, sighed, and spread my legs wide open.

Because who doesn’t love getting an expert’s tongue between their swollen labia?

Chen and I fucked each other all through the night with help from Wei Lin, pushing us to new sensual heights whenever one of us grew tired. My sexual highlight was straddling my lover’s cock, riding him hard. My executive assistant licked my anus while finger fucking Chen’s, milking his prostate.

Mei joined Silas and Chen’s wife, Xiu, helping them to fuck, and by morning, when I woke, six exhausted lovers were strewn naked across our bed.

I felt resurgent and needed to accelerate my life’s pace, so I slipped into my yoga pants, compression shirt, and sneakers before heading for the gym.

While spinning on a bike connected to a class of cyclists located globally, I dropped into the back of a peloton, allowing myself to be dragged on by their enthusiasm and discipline while my thoughts drifted.

Chen was lovely, but Silas was my heart and soul—perhaps somewhat strange to believe, considering the many casual lovers I had enjoyed since arriving in Hong Kong. I didn’t love Chen, nor would I ever, but rejecting him outright would be a grave error because he would lose face in our society. I didn’t want to upset or embarrass my new lover, so I resolved to address his request to be my more frequent lover with Silas.

As I spun faster, chasing the peloton uphill, three critical matters sprung to mind that would occupy my day. The first was how to assume the remainder of Hermione’s responsibilities as de facto matriarch and service the lovers I could draw from Silas’s family. Some men and women would be required to demonstrate loyalty to me, while others would be there for my enjoyment.

I was expected to allow frequent visits to my honeypot for Silas’s sons and daughters. I could fuck them or simply allow each to lick my pussy, clean or creamy. Sex was ritualistic; my boyfriend confirmed that my choices overruled any past precedence, meaning I could restructure the family sexual hierarchy should I wish to assign lovers to new pastures.

I would arbitrate disagreements between family members, assigning sexual recompense where I saw fit. If two of Silas’s kids bickered and that problem came to me, I could order one of their daughters to be fucked by the injured party or their child.

The only limiting factor to my powers was the age of consent, which in Hong Kong was sixteen. It didn’t apply to me; being an American born in a state where the age of consent was eighteen, I was obligated thus.

But I had prima nocta rights to all male children reaching the age of consent - awkward, given my prior statement in that regard. Silas said I could decree eighteen being the age of consent within our family, giving me time to be the first to fuck the boys when they turned into men and were legal for me.

I also had the first right to bed all family males on their wedding nights—something I would not take up. If a bride couldn’t have her husband on her wedding night, when could she? Silas also agreed to refrain from taking the wives on their first night of matrimony.

But everything needed to become enshrined in a charter of sorts, published throughout the family, so they knew where I stood on matters sexually related. I wasn’t even close to nailing down the details, and I had nobody on the task to do the heavy lifting for me.

When I returned to our Penthouse, Chen, his wife, and Silas were already enjoying breakfast. Wei Lin and Mei stood by to bathe any lover who needed it. Xiu looked exhausted because Silas had fucked her almost constantly through the night, confessing to me later that he needed to get something out of his system about her.

As I headed for the bathroom, I kissed Chen on the way and saw that he appreciated me, especially since I had done it in front of my boyfriend. He looked proud and happy.

The second matter occupying my thoughts was Celia. The owner of Hong Kong’s premier sex club was enigmatic and sexy. She also wanted to fuck me - but I wanted to own her business, or at least part of it, perhaps a controlling interest.  

When Mei and Wei Lin bathed me, I relaxed, trying to figure out solutions. My friends and lesbian lovers who fucked anyone they wanted were probably the best people for me to ask.

“Wei Lin, should I set up a new sex club or buy Celia’s?”

“Buy hers, for sure.”

“What if she won’t sell?”

“Sometime soon, she will have to. Celia gambles in Macao far too much. She owes dangerous people a lot of money and is on the edge with her repayments.”

“I had no idea.”

“Everyone has a critical weakness, Alice. Hong Kong is a place where you can use that knowledge to beat your opponent.”

“I don’t view Celia in that way.”

“Okay… you will, soon enough.”

After Wei Lin dried me, I lay on the massage bed, and she inspected my pussy. I felt tired but in need of one final fucking before I headed into the day and a possible meeting with Celia. When my assistant bowed down between my legs and plowed her tongue the length of my pussy, Chen strolled in, gawping at our sleazy tryst.

I waved cutely.

“Hi, sweetie.”

“I came to bathe and say goodbye, Alice.”

“Would you like to fuck me one more time right here on the massage bed? Wei Lin can help.”

“Help how?”

“While you fuck me, my assistant can kiss and cuddle you, maybe slide a finger inside your asshole again.”

“She did that already. It’s sore now.”

“Try taking a cock inside there.”

“No thanks.”

Chen cringed at the thought of having his back passaged stretched, then laughed, knowing I was joking. He shed his robe, went to the wet room, and bathed quickly, drying himself off hurriedly with a growing erection hanging awkwardly. Wei Lin kept my libido fully engaged, peeling my swollen pussy lips wide open and sucking gently on my sticky, throbbing clitoris.

When he stroked her head, Wei Lin stood and took Chen’s rock-solid cock in hand, pulling it toward my pussy. Silas arrived right on cue to see my lover’s cock slide deep inside my pussy. I beckoned him, and my boyfriend stepped across to stand beside me, holding my hand while Chen gripped my ass cheeks and dragged my cunt onto the entire length of his gnarly shaft.

While Wei Lin kissed and loosely held Chen, and he fucked me hard, Silas leaned in to kiss me. I loved that he supported my choices and allowed me a long leash to explore other lovers. My boyfriend’s kiss felt urgent, like severe desperation to reclaim me consumed him, so I figured that after Chen shot his load inside me, that wouldn’t be my last creampie before breakfast.

True enough, when Chen nutted inside me, his face contorted, ranging in expression from a deep, carnal satisfaction through a teenager’s excitement on discovering masturbation to an extended, almost endless state of ecstasy.

Most girls will confess they love the pleasure a man gets from filling them up - it’s where real power resides if you know how to use it without bullying or manipulating.

“Was that nice, darling?”

“I am so fucking into you, Alice.”

“You and Silas must talk soon. Arrange a rematch.”

Chen wandered into the shower again, and Mei followed him to offer a full cleaning service. As predicted, Silas took his place between my legs. I smiled at my beloved and glanced down at his much longer, thicker cock, salivating. I enjoyed the moment when he gripped my ankles, spreading me wide open, before sliding his cock balls deep inside me, using Chen’s semen to ease his path.

There is something nice about being fucked by a bigger cock after the first guy through your pussy has pumped you hard and emptied a thick creamy load. I felt softer inside as Silas’s cock reamed me, and I was easier to fuck even though my boyfriend stretched me wider than Chen had.

I was in my element, riding the wave of an immense hormonal rush in a body that wanted to push out a final orgasm after a night of tumultuous passion. My pussy squelched each time Silas slid his cock balls deep inside me. I was probably dribbling Chen’s semen onto the tiled floor, but I didn’t care because that lubricant made me more fuckable. Less friction inside me meant Silas could fuck me harder for longer. I was about maximum quality and volume - by number of strokes, cubic inches of meat filling me, and milliliters of cream decanted inside.

I encouraged Silas with my cutest, most loving expression, and he responded well, like a stallion coming into the final furlong, his head tossing back and forth furiously, nostrils flaring wildly, and eyes bulging, a thoroughbred winner with no need for a whip.

When Silas emptied his seed inside me, I watched absolute love and raw ecstasy merge into every muscle in his face. He leaned over me, and we kissed as I enjoyed his cock twitching deep inside me.

I showered again, sweaty and cum filled but fully satisfied and at peace with the world. Silas held me close as Mei and Wei Lin did what they do best - care for us.

Silas kissed me, staring intensely into my eyes with nothing except love in his. I knew we were overdue a talk, especially a discussion about our swinger evening. I wanted to know how good Xiu was and whether Silas had tried doing anal with her. It would be good to know how much of my boyfriend’s cock was crammed down her throat and whether he came there too - I had so many questions but too little time.

“I have questions, Alice.”

“About last night?”

“Yes.”

“For now, can we leave it at - he wasn’t nearly as good as you, Silas, and I never caught feelings. I want to meet someone rather urgently and would love to talk in more detail later - I have many questions, too.”

“Am I being insecure, Alice?”

“Not at all. We must check in on each other. I want to know all about Xiu.”

“It was great fun, but she wasn’t you.”

“Thank you, honey.”

When we stepped out of the shower, Chen and his wife were ready to leave, so we dried quickly, dressed in bathrobes, and escorted our lovers to the elevator. After a long kiss and fond farewell, the elevator pinged, and I was back to being fully committed to my boyfriend as he was to me.

We headed for breakfast, which Silas had already partaken of while I trained in the gym. I piled my plate with fried seaweed, pancakes, watermelon slices, and crispy maple-brushed bacon.

My boyfriend chuckled and pointed.

“Are you pregnant, Alice?”

“No, but that is on my agenda today.”

After Celia and my family’s sexual policy, that was the third thing I needed to do today.


Chapter Two

Hilltop Fun

◆◆◆

“Umm… come again, Alice?”

“Pregnancy, sweetheart - it’s an item on my agenda for today.”

“Your pregnancy? I’m just asking to be certain about who and what we are discussing.”

“Yes, of course, my pregnancy, silly.”

Silas looked terrified while I chuckled to myself, keeping a poker face that would win the world championship with an Ace-Jack hand. I stared innocently at my boyfriend, smiling, looking like the woman desperately needing a pregnancy to fulfill her natural instincts.

“Is there a problem, Silas?”

“No… umm, no, I am just a little surprised. When do we start trying?”

“Oh, not for a while, maybe years - I’m just pulling your leg. I’m meeting Hermione to discuss the matter. I want her support since any baby you and I have together will be a sibling to the children you have with her already.”

“You don’t need my wife’s permission, Alice.”

“I know, but it does not harm to sound her out and explain my plans to avoid potential problems in the future. Also, as you know, Hermione is Madam Fang, who owns Swing & Bang.”

“Ahh. You will weaponize Hermione to get what you want from Celia?”

“If anyone knows Celia and can help me gain entry into the sex fetish club scene, it’s Hermione.”

“That’s true.”

“And I want to know when she intends to divorce you.”

“Jesus, you are savaging me this morning, Alice. Did I do something wrong?”

I was surprised by Silas’s reaction and checked myself. I realized I was coming across as harsh, even though that was never my intention. I stepped closer and hugged my beloved, staring reassuringly into his eyes.

“I want to play my part in your dynasty. My indecisiveness today will make me look weak tomorrow. I must grasp the nettle and pull hard if my matriarchal leadership is to be accepted by your family.”

“I understand. Bedding my eldest son, Nigel, would be a good move. He is desperate to fuck you.”

“I’ll do that tonight, but only if you join us. You can sort out between you which end each of you will take, but there will be no swapping over once we start. I also want Nigel’s wife, Emily, present.”

“Why both of us at the same time? Not that I am complaining, of course, nor shall he - it’s about as slutty as things could be, and that’s always fun.”

“Because you two are the most senior men in the family, and I think a union between the three of us might be useful as a show of unity to the others.”

“Okay - it makes sense in a lewd sort of way - I love it, but why Emily?”

“For mine and her pleasure.”

I had a better plan than my simple spit roasting for our tryst up my sleeve, but I wouldn’t reveal it now. All Silas needed to know was that I was on the case. He kissed me and shrugged, suddenly looking far more relaxed.

“You are doing what I asked of you, Alice, and I thank you for that. I am sorry to have jumped to conclusions.”

“I will always do as you ask, sweetie. We can plan our first baby to suit ourselves. I only want to make our intentions known to your almost ex-wife and manage the fallout, if there is any.”

“You are right about that, too. Are you taking the car to visit Hermione?”

“Yes - I shall probably make love to her. We haven’t seen one another in ages.”

“I should hope so, Alice.”

I wore a simple knee-length, short-sleeved, low-cut front and back white cotton day dress with a beautiful lace hem. I packed a spare pair of panties but wore none, enjoying the freedom and airy feel of going commando. Panties may become necessary should I collect a creampie during the day.

I asked Wei Lin to organize my evening with Silas, Nigel, and Emily, asking her to be available with Mei to help us if necessary. When I got into my limousine, Graham, my driver, smiled when he noticed my solid nipples because I wore no bra. I was signaling my availability to Hermione and perhaps others - maybe even him and his giant cock.

It was a reasonably long drive because Hermione lived high in the mountains, with incredible views of Hong Kong harbor. Verges, front gardens of mansion houses, and public areas were a tropical paradise until the thick jungle a hundred yards in consumed them. The road was dark gray, wet from a recent monsoon downpour, another month of which, with insane humidity and insects, must be endured.

The gates to Hermione’s home opened wide, so I assumed my driver, formerly hers, had an electronic remote control. It begged the question of why and how much time Graham spent with Hermione. For no apparent reason, I felt slightly envious that he was plowing another furrow.

Hermione waited outside her home for me, waving and beaming joyously. When I exited the car, she hugged me excitedly, linked her arm with mine, and dragged me away.

“It’s been too long, Alice. You are such a naughty girl, leaving me up here all alone.”

“If you have been alone, I am a monkey’s aunt.”

“Okay, I have been lonely more than I should have been - it’s just too unfair.”

“I will visit you more often in the future - sorry.”

“I heard the great news, Alice. Emily called when she and Nigel were invited to your apartment tonight.”

“They told you about that?”

“Sex is an important binding agent in our family, Alice - surely you have seen that for yourself by now?”

“Is that why you are dragging me upstairs? Are we going to bed?”

She paused on the stairs, turned, and took one step down to join me with smoldering eyes. When we kissed, my lips melted, sizzling like an ice cube on impact with the sun. I was lifted because Hermione accessed my inner lesbian lover with a gentle, clawing cupping of my ass cheeks that drew me closer.

“I received reports you wore no panties coming here. Is it true, Alice?”

“Yes.”

I gulped, suddenly shivering all over in a rising frisson of excitement. I was having far too much sex recently to claim I was a modest, reserved girl, but I was young, and sex mattered so much, especially in this family. I wanted to fuck Hermione.

“I want to fuck you, Alice. We can discuss my divorce, Celia, and your pregnancy plans later.”

“How do you know about all of that?”

“I have spies, honey. Knowing what happens in my family’s main household ensures I don’t create unnecessary frustration. Consider that I have an embassy in your home.”

“Hmm… I feel my privacy has been invaded, Hermione.”

“I mean you no harm - you are the matriarch, and I respect that. I am offering you my wholehearted support. I will never cross you and promise to support you always. I am in the process of divorcing Silas and clearing your path to marriage. I will help you take over Celia’s club or give you mine, and I will give you my blessing to grow a family at your discretion.”

“That was easy.”

“Now, can we fuck please Alice? I have a special problem that only you can solve.”

“What problem?”

“Someone in our family has a troubling situation.”

When Hermione opened her bedroom door, I saw a beautiful young girl smiling, wearing a floral sun dress. She was petite and very beautiful but didn’t look as though she was legal, so I glanced worriedly at Silas’s almost ex-wife.

“She is legal. This is Li, my granddaughter, not born of Silas’s children. She reached eighteen today.”

“Oh…kay… I never heard about her.”

“Silas is being obstinate.’

“Obstinate how?’

“The age of consent in Hong Kong is sixteen - Li is eighteen.”

“Is that supposed to mean something to me, Hermione?”

“Silas was supposed to bed her two years ago.”

“Sixteen is still very young. I wouldn’t blame him for not being comfortable until she is older.”

“Li is legal now, and he still ignores her.”

Li looked demure… almost submissive, and very beautiful. She also seemed deeply unhappy. I strolled to her and hugged the poor girl, causing her to weep uncontrollably. From a brief conversation, while she sat beside me on Hermione’s bed, I gathered that Li couldn’t even date until Silas plucked her cherry or I nominated another man in the family to do that in his stead.

“I want to move on from being a child and become a woman, but Uncle Silas won’t acknowledge me.”

“He probably feels you are still too young. You are very petite.”

“But I am a woman.”

Determined to prove herself a grown woman, Li stood up and stripped off, dumping her dress onto the ground. Her full, firm breasts were topped with solid, bright red nipples that I could suck for hours. A tight, inky black, well-maintained bush looked as womanly as any I had seen.

Li had no body fat anywhere and was as lithe as a gymnast, seeming as powerful as one too. Her skin glistened healthily, looking smooth as silk. She kneeled on the floor at my feet and stared up with smoldering eyes, shuffling slowly forward. When her palms parted my knees wide, I glanced at Hermione.

“It is allowed, Alice. As long as you don’t take Li’s virginity, she is yours to enjoy. It seems to me the poor girl is hungry, and I will confess, you, my girl, smell fresh and ripe.”

“After last night and this morning, I am anything but.”

“Then Li can enjoy her first freshly baked creampie.”

I was highly aroused by the girl with wide eyes, a trembling bottom lip, and flared nostrils who knelt submissively in front of me, staring at my throbbing pussy. Chen and Silas’s semen would still leak from my well-plowed hole, and it seemed Li noticed that and wanted it, biting her bottom lip with an ever-deepening, furrowed brow.

I lifted her head with one finger under her chin.

“Do you want to do it, Li?”

“I want to eat your pussy. It looks so beautiful and creamy.”

“Your uncle has been inside there this morning.”

“Are you full of guys’ cum?”

“Not full, but I have plenty.”

“May I share, please, Aunty Alice?”

“Of course, sweetheart.”

My body seared, and I shivered from surging hormones that lifted my body and soul several notches as I came alive, captivated by the expression of Li’s desire and energy. A virgin girl with her hymen intact was about to lick my pussy, and I couldn’t stop her even if I wanted to.

My upper thighs felt sticky and wet from a couple of heady minutes when I began losing control. When Li’s knees hit the floor, her intention was made crystal clear, and my acceptance and desire for her ramped up by the second.

She licked my thighs with a flattened tongue, carefully peeling off the tawdry juices of my shame. I was pleased Li was legal for me and still not taken by Silas because she would provide an excellent example of how my matriarchal skills could help solve problems.

I would have the girl’s pussy on the end of my boyfriend’s cock before the week was out, and I would be there, in bed, with both of them, helping to fuck the girl who desperately needed and deserved a long, thick cock.

When her tongue gently flickered along the wrinkled tip of one of my swollen labia, I gasped and trembled uncontrollably. Hermione leaned in and kissed me, gently and slowly lying me back on the bed, keeping her lips fixed to mine in a delicious, fiery embrace. She whimpered, a sign of her desperate need, so I pulled away from our kiss and smiled.

“Sit on my face, Hermione.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

For eighteen years old, Li could lick pussy like a veteran lesbian of thirty years, begging the question of who had taught her. I wasn’t complaining when the girl spread my pussy hole wide open with eagerly clawing fingers.

Li had an unusually long tongue that reached deep inside my pussy as she extracted whatever creampie pooled there. She licked the entrance of my hole like it was a succulent cream bun. I gasped loudly and kneaded my breasts through thin cotton fabric, squeezing my nipples hard.

Hermione undressed, then cocked her leg over my face, mounting me, showing off a well-groomed pubic bush with brightly glistening, waxy wet lips buried inside. She spread her wiry pubes with a finger and thumb, lowering her pussy onto my expectant lips.

When I got a taste of Hermione’s pussy, my taste buds lit up, and I poked my tongue deep inside her creamy slit while Li plowed mine fanatically. The young girl was enthusiastic, starting her upward lick stroke on my puckered anus, dragging a powerful flat tongue all the way until it curled over my sticky clitoris, sending me crazy.

Hermione was deeply aroused, leaking sweet cream across my tongue, coating my tonsils and throat with her sticky nectar. When she ground her swollen, solid clitoris into my nose, I felt her slick hormones fill both nostrils. All I could smell and taste was my boyfriend’s almost ex-wife, and I licked hard, wanting to please her, thereby bringing us closer.

Li had the same idea as me, clenching around the base of my sticky clitoris between her eager lips, pulling and gently sucking until I rose fully, lifting my ass cheeks while moaning into Hermione’s hole.

We had an exciting, loving tryst during an unexpected lunch date, with two women eating and two being dined upon. I would have loved for Silas to fuck Hermione’s grandaughter while she licked me, but there was plenty of time for that sort of fun soon enough.

I focused on getting Hermione off, cradling my arms around her back, gently aiding my girlfriend to rock steadily back and forth, riding my face while I drank sweet, sticky nectar from her glorious leaking pool. Her hole was tight, squeezing back on my tongue, tasting deliciously creamy, and her clitoris quivered when I sucked it as I constantly swallowed what I could.

When Hermione orgasmed, I was an old hand at swallowing each jet of salty, sweet, honied nectar. Li struggled to control my flow, although, to give her fair dues, she lapped up from my lips and anal whorl what didn’t squirt to the back of her throat.

As Hermione dismounted my face, I saw Li choked and spluttered, deciding whether she liked the flavor of a squirted orgasm or not. As seconds passed and she smacked and licked her lips, I saw the beaming smile of a contented girl.

I slipped out of my dress and into the bed. Hermione preferred not to join us and left the room, saying she had chores. For the next hour, I kissed, cuddled, and made love to Li, showing her the benefits of being close to the family matriarch.

After Li orgasmed into my mouth, we kissed and cuddled again, enjoying a loving aftermath. She stared innocently into my eyes, scared to say what was on her mind.

“Spit it out, sweetheart.”

“Can you make Uncle Silas fuck me, Alice?”

“I can’t force him, but I will try to persuade him.”

“He has fucked all the others.”

“I know, but you look young.”

“You fucked me.”

“Yes, there is that.”


Chapter Three

Family Management

◆◆◆

Li was insatiable and wanted to please me, always focused on kissing, caressing, and holding me tightly before inching her way down my body and planting soft kisses until she reached my pussy.

The highlight of our lovemaking was when I sat on Li’s face, grinding my pussy into her mouth while getting plenty of friction on my swollen clitoris from her nose. Her grandmother left us alone for a few hours so I could get to know the young woman.

Li was delightfully submissive, coy, cute, and very sexy. For a virgin, she was too experienced, but I didn’t doubt that no man had taken her yet.

In the end, we lay as lovers, basking in a glorious afterglow of incredible sex. Hermione rejoined us, lying beside me, sandwiching me between her and Li.

Li had chores to do for her mother. A short business meeting, clothes shopping, and coffee with aunts and uncles beckoned her away from our bed. That left me with Hermione, cuddling, kissing as lovers would.

My matriarchal predecessor looked happy, but wild currents often rage beneath a calm surface. Occasional ripples in her expression suggested something was awry.

“You have something to say, Hermione - I can tell. Please spit it out.”

“I don’t wish to intrude on matters that are not my business.”

“But?”

“You must move a little quicker, my dear. I hear rumblings of discontent.”

“You mean that I should fuck more of your family members?”

“That’s crudely put, but yes. You should throw dinner parties, plucking lovers out after dessert, preferably more than one at a time. Also, you must grip the reins more tightly - had Li known you and had direct access, she would have beaten a path to your door with her grievance, not mine.”

“Is sex inside the family so important that I cannot ease my way in, Hermione?”

“Sex is part of love. The family functions as a loving unit, and if there is no problem-solving strong leadership core, everything clinging on falls adrift. You have made a good start tonight with Nigel, but why include Emily?”

“I’m not keen on sleeping with someone’s husband or wife without permission, a trade, or inviting the partner into my bed.”

“It’s unusual.”

“It’s how I will lead. Of course, if a wife wishes to be a cuckquean, I will oblige her, but I don’t know your son or his wife.”

“You’ll find out tonight. Silas won’t fuck Emily.”

“Why not?”

“He says Emily is tedious in bed.”

“He never mentioned it to me.”

“Yes… well, often that man is too polite.”

Hermione was easing off the hard sell a little. I was sure she had been challenged as a young woman who had joined Silas’ life much the same as I was now. I didn’t need to be harsh or defensive, so I kissed her gently, nuzzling close.

“Our family is a tight-knit community with a hierarchy, Alice. You must arrange days out, tea among the ladies, mahjong competitions, the men’s squash ladder, romantic dates, make introductions, and dinner nights - sex is the icing on the cake. There is a lot of grinding out of the bedroom also.”

“I see. In that regard, I have been remiss.”

“I don’t mean to chastise. My life is better without these complexities and the demands Silas made. I still love him, but I prefer the attention of lovers.”

“Have you many lovers?”

“Four men and three girls so far - not all visit weekly, but I have a bed companion most nights. I am under no pressure to give of myself to anyone. None of my lovers are from within the family, by the way.”

“I would never ask.”

“You should know what I am doing. Speaking of which…”

Hermione reached across to her nightstand, lifting a thick A4 moleskin book. She leaned on one elbow, staring seductively into my eyes before handing me the book.

“This is a register of who fucked who, when, and whether they came inside if they are male or received semen in the case of females. Those are important details when you cross-reference the days when people fucked to the birth control pages at the back.”

“Are you tracking pregnancy?”

“Alice, our family breeds close to the line of appropriate consanguinity.”

“What on earth does that mean?”

“Consanguinuity means blood relationship. It’s the characteristic of kinship with a relative descended from a common ancestor.”

“Incest?”

“We avoid incest - narrowly, and while it all seems very kinky between us, there is a serious reason why and how we marry and have children. Cousin marriage is legal in Hong Kong. Incest is not, but what’s important-.”

“Inheritance… right?”

“You catch on quickly, Alice. Ancient wealthy people and royalty managed their marriages this way for centuries, focusing family wealth along a thin bloodline. In a worst-case scenario, we marry outside the family to acquire more wealth, bringing it in.”

“We sound like the Borgias.”

“Managed lineage ensures wealth and power is retained.”

“That frequently went horribly wrong, though, Hermione. Inbreeding contributed to Charles II's medical issues, including his inability to produce an heir. Despite marrying twice, Charles II died childless, which sparked the War of the Spanish Succession between 1701 and 1714 - many people died.”

“Which is why this register I am entrusting to you is so important. Here is the basis from which you will plan succession and inheritance. Our broader family is wealthier than the Walton’s.”

“Wall Mart?”

“Yes.”

“Fuck.”

“That’s why you bring favored couples together at special dinner parties. Young girl and boy cousins playing innocently at hide-and-seek in your apartment today may be suitors ten years hence.”

“It’s manipulation.”

“Isn’t that how this world works, Alice? Aren’t we all being manipulated by someone?”

“I don’t like it - just as I agree with Silas about not taking Li, even though he could have done it two years ago. He must have reasons for her maidenhood to be intact. She looks young, but Silas must have reasons beyond that.”

“It’s another problem for you to solve, my dear.”

She kissed me playfully, then rolled out of bed, heading for the shower. I had time on my hands before an evening of lovemaking with Nigel, Silas, and Emily. With Celia yet to discuss and visit, I was in no rush to leave Hermione, so I propped myself up in bed to check through the register.

As it happened, I turned to Li’s page immediately, revising what was a scant record, as you would expect from a virgin. She had dated a female cousin, so I assumed her excellent tongue came from hot nights of young passion between two hormonal young girls.

I leafed back to the pages relating to Hermione and saw the numerous insemination parties held to impregnate her. The bull’s names were not transcribed, but numbers and dates were. Also, her menstrual cycle was penciled in with an asterisk hanging over one day during ovulation.

It was at a time when Silas was infertile after a poisoning attempt, but I knew instantly why my boyfriend would not bed Li. He was still fucking Hermione at the time her bulls were servicing her to achieve pregnancy. His name was on the list underneath the asterisked day.

Silas must suspect the possibility that he was Li’s grandfather - something Hermione appeared unaware of.

“Fuck!”

“What’s wrong, Alice?”

I looked up from the book, knowing I couldn’t start the hares running without more evidence or at least a discussion with my boyfriend about the matter. Hermione looked enquiringly at me, so I smiled sweetly and pointed to her page.

“You enjoyed a lot of bulls when you got pregnant.”

“I highly recommend it - not for pregnancy in your case because Silas can take care of that, but a gangbang with many gentlemen from time to time relaxes a woman and keeps her guy on top form.”

I wasn’t going to disagree openly, but it seemed Hermione advocated for some mild form of cuckolding - creating an element of jealousy to keep her men keen. It wasn’t for me. Sharing, being shared, swinging, orgies, and gangbang’s were fine, but not cuckolding. If Silas wanted to watch me being fucked it would be his choice but not my preference.

I tapped the book and smiled.

“May I keep this, Hermione?”

“It is yours, but be warned, that is the only copy. You may want to get the whole thing onto a spreadsheet - I don’t care for technology.”

I suddenly felt nervous about the register’s content and my responsibilities, so I slipped it safely into my bag. I would talk to Silas later, arrange a DNA test for him and Li if necessary, and solve the problem sensitively.

I strolled to the shower and bathed, returning to an empty bedroom. After I dressed, I discovered Hermione in her living room, looking ready to leave the house.

“Did I hold you back from anything important, Hermione?”

“Not at all, my dear. I waited here for you.”

