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Prologue

Business In Hong Kong

◆◆◆

I sighed, feeling utterly relieved, physically and mentally. I sat high and shook my head, freeing my hair. Both my palms were placed on his knees as I straddled his cock, enjoying the first sex I had in a week.

My throbbing pussy felt tight as I slid Douglas’s cock deep inside me while staring lovingly into his eyes. He desperately wanted to fuck me; I could tell by the flickering light in his eyes and an ear-to-ear grin splitting his face. My boyfriend’s cheeks flushed brightly, and he frowned when I squeezed my soft tissue walls around his gnarly shaft, milking him.

My heart rate quickened, and hormones swept away my inhibitions as my body filled with cock. The anticipation of my boyfriend spilling his hot seed deep inside me felt exciting, and I saw he was thrilled, too.

He gently kneaded my breasts in outward circles, raising my excitement to peak frisson. From the animated manner I wriggled and moaned loudly, Douglas saw I was rising to an orgasm, so he rolled my nipples between index fingers and thumbs, squeezing them more tightly as my pleasure rose, easing back when I slid up his cock.

I trembled, then shivered, sliding my fuck hole down Douglas’ cock, enjoying the bumps and solid veins until my swollen, wet lips were buried in his pubes and a solid clitoris rasped on those wiry hairs, scratching my decadent itch.

“I missed you, Alice.”

“You wanted to enjoy a weekend away with Rebecca, honey. I was alone here, with only my Cosmo and a bottle of Reisling for company.”

“You have vibrators.”

“I prefer to be fucked by a real cock.”

“I wish I had stayed - Rebecca was okay, but she wasn’t you. Where was Jack?”

“Fuck me harder and stop talking about our hookups, Douglas.”

Our open relationship suited me, too, but I didn’t like my boyfriend’s penchant for sharing his sexual exploits, especially while making love to me. Our long-term romance felt comfortable but not the sizzling, sparkling fun that led to the exclusivity that I hoped for.

Douglas knew he’d fucked up by mentioning Rebecca and Jack, so he slid me off his cock, helped me into a doggy position with pillows propping my midriff, and dragged his lunch to the end of our bed, where he kneeled, ready to dine. I whimpered joyously because I loved getting licked, especially when my boyfriend cleaved my ass cheeks wide apart before roughly devouring my anal whorl with a flat tongue and trembling lips.

He moaned while I arched my back deeper, thrusting my face into the duvet while pushing both my holes higher for his eating pleasure. His tongue slid delightfully across the ridges of my anal sphincter, following them in the tornado-style descent to ground zero - inside my back passage.

Douglas thumbed open my anus, licking as far inside as his tongue could reach, activating the nerve cluster that sent vigorous shivers and ripples of pleasure throughout my body. I gripped the duvet with clawing fingers amid a rising passion that forced me to scream.

When Douglas was done rimming my anus, I pointed my slit higher so he could plow my creamy furrow, slurping and swallowing until he reached the throbbing pink bud of joy that he and I both loved him to suck. I felt the tip of his nose rubbing my anal whorl while he licked my sweet, creamy slit like a kid devouring whipped ice cream on a hot day.

He stood, and I braced myself to be fucked, enjoying how my boyfriend took me, prising my ass cheeks wide apart before sliding his cock halfway inside my fuck hole. I slid my knees wider apart and squeezed hard against his solid cock, tensing my pelvic floor and abdominals, milking Douglas for his seed. He moaned, then growled, always loving being inside me but with plenty more cock to slide inside. 

“I love you, Alice.”

“I love you too, baby… now please fuck me. I have a flight to Hong Kong in the morning.”

“You can get laid there.”

“I know, but right now, I want you to fill me with cum. Stop talking about me having other guys.”

Douglas slid the rest of his cock deep inside me, and I gasped, hauling the duvet into my face, where I bit down on the thousand-thread cotton, wringing every drop of pleasure I could from his shaft. His weighty balls slapped against my thighs in the most delightfully sleazy way when my boyfriend slid his cock balls deep inside, and I pushed back, knowing he would fuck me like a stallion on a wild broodmare.

My boyfriend’s fingers gripped my ass cheeks like talons, and he went full steam ahead, railing me with his cock like a piston, barrelling in and out of a perfectly tight cylinder. He fucked me hard, sweating and trembling, while I wriggled backward to get more of his solid meat inside me.

When he shot his hot, sticky load deep inside me, Douglas grunted, then screamed in ecstasy while every muscle in my body tensed and an immense orgasm rippled through me. Since I couldn’t see him, he could have been my lover, Jack, who I dated infrequently. That worried me because if I couldn’t tell the difference between two men fucking me, what would it mean for our future?

When he finished, I rolled over, clamping my thighs together to retain Douglas’s semen inside me. He flopped down beside me, exhausted, looking happy and satisfied but making no attempt to bask in any shared warmth resulting from our lovemaking.

He rolled onto his side and gazed excitedly at me.

“You were amazing, Alice.”

“You too, honey.”

“What time is your flight in the morning?”

“10 a.m.”

“And it’s for three days?”

“Yes, honey - this is probably my life’s most important sales pitch. Adrian is relying on me to get Mr. Chen on board. It could be massive.”

“Will you hook up while over there?”

“Is that all you think about, Douglas?”

“I like to know you are having fun. I thought your boss would go with you. Does he know?”

“About our open relationship?”

“Yeah.”

“No, Adrian knows nothing about you, me, or our arrangement. Nobody in work knows, or I would be branded a slut. I’d also have half the office hitting on me.”

“And yet Adrian doesn’t hit on you?”

“He has Meredith.”

He stared at me like we were friends with benefits, and I figured that was my fault. An open relationship seemed like a great way to ease into something more serious, but now, we languished in a place I didn’t really understand.

Jack was my primary lover outside of Douglas and our relationship. As a married man, also in a loving, open marriage, he was reliable, free from complications, and very good at fucking me when his wife had her boyfriend over.

“Do you want more from me, Douglas?”

“I don’t want to lose you.”

“That’s not answering my question, honey.”

“I’m not ready to commit, Alice, but we can talk when you return from Hong Kong.”

“Talking is nice.”

“Do me a favor, honey. Since tomorrow is Saturday, would you please be nice and quiet when leaving the apartment?”

“Yeah… sure.”

He rolled away without even a kiss, but that was our way, so I could hardly complain. We never snuggled because we became like hot water bottles through the night, especially under a multi-season duvet. I wasn’t unhappy in our relationship, but Douglas didn’t feel like the sort of man I wanted to have babies with.

When I woke and made myself licorice and peppermint tea, I sat alone at our polished wooden slab breakfast bar, forcing buttered toast into my mouth even though I didn’t feel hungry. I eyed the coffee machine hopper, which was empty, and contemplated filling it for Douglas.

The fact I didn’t bother pouring beans into the hopper for my boyfriend before I left suggested something was awry between us. We never quarreled - another bad sign, and there seemed little passion aside from when we actually fucked.

I rolled my luggage across the marble floor and out my heavy apartment door. I paused and stared towards the bedroom, waiting, hoping for a goodbye kiss that my heart knew would never come.

When nothing came, I let the front door slam loudly shut and headed for the elevator. 


Chapter One

Hotel Shenanigans

◆◆◆

It was getting late, which meant my hotel would be full, and I would have the shittiest room view on the business class floor. Shangri-La hotel executive suites were all furnished the same inside, but while some looked out onto the excitement and bright lights of Hong Kong harbor, others stared into a bland concrete jungle backdrop.

If lucky, by the time I checked in, I’d see a sliver of mountain jungle between two high-rise apartment buildings clad in bamboo scaffolding. My view would be dominated by balconies full of clotheslines or plywood-shuttered, where owners grabbed every inch of living space they could.

While sliding luggage out of the overhead bins, I cursed my bad luck for our flight’s late departure from the UK. Our aircraft was all but empty, so at least I didn’t suffer the humiliation of navigating the business class aisle, squeezing my ass cheeks against one hard cock after another to get to the bulkhead door.

Getting through fast-track immigration and collecting my visa on entry was easy. The hotel transport mini-coach outside was empty, and traffic was light. These were all wonderful signs that my business trip was going well, except I knew my bubble would soon burst.

When I arrived at the hotel reception, my prediction proved accurate. The marble-floored foyer was empty because everyone was in their room, at the bar or dining at one of four themed restaurants.

After staring at his screen and fingering a long list, the receptionist shook his head.

“I’m sorry, Miss Harding, we gave away the last executive suite an hour ago.”

“I already paid.”

“I’m sorry, but the last allowable check-in for the booking service you used was 8 p.m., and it’s two hours after that.”

There was little, if any, point in quarreling with the man because he was the hardworking but sadly powerless, reluctant executor of a faceless fuckwit somewhere in the corporate halls of company headquarters.

“I should never buy through a fucking booking service. But their discounts over your regular room rate are too good to be true.”

“I’m sorry, Miss Harding, I can do nothing.”

“Can you refund me, please?”

“Only the booking service can do that, Miss Harding.”

“Okay. What room do you have for me?”

“Bottom floor, facing the mountains.”

“You mean facing a wall?”

“I’m sorr-“

“I know you are sorry. Please don’t keep apologizing because it makes me feel unreasonable, and you’ve been so polite.”

I face-planted onto the wooden counter, repeatedly tapping my forehead as though I might beat enough sense into myself to avoid making the same mistake next time. Had I booked directly with the hotel and paid, I could have checked in online a day prior.

Saving two hundred bucks a night for a three-night stay seemed a good idea a few days ago.

I groaned while ruing my shitty luck, desperately trying to reconcile the fact I would suffer the dangers and discomfort of a bath/shower combo instead of an executive suite monsoon rainfall head mounted in the ceiling of a gray slate wet room.

You also get more variety and quantity of coffee capsules for your Nespresso in an executive suite. These things are essential when you are twenty-five years old and spend two weeks every month traveling the world to sell products and services. 

I felt tired, fed up, and honestly, I needed my rabbit vibrator fucking deep inside my pussy with its clitoris tickling head working anxiety-busting magic on a swollen sticky pink nub while I called my boyfriend and had him talk dirty to me.

“Fuck this.”

“Fuck what, madam?”

“Sorry. Forgive my potty mouth. The flight was late, and I got a shitty room. It’s just bad luck.”

“I know how you feel, Miss. Harding.”

“Do you really?”

I stared at the receptionist with doubt writ large on my face. He looked sweet and sincere, so I canned my frustration and smiled. The young man frowned and smiled awkwardly.

“I may have a solution for you, Miss Harding.”

“My name is Alice.”

“I’m Tom.”

His expression became strained, as though he might later regret what he was about to say. I followed his eyes around the foyer as he scanned, ensuring nobody could hear us. When satisfied, Tom leaned forward as though to whisper.

I felt a weighty, moral red line was about to be crossed between us, so I held up a hand.

“I can’t demean myself to give you or someone else a blowjob so I can enjoy a room I rightfully paid for, Tom. Please tell me your solution doesn’t involve me giving out sexual favors.”

“I can’t tell you that, Alice, sorry.”

“Oh, so you are hitting on me as a vulnerable girl in need of a room she paid for?”

“I’m not hitting on you. I would never take advantage of any vulnerable person.”

“Who is about to expect my favor then?”

“Your opportunity to upgrade to better accommodation is a bit awkward to explain, but basically, our top-floor Penthouse is a long-term leased residence owned by a wealthy couple in their early fifties.”

“That’s twice my age.”

I caught on real quick because getting propositioned for sex in hotels around the world was par for the course for a twenty-something pretty girl traveling frequently on business. The ephemeral nature of business-specific hotels and my anonymity in them made it easy for me to fuck beautiful boys, girls, and couples without ever giving my real name.

I was in an open relationship with Douglas, but that didn’t mean I fucked any guy or girl I met, and neither did he. Tonight, though, some loving company would be excellent, and an older, Penthouse-owning couple felt like the perfect way to improve my luck.

“They live in the Penthouse, you say, Tom?”

“The apartment has a butler, a bar, and much more.”

“What does this couple look like?”

He held up their portfolio photographs, so I guess this wasn’t the first time my helpful receptionist hooked the age-gap lovers up with a young girl needing a good room upgrade. They were a handsome couple. Both were tall and athletic. He had blonde hair, piercing blue eyes, and a kind face, while his wife had long, straight, jet-black hair with small breasts and a washboard stomach she showed off using a revealing blouse.

“Are you hooking me up with the hotel Mom and Dad?”

“Only if you want to, Alice. Silas and Hermioni Churchill love the company of a polite, beautiful lady.”

“I’m guessing, especially when she is a younger, fuckable lady, willing to put out?”

“Both the Churchill’s are in perfect shape. The hotel has a magnificent gymnasium and swimming pool, and they spend hours there daily.”

“Meaning they will fuck me hard?”

“It would be rude of me to say. But in all the time I have been arranging their fun, there have never been any complaints.”

“How long is that?”

“Three years, at least one lucky upgrading girl every month.”

He wouldn’t answer the question about whether I would be solidly fucked, but Tom nodded enthusiastically instead. I had a choice, either to suffer a shitty room and an evening trembling in masturbatory heaven while impaled on my six-inch vibrator, trying to focus on my boyfriend’s face, or I could fuck an older couple who seemed to understand how to take care of younger girls.

“Hook me up, please, Tom.”

“The concierge will take you up to the Penthouse, Alice. I hope you enjoy the evening.”

“What? No checking me out or sending a photograph to the Churchill’s room?”

“It’s not necessary, Alice. They are hooked into the hotel CCTV and have heard our conversation, seen you and I have a green light to proceed right here.”

He grinned broadly and pointed at his console’s tinted green flashing LED. The winking light was my route to a room upgrade and a night of sleazy love with a surrogate Mom and Dad, so why would I care? I supposed Tom would get a big tip, too, so it was all good.

The concierge escorted me to the Penthouse floor in what seemed like a private elevator with smart card access. It was sixty floors up, so the journey took us a while, during which time my panties warmed, and I marinated in lewd thoughts of my good fortune.

When I strolled off the elevator, a maid and a butler approached. The former took my jacket before helping the latter collect my luggage. A beautiful, well-heeled older woman, exactly as she appeared in her picture, walked almost into my arms, taking my hand in hers while inspecting me from head to toe.

“Hello Alice, I’m Hermione.”

“That is a beautiful name.”

“And you are a charming, sweet girl who needs a shower and a Daquiri before I fuck her.”

“Wow… we got there very quickly, Hermione.”

“Tom said we have you for three nights, assuming you’ll work through the days in some boring office nearby, presenting your pitch to clients. Silas is busy working out entertainment options and restaurants from which you can select our evening program.”

“Three nights with you? Here, in the Penthouse?”

“Would you like that, Alice?”

“Yes, please.”

“Can you keep your evenings free to date us?”

“Yes. I’m sure of it. Suppliers only pretend to enjoy entertaining traveling executives. They much prefer being home with their family or out with friends.”

“Well, that’s wonderful news, dear. Silas is trying to snag us a VIP box at Kooza.”

“Kooza?”

“Kooza is a return to Cirque du Soleil’s origins, combining two circus traditions—acrobatic performance and the art of clowning.”

“Oh god, I would love that.”

“We shall introduce you to friends as my niece. Is that okay?”

“Naughty, but yeah, I love it.”

“Right then. I’ll prepare a Daquiri while you shower and change into something more accessible.”

“Do I have a room?”

“If it’s okay with you, Alice, Silas, and I prefer our lovers to sleep with us. It means anytime anyone wakes up, we can fuck if we wish.”

I frowned, grinned, and squinted, giggling at how completely hedonistic Hermione was. She made no bones about fucking me, and in that comforting sluttiness was a warm feeling that a gorgeous woman my mother’s age was seriously into me.

“This is so very tawdry, Hermione.”

She led me into an immense living space. At one end, a luxurious bar and well-appointed kitchen were manned by a chef performing Teriyaki food gymnastics with two pallet knives. A man, I assumed from his back profile to be Silas, sipped wine from an oversized glass while talking excitedly on the phone.

A pretty Chinese lady played an ebony grand piano nearby, filling the room with light jazz music. Their massive sofa was three sides of square, brown calf leather framed with curved and sculpted stainless steel tubes.

A twenty-seater dining table looked like someone had fashioned an entire walnut tree and polished it for a thousand years before allowing the most privileged to eat off it. The black leather cushioned dining chairs were solid, obsidian, and I couldn’t correctly see their shape.

The room was lit with slowly changing electro-luminescence colors, glowing green, red, blue, and a beautiful purple.