“What for?”

“We should go and visit Celia together.”

“Does she know you are Madam Fang?”

“Only you and Silas know my guilty secret, and I prefer to keep it that way.”

“How do we tackle Celia?”

“I own all of her debt, Alice.”

“Oh fuck!”

“It took me a while to accrue it all. She was overextended to many Macao casinos. I even had to fuck one Chinese gangster, a particularly nasty man, which made my night with him all the more fun.”

“Why did you do it?”

“I love living dangerously.”

“No, I mean with Celia. Why did you buy her debts?”

“Silas told me how big your deal with Chen is. I benefit enormously from your hard work due to my shareholding. I knew you wanted Celia’s fetish club or a new one of your own, so I decided to help.”

“Will my aspirations cross over with Swing & Bang’s?”

“If they do, your needs will take precedence over mine.”

“Wow.”

I was stunned. Hermione had gifted her husband, walked away from stability, foregone riches, and given up power in one of Hong Kong’s most influential families. She took my hand and smiled with an expression as though I were a child who couldn’t possibly understand.

“What’s wrong, Alice?”

“I don’t understand why you would do all this for me.”

“I grew tired of it all, sweetheart. The endless bickering inside my family is a real problem. Organizing family events often felt like I was herding cats, exhausting me, and I stopped enjoying sex, even with Silas. You’ll see this wonderful life you believe to have acquired leaves you feeling jaded after a while.”

“I knew there would be problems. There always is in any centrally run system, but I never imagined it might be enough to cause you to retire.”

“And yet I have retired to this palace I love so much.”

I glanced around the immense room with a wall-length kitchen sporting the most expensive appliances I knew. A single slab of highly polished mahogany created a tremendous dining table that sat twenty and was stretched like the whole tree was cut in half and laid flat, curving inwards underneath onto a steel base.

The white marble floor below my feet contrasted beautifully with everything, drawing the eye from one piece of luxurious, Italian-designed leather furniture to another.

A small, glass-encased stream with goldfish wriggling with or against the flow meandered out from the garden and snaked twenty meters in a worm-like wriggle around furniture before heading back outside.

Tropical plants grew indoors, bringing what felt like the outdoor forest inside without the humidity and insects.

“It is a paradise here, Hermione.”

“I can see my friends and family when I wish, deferring all trivial and serious matters to you. I can read a book from cover to cover without interruption; my phone hardly ever rings, and I enjoy two-hour lunch dates with lovers before taking them to my bed for an afternoon of fun.”

“I understand, Hermione.”

“I don’t think you do. It is deeply selfish of me to say, and I prefer you not to repeat this, but giving up Silas to you was worth it. I lost my pain without completely losing my husband, and I gained you - a fantastic casual lover I hope will drop by more frequently.

“I won’t breathe a word, and yes, I would love to visit you more often.”

“Shall we leave now? Celia is waiting to meet the person holding all her markers.”

“Does she know it is you?”

“No.”


Chapter Four

Give and Take

◆◆◆

We stopped en route to Celia’s Club to eat egg-fried noodles with chicken and shrimp. Sitting in a crowded, noisy restaurant where strangers joined us like tables were revolving doors had a community vibe, but the shared Hong Kong-style dining was created out of necessity, driven by a lack of space, a need to make money, and abundant hungry people.

I enjoyed spending more time with Hermione than I did during the few weeks we lived together at her and Silas’ apartment. She exuded a calmness and confidence that made me feel optimistic.

She smiled across the table, using chopsticks to eat with - doing it far more expertly than I could. A couple joined our table, sitting beside us, smiling cursorily before getting stuck into noodle soup. 

“I like being with you, Alice.”

“I was thinking the same.”

“I am pleased we became friends from day one. These marital transitions and the inclusion of concubines are frequently disastrous. We have managed ours well.”

“I was relatively unattached when I arrived. You and Silas seemed ready for a change.”

“What about Douglas?”

“I haven’t heard from him at all… you?”

“He messaged and called incessantly for a few weeks until I blocked him. I believe he contacted a few of the girls he fucked here but with the same result. Your ex-boyfriend was a selfish man, not only in bed.”

I glanced sideways to see if our dining partners had overheard, but they chattered excitedly with each other without any concern for us.

“Douglas won’t return to Hong Kong.”

“That’s good, Alice. He is the sort of person who tarnishes your sex club.”

It was true that Douglas had sampled many honeypots in Hong Kong without caring for any of them. In this culture, our promiscuity relied on people enjoying and celebrating, not using each other.

I got the point Hermione subtly made. Asians approach criticism and the giving of advice from oblique angles, not wishing to ruffle feathers. Hermione chose to be my friend, almost a benefactor, but she wasn’t at all controlling. 

When we arrived in the late afternoon, Celia’s club was open. I stepped through the door, immediately behind Hermione, swept into a hedonism spurred by deliberate, intricate manipulation of sight, sound, and smell. The main room’s perfume was seductive, and Sex With Me by Rhianna, a perfect tune for decadent lovers, played on a medium volume.

Two girls made love on a long leather sofa, moaning and rolling around, each wanting to top the other while licking each other’s pussies like ice cream on a hot day. Ass cheeks were prised wide open by talon-like fingers, and flattened tongues slurped the entire length of pink creamy furrows.

I would have enjoyed joining in.

Two men, husbands as I discovered later, stood at either end of their opposites wife, well-hung cocks in hand, stiff, gnarly, and ready for when the girls warmed each other.

In the BDSM corner, a black Dominator wore ripped jeans, combat boots, and nothing else. His skin glistened like Marquina marble, and he was so ripped that every muscle looked as though it might burst. I tried catching his eye to register my interest to fuck him at some point soon, but his entire attention was focused on the girl whose face he pummeled with a long, thick cock.

She was on her knees with wrists bound tightly behind her back, then tied off to her ankles so she couldn’t move. Saliva drooled from her bottom lip, down a dimpled chin, pooling into a puddle on the floorboards below as the Dominator’s big cock noisily defiled her throat.

He gripped the sides of her head, leaned backward, and thrust his hips forward in regular, powerful strokes. She gagged and retched violently while her lips plowed the length of her Dominator’s cock.

At the bar, an attractive older woman drank tea while a young male lover kneeled in front of her stool, eating succulent pussy like it was watermelon on a boiling hot day. I couldn’t tell who was enjoying the experience most as the woman gripped the bar counter on a white knuckle ride, forcing her legs wide apart as though she wanted to pull her lover’s head inside.

And then there was Celia, standing barside, gawping at Hermione and me. She knew we held her markers immediately - there could be no way both of us visited because we wanted a drink and sex. It was too early in the day.

“You, Hermione?”

“It is my gift to Alice.”

“Why? What did I do to you?”

“You have jeopardized your baby, Celia… I am a friend, trying to rescue the scraps of your life and help build a new story.”

“I could manage. The debts are manageable - I am sure.”

“You owe a little over eight million US dollars, Celia. You have lost so much money that even the freehold on this building cannot cover the amount.”

“I need time to pay.”

“You don’t have any time. I bought the debts days ago, just before they visited you.”

“Can you give me time to pay - please?”

“No. You will do the same again. You must have addiction therapy, sweetheart.”

Celia’s shoulders slumped, and I saw her sadness mixed with the reality that she knew Hermione was right.

“I guess you are right, Hermione. I went too far, chasing losses.”

“Taking this building from you is precisely what the Macao mobsters wish to do. They plan for it to remodel into an upmarket restaurant or something like that.”

“What now, then?”

Celia looked increasingly devastated by the minute as reality struck harder; the color drained from her face, and she stuttered, words failing her. The vivacious, intelligent, seductive club owner I wanted to sleep with on my prior visit was suddenly struck down by her awful epiphany.

Celia was a gambling addict.

With a trembling hand, she poured two coffees from a filter jug, sliding ornate porcelain white cream and sugar jugs across the ancient, highly polished wooden bar. Her eyes were defeated, a chalky, lifeless green where sparkles had danced moments ago.

While Celia gathered herself, I sat on a bar stool beside Hermione, watching the Dominator fuck his client’s face. I noticed when he orgasmed, the man withdrew his cock far enough to make sure his salty load wasn’t jettisoned down her throat.

He’s thoughtful.

His cock twitched while he wanked it hard, moaning, almost howling at the rafters far above on the second floor. The swinging couples paused to watch a master at work and decided it was time to swap and fuck, so both girls swung around on the sofa, each wife presenting the other’s husband with a well-licked hole to enjoy.

The Dominated woman gobbled her man’s semen greedily, bobbing her head up and down a stunning, thickly veined black cock that I wanted probing deep inside me. He had stamina and cared for her, making sure not a drop of his seed was wasted. I noticed he wasn’t holding her head to force his cock down her throat. It was the opposite - he prevented her from choking by taking too much.

She was a cum slut. Hermione leaned over and whispered.

“I suggest you fuck him another day.”

“I wouldn’t do that to Nigel. He deserves the best of me.”

“Good girl - now, deal with Celia so we can leave.”

As I turned back to the bar, the woman a few feet away shuddered to a vigorous climax on the tip of her lover’s tongue, screaming while holding his head in a vice-like grip. I had arrived in time for the late afternoon happy hour because everyone was getting off - no flirting or foreplay was anywhere in sight.

I smiled at Celia.

“Celia.”

“Alice.”

“I’m sorry this happened.”

“It’s not your fault. I’ve been stupid.”

“Not stupid. Addiction is monetizable to many. Sugar, nicotine, drugs, and-”

“Rampant gambling?”

“Yes.”

“I’ll clear everything of mine before the weekend, Alice. You won’t get a fight from me. My lawyers will have ownership documents, deeds, property registers, and accounts sent over.”

“I would rather you stay.”

“Wh-what?”

I hadn’t the heart or reason to crush Celia, and it wasn’t my nature at all. She had created a decadent paradise, luxurious down to its finest detail. Savage biro portrait masterpieces by the androgynous, mysterious Sissitrix hung like spectators watching down on wrought iron cages where those who enjoyed BDSM could be imprisoned or hung in rubber body bags from chains anchored in the ceiling to cocoon, waiting for their rebirth.

No better example of Celia’s fetishist ingenuity could be seen in the bar stool design that I sat on with a cutaway front that perfectly presented a dripping wet cunt to be eaten or cock to be devoured. Willing sluts who dropped by on the down-low to give strangers head enjoyed a design that was so much better than a Gloryhole.

Celia’s jaw dangled wordlessly. Her deeply furrowed brow and trembling bottom lip confirmed her surprise at possible redemption amid disaster. 

“I want you to stay and manage the club for me.”

“How?”

“Continue doing what you do right now, Celia. We will meet weekly and agree on evolving the club you founded. I will become the name above the door; you are salaried and become a minority shareholding partner.”

“I’ll be a Miss ten percent then?”

Celia looked hopeful, which told me she was reasonable and calm, even under severe duress. She was also hungry for success and passionate about her club, which, to her mind, would always remain hers regardless of whose name was above the door.

“I thought fifteen percent was fairer.”

“That’s very generous. What would the name above the door be?”

“Alice In Wonderland.”

“Oh, I like that.”

I leaned across a short gap to Hermione, who beamed delightedly. Our meeting had gone perfectly. I whispered a question, and she nodded enthusiastically and agreed to my idea.

“Would you like to seal a deal with me right now, Celia?”

“I would.”

“Please come out front and kneel.”

“Pardon?”

“I think it’s a lovely way to seal our deal - don’t you?”

“By me licking your pussy?”

“Yes. I think we will most likely become lovers anyway - might as well get started as we mean to go on.”

Celia was taken aback. I knew she was a dominant woman, and there might be a risk of her walking away, but I also knew from my first visit that she was into me. Right out of the starting gate, I had to be the dominant partner, and her expression suggested she understood why.

Celia looked regal when walking from behind the bar—haughty, proud, and sexy as hell—a faithful Elizabeth Bennet of Pride and Prejudice fame at the moment, Mr. Darcy became hooked. I shivered and uncrossed my legs, wondering what kind of cunnilingus warm-up I was about to enjoy before fucking Silas and Hermione’s son at the penthouse.

When I asked Hermione whether Celia’s tongue might spoil my treat for Nigel, she confirmed, as I believed it would not.

Celia looked warm, soft, and seductive as she strolled the ten meters or so of the club’s wooden floor toward me, glancing momentarily at the girl being untied by her Dominator.

She was clearly a switch between dom and sub because, as overwhelming as her dominant side had been, Celia was now in full-on submission mode. I hooked my heels onto the steel bar halfway down my stool and stood up, staring at my new lover and business partner.

Celia slid her fingers along my outer thighs, reaching for my panties, ruffling my dress upward until my damp pussy was revealed. Hermione leaned in, placed her chin on my shoulder, and stared down.

I smiled at her.

“Do you mind if I watch, Alice?”

“I would feel robbed if you didn’t.”

“I love watching when a deal is sealed.”

Celia smiled up at me lovingly and tugged my panty elastic waistband, peeling the damp, sticky gusset off my swollen pussy lips. She took her time, being the most accomplished lover, dominating my control over her with a level of obedience that caused my whole body to tremble.

When Celia slid my panties completely off, my heart pounded like a bass drum. I had no doubt our love affair would become a battleground of giving, taking, domination, and submission, but I loved the prospect of that sexual combat because throughout, the experience would be enjoyable and my sexual evolution assured.

She sniffed my pussy deeply, grinning as though she approved. Celia pulled gently on her bottom lip, releasing it slowly, removing some of her thick, bright red lipstick coating. She desperately wanted me; her wide eyes had regained their sparkle and zest for life and sex, her cheeks burned red like lava, and I felt an excited trembling from her fingertips when they touched my knees, spreading them wide open so she could dine on my creamy pussy.

Her kisses felt soft as summer clouds skimming through azure skies, and she planted them from my knee to the sticky mess on my upper thighs. I was in heaven, effervescent, moaning, gently rifling my fingers through her hair.

When Celia’s tongue slid between my wet lips, she whimpered delightfully and shifted her knees forward an inch. I cried out passionately, quivering from my topmost hair to every toe. The deal we did, my disgraceful closing suggestion, Celia’s walk of shame, her kneeling obediently, a warm, wet tongue - it was all as amazing as I had foreseen on the way here.

“That feels so good.”

“For me too, Alice - thank you.”

Hermione kissed me sideways on, staring into my eyes like a mother would her daughter. I was beloved by an older benefactor and a new lover desperate to repay my generosity. Celia peeled my sticky pussy lips apart agonizingly slowly, licking my swollen clitoris like it was the tip of an ice cream, savoring my sweet ambrosia on her tongue while staring at me.

She licked my pussy so well that my head lolled and rolled within minutes as I disappeared from the club, riding a carpet of pleasure somewhere amid the heavens. Hermione kissed me while reaching around, cupping my breasts, and kneading them tightly, squeezing out my sexual tension.

As a horny girl in her twenties, fully unleashed as a sexual animal, I needed to fuck a lot.

Celia plowed her tongue up and down my sticky slit as though trying to move my cream from bottom to top, collecting every drop on her tongue before swallowing. I quivered like a teenager pressing her pussy on the corner of a washing machine in flat-out spinning mode.

When I came, there was very little mess because Hermione drank me dry hours ago and because Celia clamped her lips to my pee hole, taking every remaining drop.

My orgasm rode the waves of a tumultuous storm, but while I wriggled, trembled, and squirted scant unicorn pee into Celia’s mouth, I watched the Dominator turn his full attention to me.

His desire was evident; an excitement in his eyes was clear, even as his sub cleaned his cock. He pointed to the floor where she kneeled and smiled wickedly at me while Celia plowed my creamy furrow.

His lips moved, and I read the silent words.

You are next, my girl.

Maybe you will be my next. 


Chapter Five

Alice The Fixer

◆◆◆

While spreading my knees wide apart, Celia cleaned my pussy beautifully, licking every drop of sweet cream. The way her head bobbed in and out, then from side to side, drove me wild.

When she first started going down on me, Celia seemed nervous. By the end of her performance, my business partner’s expert tongue flicked so wildly, dragging my sticky clitoris from side to side before plowing up and down my creamy slit that it slipped into my anus, a light rimming I enjoyed immensely.

After she was done licking my cunt, I downed a half-glass glass of Bolinger champagne while my new business partner and lover slipped fresh panties on me. Hermione seemed impressed with the performance, kissing me once I was done, bidding us farewell, and leaving.

Hermione had called my car and driver earlier, intending we part company at Alice In Wonderland because she had business to attend to, whereas I had her son and daughter-in-law to fuck, and time on that score was running short.

When Celia stood, I pulled her close and kissed her lovingly before staring intensely into her eyes.

“I want us to be lovers and business partners, Celia.”

“I want that too. I never thought I would enjoy giving you head so much as I did. Submitting to you felt right, and I loved it, although I’m usually a domme.”

“You can be whatever you desire here, honey - I want you to push this club into the future harder than ever. People should fly in from around the world to visit.”

“Alice In Wonderland.”

“I’m sorry, but it must be.”

“I don’t mind you rebranding Alice - it seems only fair. You and Hermione have dragged me out of deep shit. I might have been killed because of the money I owed casino gangsters. At the very least, I would have lost the club and ended up being a dominatrix paid by the hour, a hotel room hooker, or worse, a street whore.”

“We can grow this place together, but please promise me something, Celia.”

“Of course.”

“You’ll attend Gamblers Anonymous and quit the casinos, legal and underground.”

“I will contact them tonight - I promise.”

“Good girl - one final thing, please, honey.”

“What is it, Alice?”

I leaned in and whispered my instruction into Celia’s ear. She smiled and nodded cutely, seeming very excited.

“I’d love that too.”

I kissed her again, a soft, longing clash of our sizzling lips. Celia knew how to kiss exquisitely, lightly at first, then with more passion, drawing me up a spiraling path to the clouds where I met my searing, bellowing crescendo.

“I must leave.”

“Till soon, Alice, thank you again.”

“We shan’t mention it between us anymore.”

As I left my Alice in Wonderland, I was wholly confident Celia would never gamble again. Silas contacted his friends who ran every casino and gambling cruise ship in Macao and Hong Kong - my business partner was barred everywhere, and her memberships were canceled.

It had to be done to save Celia from herself.

When I reached home through hectic traffic, there was still time to freshen up and slip into something more comfortable and appropriate for a night of lovemaking. I wore new lingerie from Caroline Randell, a collaboration collection called Sumptuous Waves, with stunning graphic French embroidery on the edges of a sheer mesh and strappy design that emphasized my natural curves.

My new collection was pure seduction, with contrasting opaque baby blue mesh and gold jewel detailing on the skimpy panty straps that hugged my pouting pussy, creating sumptuous, inviting curves, showing off my impressive tight slit.

An uplifting bra gave me excellent cleavage.

I slipped on blue six-inch heels with no dress and was ready to fuck.

When I strolled into our living room, Silas, Nigel, and Emily’s eyes popped out of their heads because they were not expecting me to be half naked. I smiled, enjoying their attention as I walked toward my lover for the evening, slipped my fingers under the notch lapel of his suit collar, and gently pulled him in for a sizzling, loving kiss.

My heart thumped louder as every synapse in my brain screamed, taboo! I was about to fuck my boyfriend’s son. Our lips melted, and my body tingled in an extreme anticipation of an excellent night of sex. Nigel’s rock-hard cock pressed into my pussy, right where my clitoris nestled peacefully, albeit sticky and ready for a good tongue and lips.

I raised high on tiptoes and pressed my pussy hole against the end of Nigel’s cock, enjoying how it plowed my lips apart. I held there momentarily, staring into his desperate eyes, smiling, before lowering myself so he would feel me stroking his cock with the entire length of my slit.

He gasped, and I felt his heart quicken as it slammed off his rib cage, trying to escape, vibrating against my palms resting on his chest. Nigel’s eyes spoke of sexual starvation, and he was hooked on me for his next meal. Fucking my boyfriend’s son was about to get real and a whole lot of fun. I glanced at my boyfriend, leaned across, and kissed him, too, giggling.

“I missed you today, Silas.”

“You came dressed appropriately for the occasion, my love. I am deeply impressed.”

“No point in wasting any time. I fucked the father this morning, the mother this afternoon, and now the son is on my menu - his wife too.”

“What do you have planned for us?”

I stared into Nigel’s eyes, noting that his wife Emily, part-time cuckquean, looked deliciously jealous and shivering with unbridled lust. Undoubtedly she thought to watch me fuck her husband or be taken by Silas, per usual ritual at these events.

But I had other plans.

“That was a lovely kiss, Nigel.”

“For me also. Worth the wait.”

“Wait no more to fuck me, sweetheart - tonight is yours.”

“How shall we do this… I mean, Emily, my father… I, umm, sorry to ask, but I am desperate to start.”

Nigel was excited and sexually intimidated, displaying the markers of a man who enjoyed submission. I was already committed to our thrilling moment, staring intensely into his eyes, reading a level of desire for me that seemed off the charts.

Emily’s bottom lip trembled, and both their breathing was elevated. I smelled sex, undoubtedly a coating precum on the men’s cocks and the sleazy drip, drip, drip of two throbbing pussies aching to be fucked.

I glanced back at Silas, raised my eyebrows, then stared at Nigel.

“I want us to make love tonight, not just fuck, and I want Emily in bed with us so we three fuck the whole night together.”

“That’s unusual. Emily usually watches, or Dad and I fuck her together, send her across to a spare bedroom for Mom to enjoy, and then Dad introduces a hooker for us.”

“Hmm… I feel your regular way lacks imagination and is hamstrung by Hermione being your biological mother - I am not so constrained. Hence I can fuck you all night, and it is my wish to do precisely that.”

“What about Dad?”

“How is that any of your business, Nigel?”

Although my tone was gentle, it was a sharp rebuke by Hong Kong Chinese standards. I spoke softly, and my eyes encouraged rather than scolded, but he was panicked. I knew that Nigel was a submissive man because his face tore through several easily read expressions before an apology took shape, and he stared at the floor, miserable and ashamed.

“I am sorry for my words, Alice. I meant you no disrespect.”

“I know, sweetheart.”

“No really… I am truly sorry.”

“Let’s move on, please.”

I gently slid a finger under his chin, raising his head slowly. When his pleading eyes met mine, I felt like a leader, able to use my raw sexual power and love to take my place in Silas’s life and family. I shivered with excitement as my body ascended sexually, driven by adrenaline, oxytocin, and a whole cascading river of other happy hormones that surged through me.

A rivulet of my shame beaded where my panties hugged swollen, throbbing pussy lips. The aroma I wafted into Nigel’s flared, trembling nostrils had him hooked, and his eyes said he wasn’t going anywhere until my belly was full of his seed.

“Take your wife, go to my bedroom and undress. When I get to my bed, Emily had better be warming your cock up with her lips and tongue - are we clear?”

“Crystal clear, Alice.”

Emily seemed overjoyed, tugging hard on her husband’s suit cuff until his eyes unlocked from mine, and she led him away. I watched and listened to a loving, concerned wife gently chiding her husband along the way.

“I told you not to fuck with her, Nigel. Alice is a fucking badass when you cross her.”

“You did say that. She shocked me.”

“You must behave better, husband. Alice is the new queen of our family and not to be fucked with.” 

“I can’t believe she left Dad out, Emily.”

“I want this too, sweetheart, so don’t fuck it up. Making love to Alice is on every wife’s to-do list. Hurry up and obey so that we can enjoy her generosity.”

I looked away from them with a wry smile, noting Silas was laughing heartily, clapping his hands, and nodding enthusiastically. I took his hand in mine, leaned close, and kissed him.

“I love you with all of my heart, Silas.”

“I am so proud of you right now. Nigel and Emily will pass the word to all our family that you are a new broom, sweeping clean.”

“I have a plan shaping up nicely, honey.”

“I know.”

“One thing we must discuss tomorrow is Li. She is most distressed you haven’t bedded her yet. The girl feels unable to move on with her life until you have taken her maidenhood.”

“Ah.”

“I saw what Hermione missed in the register, so I understand your reluctance.”

“Oh my. You are observant, Alice. I don’t know whether she is my biological granddaughter. If she is, I just couldn-.”

“I understand, sweetie, and it’s a fair assumption to make since you fucked your wife on the night she took the insemination bulls. Her child might be your biological daughter, making Li yours.”

“Exactly, and I don’t want to raise the matter with Hermione. First, she would be devastated to have missed this possible risk; second, her guilt for bending my ear for years to fuck our biological granddaughter would upset her deeply.”

“I can deal with it, Silas.”

“How?”

“I have a few strands of her hair. I’ll have them DNA tested with yours to see if there is a match. There is no need to start the hares running until we understand the facts of this situation.”

“What if Li is my granddaughter?”

“I will arrange a suitable deflowering that will please her and maintain the family balance.”

“You are amazing, Alice.”

“So are you, sweetheart.”

Silas kissed me sweetly, whispered goodnight, and turned toward one of our spare bedrooms. I grinned, impressed by my cunning, letting him reach halfway before calling out.

“Where are you going, honey?”

“To the spare bedroom - I wouldn’t wish to spoil the evening and prefer not to watch you taking care of family business. I can enjoy a movie. Don’t worry about me, Alice.”

“I can do better than that.”

Our elevator pinged at that moment. The doors opened, and a beautiful vision wearing a long, red, figure-hugging sequined ballgown stepped across the foyer, smiling, ensuring my boyfriend saw everything she offered through a floor-to-waist split on one leg.

She looked stunning.

“Hello, Silas.”

“Celia… what the-?”

“I am here for you, darling. Finally, we can make love.”

“I don’t understand. How did this come about?”

“Alice asked me to be your lover for this evening - do you want me? Yes or no?”

“Of course I want you. I have done for years. Hermione forbade it for reasons that were unclear to me.”

“It matters not. I am here for you now until you tire of me.”

She turned around and smiled at me, leaning back into Silas while gathering her hair, shifting it aside for her dress zip to be pulled down. My boyfriend was pleasantly shocked, completely lost for words while grinning at me as though I had delivered every one of his Christmasses in one go.

When he pulled down Celia’s dress zip, one shrug of her shoulders was all it took for a mass of silk and sequins to tumble into a puddle on the floor, revealing a body made for love. She kissed my boyfriend deeply, whimpering desperately, precisely the gorgeous slut Silas wanted to fuck all night.

Hermione told me Silas had a thing about Celia, a tryst that she denied them the opportunity to explore because she feared the woman who ran my new fetish club might be the one to replace her.

Hermione was wise and knew of Celia’s gambling addiction years ago. It was clear that had Silas fallen in love and a transfer of power was managed, financial problems would almost certainly ensue, possibly ending in family bankruptcy.

It was another example of how a woman at Silas’s right hand, entirely in lockstep with him, could help build a dynasty. My predecessor told me while we made love this afternoon that she no longer feared Celia because, as she put it, Silas loved me more than anything, even her.

As I stepped closer, Celia kneeled and unbuckled Silas’s belt before unbuttoning and pulling his zipper down. I watched, entranced, as she reached into my boyfriend’s boxer briefs, expertly slipping his immense, solid cock out.

Silas gasped, sighed, and held his lover’s head between two palms. His eyes sparkled, lost in love for me and lust for Celia. 

When Celia wrapped her lips around my beloved’s cock, she slurped noisily, more for effect, but I was sure she enjoyed the initial searing hit of Silas’s salty precum as it burned across her tongue, igniting every taste bud. She expertly drove her lips up and down my boyfriend’s veiny shaft while he reached one hand out for me, holding mine, squeezing my fingers tightly.

“Thank you for this wonderful gift, Alice.”

“Did you think I would leave you out tonight, Silas?”

“I wasn’t sure.”

“No matter who else is with me, you may always choose your first right to make love to me. I am yours, first, last, and whenever you want me.”

“I love you so much, Alice.”

“I am blessed.”

I kissed my boyfriend deeply, quivering from top to toe like the ground shaking around a volcano in a mighty eruption. I slipped Silas’s fingers inside my panty front, and he did the rest, plowing my creamy slit up and down several times before fingering my sticky clitoris, dragging it from side to side.

When my boyfriend tasted my pussy from his slick, heavily cream-coated fingertips, I smiled, inhaling my defilement.

“Would you like to join us in our bed, Silas?”

“Do you mind if I enjoy Celia privately, please, Alice?’

“Not at all. If you change your mind, please join in anytime.”

“Thank you, darling.”

After one final kiss, I strolled away with the room in darkness, aside from distant bolts of lightning that streaked the floors and walls, lighting up two lovers, one on her knees, sucking my man’s cock, the other sighing blissfully.

A storm was coming, and so was my boyfriend.

At our bedroom door, I stared back one last time, admiring a scene of sexual perfection, proud of the way I had managed my first serious family event.

I left the bedroom door wide open just in case and smiled at my lovers in bed, both beautifully naked. As asked, Emily sucked her husband’s cock, until she noticed me, getting onto all fours right away.

“Hi again, Alice.”

“We three will make love tonight - all night. I want to be impressed by your strength as a couple because you are the future if anything happens to your father and me. Am I clear, Nigel?”