Silas walked over to greet me, looking handsome and wearing an enormous, welcoming, excited grin that spoke to how much he wanted to fuck me. When he took my hand and kissed its back, my pussy lips engorged and squeezed tightly together, filling my panty gusset with another layer of tawdry cream.

Hermione moved in from behind, molding her body to mine, encircling my flat stomach, reaching down into my skirt, and almost fingering inside my panties. She planted soft kisses across my neck while Silas prepared to French kiss me.

His lips seared against mine, shimmering ecstatically through me, and I warmed all over. My knees buckled as I was temporarily welcomed into the family, Churchill style. I felt overwhelmed and so turned on I could have been laid on the floor right then and there and fucked for a week.

Silas’s tongue tingled against mine, and our kiss intensified. Our lips consumed each other in a Hollywood moment of Oscar-winning potential. As I basked in the warmth of my lover, it never occurred to me that I was enjoying another woman’s husband because he felt like mine.

I’d fucked couples before, but usually under tag-team conditions, fucking or being fucked by one, then the other, returning to my original lover for clean up or cock, depending on where it all began.

These two sandwiched me with love and sex, never being anything but gentle and sensual. I was exploding in ecstasy, to the extent my willpower almost entirely evaded me. When I pulled out of a soul-consuming kiss and gasped, it was time to make a break.

“I must shower, you guys. It was a very long flight.”

“Go… go, baby girl, a daiquiri awaits your return.”

“And a hard cock, please, Silas.”

“Yes dear… my wife’s sweet-tasting pussy too.”

Hermione led me to a full-blown spa adjacent to their bedroom. She handed me a bath sheet, pink robe, spongy, comfortable slippers, and a small leather bag filled with branded shower gels, shampoo, conditioners, and creams with vivid colors spread across a wide band like a cocktail bar.

I picked blue as a shower gel, not caring what its scent was, quickly lathering it into a natural sponge. I soaped myself and scrubbed off the grime of a sixteen-hour flight with my back facing the door, pausing to pleasure myself by sliding the sponge between my legs, cleaning my creamy slit while enjoying the masturbatory effect.

I heard a noise, turned, and saw Silas with Hermione watching me clean my pussy. They were naked, and my girl lover grinned mischievously, holding a Daquiri in one hand and her husband’s stiff cock in the other.

When Hermione peeled back Silas’ foreskin, I saw a heavy coating of precum glistening under the powerful wet room spotlights. His cock was around eight inches long and very thick, totally acceptable for reaming my pussy for as long as he wished, but a little big for my throat.

I was game to try it out and see how much I could squeeze in. My libido fired a final salvo into a chasm of my disgrace, and suddenly, all inhibitions were gone. I felt intoxicated by love, lust, and the fiery eyes that bored into me.

Hermione tilted my cocktail glass and dripped a tiny amount of daiquiri onto the end of Silas’ cock, nodding towards it. A tiny, mischievous wink I half saw was her unspoken invitation to sample my drink and her husband.

I turned off the shower, wrapped myself in a bath sheet, and stared into each lover’s eyes with the best smoldering, sleazy stare I could muster. They wanted me so much it felt incredible, so I got onto my knees and took control of Silas’ cock, gripping the thick, trembling shaft tightly around its base while Hermione descended to the floor beside me.

“May I watch how well you suck my husband’s cock, Alice?”

“Of course. I doubt I can get all of Silas in my mouth.”

“May I help?”

“Help how?”

“I can put your head on it and force you down to start with.”

“Okay… but if I tap out on your husband’s thighs, you must let go.”

“Of course, sweetie. I’ll let go once you kiss his pubis. I feel hungry anyway.”

“Hungry?”

Hermione slipped off my bath sheet and reached between my legs, perfectly parting my pubic bush, quickly finding two swollen, trembling labia without glancing down. It was like she was an experienced OBGYN. My lover smiled and slid two fingers into my slit just below a swelling clitoris, plowing up and down slowly while I gasped, moaned, and shuddered.

When she withdrew her fingers from my crack, they were coated with my sticky honey. Hermione had me under her spell as she inspected my creamy treat, sniffing her fingers and smiling affectionately before licking, then sucking them clean.

“That was yummy, Alice.”

“Thank you.”

“I’m so fucking hungry now.”

Silas’s cock throbbed in my fist, twitching from time to time, a sign he was highly excited. His salty load tasted delicious on the tip of my tongue as I eased it into his tiny slit. A twitch of his cock, heavy sigh, moan, and a teardrop of precum oozed out, searing across my taste buds like the morning sun lights a deep Alpine valley.

I sucked his smooth, swollen cock helmet, peeling off Silas’s creamy, musky precum with tightly clenched lips, while my tongue slipped underneath, checking how tightly his banjo string was strung.

Silas’s glans and the silken roll of circumcized skin pillowing its ridge filled my mouth, owning my senses. I felt Hermione lay down beside me and wriggle until her face was underneath my pussy, seeming to have given up any notion of helping my lips reach her husband’s pubis.

Her change of heart was to my benefit. Hermione wrapped her arms around my thighs and pulled my pussy down while I rocked slightly forward, making it easier for her to enjoy a mouthful of my swollen labia. Her hands reached all the way around, and clawing fingers spread my bush.

Soon, an experienced tongue lapped the sticky, creamy mess seeping from my tight fuck hole.

I slipped my flattened tongue around the underside of Silas’s cock, then eyed him while licking his bulging urethra in one slow stroke down to his balls. After I slid my tongue up and down the bloated tube half a dozen times, my lover moaned alarmingly as though he were close to a vinegar stroke. I eased him off a climactic edge and sucked each wrinkled stone, rinsing and squeezing gently, eliciting calmer, delightful moans while softly stroking his cock, not amounting to a wanking.

“I’ve taken a stamina pill, Alice. Fear not, sweet girl. You will be well fucked tonight.”

“Good. I need a lot of cock, pussy too.”

“Me too, honey.”

When Silas poured more daiquiri onto his stiff cock, I obliged his need for a clean-up, enjoying the saltiness of his precum mixed with the sugar and rum sweetness of my cocktail. I clenched my lips tightly around his girth and took the gnarly journey down his shaft, enjoying every bloated vein and imperfection on an exquisite cock.

I straightened my neck while sucking Silas’s cock halfway, taking deep breaths while readying myself for a long, hard, unassisted final push. Hermione was an incredible lover, plowing her tongue across the ridges of my anal whorl, along my super sensitive perineum, and far enough up my slit to make me shudder like someone pulled the train’s emergency brake without getting onto my clitoris.

I took a leap of faith and forced my lips further down Silas’ cock. Hermione instinctively knew when I was deep-throating her husband. I guessed it was something about the ecstatic moan he bellowed out. She sucked my clitoris, gripping its rubbery base between tightly clenched lips, pulling as though her face were bouncing on a trampoline.

I instantly orgasmed most spectacularly, squirting hard, soaking my lover until she puckered her lips, covered my pee hole, and sucked powerfully. On my second squirt, as I coated Hermioni’s tonsils with my nectar, her husband’s cock, crammed into my throat, stretching it so wide I panicked and gagged, then retched, snorting from my nostrils.

I kissed Silas’s pubis on my third deep-throat stroke, and when my squirting orgasm became more easily managed by a female lover devouring copious, squirted unicorn pee. I edged my knees wider apart, wanting to open my pussy to feed Hermione, and she moaned, clearly enjoying her role in my orgasm.

My body rolled through immense waves of pleasure, shimmering and trembling with rising and falling intensity as Hermione got me off, edging me perfectly. I slid my fingers between Silas’s ass cheeks, prising them wide open, using his muscles as my leverage to force my mouth down his shaft until I choked and his wiry pubes scraped my lips.

When he orgasmed down my throat, I choked, swallowed, coughing his salty cum into my mouth, almost retching, determined to take his load. My orgasm was on the wane, but the delightful cock, twitching deep in my throat, lit me up for other reasons.

I was satisfied as a woman, a slut, a lover, and in my life’s most sexually charged moment. I withdrew my lips along Silas’s cock, gathering his salty load in my mouth, swallowing, coughing more cream off my tonsils, using that to coat his glans while his wife cleaned up my pussy.

When Silas staggered backward, satisfied, grinning like someone in the front row of a comedy show, he handed me my daiquiri, and I slugged it back, swilling, to gather his semen into one mouthful before swallowing.

I stood up, weak-kneed, feeling empowered and enormously sexually gratified. Hermione was out of breath because I had ground her lips so hard with my pussy, at times, I had cut off her air supply.

“Shall we go to bed, Alice?”

“I am desperate to go down on you.”

“Me too, honey.”


Chapter Two

Fun In The Penthouse

◆◆◆

Hermione looked rampant as she led me into the bedroom. My lover helped towel dry my hair while Silas walked naked into the living room, returning moments later with a champagne bucket filled with ice, a bottle of Bollinger peeking out from inside, wrapped in a cloth, and three crystal flutes.

“I have a 10 a.m. office call with my biggest client tomorrow, Silas. I’ll have one glass only.”

“We have a car and driver who will chauffeur you anywhere in Hong Kong. Hermione and I will work around your schedule, my dear.”

As if to stifle any protest, Hermione cupped my breast, kneading it gently, thumbing across my solid, red nipple, reactivating me for more fucking. Her sultry eyes were tinted with a demure, loving expression that seduced me, overpowering my will to resist as she slipped her spare arm around my waist, gently clawing open my ass crack suggestively.

I was on a first date in a first kiss moment, and my hormones rampaged tsunami-like through my body, overwhelming every remaining inhibition. My heart rate was elevated, my palms felt icy cold, and every muscle twitched from an adrenaline overload. Hermione’s eyes mirrored my expression of wanton lust as I gasped for breath, feeling her kiss coming long before it did.

When her lips brushed against mine, residual hormones from my lover’s feast upon a hairy pussy assaulted me as though reporting back for duty, resurgent and magnified in intensity. Our kiss was bolero-like, born as an infant, blindly exploring, softly and gently, like two silken sheets passing one another on a light breeze.

Hermione’s fingers rifled through my drying hair as she separated strands before cupping the back of my head and gripping it tightly. Our orchestra increased pace, and her tongue sought mine, signaling her lust, desire, and intense need to have me.

When our kiss broke, and I staggered backward, I stared at Hermione in utter amazement. She winked and smiled coyly, enjoying my shock.

“Not bad, huh, Alice?”

“I’ve never been kissed like that before.”

“I’m just getting started, baby girl. Just wait until I go down on you while playing the piano.”

“You play the piano?”

“And expertly lick pussy at the same time. You’ll feel my music, tongue, and lips vibrate through you.”

“I might not want to leave here.”

“You may not be allowed.”

I sipped champagne and stared at Silas as he set down our champagne on a table worth more than my apartment, marveling how a man his age maintained such excellent form. The excited twinkle in his eye was like a father’s for his daughter, but a dark, taboo grain of utter decadence deep inside suggested a step-relationship would be appropriate.

His cock was still semi-hard, a result of the pharmaceutical stimulus that Silas took so he could fuck me long and hard through the night. I grinned at him, enjoying the pendulum swing of a thick cock that would soon bury itself balls deep inside, stretching my pussy wide.

I glanced at Hermione, watching her arrange pillows on the bed at its headboard, propping herself on them, undoubtedly so she could watch me licking her pussy.

“Do you enjoy giving cunnilingus, Alice?”

“Not often enough.”

“Come and show Mommy how well you lick pussy while Daddy recovers before he fucks you.”

“Christ! You are a naughty pair.”

“Just wait until my brother meets you.”

“Your brother?”

“My twin brother.”

I was frightened to ask what she meant and decided against probing. I was having a great time in one of the most palatial suites I’d stayed in, and should anything ensue that I didn’t approve of, I could back out anytime.

Like a cat, I crawled up the immense bed that was designed for an orgy while staring deep into Hermione’s eyes. She held a meaningful and needful affection for me in an expression that I couldn’t fathom. At best, she’d known me for an hour and a half, but her eyes were addicted to my body as she consumed every curve.

Goosebumps pockmarked Hermione’s thighs, and her clean-shaven pussy trembled lightly, more so when my warm breath embalmed her engorged lips. Bare skin pores on both plump, damp outer labia were evident where a completely hairless follicle was buried so deep it wasn’t visible.

She’s waxed this pussy.

The enticing, sticky tip of Hermione’s tiny pink clitoris winked encouragingly from underneath an engorged fleshy hood that begged to be opened by my tongue. Her pussy oozed translucent sex appeal, especially for me, and my lover smelled divine, twitching and flaring my nostrils, capturing and controlling my senses, one after the other.

The glistening wrinkled tips of Hermione’s inner pussy lips excited me most. Their pink hue and the way each fleshy petal meandered down towards her anus like perfectly sculpted ridges, pressing together into a tight slit, sent me crazy.

I wrapped my arms around Hermione’s silken thighs, gently pulling her into the most comfortable eating position for me. Reconsidering my dining options, I released her legs, deciding to force my lover’s thighs back with both palms and prise her wide open to further inspect and feast my eyes upon my late-night snack.

I was captivated and stared at the base of her slit where creamy hormones had pooled to excess, then forced their way down two distinct, sticky rivulets along her natural V shape folds of skin. My creamy treat was escaping down Hermione’s smooth perineum, gathering in the ridges that cascaded like a whorl pool deep inside her tiny pink anal sphincter.

I wanted to leave no waste, so I began licking her most taboo fuck hole, enjoying when Silas sat beside me, gathered up my hair into a ponytail, and moved it aside.

“Alice is the most perfect daughter, Hermione. We should adopt.”

“We have her for the next few days. The delightful girl is rimming my anus so enthusiastically. I could feed her for hours.”

“I can see Alice is doing great work. I should return the favor.”

By way of encouragement for Silas to lick my anus, I arched my back, slid my knees wider apart, and pointed up my slit. I love being anal-rimmed for ages, especially by guys, because they have more powerful tongues than girls, and love clawing open a girl’s sphincter to reach deep inside where pleasure nerves cluster.

Silas flattened his tongue and slurped the entire length of my sticky slit, swallowing and whimpering approvingly. He thumbed open my anal whorl that involuntarily twitched shut, not being accustomed to frequent rimming. I relaxed and enjoyed the moment my lover licked my anal whorl while I feasted on his wife’s.

When I had devoured the sticky mess around Hermione’s puckered anal fuck hole, I plowed my tongue along her perineum, gently pressing into every skin fold as I passed, leaving nothing behind. I spread Hermione’s swollen pussy lips wide apart, inhaling deeply through nostrils that preceded my tongue as we rose together through a delicious pink canyon toward the swelling pink clitoris I wanted to suck.

Silas slipped his fingers just inside my anal sphincter, opening me wide, not wishing to waste any time. His warm, wet tongue slipped inside my back passage, and he licked my soft tissue rectal walls while I jerked with delight.

I soared like a free bird enjoying its most basic joy.

“Lick Alice harder, Silas, or have the decency to fuck the girl, so she gets me off.”

“Alice has a very tight tight back passage.”

“Will you fuck her in the ass tomorrow, husband?”

“That’s for Alice to decide.”

He was eating my ass, plowing his stiff, long tongue deep inside my back passage, licking the nerve cluster and walls of my tight naughty hole. I relaxed and pushed back onto Silas’s face, more as an indication of my pleasure than with any real hope of having his tongue lick any deeper.

Using both thumbs, I peeled away Hermione’s clitoral hood, exposing the sticky, bright pink healthy nub of a woman needing to cum hard. My lips puckered around her clitoris, and I kissed, then sucked, gently at first, until my sticky treat engorged, rising free of its skin puddle.

I clenched my lips around a swelling clitoris, sucking harder while circling the tip with my tongue. Her ass lifted, and Hermione’s body trembled all over, so I reached down one silken leg with my fingers, checking, pleased when I found her toes curling tightly.

I dragged her sticky, fleshy clitoris from side to side with my tongue, always maintaining a tight vacuum around its base. When I gently hummed a tune into her nerve cluster, I knew Hermione’s G-Spot at the other end, inside her pussy would echo.

Hermione wriggled like crazy, moaning loudly while I got off on her getting off. Silas stopped rimming and stood behind me, gripping my waist before nudging my fuck hole with his cock. I knew my boyfriend wouldn’t mind my getting plowed by the couple, but I wished Douglas were here to fuck my lover while her husband fucked me.

Silas dragged his swollen glans up and down my throbbing slit, crushing my clitoris with his banjo string in a circular motion, raising an emotional heaven amid my tumultuous pre-orgasm and a flood of hormones that spun me out of control.

I was in total lover mode when Silas’ cock stretched my pussy wide open, sliding inexorably deeper until his balls slapped against my thighs. I sucked Hermione’s clitoris harder, pulsing it in and out of my mouth like a baby sucks their pacifier as they fall asleep.