“Yes, Alice. We both want this so much.”

“You too, Emily?”

“Yes, Mistress, I appreciate you so much.”

“Then let the fun times roll.”


Chapter Six

Family Couple

◆◆◆

Wei Lin followed me into my bedroom, sitting in the comfortable chair frequently used by Silas when he wished to voyeur my performance. Emily was a frisson of excitement, wondering what my assistant’s role in our tryst might be. Nigel looked equally hungry but far more settled.

I kissed Wei Lin, then whispered my instructions.

“I want Stephen and Duncan standing by to fuck Emily later, but once I orgasm on Nigel’s cock, I need you to lick her pussy for me while I feed her husband’s seed back to her.”

“These events are usually solely about the husband. I don’t think Emily has fucked any other guy aside from Nigel and Silas.”

“Nigel will enjoy me and you all night, but I want Emily to have fun with some heavy-duty cocks. I feel they lack a spark in their marriage and want us to help open up new opportunities.”

“Graham has a very big cock, though. He will stretch Emily wide.”

“I know. She’s going to love it.”

“Okay, I will do as you ask, Alice, as I always shall.”

“Good girl.”

With my boyfriend well cared for by Celia, I could enjoy my first family couple fucking. Nigel had a beautiful body, less muscle ripped than his father and with more than an inch less in the cock department. He was plenty, adorable and handsome, but it was Emily I wanted to enjoy first.

I slipped out of my dress and underwear, enjoying the burning cuckquean lusting deep in her sparkling eyes. Emily wanted me to fuck her husband, a matter in which I would oblige her but only with her full engagement and mutual pleasure.

It would be easy to take advantage of her kink, but to what emotional end? If I were to define myself, it must be as a matriarchal figure who helped rather than divided.

When I crawled onto the bed, Emily held her husband’s solid cock in a tightly gripped fist, offering it to me with a demure smile. She was obviously submissive, delightfully so, and while I wanted to enjoy her husband’s cock, I needed to kiss her first.

Kissing a woman feels different to a man. I could say there is less passion, but it would be a crude and unfair comparison. I found men had firmer, wider jaws, while girls usually had softer lips and tongues.

When my lips brushed against Emily’s, an instant tingling coursed through my body, warming my muscles and vibrating in my pussy. Her tongue felt excited, enthusiastically exploring my mouth as I did hers. Our faces slowly pressed harder together in an aggressive liplock that was far easier to achieve with men, but a recipe for bruises and stubble burn if one really let go.

That same problem of beard rash often defined the difference between face-sitting girls and boys. I pointed to the bed, smiling at my new girl lover.

“Lie back, please, Emily.”

“What for?”

“I want you to eat my pussy while I suck your husband’s cock.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her submissive eye flutter cost me dearly in a dribble of sticky shame that beaded from my pussy lips, dripped onto my thighs, and zig-zagged down. Nigel wriggled up the bed until he sat with pillows bolstering him against the headboard and his cock standing proudly at a forty-five-degree angle. Emily lay on her back with her head perfectly distanced from her husband’s shaft so I could cock my leg over her face, straddling my lover’s eager lips and tongue.

Emily whimpered when I sat down, offering her my creamy hole to taste. As I stared at Nigel, enjoying his burning eyes and a deeply passionate, wanton expression, his wife slid her tongue inside my creamy, throbbing pussy hole.

I grinned at my future stepson and gripped his cock, wanking him gently. The circumcised pillow of skin rimming his swollen cock head felt nice as my lips slid over the top and halfway down his shaft. Salty precum simultaneously slathered onto my tongue, tonsils, and throat, giving me an instant searing hit as my taste buds lit up and every taboo synapsis in my head exploded.

Emily wrapped my thighs with powerful arms, pulling my pussy deeper into her mouth. She wasn’t a cunnilingus first-timer, and I wondered how often Hermione had enjoyed having her daughter-in-law on her knees.

Nigel moaned lasciviously while rifling his fingers through my hair as I deep-throat sucked his cock, gagging and drooling saliva down the dimple in my chin.

With one slow continuous tongue stroke, I licked Nigel from his perineum over his wrinkly ball sacks all the way to the tip of his cock. He squealed with boyish excitement, his legs trembling like the ground around an earthquake, fingers tapping my head as though he were desperate for me to stop while terrified I might do that.

While his wife slurped her flattened tongue up and down my sticky slit, I lay Nigel’s cock against his belly and licked the length of his swollen urethra, pausing at his creamy cock head to drag my tongue from side to side across his banjo string.

When I blew air gently, allowing my lips to flap around his cock it generated a mild vibration he loved. I knew he wouldn’t last long, so I caught up, slowing his blowjob, edging my lover while rocking back and forth on Emily’s face, grinding my sticky, swollen clitoris against her nose, filling both nostrils with cream.

I paused momentarily, leaned all the way down, and stared into my girlfriend’s eyes.

“Do you swallow, honey?”

“Always, Mistress.”

“Good girl. I’m going to turn around now and let your husband fuck me. I need you to clean up his and my mess, Emily.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

I clawed around Emily’s body, careful not to elbow or knee her anywhere soft or sensitive. Nigel got onto his knees, resting his cock as much as he could while I sat in reverse on my lover’s face, gently prising her legs wide open so that I could enjoy eating a pussy with a heavenly, sweet aroma.

Emily’s pubic bush was unruly but nice to rifle my fingers through as I parted the wiry hairs enough to taste her creamy pink furrow. A metallic taint in the sweet nectar that burned my tongue suggested her period recently ended.

I loved how Emily spread my ass cheeks wide apart with desperately clawing fingers, opening my pussy for her husband to slide his cock deep inside. Nigel’s shaft felt beautifully stiff as he buried it balls deep inside me, moaning loudly. His cock was big enough to elicit a groan from me, too, as I felt deeply satisfied, fucking a husband and wife together.

While he pounded my pussy, resting his hands on the small of my back, Emily held me wide open, and I stopped giving head momentarily, burying my face in her bush because my pussy was being stretched.

When I recovered from Nigel’s initial pounding, I clenched Emily’s sticky clitoris between my lips and sucked gently, pulling her sticky nub out of the protective skin hood. I felt errant, wispy pubic hairs run through my teeth, and I sucked harder, spurred on by lewd and sleazy thoughts.

Emily tasted divine, creamy, and juicy, with plenty of sweet nectar packed in hormonal glands that fed me constantly.

I pointed my drenched slit higher for Nigel to fuck hard, arching my back gently, enjoying the tips of Emily’s solid nipples dragging up and down my stomach, tickling me. My womb fluttered, my pussy expanded, and my lover pounded it with a wholesome squelching sound every time he thrust forward, going balls deep inside.

While her husband fucked me, Emily dragged my sticky clitoris from side to side, igniting my passion and driving my already insatiable libido higher. My body lit up, becoming effervescent, sparkling like fireworks, tingling, and trembling in every fiber.

Nigel orgasmed first, screaming for joy as he decanted his seed inside his father’s girlfriend. His cock jerked vigorously, and I licked Emily harder so she knew her husband was doing great work deep inside me. An ocean of warm semen filled me while Emily sucked my clitoris, humming into it, bringing me close to an orgasm but not quite tipping me over the edge.

Emily was deliberately edging me.

When her husband slid his cock out of my creamy pussy, Emily’s only thought was of me as she used both powerful arms to force me into a seated position. When she sucked Nigel’s cum out of my gaping wide hole, I climaxed, reaching high with my arms, stretching my body while relaxing my pussy, allowing every drop of her husband’s seed to drain into her mouth.

I squirted powerfully, filling Emily’s mouth with a mixture of my unicorn pee and her husband’s salty load. She moaned and groaned, fighting to wrap her lips around my leaking urethra as I powerfully unloaded love and lust against the back of her throat in three-second bursts until I was exhausted.

I rocked back and forth on Emily’s face like she was a Sybian horse saddle, grinding my lips wide apart so she could drink from my fountain of love.

When I rolled off Emily’s face, gasping, writhing in ecstasy, I waved to Wei Lin, who took over my tongue duties, eating my girlfriend’s pussy like a starving lioness descending on a juicy gazelle.

I kissed Nigel softly, gently, almost lovingly, but not pushing so far that he might catch feelings. When Stephen and Graham arrived beside my bed, both naked, my new lover looked startled.

“Is Emily taking her birth control, Nigel?”

“Yes, of course, but-.”

“I brought two excellent bulls to join us and satisfy Emily. Would you like to watch your wife well entertained?”

His eyes lit up as a new kink Nigel had never considered suddenly occurred. I wasn’t proposing any humiliation or cuckolding for him, just a new, exciting form of entertainment for a couple.

“While you watch your beloved in a live sex show, I will suck your cock, clean all our cum off then make love to you once you are ready.”

“This is sharing, then?”

“Yes. Perhaps when you fuck me, or if I go on top and fuck you, Wei Lin can feed her pussy to you.”

“I would love that.”

“You may fuck Wei Lin, too, if you wish.”

“Yes, please.”

It had been a tricky maneuver, and Wei Lin had cautioned against it, but I believed Nigel would enjoy the benefits of his submissive wife being shared while he fucked the women he wanted.

My reign in the family must differ from Hermione’s: a softer love, more sharing, and helping couples enjoy a varied sex life without selfishness, cheating, or humiliation. Emily rolled onto her hands and knees while Wei Lin joined us, kissing Nigel as a girlfriend would while his cock stiffened in my mouth.

Nigel and I watched Emily being moved into position by her new bulls. She whimpered submissively as they entered her at both ends, spit-roasting her.

“Do you love Emily?”

“Of course.”

“Are you enjoying watching her being fucked right now?”

“Yes.”

His voice was almost a whisper, and I knew why. Emily looked impressive, utterly submitting to two men who held her tightly in their palms at both ends, each noisily and diligently fucking a hole. I was sure Duncan’s was the longest, thickest cock to grace Nigel’s wife’s pink cathedral, and she loved it so much that I noticed her telltale shove back onto his cock every time my driver thrust forward.

Each of my guests had two partners, and once Nigel’s cock was solid, I straddled it, sliding my creamy pussy down its length while Wei Lin sat on his face. Emily was ascendent, never having got so much cock as now. As she hit a tumultuous orgasm, my assistant smothered my lover’s lips with a creamy pussy I loved eating.

We fucked for hours, with Wei Lin and me taking turns to clean each other’s pussy after Nigel nutted deep inside us. We gave him our full attention, even to the extent that Wei Lin rimmed his anal whorl while I sucked his balls and wanked his ever-sorer shaft until he dribbled a few drops of semen I swallowed greedily.

It was essential that the couple felt mutually shared, neither experiencing a cuckolding while both enjoyed alternate sexual partners.

By morning, my immense bed was piled high with six naked bodies in a room that smelled like an ancient Roman whore house.

With all cocks and pussies satisfied, I rose from my bed, feeling like a job had been well done. I strolled to the shower, ran it hot, and stepped into a cloud of monsoon rain and steam. I was halfway through lathering myself when a grinning Emily joined, kissing me with passion while giggling.

“Did you have fun last night, Emily?”

“Oh my… it was the best time ever, and I know Nigel agrees because he and I talked when everyone slept.”

“Was he jealous?”

“A little bit, but he said it was so much fun watching me being fucked by the bulls while you sucked his cock.”

“Did you reassure him of your love?”

“Of course.”

She helped soap me as I did her, caressing each other’s gorgeous curves with a lathered sponge. Something was on Emily’s mind, so I reached under her chin with a finger, raising her eyes until they locked with mine.

“You can tell me anything, honey.”

“I want to do this more often. Nigel and my sex life needed spicing up, and I thought being a cuckquean might do that, but he agreed, even that became boring. We are still madly in love, but sex has become a little predictable.”

“You must communicate that with Nigel, honey. There is no use holding back secrets, and cheating isn’t the answer. If I catch any husband or wife cheating, I will not be pleased. It tears the fabric of our family apart.”

“What will you do with cheaters?”

“They won’t find favor in the family. That’s as much as I can do.”

“What should I suggest to Nigel?”

“Do you have sisters?”

“Two.”

“Then why not swap your sisters for Nigel’s brothers and fuck in the same bed like we did last night.”

“You mean Nigel fucks my sisters?”

“And you fuck his brothers.”

“Wow.”

“What’s the matter, Emily?”

“You are fucking good at this.”

“I’m a quick study.”

After everyone showered, we breakfasted together. Silas sat with me, beaming with satisfaction, while Celia did the same - I could tell they had a great night and felt happy about that. When it came time for everyone to leave, I held her back, and then, after the elevator doors slammed shut, only she, Silas, and I remained in the Penthouse.

I stared lovingly into Celia’s eyes, moving a few errant locks of hair from her face and wrapping them around her ears before kissing her.

“Thank you for taking care of my husband, Celia.”

“He is an amazing man.”

“Yes, he is.”

I slid my hand down her stomach, cupping close to the bottom, squeezing a little. When she smiled inquisitively at me, unsure what was happening, I grinned back and looked down at my hand.

Her eyes followed mine.

“You have something of mine in there, Celia.”

“Would you like it back?”

“Yes, please, honey.”


Chapter Seven

Family Matters

◆◆◆

Having Celia sit on my face and feed me my boyfriend’s semen while he fucked me was a fitting crescendo to three days of utter debauchery. After she left, Silas wanted to kiss and cuddle in bed for ages, reclaiming me while I considered my next steps and the meeting I had planned for later in the day. I didn’t need to ritualistically reclaim my boyfriend, having eaten his seed from Celia’s swollen, well fucked hole.

I had what I wanted - Silas’s semen burning my throat and buried inside my pussy and his undying love.

When I rolled over in our bed, I explained my suggestion about swapping siblings between Emily’s and Nigel’s family groups. Silas was intrigued.

“Where are you getting these ideas from, Alice?”

“I think about what is legal, moral, illegal, and immoral and try to find the intersectional point. It’s a taboo sweet spot where one can claim to be righteous while being downright disgraceful.”

“You’re a genius.”

“I still must solve Li’s problem.”

“Yes.”

Silas’s smile vanished quickly, and he went silent momentarily. The potential pending granddaughter’s deflowering was a significant issue, and I fully understood why. I traced a finger across his cheek, down his neck, stopping at my boyfriend’s nipple, where I rubbed gently until it rose solidly. 

“You took her mother, Caihong, didn’t you, Silas?”

“Yes, I took her virginity, and based on the outcome of your DNA test, she might be revealed as my daughter.”

“You weren’t to know that - neither was Hermione.”

“We should have been more careful. There is no point hiding from our responsibilities. I could have also been my granddaughter’s father, so ignorant am I of the timings when Caihong and I copulated.”

“You are not Li’s father, Silas - I checked Hermioni’s register already. Unless you and Caihong had an illicit affair, you fucked her completely outside the window to be responsible for any of her pregnancies.”

“I never cheated on Hermione, Alice - nor will I do that to you.”

“Then let’s wait for the DNA tests. The only problem is whether or not Caihong is your biological daughter.”

“If she is, Li is my biological granddaughter.”

“Luckily, you refrained from taking her, Silas.”

“How long will the tests take?”

“Three days.”

We showered together with the loving, caring help of Mei and Wei Lin, who were expert bathers. At breakfast, when he served my coffee and an omelet, Stephen presented no smug or victorious sign of having fucked Emily half the night.

Similarly, when he held my car door open, my driver, Graham, said nothing about how he must have stretched Nigel’s wife’s pussy wide when he fucked her in my bed several times through the night by my counting.

“Where too, madam?”

“Alice In Wonderland, please. I have a meeting.”

With a new lease on life and her debts cleared, Celia would be a force of nature, and I must capitalize on that. The mind often stifles itself into paralysis when troublesome, paranoid problems, whether absolutely real or wholly imagined, add pressure. My business partner’s mind was clear, and she would be resurgent.

Due to heavy traffic, we arrived at my club late, around mid-afternoon. I loathe tardiness, so I apologized to my guest when I sat opposite her at an upstairs gallery table. She smiled beautifully because she was a beautiful and confident woman, fifteen years older than me, possibly wiser through experience, but on this occasion, less well-armed than I was.

She drank an aquamarine-colored cocktail with a maraschino cherry on a stick bridging the glass rim’s diameter. Based on its appearance alone, her beverage refused to betray its drinker as to whether it contained alcohol or not. I assumed it did for the purposes of my meeting, also assuming it was not her first of the day, given that I was an hour late.

When my drink arrived, she looked surprised.

“Sparkling water, Alice?”

“It’s a little early for me, and besides, I don’t want to drink the profits from my new venture.”

“Congratulations on acquiring the club. You are making great roads into Mother’s territory.”

It was a tiny barb, possibly unintentional, but either way, it was not worthy of my response. I skewered a pitted green olive from the small white porcelain dish that held twelve, a soothing number in many regards, being a tidy even, also a soothing dozen, and the figure I had settled on for my future all-night gangbang.

She eyed me suspiciously, a tiny flicker of ire evident in her flushed cheeks, deep frown, and tight lips. I felt excited, like a huntress descending on prey, and my heart quickened as my mouth dried. I sipped my drink, set it down, and regarded my victim with a studious, simmering glare.

“Why am I here, Alice?”

“Did you know Silas might be your father on the night he took your virginity?”

“Holy fuck, Alice. You have no right to ask such a thing!”

“Did you know? Yes, or no?”

Caihong downed her drink in one long gulp, solving the puzzle. She was drinking alcohol because nobody ever resorted to gulping down a nonalcoholic drink to calm their nerves unless it was coffee.

I waved to a nearby server, ordering another cocktail for Hermione’s daughter.

“I’ll ask you again, Caihong. Did you know Silas might be your father?”

“Yes… fuck. Yes, okay?”

“Thank you. How did you find out?”

“Long before the night I was deflowered by Dad, I sneaked a peek at Mom’s register. I was curious, is all, and… well, I happened upon the gangbang attendance records from the time mother conceived.”

“And you saw your father’s name?”

“He was supposed to be infertile, Alice, but I knew there was a chance he wasn’t. It was Mom’s ill-discipline because she always wanted Dad involved whenever she fucked bulls.”

“But if he wasn’t infertile, then what?”

“He could be my father.”

“Why didn’t you say something at the time? Why go ahead with fucking a man who might be your biological father? Especially when he had no idea at the time.”

“They should have been more careful, Alice.”

“Yes, but you knew there was a risk - it didn’t occur to them.”

Panic set in. Her eyes danced everywhere except for looking into mine. When her drink arrived, she was saved from my next salvo, sluicing it down her throat in seconds. Caihong asked for another, but I shook my head at the server.

“She’ll take coffee, black, no sugar.”

Caihong’s eyes flared angrily, letting me know she quickly rose to anger. I needed her to calm down, so I eyeballed the woman, ensuring she knew I was up for a fight if she was minded that way.

“Calm down, Caihong.”

“You are meddling in family business - my business.”

“It’s important to fix a problem you may have allowed to happen.”

“May have?”

“You may not be Silas’s daughter.”

“Although I love that man with all my heart, I hope I am not his biological child.”

“You must have seen from the register that Silas participated in every one of your sibling’s gangbangs, blissfully unaware he might be their biological parent. At the time, it was medically impossible for him to make the recovery he eventually did.”

“Fuck!”

“Yeah, but you knew that, right?”

“Yes.”

“Does Hermione suspect anything about you being Silas’s real daughter?”

“Nothing. My mother has always believed and maintained that Dad was poisoned, and the subsequent infertility lasted until it didn’t anymore, at which time he became her only mating partner.”

“And you kept the secret you discovered in her register to maintain balance.”

“You have no idea what it means in the family to sleep with Silas, Alice.”

“Educate me.”

She stared at me, suddenly at peace, calmer and serious-looking, trying to judge whether I was on her side or not. Caihong must have known there were no sides to take in such a seismic matter of incest, but I waited for her to decide whether I could be trusted.

“There is a lot of fighting and backstabbing in our family. Those of us considered Silas’s stepchildren occasionally share his bed and, therefore, a greater share of favor. His biological children do not.”

“That’s a Machiavellian way of looking at it.”

“People form preferences and allegiances around sex, more so in this family than others. Silas fucks me regularly until recently, but he has never laid with those daughters he considers his own.”

“Giving you an advantage over your half, possibly full siblings?”

“Some of my siblings. As you have already seen, my father also fucks Angel, my full sister. For what it’s worth, she and I behave like Silas is not our real father. In which case, we are doing nothing wrong.”

“Does sleeping with Silas have any real-world benefits for either of you, Caihong?”

“Angel and I are wealthier even than Nigel and his full siblings. Maybe you think it deceitful that I used my pussy and virginity to get ahead, but I could say the same about you.”

“I didn’t invite you here for a philosophical debate or argument.”

“Then why did you summon me here, Alice? Am I to be exposed?”

“Mostly, I needed you here for the lipstick you left on the last glass you drank from but also to warn you.”

“Warn me about what?”

“I am having Li, you, and Silas DNA tested. If there is any familial connection between you and your stepfather, these sexual liaisons with him end forever, and you take this information to your grave.”

“And if I don’t agree, Alice - what then?”

“You and I will see which of us is better at pillow talk. Since Silas will never fuck you again unless he knows for sure you aren’t his biological daughter, I suggest you don’t take me on.”

She sipped her coffee, hiding a trembling bottom lip. Caihong was afraid, mainly because of my threat to her wealth, the exact quantum of which I had determined before arriving at my club. While she stewed, I felt aroused, partly because of the brutality of my attack but primarily because of what I would soon do to her by way of extracting restitution for poor behavior toward me.

Caihong took her sweet time deciding which way to turn while I messaged my driver.

Are you ready, Graham?

Yes ma’am. 

Two minutes please.

Tears welled in her eyes, and I knew Caihong was ready to submit.

“Can I? Can we… umm, can-”

“Can we start over?”

“Yes, please, Alice.”

“Will you be a good girl?”

“I’m older than you.”

“That means nothing to me, Caihong.”

“Do you require my submission?”

“Only if you’ll give it willingly. I also want loyalty from you.”

“And if I am not Silas’s daughter?”

“I still want your submission and loyalty. Are you willing to give it freely?”

When Caihong dropped to her knees, shuffling over to me, her eyes were ablaze with passion. She intended to offer me cunnilingus as a means of paying homage, underscoring her sincerity, but I had another idea in mind.

When Caihong’s knees reached the point on the wooden floor where I should open my legs wide and invite her to eat me, I slid a finger under her chin, raising it until our eyes met in a melting gaze.

“Not this way, Caihong.”

“But I want to lick your pussy.”

“And you shall, sweetheart.”

Her bratty smile and sudden delightfully submissive demeanor excited me, but I wanted something extraordinary for us the first time we fucked. I beckoned Graham from the shadows, where he waited nearby. His trousers were off, but he wore the shirt and tie of a gentleman driver.

My driver’s cock was massive, solid, and ready to stretch my pussy wide, so I stood, pointed to my chair, and allowed him to sit. Caihong looked amazed and impressed, staying where she was, mesmerized by me, half knowing what was coming.

I straddled Graham’s cock in reverse cowgirl. Caihong got the message and gripped his cock around the base in a tight fist, aiming it at my already considerably well fucked hole. Inside I ached from the night’s fucking, but that didn’t matter; Graham’s cock was a means to an end - a somewhat Machiavellian end, admittedly, but an end nonetheless.

My pussy lips parted wide, and my creamy hole stretched as the longest, thickest cock to squash my cervix since the last time Graham fucked me slid deep inside. I took his shaft in two stages, gasping when my tight, pink seal reached half mast while he gripped the flesh where my ass cheeks became thighs, controlling my descent.

I screamed when my pussy bottomed out on his cock, and my heart soared as happy hormones surged, controlling me. My pussy was fuller than it had been since Graham last fucked me, and although inside ached like hell, the deep satisfaction surging throughout every muscle and joint felt highly addictive.

“Time for you to be a good girl, Caihong.”

“I am ready, Mistress.”

When I cupped the back of her head and drew her closer, Graham slid my trembling pussy up and down his cock. I felt elated that Caihong had embraced our moment with gusto. As she clenched her lips around the base of my sticky clitoris and gently sucked, moaning as she cleaned a sweet, sticky coating of hormonal cream off my nub, I knew I had won her over.

Caihong, like her mother Hermione and half-sibling, Angel was a very accomplished pussy licker, easily able to stay the course, steadily bobbing her head up and down, following, while Graham used me as a wanking sleeve, sliding me along his shaft from balls to tip, filling my cunt on the downward stroke. 

I looked down into the main bar area and spotted Celia dealing with a customer’s bare backside with a horsewhip while he leaned over a handy brown leather sofa back near the bar. It turned me on more, especially the cute, almost loving smile she shot me. I waved, but Graham taught me a lesson to focus on him, driving his cock head so hard against my cervix it hurt.

Any pain I felt was fleeting, assuaged by the expert tongue tip that dragged my swollen, creamy clitoris from side to side, lifting me higher toward a tumultuous orgasm.

But it was Graham’s cock that delivered on my shuddering climax, sliding in and out of my stretched hole, using the slick cream deposited inside me by Silas and his son as a lubricant. His arms curled high and low like an expert weightlifter in even strokes as I was expertly reamed by a master and his giant cock.

Graham’s cock twitched wonderfully, filling me and pressing his top side and the sharp rim around his glans deep into throbbing soft tissues that vibrated and clenched around his shaft, milking.

He splashed hot seed deep inside me with grunts so primal I felt Graham wanted to inseminate me. That was incredibly exciting because, at that moment, I wanted his swimmers to hunt down my egg and spark life inside me.

But when my orgasm dropped from its sizzling peak, I wanted Silas again.

Caihong knew I was full of my driver’s seed when she eased his softening cock out of my gaping wide hole. When her lips clenched around my creamy entry, her tongue slid inside, encouraging Graham’s seed onto it.

Caihong’s moaning and the desperation with which she sucked, licked, and swallowed the copious, sticky seed dribbling from my hole was so disgraceful my orgasm was extended. I shuddered with ecstasy while the obedient girl emptied my pussy. 

When she was done cleaning my hole and the swollen lips protecting it, Caihong stared up with mischief burning in her eyes and etched on the delightful expression of an obedient submissive. She shot me a cute smile just before poking out a flattened tongue coated with bubbles of Graham’s creamy seed.

“Have you swallowed every drop?”

“Yes, Mistress. Check the floor.”

I looked down and saw a spotless floor because she had cleaned every drop of cum from its source, spilling nothing. When I stood, Caihong descended on Graham’s flaccid cock, cleaning that too, until his wood was polished to a fine sheen.

Graham discretely left, and I thanked the universe for my having diligent employees who would never become overfamiliar. When Caihong sat opposite me, she smiled, sipped her coffee as though she hadn’t been disgracefully debased moments ago, and then plucked a hair, placing it in a napkin before handing it to me.

“You will get a quicker DNA result using my hair than the lipstick if that’s even possible.”

“Thank you, Caihong.”

“No, Alice - thank you. It’s been a concern among family members whether you would engage with us sexually or keep Silas to yourself.”

“I have a plan.”

“I can see that. Emily called me this morning after leaving your penthouse. I could tell she enjoyed herself.”

“Put yourself in my hands, and you will have lots of fun, too. Also, regardless of DNA test outcomes, your fortune is protected - I promise.”

“Thank you, Alice.”

“You’re very welcome.” 


Chapter Eight

An Exhausting Day

◆◆◆

After Caihong left the club, I was soon behind her with business at the Four Seasons Hotel to attend to. With Meredith and Adrian locked in a courtroom divorce drama in the USA, their inaction had temporarily stumped Chen.

He asked for an urgent meeting to discuss a problem. For the past week, Wei Lin supported him, but I now needed her for more pressing matters. I saw the problem of Meredith and Adrian coming a mile away and quickly dealt with it through lawyers in the USA.

Chen would be pleased, and I would get my assistant back.

I was feeling emotionally drained and physically tired. Inside, my pussy ached, a usual result of when Graham fucked me hard. My driver’s cock was the longest, thickest of all that ever graced the depths of my pussy, and I wondered how his long-term girlfriend managed to keep him well-serviced. I shot him a look he saw through the rearview mirror, and he shrugged as though asking me what was up. Since it was an inappropriate question to ask from the back seat of my car, I kept my silence.

“Nothing… sorry, I wasn’t sure about my schedule.”

“Mr. Chen, 17:00 hours, Four Seasons, Argo Bar. I will never forget, nor will I ever cause you to be late.”

“Thank you, Graham.”

“Your wish is my command, M’lady.”

He had gotten into the habit of referring to me as M’lady, not wishing to call me Alice or Madam. It sounded polite, very respectful, which he was, except for when he fucked me hard, turning the tables and being dominant to my submission.

I couldn’t lie - Graham’s switch from chauffeur to master thrilled me.

The exquisite, locally famous bar I strolled into was at the Four Seasons Hotel. It was imaginatively named after the ship that sailed Jason and the Argonauts to the Golden Fleece in Greek mythology.