When Silas fucked me hard, I released Hermione’s clitoris because she was too close to an orgasm, and I needed something to eat all the while her husband fucked me. My lover cleaved my ass cheeks with talon-like fingers that clawed me wide open so he could reach the deepest point inside my pussy with a steely solid cock.

I licked Hermione’s pussy hole, slurping, drinking and swallowing her sticky mess as it oozed like an everlasting river of pleasure from a tight, pink, trembling hole. My tonsils were coated with a veneer. I coughed up her sweet, sticky love and swallowed; she smiled and giggled, gently pulling my hair to ease my lips back into place on her quivering pussy.

I tightly clenched the base of Hermione’s clitoris between my lips, easing my ass backward to meet every powerful piston-like forward thrust of Silas’s solid cock. He railed me like it was the end of the world, believing somehow, an abort button deep inside me could be pressed by the end of his cock to save us.

When I felt Hermione’s orgasm explode deep inside her womb, I puckered my lips and sucked her pee hole, wanting, no, needing to drink her ejaculate. Powerful jets of unicorn pee filled my mouth as I had done to my lover, and she gripped my fingers tightly in feminine solidarity.

Hermione screamed her orgasm, thrusting her pussy into my mouth while her husband slid his jerking cock balls deep inside me, painting my pussy with thick wads and long ropes of his hot seed. I was in rapture, ascending on effervescent clouds of orgasm, squeezing and milking my lover’s cock with my tight pussy while sucking the juice from his wife’s bladder and glands.

I swallowed Hermione’s sweet nectar, enjoying the ocean of semen marinating my pussy, while the cock delivering it twitched hard on and off my soft tissue walls.

My lovers disengaged first, both gasping in shock, reeling from an exhausting, subsiding orgasm that had gripped us all. I rolled onto my back, giggling and licking my lips, enjoying the powerful, musky, sweet residue of my lover’s orgasm.

Hermione kissed me once, crawled down the bed, and prised my knees apart. Her tongue and lips were businesslike, cleaning her husband’s semen from the folds of skin around my labia where it gathered, sucking out drops of his cum where they nestled in my pubic bush.

When she had cleaned me, Hermione crawled into my arms and nestled in for a snuggle while her husband joined us from one side, caressing each of us lovingly.

“You are our special girl, Alice.”

“I’m sure I won’t be the last, Hermione.”

“We’ve been looking for a regular lover, sweetheart. You are the most intense young woman. Are you dating?”

“I have a boyfriend. His name is Douglas.”

“Ahh, I see.”

“We have an open relationship. I’m sure he has a date with a fuck buddy tomorrow night. It’s not a problem between us that I am seeing both of you.”

“That’s good, sweetheart.”

We drifted to sleep in a warm, lovemaking aftermath of such immense relaxation that I was comforted until morning.

I woke feeling entirely refreshed, cuddling into Hermione’s stunning body. I poked my head sleepily above the duvet and saw Silas, still naked, helping a server wheel two trolleys full of breakfast into the bedroom.

He put an English-speaking breakfast TV show on a massive wall-mounted screen and handed us plates to enjoy the buffet.

I took a fruit bowl with banana, raisins, grapes, mango, kiwi, and blueberries, dolloping strawberry yogurt on top. My teeth were furry, and my mouth tasted of Hermione’s cum, so I drank fresh orange, swilling before swallowing, vowing to rinse and brush before sleeping tonight should a repeat performance be forthcoming.

When I settled back in the bed, Hermione forced me to lean against her, which I enjoyed. The cuddling, snuggling, and intensity of her affection and need for me sparked something more than lust.

“Silas bagged us circus tickets for this evening. We thought it best to enjoy a nice dinner here before we go. Is that acceptable?”

“I didn’t bring many clothes and certainly not enough for a formal event, Hermione.”

“Can we meet for lunch after your pitch? We could go shopping together.”

“Just you and me?”

“Silas hates shopping, but he loves paying.”

“I can’t accept that, Hermione.”

“It’s only friendship.”

“We are lovers.”

“Yes, we are dear. Now, don’t be ungrateful… you have plenty of luggage space in Business Class for your trip home, so please let’s go shopping and enjoy lunch together.”

“Thank you, Hermione.”

“It’s my pleasure.”

While Hermione and Silas read the news, watched TV, and breakfasted slowly, I showered, enjoying the Penthouse luxury bought with good fortune and a belly full of semen. I felt deliciously slutty and looked forward to describing my adventure to Douglas.

When I slipped into the back seat of a blacked-out Mercedes Benz S Class, I didn’t expect the woman accompanying my driver to hand over a coffee.

“I am Wei Lin, your assistant while you are in Hong Kong.”

“What does that mean?”

“I am here to help you in any way you wish. I can accompany you to your meetings, lend more credibility to your presentations, opening up the Churchill’s contact network. I can translate for you, get coffee, and warn you if people are plotting behind your back.”

“Wow. It’s a bit overwhelming.”

“Mr. And Mrs. Churchill must like you because they never treated any other lover with similar reverence.”

“I must have done something right then.”

“I suspect it was more than one thing, Alice.”

I didn’t want to probe into the couple’s business with their trusted staff member, so I left well alone, enjoying the drive through Hong Kong mayhem until we arrived at my meeting place in a campus on the outskirts of the city, close to dense jungle.

Wei Lin insisted on carrying my briefcase from the car, so I trotted beside her, surprised at how easily she blagged her way into the highly secure campus of a chemical manufacturing company. 

“What are you selling to these people, Alice?”

“An enzyme.”

“Are you allowed to say more about this enzyme?”

“It eats the slurry left behind after you boil rice husk in a special liquid. The only waste products to the process are plant fertilizer and silica.”

“Are you synthesizing the silica into silicon carbide?”

“How do you know that?“

“I am a graduate in bio-engineering.”

“Yes. We’re making silicon carbide.”

“That’s massive, Alice.”

“We’re proposing to manufacture machine parts, heavy rollers for steel production, and components like water pumps from waste products that would otherwise be burned in power generation, with the ash made into breeze blocks.”

“Silicon carbide is harder than diamonds, Alice. Its powder can produce military grade armor for people, ships, aircraft, and tanks.”

“The industrial military complex is not our aim.”

“But others will use it for that purpose.”

“I hope not, Wei Lin.”

“Are you selling the enzyme that works the magic?”

“Yes.”

“And you have no security detail, with the Chinese Communist Party controlling this territory.”

Wei Lin shook her head disapprovingly, and I felt silly. This conversation had been had many times in London, and the general conclusion was that since nobody could quickly reverse-engineer our enzyme, we would control supply.

“I don’t know how the enzyme is engineered, Wei Lin.”

“I don’t think people in this part of the world care about such subtlety.”

As we were escorted into a conference room with framed photographs of weapon systems on the wall, I suddenly felt endangered and turned to Wei Lin.

“Do I need a security detail?”

“I have already requested one from Hermione Churchill. Your company really fucked up, Alice.”

“It seems they did.”


Chapter Three

Madam Fang

◆◆◆

I became acutely aware that my client was interrogating me about our company’s technology in a military context. China and Russia had the most extensive natural silicon carbide mines; both were environmental disasters, with high rates of chronic illness among workers.

Also, neither country was very friendly with mine. Mr Chen became increasingly persistent, asking the same questions, using different approaches each time.

“Alice, is it fair to say the tropical zone is key to your company’s success?”

“Our enzyme needs a constant source of rice husk to convert that to silica. Rice can only be grown in areas where the balance between temperature and precipitation is unique.”

“Yes, then?”

“Yes, Mr. Chen.”

He smiled and waved both arms expansively as if delighted by the opportunity I had presented, but I saw a sly, selfish grin that worried me.

“Where can we sign up to buy your enzyme?”

“You can’t. We propose a joint venture with your company through a local production plant, ensuring all silica is prohibited for use in military armor.”

“Do you have the moral right to decide what products we manufacture?”

“It’s nothing to do with morals. Our company is based in the United States, so legally, we cannot support your armor production.”

“We would pay handsomely, over market prices, with a personal incentive for you, Alice.”

“I don’t break the law and never take kickbacks, Mr. Chen.”

“I see. Did you bring a sample, Alice?”

“I did not.”

Wei Lin opened my briefcase, showing it was empty except for a few brochures and my leather laptop zip-up bag. Mr. Chen looked displeased, and my anxiety rose a few notches. During our many calls to Hong Kong, I made it clear and considered it agreed upon that a joint venture would address the engineering market for high-pressure ceramic products like rollers in steel mills.

Now that I was in Hong Kong, something had changed, and a sinister feeling slowly crept along my spine. I felt sickened. Wei Lin stood and calmly packed away my laptop, gathering spare brochures that hadn’t been taken. She smiled and chatted pleasantly in Chinese, but I figured she was managing me toward a safe exit.

Wei Lin gripped my arm and lifted me from my seat before offering her hand as a farewell to Mr. Chen, reverting to English.

“We must leave now, Mr. Chen.”

“Why are you in such a rush, Wei Lin?”

“Alice has a lunch meeting with Mrs. Churchill.”

“Ahh, okay. Are Alice and her company working with Silas and Hermione?”

“Yes.”

“I will take up my discussion on this matter with them.”

“As you wish.”

It was the most rapid and awkward exit I ever experienced from any meeting. Before Wei Lin dragged me to the door, I hurriedly shook hands with Mr. Chen, who looked increasingly irritated, gripping my hand far too tightly, giving me an I’ll be seeing you again look.

When I reached our car, its door was wide open, held politely by a driver with his smile painted on. I suddenly noticed he had a bulge under his left breast jacket pocket, undoubtedly a firearm.

My assistant helped me inside the car,  joining from the other side. I was speechless, but she chattered pleasantly in Cantonese with the driver, issuing him instructions.

As we swerved out of the company’s secure campus, I breathed a huge sigh of relief, then panicked again when a silver Mercedes G Wagon swerved in front, taking the lead, while another followed behind.

“They are ours, Alice. Do not worry. Silas Churchill sent you a security team immediately when I requested it.”

“Ours? Ours? You make it sound like I am in a fucking spy movie.”

“You stepped into one. Your clients would have kept going until deciding whether to keep and ransom you or somehow turn you to their advantage.”

“Fuck!”

“Stop worrying. This is Hong Kong, and shit like this happens daily. You are safe now and have nothing to worry about.”

“Where are we going now?”

“To Swing and Bang.”

“What on earth is that?”

“A very unique club, Alice.”

“That must be a sex club, Wei Lin.”

“Yes, it is. It’s more of a sex philosophy, though. The venue changes daily: an apartment or a house one day, somewhere else the next. Today, a piano bar is exclusively reserved for a Swing and Bang event.”

“Is this a participation or voyeur event, Wei Lin?”

“That will be your choice.”

“Who organizes these events?”

“Madam Fang owns the concept and this brand, but nobody knows her. You can only join Swing and Bang using a dark web messaging board that few people can find. Membership is limited, and events are strictly by invitation only through a secure messenger app group. I hear they serve an excellent lunch.” 

“Do you know what is on the agenda today, Wei Lin?”

“Mrs. Churchill will explain everything. She is invited to play the piano at this venue.”

I settled down, concentrating on my breathing exercises, eyes closed, calming myself. What happened during my sales presentation felt thrilling, a new peak in my interesting career, but anxiety ravaged me.

We quickly returned to the Hong Kong traffic crush, changing lanes every fifty meters, taking rat run alleyways for shortcuts, and honking frequently with everyone else.

Suddenly, down a tight alleyway, we pulled outside an old but well-presented theatre where Hermione waited on the sidewalk. She opened my door, looking excited, lending me her hand before waving the car and Wei Lin away. When my lover full-on kissed me in the street, wrapping her arms around my neck, I was stunned.

Her trembling lips tasted of sweet vanilla and were sticky from heavy lipstick application. Her body merged into mine, comforting me, and solid nipples pressed hard against my breasts. Hermione had sexually overwhelmed me in seconds and cared nothing for passers-by ogling our lesbian kiss.

“Is Silas here?”

“Yes, he’s inside preparing.”

“What is happening, Hermione? Wei Lin said you are here to play piano and that this is a sex club.”

“It is a sex event, my dear. We can have lunch after I play some tunes to entertain our orgy participants.”

“This is an orgy?”

“We don’t have to participate, but there are four men for every woman.”

My head spun in a daze as Hermione walked me inside the theatre. A man at the front desk leered, obviously knowing what was happening, looking both of us up and down. In a few seconds, an elevator whisked us to an entirely glass-encased, stainless steel dome-shaped rooftop lounge.

I stared around the plush lounge, impressed by several architectural pillars holding the roof. Ten enormous circular tables covered with brilliant white table linen were scattered between those pillars.

One girl and four men were seated at each table.

“They all look so beautiful, Hermione.”

“These members are my most special people.”

“You are Madam Fang?”

“Yes, but I prefer you don’t tell others. I attend my organized events infrequently, but today, when I was asked to play piano, I couldn’t resist killing two birds with one stone.”

“Oh wow.”

I instantly recalled Hermione’s suggestion of going down on me while tinkling on the ivories. I had thought she had meant to fuck me on the Penthouse Grand Piano, but no, front and center, on stage was another, glistening in highly polished white, the platform for my debasement.

“Are we performing for others?”

“Of course, my dear.”

“And they will watch us?”

“Not for long, Alice. I guarantee each girl will be getting gang-banged within five minutes of my first note and lick of your pussy. After that, we’re background activity.”

“Who are these people?”

“Some are wives and mothers bored and in need of cock, others are unmarried girls, desiring a hookup and damn good fucking before they start dating, with the ensuing pretense of moral rectitude Chinese girls must present.”

“And who are the guys?”

“Players, bulls, some married, most not, but all men here are discrete and trusted by Madam Fang.”

“That’s you.”

“Yes.”

“What is to become of me today, Hermione?”

“You and I will play with my husband, your new age-gap boyfriend.”

“Boyfriend?”

Hermione stopped and smiled like I was an unruly daughter. She held my hands amid a roller coaster of my high and low emotions. I had a boyfriend, Douglas, but here I was, in Hong Kong, on a business trip, twenty-four hours into an age-gap relationship with a beautiful, fun, sexy, and wealthy couple that seemed drawn to me.

“You’re in Hong Kong for two more days. Can’t my husband and I enjoy you as a girlfriend for that tiny amount of time, Alice?”

She implored me with such a cute, motherly, and comforting expression that I couldn’t resist. I liked Hermione a lot, and having made love to her already, I felt older women and their husbands might be the missing component to my relationship with Douglas. My boyfriend had regular fuck buddies, and although I dabbled in a few one-night stands, I had no regular supplementary lovers.

“I like you both, Hermione, but this is impractical.”

“Not for two days, it isn’t.”

“That’s true.”

“Don’t overthink it, Alice. Let’s have fun like we did last night.”

“Am I safe from the other men in here today?”

“Yes, of course. Nobody will lay a finger on you unless you wish it.”

“Is Silas fucking me?”

“Would you like my husband to fuck you?”

“Yes, please.”

“Let me warm you up on the piano, and we’ll have Silas fuck his little girl and fill her up with seed.”

I was already warmed up. Watching the tables where four handsome guys were seducing a pretty girl was as indulgent as I had ever enjoyed. Some groups were already kissing, with girls being passed from one lap to the next, giggling while sampling their fuck buddies. I felt sure the pussy aroma saturating the room’s air wasn’t all mine.

Silas arrived in my kissing range, holding me tightly, brushing his satin lips off mine while his wife unzipped the simple, figure-hugging dress I wore to my presentation. She peeled me from the shoulders until slipping off, then tossed the only semi-formal dress I had brought on my trip, carefully removing my heels.

“I love kissing you, Alice.”

“You are so comforting to me as well, Silas.”

He undressed, and Hermione kneeled behind, kissing my ass cheeks while sliding my panties off. People watched, but soon, they were absorbed in each other, even as Silas passionately kissed me while Hermione licked a sizzling trail along my spine.

My back arched wildly, electrified, and a warm glow lit me up. A couple of guys standing drinking at the bar were beckoned over by Silas. They reverently cradled and lifted me onto the piano, smiling affably while handling my naked body.

When the guys left, and I lay back comfortably, Silas stroked my breasts before cupping and kneading each gently, kissing my neck, cheeks, and lips while Hermione prepared to play her tune.

“Who were those guys, Silas?”

“Spare bulls for ladies who don’t get enough cock.”

“Jesus Christ, each has four guys. That’s enough cock for any girl.”

“There is still you and my wife to be satisfied. I can’t fuck both of you as hard as the girls on the other tables will enjoy.”