Chen sat on a barstool next to Wei Lin, staring at Argo's spectacular column bar across the other side of a highly polished wooden counter. It had dozens of bottle compartments reaching almost to the ceiling from waist height, and each one automatically opened and closed.

The bar was beautifully designed to emulate a conservatory with small terrariums and mirrors flooded with natural light and views of the Victoria Harbour. The booths around the outer circle were furnished in plush mushroom color velour with heavily cushioned seats where you could fall asleep.

I sat beside Chen, who kissed me respectfully on the cheek. He looked tired, not up for making love, pleasing me since we had briefly discussed becoming occasional lovers, and I was in no fit state to perform on this night.

“What’s up, Chen?”

As if I didn’t know already.

He frowned as though the world’s weight were upon his shoulders.

“With Meredith and Adrian taking pieces out of each other in the courtroom, I can’t progress with our business, Alice.”

“You can now.”

I slid a sale of business agreement across the wooden counter, waving the bar attendant down because I needed a drink. While Chen scanned my documents, I did the same to the menu, pointing at my choice of cocktail to the smiling bartender.

“A Single Origin Negroni, please.”

“A good choice, madam. Our well-rounded Negroni has subtle chocolate flavors aged in cocoa pods from a Malaysian farm that supports Indigenous tribes in the vicinity.”

Chen perked up, grinning and stabbing a finger at my document as though I had thrown him a life preserver in a stormy sea in which he was drowning.

“You bought the company, Alice?”

“Technically, the company is bankrupt, but we bought all the equipment and know-how at a price where the redundant employees get paid off fairly. Meredith and Adrian come away with enough not to pull the wheels off our bus.”

“And the State Department agreed to all of this?”

“They had little choice. Research work and investment are needed to scale up to make enough silicon carbide to make a dent in the naturally mined version.”

“Alice, you are an amazing woman.”

“There is a downside.”

“Oh, go on.”

I sipped my Negroni, a delicious mixture of luxurious sweetness, smooth, rich textures, and indulgent chocolate flavors. It was like taking a bite of alcoholic chocolate in a glass. Chen grinned and allowed me to enjoy my relaxing moment, knowing what it felt like to enjoy a drink so much that it was shameful to disturb the drinker.

I drank one-third of my first drink of the day and sighed blissfully like a Scotsman watching a beautiful sunset across the Islands while enjoying his evening shot of Balvenie. Then, I set my glass down on the counter and regarded Chen with the cutest smile I could muster.

“I needed that drink, Chen.”

“I could see that. I can take any bad news you have, Alice - go ahead, please.”

“I need Wei Lin back working for me full-time, please.”

My assistant looked happy, but Chen was less so. Aside from denying him access to my bed, this was probably the next most significant blow. He harrumphed and moaned, but in the end, he gracefully let go of Wei Lin with a hug from both of us.

It was time for Chen to reenergize the project, so he lifted my documents, slid them into a briefcase, and finished his drink.

“I must leave you ladies and work on this development immediately. A factory unit became available in Shenzen yesterday, so I will visit there now.”

“It’s early evening, Chen.”

“The best time to see the place. I have the realtor’s cell number.”

Chen kissed my cheek again by way of a parting shot, and I loved the respect he gave me. To him, I was a prize that he had bedded, as he was to me, and I decided that we would repeat our loving union one night soon.

After he left, I ordered another drink, indicating to the bartender that Wei Lin needed a refill, too. I pointed her towards a booth because the next part of our meeting was decidedly private and personal.

Wei Lin hugged me on the way to the booth, and I giggled because she looked far more relieved about returning to my employ than I thought possible.

“I like Chen, Alice, but he is fucking intense and never stops talking or thinking.”

“That’s why he will make this project a success.”

“And what about you with regards to this business? Silicon carbide is why you came to Hong Kong, right?”

“I have no interest in business unless it is sexual or for pleasure.”

“That sounds interesting, Alice. I take it you have some ideas.”

“Celia is running Alice In Wonderland, but because of her gambling addiction, I have something I’d like you to take care of for me.”

“I’m all ears.”

“I am told that one man is behind all of the gambling operations between Hong Kong and Macau. Every cruise ship or land-based casino pays him a tithe.”

“Yes, it’s been said he is connected with Beijing, and the collection is a tax of sorts, but I have no idea if the story is true.”

“Please find out, Wei Lin. I want to meet this man.”

“Why?”

“He brings in billionaires from all over the world to gamble their brains out, and I want those people drinking and fucking their brains out at Alice In Wonderland.”

“Wow. That is a genius idea. Is there anything else I can work on?”

“I need two developments regarding Hermione’s family sex register. One is to commission a pictorial family tree showing lines of descendants from Silas, making consanguineous relationships very clear.”

“Has there been a problem with incest?”

“Not yet, but I want to avoid one. I don’t know my way around Silas and Hermione’s family, so this is important for me.”

I lied because there was no value in my revealing to Wei Lin the possible problem with Li being Silas’s granddaughter until I was sure one way or the other. If my assistant suspected an unspoken reason lay behind my request, she hid it well.

“Okay. You mentioned two developments, Alice.”

“The second thing is to organize a few events. I want a family orgy - a private event at Alice In Wonderland with me choosing who will fuck who. I also want a cuckolding night for any family couples, considering that as a first time or just as a bit of fun.”

“Anything else?”

“Yes. I want a special night organized for Li and her coming out.”

“Got it. Anything else, Alice?”

“That’s plenty to get on with.”

Wei Lin hadn’t taken notes, knowing, as I did, that in doing so, our family security would be compromised. We were Hong Kong based, and while that wasn’t precisely China with Silas’s profile, I had to assume people were watching him and me. Beijing would definitely be interested in our family.

“Are you busy this evening, Alice?”

“No, and I’d rather not be. My schedule has been full recently.”

“Mei is waiting for you at the Penthouse. Why not enjoy bathing and a nice massage before you sleep? I have somewhere else to be overnight, so she won’t be rushed to get home.”

“That’s an excellent idea.”

When I got into my car, I managed to smile at Graham, but I was too exhausted to engage with anyone, so I dozed fitfully all the way home. When I stepped out of the elevator, our Penthouse was dark and almost empty, aside from my ever-doting boyfriend, who met me as I exited the doors.

Silas kissed and hugged me, instantly lifting my spirits before leading me by the hand to our bedroom, pausing momentarily on the way across our marble floor while I kicked off my heels.

“Mei is here to take care of you, Alice.” 

“Can we have an early night, please, honey?”

“Of course.”

Being bathed by Mei was a wonderful experience, even when I wasn’t in the mood to fuck or make love. There was a distinction between the acts. Raw fucking was when Stephen or Graham scratched an itch deep inside my pussy with their energetic cocks. Hermione, Celia, and even Chen felt like making love but without the intense romantic feelings. Silas was my true love, and whether we enjoyed a quickie or he took me all night, it was all about making love between us.

When Mei bathed me, she carefully inspected my anus and pussy, fingering both wide open. Finding little of note wrong with the former, she commented on the latter.

“Your pussy looks sore, Alice.”

“It is.”

“I will apply oil and lotion when we get to your massage. When will you get your period?”

“In two days.”

“Will you still be fucking during your period?”

“Yes, for sure.”

“Make sure you pack lots of tampons, liners, and extra panties if you are fucking outside the home.”

“I didn’t intend on doing that. It will just be me and Silas for the week.”

“Up to you, but I find Graham and Chen’s cocks are wonderful for during my period.”

“You fucked Chen?”

“Twice already - the guy goes wild to fuck a girl on her period. He transforms into an animal, and it’s great for my cramps. Also, I like him very much, just not at work.”

“Me too.”

“I advise you to enjoy other cocks while you have your period. Silas will be keen, but it’s still nice to rotate lovers somewhat.”

She finished caring for me and was packing her things while I slipped on one of Silas’s old rugby shirts and fresh panties. I thought about what Mei said, and although this wouldn’t be the first period I got while being with Silas, it might be the first time I enjoyed period sex with other men.

With that thought fresh in my mind, I messaged Chen.

Hi sweetheart, I hope all is well with your property hunt in Shenzen.

Hi Alice. It’s always lovely to hear from you.

I have a slightly delicate question.

Ask me anything, beloved.

I get my period in a couple of days. Would you like to spend the night?

Yes, please. When will you be at your heaviest flow?

Day one and two. Day one is for Silas.

Day two will be fabulous. Shall I bring Xiu for Silas?

Definitely.

Is this a whole night swap, Alice?

Yes.

Thank you.

Thank you too, honey.

I stared at the message string in disbelief and couldn’t recall a time I had ever been so explicit about sex with anyone. I giggled, then saw Mei waving goodbye from my bedroom door.

“Sorry, Mei. Do you have a moment?”

“Of course. Is there something wrong?”

“Not at all. Can you stay the night, please?”

“I thought you were exhausted?”

“It’s not for me. I want you to fuck Silas all night. It feels selfish that he misses out because I overindulged.”

“I’d love to stay and fuck your boyfriend, Alice.”

Some might call me a cuckquean, but they would be missing the nuance of my desire to make sure my honey and number one lover was satisfied in our bed. Admittedly, I was a voyeur, but I felt no jealousy, shame, or humiliation while watching my boyfriend mount Mei in the bed beside me.

Almost in an act of sisterhood, I gripped her hand and smiled lovingly while she gasped, and Silas pounded her pussy with his enormous cock. Her look of glee when she orgasmed, and his cum face when he decanted his load deep inside Mei made me feel happy that I was looking after my guy.

If I was sexually exhausted and he was hornier than a toad, it seemed an imbalance existed. Acrimony, upset, and deflated egos might follow, and I didn’t want that. When he finished fucking Mei and slumped on her, she wrapped him in a warm girlfriend-like embrace, and Silas held my hand.

“You two can fuck as much as you like, but please stay in this bed.”

“Of course, honey. I love you.”

“I love you, too, Silas. Goodnight.”

“Goodnight, my queen.”


Chapter Nine

Upgrading The Tradition

◆◆◆

I woke as dawn sliced through a gap in our poorly drawn blackout curtains. I cuddled Silas beside me, smoothing my palm across his rippling, muscular chest. His eyes were wide open and alive, excited to see me. He smiled lovingly, and we kissed.

While our tongues entwined, Silas moaned disgracefully, and I knew why as I gently rifled my fingers through Mei’s hair as she enthusiastically sucked my boyfriend’s morning wood.

When I disengaged our kiss, my beloved looked a little guilty, but I smiled reassuringly, resting my head on his chest, intently watching Mei suck Silas’s cock, enjoying her noisy slurping and sucking sounds as she strove to empty his seed.

“Is it okay for Mei to continue, Alice?”

“Of course, honey. There is never a reason for you not to enjoy sex with others. We have plenty of time to fuck, and it seems Mei is doing great work down there.”

“She is.”

I watched her stroke his cock gently in one fist while cupping his balls in the other, focused on driving her lips from his creamy tip halfway down a very solid shaft. It pleased me that Mei took care of Silas because I enjoyed watching for a change.

As I watched, I processed my coming week. Chen would be a great fuck on day two of my period, a change up to our relationship. I wanted to share special moments with him, maybe take his cock in my back passage in a few weeks, on stage in my sex club, in front of an audience.

I wanted to perform in a live sex show and needed to discuss the Cirque de Fuck performance ideas rampaging through my mind. A sex club was no use if it couldn’t or wouldn’t innovate, and I had ideas that went beyond anything imaginable, all to draw a global crowd into our fuck lounge.

When Silas gripped me tightly and moaned loudly, trembling all over, I glanced down and smiled, seeing Mei’s cheeks puff out as my boyfriend filled her mouth with a salty load. She would have been seeded inside her womb through the night by him. When she rose up Silas’s body, clambering carefully, grinning with her mouth tightly shut, my handmaiden kissed me lovingly, sharing my boyfriend with me from the cream on her tongue. I stroked her belly, imagining his seed well planted inside.

After she kissed me, I heard a knock on the door and saw Wei Lin, Mei’s lover. She strolled in with a beaming smile and sat on our bed, stroking her girlfriend’s leg.

“We both got seeded last night, sweet Mei.”

“Did you fuck my brother?”

“Just as you asked me to.”

“Did the temple master catch you?”

“I got inside the monastery after lights out, and nobody saw me. He needed the whole night to satisfy himself. Lian fucked me a great deal and did a great job. I left at dawn, just as the monks were waking up. I tell you, Mei, those boy monk trainees should not be expected to endure celibacy.”

“Lian won’t listen to me or mother. He wants to stay there, but I believe he will grow out of it.”

“Well, I don’t know how he will cope because that boy adores pussy. He licked me real good, like a starving lion enjoying a prime meat feast.”

“They all worship pussy when the chance is presented. If the other trainee monks heard you fucking my brother, they would have snuck into his room and formed a line.”

I suddenly had an exciting idea. Mei noticed my excitement and furrowed her brow enquiringly.

“What’s wrong, Alice?”

“How old is your brother?”

“The trainees are eighteen.”

“And they are all celibate?”

“Some of the boys training to fight are not permanently celibate, but the faithful monks take vows of non-violence, poverty, and celibacy. That means no sexual activity and certainly no wives or children in the monasteries ever.”

“Not even masturbation, Mei?”

“Nope. Ridiculous, isn’t it? They have to skulk around discretely enjoying sins of the flesh.”

“Yes, it’s madness, but you say Wei Lin snuck in and fucked your brother last night?”

“It happens a lot. I wanted Lian to enjoy a woman. I was willing to do it myself, but Wei Lin stepped in, and now, well… we killed two birds with one stone.”

Mei stared at her girlfriend’s stomach, then caressed it lovingly. I instantly suspected Wei Lin wasn’t using birth control, and that was confirmed by the looks they exchanged and how both women clutched their hands over what might be a spark of life.

Mei glanced up at Wei Lin and grinned hopefully.

“Do you think it might happen on the first time, Wei Lin?”

“Maybe, honey. I will go back tonight and every night until after I finish ovulating. Lian is hopeful of our pregnancy as well - he says it might be the only way he avoids being a genetic dead end.”

“I hope he will find love.”

I quickly calculated that Silas hadn’t fucked Wei Lin since her recent period, and I was pleased about that. The couple were trying to get pregnant, and I couldn’t help but admire the poetry of their efforts—a chaste brother of one lover, a trainee Shaolin monk no less, impregnating his sister’s girlfriend. I kissed Mei on the shoulder and joined my hand with theirs, projecting every positive thought possible into Wei Lin’s belly.

I imagined her being heavily pregnant, joining Mei, Silas, and me in our bed for an overnight tryst after a few drinks and dinner.

“Mei, are there many chaste monks at the temple?”

“Yes, one hundred, including trainees and masters. Why do you ask?”

“Will you propose something to your brother, please… with Silas’s permission, of course.”

“Go ahead, Alice - it’s bound to be fucking naughty.”

“When a girl comes of age in our family, she is usually deflowered by a male of my choosing .”

“Yes. Sometimes that’s a cousin or in-law, to avoid incest.”

“What if the girl gives her virginity to a trainee monk who is also a virgin? She would walk the same stone corridors you did carrying a candle, find the boy’s room, and offer herself to him almost as a ritual.”

“Wow.”

“What is it?”

“You are dangerously inventive with sex, Alice.”

“What do you think of my idea?”

“It’s brilliant. There would be plenty of takers.”

I glanced at Silas, who beamed broadly. Whether Li was his natural granddaughter or not, I figured he had enough of a scare and was keen to avoid future risks. The idea of a virgin girl choosing to give her gift to a virgin boy appealed to me, and I hoped he agreed.

Silas nodded, and I was pleased, feeling like a few problems might be easily solved.

“It is a fantastic idea, Alice. Shaolin nuns live in a separate monastery high in the mountains if you wish to do the same for our boys.”

“Really?”

“Hermione knows the woman who serves as cook there.”

“Do you think boys in our family might be broken in there by virgin nuns?”

“You should ask my ex-wife.”

“Ex-wife?”

“I received notice yesterday that our divorce is final.”

“Oh my.”

Wei Lin and Mei left to shower together in a spare bedroom while Silas and I used our bathroom alone. I set aside the finalization of Silas and Hermione’s divorce because it was too much information to process. My mind was full of lewd thoughts, and I wondered how our family would receive my suggestion for managing the coming of age that was currently so fraught with sexual risks.

When Silas held me close under the hot water, he whispered the most unexpected thing.

“You have saved me and preserved dignity for all in my family.”

“I figured you didn’t want to fuck Li, no matter her blood connection to you.”

“I don’t. When I was younger, it was fun, but now, a man of my age is no prize for a virgin on her first night. I want our young people to be revered in that moment they enjoy their first sexual, loving event.”

“It’s very mature of you, Silas. I hoped we might offer this monastery idea to Li or allow her to choose an alternate.”

“You can’t allow her a choice, Alice. If Li selects me, we will be back where we started. We cannot endure any further scares like this. Even the hint of a scandal, especially incest, would be enormously damaging. ”

“I can quickly solve that problem by ruling no boy or girl coming of age may choose someone from inside the family on their first night.”

“How would you justify that?”

“I am a new broom sweeping clean, and I believe using Shaolin monks and nuns presents a divine connection and offers our family modernization while respecting another tradition.”

“I agree, Alice. You are such a clever girl.”

“After that first night of fun, they may request to fuck a cousin, you, me, or another family member, but those liaisons will be for me to approve or decline.”

“And in my case, you will decline, right?”

“Yes.”

“Thank you.”

“I will support you in any way I can, Silas.”

“You have solved the problem using a divine intervention - the Shaolin are revered and will keep these liaisons secret.”

“Oh, trust me, Silas. The convent and monastery compliment of virgins is just the beginning. With the number of people in those two old chapels going without sex, I have many more ideas for the men and women in our family.”

“I trust your judgment.”

The DNA test returned faster than I thought and was hand-delivered to me at breakfast. I placed it in a closet drawer, deciding not to reveal the truth today. It would be better to propose the Shaolin virgin idea to Li as her coming out gift and get her buy-in. If that was forthcoming, more time could be taken to discuss her blood connection to Silas, should that exist.

I felt a weight had been lifted off Silas’s shoulders and wanted him to enjoy that before burdening him with DNA results. If Li were his granddaughter, then Caihong would be his daughter, which would take some delicate handling. If the tests returned negative, I suspected that, too, would burden my boyfriend.

To be Caihong’s father or not to be was a question deeply rooted in emotions, and I felt it better to tackle it tomorrow.

After breakfast, I bid Silas farewell and left the Penthouse, whisked across Hong Kong Island by Graham to a Kowloon home where Li lived. I called her shortly after showering, asking if we could meet. The girl was only too happy to receive me at her house, a beautiful, traditional-style Chinese villa with stunning, peaceful water gardens and a lovely, tidy deck where we sat on rattan chairs to drink tea.

Li poured for both of us, slid mine across the table, and stared at me, looking apprehensive.

“I was surprised when you called, Auntie.”

“You can call me Alice, sweetheart.”

“I prefer Auntie. I want to impress you.”

I sipped my tea, noting her demure, almost submissive demeanor. Li trembled slightly, sexually excited, clearly evident from two solid nipples tantalizingly rasping against her light cotton dress. I caught my breath and felt a familiar trembling between my legs as the tiny, barely legal girl practiced her art of seduction on me.

“You wore no bra, I see, Li.”

“I hoped you would notice, Auntie.”

“I came to discuss your deflowering.”

“Oh, has Silas finally agreed to fuck me?”

“I have another idea. There are virgin men in the Shaolin temple. I want you to consider wearing a modest white dress and leather sandals, then sneak inside the monastery to find a virgin boy who will make love to you.”

“Wow.”

“That boy will kneel beside his bed every night for one week, praying for your arrival before you offer yourself. When you sleep each night, I want you to imagine he stands guard over you.”

Li blinked several times, and from her face, I saw she was blown away, caught in a maelstrom of overwhelming emotions that manifested in her rippling, excited expression. Mischief, joy, and sleaze danced and flickered in her excited eyes. It was all I could do to stop myself from giggling.

“I would be the first in the family to do this, Auntie, right?”

“Yes.”

“Why are you changing the ritual?”

“I feel that boys and girls in the family who are coming of age deserve something different, more modern.”

“May I have input, Auntie?”

“Of course.”

“After the virgin monk fucks me, may I be passed around to the other, more experienced monks for their free use?”

“Wow.”

It was my turn to be shocked, and I caught a look of shame on the young girl’s face as she bowed it, averting her eyes. Li was a slutty girl, but I admired that quality, also recognizing it in my character. Being sexually free was a good thing as long as others were not harmed in the course of one’s adventure.

I slid a finger under Li’s chin and lifted it until our eyes met. She looked mildly sassy, turned on, and somewhat nervous about how I would respond.

“It might be dangerous to be passed around in such a way, Li. More experienced monks who have maintained chastity for years will fuck you very hard, given the chance.”

“I want to be defiled, Auntie. My body feels cooped up and wildly hormonal, and I am trapped like a dove in a cage. I want to suck and be fucked in both my holes on my first night.”

“Jesus Christ, that’s fucking dangerous, Li. Anal sex is not something to enter into lightly. These guys will damage your back passage if you aren’t properly lubricated.”

“I want to be fucked that way, Auntie. If you cannot agree, I will abide by your decision.”

“I didn’t say no, Li. I am just worried about you.”

“Perhaps you could come with me, sneak into the monastery, offer me to the men, and arbitrate their free use of my body on my behalf… ensure nobody goes too far, teach me how to suck and fuck guys.”

She was getting carried away, almost begging me. I couldn’t deny her suggestion elevated my initial proposal to a new level. The idea of offering one virgin to another before allowing other desperately chaste warrior men to fuck Li appealed enormously, not least because I would undoubtedly get to enjoy a few cocks myself.

Li’s wide eyes desperately pleaded, and she kneeled before me with bowed head, almost praying that I would grant her wish.

“Okay. I agree, Li, but you must obey me in the monastery.”

“I shall always obey you, Auntie.”

I believed her but stared deep into her eyes, making sure Li knew I was deadly serious about her offering complete obedience. I knew a double penetration was on her mind, and that was a big deal for any woman, especially a virgin.

“We will discuss this further after I fix a date for your first night. When is your next period?”

“It starts tomorrow.”

“Same as mine.”

“I feel we are totally in sync, Auntie.”

“I feel it too, Li.”

From her kneeling position, Li stared up with eyes full of relief and joy. She was two years past her Hong Kong legislated age of consent, although I felt eighteen was a better age for her to enjoy a first sexual experience.

“Are you happy with my proposal, Li?”

“Very happy, Auntie. There is only one thing I would like to do now.”

“What is it, sweetheart?”

“May I lick your pussy, please?”

“Of course, honey.”


Chapter Ten

Shifting The Rules

◆◆◆

I enjoyed a pleasant hour of delightful cunnilingus with Li giving herself. It was a simple matter to show enough affection for my submissive, barely legal sexual novitiate to kneel before me, palm my thighs wide apart, and purr while she plowed her flattened tongue up and down my sweet, creamy pussy.

It would be my last cunnilingus for a week. Being fucked during my period was fun; having someone go down on me was a big no-no.

After Li licked my pussy, and got me off, I used the toilet to freshen up, then rejoined her to enjoy more tea and gossip. Getting to know her and gaining her trust was crucial to my being able to aid her journey in life and business.

Gradually, our conversation turned away from family gossip, and we discussed her coming of age and the monastery.

She seemed much happier than in our previous meetings, bubbling with enthusiasm, and I thought that must be because her coming-of-age ritual had largely been ignored until now, causing her an embarrassing loss of face.

The young girl’s imagination ran wilder and hotter than mine, and I tried to calm her down, explaining that her enthusiasm to fuck her way through Hong Kong after a first night in a monastery would soon be dampened.

But there was a headstrong side to her that kept focusing on taking every sexual act to the max. I wouldn’t dent her enthusiasm but needed to channel it towards more positive outcomes for her.

It seemed Li and her friends had talked a great deal about fucking guys and girls. Online porn featured heavily in her education, which worried me because I didn’t want her to have unreasonable goals and expectations. She knew everything there was to understand theoretically about sucking cock, but hadn’t even seen a real one. Judging by how she sucked my orgasm dry, I knew the girl was a natural-born pussy licker.

“You might prefer girls, Li.”

“I want both.”

“You must consider romance and dating, too, honey. Don’t end up in a dead-end relationship because you focused on swiping an app or only considered the other person’s looks, cock size, or some other relatively unimportant physical feature.”

“I know what I want, Auntie. Is cock size unimportant?”

“It’s not as important as love and character when choosing the person you want to be with.”

“You have both. I know you love Silas, but you fuck other men and women, as he also does. You and Silas get what you want, Auntie. I want the same.”

“Okay, sweetheart. I won’t interfere except to say this - if you give yourself cheaply to bad boys or asshole women, it will harm you, and I will be displeased.”

She bowed her head as though in shame. When she shuffled to me and placed her head in my lap, I knew she needed guidance, but I struggled to control her natural exuberance without squashing her light and happy disposition.

“I’m sorry, Auntie. I am excited.”

“It’s fine, sweetheart. I want you to be happy.”

“I want to be like my friends.”

“I advise against that. Be your own woman. Don’t forget, I own Alice In Wonderland, so if you want to enjoy something exquisite, we can arrange it there. I can be a mentor if you wish, but I won’t force myself on you.”

“Oh wow. Yes, please, Mistress.”

“Alright then, consider yourself under my wing. Auntie, or Mistress, it is from now on. Now, tell me about your friends, Li. What are their names?”

I left much later than I had planned, gaining Li’s promise not to do anything stupid with people who would joyously take sexual advantage of her. When I got in my car and handed Graham a list of names, he blinked at them and stared at me with grave concern etched on his face.

It was time for a conversation he wasn’t expecting.

“Can you please check these people out for me, Graham?”

“What do you mean? Who are they?”

“I secured a list of Li’s closest friends under the guise that I am arranging their memberships at Alice In Wonderland. Please let me know who she hangs out with and what they are like.”

“What makes you think I can help?”

I snorted and grinned into his rearview mirror while slipping off my heels and scrunching my toes. He looked uncomfortable, with the color draining from his cheeks. 

“I know you work for Beijing, Graham.”

“Oh… umm, oh fuck, how do you know that?”

“I figured it out by noticing how close you stand to Silas and me when we have meaningful conversations in the Penthouse. If you were Stephen, I would be less suspicious because he is our butler. You even sat in on some of my meetings.”

“I’m fascinated by what you do.”

“Oh come on, Graham… even I couldn’t give a fuck how hot rice needs to be cooked at to draw out its silica.”

“Can you drop this matter, please, Alice?”

“Beijing needs to be close to Silas, watching him, me, and the family almost constantly. I figure you and Wei Lin are observing, listening, and reporting back.”

“Ahh, okay, I see.”

“Am I right, Graham?”

“I would be fired for answering your question either way. Please leave the list with me; I know a guy who can help.”

“I am protecting Li.”

“She needs it.”

I knew it was better to have an official spy watching us than not because Beijing could never suspect us of financial crime or state subversion if its agents constantly peered over our shoulders. Our emails were probably intercepted, and our phone calls recorded, but I didn’t care because we had nothing to hide—as far as I knew. 

I also knew this was nothing new because secret organizations hiding in national establishments existed worldwide, such as in London, where around fifty trillion dollars in global wealth is buried in offshore trust funds managed through secrecy jurisdictions and tax havens based in one of fourteen British Overseas Territories.

I was quickly adapting to Hong Kong, learning to play my part as the family matriarch to Silas’s patriarchy. Although our family wealth wasn’t mine, much of it would eventually be bequeathed by my boyfriend to the children I delivered him.

I knew a bucket load of Silas’s money and assets must be hidden in British offshore trust funds, moved there before 1997 when Hong Kong reverted to Chinese control. I figured that Beijing knew it, too.

The fifty trillion dollars hidden away owed a lot of tax. I was sure many major world economies watched the companies and high-net-worth individuals hiding that money very closely. I suspected Silas’s name would be on a few secret dossiers at little-known banks on tiny islands in the Caribbean or just off the coast of Great Britain. 

Graham scanned me in the rearview mirror while he drove, clearly worried about my revelation.

“Was I that obvious?”

“No. I made an educated guess. Beijing would be remiss in not watching a Hong Kong Chinese billionaire with an American girlfriend half his age.”

“I’m not a spy, Alice… at least not like James Bond. I pass on what I hear or see, that’s all.”

“And what do you hear and see?”

“Not much and nothing for you or Silas to worry over. The occasional sizeable purchase and a few business acquisitions are reported. I knew what was in the family vault at Standard Chartered Bank last year and gave an inventory.”

“Is my family in any danger from Beijing?”

“Everyone is in danger from their government, just like all countries where wealthy people live - their government carefully watches, waiting to grab the tax evaders money. It’s a cat and mouse game.”

“I know that, but I mean… are we in physical or any specific danger, like, imminently?”

“Not in the slightest.”

“Will you tell me if we are in danger? We are lovers, after all.”

“Are we?”

“We made love twice, and I want to fuck you a lot more, Graham. I’m waiting for the right time to discuss the matter with Silas.”

“Is that because I have a big cock?”

“I won’t lie; that’s partly it, but I also like you as a nice, reliable guy. A real man, like Silas is.”

“And yet, when I am invited to fuck you, it is a quickie in the car or as a fuck buddy in your group fun.”

I was surprised by the hurt expression I saw in the rearview mirror. Graham held me in high esteem and perhaps even had an affection for me. I thought it unusual that he was so tenderly affected by my considering his cock size important, and I felt guilty to have misjudged a man who was quickly able to have a line of women at his bed.

Graham was handsome, with a bodybuilder physique and a kind personality. The enormous cock he knew how to use extremely well was a clincher for most girls I knew.

“Would you enjoy spending a whole night with me, Graham?”

“I would love to date you. I don’t know anyone who wouldn’t.”

“Then we shall arrange a date - would you like to invite me to dinner?”

“I would.”

“Then please choose our restaurant, and I will have a date in my diary by tomorrow after I consult Wei Lin about my calendar and speak to Silas about spending the night without him involved.”

“Wei Lin is far more senior than me as far as Beijing is concerned, Alice. She was sent to protect you that first time you met Chen with the authority to shut him down.”

“And now she is fucking him, me and Silas.”

“She means you no harm, I promise.”

I got what I wanted from Graham, confirming that we were being watched and by whom. I couldn’t share the information with Silas, who may already know, because I didn’t want to raise unnecessary concerns so early in my takeover from Hermione.

But it was troubling to confirm what I suspected. Adrian and Meredith’s company and their silicon carbide precursor product were sensitive technologies in the USA and China. I needed to tread carefully lest I upset one or both.

I liked Graham very much. He was far more grounded in reality than my boyfriend or any man I slept with. He was the best lover of all, too, with a big cock and being expert in its use. He was also gentle when needed and rough when desired, using both in perfect proportions to give me my best orgasm ever.

I was objectifying and using men and felt ashamed.

When Graham dropped me off at the Hotel, Silas waited in the foyer, having arrived home just before me. I skipped into his arms and kissed him, delighted to be home. He looked troubled, and I wondered why but didn’t ask.

“Did you have a hard day, Alice?”

“Not really. I met Li, and our meeting took a while, but it was great fun. That young lady is insatiable.”

“Did you and she, you know?”

“Yes. Li kneeled and licked my pussy beautifully. I didn’t have the time to reciprocate, or I would have.”

“Teaching a young girl or boy obedience through sex education and in a socially relaxed manner is the perfect way to insert yourself in everyone’s life.”

“What about you, Silas? Have you had a good day?”

“Yes, but I misbehaved… well, sort of. I need to discuss a delicate matter with you, please.”

“Oh, what happened?”

Silas ushered me into the elevator more hurriedly than usual, swiped his card, and pressed the button for our Penthouse. He looked worried, making me uneasy and quickening my heart rate. When the elevator doors closed, my boyfriend turned and faced me in an unusual panic.

“I love you, Alice.”

“Okay… I feel a but is coming.”

“Not a but, just a qualification before I tell you what happened.”

“Go ahead, honey - it can’t be that bad.”

“Okay… I visited Alice In Wonderland today, just looking in to see if anything had changed. Celia was there, and we enjoyed a spot of lunch. After that, she asked me to come to her private bedroom behind the bar.”

“Did you go?”

“No.”

“Then what’s wrong?”

“I desperately wanted to fuck her, Alice… sorry.”

“Why didn’t you call and clear it with me like usual?”

“I didn’t want to interrupt you and my granddaughter. Those moments you have with Li now will bring out her submissive, making her happier in the long term.”

“We don’t know she is your granddaughter yet, Silas.”

“We will discover the truth tomorrow morning. I feel like Li is my blood; hence, I never touched her inappropriately.”

I processed the information about Celia. I felt no jealousy for any woman wanting or sleeping with my boyfriend. What wouldn’t have worked with my ex-boyfriend Douglas in America seemed perfectly fine in Hong Kong. The difference was that the younger ex was untrustworthy, while the older current boyfriend was the polar opposite. 

“I wouldn’t have minded you fucking Celia, Silas. I’m also not sticking precisely by our rules. You making love to a woman you already slept with is not a problem for me unless you have feelings for her.”

“I only love you, Alice. I don’t have any feelings for Celia at all, but she affects me in such a lewd way that I find her irresistible, sexually speaking. After she and I fucked the first time, my interest waned.”

“Would you like to date her? Maybe enjoy a night at the opera or a club, then spend a night at her place or ours, with or without me?”

“Would you think ill of me if I said yes, I would like to sleep with her alone occasionally?”

“Not in the slightest, honey. I would worry about it if you lied. I enjoy fucking Celia too. I understand what you mean; she is very sensual and knows how to please.”

“I don’t want us to drift apart, Alice.’

We sat at our dining table while servers poured wine under Stephen’s watchful eye. Our chef plated up a dinner of slow-cooked pork ribs with a barbeque glaze and watercress salad. Kitchen aromas, the soft jazz tones of Ella Fitzgerald, my boyfriend’s smile, and a sip of wine relaxed me entirely.

Silas was more anxious about Celia than I liked, whereas I felt less worried now I understood the problem - he just wanted to fuck her more often. His and Hermione’s rule was always to play together, which worked well because they shared a specific kink for enjoying younger women like me. They were easily satisfied as a couple.

I was a different kettle of fish and had powered onto the scene with much more sexual energy and a Western cultural direct style in using it. I eyed my boyfriend carefully while he sipped a long slug of wine.

“Have I gone off the rails, Silas?”

“I wouldn’t say that. You have a different approach to Hermione, which takes some getting used to. I’ll be honest, Alice… my ex-wife never trusted me like you do.”

“Did you give Hermione any reason to mistrust you?”

“Never. Hermione’s lack of trust was more about her insecurity than because of anything I did.”

“Was Hermione jealous?”

“Much more than you are.”

Silas didn’t want to criticize the woman with whom he had grown a family and spent much of his life. As with many Asian cultures, I was expected to read between the lines, avoiding the cultural faux pas of causing someone to lose face.

I thought I had Silas’s problem figured out, but now I needed to drop a solution into his lap subtly. As an American used to speaking straightforwardly, I frequently found obscure word salads problematic when circling awkward issues.

I sipped more wine, placed the glass down, cocked my head and smiled cutely.

“Did you and Hermione score your lovers out of ten?”

“Yes, always.”

“And did certain scores mean a woman or man might be considered out-of-bounds to one or both of you?”

“You’ve got it, Alice.”

“Was the out-of-bounds score a ten?”

“My god, you are a genius, my girl.”

I cut a square of pork rib meat, dipped it in barbecue sauce, and gathered a few watercress leaves. The meat melted in my mouth, and the finest sauce tempted my taste buds as I enjoyed an excellent meal cooked by a genius chef. I nodded at Silas, grinning, trying to lighten his mood.

“Did Hermione ever fuck a man who was a ten, Silas?”

“Yes, but she scored those men a nine. I didn’t want to deny my wife’s enjoyment, so I always scored them like she did. It never bothered me, and I didn’t feel jealous.”

“Did you ever fuck a ten, Silas?”

“Only once, and then it was because I absolutely insisted. I’d had enough of Hermione’s naughty duplicity that meant she got what she wanted while I was denied. After all, what’s good for the goose is good for the gander.”

“Who was the ten that you fucked?”

“It was you, Alice.”

“Ahh, I see.”

His eyes softened, and his smile was gentle. I saw his absolute, undying love for me. Despite our enjoyment of other sexual partners, Silas and I were true soulmates, always connected, never unfaithful in the heart, only by sins of the flesh.

“You know what happened after we made love, Alice. Hermione and I agreed to call it a day, and because she also liked you, we initiated our agreed-upon succession plan.”

“I know all of this. Who were the other tens? I mean, the ones Hermione ruled out for you?”

“One of them was Celia - my favorite. My ex-wife also considered her too sexually experienced and seductive for me to bed.”

“So Hermione ruled out Celia because she worried about the consequences.?”

“Yes… and then, when you gifted her to me so easily, I was shocked.”

“I’m not insecure about our relationship, Silas. I believe you love me, and we have agreed to enjoy a sexual adventure. We are exercising consensual nonmonogamy, which I accept carries some risk, but only if we fail to communicate properly or cheat.”

“That’s what I mean, Alice. You have an entirely different approach to my ex-wife.”

“We can rewrite our rules at any time, Silas. Tell me now… do you think it likely you could develop feelings for Celia if you date her once in a while without me being there?”

“No. I have only developed feelings for you. When she met you, Hermione knew it was time we evolved. She caved in because she wanted to retire that night you became available and I had my first ten.”

“Would she have allowed you the same latitude with Celia that night? Had I not been available, and she was, would Hermione have permitted her into your bed?”

“No. Hermione doesn’t like Celia a great deal. She would never yield her matriarchy to anyone she didn’t entirely trust. My ex-wife likes and trusts you. Hell, she probably even loves you romantically.”

I sipped my wine, eyeing Silas hungrily. I hadn’t been fucked all day, even though Li’s cunnilingus was delightful. Arousal swept over me simply because of our conversation, but I wasn’t done yet because opportunity knocked for both of us.

“Would you like to enjoy one date night weekly with a girl we both agree is a ten, Silas?”

“Would you enjoy the same freedom with a man, Alice?“

“Yes. I have my eye on Graham, to be honest. I want to enjoy dinner and a night in his or my bed alone.”

“I would like to do the same with Celia, maybe others.”

“Then we shall change our rules.”

“Are you sure about this, Alice?”

“Do you trust yourself to be with Celia without falling in love?”

“One hundred percent.”

“Then I also trust you.”


Chapter Eleven

Good Or Bad News?

◆◆◆

In a heartbeat, our open relationship that had evolved over weeks in our behavior became real in words. I was pleased we had an honest discussion about it because, in some of my sexual dealings with others, it felt like I was reporting matters retrospectively to Silas rather than asking for his consent each time.

There was something about our relationship dynamic that felt a little off.

I wasn’t looking for love from any other partner, but some romantic context was needed for me to access my pleasure centers entirely and without guilt or concern for Silas.

“What we have is polyamory, Alice. With Hermione, it was different - entirely about the sex. We both want fun experiences beyond the bedroom with other partners, sometimes together but also alone - I understand.”

“I know - I thought at first we could enjoy consensual nonmonogamy as a series of hookups with strangers, family, and friends, but it’s fucking hectic and exhausting.”

“Sometimes you want to escape all that and snuggle with a regular lover in their bed?”

“Yes.”

“Me too, Alice.”

“I want to use my weekly dating time with Graham to escape this world, our family, but not you.”

“I need the same thing. It’s not that I love Celia, I couldn’t ever, but-”

“Why couldn’t you? Sorry to cut in, but I need to understand why you couldn’t love Celia, or anyone else for that matter. It is an important point.”

“I want a soulmate, and that’s you, Alice. Celia is fun and a true girlfriend experience, but she mostly acts out a role that she frames in her head - that’s what she enjoys… the fantasy, not the reality of love or a relationship. Men and women are disposable for her - you and I can rely upon each other forever.”

“Life is a grind, and we do that together. This soulmate connection between us is what I never had before. My ex-boyfriend’s idea of an open relationship was pursuing something or someone better, a trade-up.”

“That’s not for me.”

“Me neither, Silas.”

“Graham can show you a side of Hong Kong I never could. He knows where the best food hawkers and street entertainment are - he’s like a holiday for you.”

“I want to enjoy that.”

“Then we are in accord with one another. For what it’s worth, I never enjoyed this level of honesty with or from Hermione. I do love you so much, Alice.”

“I love you too, honey.”

My relief was palpable, as was Silas’s. It occurred to me that the manner of our meeting was a first small step for him but a much larger one for me. I stepped out of one relationship that first time Hermione and Silas had fucked me, but they had already prepared an exit that, within days, I became.

I had been manipulated - perhaps that was a harsh way to label what they had done. A set of options, managed opportunities, so to speak, had been presented, and I dove down the rabbit hole, appearing in Wonderland.

“Shall we open your paternal test result, Silas?”

“Yes, please… could you read it and tell me the result.”

It was getting late, and I felt it might be nice to watch Netflix and chill, so I reached out to Silas, took his hand, and led him away from the dining table. Stephen and our servers immediately descended on the dishes, clearing everything before we reached the bedroom door.

I hugged Silas, ensuring my love for him as my mate was understood. He wasn’t insecure, nor was I, but that affirmation of love was always helpful in binding us.  

“Shall we shower together, Silas?”

“Yes… that would be nice.”

“Okay. I’ll read the letter and join you.”

“Thank you, Alice.”

When I retrieved the envelope from my closet drawer, my heart thumped like a battery of artillery cannons on a battlefield, hurting my chest. The paternity test results would be seismic either way from Silas’s point of view. If my boyfriend was Li’s grandparent, he might be happy, but then he would know Caihong was his daughter, whom he had made love to many times, including when she reached the age of consent.

If Li was not Silas’s granddaughter, he might mourn the loss of a genetic paternal link to her and Caihong. He must have suspected both women were naturally his for at least two years.

I stared at the envelope, breathed deeply several times, and opened it, blinking at the brilliant white sheets of paper, searching for the result. I read it twice to ensure I had got it right and placed the document in our safe.

On my way out of the closet, I shrugged off my dress, slipped off my underwear, and stepped into the steamy shower with my beloved. He stood facing a wall, one hand firmly flat against it, the other raking fingers through his soaking wet hair.

Silas looked worried when I turned him around.

“Li is your granddaughter.”

“Oh dear.”

“I know.”

“What about Caihong, Alice? This means… oh fuck, no!”

“Shush now, honey. We must discuss matters and then involve Hermione. What’s done cannot be changed, and we must look to the future.”

“Yes… but… oh, fuck!”

“What happened wasn’t your fault, Silas.”

“We played too fast and loose with love and sex. Thank god you came into my life, Alice. I could have ended up fucking my granddaughter.”

“You halted that process two years ago because you knew something was wrong.”

“Li was too young for me to take something so precious as her first night. It was fine when I was in my forties, but the girls need your innovative touch now.”

“The boys, too.”

“The boys will all want their first night with you, Alice.”

“I’d rather not.”

Silas looked surprised but didn’t pursue the matter. The crazy, hedonistic fuck fest I had indulged in was exhausting. Having read the paternity test, I realized one of its most dangerous consequences was what happened between Caifong and Silas, which concerned me immensely.

I also didn’t want my children to face a similar future, sexually speaking.

If Silas chose to reveal to Caifong that he was her real father, the emotional strife would be like a tsunami for both of them, me and Hermione. Even if they reconciled, the ramifications throughout our family would be intensely felt. I, the new matriarch who discovered a problem and investigated it, might be blamed for bringing reputational harm and family strife to the man I loved.

Then, there was the potential for problems outside the family.

Silas wrapped his arms around me from behind, planting his chin on my shoulder and kissing my cheek. His tender touch, warm water, and the rising steam soothed me.

“Caihong and Li being yours is a matter of celebration if you ask me.”

“I agree, but the timing is not great.”

“I want to help you run this family well, Silas. Me fucking the boys when they reach sixteen, and the age of consent isn’t happening. I feel the same way about the girls - for one, they are too young at that age, and second, for an American, even one who lives here, it’s illegal.”

“I understand. What do you suggest?”

“I think eighteen is a good age to allow them to choose but not involve you, me, or another family member. The monastery and nunnery are good options for now, but give me time, and I shall come up with more ideas.”

“I know you will, Alice. What should I do about Caifong?”

“I can’t think straight right now, honey. Can we sleep on it?”

“Of course. Will this be an end to all inter-family fucking? I mean, you and my sons and so on?”

“I don’t want that to end, but we must be sure about safety. At the moment, I am only worried about the first-night ritual and Li’s in particular - if that goes well, change might be easy.”

We soaped and bathed each other carefully, lovingly, taking our time while soft piped music played through speakers in the ceiling above and next door in our bedroom. I was a woman in love, admittedly, a sexually open-minded one, but I was also young, inexperienced, and suddenly fearful that I had bitten off more than I could chew.

As we exited the shower, Wei Lin suddenly appeared, looking gravely concerned. She collected towels, wrapping us both under a ruse she visited for that reason, but I knew why she’d come. While Silas left our bedroom to collect a bottle of wine, I sat on my bed, wrapped in towels, with my legs crossed, glaring at her.

“Graham visited me, Alice. He told me what you said about us.”

“We are supposed to be friends, Wei Lin.”

“We are friends.”

“You lied.”

“This isn’t the sort of thing that comes out in a conversation, Alice.”

“You’re a spy, then?”

“Yes.”

I felt surprised Wei Lin had confessed so quickly. My conversation with Graham had more impact than I imagined. He ran straight to his boss and opened the floodgates of truth and possibly hostilities with Beijing.

“I’m sorry this happened, Alice.”

“What are you sorry for? You’re doing a job… I was just your reconnaissance mission, as was Silas.”

Wei Lin looked distressed, but I wasn’t sure how good of an actor she was. The woman standing before me who had protected and made love to me wasn’t the person I thought I knew.

Tears welled in her eyes, and she wiped them quickly on a sleeve. My heart pounded, and I felt sadness for a lover and friend that may be lost. 

“Billionaires are important to the Chinese government, Alice… actually, they are crucial to the entire country and our economy. This observer program is essential to create and maintain harmony between Beijing and people like Silas. Life remains peaceful if the party knows what’s happening in your family.”

“Does Silas know about you?”

“No, but he probably suspects someone is watching. I’m sure he doesn’t know that it’s me.”

“You must tell him, or I shall.”

“I came here tonight to do that.’

Silas strolled back into the bedroom, wearing a broad smile, carrying my favorite bottle of wine. Its distinctive long, slender, green bottle was the signature of a Gewurztraminer, and we only had one varietal. My boyfriend selected the wine because he knew I was unaccustomed to spicy food, and a Gewürztraminer's sweetness offset the heat in Southeast Asian cuisine.

He poured three glasses, handed one to me, another to Wei Lin, and raised the third in the sign of a toast, smiling so happily. I did, too, because my boyfriend’s joy always felt infectious.

“To Wei Lin.”

“Why so?”

“Have you and Graham decided to come clean about spying on me, my dear?”

I almost spilled my glass while Wei Lin spat out her mouthful, looking utterly stunned. She set her glass down with trembling fingers and bottom lip. Her eyes were damp and filled with tears, and I saw real emotions that couldn’t have been put on as an act.

“You knew, Silas?”

“From the first week I hired you.”

“Why didn’t you fire me?”

“I like you, Wei Lin.”

Silas chuckled, looking pleased with himself, but a bigger surprise was yet to come when Mei strolled in, wrapping her arms around her lover, kissing Wei Lin so beautifully I wanted to join in with the lesbian couple.

Wei Lin detached from a kiss that might last forever and stared at her girlfriend.

“Why are you here, Mei?”

“Silas requested my presence.”

“Why?”

“While you were spying on Silas, he paid me to watch you.”

“Since when?”

“From the beginning - it is why we met sweetheart.”


Chapter Twelve

Confusion Reigns

◆◆◆

I didn’t know what to say, so I laughed instead until that felt inappropriate. It seemed Silas had outmaneuvered Beijing from the get-go, knowing they would spy on him. His use of Mei to foil the efforts of a highly sexually motivated spy sent to watch over his business and personal lives seemed cruel unless the pair genuinely had fallen in love at some point.

You could have heard a pin drop on the marble floor of our bedroom. It was so silent that breathing sounds seemed out of place amid an otherwise stunned silence. Except for Silas, who looked unconcerned, we glanced from one to the other, confused, concerned, and speechless.

My boyfriend was the first to speak, which was a relief because I had no clue how to deal with our situation.

“Are you okay, Wei Lin?”

“I’m shocked.”

“I knew Beijing would send a beautiful woman with similar sexual moralities to mine. I also knew a man with an enormous cock would be sent because my wife loves well-hung, handsome men.”

“Why did you never say anything?”

“If I had, you would have been withdrawn, and new, possibly less reasonable agents would have taken yours and Graham’s places. Why change things when I had control over the situation?”

“Am I under your control?”

“I have control of the situation, not of you, Wei Lin. My business life has no secrets, treasonous actions, fraud, or corruption.”

“That’s true, but your personal life is unconventional.”

“Which is why I have involved you and Graham in it right from the start. We slept together during the first month of your employment here. Hermione fucked Graham on his first day and never stopped.”

“You did that so I wouldn’t report anything to Beijing?”

“Partly… but also, I love having you in my life.”

“And in your bed?”

“Yes.”

“And you, Alice? Where do you stand?”

Wei Lin studied me to gain some understanding of my perspective. After the initial shock of Mei’s big reveal, I had held back, trying to suppress my emotions, but now, I was cornered.

“I’m planning a regular date night with Graham.”

“Romance with a guy who has such a big cock and is an excellent lover is dangerous.”

“It’s not romance.”

“Even something that approximates romance can be dangerous. Just look at where we are now. I had no idea Mei was deceiving me.”

“I know what I am doing - my plans don’t concern Beijing unless you or Graham make it an issue - in which case you would be opening Pandora’s Box for you as well.”

“Yes… you do know what you are doing. Rarely have I met a more formidable woman or lover.”

“Thank you.”

We hit another pregnant pause, which Mei used to sidle close to her girlfriend. I felt relieved watching her lovingly kiss Wei Lin, who was utterly shocked and definitely not acting when she returned her girlfriend’s affection.

I saw cogs in Wei Lin’s brain whirring and a sparkle in her eyes. She held her girlfriend close, staring intensely into her eyes. 

“Mei, are we… I mean, what are we?”

“We’re in love, sweetheart, and we are planning to marry.”

“Even though you were spying on me?”

“I spied for a few weeks and discovered you were mostly harmless under the circumstances; then, I fell in love with you and reported what Silas needed to know.”

“I’m not sure I enjoy discovering how harmless I am.”

“Only under the circumstances that Silas mentioned.”

“But I’m still harmless, Mei. I am not supposed to be.”

“We must keep our team together, honey - why not focus on that instead of who is or isn’t harmless? I was paid to be close to you, and it’s the best job I ever had.”

“Beijing must be told about this development.”

“In which case, you will be withdrawn and reassigned.”

“What about you and me?”

“Your masters will not allow me to accompany you on a new mission, Wei Lin - you know that, honey.”

“No… they won’t. We would be over.”

I saw tears welling in Wei Lin’s eyes because she found it hard to countenance losing her beloved. It might take time to rebuild trust between the couple, but that seemed a better opportunity than losing everything they had.

I joined Mei, cuddling Wei Lin, gently kissing her naked shoulders and neck, helping relax her.

“I want you to stay, Wei Lin. Can’t you resign and join us properly?”

“More spies will come in my place, and Beijing will be angered when they see me here.”

“Then only report what Beijing needs to hear. Our love and sexual adventures are not their concern. We can continue as usual, with everyone knowing who the spies are now.”

“They like to know everything, Alice - not just the bits I feel are relevant.”

“Why?” 

“So they can use it as leverage. If Beijing knew about Caihong being Silas’s daughter, they could use that to blackmail him into any desired situation.”

“How the hell do you know about Caihong’s real heritage?”

She shook her head because secrets were shedding fast, and the consequences of reality became very clear. I worried that Wei Lin was trying to reveal what she had told Beijing, and I trembled, concerned, and frustrated.

“Spit it out, Wei Lin. Now is not a time for secrets.”

“I suspected that Hermione made mistakes when she ran the family, so I had DNA tests run through a private clinic long ago and discovered the familial connection between Silas and his biological daughter.”

“And you said nothing?”

“Silas had already deflowered Caihong, so there was nothing to gain.”

“Did you tell Beijing?”

“No, and I never shall.”

“Wow… good. I mean… fuck!”

“Yeah. Alice, we should expect to be burned when we all play with fire. It was not my place to throw gasoline on the bonfire, nor did I want to.”

“Have you been burned at all, Wei Lin?”

She quickly grew emotional because I touched a raw nerve. Wei Lin choked back tears, and I noticed her shoulders jerking involuntarily. Whatever she hid was terrible, and I wanted to cry in empathy for and with her. Mei held her girlfriend more tightly than I did, repeatedly kissing her girlfriend reassuringly as Silas and I stepped away.

While Wei Lin sobbed with her head planted on Mei’s chest, the women spoke in hushed tones.

“It’s time to reveal the truth, Wei Lin.”

“I can’t do it.”

“You must, honey. There can be no more secrets.”

Wei Lin turned to face us, sobbing openly, tears running down her cheeks. She stared at me and then at Silas, who smiled lovingly and more confidently than I expected.

“What is it, Wei Lin?”

“Last year… when I went away to America for a job you needed to be done.”

“You were setting up logistics for our exports from Hong Kong to the U.S. - what of it?”

“I was pregnant.”

“Ahh, is that why you returned late? I wondered why a three-month project took five. We all missed you. Did you give birth in America?”

“Yes… to your son, Silas.”

My knees buckled, and only Silas’s arm wrapped around my waist helped me stand upright. It was a bombshell revelation that took my breath away. I stared at my boyfriend, who remained calm while Wei Lin fell apart.

“You were pregnant with my son and never said anything, Wei Lin?’

“I am so sorry, Silas.”

“Where is the child now?”

“With my parents.”

“Will you bring him to me, please?”

“Are you sure?”

“He is our son… of course, I am sure. Does the boy have a name?”

“His name is Silas.”

“Oh my.”

I felt happy because who doesn’t celebrate a newborn baby? But, this news of a child many would consider illegitimate came at the worst possible moment. Hermione must be told, bringing her a loss of face, this pregnancy having happened while she was the family matriarch.

It meant no change to me personally or in status. Silas had another son to a mistress—no big deal unless love between him and Wei Lin was something real, which I very much doubted, given her and Mei’s reactions to each other. The women were a loving couple, but I had no clue where they stood regarding Silas Jr. and raising him with Silas.

I decided to get involved as sensitively as possible.

“If it’s not an intrusion, Mei, can you tell us how you feel about Wei Lin’s baby?”

“I want her to bring the child home so we can raise him together, but with her job and Silas Snr not knowing, it seemed sensible to send him to Wei Lin’s Mom and Dad - they are wonderful people.”

“And now things are out in the open - do you feel differently?”

“It’s a matter for Wei Lin and Silas.”

“Yes… it is, but you are also affected.”

“You too, Alice.”

I studied my boyfriend and smiled. He looked pleased, but it was hard to discern his thoughts on the matter; after all, he was the man who deployed a spy to spy on a spy and never shared that with me, possibly Hermione, too.

“What do you think about my predicament, Alice?”

“I think Mei is right - you and Wei Lin must decide what is best, but I’m guessing that if this child’s heritage becomes public knowledge, Beijing will discover the secret and have an opinion.”

“It might be better for everyone if they do. Wei Lin could not be a better deep undercover  spy than if she bore my child.”

“True.”

I procrastinated, plowing through a maze of conflicting thoughts and dilemmas. I was confused, barely having joined the dots of this deceit and intrigue, so my opinions changed every moment.

Silas threw back his head and sighed in profound exasperation, leveling his gaze at me.

“Come on, Alice… please.”

“Please, what, honey?”

“I need your advice - help me. You are practically my wife.”

“But Wei Lin-”

“She wants your advice, too.”

I glanced at Wei Lin and Mei, who still cuddled lovingly, a spy comforting the spy. I laughed, knowing both women would have much to discuss later in private. A baby was a minor issue in the context of all my problems, and it seemed Wei Lin wanted my opinion, staring at me and looking for support.

“Please, Alice - I agree with Silas. We need your wisdom and problem-solving ability.”

“It’s possible the ladies could move in here with us; bring Silas Jr as well, and you three can decide how to raise him. Alternatively, you and Mei could raise your son at your apartment or leave him with his grandparents.

“You are the matriarch of this family, Alice. It seems to me you should decide this matter. All you are doing is outlining options.”

“Silas Jr is your baby with my boyfriend, Wei Lin. I will help, of course, but this earth-shattering revelation makes you and Mei part of the family, too. I can’t legislate over people’s lives like this. I fucking hate it!”

“I still want to work for you.”

“I have no problem with that. If anything changes drastically, I will miss both of you, so I want everything to work out. I worry that my choice might not be the best for all of you.”

“I’ve never known you to make a poor choice, Alice. Please make a decision.”

I cringed inside, boiling with fear. The life of a child and how that boy was raised was at stake, and I felt the pressure. My eyes bulged, and a migraine nagged at the edge of my consciousness.

“I’ll make you an offer, not a decision. You and Mei can move into one of our spare bedrooms, with another set up as a nursery for Silas Jr. Then, we continue as normal.”

“Okay. Shall I tell Beijing that I have an illegitimate baby with Silas and that I have been invited into the inner sanctum?”

“Yes.”

There were so many problems ahead, changing a family system that had crossed the boundaries of law and its stated morality, but I couldn’t allow the baby to suffer. Silas Jr. would be a blessing in our home, and my children would join him as half-siblings when they arrived.