“Fucking hell, are you saying those two spare men are for me and your wife?”

“Only if you want to play with them. Now, brace yourself, Alice. The tune my wife will play is Frédéric Chopin's Fantaisie-Impromptu. It has a heavy bass start and is very high tempo.”

“I don’t know it.”

“It’s full-on because Hermione wants to make you cum in one song.”

“Fuck!”

Hermione stood, smiled at me, and gripped my ass cheeks, sliding my body and damp pussy toward her. The hunger in her eyes marinated me, and I felt an intense blood and oxytocin rush to my reproductive organs, making me shiver intensely.

When Hermione sat, her husband stood close behind her, reaching for my ankles and spreading them wide open. I looked around and saw girls being undressed and prepared to be fucked; a couple of guys had cocks in their girl’s hands or her mouth, but most people’s eyes were still on me.

Hermione tested the distance to my pussy which draped over the forward edge of her piano. I felt warm breath before gentle lips kissed precisely where my pussy hole was, and a warm, wet tongue dipped inside. I oozed sweet juice into my lover’s mouth and heard whimpering immediately.

Hermione withdrew her lips and tongue quickly, leaving a cold spot where she had removed the warm pussy juice that pooled there. As she smacked and licked her lips, my lover shot me a final encouraging smile, suggesting she was ready.

When Hermione played her first notes, I was instantly stunned and quickly left breathless and gasping. The air around and inside my body vibrated to a glorious tune that bathed my body and soul in music.

I gasped and wriggled both ankles free, amazed, propping myself onto my elbows and staring at my lover, who smiled, winked, and played on. Her tune throbbed through my body, and I panted, drawing short, sharp breaths to oxygenate and calm myself.

The two spare bulls returned at Silas’s request, each carefully gripping an ankle I had wrenched free. They stretched my legs wide apart, and I felt a very sticky pussy open, ready for an enthusiastic lover who played her piano like a demon.

After Hermione kissed my pussy, she nibbled each creamy swollen labia tip, and I writhed in pleasure, moaning loudly. Even with her head in my crotch and without seeing her keys, she never dropped a note or changed timing or tone. The shimmering effect of her music masturbated my entire body with vibrating air and sound waves. 

Butterflies deep in my stomach burst into joy one after another like craven, winged, tickling surges that wrought havoc through my organs, provoking an intense pre-orgasmic bliss. Hermione clenched her lips around my engorged clitoris, sucked and tugged gently, knowing, undoubtedly from experience, that half her work was already done by a humming, vibrating ecstasy that throbbed through my nerve cluster better than any sex toy.

Her tongue brushed across my sticky pink nub, sparkling effervescently, electrifying my whole body like a conductor directing an orchestra. Her fingers and tongue controlled my journey to an orgasm, but the music, oh my god, the music gripped, grappled, wrenched, and fucked me everywhere.

My mind drifted into a hedonistic, misty valley of dreams, even ignoring how incredibly sensually Silas kissed me while he rolled my bright red, solid nipples between his index fingers and thumbs. I wriggled more vigorously, rising with Silas’s increasing finger pressure as his wife’s tongue thrashed my clitoris faster from side to side, and the music drove me higher.

I bellowed out my orgasm, tensing every muscle until it was solid and cramping, arching my back with only my shoulders touching the piano surface. My ankles were held tightly, and Hermione sucked my pussy lips and clitoris into her mouth, munching on my sex.

I stared at the perfect white ceiling, seeing sparks fly in front of my eyes while an immense orgasm built like a whirlpool tumbling inside my womb, exploding, enveloping my whole body before raising me as an offering to the gods. I exhaled as though my lungs had burst, then desperately sucked air back in while Hermione played a concerto on my clitoris and with her keys.

As her last note reverberated through me, I slammed onto the piano lid with my body burning, trying desperately to speak but incapable of doing so.

Our handsome spare bulls lifted me off the piano with the same gentleness as they had mounted me there, carrying me to a velour-upholstered chaise longue, where I rolled around in post-orgasmic bliss, feeling lonely.

“Please fuck me, Silas.”

“Silas?”

“Silas?”

“I’m here, sweetheart.”

I rolled over, lifted onto my knees and forearms, pointing my creamy, throbbing slit high. I wanted to be railed deeply, precisely how Silas had fucked me the previous night. While leaning on my forearms, I turned my head and saw everyone in the room was naked and fucking. I noticed the two spare cocks close by; one belonged to a guy kissing Hermione while helping her undress.

The other was free.

Silas’s cock split my soaking wet, bloated pussy lips apart, and he slid his thick cock deep inside me. My orgasm rose instantly, rolling thunderously like a tropical storm at sea, warming and giving notice something tumultuous was heading my way.

“I’ve never been spit-roasted.”

I immediately regretted my declaration, frowned, and shook my head while gasping when Silas withdrew, then rammed his cock deep inside me. His balls slapped noisily against my sticky thighs, underlining my sleazy behavior.

When Hermione kneeled beside me, she took my hand, squeezing tightly before kissing me deeply with silken, sticky lips that tasted of my pee and cum mixture. I was headed into no man’s land and knew what she would ask.

“Would you like to suck a cock while Silas fucks you, Alice?”

“May God forgive me, but yes, please, I really want that.”

“Never ask forgiveness as a pleasure seeker.”

She backed away, and a new lover slid into the space in front of me, using the chaise longue back to rest against, presenting me with five inches of solid, veiny heavenly cock I could deep throat all day.

While Silas clawed open my ass crack, feeding his long, thick, creamy cock deep inside my throbbing pussy, I gripped the smaller shaft in front, enjoying how my whole hand could encircle it.

I peeled back his foreskin and devoured the salty precum veneer that coated a perfectly shaped cock helmet. His shaft twitched when I curled my tongue around its solid underside, rolling back and forth across a taut banjo string. I didn’t know his name, didn’t care, and slid my lips down that anonymous cock like it was sent through a glory hole.

Silas fucked me harder, and someone, I assumed it was Hermione, gripped my ass cheeks, spreading them wide open so her husband could fill me completely. I deep-throated a perfectly sized cock with ease, taking five solid inches in length, cramming its girth down my windpipe until I gagged delightfully.

As I choked, my pussy squeezed Silas’s cock more tightly as he vigorously fucked me, bottoming out deep inside. 

My orgasm rocked like a small boat in a heavy ocean swell, frequently tipping me over the edge of a pleasure wave into a sizzling chasm of overwhelming butterflies below, tensing my body, warming me, and searing my muscles while two cocks thoroughly debased me.

When Silas decanted his semen deep inside my pussy, his partner filled my throat with a sticky, salty seed that lifted my soul. I was being spit-roasted and entirely satisfied by two lovers who moaned, groaned, and writhed in pleasure as they filled me with cream at both ends.

My lovers relaxed, withdrawing their cocks, and I rolled over, enjoying the moment Hermione slipped into my arms, kissing me, dribbling semen onto my knee from a creamy, well fucked pussy.

“How did that feel, Alice?”

“I am addicted to your lifestyle.”

“Cool and fun, isn’t it?”

“I feel sleazy.”

“That’s fun too. Now, baby girl… we must leave and bathe before the circus.”

“Yes, Hermione.”

“Good girl.”


Chapter Four

Swing And Bang

◆◆◆

Hermione collected my clothes, handed them to me, and thanked the guy whose cock I had deep-throated and drained of cum before she helped me dress. He nodded politely, clutching his flaccid, clean cock in one hand, waving goodbye with the other while trotting backward away from me.

I watched him rejoin his friend at the bar, looking excited, waving enthusiastically toward me, and wearing a big, hearty smile. It seemed I was a hit, at least when sucking a man’s cock while being reamed from behind by my new favorite lover.

Hermione practically mothered me, which felt nice after the morning presentation I’d had. I tasted the salty seed that had coated my throat, tonsils, and soft tissues inside my mouth with a sticky, persistent veneer, but I declined a glass of water, feeling unwilling to flush away my swain’s essence.

Once dressed, I was transfixed by the orgy ensuing in our room, focusing my attention on one girl dominating her table, being simultaneously fucked by three of her four lovers. She straddled one cock while an athletic, ripped guy crouched low on his haunches behind with his feet planted on either side of the lover below her. He rhythmically drove his cock balls deep in and out of her back passage.

She held fast while the two men carefully fucked her with controlled strokes and depth, both understanding full well that their girl was full of cock. Her squealing and moaning was like none I had heard before, and I thought she must have drifted to a place only she could fathom.

I was lifted by her lovemaking, buoyed, and excited for her, just by watching lust, disgust, and love ripple through her ever-transforming expression.

A third cock began face fucking her, silencing the symphony of love I had enjoyed. The gnarly shaft belonged to a guy standing on the table in front of the girl, and he held it tightly in one fist while gripping the back of her head, dragging her lips along its entire length until they were buried in a wiry pubic bush every time she deep-throated him.

Their moaning, grunting, and desperate cries amid an immense orgasm and the delighted expressions on every participant’s face gave me the impression that this orgy event was about human sexual satisfaction and nothing more.

I suddenly wanted to satisfy a group of men, showing off my ability to take many cocks in all three holes, drain each and satisfy their owners.

My lover broke the spell, and I dressed at Hermione’s insistence. When we were ready to leave, I hung back and stared at the orgy antics in a room full of experienced, decadent lovers; Hermione cuddled me closely from behind while Silas held my hand.

“Would you enjoy a gangbang focused entirely on you, Alice?”

“I have less than two whole days left in Hong Kong. I’m not sure about being fucked like this for several reasons.”

“You could easily extend your visit. After this morning’s problematic presentation, your company needs a new partner.”

“That reminds me. I must call our CEO and explain everything.”

“You can call him from home. We have excellent conferencing facilities in our Penthouse office.”

Hermione nestled her chin on my shoulder, cupping my stomach in her hands, caressing me gently and lovingly while we spectated a live pornographic movie. Eventually, each girl was being fucked in rotation by all four guys, with one table requesting support from the reserves.

While I inhaled the aroma of love and lust, the cock I had sucked buried itself deep in a girl’s creamy pussy, and I felt a tiny forlorn pang of regret that he hadn’t fucked me.

“I don’t know if I am ready to handle the men, Hermione.”

“For anal sex or just a gangbang where each guy fucks your pussy?”

“I’ve never done either. Their cocks don’t worry me. Each man deserves satisfaction in the exchange, and four guys are a lot of men to service. I wouldn’t want any guy to walk away, not feeling they had a great time inside and with me.”

She giggled and nodded as though fully understanding the dilemma. I couldn’t think of anything worse than agreeing to fuck a group of guys, then limiting their happiness once mine was achieved. Could I fuck for hours and still have my pussy tight enough for the guys wanting to cum inside me? I didn’t know. 

“What kind of open relationship are you in Alice?”

“It’s more about off-relationship dating and one-night stands for me. I usually fuck guys three or four times a year using condoms, and I never dwell by dating the same man over because I worry a relationship might start.”

“Is this the first time another man came inside you?”

“Yes, and I liked it, but, well… I don’t know. I am still processing it all.”

“And what about Douglas?”

“He has regular fuck buddies, but my boyfriend finds it easy to detach his emotions. He always cums inside them, and, as far as I know, every girl Douglas sees is on birth control.”

I watched a table tryst explode in orgasm together. It was a seething, screaming, creamy, squirting climax where the girl enjoyed a cock impaled deep inside her pussy, with another pumping furiously in and out of her rectum. Her expression was joyous, and I could only imagine the deep satisfaction she radiated resulted from enjoying multiple cocks.

“Are you worried about your emotions while being gangbanged?”

“Do you frequently fuck multiple guys, Hermione?”

“Only when Silas has a group of girls to enjoy. We don’t fuck other people separately, and we prefer sharing. I think last night and today were your first threesomes. Am I right?”

“Yes.”

“Did you enjoy both sessions, Alice?”

“Immensely.”

I sounded like a cum slut which was the very thing I wanted to avoid, especially being in an open relationship. Douglas and I had always intended to explore ethical nonmonogamy, which, for me, started with swinging and occasionally hooking up through solitary dates to scratch an itch.

When I slipped into the Churchills’ car and nestled in between my lovers, I felt comforted and sexually satisfied but still emotionally pensive. They sensed my discomfort, and surprisingly, Silas leaned over, stared deeply into my eyes, and tried to ally my fears.

“We like you a great deal, Alice.”

“I like both of you, too.”

“Can you still taste his semen?”

“Yes.”

“And mine is also warming inside your belly?”

“And layering my panty gusset, but I like the feeling of you inside me.”

“You feel conflicted, though.”

“I like the security of belonging to something, not someone. Until yesterday, I belonged in a relationship with Douglas.”

“You still do.”

“I have two other men’s seed inside me and still haven’t been reclaimed by my boyfriend.”

I felt a tad bereft because, no matter how much I enjoyed fucking Hermione and Silas, I loved my boyfriend. For sure, probably right now, he lay in bed having fucked a girl all night, but she would only pleasure his body while I lifted Douglas’ soul.

“Is that process of re-engaging an emotional trigger for you and Douglas?”

“It feels necessary. As I said, I always make the guy fucking me wear a condom; yesterday and today, you filled me with seed, and I desperately wanted that. I feel connected with you, and that is confusing.”

“But you don’t feel owned by me, right?”

“Nobody will ever own me, Silas.”

“I understand.”

“Do you?”

“Hermione and I have a varied sexual lifestyle, always communicated freely between us and totally consensual. We indulge ourselves together because we never want to risk a wedge being driven in between.”

“I’m staying for more than one night. How does that work with me? There will be moments where there is just you and me, or I am alone with Hermione.”

“It’s still an agreed-upon tryst, Alice. We’re not cheating, cuckqueaning, or cuckolding. Don’t get me wrong, cucking is a cool, fun thing for many, but we don’t indulge.”

“What’s in store at the circus for me tonight, Silas?”

“You will soon understand that more sexual, emotional, and physical fulfillment is available than you would imagine. Tonight, the post-performance entertainment will be your choice.”

Hermione cradled me in her arms, humming a lovely tune close to my ear. The small girl inside me relaxed, and tension from the morning meeting ebbed away until I fell asleep.

I felt a door open, and I was lifted out of the car. When I opened my eyes, Silas cradle carried me through the hotel foyer and into our private elevator. I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him, no longer concerned about what others might think. His semen lay thick, sticky, and warm in my gusset, cuddling my swollen pussy lips, undoubtedly matting my pubic bush, and I loved it.

“You are jetlagged, young lady. The stress of your business meeting and exertion in lovemaking has tired you out.”

“I feel exhausted.”

“You should sleep for a few hours this afternoon before we prepare for the evening.”

“I have nothing to wear for tonight, Silas.”

“Wei Lin is out shopping for you. By this evening, you will have a full, exciting wardrobe.”

“I can’t thank you enough.”

“You don’t need to, Alice. As our girlfriend, you are treasured.”

“I must call work and explain what happened.”

The elevator doors opened, and Hermione led the way to a small door I had thought was a reception area bathroom. Instead, it was a twelve-seater conference room with wall-mounted LED screens, a webcam, and an audio station in the center of a highly polished walnut table.

Silas slid me gently into a chair and smiled.

“Call Adrian now and settle him down. I am sure he is worried about you. Ask him for an extension to your Hong Kong visit and we can help find you the right partner.”

“How do you know Adrian, Silas?”

“Through my extensive network of contacts. I know a great deal about you, Alice.  The very same people in my network will help you find a solution.”

“Okay. Thank you.”

I sat in an enormous leather chair at the head of the table. Silas handed me a small laptop and opened his Zoom application so I could sign in and use my account to video call our CEO. With everything connected and my password entered, I hit the call button and waited while my lovers exited the room.

“Feel free to tell Adrian we are helping you.”

“Seriously?”

The door closed, my call was answered, and a tired-looking, pajama-wearing CEO grinned at me from somewhere in his home.

“Hi, Alice. Mr. Chen called, woke me, and blew up on the phone a couple of hours ago. That was after he sent dozens of mean-spirited messages while I slept. I was worried about you.”

“Mr. Chen wants to manufacture military-grade armor from silicon carbide precursor derived from our process.”

“We were worried this might happen, Alice.”

“And it did happen as soon as the meeting began. It was all so obvious that Chen had no interest outside a military application.”

“I told him it’s out of the question, fully backing you up. The matter is closed, and we won’t work with Chen.”

“That’s great, Adrian. Thank you. I am relieved.”

You look tired, Alice.”

“Jetlag.”

“Get some sleep before you fly home; maybe go and see some sights, but don’t meet Chen again. He’s a deceiver and total asshole.”