We would be a dysfunctional family like any other - well, worse than most but not the absolute worst ever.

Wei Lin and Mei left to go home and hopefully love, maybe quarrel a little, but reconcile in the end. Their chosen lifestyles required an element of deception at the heart of matters, but that didn’t concern me. I lay on our bed, cuddling my boyfriend, who looked more shaken than when his baby’s mother and her girlfriend were with us.

“Are you okay, Silas?”

“I feel like I am making mistakes. I knew nothing about my son and didn’t even suspect.”

“I disagree that you made a mistake. There is little you can do about an accidental pregnancy.”

“Is that what this was, Alice? An accident caused by a woman spying on me? Mei is in my employ, and she said nothing about Wei Lin getting pregnant or birthing my son last year or until now.”

I sighed and could only agree. I didn’t want to raise Mei’s lack of honesty with my boyfriend tonight - he was already overloaded by adding a daughter, son, and grandchild to his list of biological replicants.

“Mei walked into a conflict of interest.”

“They both did, but how much can I trust either of them.”

“I considered that as well but didn’t want to say. Since you have nothing to hide, my plan works, but part of my reasoning was to keep them and your son close.”

“You are wise, Alice.”

“Cunning, too.”


Chapter Thirteen

A Night In The Park

◆◆◆

It was date day, and I felt excited, aroused, and ready for a much bigger-than-normal cock to ride me all through the night.

It was probably not the most convenient Wednesday ever, given that Mei and Wei Lin were moving into the penthouse. A constant stream of furniture, books, ornaments, clothes, and more made their way from the service elevator to a spare bedroom suite courtesy of a removal company Silas arranged at the last minute.

We agreed the girls would have a few days to settle in before introducing Silas to his son and moving him in. I felt excited and filled with trepidation, but I was optimistic about a good outcome for everyone.

My only niggle was Hermione and the revelations of Caihong, Silas Jr., and the spying ring that had gone on during her matriarchy.

I wore a simple knee-length cocktail dress for my date, imagining Graham and I would enjoy a restaurant. Before going home, he might want to finger me while we kissed at the table or in a nearby alleyway. Silas wore 501 button-fly jeans, a beautiful Jermyn Street collection collared shirt, and brown, embossed leather cowboy-style half boots that I smirked at.

“What’s funny, Alice?”

“Those boots will be challenging to remove in a hurry, honey. I suggest you drop your pants and boxer briefs, then kick them off and fuck Celia wearing them.”

“I hadn’t thought about it.”

“Why do you think I am wearing a dress?”

“So that Graham can fuck you whenever he wants?”

“Exactly.”

Silas came up from behind me, where I sat at my dressing table, placing both hands on my shoulders and staring lovingly at my reflection. I still trembled at his touch because my boyfriend thrilled me more than anyone else. Sure, I wanted to ride Graham’s cock, but date night was fleeting, while Silas was forever.

Silas kissed my shoulder softly, gazing into my mirror.

“Thank you for all your loving support, Alice.”

“We are in this together, honey.”

“When will you meet Hermione to discuss our problems?”

“Tomorrow afternoon. I might take Wei Lin with me so she can explain Silas Jr and the Beijing matters herself.”

“Hermione will freak out.”

“Yes… she will. I can’t see any soft landing there, at least not for a few days until she processes everything.”

“How will you deal with her anger?”

“As it comes. Now, don’t be a killjoy, honey - focus on fucking Celia because I am sure she made a big effort. Are you bringing her home to our bed?”

“I will use a spare bedroom.”

“Okay.”

“What about you, Alice?”

“I’ll stay over at Graham’s because I want to fuck him all night.”

“You’ll get very sore and quite wide.”

“Does that worry you… my pussy being stretched, I mean?”

“A little bit.”

“Don’t worry. It takes a couple of hours maximum for a girl’s pussy to shrink back to normal size. I want to be reclaimed afterward, so message me once Celia leaves, and I’ll have Graham deliver me home.”

“We are such disgraceful sluts, Alice.”

“Yes, we are.”

For reasons I couldn’t entirely fathom, I was pleased Celia wouldn’t be fucked in my bed. I had no problem with her as my business partner, but my trust was limited. I wanted to spend an evening and night with Graham, so denying Silas the same privilege with Celia wouldn’t be fair, repeating Hermione’s many unjust denials of the same.

It was difficult to explain why Graham was important to me. He was younger, with a better-hung cock that could go longer, and he was more energetic than Silas. I needed that eagerness a fresh lover brought to ease my highly sexed drive. I didn’t want to discuss my reasoning for choosing Graham with Silas, not wishing to hurt the man I dearly loved.

Silas had his reasons for wanting to fuck Celia too, and, if I had to guess, I would say he needed fresh pussy and a new, different lovemaking experience.

I didn’t feel threatened or jealous.

When we kissed at the elevator, it pinged, opened slowly, and presented me with my date, a gorgeous, wide-eyed, and enthused-looking Graham with a yearning expression of deep desire for me as he studied my figure from head to toe.

“Do you approve, Graham?”

“More than anything in the whole world.”

He was and said precisely what I needed to excite me. Silas stared at our driver, smiling before shaking his outstretched hand and glancing at me.

“Graham looks ready to fuck you in the elevator.”

“If it gets stuck on the way down, he will. See you tomorrow, honey.”

“Have a great evening.”

“You too.”

I turned around and stared at Silas from inside the open elevator. Graham slid a finger under my chin, turned my head sideways, and kissed me while the doors closed.

As we descended to the lobby, I got the lewd feeling I was handed over from a boyfriend to a lover or fuck buddy; I wasn’t sure which. I had no feelings for Graham, but I wanted the romantic experience of a date before he fucked me all night.

In the lobby, Celia waited patiently, looking stunning as she stepped inside the elevator. We kissed each other on the cheeks and momentarily held hands before Graham pulled me away.

I smiled and nodded at my replacement, who looked thrilled.

“Have a lovely night, Alice.”

“You too.”

“I will.”

As I stepped outside the hotel into the uncomfortable humidity of a summer evening in Hong Kong, I wondered whether Celia could have replaced me as Silas’ first lady. When we discussed the matter, my boyfriend thought not and seemed pleased I had been parachuted into his life.

As though reading my thoughts, Graham squeezed my hand.

“Celia isn’t you, Alice.”

“What do you mean?”

“I have been Celia’s lover occasionally, and she performs a fabulous act when dating and fucking, but you never feel she is wholeheartedly in the room or your bed. That woman floats off into a meditative state even when my cock fills her.”

“Have you had many lovers?”

“Yes… but none I wanted to go to Ocean Park with.”

“Ahh, I wondered where we were going. Is the park open this late?”

“No. I have a brother who works there. He is waiting for us.”

Graham, a professional limo driver, owned a BMW M4 sportscar, which roared to life at the press of a button. Inside, it was plush, with soft, cream-colored Alcantara leather, and more spacious than I had imagined. However, what thrilled me most were the acceleration and his driving.

I wanted to know what my date had in mind for the evening at a zoo, so I asked indirectly.

“Are we staying at your place, Graham?”

“Yes. I have an apartment near Ocean Park on Lantau Island.”

“Umm, why Ocean World?”

“The Orcas put on an incredible show at night when alone.”

He parked inside the main staff compound, rushing around to open my door and lending me a hand to exit his car. Outside, he leaned me against the car, kissing me so gently that I felt special.

His lips seared against mine like the sun-warming exposed flesh on a hot day. I felt aroused, tingling all over, desperate to be fucked, just enough to get me through dinner.

I reached down and rubbed the enormous cock that never failed to stretch my pussy wide and give me my most intense orgasm. He groaned but resisted my attempt to unleash his cock then and there when I tried opening his zipper.

When Graham detached his lips from mine, I grinned, panting and frowning, desperate for him to fuck me.

“We could do it right here, now, Graham.”

“Are you turned on?”

“Can’t you smell? I only showered an hour ago, and already I am creaming in my panties.”

“All in good time. You want a unique sexual experience, right?”

“As long as it features plenty of your cock, honey, I am up for anything.”

“Come and meet my brother. He will guide us to the Orca compound.”

When a security door slid open, we entered a dimly lit tunnel, making our way to the end. A large, brightly lit office was behind another automatic steel door, and as we stepped inside, my body trembled all over as confusion took hold.

I glanced at Graham, then at the man standing in front.

“You have a twin?”

I stared at Graham’s carbon copy, studying the gorgeous man from head to toe, shocked, no, stunned, to the point I was speechless. I couldn’t tell the difference between the men.

“I promised you a unique sexual experience, Alice.”

“With your twin?”

“Simon is my replica in every sense.”

I cringed when they caught me glancing at Simon’s crotch, checking out his package. His pants were tented just like my date’s, and I looked away, frowned, and pulled my bottom lip, processing what was about to happen.

Simon stepped forward, staring lovingly deep into my eyes, taking both my hands while Graham moved behind me, suggestively pressing his cock between my ass cheeks. I felt more aroused than at any moment in my life because clearly, the twins had discussed our date and how I would be double team fucked by them.

I was a fuck puppet on their strings. Simon kissed me, feeling entirely different from his brother, more savage and demanding, taking my breath away with a tongue that invaded my mouth, owning me. Graham stroked up and down my spine with a single finger tantalizing, sending me wild with twitches and wriggling while he planted kisses around and inside my ear.

“Are both you guys fucking me all night?”

“Until you can’t walk properly, Alice.”

“Do you promise?”

“Let’s go and see the Orcas and start there.”

“While they watch?”

“Yes, honey.”

I walked hand in hand with carbon copy lovers, wondering how the hell I could satisfy both their cocks. Undoubtedly, they had taken Viagra and would go at me like an energizer battery toy all night. As we navigated one tunnel after another, then a series of paths leading around the park, I felt tawdry pussy juices flow, saturating my panties.

I suddenly stopped and was rooted to the spot, terrified, staring at both men who looked back inquiringly.

“I can’t do anal, guys - you’re cocks are just too big. I know we discussed it, Graham, but fuck, having both your immense slabs of meat inside me simultaneously is exciting but not practical.”

“We’ll work up to it in a few weeks.”

“Are you saying this is our regular date night thing?”

“It can be if you want, Alice.”

I couldn’t tell them apart, making for an interesting dilemma. Should they wish to, both could swap me around, fucking me, and unless I permanently marked one, I’d never know which cock was inside me.

Taking a moment to process the potential impact on our regular date night of me fucking well-hung twins seemed appropriate. I glanced from one gorgeous guy to the other, noting the same loving expression in each.

“Have you shared girls before, Graham?”

“Never.”

“Why not?”

“No girl ever wanted so much cock.”

“I do.”

“I know, which is why I invited Simon tonight.”

“It is a lot of cock to take, honey, especially if you both turbo-charged beforehand.”

“We did.”

My pussy lips seared inside my panties, sending pleading signals to my brain, but I knew my body couldn’t solely be trusted to decide. I closed my eyes and imagined fucking one cock after the other, trying one inside my back passage in a few weeks, then eventually being double penetrated.

“I want to try fucking both of you.”

“Let’s start here then, Alice.”

I glanced around and saw the semi-circular outdoor auditorium of the Orca compound. The whales surfaced and dove in a massive pool nearby, blowing air and water spray high as I ran forward to a reinforced glass wall.

The presence of whales nearby felt immense, like their breathing vibrations and song reached deep inside me, freeing my soul. I was captivated by their power, enormous size, and the whistles and clicks that formed their indecipherable language.

The moon splashed silvery across the water’s surface, picking up the stunning black-and-white contrast of the ocean’s most prolific and capable hunter. When Simon lifted my dress hem, rolling it up to my waist, and Graham kneeled, sliding his thumbs inside my panties, I wanted to be fucked in front of the giant Orcas.

When one twin kissed me while I stared over his shoulders at the mighty whales, the other spread my feet wide apart, fingering the creamy slit between my swollen pussy lips. Both men undressed slowly, attending to my mouth and pussy relentlessly, bringing me toward a climax.

Being kissed by a twin while his brother leaned his torso back and slid his immense cock halfway inside my pussy felt incredible. I shuddered, caught somewhere in an endless orgasm that I wanted to last until morning.

I stared into my lover’s eyes, rifling my fingers gently through his hair, sighing and moaning while his brother fucked me, gradually easing his entire cock deep inside, stretching my pussy wide.

“Which one are you?”

“I’m Graham.”

“Simon feels the same inside my pussy.”

“Good. Imagine how much fun you’ll have on Wednesday date nights.”

“I don’t think any girl deserves this much cock, or loving attention.”

“You do, Alice.”         

When Simon’s cock was balls deep inside my tight hole, I stared into Graham’s eyes, mine bloated with wonder. I gasped, panted uncontrollably, and whimpered, crushing back on a cock so immense it made me feel whole. I rose higher onto my tiptoes, pointing my slit for more cock, planting my forehead on Graham’s.

“I like this, Graham.”

“Simon will fuck you real good, then I will.”

“I-I-I know.”

I gulped and clenched my muscles tight around a cock that molded my soft tissue walls to its will. Simon’s shaft was challenging to milk because I was full of it, and he was so solid. He began fucking me in long, slow strokes that filled my hole, causing my eyes to bulge and my head to swim in a sparkling intoxication of hedonism in which nothing mattered except the two men pleasuring me.

I gasped and stared at Graham when his brother went balls deep inside me, aching my cervix.

“I want anal soon, Graham.”

“We can train your back passage for a few weeks, but Mei will heal you between each time. It also will help if Silas fucks you in the ass frequently, making it easier for our cocks.”

“Once I can easily take your cock in my ass, will you guys double-penetrate me?”

“Of course, Alice.”

I got over-excited, panting energetically while Simon fucked me harder. I loved the sleazy feeling that the men were somehow sexually managing me. I wrapped my arms around Graham’s neck, kissing him like a boyfriend, still watching the Orcas while Simon fucked me hard, having stretched my pussy wide.

When I screamed in a tumultuous, shuddering orgasm, an Orca eyed me carefully, almost conveying a sense of concern, driving my climax higher. Simon gripped around my waist for stability, fucking me hard and fast while his brother reached around, prising my ass cheeks wide open to help better access. 

I was held aloft by a cock and two pairs of hands, trying to kiss the lover I planned to have, while the one I didn’t pummeled my hole until his cock jerked so hard that the rim around his glans pressed deep into my pussy walls.

I stared into Graham’s eyes and smiled.

“Your brother is cumming inside me.”

“Does it feel good, Alice?”

“It feels amazing.”

“My turn now.”

They swapped over by Graham sitting on a front row seat and Simon helping me sit on his fresh, solid cock reverse cowboy. One brother’s semen eased the path inside my pussy for the other’s giant cock as I repeated the process of being fucked, passed around like a sex toy.

Simon helped me fuck his brother with my squelching, cum filled pussy, holding my hands while I powered a dripping-wet hole up and down my lover’s gnarly shaft. Unbelievably, my pussy stretched wider, even though the side walls were already a cream-coated, sticky, slick mess.

I was getting far more cock than any girl deserved or needed, but still, my orgasm trembled onward, rising and falling like an ocean full of pleasure. When I screamed louder, the Orcas swam faster and more aggressively, singing loudly, almost like they were tuned in to my excitement and joy, sensing a climax was near.

When Simon leaned in and kissed me, my reproductive organs exploded in a shuddering, mind-blowing orgasm that wreaked utter joy through me, tightening every muscle and stretching my tendons to their fullest extent.

An Orca breached the pool, smashing down on the water as my pussy filled with more semen than I could hold. For good measure, Simon and Graham gripped me around the waist and under my ass cheeks, working together, hauling my sticky cunt on and off an immense, solid cock until my orgasm became so wild I begged for mercy.

I slumped, exhausted, and was left to rest momentarily, bottomed out on Graham’s massive cock while Simon held and kissed me lovingly, helping my body recover.

“That was amazing, Graham.”

“Better than expected?’

“Yes, by so much.”

“Shall we go home to my apartment?”

“Is Simon coming?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Good.”


Chapter Fourteen

Leverage

◆◆◆

Graham’s apartment became a festival of sex. My pussy was never so entirely wrecked by two enormous cocks wielded by high-performance lovers. The twins took turns fucking me, both competing with and complimenting each other, taking me in many positions, missionary, doggy, 69, and, my favorite: the face-off where each guy sat on the bed edge and I straddled and fucked them, taking each man’s cock in turn at the stroke speed and to the depth inside me I wished.

When they woke through the night, I was roused, fucked, filled with another semen load, and we went back to sleep in each other’s arms.

I lost count of the number of times Graham and Simon fucked me, but by dawn, my cervix, cum filled pussy, and raw clitoris ached like hell.

While I showered, Graham made us breakfast, serving the most delicious overnight-soaked oats with freshly made pancakes I have ever tasted. I sat at the wooden breakfast bar counter of a very well-stocked kitchen, with copper pots and pans dangling from the ceiling, fresh herbs growing on a window ledge, and glass jars with screwtop lids containing everything from dried porcini mushrooms to a small round ball of white truffle.

I sipped my coffee, eyeing the twins, both of whom seemed to have enjoyed fucking me.

“Do you both live here, Graham?”

“Fuck no! I couldn’t stand being around Simon every day.”

“So the kitchen design and layout is yours?”

“I love to cook. One day, perhaps I will do it professionally.”

“Do you mean to become a chef or own a restaurant?”

“Both, I hope.”

“Are we paying you enough?”

“No… but I have a dream; maybe one day it can become real. I have a good life working for you, and this apartment is better than most.”

“I have an idea. A way you could make considerably more money.”

“I’m listening.”

An idea had occurred to me through the night. Any girl who hadn’t enjoyed a cock the size both twins wielded would undoubtedly be afraid of its length and girth. Sucking the men off was a hardship if you were a lover of deep-throating because neither could cram their meat far enough down any girl’s throat to give her what she wanted. 

“Could you two be available to work at Alice In Wonderland?”

“As hookers?”

“You’d be paid, so technically, yes.”

“How only technically? We would either be paid for having sex or not.”

“Well, yes… you’d be hookers, but highly specialized and earning a couple of grand each per night at least.”

“Doing what?”

“Bachelorette fucking, cuckolding, revenge for wives who were cheated on, divorce celebrations, and other special events.”

“On a stage?”

“No, these would all be private, discrete events in a luxurious on-site bedroom. I’m not suggesting you guys become strippers or throw yourself at a drunken crowd. I think there is a market for women who want to enjoy two immense cocks to commemorate an occasion.”

“That’s interesting, Alice. Would there be a playbook for these events?”

“Yes - Celia could take care of the choreographing for each client, meeting with them, discussing seduction, dialogue, sex positions, kinks, and such like.”

“And how much money would we make?”

“Like I said, a couple of grand for each of you per night.”

“What would our percentage cut be, Alice?”

“You keep every cent.”

“How does Alice In Wonderland benefit?”

“You’d be a big draw for wealthy ladies and some guys who like watching too. I’m figuring out a similar idea to cater to wealthy men. If a wife cheats or she is a cuckquean, a couple of special ladies can help the couple enjoy their kink or reconcile.”

“It sounds like a bold move.”

“Graham, the club must evolve and provide edgy, out-of-this-world experiences, or it will only ever make nominal profits. You guys have cocks and virility that will help set Alice In Wonderland above others.”

Simon stared at Graham, grinning from ear to ear. I’d noticed he was more horny and rougher through the night, but I assumed that might be because it was his first time fucking me.

“I’m in, Alice.”

“Thank you, Simon. What about you, Graham?’

“What would it mean to our Wednesday evening?”

“That’s sacred… and I’d like dinner cooked here next week, please. I’ll bring wine.”

“Okay… I’m up for one, possibly two evenings a week working at the club, but no cuckolding - I don’t mind doing revenge fucks if a husband cheated, but I’m not humiliating another guy.”

“Understood.”

Graham made a fair stipulation that surprised me. I had no problem with cuckolding, although I wouldn’t do that to Silas, nor would I wish him to enjoy that kink. I understood why many men wanted to be cuckolded, as many women desired to be cuckqueans. My challenge was to ensure that, within reason, Alice In Wonderland offered services that satisfied every discerning client, regardless of their kink, as long as they spent a thousand bucks on each bottle of champagne.

While Graham pondered, I grinned at his brother.

“Simon?”

“I’ll do cuckolding sessions all day and night, Alice. I don’t give a fuck about the husband’s kink as long as I get to plow great pussy. Please count me out for the plus-size girls and ugly ones.”

“You’re very ruthless.”

“Graham got all the handed down genetic decency available from Mom and Dad. I’m not nearly as nice.”

Simon’s forthright and cavalier attitude completely jarred me, but I guess many male and female hookers had standards they would apply to a client’s looks and hygiene. My idea to catapult Alice In Wonderland forward as the world’s leading sex destination stood, but I would ask Celia to keep an eye on Simon to ensure our clients were leaving the club happy, not offended or humiliated, unless that’s what they paid for.

Given my sudden unsettled mood, I was pleased when Simon left. When the apartment door closed without him saying goodbye, Graham laughed and pointed at my angered expression.

“Sorry, Alice, I never anticipated your conversation. Had I known something like this would come up, I would have warned you. Simon has borderline personality disorder, as far as I am concerned. Our parents disagree, but literally, he gives no fucks about anything or anyone.”

“It’s okay. You two look the same, but my god, you are very different in character.”

“Last night, he was only supposed to be a fuck buddy for you. I can cancel him for next week.”

“No… it’s fine now that I know. This is my fault for assuming he was like you because he looks like you.”

I was annoyed, but not so much that I would cut my nose off to spite my face. Fucking the twins all night was my guilty pleasure, one to be enjoyed and kept as a deeply held secret.

“Simon has broken many hearts, Alice.”

“Possibly not the sort of guy we want to manage a cuckolding for the benefit of our clients. I want the event to go how the cuckold and hotwife wish, not how the bull wants.”

“I will leave that problem with you, Alice. My relationship with Simon is good, and I would rather not change it by fighting him.”

Graham’s reticence came as no great surprise. He and Simon would be mixing personal with business lives, which was a road to hell, although not for Silas and me. I would be careful in managing my lover and his brother, making sure to enjoy our fantastic sex while taking full commercial advantage of their sex appeal and lovemaking prowess.

I sipped coffee while Graham tidied his apartment. He looked like a boyfriend doting on his girlfriend, entirely the opposite of his twin.

“Do you think me a pimp, Graham?”

“Labels like hooker, slut, pimp, and whore are unhelpful in your family and the circle of friends around them. I understand what you want to do at Alice In Wonderland. There is little point in being like the last or next fetish club.”

“I want my club to be different, building a luxury, decadent brand.”

“And open elsewhere?”

“Yes. Sex sells, Graham.”

Graham’s attention to detail in tidying his apartment prompted my introspection since I had no such cares or responsibilities. In America, I was very house-proud in my apartment, always buying new furniture, fixtures, or fittings and tidying before I left home or went to bed.

Since those days as an ordinary girl with a challenging job, I had changed immeasurably, concerned now with the life and sexual planning of a family to whom I was not biologically or even legally related. It had been months since I’d cracked an egg, brandished a whisk, made my signature dish - spaghetti alle vongole, or ran a vacuum cleaner across a carpet.

I had become all about business and new types of pleasure, forsaking my old life and its simplicity. I had more money in my bank than I’d ever earned before coming to Hong Kong, and with my shareholdings in various companies, I was set to be a millionaire within my first year - and that was just the start.

I glanced around Graham’s apartment, reminiscing about mine, ending up staring at his breakfast bar, feeling unsure of myself.

“Is something wrong, Alice?”

“I was just thinking.”

“Can you share those thoughts?”

Graham had just finished wiping clean a heavy wooden counter that someone fitted very well. By the look on his face, he loved the kitchen, probably entertained around there frequently, and had created many happy memories.

My recent memories were of tedious dinners, lots of flirting, torrid, almost maniacal sex, and heartstopping business deals - not really what I had in mind when I arrived in Hong Kong.

“I was examining at your wooden counter, Graham. It’s finished with beeswax and linseed oil with a color dye before being polished.”

“A guy near the border makes them. He cuts down old trees, uses pallet wood and offcuts from carpentry shops, and makes the best furniture I have ever seen.”

“My Dad does the same thing. It started as a hobby when I was a little girl - now he makes a living. He uses pallets to make tables and kitchen chopping boards. I watched him for hours in his workshop, working miracles with a bandsaw, router, and a few clamps.”

“They say it’s the finishing that makes it work. Sanding, sanding, sanding, and polishing.”

“I miss my father.”

“It doesn’t sound like that’s all you miss, Alice.”

“No, it’s not.”

It felt beautiful when he hugged me from behind and kissed my neck, but I wasn’t sure we hadn’t crossed a boundary. Graham was mine to enjoy until I returned to Silas sometime today, as was Celia replacing me, but this moment of sensitivity between me and my lover felt wrong.

I wasn’t catching feelings for Graham, but I was in a place where I imagined fuck buddies would never go and people in a relationship might pass by on the way to true love. My anxiety had increased because my lover also looked concerned.

“What’s wrong, Alice?”

“I have changed so much I can barely recognize the girl I was before coming here, and some things are missing from my life.”

“Such as?”

“Making my coffee as I enjoy it in an espresso machine that took me a year to master. Until I came here, I rode my bike on Saturday mornings to meet girlfriends at Coffee Bean - my local caffeine emporium. Five of us chatted for hours about work, men, other girls, and the latest gifts we had bought ourselves.”

“Now you are a billionaire’s concubine and business partner?”

“Yes, something like that.”

“This is why Hermione retired, Alice. She told me she was often sick to death with protocol, organization, and staying at dinner with people who bored her. We were lovers until you arrived.”

“I know you were.”

“We were really lovers - not like you and me.”

“What happened that stopped you from seeing her?”

“Hermione wanted us to marry once she and Silas were divorced, but I refused; hence, she had no objections to me becoming your driver. She is not the sort of woman anyone says no to.”

“Why did you turn her down?”

“I wanted to spend time with you, Alice. Please don’t worry; I am not in love with you, although I am not as disengaged as my brother is.”

“Why are you drawn to me?”

“I enjoy your kindness, intelligence, and wit. You are also beautiful and sexy, supremely competent in bed, and fun to be around. Driving you around and having one date night a week works perfectly for me.”

“What if you want more?”

“I won’t. I like to fuck other girls, see the shock on their faces when they grip my cock, try stuffing it down their throats, or slide their pussy down it. I can’t be faithful, but I won’t be cruel either.”

“The opposite to Simon.”

“I also enjoy reading, fishing, and riding my bike on Saturday mornings to meet my friends at a bakery with great coffee.”

“Not the marrying kind, then?”

“Maybe one day it is possible… just not this day. I am happy to do as you ask at the club because the money will be good and if done properly, these sessions will be great fun. Hermione kept me on a tight leash.”

“Was Silas aware of all that passed between you and Hermione, Graham?”

“Not everything, no. Occasionally, it felt treasonous, but I reminded myself that Beijing was my only real master. Wei Lin encouraged me to take my relationship with Hermione off the reservation.”

“Am I the same target for you and Beijing?”

“No. Beijing does not believe you are dangerous. Wei Lin made sure of that. If anything, you are more likely to be spied on by your country. There is little to worry over in Silas’s family as far as Beijing is concerned. They consider our sleazy behavior something they could use as leverage one day if needed.”

“Hermione and you had a full-blown affair?”

“Yes.”

“Did she tell you she loved you?”

“Many times.”

“Fuck!”

I now knew Hermione had been cheating on Silas with Graham. The difference between them being permitted lovers in the eyes of a sexually open-minded husband and having committed adultery was a matter of communication and transparency.

I was duty-bound to tell my boyfriend.

“Hermione hasn’t been transparent with Silas.”

“No - she hasn’t.”

“And Silas - did he stick to agreed-upon rules?”

“I never saw him stray, neither did Wei Lin, but that doesn’t mean he didn’t. The fact he fucked Celia for the first time last night suggests he played the game honestly.”

“Why are you telling me this, Graham?”

He looked awkward, and his face flushed. I was surprised his cheeks reddened so much and that he glanced everywhere but me, including at the floor. My heart rate quickened, and I felt a surging anxiety and sickness in the pit of my stomach because Graham was getting to a point I might not like.

“You might as well spit it out, honey. We are official, above-board lovers, after all. Why are you telling me this, and what makes it embarrassing for you?”

“You might need this information to control Hermione soon; put her in a box and silence her, so to speak.”

“Why would I do that?“

“When you and Silas tell her Caihong is his daughter, she will go fucking nuts.”

“How did you know about that?”

“Wei Lin and I are supposed to know everything. I thought she explained that we did a DNA test years ago.”

“She never mentioned you knew, but I guess it makes sense she shared the result with you.”

“Did you ever mention this to Hermione?”

“No.”

“Does Beijing know?”

I tested him and Wei Lin, praying that Graham hadn’t gossiped to a colleague, higher-up, or friend.

“Wei Lin instructed me to keep the information secret and tell nobody. If Hermione freaks out and has a spy in her household, Beijing will know within the hour.”