“I was lucky to get out of the meeting safely, Adrian.”

He squinted and frowned, suddenly looking far more concerned and a little angry. We had worked long and hard to find a chemical manufacturer with facilities close to a significant source of rice. Our enzyme began deteriorating twelve hours after manufacture. It also didn’t travel well, so the ideal solution was to pour our solution over the husks hours, if not minutes, after a batch was ready.

“Were you threatened, Alice?”

“Indirectly, yes.”

“Come home now. I’ll have you on the next flight.”

“I’d like to stay.”

“Why?”

“I can solve this problem, Adrian.”

“How the hell will you do that without getting hurt?”

“I got out of the meeting because people helped me. Last night, at dinner, I met a couple of Hong Kong movers and shakers. They sent a car, driver, and representative with me to the meeting. She got me out.”

I lied but wasn’t about to explain my sexual adventure to a boss with a different moral compass. Adrian looked doubtful, so I waited, letting him do the math. Trying this type of partnership anywhere in the rice-growing regions of the world was likely to elicit a similar response. Everyone had soldiers and equipment to protect, and SiC was the most effective ceramic powder for that.

“Who are these people that helped you?”

“Have you heard of the Churchill’s?”

“Silas and Hermione? Yes, I know the man well and have met his wife once or twice. They are both very nice, with a flawless business reputation. They are old Hong Kong money, Alice. You say they met you at dinner?”

“Silas has offered to help our company. They even moved me into their Penthouse for safety, so we can also save a fortune on room rates.”

“I only care about your safety, Alice. The cost is irrelevant.”

“I’m fine now, just feeling a little tired.”

“Okay, get some sleep.”

“What about Silas and Hermione?”

“If they want to help, go for it and stay in Hong Kong for as long as you feel necessary. Tell me if you need anything, babe… oh, and well done. You may have rescued us from a disaster.”

When he rang off, I felt proud, excited, and invigorated. A dull aching in my head and behind both eyes wouldn’t shake, suggesting I was gripped by jetlag, so I left the Penthouse conference room and headed for bed.

The Churchill’s waited for me in the bedroom, which was refreshingly chilly from the air conditioning. Silas peeled back the heavy duvet while Hermione handed me a fresh pair of sensible, white cotton panties and a black-out eye mask. She also helped me undress and slipped a man’s t-shirt on me before guiding me toward the bed.

“The t-shirt belongs to Silas and is freshly laundered. Your panties are brand new, and I want you to wear an eye mask, even though our blackout curtains will help. My spa beautician arrives at 5 p.m., we dine at 6.30, and the circus starts at 8.”

“That’s a lot to take in.”

“Just focus on sleeping. Someone will wake you and take care of everything.”

When I was comfortably tucked into bed, both my lovers kissed me fully on the lips, which I found incredibly arousing, if not excessively kinky, because it sent me back to a childhood filled with love and bedtime stories.

I rolled onto my side when the room was plunged into total darkness. My psyche enjoyed the emotional sensation of having Silas’ semen inside me, but my thoughts slowly floated to my boyfriend, Douglas, and an overdue call I needed to make, keeping him up to speed with my life, work, and lovers.

Slumber quickly engulfed me, mainly because my work and sexual tensions were relieved. I dreamed of Douglas and me getting married someday and maybe even taking lovers on our honeymoon. I had it deeply entrenched in my mind to discuss the Churchill’s with my boyfriend, perhaps recommending we follow their lead and only fuck other people together.

I woke to a light shake and the shadowy face of a pretty, cheerful Chinese girl.

“Hi, Alice. I am Mei, your spa therapist.”

“Hi, Mei; let me shower first, and then we can start.”

“I am also here to bathe you, honey.”

Mei adjusted the dimmer switch on a lamp that sat on the nightstand beside me. When I saw she was naked, I almost jumped out of my skin. She laughed and covered her mouth with one hand while pointing at my face with the other as though my expression were great comedy.

She was young. Probably in her early twenties, with tiny breasts and a beautiful, slender, and silken body. Mei stood and helped me out of bed, looking me up and down with a hungry, approving expression. I was still in shock when she kneeled and slipped her thumbs inside my panty’s elastic waistband.

“Whip off Mr. Silas’ t-shirt, and let’s see how badly sticky and matted your bush is with his cum.”

“Umm, okay.”

I did as Mei told me while she slipped off my panties, tugging cum encrusted public hairs that dried into my panties like she was peeling hot wax. With my panties off and kicked away, Mei sniffed my whiffy pussy and grinned up, ignoring the fact I was shamefully mortified.

“You are very messy down here, just like Mrs. Hermione said. I can clean you, no problem. Did anyone fuck you in the back passage?”

“Fuck, no!”

“Okay, good, no anal tissue tearing to repair then.”

“I’ve never-”

“Not many people have spa treatments like this in your country, but it is common here. Most Hong Kong massage therapists use their naked bodies to soothe yours.”

“Is that your intention?”

“I have ninety minutes to help you. How we spend that time is up to you.”

While Mei led me towards the bathroom spa, Hermione strolled in, kissed me, and smiled like my mother, encouraging me to shower and get cleaned up after a run. She patted my ass cheeks playfully, accessing a submissive sexual kink I never knew existed while nodding approvingly at Mei.

“Mei is a wonderful lover, especially in the shower.”

“Am I making love to your spa therapist, Hermione?”

“Only if you wish.”

Hermione left the room, and Mei hauled me further into the shower area, turning on the water flow handle and waiting for steam to rise. In the meantime, she gave me the hottest look possible and moved in gently for a kiss.

My body shivered and shrugged off the sluggish remnants of a restful sleep. Mei’s lips gently touched mine while her powerful fingers encircled my waist until she cupped my ass cheeks, spreading them gently apart.

My lips tingled and seared, and then our kiss exploded, sending tickles and ripples of pleasure through my vigorously shuddering body. Her fingers gripped more tightly, and when my anus was fully exposed, she tapped a finger precisely on my spangled bullseye.

“I’m going to clean inside there, too, even though nobody fucked your ass.”

“I want to be clean.”

“By the time I am finished. You will be, sweetie.”

Her tongue licked mine inside my mouth, taking my breath away while I wrapped my arms loosely around her neck. Mei walked me backward into the wet room and hard up against a glass partition wall, kissing me passionately.

My kneecap raised, and I felt no pubic bush when I crushed her swollen lips, wriggling them apart so I could masturbate her swollen clitoris. She stared at me like a naughty child, raising both eyebrows questioningly.

“Who is running this show, girlie?”

“We are?”

“Okay. You can fuck me too, but I must clean you first.”

“Deal.”

Mei donned two exfoliating gloves, lathered them with rich cream from a tube in the collection she brought, and began methodically scrubbing my body from the neck down. I saw dirt flush away in brown, grimy water as my dead skin was peeled off. She never dwelled too long on any body part, so I felt tingly and momentarily looked blotchy red, but I wasn’t raw anywhere and knew my natural skin tone would return within minutes.

After she cleaned my feet, her gloves came off, and Mei used shampoo on my hair, rinsing, repeating, and conditioning before kneeling beside me. She soaped my pussy hair with the same shampoo she used on my head, cleaning, rinsing, repeating, and fingering my bush until all the knots were free and my pubes were silken.

When she turned me around to face the wall, I naturally placed both palms against the partition glass. On the other side, Silas and Hermione watched, both dressed and holding glasses of champagne. They saluted me with beaming smiles. When I recalled the scene later, thinking about being inside a glass-walled cage lathered up with another nubile, I could see the entertainment value.

When Mei gripped my cheeks claw-like and opened my ass crack, I felt lewd, more so because I stared at both my champagne-drinking lovers, and they knew what was happening. My mind went blank, and I relaxed, praying my spa partner would go all the way and rim me. I reached a place in my mind, almost meditative, buoyed by the steam, massaged by heavy, warm rainfall that soaked me while enjoying the disgrace of my pink sphincter being soaped, fingered, and cleaned.

Mei washed and cleaned my asshole so perfectly it felt like someone had gone over it with a dermo abrasion face polisher. Her tongue slipped between my widely splayed-apart ass cheeks, licking across the ridges of my anal whorl like it was the finest buffing head she could finish me with.

Her fingers clawed deeper, reaching that point where the perfect ridges of my whorl cascade inside a tight back passage. Mei prised that tiny hole wide open and poked her tongue deep inside, licking soft tissues and clustered pleasure nerves.

I was being rimmed again and felt like it was a means to suggest I should consider anal sex. I gasped, relaxing as much as I could, wanting more of Mei’s tongue inside my taboo fuck hole. My cheek pressed hard against the glass partition, and I panted. Hermione approached and licked the other side of the glass where my lips crushed.

I opened my mouth, slid out my tongue, and played Hermione’s disgusting game while Mei licked my back passage like there was something deep inside me she needed to remove.

Her pleasuring became so intense my knees gave way, and I slipped down the glass. Mei wrestled me onto my back before lying in front and going down on me. The rainfall covered both of us, adding incredible intensity to her tongue and lip work on my creamy slit and swollen sticky clitoris.

I soared like an eagle, looking down on myself, writhing in pleasure while my heart pounded from the excitement of being so expertly taken.

I relaxed my knees, letting them fall wide apart, and stared up, watching the Churchills spectate me being fucked by an exquisite girl. Mei had easily parted my pubic bush with her index fingers before clenching my clitoris tightly between her powerful lips, pulling, squeezing, and sucking me to an immense orgasm.

I bucked violently, arching my back steeply while screaming, letting my orgasm explode unrestrained. I cried joyously, cupped my breasts, and squeezed them until both hurt. When I rolled my solid nipples between index fingers and thumbs, I deliberately sought orgasmic sexual relief through stinging pain while squirting powerful jets of sweet unicorn pee in my lover’s mouth.

Before Hong Kong, I had never squirted in a guy’s mouth; now, I couldn’t see myself not doing it every time a girl or guy licked my pussy. I hoped Douglas would try drinking my orgasm, but if not, I always had Hong Kong.

Mei washed away my orgasm with her tongue before soaping up my pussy one last time to clean me thoroughly. She rinsed out the conditioner from my hair, then handed me a thick, pink bath sheet to wrap in while turning off the shower.

After Mei wrapped my hair in a towel, she wrung her long, straight black hair, squeezing out the water and roughly drying it before donning a toweling bathrobe designed to soak up any moisture left on her skin.

I was half dazed when Mei led me into the bedroom, where a spa treatment studio was already assembled. The therapist’s table and chairs with lamps, magnifiers, steam devices, and skin polishers surprised me. My lover was even more adept with her fingers in a conventional beautician sense than she had been with digits, tongue, and lips as my lover.

Mei sat opposite me and crossed her legs into a lotus position on a chair. She pulled my fingers into a moisturizing bath, a prelude to my manicure while giggling at my shell-shocked surprise.

“I am your lover transformed into a beauty therapist. I make you feel loved and beautiful inside and out.”

“I have never been so well pampered.”

I was clipped, buffed, polished, and painted, had facial hair removed, and finally made up to look like a movie star. As I stood naked before a full-length mirror, I felt transformed, having had the makeover of my life. I had also been fucked in one hole or another by two men and two girls, all four lovers having empowered me and raised my self-esteem.

“My girlfriend purchased you the Bluebella Catalina wired bra and thong.”

“Wei Lin is your girlfriend?”

“We are traveling to Thailand next month to be married. We have been lovers for almost three years.”

“But what about… umm…”

“You and me?”

“Yes.”

“Wei Lin and I have an open relationship, as you do, which is just as well because we both also love being fucked by boys. Sometimes we share lovers, maybe if you stick around…?”

Her question hung in the air like a seductive scent that invades your nostrils and won’t ever retreat. I didn’t answer because my head spun with questions about how open an open relationship could be before problems set in. The Churchills had nailed theirs. Wei Lin and Mei knew what they both wanted and had discussed that in detail.

Douglas and I rarely set or talked through boundaries or about our sexual kinks, agreeing that each could hook up when and where they wished. We’d come close to a swap one night after dinner when my boyfriend’s brother and wife joined us.

I agreed to fuck Micheal because Douglas wanted to sleep with his sister-in-law, but somehow, the intoxication of white wine and an after-dinner liqueur wore off during our kissing and fumbling stage.

I slipped on my new thong, loving its floral-inspired embroidery. I would include the enticing Catalina thong on all future travels. The provocatively sheer piece featured intricate detailing across its front and back, adding an elegant touch.

Wei Lin indulged me in the full fantasy by styling my thong with its matching Catalina bra. An electric blue suited me perfectly, and I enjoyed twisting in front of the mirror and taking stock of myself.

“You are a beautiful girl, Alice.”

“As are you, Mei.”

“But you are western, and the men here love that, taller, fair-skinned, and with a facial slutty beauty I would love to mimic.”

She held a breathtakingly beautiful gown for me to step into. It was like a celebration of pink and demure, flowing to the ankle and looking like a work of art.

“Is that Temperley?”

“Yes. Wei Lin found it and had it altered down slightly to fit.”

“It is beautiful, Mei.”

“The Petal Gown is one of their most requested dresses and is now part of the Heritage collection. It is one-of-a-kind and features the finest invisible tulle appliqued with printed silk anemone blooms. The body is embroidered with hummingbirds and delicately scattered with shimmering sequins.”

“My god.”

“Hermione and Silas wanted you to look desirable while retaining your natural qualities as a lady.”

“I don’t know how to thank them.”

“They are waiting in the dining area for you, and it’s about time to eat. Shall we join them?”

“Are you dining with us?”

“No. My work here is done, Alice. I am handing you over to your lovers.”


Chapter Five

Cirque de Fuck

◆◆◆

As I stepped into the Penthouse’s massive living, kitchen, and dining area with the lights romantically dimmed, I fizzled and popped because it felt like all eyes had swiveled in my direction. A server at the table paused, stared at me, nodded almost imperceptibly, and then continued pouring Silas a glass of wine. 

As I swayed with my hands clasped behind my back, the chef looked up from a flaming grill where I saw shrimp, fish filets, and charred aubergines sizzling. He smiled, then went back to fixing dinner.

Yet, it was the radiant, joy-filled expressions on Silas and Hermione’s faces that genuinely lifted my spirits. Their delight at my arrival was palpable. My new girlfriend, her eyes sparkling with affection, hurried across the floor to greet me. She planted a soft kiss on each of my cheeks, her hand finding mine and intertwining our fingers, leading me to the dining table.

Silas stood, looking incredibly handsome, wearing his perfectly tailored, hand-sewn suit. When my older boyfriend handed me a single deep red rose in full bloom on a long stem, I felt the romance of a first date simmer in my womb, tingle my nipples, and swoon in my head.

I gasped and enjoyed a deep, loving kiss with my boyfriend before he seated me. While he settled, Hermione leaned over and whispered.

“You look amazing, Alice.” 

“At this rate, I’ll be a mess before we arrive at the circus.”

“I have spare panties for both of us.”

“Is there anything sexual planned for the circus?”

“The acrobats are naked, and opportunities exist.”

“Opportunities?”

“You’ll see, my dear.”

Our server poured me a tiny taste of classic Sauvignon Blanc. I sipped, nodded my approval, and he filled my glass halfway. Silas watched me sample, swill, and swallow the wine with deep appreciation, raising an approving eyebrow.

“What do you think of the wine, Alice?”

“Marlborough, New Zealand, I would say. The palate is crisply sharp with plenty of grapefruit and gooseberry, underpinned with notes of lime, pear, and sugar snap pea. Refreshing citrus notes with a leafy and mineral complexity leads to a long, clean finish.”

“Wow.”

“Dad educated us about wine while growing up. We were permitted a small glass at mealtimes. I’m looking forward to the fish soup starter. I assume that’s what we are having because I see fiery red broth in bowls and can only assume the char-grilled seafood is joining them in a few minutes.”

“Oh, come on, baby girl. You are showing off now.”

“It’s true, I want to impress you. My family are big foodies and own a restaurant chain. They have French-style bistros all over New York.”

The soup starter smelled and tasted incredible, but I was more interested in talking and learning about Hong Kong while discovering Silas and Hermione.

“Do you have children, Hermione?”

“We have five. Three of them are with Silas. Two are from donors.”

“Donors?”

“My husband was rendered infertile when an attempt to poison him was thwarted. It took five years before his swimmers were back in full circulation. It was some heavy metal that messed up our family planning.”

“Did you use IVF?”

“Good lord, no. We went straight on the GSI service.”

“GSI?”

“Get Someone In, dear. In our case, it was several someones each time. We had a few breeding parties in this Penthouse, and our pregnancy problem was solved. Had we not used an unconventional method, there would have been too big an age gap between our children.”