“And because you buried this secret, you and Wei Lin would be-.”

“Fucked.”

“Yes… I see.”


Chapter Fifteen

Mountain Pleasure

◆◆◆

Graham drove me home. When we set off, I felt uneasy, but cared less about his latest shocking revelations as each minute passed. Intrigue and deceit were par for the course I now played, something to deal with rather than hide from or be scared of.

In any case, there was no point worrying because this was the nightmare that prominent families with a decadent streak and lots of skeletons in closets must handle. Okay, fair enough; Silas and Hermione had been far more sexually irresponsible than most others, and they sailed through the heady waters of incest without realizing it, but nothing had happened on my watch.

As weak-sounding as it was, none of the problems caused me to be required to fall on my sword. 

I felt awkward sitting in the back seat of a car driven by a man who had fucked me all night and filled my belly with his seed, but we were back in the real world, with date night a week away, our schedules permitting.

Graham cautiously eyed me in the rearview mirror.

“What’s wrong, Graham?”

“What will you tell, Silas?”

“We shouldn’t discuss what passes between him and me, honey. Once we stray into that gray area, trust is compromised. I have some important things on my agenda today. Let’s focus on those.”

“The Monks?”

“Yes, Li’s eighteenth birthday is three days away. I want to meet with the men selected by the Abbot to fuck her and understand what options she has.”

“Men? As in, more than one.”

“Li has options to enjoy a virgin, followed by experienced guys, or she may just forgo the virgin.”

“Those guys are severely sexually frustrated.”

“Just what a girl needs sometimes, Graham.”

“Is that what you need?”

“Sometimes.”

As laughable as some may find it, I wanted to avoid over-familiarity between us outside date nights. Graham understood that and probably wanted the same, too, but some self-preservation instinct of his was playing out, and he seemed insecure. His split loyalties between Hermione, Silas, Wei Lin, and Beijing were impossible to manage because each unfairly pulled him in a different direction.

I smiled comfortingly into his rearview mirror.

“Please don’t worry, honey. Nothing bad will happen to anyone, including you.”

“Thank you, Alice.”

“Trust me.”

“I do.”

“I have one question, though, please.”

“Go ahead, Alice.”

“Does anyone know you and Hermione were having a full-blown affair?”

“No.”

“Not even Wei Lin?”

“Especially not my boss.”

While I rode the elevator to our penthouse feeling mildly nervous, Graham went to grab a coffee in the hotel lounge. I needed to speak privately with Silas because discord would ensue among the family if we were not wholly joined at the hip, acting in unity.

With our staff working hard and Wei Lin and Mei sorting out their lives at home, I didn’t want to risk any word of Hermione’s deceit being revealed.

When the elevator door opened, I almost bumped into Celia, who was kissing Silas goodbye. I had imagined this moment, never believing it might happen, and shockingly, now it was here, I felt no embarrassment or envy.

When she saw me, Celia disengaged immediately, hugging and kissing me before I did the same with my boyfriend. She then waved Silas goodbye and stepped into the elevator, turning around and holding the doors, having forgotten something.

“Oh, Alice.”

“Yes, dear.”

“Can we play sometime… with or without Silas?”

“I’ll ask Silas and get back to you.”

“Thank you.”

Celia smiled as the elevator doors closed, and I gripped my boyfriend’s hand, leading him to our bedroom a tad faster than usual. He seemed surprised but said nothing until I closed the door.

“What’s wrong, Alice?”

“Graham revealed a secret that you are not going to like.”

“Go ahead.”

“He told me that the fuck buddy games he and Hermione played out became a full-blown love affair that manifested in multiple undisclosed liaisons between them every week for years.”

“Fuck!”

It was evident by Silas’s emotion-filled face that he had no idea his wife was cheating. His shock sent him staggering to the bed where he sat, then lay down with his hands on his head, gasping for breath.

“Did Hermione love him, Alice?”

“He says yes and that she told him so repeatedly. I only have Graham’s word for it.”

“He wouldn’t lie.”

“I agree.”

“Did Graham love my wife?”

“Not in the slightest. Graham is incapable of love, and I believe him because I experienced that. He can be a loving friend, but something prevents him from immersing entirely in a romance. Incidentally, he has a twin named Simon who is a fucking sociopath.”

“A twin? Graham has a twin?”

“Yep… and I can confirm the man is a replica in every detail.”

“Wow… did you have a good time?”

“Yes… you?”

“Celia was lovely, but she isn’t you, Alice. I am glad to see you home.”

“Me too, honey.”

Silas fell silent, processing the news about his wife. It had to sting that she cheated for such a long time, but I needed to redirect him because other matters in the present might hurt more, namely the big reveal about Caifong. He rolled over and smiled weakly at me, looking more vulnerable than I had seen.

“If any of this gets out, people will think me weak, Alice.”

“You’re not weak, but yes, your enemies will enjoy gossiping and wagging fingers.”

“What shall I do?”

“Option one. Don’t tell anyone about your biological connection to Caihong. Graham divulged the secret affair to use as leverage against Hermione in case she goes nuts about your true identity as Caihong’s father and blabs too much.”

“Option two?”

“Tell Caihong the truth and risk upsetting her and unraveling the whole secret. I don’t think she will be too happy knowing her real Dad took her virginity, even if it’s not your fault.”

“She will be distraught, to begin with. Taboo and edgy sex play is one thing, but full-blown incest is quite another. If we say nothing, how long until something breaks and the beans are spilled anyway?”

“Wei Lin, Mei, and Graham will remain discrete. They enjoy a billionaire’s generosity while Beijing leaves them alone and on full pay. It’s an easy life, and they won’t give it up easily. In a worst-case scenario, if they were indiscrete, we would do the same, drawing Beijing’s ire to them.”

“Mutually assured destruction then, Alice?”

“Exactly.”

“If we keep quiet, I will always have leverage against my cheating wife. That fucking hurts a bit.”

“She wanted out of the marriage for more reasons than you, Silas. I understood from Graham that Hermione was tired of being a billionaire’s wife, sick of putting on a false face at social events, listening to scurrilous gossip, and fed up running the family.”

“Hence, she did it so poorly.”

“There is no value in raking over the past, Silas. We must move forward.”

“There is still the problem between Caifong and me. I occasionally sleep with her.”

“When was the last time?”

“About a year ago.”

“Leave that problem with me, Silas.”

When I left our penthouse to meet Graham and drive across town to the monastery, I felt more like a matriarch than ever. I would block any sexual hookups in the family with Silas or others that might be remotely incestuous without revealing the secrets we now agreed to keep.

I would make Silas a happy man, loving him dearly, ensuring he fucked all the tens he wanted to, frequently joining in if I wished. Hermione had been cruel and selfish, but I would still meet with and fuck her occasionally, gradually exerting more control through her desire to enjoy a younger woman.

When I arrived in the lobby, Graham had pulled the car out front and waited in a VIP parking slot. Stephen must have told him I was on my way.

As he drove from the hotel, I smiled at my driver/lover through the rearview mirror and saw he looked worried.

“It’s all dealt with, honey. No need to ask questions or worry about the details. Continue as you have been and keep quiet about what you know.”

“Thank you, Alice.”

“Thank you for trusting me.”

I felt happy that Graham was my lover. His emotional make-up, where he didn’t seek love or long-term companionship, was perfect for me. I could fuck him after a romantic dinner, date him as much as I wanted, and pour out my heart if I wished, which I didn’t and probably never would.

The point was, I had a bull who was more than that - a fuck buddy who was a loyal friend with benefits. As I scrolled through my messages, glancing occasionally at Graham, I felt happy that my belly was full of his seed but not so much his brother’s.

“Next week, can we have dinner together, just you and me, please, Graham?”

“Of course. Has Simon upset you?”

“No. I would like us to get to know one another better and have some laughs and fun without a sociopath in the room soaking up our energy. Maybe we can invite your twin in a few weeks, but only for the bedroom scene. My pussy still feels like it hasn’t returned to its usual tightness.”

“Really?”

“I’ve never been fucked the way you and Simon did me last night.”

Graham looked gleeful, and I laughed inwardly, enjoying his happiness and reminding myself how easy it was to please a man just by being nice to him. I found my gender to be a little more challenging to deal with than a very straightforward, relatively honest man.

When we arrived at the monastery, Graham stayed in the car. Abbot Zhao had strict rules about limiting visitors, preferring his monks live in relative solitude - until pussy was on offer. The doors flung wide open, as did the immense wooden ones in a castle wall in front of me when I knocked hard.

I wore two-inch black heels and a mid-thigh floral summer dress in joyful printed pastel shades. The garment hugged my figure down to the waist, where it billowed enough to show my panties to anyone following me up a steep staircase—such as in the monastery. A plunging neckline revealed about two-thirds of my cleavage, combining nicely with the whole package that rocked the door-opening guy’s world.

I wanted a few upskirt shots to be taken, hoping that when dormitory and single occupancy room candles were snuffed after prayers, everyone would masturbate over the visiting slut enjoying her lack of panties.

The guy escorting me to the Abbot’s office didn’t disappoint, taking plenty of pictures using his phone camera and pointing up my dress as I slowly ascended steep stone steps, making sure my hips swung in a way that opened my thighs wide. The bare, red raw pussy that Graham and Simon had widened through the night would be in every Monk’s spank bank before I finished the meeting with their boss.

The Abbot, a handsome, fit-looking man in his late forties, pretended not to notice me when I was led into his immense, regal-style throne room. He sat behind a desk carved out of a tree with one hand poorly covering a cock so solid it must hurt pressing against his robes.

The respectable holy man stood to greet me. We shook hands, and I got a better look at a pocket rocket that could please most girls as it pressed against his gown fabric. He waved me to a seat in front of his desk before taking his and slowly inspecting me from toe to top of my head while I licked my lips, uncrossed my legs, and teased him.

“Your request is highly unusual, Alice.”

“Yes… I know, but this is the sort of event that creates an exciting ritual, establishing a new tradition.”

“You say the girl is a virgin?”

“Li is pure.”

“Many of my Monks say they are unfamiliar with women, but I know which are lying.”

“I have several girls reaching the age of consent this year and next.”

“Do we both understand that age is sixteen in Hong Kong?”

“We do, but I have changed our family bylaws - our age of consent is eighteen, and the girls may opt out of the ceremony.”

“That’s wise.”

I loved how transactional our discussion was. Had my pussy not been so sore, I would have opened my legs wide, offering the head Monk an eyeful. As it happened, he couldn’t take his eyes off the tiny sliver of hope visible between my almost closed knees.

“What can you offer an eighteen-year-old girl on her first night of love, Abbot?”

“The swing.”

He pointed to a sturdy swing with more straps than I expected. A central cable attached the contraption to the ceiling.

“We shall set it up in our prayer room above the altar. The girl can be fucked sitting in a cradle, turned upside down to eat cock and feed her pussy to a Monk, moved into a downward or upward facing horizontal plane, spit-roasted, fucked in the ass-.”

“I get the picture.”

He stood and led the way to where the swing was temporarily set up for my benefit. Wide mesh straps would feel comfortable across the back, head, and ass cheeks, as they would across the front of the girl’s body if she was flipped over.

The whole thing pivoted on a central axis where the girl could be spun around three hundred and sixty degrees and used as the Monks wished. 

“I designed this swing myself because I have many Monks and few girls for them to share. When we get a willing entertainer, she must become easily available and usable by many.”

“It’s ingenious and exciting, but what if Li chooses to bed only one man, perhaps a virgin?”

“We can accommodate that too. She can wander the stone floors, enter every room, and choose her suitor, more than one if she wishes. No man here will force themselves on your girl.”

“May I accompany her?”

“Of course. If you wish to fuck my Monks, feel free.”

“I will.”

“Would you like to sit in the swing and give it a go?”

“I have a confession to make, Abbot.”

“Go ahead, girl.”

“I spent last night with two very well-hung bulls.”

“That sounds delicious.”

“I’m very sore down there.”

“I have a gentle tongue.”

“Oh, I see. Umm… no condoms were used last night.”

“Good.”

I had expected the Abbot to want to fuck me, and if pressed on the matter, I would have agreed. His wanting to lick my well fucked, cum filled pussy came as a pleasant surprise and one I agreed to as a means of firming up our friendship. 

I unzipped my dress and let it drop to the floor, taking his breath away.

When he composed himself, the Abbot helped me into the swing, tightening everything up before, with one finger flick, he sent me through one hundred and eighty degrees. My feet were up, and my hair was swished on the floor. My pussy was level with his mouth, and after he unfettered himself of all robes, his beautifully circumcised creamy cock head was an inch away from my lips.

I gripped my new friend’s thick cock around its base while he spread my legs wide. He stepped in and dipped his tongue inside my aching fuck hole, French kissing it lovingly. I trembled excitedly, feeling raw but ready for a man who would reverently pray at my creamy altar.

When the Abbot’s thumbs splayed wide my anal whorl, and he licked it like a kid on an ice cream cone, I sucked his cock head, slurping off the tawdry, salty coating layered thick on his bulbous, swollen glans.

I sucked him good and so hard my lips popped when I slid them across his cock head, harvesting every drop of sticky cream. The Abbot seemed desperate to eat me, moaning vociferously, using powerful fingers to pull both my holes wide open, licking one, then the other, and chewing the wrinkled tips of my raw pussy lips.

The Abbot’s lips and tongue felt like he imagined something tasty was buried inside each hole as he tried eeking out the imaginary treasure while a tingling deep inside my womb grew into intense, tickling flutters, then an explosive orgasm.

The Abbot filled my mouth with his seed, pumping his cock down my throat as hard as possible with me gripping his ass cheeks, helping his forward stroke. My orgasm intensified when my lover thumbed the skin around my sticky clitoris wide apart, and he brushed the sensitive, vibrating pink tip, dragging it in circles.

I squirted pee, and even though gravity made it feel messy, I was convinced that the Abbot expertly plowed his tongue up and down my furrow, sucking hard and drinking every drop of my tawdry juice.

I was feasted upon, devoured, and worshipped.

As I descended from an intense orgasm, I believed this was the proper first night fucking for Li, but would present her with the options and allow the girl to choose.

After the Abbot had drunk from my sticky cup of plenty, he was a changed man, polite and humble, almost to a fault. Nothing was too much trouble when he toured me around the monastery, finally and reluctantly escorting me to the front entrance, where we hugged.

“Will you return to see me, Alice?“

“With Li? Of course.”

“No… I mean you alone.”

“Ahh… would you like to fuck me, Abbot?”

“Yes, very much.”

“Okay, let’s explore some options together. After Li’s deflowering ceremony, we can meet.”

“I’ll give you a key to the monastery.”

“So I can sneak in on occasion to sleep with you?”

“Yes.”

“I’d like that.”

My dance card was getting full, but I had room for a nice man with a decent-sized cock, and a great body who lived in an ancient castle. I could see myself running through candle-lit, scary, stone floor and walled corridors, aiming for a secret, forbidden lover.

I held the Abbot close and kissed him, enjoying the sweet taste of my sticky orgasm on his lips. He was another good lover, not great, but plenty enough to be enormous fun. 

“Please do everything you can to make Li’s night special.”

“Don’t worry. Our prayer chamber will be her paradise.”

“Thank you, Abbot.”


Chapter Sixteen

The Warriors Gather

◆◆◆

The day of Li’s deflowering came around too quickly. I had been absorbed with its preparations, having little time to welcome Wei Lin and Mei into our home. I even missed Silas Junior’s arrival in his new home—a small party the baby didn’t understand was planned and a delightful union moment with his real father caught on camera by a professional photographer.

Silas’s fathering a child with Wei Lin would be the most challenging secret for everyone involved to keep because we didn’t want to hide the boy’s true identity. Denying his birthright felt entirely wrong, so we agreed to live with a ruse for at least the first year of his life and then find a way to introduce him properly.

Hermione would be the main problem. Through her poor management, lousy judgment, and cheating, my predecessor had become a nexus of messy issues I needed to solve.

I wanted some time to pass, allowing my new sexual rituals within the family to settle before dropping the bombshell about Silas Jr in Hermione’s lap. With luck, she would never know her ex-husband was Caihong’s father.

As I sat on our bed, cradling Silas Jr. in my arms, I felt broody and wanted my own babies. He was so beautiful and impossible not to love, regardless of the circumstances of his birth. When I handed him back and smiled at Wei Lin, she looked happier than ever.

“He is beautiful like Mom and Dad.”

“I love him so much, Alice - thank you for your kindness in bringing everyone together.”

“That’s no problem. Are you and Mei still available to join us tonight?”

“Yes. We have our Geisha outfits perfectly tailored, and we shaved one another’s pussies this morning.”

“Everyone meets here at 4 p.m. I have a small coach booked.”

What had begun as an extravagant deflowering ritual for one girl grew immensely into a family event. Li was surprisingly accommodating of my idea so long as she got exclusive use of the sex swing and enough lovers to fuck her through the night. I had cautioned against a gangbang, explaining that losing her virginity was a big deal and that what she desired from many cocks might ache for days.

She even contemplated doing anal which I utterly forbade.

But Li drove a hard bargain in all other matters, forcing me to acquiesce to her demands in exchange for accepting my needs.

When 4 p.m. came, and everyone gathered in our penthouse, Hermione was belligerent. She had plenty to say about my changes to her rituals and cornered me away from the others, speaking in hushed tones, barely concealing her anger.

“I can’t understand why Silas doesn’t break the girl in - she is eighteen today and legal by any measure. Being fucked by so many men in one night is a bad idea, Alice - you know that.”

“Li has chosen her own rituals, Hermione. Using the monastery and monks is non-negotiable, but how she is defiled is up to her. Since she has reached the age of her majority in every sense, the choice is hers anyway. I will respect her decision and be on hand to deal with any problems.”

“Why not let Silas fuck the girl here, now, in the bed he took her mother and grandmother in?.”

“It’s not happening, Hermione.”

“Why not?”

“Because I said so.”

We eyeballed each other, and she blinked first, pursing her lips and looking away. Hermione wasn’t expecting a rebuke from me, however mildly I delivered it. Even if I could explain myself, I didn’t intend to because she certainly wouldn’t have when acting as matriarch.

I ignored her seething expression and counted heads while the girls enjoyed a refreshing nonalcoholic cocktail mixed by Stephen at the bar.

Hermione, Caihong, Li, and her two sisters, Wei Lin and Mei - eight, including me.

I smiled at Hermione, who had simmered from rage to mild irritation, so I changed the subject and called everyone to order. I handed out small color cards to each girl and began the briefing.

“Ladies, tonight you are invited to fuck the Shaolin castle monks while Li enjoys her deflowering privately in the prayer room. Each of you has a color card, a replica of which is pinned to specific bedrooms and dorms in the castle.”

“Do the contents of the room corresponding to our color belong to us?”

“Exactly that, Caihong. Thank you.”

In discussions with the Abbot, I devised the idea of indulging in a ladies’ night at the castle, which I intended to repeat for family men in the convent once I had time to organize it. These nights would happen when I decided, probably every few months, as long as men and women were equally accommodated and entertained.

I wanted to avoid jealousy between couples, so my chosen theme was swinging in an ancient, naughty Chinese style. While her relatives fucked their way through multiple men in the castle, Li had complete privacy in a prayer sanctuary - a large room with an altar and sex swing.

She had selected her lovers from a book of naked profile pictures and bios - I very much approved of her choices.

On the day we met, after Li was content with her fuck team, the Abbot slammed his book shut and smiled but seemed disappointed. He told us many other monks were desperate to be selected, and now he must deliver them bad news. That was when I came up with the idea of inviting Li’s female relatives to the party.

I continued my briefing amid giggles from the women who didn’t know what I had planned.

“Forty-three men requested a color card for their room door or dorm bed. Li has eight prime bulls allocated to the prayer room. I’m helping her fuck those men. The other five of you have thirty-five prime warrior men to share.”

“That’s five each.”

“Yes, Hermione. If any girl can’t fully service her allocation, another must help. The Abbot controls Mother Superior and the convent, so if we are well thought of and satisfy all the monks, our men will have much fun in a few weeks.”

“Tonight, we are goodwill ambassadors for our family men?”

”I guess we are.”

I ushered my ladies into a small luxury bus with tinted windows so dark nobody would see them inside. At the Abbot’s request, each was dressed like a stunning Geisha girl, ready to suck and fuck their allocation of men offering any hole the monks desired.

When I handed Caihong a red card, she grinned broadly.

“Did I get a full allocation or just a few brave souls curious about period sex?”

“You got half the guys applying to fuck you; I whittled the list down to seven; otherwise, you would be greedy.”

“Dirty men who will run a red light. I love them already.”

“Period sex fascinates men, Caifong. It’s a forbidden act that makes them more horny.”

“I could do with a few cocks tonight. My flow is heavy, and the cramps today are awful.”

“By breakfast time, you will feel much better.”

Husbands and boyfriends had agreed their ladies could fuck the monks and stay overnight. In exchange for their generosity, I had Celia arrange a private night for them at Alice In Wonderland with a visiting U.S. Football Team cheerleading squad. Twenty prime American pussies would dance for, flirt with, and fuck our eight boyfriends and husbands, including mine.

At the speed I arranged Li’s event, Hermione had no chance to form a consensus against me. Ordinarily, Silas would have wined and dined Li, then bedded her, breakfasted together, and be done. Now, this was an incredible fuck festival with decadent rituals engaging all her family members in Li’s celebratory deflowering.

While her Mom was being fucked by Shaolin monks, her Dad would enjoy a few lithe cheerleaders smoking his pole before they rode it.

On the way to our castle love paradise, while all the women gossipped and made lewd comments, giggling like schoolgirls, I knew from her frequent scowling that Hermione still wasn’t happy. I hoped not to have turned a friend and lover into an enemy, but my primary concern was detaching Silas from his responsibilities of fucking genetic descendants, and as far as I was concerned, that was a job well done.

Inside the castle courtyard at sunset, on a solid stone floor, more than one hundred Shaolin monk warriors turned out to greet us, all gorgeously naked with ripped and well-oiled bodies. They stood rigidly still, spaced apart on a rising stone floor that led to the castle’s inner sanctum doors, like figurines in an ancient battle, prepared to fight to the death.

At the Abbot’s command, massive kettle drums echoed through the courtyard, gripping my soul, and our warriors went into battle. A series of ferocious, blood-curdling screams accompanied the finest display of martial arts fighting moves I ever saw. The bestial, depraved shouts of fighting men dealing death blows, sything the air with kicks and punches, lifted my soul, fluttering in my womb like the tickle confirming the idea of an orgasm has begun. 

Their display was the stuff of instant and significant female, damp arousal between the legs, and any woman denying her sticky gusset after roaming among, inspecting close up, and fondling those men while they fought is a liar.

My panties felt hot as I studied one guy with a hard cock, then another as each fought an invisible enemy, demonstrating their prowess for whichever girl paid them most attention. They smelled like raw sex and looked capable of fucking a girl really well, with precum-soaked cock heads and fiery desperation in their eyes, such as a chained wolf might possess.

Not all monks would participate in our multi-room orgy tonight, but every one of them wanted to show themselves off. Some took their abstinence vows seriously, others were on a period of silent prayer, a few were gay, and one or two were just not interested in fucking us tonight.

When a final, bone-chilling cheer rose and was cut off sharply, the courtyard fell deadly silent and still - reaching into my soul, squeezing it hard. In the depraved silence, I thought everyone heard a bead of my tawdry arousal soak through a scant-drenched cotton gusset that I expected to do better, lasting longer.

My thighs were sticky and damp, and that condition worsened when I placed both palms on the Abbot’s naked chest, feeling his raw, rapid pounding heart through my trembling fingers.

I wanted to fuck him right then and there in front of more than a hundred men and women. I wrapped my fingers tightly around his solid cock, imagining I could feel a pulse as blood surged in and out of the organ that would soon fill my hole.

I wanked my lover off gently, gazing deep into his eyes before we kissed. When his lips sizzled against mine, we were two circling giant stars accelerating toward convergence, and I panted, losing control. Our tongues merged gently, my pussy trembled and leaked more sticky cream, begging for his cock to plunge in deep while my entire body tingled outrageously.

I imagined Silas with a cheerleader sitting on his face, feeding him her swollen, sweet, creamy pussy lips while her friend sucked his cock before fucking him. It made me feel good that we could enjoy such overwhelming, kinky sexual experiences as we both would for the next twelve hours.

“I want to fuck you, Zhao. I have abstained from all cock since the day we met.”

“May I go first with you tonight, Alice?”

“And last too, sweetheart.”

“You’ll sleep with me, then?”

“Of course. After the team in the prayer room that Li can’t handle is finished fucking me, it’s just you and me.”

I glanced sideways and saw two men had lifted Hermione into a seated cradle comprising their interlinked arms. A monk kneeled behind and licked her anus, prising her ass cheeks wide open, getting his tongue all the way inside her. When I stooped, I saw a thumbed-open tight hole with spangled ridges descending inside like a tornado. The man licked her back passage enthusiastically, intent on rimming her to ecstasy if that were a place.

In front, a well-hung warrior stood nestled between Hermione’s legs with his arms wrapped around her neck. He kissed her softly, moving his lips slowly across her neck and breasts, sucking each nipple before chewing them, and she moaned like a Babylonian whore pleasuring her king.

I stepped away from Zhao and headed for Hermione, where I gathered her hair into a ponytail and kissed her neck. She knew it was me, rolling her head slowly around until both wide, fiery eyes, intoxicated with lust, stared deeply into mine.

“Thank you for arranging this event, Alice. I love it already.”

“I told you a change would be good for everyone.”

“You were right, and I am sorry to have defied you.”

“You didn’t defy me - you were angry.”

“I should have known better. You are the new matriarch and a much better one than I was.”

“Have I earned a kiss, Hermione?”

“So much more than that.”

When Hermione kissed me, I reminded myself a guy was rimming her anus. By the way she whimpered noisily and shuddered in rapture; I figured he must have his tongue lodged deep inside her back passage, licking the soft tissue rectal walls of her taboo fuck hole.

Hermione loved it.

Her tongue tingled against mine and felt soft, gentle, and kind, almost loving, but I knew Hermione’s loyalty and love were fleeting and highly dependent on any given moment. She was also a cheater and no longer to be trusted. I reached down between her legs with expert fingers and rifled them through an unruly pubic bush, parting the wiry hairs until I found her sticky clitoris.

Gazing into Hermione’s eyes while fingering her was an absolute pleasure. Of all the women I had enjoyed, her clitoris was the most sticky, solid, and deeply engorged when being wanked off, quivering earthquake-like against my fingertip.

Hermione gasped, and she seemed desperate to climax, wrapping an arm tightly around my neck, kissing me until she moaned loudly and disengaged her lips, wearing a hopeless look.

“May I have his cock inside me, please, Alice?”

“Are you genuinely sorry for being angry with me?”

“Yes… yes, oh god, make him fuck me, please… I beg you.”

“Yes, you may be fucked, dear, sweet lady.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

I didn’t take her submission seriously. Hermione was swept up in the moment, frowning because waves of shuddering pleasure wreaked joy through her entire body. She was lost to the real world, floating on a pre-orgasmic ascending journey of passion, enjoying a tongue licking deep inside her rectum while my fingers played her pussy like a concert piano.

I gripped the monk’s cock, pulled him closer, and fed his lovely, long, thick shaft deep inside Hermione’s pussy. He took over, fucking the retired family matriarch hard and fast while his friends held her firmly in a comfortable seated position at the perfect height to be used. The man tonguing her anus did a fantastic job, and I committed his face to memory because I love a good rimming when time permits.

When I pulled away, Hermione briefly returned to terra firma, eyeing me with a hint of disappointment in her expression.

“Don’t go, Alice… please.”

“I must send Li on her way.”

“Come back and help finish me off.”

“I will, honey.”

Two monks, one at the front and the other behind held an ornate gold-plated traditional Palanquin carriage on poles. Satin and silk fabrics lined the compartment where Li sat, looking like a barely legal virgin princess, ready to be taken inside the castle and fucked until dawn.

Li looked nervous, which pleased me endlessly because a sense of occasion must positively impact her tonight, or memories of a ritualistic deflowering would be vanilla-flavored and fade with time.

She bit her bottom lip and grinned mischievously, if not nervously.

“I’m nervous about all of this, Alice.”

“Your team is already waiting inside the prayer room. This carriage will take you to the front entrance of the main castle building. Can you remember the way?”

“Yes. Are the corridor candles lit?”

“They are. Inside the prayer room, your team will take over. While the monks pray and chant, nuns will bathe you, then leave.”

“Then you will arrive?”

“Yes, dear - there will be no fucking the virgin until I permit it.”

“What will you do?”

“I have to pay off the Abbot before you can be fucked.”

“Thank you, Alice.”

“You are welcome, honey.”

Somewhere behind me, Hermione enjoyed an explosive orgasm, nearly screaming the courtyard walls down, but I never looked away from the main event - Li. She smiled and nodded nervously, glanced at her grandmother, who was being defiled, and smiled more enthusiastically because her confidence grew. I kissed her on the cheek, stood, and clapped sharply for the carriage bearers to lift the virgin and proceed.