“Fuck!”

“What is it, Alice?”

“You don’t care about anything you say, Hermione. I admire that.”

“Just to be clear - we have only done that with you, sweetheart.”

“Why, though, Hermione?”

“Because we want a long-term relationship with you, my dear. We’ve been searching for you a very long time.”

I was taken aback and instantly caught up in an emotional moral dilemma. What started as a simple business trip had quickly become a threesome, moresome, and now, we were dining together on what had to qualify as a romantic first date. I shivered from arousal and romantic expectation, curling my toes tightly, feeling intense love and unrestrained lust burning my cheeks for Hermione and her husband.

A door opened near the bedrooms, but I ignored it, controlling my urge to say something that might forge headlong into a world of dangerous love. My heart pounded out of my ribcage, tearing a peaceful demeanor apart while I inhaled more sharply than I should, fueling my body almost to the point of hyperventilation.

My panties felt warm and filled from a trembling pussy, layering sticky love in my gusset while my fingers felt icy cold.

When Douglas sat opposite me, my heart stopped, and my eyes bulged out of my head.

“Hi, Alice.”

“What the fuck?”

I was out of my chair, around the table, and in my boyfriend’s lap almost instantly, kissing him wildly, thrilled to see my beloved. He seemed equally excited, holding me tightly with trembling hands.

“What happened, Douglas… why did you come? How did you get here?”

“Hermione called me, explained what happened to you at work, suggested I come to Hong Kong, and Silas sent a private jet to fetch me yesterday morning, our time in the USA. Here I am, a little jetlagged but ready for a night at the circus.”

“Jesus Christ, I can’t believe it.”

I stood up, unruffled my dress, and sat beside Silas. When Hermione sat beside Douglas, they kissed and she linked her arm through his. My excitement and interest piqued, my panties filled up even more, and I watched agog as she kissed my boyfriend a second time, far more lovingly.

When they detached, my boyfriend looked sheepishly at me.

“Are we swinging, Douglas?”

“Hermione explained she and Silas have been making love to you.”

“Yes, that’s true. I was going to call and explain.”

“I don’t mind, Alice. We agreed on an open relationship, but you should know Hermione also invited me to be her date for tonight.”

“Oh wow. We are swinging then?”

“As I understand it, we’re doing more than that.”

“Okay, Douglas. I don’t understand, but I’ll go with it.”

I grinned lasciviously at my boyfriend and his girlfriend, who was also my lover, while I held her husband’s hand tightly, squeezing hard. I was totally into whatever they had planned, preferring that Douglas fucked Hermione than any girl back home.

As we strolled away from the dining table in couples, me holding Silas’ hand and Hermione doing the same with Douglas, I reflected on how lucky we were now and how much more that good fortune would explode later on.

While sitting on one side of a stretch limo, watching my boyfriend and Hermione become better acquainted, I thought about Douglas fucking the pussy I had licked so willingly. The game of our life was changing rapidly, but I felt secure, surrounded by love, and I stopped caring how wet my pussy got.

A tiny bead of my sweet shame raced down my leg, having saturated through my sheer thong in no time. Hiding my arousal was unnecessary because, around our lovers, erect cocks and wet pussies were desired, not regrettable.

Silas kissed me deeply, letting our two other lovers know how enamored he was with me. His lips gently crushed mine, squeezing my heart rate higher while our fingers tangled, tickling and caressing one another.

Hermione led Douglas in an incredible kiss, but when she kneeled in front of him, I gasped aloud and smiled while he stared at me desperately wild-eyed, seeking my permission to have his cock sucked. I nodded enthusiastically, pulled gently on my bottom lip, and sat on Silas’ lap, watching his wife give my boyfriend head.

Douglas’s cock was a little shorter and thinner than Silas’s, but not to the extent that it would be easy to deep-throat. I enjoyed watching Hermione grip the base of my boyfriend’s cock and peel back his foreskin.

I smelled Douglas’s pungent precum and felt sure the intoxicating aroma pervading our limo had mixed with Hermione and my pussy hormones. It smelled of raunchy sex, and that lit up all four libidos.

My boyfriend had a healthy, heavy, sticky veneer coating his cock head until Hermione went straight down on it, sucking him clean in one hard suck. Her oral technique was terrific because she took the entire length of his cock in one flowing slide of her lips along his shaft. Douglas wriggled in ecstasy, looking at me, constantly checking in, and, at that moment, I realized that we had never watched each other being fucked by another.

I grinned disarmingly at my boyfriend, wanting him to have a great time.

“Relax Douglas. Hermione is such an amazing lover.”

“Are you sure this is okay?”

“Silas has fucked me twice already, honey. I have more of his seed than yours inside my pussy right now.”

“If you are sure, Alice.”

“I am, honey.”

Hermione wasn’t asking anyone for permission or forgiveness. She sucked my boyfriend’s cock to impress herself on him, hard-wiring her new lover. By his excited expression, the tensing of every muscle, his cries of joy, and the way he gesticulated wildly, Douglas was having a great time inside our lover’s mouth.

Douglas wheezed, growled, wriggled desperately, and panted while frowning and staring straight at me. He seemed incapable of holding himself back while Hermione worked his cock base with short sharp strokes, having gripped his shaft tightly in a five-fingered choke hold.

Hermione barely even gagged, nor did she spill a drop of precum, semen, or saliva from her tightly clenched lips. Douglas straightened up in the seat, and his lover wanked him much harder. Judging from how her cheeks puffed in and out, I knew my boyfriend was emptying a hot load of seed down her throat, and she was swallowing in perfect timing with the squirting of his prostate.

Douglas roared like a rampant lion before moaning loudly, then whimpering, utterly enraptured, until he squawked desperately, waving his hands for Hermione to stop.

“She never spilled a drop, Alice.”

“I saw that. I’m so fucking impressed.”

Hermione faced me and opened her mouth, poking out a glistening tongue, so I could see my boyfriend’s semen coating it. She raised her eyebrows, swallowed, and grinned at me, smacking her lips as though she had drunk the nectar of the gods and wanted more.

As Douglas slid his zip up, our car stopped outside a theatre, and all the doors opened. When I strolled into the marble-floored foyer on Silas’s arm, nobody batted an eyelid that we were an item. Hermione followed excitedly, sucking her cheeks in, gathering every drop of my boyfriend’s seed, and gulping while kissing friends, undoubtedly smelling and tasting of semen.

Douglas was captivated, much as I had been with Hermione and as I was right now with Silas. I wanted my lover to fuck my pussy or go down on me, but I figured they already had a menu planned for the evening.

I took a full crystal champagne flute when offered by a server whizzing around the room. I sipped frequently and followed hurriedly upstairs to wherever Silas was taking me.

“We have a VIP box where a reception will be held.”

“Oh wow. Are we meeting the performers?”

“The main stars of the show, no less.”

The VIP box was much larger than I imagined, with plush velvet, cinema-style seats in a row facing an arena with a dining table area behind. Four beautiful men and six stunning women turned to face us, smiling excitedly, their eyes carefully but quickly evaluating each of the four of us.

The acrobats swarmed us, shaking our hands, kissing us on the cheeks, with one girl French kissing me while clenching my ass cheeks. They declined champagne because each must perform dangerous acts of daring-do, but two girls, particularly aroused, and two guys cornered me, talking excitedly while holding my hands and cupping my ass cheeks.

The gods sculpted their bodies, each a perfect Olympian gymnast, beautifully proportioned, exquisitely handsome, and with nipples, cocks, and engorged pussy lips I could dine on all night long.

I was instantly and immensely aroused, but more than that, I was swept up in confusing and overwhelming emotions for my fellow lovers and a deep, lascivious, decadent lust for these exquisite performers.

I wriggled free from my naked gymnasts and urgently sought the safety of Silas.

“What’s wrong, Alice?”

“I feel-.”

“What is it, sweetheart?”

“I don’t know. What’s happening here, Silas?”

“These ten nubile specimens are our lovers for this evening.”

“Fucking what now?”

“Oh, come now, sweet girl. Look, Hermione is already being taken care of.”

I watched Hermione sit on Douglas’s lap while two girls kissed her. A couple of guys stood nearby, with average to large, dangling cocks, while the rest of the team waited for me. In the most sleazy way, I was beckoned by my four, two girls and two boys, and it shocked me that I wanted to fuck them all.

Two beautiful girls who were keen to fuck Silas clung to him like dripping honey to the end of a cock, and I saw he dearly wanted them. I pulled away, feeling slightly silly that I was about to spoil his fun.

“Sorry, Silas.” 

“Please don’t say that, Alice. In your moment of trepidation, you came to me, not Douglas.”

“Oh fuck.”

“Don’t worry. It looks like your boyfriend is far more wrapped up in my wife than you right now.”

“Ouch!”

“Why ouch, Alice?”

“You make it sound like Douglas doesn’t want me.”

“It’s not like that at all. Your boyfriend loves you, but right now, he wants Hermione and the two girls who would be her and his lovers more, but only for lustful reasons. That’s not a rejection of you. It’s a healthy enjoyment of something and someone different.”

“Just like you want these two girls right now?”

“And you want those four lovers to enjoy now, at least in part, and then perhaps more completely later, after the performance.”

“And what about you and me, Silas?”

“Shall we discuss that later? For now, why don’t you be a good girl and make sure those two men don’t have swollen cocks during their routine.”

“Ahh, I see. Is that why they are here now?”

“Gladiators frequently fucked noble women before and after a fight event. Those four athletes wish to fuck you.”

I saw they had brough a bench, not unlike one from a gymnasium. One guy saw me looking and slapped the leather cushioned base as an indication for me to lie down. I walked over, and a natural lewd and disgraceful scene ensued. One girl stepped close, kissing me deeply, while another unzipped my dress, carefully sliding it off me.

My thong and bra were quickly removed, and I was helped onto the bench by the most beautiful, muscularly perfect girl specimen I had ever seen.

“We don’t have a great deal of time, Alice.”

“What should I do?”

“The boys will both fuck you. Can they cum inside your pussy?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, that’s good, Alice.”

“What about you?”

I sounded more desperate than I wanted, but her pussy looked like the most perfect camel toe I had seen. I wanted to lick her, taste the sweet nectar of a goddess and swallow her cum when she ground an orgasm out on my lips.

“Do you enjoy facesitting, Alice?”

“Yes, please.”

“Then Sarah and I will take turns feeding you pussy.”

“What’s your name?”

“Linn.”

I lay back on the bench, frowning, chewing my bottom lip while watching what each of my fuck team were doing. While Linn cocked her leg over my head like she was mounting a bicycle, I got an eyeful of the most beautiful mound opening up like an eye, showing me the pink slit buried inside. Her muscles were taut, and when I looked closely, I saw a glistening veneer of her arousal clinging to her swollen labia.

When Linn squatted lower, her slit opened wider, and her wrinkly, sticky leaves protruded, begging to be eaten. I pulled her down, plowing my tongue along her creamy slit, eliciting a massive sigh of relief and joy, feeling the same deep inside me.

My legs were gripped by the ankles, and talon-like powerful fingers cupped each ass cheek. When they spread me apart, I felt like a slut about to be fucked by all-comers, and I never felt more empowered.

I clenched Linn’s clitoris tightly between my lips, sucking off the sticky coating that tasted so incredibly sweet it tantalized my taste buds. She rocked back and forth, forcing my lips to pucker and slide up and down the pink creamy furrow that was revealed by pussy lips splayed wide apart.

I drank Linn’s nectar, squealing and wriggling once when a man slid his cock deep inside my pussy in one long, slow stroke. My soft tissue walls stretched wide, pulsing and squeezing hard on and off the stiff cock, impaling me. I gasped and choked with a mouth full of swollen, sweet, creamy pussy lips, enjoying how my lover sluiced her juices freely from her trembling hole, across my tongue, and down my throat.

When the cock fucking me sped up to an unfeasible speed, I realized why my legs and ass cheeks were held so tightly. I was being fucked by a gymnast with piston-like legs and a solid, enormous cock.

His pace was relentless, and his cock slammed deep inside me with ball sacks slapping against my thighs and ass crack. His friends met each deep thrust with a slight push that bounced my mons against his pubic bone, making sure each stroke struck my cervix and filled me balls deep.

I orgasmed in under a minute, never having been fucked so hard or rapidly. I licked Linn well until she screamed and squirted powerful, highly controlled jets of unicorn pee down my throat. I felt an explosion of semen deep inside my cunt, but no cessation of my lover’s stroke work as my fuck hole engorged, became messy and squelched from the semen that was being pounded in and out of me.

When Linn dismounted my face, the cock fucking me slid right out, my ankles were handed over, and in less than thirty seconds, a new pussy bore down on my lips like a fresh ass was getting into the saddle; only this one was different.

Sarah’s spangled anus winked at me like a tiny twinkling star in the night sky, begging to be rimmed, but I knew there wasn’t enough time. I had to take care of the enormous, bulging clitoris the size of a baby pacifier and two fleshy petal-like labia that looked like massive butterfly wings weighed down by a creamy veneer.

The crinkly pink tips of her drenched, oversized labia reached my tongue just as the overwhelming scent of a creamy cunt ovulating ripped my nostrils wide open. My soul ignited, and I wanted to eat my new friend all night.

I sucked one sweet pussy lip after another, drawing each slowly between my tightly clenched lips, reluctantly releasing each until clean. Her pussy lips trembled, but not so much as the bright pink, engorged, sticky clitoris that I gently closed my lips around at the base, sucking gently.

The man fucking me did so just as enthusiastically as his friend and with a bigger cock, but his task was so much more arduous because my pussy was sloppy, slack, well fucked, and relaxed inside.

I was easy to fuck.

I enjoyed his excellent work and suddenly realized why girls loved gangbangs. The first cock had opened and lubricated my fuck hole and the entire length of its velvet sheath beyond. Now, I could be fucked and filled with cum for hours.

Sarah ground her fleshy flaps all over my face, catching my nose with a solid pink nub I wanted to suck, grinding out her orgasm. At some point, she decided to let me control her rise to a climax, so I focused on the oversized pink love button that quivered on the end of my tongue.

I orgasmed powerfully, squeezing my lover’s cock as hard as possible, wringing out every drop of his semen when it filled me. My body ascended, and I wanted more cock as I wriggled, squirmed, and shivered uncontrollably while screaming with my mouth full of clitoris.

Sarah was no squirter, but she enjoyed it rough, cutting off my air supply while grinding a hard clitoris and two swollen, silken, fleshy flaps into my face. When she squeezed her ass cheeks tightly together, I got the slightest flow of sweet, creamy ejaculate that seeped from inside her fuck hole.

I plowed my tongue up and down Sarah’s creamy furrow, swallowing while my fuck buddy held me on his cock, and I felt it twitch deep inside me.

Both lovers dismounted suddenly, leaving me without so much as a cuddle as they rushed to the door, already a few minutes late. Silas held me close, staring deep into my eyes with love and care for a girl much younger than him who had the semen from two men leaking from her gaping wide fuck hole.

“How was that, Alice?”

“It was amazing, darling.”

“You performed so well, my dear. I am proud.”

“I loved it. I mean… umm… enjoyed them… I love Douglas, oh god… maybe you and Hermione, too.”

“Don’t process your feelings so hard, sweetheart, especially while sliding down from an orgasm. We can talk in bed later. You still have the afterparty to enjoy.”

“There is more sex coming?”

“Oh yes.”


Chapter Six

Performance Of A Lifetime

◆◆◆

While a frisson of sexual excitement and ripples of heightened pleasure slowly dissolved and I shivered from a chilly breeze, raucous cheers from a stage somewhere below us signaled our show’s warm-up had begun. I couldn’t get my head around the fact four gymnasts who had just fucked me senseless were already downstairs, ready to perform while I was a sticky, well fucked, emotionally charged mess. 

When Silas hauled me to my feet, semen dribbled out of my well fucked pussy and down both thighs. The term boyfriend felt like an appropriate label for the older man who had fucked me twice in two days and cared for me on every step of that sexual journey. Equally, that loving relationship moniker belonged to my long-term boyfriend, Douglas, who, as I glanced over, only a few yards away, majestically fucked Hermione while she stared at me, smiling lovingly.

Hermione lay on a table with Douglas standing at its end. Both her ass cheeks were firmly cupped in my boyfriend’s hands while he hauled her on and off his cock, squelching from the copious semen that dribbled out of her fuck hole, along his shaft, down his balls, and onto the carpet. 

Silas handed me a few moist wipes, pointing at my sticky thighs, and I was grateful for a chance to clean my drenched pussy and legs properly, tossing cum soaked tissues into a waste basket while giggling. When my lover offered me fresh cotton brief panties in one hand and my worn, damp thong in the other, I opted for common sense, slipping into the sensible underwear, adding a liner to the gusset before tucking my thong into a clutch bag.

“You came prepared, I see, Silas.”

“It’s just a normal night at the circus, sweetheart. Come, let me help you back into your dress.”

“Thank you.”

While Silas helped dress me, we watched my boyfriend passionately fucking his wife. I did a series of emotional and mental gymnastics, trying to organize my thoughts around our connected relationships that were rapidly evolving. Silas’s acute tenderness when touching me and his gentle tone of voice could not be mistaken for a casual sexual interest because this did not feel like swinging, a random hookup, or friends with benefits.

We four lovers were immersed in a steamy romance plot not amounting to interconnected love but with far more sincerity than if we were casual fuck buddies. I felt happy, empowered, and comforted when Silas was close by, not least of all because I captured his full attention.

When he shot his load deep inside her pussy, Douglas kissed Hermione lovingly, and she held him close, stroking his back. My boyfriend grunted and jerked vigorously, in the same way he did when orgasming with me and filling my pussy with his seed.

Mild reluctance tugged at my heartstrings as I watched their unrestrained passion. A transformation was underway, but I wasn’t sure where it would lead or with what sense of permanence.

“His cum face is the same, Silas.”

“You haven’t lost your lover, Alice. You have gained two more. Please don’t worry yourself about matters of sharing in love and sex because it requires time to conclude such things. Will you sit with me, please?”

“Of course, yes… thank you.”

I felt a pang of jealousy because I knew, in that moment of their orgasm, Hermione owned my boyfriend, just as I had possessed her husband when he came inside me. The sexual thrill of my gymnast lovers faded from my mind quickly, leaving Hermione, Silas, and Douglas as the only three romantic or sexual interests playing musical chairs in my heart.

My lover sat in the most luxurious wide, deep, and high-backed theatre-style velvet upholstered chair that rocked gently like a recliner. He beckoned, so I approached, and Silas gently pulled me into his lap. I snuggled comfortably into a man who valued me immensely, wrapping me in comforting arms.

When the cymbals clashed, and our show began, I diverted all my attention to the stage. I was conscious of Douglas and Hermione sitting nearby, so I snuck a look and saw them nestled together precisely as we were - a perfectly normal romantic couple out on a date.

Music rose like a storm gripping my soul, and I was enchanted by the performers writhing on stage. All lights were dimmed to a shadowy blue, and mist rose amid a garden of naked bodies.

“It’s like a play, Silas.”

“Gymnasts, dancers, musicians, and actors combine here, honey. You are in for a treat if you have never watched the Cirque.”

The beauty of Cirque bewitched me, much to Silas’s delight. As the performance evolved, I realized it had a storyline and artistic theme, much like a play. A late 19th-century world inventor who created a machine that defied the laws of time, space, and dimension was the main character. As he reinvented everything around him with steampunk elements, he was joined by characters from another dimension who interacted with him.

The performers were not strictly naked. Instead, they wore costumes that revealed the most crucial sex organs. Cocks, pussies, breasts, and ass cheeks were very clearly on display amid leather straps, panels and flimsy fabric coverings. Just before men with enormous cocks doing the most perilous gymnastic leaps, springs, or climbs, they tucked their cock into a leather strap secured around a thigh.

A woman leaped high, ascending on the hands of two men until she was lowered onto a third man’s face, straddling her legs on his shoulders. The woman’s joyous expression made it obvious her pussy was being eaten until the man released her with a gentle lift off his face before lowering her to the floor.

Suddenly, I was a child, cradled in the arms of a man old enough to be my father, both of us enjoying a shared experience. By the show’s end, I felt relaxed, marinating in Silas’s warmth and evident affection for me. Throughout the show, my lover had caressed, kissed, and whispered kindnesses and loving anecdotes to me as though we were far more romantically inclined or closely related.

After adding our best cheers to the crowd’s rapturous applause, I stood up and stretched, feeling tired but relaxed. Douglas was thrilled and joined me behind the VIP chairs for a private moment.

My boyfriend looked so cute, babbling like an excited child, describing all the animals he met at the zoo to his Mom. I smiled because our situation felt bizarre; Hermione had entirely beguiled my boyfriend, and he desperately wanted to fuck her again.

I had lost him, but for how long, I could not tell. I was also confused by a growing desire to be with Silas, not Douglas. I wasn’t the prize he wanted right now; oddly, that didn’t worry me.

“Hermione is amazing, Alice.”

“I know she is, honey. We made love, too, but it was more than sex; I really liked her.”

“I do, too.”

“She has that effect on people, Douglas.”

“What about Silas?”

“What about him?”

“Is he a great lover?”

“Yes. Wonderful.”

I felt apprehensive because we talked as though the sexual games played out so far were a typical night out, but for me, the emotional connection I usually felt with Douglas when we were together had changed - into what, I couldn’t tell.

I held his hand while he frequently glanced away, knowing my boyfriend wanted to return to Hermione. She kneeled on her luxurious chair, leaning over its back, watching us and smiling.

“Go to Hermione, Douglas. She wants you so much.”

“Are you sure? She says the performers will return soon. We will have lots of playmates all night.”

“Enjoy yourself, darling. We can catch up later or even tomorrow morning.”

“I love you, Alice.”

“Me too.”

Without a backward glance, Douglas returned to Hermione’s arms with great enthusiasm, and she blew me a kiss as though we were mother and daughter. I felt excited for them, but more so for myself because their enthusiasm for one another opened the door for me to seek what I wanted.

I stepped into Silas’s arms, feeling a thrill of new, unforced passion, and he hugged me tightly and lovingly before we kissed.

“How would you like to play in the next games, Alice?”

“I have something in mind.”

“Your first gangbang?”

“No. I want to go home, please.”

“Oh dear.”

Silas looked concerned for my well-being, taking my reluctance to fuck the gymnasts as a bad sign. I studied his face, seeing all the appropriate body language markers to judge his reaction as sincere.

I bowed forward and planted my forehead softly on Silas’s chest, breathing in time with his heartbeat, gripping his suit lapels as though he were my liferaft. I stared up at him, wide-eyed, innocent, and full of wonder for a kind, beautiful man who had cum inside me.

“Are you tired or feeling unwell, Alice?”

“Not at all. I would like to make love. You and I together.”

“Alone?”

“Yes, please.”

“I have never done that before without Hermione being present, if not involved.”

“Can you ask her for permission, please?”

“Yes. I shall.”

Silas looked pleasantly surprised by my request, so I noted from a lovely smile that imperceptibly curled up at the corners of his mouth. My lover licked his lips, his nostrils flared, and his heart rate accelerated. I watched his pupils dilate and eyes sparkle, enjoying the expression of a man who desperately wanted a girl - me.

He approached Hermione cautiously because she and Douglas were discussing how to deal with a line of gymnasts who joined us for part two of Cirque de Seduction. Silas whispered into Hermione’s ear. At first, she looked shocked, then glanced at me, grinned from ear-to-ear and nodded enthusiastically.

Permission was given.

I felt immense relief because I desperately wanted to make mad, passionate love to my father figure, enjoy all of him and only to myself, testing out my evolving feelings. I waved at Douglas, who smiled back pleasantly, still engrossed in his new lover, while mine returned to me looking overjoyed.

“Hermione has no problem with us making love alone. My wife says she and Douglas will stay here, join the fuck party and use his bedroom for the night. We can meet them at breakfast.”

“Thank god.”

Silas took my hand and gazed deeply into my eyes. I saw more than a hookup reflected, matching my feelings, which, admittedly, were embryonic and needed to be taken for a test drive. He pulled on his bottom lip, pursed his, and looked serious.

“This is a leap into the unknown for both of us, Alice.”

“I know.”

It felt like a significant moment was upon us because I had given myself to Silas, not as a casual fuck buddy, but as a woman in every sense to be enjoyed by him. I shot my lover sidelong glances as we strolled hand in hand to the elevator. My pussy throbbed, and I leaked cum into the fresh panties I desperately hoped would hold out until we reached the Penthouse.

I frowned and grinned inwardly when a bead of shame pooled on my right thigh, having soaked through the lightweight white cotton. I was surprised to have saturated the liner as well, but I had been fucked so many times it made sense I would leak semen for hours, possibly days.

I stood excitedly in silence in the elevator as it descended, then walked hurriedly out of the theatre and into a waiting car.

When Silas joined me from the other passenger door, I shunted across into the middle seat, almost sitting in his lap. He took my hand, smiled lovingly, then leaned in, kissing me gently. His lips were made of love, soft and gentle, pressing mine as he stamped himself there. It was nothing like the pre-performance orgy that felt like raw sex, almost violent in its intensity.

“Did you enjoy the performance, Alice?”

“You were right about how good it would be, but then, you seemed to know I would enjoy it.”

“Cirque is a modern combination of performance art. Young women like you need the vibrancy and passion of such entertainment to stir your emotions and satisfy a burning, yearning heart.”

“I was stirred all right. It was nice watching the whole show from your lap.”

“Were you comfortable in my arms?”

“Yes. More than in any other man’s.”

He glanced at my crotch, and I could swear Silas licked his lips. My pussy had been fucked more than in any single day of my life, and I lost count of the number of guys who had filled me with semen.

I was comforted by the feeling of sexual gratification, but I felt slutty and slightly adrift, emotionally speaking.

“Something is missing, though, Silas.”

“Romance?”

“Yes.”

“I feel it, too, Alice.”

“I am drawn to you in a manner I cannot understand. I’ve always liked older men, but you are the first to have taken me, and I feel connected but distant all at once.”

My body fluttered as powerful hormones transformed me into a gushing girl. I stopped speaking and was glad when Silas kissed me repeatedly because I didn’t want to blurt anything silly out. I also enjoyed the comfort and arousal he provided, entwining his fingers with mine, clenching tightly while his tongue tangled and electrified mine.

My pussy lips engorged, swelling into a lather of warm creamy cum, spilling more onto my sticky thighs. I didn’t care about the mess, knowing the pungent aroma of my shame beguiled my lover even more deeply. 

“I want to be with you as well, Alice. I have never met a woman like you.”

“I don’t know what to say.”

“Say nothing… just enjoy our moment.”

We arrived at the hotel, and a highly sexualized, hurried journey from the car ensued, during which we almost trotted to the elevator like teenage kids giggling in love. On crossing the marble floor, we caught the eye of many others because it was late evening, and diners were leaving the ground-floor restaurants and heading for bed.

As though making a point about us, Silas took my hand in an embrace that dispelled any ideas we might be father and daughter.

In the elevator, I bounced off the wall and laughed. Silas cornered me, pressed his solid cock into my mons, cupped my breasts, and kneaded them before kissing me again. I gasped and was aflame, trembling from head to toe, nearing an emotional meltdown, moaning loudly when my lover rolled both my nipples through the dress fabric between his forefingers and thumbs.

I reached my hand down his shirt, awkwardly unbuttoning as I went, giggling, unzipping a fly, then reaching into his boxer briefs until I gripped his cock tightly and sighed deeply.

“I want your cock inside me, Silas.”

“I want you, too, Alice, which is why I saved myself tonight.”

“What!”

The elevator pinged, and doors slid open as I backed away from Silas, shocked. I gaped at him, then at his cock, which was spotlessly clean. He might have used moist wipes or tissues to clean the women’s pussy juice and his cum off, but when I stared into his smoldering eyes, I saw his sincerity.

“You saved yourself for me?”

“Yes. I only wanted you tonight, Alice.”

“You didn’t fuck the gymnasts?”

“Nope.”

“Oh dear… I err, I… oh fuck.”

“You had a great time with experienced, physical lovers, and I am pleased about that. I have had my fill of those girls, and now I want you.”

“Oh, Silas, had I known, I wouldn’t have-.”

“Don’t be silly, Alice. You enjoyed a great sexual adventure, and I am happy to be part of that. When you asked for us to be alone, I felt eighteen years old again.”

“You look my age.”

“Thank you, my dear.”

Silas led me to his bedroom and helped me undress, caressing me lovingly, tickling my thighs, calves, and ankles when he descended to his knees, peeling my simple, soaking-wet cotton panties down. My liner and gusset were coated in semen mixed with my hormones, and I suddenly felt ashamed.

“I’ll shower and be right back.”

“Please don’t, Alice.”

“Wh-what do you mean? I’ve been fucked like a slut.”

“You have been fucked like a woman having a great time, Alice. Let’s not delay, honey.”

I gasped loudly when Silas spread my pussy lips wide open with a finger and thumb. He peeked inside my tiny pink fuck hole, inhaling deeply, and grinned up in the most lewd way possible. My shame was instantly dispelled, and I placed my palms on his head while my lover sniffed the sensual scent of a woman who had already been fucked.

“I won’t feel the same inside, Silas.”

“That’s a myth. Your sheath returns to its normal size very quickly. Most women take less than an hour to be tight after a large or many cocks have enjoyed her. You’ve had three hours of rest, and youth is on your side.”

“You know so much, Silas.”

“That’s one reason you like me.”

He clenched one ass cheek in a mighty hand, using the spare to lift my thigh, placing it over his shoulder. I couldn’t believe Silas was going to lick my creamy pussy because no man had ever given me tongue after I had been creampied. A tiny tickle in my womb exploded like a wisp of orgasm being squeezed out by a wet, powerful tongue that plowed the length of my raw, sticky slit.

I was enraptured and shivered like a virgin about to be defiled with my reproductive organs begging for the one man I truly desired to fill my hole with his cock. I prayed to the gods of femininity that my pussy would be tight and that more gymnast semen would have soaked into my panties than pooled inside the hole he was about to tongue.

When he shrugged his shoulder underneath my standing leg, cupped both ass cheeks, and raised me to his mouth like a cup, Silas powered his legs like pistons, lifting himself into a standing position where I sat on his face with my head almost touching the ceiling.

“They did this at Cirque.”

“I have done this at the Cirque, but not for many years.”

“You haven’t lost your touch or strength, darling.”

He ate my pussy like a dog enjoying a bone, planting slobbery kisses on my fleshy, creamy lips, enjoying long slurping licks, plowing his tongue up my raw, sticky slit before poking it deep inside the hole my gymnast lovers had fucked.

I rocked gently in my high ride, grinding my swollen clitoris against his chin while Silas drank me. At first, I held on with both hands, but eventually, I let go because he held his cup so solidly to his lips I could not have fallen if I tried. Like a princess, I was being devoured and worshipped by her King, rising gently on a climactic breeze that shimmered like an effervescence from my core to every fiber of my being.

I squirted my orgasm in his mouth with better control than the last time, evenly spacing the gaps between my pee jets that coated his tonsils with my lewd desire so that he could drink every drop. Silas gulped frequently and swallowed hard, purring delightfully while relentlessly pursuing my orgasm with his tongue and lips.

I screamed and slammed my palms against the ceiling, force-feeding my lover the swollen pussy lips he craved while I trembled like a leaf before shuddering vigorously into a creamy, shaking mess.

When Silas gently lowered me onto his and Hermione’s bed, I reached up with both hands, desperate for his embrace.

“You are the most unselfish lover I have ever had, Silas.”

“You are the most desirable woman I ever met, Alice.”

“Oh my.”

“What is it, sweetheart?”

“Nothing… sorry. Let me take care of you, please, darling.”

I felt lightheaded and still trembling in a loving aftershock when I cocked my leg over his body as though mounting a saddle, staring down at his lovely big cock. When Douglas quizzed me at the theatre, I left out about how much better a lover Silas was because I didn’t want to hurt my boyfriend’s feelings.

I gripped the base of Silas’s cock, aimed the smooth glans he had saved for me, and slid my well fucked pussy down his veiny shaft. He was right, and my pussy was tight, allaying all my fears that he might not enjoy having me. As I stared into my lover’s face while massaging his cock with another man’s seed, I saw precisely the look I always wanted.

“I want to be with you, Silas.”

“I know honey, but it’s complicated.”

He saw my momentary lapse into sadness and embarrassment and reached up, cupping my chin in his palm, making sure I couldn’t avert my eyes from his. I ground my swollen, rock-hard, trembling clitoris into a nest made from both our pubic bushes, feeling pleasure mixed with overwhelming emotions of lust and love.

I wanted to cry. My bottom lip trembled, and sadness fought to quell my passionate flames of desire.

“I love you, Alice.”

“Wh-Wh-What?”

“I said I love you.”

“B-b-but you just said.”

“It’s complicated?”

“Yes.”

“It is. I am married to Hermione. She will consent to me having a long-term girlfriend on three conditions.”