Everything was going to plan.

When I returned to Hermione, other girls headed into the main castle, following Li’s carriage. Inside, they would break off, find their color cards pinned to room and dorm doors and start a twelve-hour fuck session that would cram their pussies full of prime warrior cock and seed while their men fucked cheerleaders at my club.

I noticed Hermione’s bull had changed over, and a taller guy was vigorously fucking her. As the man rode her hard with a bigger cock than the previous one, he squelched balls deep in and out of her used cunt. Copious semen dripped from his balls and her well fucked hole, splashing into a growing puddle on the stone floor.

“How are you, Hermione?”

“This is such a great place to be fucked.”

“Yes, it is… if you don’t mind, I have a date with the Abbot’s cock.”

“Okay, Alice… thank you again.”

“You’re welcome.”


Chapter Seventeen

Warrior King

◆◆◆

As I walked away from her fledgling gangbang, Hermione groaned like a beast unburdened by its need to retain dignity. Her constant, rising, and falling unrestrained moans suggested she immensely enjoyed the young warrior cock pounding her and a practiced tongue rimming her anus. I smiled inwardly, enjoying how well my plan was playing out. So far, everyone was happy.

Before entering the castle’s inner sanctum, I called Silas. When he answered, riotous background cheering and applause greeted me. My boyfriend walked to a quiet spot so we could speak.

“Hi, Alice.”

“How is the party going?”

“Amazing. The guys have women all over them. It’s all smiles here.”

“Are all of the men folk happy with their pussy?”

“You are a legend already, Alice. I am sure letters of appreciation will follow. Your changes to our decadent system are seamlessly integrated, and once word gets out to all family members, they will beg for an invitation to your next event.”

“Don’t forget to enjoy yourself too, sweetheart.”

“I will… you too.”

“Goodnight, Silas. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

Another success was ticked off my list. With the men happy and my boyfriend moments from sinking his cock deep inside the tight pussy of a barely legal cheerleader, I was ready to fuck Zhao, Abbot, and warrior king of the Shaolin monks.

I leaned against a stone pillar and took a moment to reflect on the ceremony so far. Li would be another hour in preparation, bathed by virgin nuns from the convent while her lovers in the same hall prayed and chanted, kneeling, completely naked.

Few things arouse a girl more than warrior men submitting themselves to the service of a princess, even though, once they began fucking her, Li would be the submissive. She was lucky and would enjoy a fantastic night, but I worried the inexperienced, eager girl might over-indulge and rue her choices for days later, cramping and in pain.

Li’s mother, Caihong, was the opposite, needing plenty of cock to ease the period cramps she suffered, but a woman who has fucked frequently is a very different prospect in a gangbang scenario than her barely legal daughter enjoying her first time.

I slipped off my shoes and stepped into the long hallway leading to the Abbot’s private chambers. Rose petals scattered everywhere felt soft on my toes and lifted me. Wall-mounted burning torches lit my way with soft flickering, romantic light, dancing in alcoves and nooks, guiding me safely along a stone floor and walled passage.

I would be the warrior king’s mistress for an evening, with no clue what Zhao had in store for me aside from a damn good fucking. We agreed he would take me first because, for sure, others would fuck me senseless in Li’s deflowering chamber before I returned to his bed.

A king should always enjoy the first go.

An immense wooden door at the corridor end was slightly ajar, and I heard voices from inside. I shrugged out of my Geisha dress, dropped it to the floor, and pushed the door open. I stood gloriously naked, staring at my lover and, to my surprise, the convent Mother Superior.

They stared at me admiringly, which lifted my self-esteem a few notches. My pussy trembled and leaked profusely - uncontrollably, and I shivered excitedly, not used to enduring three whole days without being licked or fucked. I tried to recall a day when I had last abstained from all sex, even during my period; it had to be more than five weeks before my current stint.

“Hello Alice, I am Mother Superior Irene Zhao.”

“Any relation to…?”

“We are siblings.”

“Oh my.”

Irene was gorgeous, about ten years older than me, and surprisingly, she only wore panties and a bra - indicating she was here to participate rather than wish her brother good luck. When she approached me with an expert-appraising eye, I felt raw sexual power and saw by her wide eyes and flared nostrils that she noticed mine.

She circled me like an eagle soaring overhead, while Zhao stood in a folded arm pose, feet shoulder-width apart, staring at me as though I were dinner, which I was. 

“You are magnificent, Alice.”

“As are you.”

“Would you like to know why I am here?”

“Yes, please.”

“Since my brother lost his virginity, it has always been my role to clean every hole he will fuck before and afterward.”

“My god, that’s fucking naughty.”

“It’s your lucky night because I am so hungry.”

“Do you have a great tongue, Irene?”

“Tell me when you leave this bedroom to join your oblation in the prayer room.”

“I will.”

When Irene’s footsteps were suddenly silenced because she stopped behind me, the room was still, a sanctuary of peace and love filled with pungent hormonal aromas leaking from two pussies and the tiny slit on one cock head. I was intoxicated, my heart beat like a frightened deer, my body trembled vigorously, and my muscles spasmed uncomfortably from an adrenaline overload.

I wanted to fuck Zhao and his sister, caring little about whether they would be breaking the law, just as long as I got his cock and tasted her slutty, convent pussy. I heard her sliding down lacy jade green panties, unhooking a bra, then kicking both to one side, where I could see them.

“You seek a partnership with my convent, Alice?”

“Yes, for the men of my family.”

“Will they respect my girls?”

“They will do as you command.”

“In which case, shall we test our compatibility?”

“Yes… we should.”

I turned around, and every lesbian fiber in me engaged in soaking up Zhao’s sister. She was more petite than me, with tiny breasts topped with long, thick nipples made to feed. Her body was muscular, gymnastic, and thin, especially around the waist. I wrapped my arms around Irene, pulling her closer, pricking the solid flesh of her ass cheeks with my sharp nails.

“You have a thick pubic bush, Irene.”

“I find many girls enjoy parting wiry hairs to find buried treasure.”

“Who is licking whom?”

“I will prepare you for my brother. Later, maybe you will bend the knee if you wish.”

“Oh fuck… I wish.”

“Then we will be lovers.”

Her pupils dilated, a sure sign Irene’s arousal was genuine and that her hormones were well and truly engaged in securing her tongue to my pussy. A polite knock at the door surprised me, as did Zhao’s sharp, barked command for someone to enter.

Two immense warriors strolled in, naked, with huge cocks. It was hard to tear my eyes away from the long, dangling hoses that swung pendulum-like, slapping from thigh to thigh, but I did.

“What’s happening, Zhao?”

“My bodyguards will join us again later… after Li’s ceremony is complete.”

“It seems I won’t get much sleep.”

“Nor will Irene.”

“Good… but why are they here now?”

“They will provide a platform for you.”

Before I asked for details, both men got on all fours, shuffling around until there was no gap between them. Irene pointed at their backs where it was apparent I was to lie down, so I did, laying along the line between both men’s backs. I wriggled, got comfortable, and draped my long hair to the floor between their heads.

Lying on them felt comfortable. They were sturdy, with muscles relaxed enough to provide me with soft cushioning. Zhao stood in front of my trembling pussy, staring at it as though all his Christmases had come early. I smiled, feeling a delicious tickle deep inside my womb, the start of an extraordinary night.

When Zhao firmly gripped my ankles, spreading my thighs wide apart, his sister kneeled and shuffled between them, tracing a fingernail line from both knees along my thighs until reaching the damp, stickiness of my shameful leakage.

Irene leaned forward until the warmth of her breath seared my silken, tawdry-soaked thighs. She cocked her head, smiled, and sniffed deeply, purring her approval while never averting her eyes from mine.

“Your pussy smells so good, Alice. I love your confidence in opening wide and allowing me to inspect. I would never permit my brother’s cock to go anywhere my mouth hadn’t been first.”

“I hope you enjoy.”

“I shall.”

She pressed her thumbs gently on the plump, sticky sides of my pussy lips. I had a very slight stubble, perhaps four or five days, which helped her get good friction on my creamy flesh, prising my fuck hole wide open.

“So pink, creamy, and delicious.”

“Please hurry, Mother Superior. I must visit Li.”

The rhythmic rise and fall of my fuck platform felt comforting as the men synchronized their breathing. My cheeks almost touched theirs, and their energy radiated into my skin like a gentle vibration, suggestive of what was to come.

Irene bowed her head closer, peeling my swollen pussy lips wider before flattening her tongue and plowing the entire length of my dripping, creamy slit. Her tongue passed seamlessly over my anal whorl, tickling the soft, sticky perineum where juices leaked like a slow-motion waterfall from the hole that tingled as she crossed over it, dipping in for a taste.

When the mother of nuns’ clenched her lips around my engorged, sticky clitoris and she sucked hard, humming gently down my nerve cluster, I knew she was an expert in cunnilingus. With at least a hundred young and older nuns at the convent from which to choose, Irene always had a pure, damp pussy to feast on.

She repeated her upward strokes, lifting me higher, sending my orgasm from zero to two-thirds the way to heaven as my body trembled uncontrollably, and I moaned lasciviously. Irene dipped her tongue inside my throbbing pink cathedral, playing the most fantastic tune with her tongue as she collected my juices.

When she paused, stared at her brother, smiled, and nodded, I knew she approved, and I felt proud.

“She is all yours to fuck, brother.”

“Please step aside, Irene.”

The warriors must have known what came next, and they reached their outside hands forward, taking a tremendous strain about to be applied when their master fucked me. They also made room, for what, I didn’t know until Irene cocked a leg carefully over my head, facing my feet.

I was presented with a hairy bush that was shaven around her pussy hole, perfect for rubbing my nose into a rug of wiry pubes while my tongue enjoyed unfettered access to a dripping wet hole.

Irene gripped firmly behind my knees, pulling back my legs while spreading them wide apart. I felt Zhao’s cock slide balls deep inside my tight, throbbing pussy while Irene’s expert finger rotated my sticky clit.

Amid overwhelming lust and explosive ecstasy, I ate her pussy like a starving lioness descending on a fattened goat as my body quaked, boiling, erupting in the long, luxurious pre-orgasm that drew out my animal passion. Irene’s pussy leaked like a broken faucet, dribbling sweet musk across my burning taste buds, and I smacked my lips, eagerly swallowing.

How the men held fast in that position, I will never know, especially when Zhao fucked me so energetically. His cock was a nice size, nothing remarkable, but he used it well, maintaining a rapid stroke rate plundering my sticky hole, pleasuring the soft tissue walls of my slick pussy as I squeezed back hard, milking him.

I heard the slick, sticky sound of my perfectly lubricated sheath as Zhao plowed it, aided by his sister, who held me wide open. While I spread her ass cheeks wider, Irene made sure I had excellent access inside her hole, where I licked and sucked joyously.

When Zhao shot his load deep inside me, I hadn’t quite orgasmed, and Irene knew that, bowing forward when he slid his cock out, gobbling up and down my creamy hole, swallowing his cum.

She sucked my clitoris, loosening the seal around her lips, drawing in air that vibrated against my sticky nub, sending me to the peak of cum mountain.

When a powerful pee jet squirted in my mouth, it repeated every three to five seconds. I orgasmed powerfully, screaming between swallowing, loving how sturdy my fuck platform became under tense muscles. My entire body trembled in sync with Irene’s, and we sounded like two beasts caught in endless rapture, licking, leaking, squirting, and moaning so passionately I wondered if either man holding us had shot a puddle on the floor.

Irene sighed as she carefully dismounted my face, grinning while helping her brother haul me to my feet.

“That was amazing, Alice.”

“I agree.”

I was a sticky mess and was pleased I didn’t need to walk to the prayer room. When the chamber door opened, Li’s ornate gold-plated traditional Palanquin carriage on poles was waiting.

I stepped inside, sat down, and my warrior lovers lifted me.

“We will see you soon, my dear.”


Chapter Eighteen

A Night To Remember

◆◆◆

Zhao’s chamber door closed with a resounding thud, and it took my eyes a moment adjusting to the burning torch’s dimly lit corridor. Once inside the Palanquin carriage, my royal bodyguard wordlessly lifted it and whisked me as though I rode on a cushion of air through chilly stone corridors.

Eventually, we arrived at the prayer room, from which beautiful chanting wafted. My heart pounded, and excitement caused my muscles to twitch. This was the culminating moment of my great efforts for a girl I held in high esteem.

The prayer room’s immense wooden double doors had a sparkling solid gold Shaolin crest beautifully inlaid that caught and reflected the flickering light perfectly. When the doors heaved open, two warrior monks stood proudly, sneaking a lewd, welcome peek at me. Both naked men had hard cocks of a little over average size, which looked perfect for a girl to be fucked plenty by.

I suddenly wished that Li had invited more warriors to prayer. 

When I entered the room, a light fog of frankincense or some other luxurious aroma engulfed me. At the far end, an immense fire, cracking and spitting, was lit, with rows of benches in front. Monks kneeled, praying, while others stood facing a candlelit shrine, chanting in perfect harmony.

Everyone was naked, including the nuns, who carefully dried Li after she stepped out of a vast copper bath. She grinned at me, already enjoying the heady, decadent winds of an imminent gangbang buffeting her virgin soul.

Given the number of men in the prayer room, it was likely Li would fuck more than one at least - she needed to experience her first gangbang on her first night for reasons I understood. I wanted her to enjoy being broken in, so I headed straight for the guy she chose to do that.

He stood still, head bowed, enjoying a moment of silent prayer until I tapped him on the shoulder. He turned, lifted his head, and smiled beautifully, a gorgeous example of manhood.

“Are you Alice?”

“Yes.”

“I am Jian.”

“What instructions were you given for taking the virgin?”

“To be at your disposal and obey every command you give.”

“Oh my, you’re cute, Jian. We are going to get along very well.”

His muscles were extraordinarily taut, and he looked powerful, like a gymnast. His neck and shoulders rose like a hooded cobra’s; his biceps were like tight, beautifully curved barrels, and his legs looked like steel girders carrying a bridge above.

His cock, roughly seven inches long and with a perfect proportionate thickness, was plenty to fill any virgin; hell, it was enough for me, and I wanted it so badly. I was sure Li would be well loved and exquisitely fucked until she came hard by this man mountain. 

I heard Li moaning in pleasure and turned, seeing the nuns had laid her on the bed. Two ladies held her ankles, spreading her legs wide apart while a third was on her knees between them, licking the girl’s pussy.

I observed Li’s warmup scene with immense pride, it being my idea. I had a growing kink of enjoying watching how well women pleasure one another.

My ward wriggled in passionate delight, gasping loudly, spiraling rapidly toward ecstasy. We still had plenty of time until she orgasmed, and if necessary, the nuns were experts in edging a girl.

“Please enjoy yourself inside Li, Jian, but her pleasure is important.”

“I know she is more important than I am, Alice. I will please her and make sure Li orgasms before me. I am the most experienced lover here.”

“You’ve had plenty of practice?”

“I am the most requested lover by Mother Superior and her novices at the convent.”

“Oh my.”

“I have a low refractory period and don’t need Viagra to aid my performance. My testosterone levels are unfeasibly high. Li is my priority, and I promise to fuck her well. She asked to be taken on the bed by me, after which the nuns will strap her into the sex swing for others to enjoy.”

“She’s going with the idea of being gangbanged.”

“Yes.”

“I worry that it’s too much cock for her.”

“Every man here is under strict instructions to ensure Li is safe and loved, not fucked like a slut. Have no fear, Alice - we know what we are doing.”

Jian was so cute and gentlemanly that my body urged me to take him as my own. I stroked his cock gently, feeling every veiny ridge and gnarl, absorbing his penile signature, imagining it buried deep inside Li’s throbbing pussy. His pupils dilated, nostrils flared, and he licked his lips nervously, more so when I thumbed his glans, rubbing gently along the banjo string, playing a tune on him.

I retrieved my hand and eyeballed Jian while sucking my thumb, enjoying a thick, sticky coating of salty precum from the cock about to split Li’s hymen. His intense flavor seared across my taste buds, and soon, Jian was all I could taste or smell.

“Alice?”

“Yes, sweetie.”

“After I have broken her in and Li is strapped into the swing, may I please fuck you?”

“I hoped you might.”

Li’s moaning reached epic proportions as the nun’s tongue worked magic on a virgin clitoris I had also enjoyed chewing. The monks were entirely in tune with the girl they hoped to fuck, and their chanting volume rose many decibels.

I slipped my hand into Jian’s and drew him across to the bed, where he would fuck Li. She beckoned him desperately for a hug, kissing the young warrior deeply while the nun worked her pussy with vibrant lips and an expert tongue.

I heard the nun slurping and purring with delight like a cat lapping a bowl of cream. She pulled away quickly, standing and licking her lips, grinning broadly while Jian slipped between Li’s widely stretched-apart legs, kissing her neck, tracing a line with his tongue to her breasts where he gently suckled her nipples, wreaking joy through her trembling body as she moaned endlessly.

To my utter shock, the nun who licked Li’s pussy kneeled before me, spreading my sticky thighs wide apart with her palms. A chair was hastily placed behind me, so I sat down facing Li and Jian, watching them make love.

I was treated to the tongue of a cunnilingus goddess.

While the Abbot’s semen was licked from my gaping honeypot and hungrily devoured, I enjoyed a look of astonishment and awakening on Li’s face when Jian’s cock slid deep enough inside her pussy to tear her hymen.

Her eyes sought out mine, and the beautiful former virgin smiled lovingly, conveying gratitude for giving her the night she deserved. Jian held himself up on powerful arms with his palms planted on either side of his lover’s head. Li’s legs wrapped tightly around his waist, and he pressed on, staring lovingly into her eyes, sliding his cock balls deep inside her pussy while she gasped and moaned in utter joy.

It was done. Li’s hymen was finally broken, and the warrior who did it made love gently, caressing her silken skin with soft fingertips, kissing her deeply while she moaned and wriggled uncontrollably underneath him, caught in a tsunami of pleasure that swept her away.

Religious chanting grew louder, feeling seductive while my nun licked my dripping wet pussy, sucking the wrinkly pussy lip tips that made me vibrate per her wishes. I hoped my usual pussy size would return quickly so that when Jian fucked me, I would feel tight for him. Being full of cum usually makes things sloppy inside my hole for the next guy railing me, but something told me that Jian didn’t care - somehow, he was above such things.

The monks slowly stood and walked closer to Li’s bed without appearing creepy. A nun sat beside the copulating couple, stroking the young man’s back, ass cheeks and thighs. When I saw her lick an index finger, Li was close to an orgasm, her fingernails raking her lover’s back, leaving behind irresponsible red welted furrows in his sensitive skin.

But the warrior didn’t care, wholly focused on making love to his queen.

Two nuns gripped Jian’s ass cheeks, spreading them wide without disrupting his pounding rhythm as he fucked his woman. A third nun slid her finger deep inside his back passage, twisting the digit until she expertly found the young man’s prostate.

I heard the delightful howling of a man having his precious seed milked as it pumped deep inside his lover, sent there by an angel using her fingertip. My pussy was being devoured; each fat lip was sucked clean of all sticky cream while my throbbing, sticky clitoris was exposed by clawing fingers, one of which rubbed it hard, thrumming my entire body in tune.

When it came suddenly, Li’s orgasm was explosive, uncontrolled, and wet, judging by the squelching sound her pussy made as Jian reamed her hard using his hips and ass like a battering ram. My nun lay on the floor, and others gathered around, lifting me off the chair, squatting me over her face, then lowering my throbbing pussy to be eaten.

When both lovers were finished, Jian leaped off Li, kissed her, and then ran to me as I sat on my cunnilingus throne. His cock was still hard, streaked with heavily slathered cream from his lover’s cunt carrying globs of his seed. I didn’t think twice when presented with the creamy rod, and I sucked it hard, enjoying Li’s sweetness and his salty tang.

When he gripped my ears and thrust his hips forward, Jian’s cock head plowed down my throat, cramming tightly past the windpipe, choking me. I repeatedly made a hollow, wet, strained sucking noise as Jian’s fucked my throat, making sure every drop of his seed was decanted from his prostate.

When he stepped aside, gasping for breath, and I looked for Li, I saw she was already strapped into the sex swing. I was leaned forward by a nun who gripped me around the neck and spread my knees wider apart with her toes, readying me to be fucked doggy style. Jian wasn’t lying about his refractory period, and to prove his claims as the monastery’s prime lover, he gripped my ass cheeks, spread them wide, and plowed my well fucked hole with the same cock that took Li’s virginity.

I watched Li swing upside down in one easy motion - much as I had when the Abbot ate my pussy. She enjoyed the first monk’s cock, sucking it noisily while he licked her pussy, slurping from her swollen pink clitoris to the gaping hole filled with Jian’s seed.

Her hair brushed the floor while she choked, spat, and moaned her way through the first cock she sucked, learning, as all girls do at some point in their lives, how to pleasure and own a man with her lips and tongue.

A tall nun stood behind Li, peeling her anal sphincter wide open between her thumbs and licking her asshole. Somehow, Jian found plenty of friction deep inside my fuck hole, riding me hard, quickly sending me to a frantic orgasm. I broke my fingernails on the stone floor, scratching so hard while my throbbing hole was pumped full of cock.

My pussy sounded disgracefully sticky, not squelching but making noises inside like sticky rubber peeling off a hot tarmac race track. Jian’s cock felt incredible when he bottomed out deep inside me, and I sensed its power through the solid flesh quivering against my tightly squeezed pussy side walls.

Jian worked me hard, fucking me with everything he had while Li was spun until the right way up, her legs were drawn into a seated position, and a man with an enormous cock slipped between them, sliding balls deep inside the girl. She howled, smiled at me, and wrapped both arms around her lover’s neck while he gripped her ass cheeks, hauling her pussy on and off his cock, defiling any shred of her hymen that remained.

Jian’s cock jerked hard, deep inside me, but I had no idea if he squirted any seed. I knew precisely when he swapped me over with another warrior monk, who powered his cock deep inside me, taking on an orgasm that was already well underway.

I was being gangbanged, something I anticipated and looked forward to, but I always kept an eye on Li. She was becoming a highly sexualized creature, and I was sure Silas would have loved fucking her had she not been his granddaughter. As one lover after another dumped their seed inside me or her, I felt surprised at how well she took cock, always one guy ahead of me.

After five guys had fucked her, a nun kneeled and cleaned Li with her tongue while she caught her breath. She sucked on the girl’s gaping wide, red raw hole, drinking a stream of men’s seed, making sure she would remain as tight as possible. It was a fruitless task because Li had been fucked too much, but the nun tried anyway.

As soon as the next guy plowed Li’s furrow, a growing white puddle on the floor was added to, drip by drip.

Li slowed down, taking lovers, then stopped, and I watched aghast when she asked one of the nuns to lubricate her back passage. I leaped up and went to her, surprised at how easily she pulled me closer, kissing me deeply, her tongue and lips tasting of sticky semen.

“Thank you for a wonderful night, Auntie Alice.”

“Please don’t do anal, Li.”

“I want to. My pussy aches so much.”

“Then call it a day. Keep your anal v-card for someone special. Don’t give everything away on this one night.”

She stared at me with wide, damp, loving eyes, smiling, entirely relaxed and satisfied. Li kissed me again, this time softly, more patiently, and with expressions of love and respect.

“I will do anything for you, Auntie.”

“As I will for you, sweetheart.”

“I will always obey you. If you say I should retain my anal virginity, then I shall.”

“Save it for the man you will love forever. He will enjoy being the first to fuck you there.”

“I will.”

“Did you have a good night, baby girl?”

“Yes, but I am tired.”

“Any last requests?”

“I want to be spit-roasted on the bed. Jian and another.”

“Which other?”

“Can you pick for me, please, Auntie?”

“Of course.”

While the nuns loosened her straps and got Li onto the bed, I did the rounds, selecting Jian to fuck Li’s mouth. Given the amount of cock she had already milked dry, my ward needed something fresh and probably thicker, if not longer, inside her.

I found a perfect candidate with eight and a bit inches of solid, thick shaft, dragging him from the crowd, pointing to Li’s slit that was aimed high from her perfect doggy-style position. He grinned, pleased to have been selected to fuck Li, and took up a solid stance behind her while she slid her lips down Jian’s cock.

Li was putting on a great show, and since that was nearing its end, I asked all of the men to move closer, with nuns using both hands to wank them off. I instructed everyone not fucking her to coat my ward in thick wads of sticky cum, a bukkake festival, preferably sprayed in her face.

The warrior fucking Li got her off perfectly, and she was soon a shuddering, orgasmic mess just as she swallowed a whole load of seed, choking and retching until some streamed out of her nose. As she gasped for air, one by one, each guy, carefully handled by a nun, finished off in her face with a jerking cock, shooting ropes of hot semen.

Li tried desperately to catch their seed in her mouth, but most streaked across her cheeks, chin, and lips, some getting in her eyes and hair. I have never seen a girl’s face more covered in thick, sticky cum, nor have I seen a group of women more dedicated to cleaning it off than those nuns.

The nuns had drawn another bath and carried the exhausted, defiled virgin there while the men went back to chanting and praying. I joined Li in the immense bath, enjoying the attention of her nuns as they bathed me the same way they did her.

“What now, Alice?”

“What would you like, baby girl?”

“I want to sleep with Jian until daybreak.”

“And then?’

“Go home to rest.”

“It sounds like a good idea.”

“What will you do, Alice?”

“Much the same as you, only I will visit the Abbot and his sister.”

“I like him.”

“Give it a few weeks, and I can arrange a date for you. His sister will join in if you’d like.”

“Oh my… you are so naughty, Auntie.”

Li casually stroked the water while having her neck massaged, seemingly drifting a million miles away. Judging by her contented expression, everything had gone perfectly to plan, so I relaxed, too.

The nuns left us alone to laze in the bath while they took bowls of soapy water and facecloths, washing men’s cocks and balls before they all began fucking them. I grinned and pointed to several nuns taking more than a fair share of cock, moaning in utter ecstasy

“An orgy surrounds us, Li.”

“May I ask you a question, Auntie?”

“Of course, dear.”

“The answer will remain between us. You have my word. Not even my mother will know.”

“Go ahead.”

“Is Silas my biological grandfather?”

“Would it matter?”

“It matters to me, and I believe it matters to him.”

I stared at her, knowing I had two choices. Revealing the truth broke the circle of silence around a secret I had vowed to protect. Lying would deny the girl her birthright and remove Silas’s chance of enjoying that pure relationship as Li’s grandfather.

“Yes. Silas is your biological grandfather.”

“Good… I love him that way. Can I see him tomorrow, just you, me, and my grandfather?”

“I’ll arrange it.”

“I want to thank my grandfather for not fucking me when he could have. He’s been an exemplary grandfather to me.”

“This must remain our secret.”

“I shall never reveal to another soul without your permission, Alice.”
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I Will Survive

Clive has a cheating, treacherous wife.

When sleeping around, Charlotte characterizes herself as a Hotwife and Clive as a cuckold. But nothing could be further from the truth. Clive fought tooth and nail to save his marriage because of the children he loved, but Charlotte was too much of a demon to care.

Clive is the furthest thing from being a cuck.

With the kids all grown up, a final straw breaks the camel’s back when Clive comes home and finds one of Charlotte’s old teachers balls deep inside her.

When Clive leaves his wife and boards a flight to Bangkok, Thailand, nobody knows he is returning to a secret life - not even those who thought him gone forever.

Join in the high-octane danger of a steamy romance thriller in Bangkok… the ultimate Oriental City of love, lust, and death.

My Spare Husband

I left plenty of money in our safe under the bed to keep you for life, Jessica.”

“I know you did, Charlie. You were the finest husband any woman could have.”

On his deathbed, my husband handed me a scrap of paper with an address printed on it. He stared lovingly into my eyes as I watched the life color and sparkle drain from his face. I clutched his hand until he whispered his last.

“Please go to Kenya, Jess. The house at that address is yours. Jeremy will take care of everything, including you.”

At fifty, Jessica is too young and beautiful to be a widow for the rest of her life. When her soulmate Charlie dies, his cryptic message leads a grieving wife on a journey to Kenya. Will she find love at the equator, where all human life began?

Can a woman who married as a virgin and never strayed indulge herself on an adventure of self and sensual discovery?

Join Jessica’s adventure and read on…

The Cuckoldress

"If ever there was a moment to stop this from happening, now is it, Brad.”

I stared deeply into my husband’s eyes with as stony an expression as I could muster under the tawdry circumstances. Conveying the severity of our moment seemed crucial, as did offering my beloved one final chance to call the whole thing off.
I kneeled on our bed, the loving, marital sanctuary upon which Brad had been the only man to take me. A bull stood behind me with one palm placed reassuringly into the small of my back. He was ready to smash my marriage vows with one long stroke of his immense blue-veined, gnarly member, which stood proudly in his hand.

I asked my husband not to have me do this, but then, once it happened, it felt so, so right.
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