“What are they?”

“We live under this roof with her and share a bed occasionally. We add two children to our family: mine and my girlfriend’s. It compensates for the children she had while I could not inseminate her.”

“What is the third condition, Silas?”

“My relationship must be true love, as it is with her.”

Silas had gripped my ass cheeks and slid my pussy up and down his cock. His strength struck me. Even though I am slender, all the physical effort to impale me on his cock was his. I took some of the strain on my quad muscles and placed my palms on his chest, riding my lover’s cock amid a rising, explosive orgasm.

My strength amplified, and I took over the effort, using legs and arms to power my fuck hole up and down his creamy cock. When my orgasm gripped me, I stared into his eyes, tapping my forehead on his, grunting and crying out my joy until the words came to me.

“I love you, Silas.”


Chapter Seven

Love's Twisting Path

◆◆◆

Silas’ revelation of love surprised me, but my reciprocal declaration of the same felt even more shocking. I rode my lover’s cock, enjoying the depth he reached inside my pussy. As I rocked back and forth, staring deeply into his passionate eyes while grinding my clitoris into his pubic bush, I wondered whether a rising orgasm had taken me on a wild ride.

Did I mean it?

Do I love Silas?

My body ascended to an unusually intense, trembling, ecstatic orgasmic peak I had never reached before. Hormones surged through my body, consuming every fiber like a wildfire racing across a dry grass prairie, burning an image of Silas’s face into my soul.

I had never felt anything like this, ever, and I prayed the feelings gnawing at my soul for my lover would prevail beyond the impending orgasm. 

I stared down at Silas, averting my eyes from his when love felt too overwhelming, tossing my long hair onto his chest as I gathered my wits and bit my bottom lip almost until it bled. My fingers rifled through his thick chest hair, and I raked his solid flesh with sharp nails, leaving welts while riding joyous waves of multiple orgasms, almost losing control.

When I looked up and locked eyes with my lover, I still felt absolute, genuine love for him, which terrified me.

He’s my Dad’s age.

So what?

I fucking love him.

I slid my tight, wet pussy up and down his increasingly creamy cock, imagining love being transferred between us through the connection along my sheath where our bodies merged. He gripped my waist firmly, raising and lowering me like a love sock, taking some of the weight, but I controlled the speed and depth of his cock stroke, fucking him, fucking me.

My next orgasm came even harder, shuddering through me like I was crushing my swollen clitoris against an aircraft engine during take-off. When my entire pussy sheath explosively contracted, and I screamed with joy, crushing his cock, Silas’s expression contorted wildly in a lusty eruption. He sucked in his cheeks, deeply furrowed his brow, and when my lover inhaled sharply, his nostrils ripped open, and he breathed fire like a dragon.

Silas radiated deep, meaningful love through his fiery eyes and a tawdry but loving expression. He grunted several times, jerking his hips upwards to reach maximum depth inside my pussy, and I knew he was about to unload his seed deep inside me.

He groaned long and loudly when my pussy tensed and crushed his cock, milking him hard. When Silas flooded me with his semen, his cock repeatedly slapped the inside soft tissue walls of my pussy, jerking vigorously while I shimmered like silvery ocean ripples under the moonlight.

As my orgasm softened like the ocean tide on its turn, my feelings powered on, escaping the gravitational pull of post-orgasmic sobriety. 

“I still love you, Silas.”

“I still love you too, Alice.”

It was like a contract was signed between us. I slumped onto him, nestling my cheek and ear into his hairy chest, enjoying how his heart raced in time with mine. He breathed heavily, chuckling joyfully, kissing the top of my head while caressing my back softly with his fingers that danced across my skin like the sun’s rays on a warm day.

Silas’ cock was buried deep inside my pussy when I fell asleep full of his cum.

We made love over and over through the night, rolling around the bed till we almost fell off, caressing, whispering our love, screaming with joy, ravaging, and fucking until my pussy was sore, and the end of Silas’ cock looked so raw it would have been at home in a butcher’s display.

When the sun rose, and I woke up with bright sunlight flickering through the curtains, splashing on my face and our bed, I lay on top of Silas with his cock buried deep inside my raw fuck hole. I rolled off my lover, rubbing my face with a palm to fully wake before staring into the eyes of a new dawn.

“What comes next, Silas?”

“A lot of talking.”

“With Hermione?”

“Douglas, too, I think. We must be honest with each other and everyone, Alice.”

“Did you mean what you said about loving me?”

“Yes, absolutely… one hundred percent.”

“Me too.”

I studied his face for any readable signs of rejection or remorse. Seeing none, I wondered how we had gotten here so fast. I tried not to overthink things, preferring to go with it and see what happened next.

“I’ve never made love to anyone the way we did last night, Silas. I’ve also never told anyone I loved them.”

“Not even Douglas?”

“No. We’re very close, and I have feelings for him, but we never exchanged an I love you. I don’t think we were even on that track, to be honest. If we were, I well and truly derailed the train last night.”

“Does Douglas fit your idea of a long-term relationship, Alice?”

“No.”

While Silas and I made love through the night, my mind raced with options, considering possible outcomes and the actions that would press upon us by the morning. We were right where I expected, deeply conversing about what happened. It was a consequence of us both uttering the words I love you. I knew it when I spoke those words, and now, sober from passion, I felt the need to set our record straight.

“I love you, Silas, but.”

“Ahh, there is a but.”

“But, I can only have one person in my heart. I want that to be you.”

“And what about Hermione?”

“What about me?”

When I heard Hermione’s voice, I rolled onto my other side and anxiously glanced towards the door. She waved and grinned disarmingly, but I feared for the conversation we were about to have. I had hijacked her husband outside of agreed boundaries, fucked him all night exclusively, and professed my undying love, wholly inserting myself into their lives.

Hermione strolled over and sat calmly on the side of our bed. Silas shunted closer from behind until he spooned meltingly into me, lovingly clasping his hands around my stomach. He stared and smiled at his wife in a disturbingly blase fashion while my heart beat like a frightened doe.

Hermione wafted her fingers between us.

“Are you two in love?”

My heart sank because the words cut like knives by implication of my impact on their marriage. I hesitated until Silas snorted with laughter, making light of the question. 

“Yes… I’m so sorry, Hermione.”

“I gave you permission last night.”

“I know, but-.”

“Never apologize for being in love, Alice. It’s what we humans have evolved to pursue all of our lives. You are feeling a hormonal love now, but I hope it becomes an affection that endures all. One that even the gods will envy.”

“Do you want us to be in love?”

“Of course I do. I want the best possible outcomes for the father of my children, including the ones I can’t identify.”

“I don’t understand this at all, Hermione. I am shell-shocked about what’s happened these last three days.”

“Silas and I love each other and are best friends, sweet Alice. We are to one another, the fur-lined slippers you love to wear. Even when shredded, there is never a desire to dispose of them.”

“What does it mean, though? I took your husband for my own last night. I feel like I cheated on someone.”

“I can confirm that you never cheated on Douglas.”

“Where is he now?”

“I have no idea. I left your ex-boyfriend fucking four gymnasts at the theatre, and he seemed very happy.”

“You didn’t fuck him, then?”

“He wasn’t a good fit for me, Alice. Douglas is a nice man, but I also want some romance and love. It’s nice to exercise one’s feelings with a cock buried deep inside you.”

I laughed, but even through levity, processing her words felt entirely wrong, as though I were in some decadent alternate reality. I cocked my head and stared at Hermione, scowling at something she said.

“You just said Douglas was my ex-boyfriend.”

“I think you have a new boyfriend, Alice… or have I completely misunderstood this situation?”

“That depends on you… and Silas, of course.”

“It’s hard to be in love with someone without giving them a label.”

“You seem to manage well enough.”

“Silas is my old pair of slippers, Alice. You need to stop overthinking.”

Hermione pointed at her husband, and my heart raced. While I spoke calmly to his wife as though we were best friends, I was lying naked in the arms of a man who made passionate love to me all night. Our behavior toyed with my sense of the natural order, and although I felt excited, my anxiety levels had gone through the roof. 

“Douglas is like a dog with two dicks, Alice, and that’s great until you need someone to snuggle, enjoy breakfast with, talk to, love, and laugh alongside. He isn’t that at all. Not for you or me, and what’s lovely about the man is that he knows it."

“You have that soulmate partnership with Silas. Why give it up?”

“Our closeness is not so intense as it once was.”

“What are you saying here, Hermione?”

She bowed her head until our eyes were level. I saw no hostility, only affection, and kindness.

“If we see love only through the lens of traditional romanticism, there can be no greater betrayal than adultery. It is an absolute violation of the commitment made between two souls who form a union.”

“Then we have cheated.”

“Not in the slightest bit. Silas and I realized some time ago that the phases of our lives fell out of alignment. That isn’t a reason for divorce or absolute separation. We must enjoy the parts of each other we like most.”

“You are cherry-picking in love and sex.”

“Silas and I chose not to view our love exclusively in a traditional way. We were able to open up all sorts of possibilities, including expanding our family when he couldn’t but while I still could. We don’t want to possess one another.”

“Is that why you and Silas share in the bedroom?”

“We have shared ourselves and lovers until last night when my husband drifted into your arms. Do not pity me because Silas and I have an agreement, and I have another life awaiting me. You have changed everything for the better, Alice.”

“Your agreement comes with three conditions, right?”

“Yes. I see you have already discussed the matter.”

“I love Silas as much as I can be certain of after a few days. Whether that lasts, I have no idea. I have no problem sharing our bed with you occasionally, but I have never considered raising a family.”

“You both have time. I won’t interfere. Just have fun.”

“And great sex.”

“Yes. Now… are you two taking a shower with me or not?”

We were back to enjoying a threesome in the shower. Emotionally, I was connected with Silas, but sexually, playing with Hermione was such great fun. Her husband, my boyfriend, couldn’t fuck either of us because he needed a rest and slathers of aloe vera cream on the end of his sore cock.

I couldn’t take Hermione’s tongue on my raw pussy either because my lips were chapped and needed a break and some tender loving care.

Silas carefully lifted and held his wife gently in a cradle, with her back supported by his chest. He cupped her upper thighs, spreading his wife’s legs wide open. I kneeled and stared up, seeing a queen on her throne, peeled her pussy lips apart with my fingers, and tongued her creamy pink slit and swollen clitoris until she exploded in a massive orgasm.

After drying off, I dressed in jeans and a light T-shirt before going into the dining room with my boyfriend and his wife. I checked my phone while a ham, cheese, and mushroom omelet was being prepared.

The previous evening, Douglas messaged me advising that he would be late, then later, and finally, most honestly, saying he would probably not return for a few days. I slid the phone down, feeling somewhat anxious, quickly covering that up, but not quickly enough.

“Was that Douglas?”

“Yes, Hermione.”

“I know this sounds cruel, but he has moved on, and you should be pleased. Douglas couldn’t get enough of the girls last night. That infatuation will end at some point, but he will seek an even more powerful hit.”

“He’s not mine anymore.”

“No, dear, Hong Kong has Douglas now, just as my husband has you.”

When she left the apartment, Hermione kissed us both on the cheek, ordering the spare room to be remade for her homecoming. She never announced her intention, simply wishing us both well. When Silas slid a keycard across the table, I was stunned, eyeballing him.

“Come and go as you please, Alice.”

“What about my job?”

“Tell Adrian I will back a joint venture between him and you here in Hong Kong. I can help you get adequate representation in China, Hong Kong, and all ten ASEAN nations. He won’t resist it.”

“But I work for him.”

“If he gives you a fifty percent share in a joint venture, I will back it. You’ll hold the shares, run the company, and work how you see fit. I will provide a contact network and attend meetings when you ask.”

“Fucking hell, Silas. That’s… that’s…. It’s stupidly generous.”

“If you and I don’t work out, you’ll repay me my investment and continue running the company as you wish.”

“Adrian won’t go for it.”

“He would be silly not to. Why not call him now? I’ll wait here; when you are done, we can go shopping.”

“Shopping for what?”

“Don’t you just love shopping for the sake of it, Alice?”

“Yes, of course.”

“We must be seen out and about together now. We are girlfriend and boyfriend, after all.”

I sat in his lap and wrapped my arms around Silas’s neck, kissing him deeply. He cradled me comfortingly, smiling and looking like a man in love. He was much older than me but not remotely jaded by time and still possessed a young man’s traits.

“Are we a genuine couple, Silas?”

He lifted his hand, and I saw a pale band on his wedding ring finger. My heart soared, and I suddenly felt grounded in him and me.

“Go and call Adrian so we get work out of the way. Then, we’ll visit my lawyer to instruct on the company registration, sort out your visa, and arrange banking. Then we’ll shop, come home, and have dinner with Wei Lin and Mei.”

“Dinner?”

“Dinner and spa treatments?”

“Okay.”


Chapter Eight

Sexy Playmates

◆◆◆

I wanted to change clothes for an online Zoom meeting with Adrian because my life direction had shifted, and I needed a new approach to managing my relationship with him.

While I strolled across the dining-living area towards our bedroom, the maids cleaned, and the chef rolled sushi for an evening dinner. Silas seemed relaxed about the changes in his life, almost like swapping his wife out for me was an oil change for one of his cars.

While I rifled through Hermione’s walk-in closet, searching my small rail for something to wear, he called friends, arranging mahjong dates.

I tried a few dresses on, checking myself in a full-length mirror, liking each of Wei Lin’s selections. In a moment of reflection and while trying to walk around the bedroom on brand new four-inch heels, I stared out of the panorama windows at a beautiful, sultry monsoon sky of many dark colors, with shards of bright sunlight peeking through tiny gaps.

Wei Lin did an incredible job of adding to my wardrobe. In the end, I wore a black mini-skater dress from Next featuring a twist-side detail above my waistline. It was short and sexy for Silas, businesslike for Adrian, and feminine for me.

I stared at a pile of panties on a shelf in our walk-in closet. I wore simple cotton briefs because my pussy was still sore, even having been coated in a luxurious, comforting aloe vera cream. Wei Lin grappled me from my dilemma by walking in with two more dresses.

She was surprised to see me and pointed to the vast majority of clothes with a sweeping hand.

“I’ll move Hermione out of here today.”

“That seems premature and a bit final.”

“You are the new missus, Alice. Hermione wants her privacy.”

“Umm, okay. Have there been others?”

“Lovers, yes… but a missus other than Hermione, there has never been.”

I stared at rows of Hermione’s clothes that would be gone in a few hours, and I felt a little guilty having supplanted her. I recalled her enthusiastic permission for a union between Silas and me, wondering how any woman could move so quickly from her husband’s life.

“If you are wondering why-.”

“Yes, I am Wei Lin. I’m very much wondering why all of this is happening. The relationships between us are transforming so quickly.”

“For you, they are, but not for them. Hermione and Silas have been searching for his new missus for a long time.”

“Why?”

“Hermione already explained this to you. It’s time for them to evolve into the next stage of their lives. As a caterpillar goes through stages to become a beautiful butterfly, the Churchill’s are changing.”

“And I am joining that journey, Wei Lin.”

“Silas is providing you an opportunity to build your business so that when he dies-”

“Fucking dies? Why are you saying that?”

“He’s not dying right now, but it’s going to happen to everyone eventually, as assuredly as you pay taxes.”

“But there is no specific risk to Silas’s health right now, Wei Lin?”

“No, but Silas is much older than you. His fortune will go to all of the children, with you provided for, but your boyfriend wants you to have your shot at becoming rich in your own right so that when he is gone, you continue having a great life on your terms.”

I felt emotional at the thought of losing Silas so soon, choking back my tears because the pace of change, its implications, and my place in the world felt like a child’s spinning top, bouncing off furniture and walls, unsure of its direction.

“You should take two pairs, Alice.”

“Two pairs of what?”

“Panties. I saw you engrossed by the pile of brand-new underwear when I walked in.”

“Why two pairs?”

“Silas will enjoy fucking you anywhere you let him. It could get messy down there through the day.”

“I’ll make love to my boyfriend anytime he wants.”

“There may be others.”

“Is that still possible after we committed to love?”

“Especially now, Alice. Sex is fun, and Silas loves fun.”

I imagined myself being flung across office desks or private dining booths at restaurants by my new boyfriend, fucked, licked, and giving him head, but I hadn’t considered how other lovers fit in for both of us. Would we adopt the same consent rule as Silas had with his wife? I didn’t know.

“Silas enjoys period sex, so expect that subject to be raised soon.“

“Does he really?”

“Yeah… he’s missed that a lot since Hermione underwent menopause. Silas loves pee play, too.”

“Fuck! I can’t believe we are having this conversation, Wei Lin. I’m ovulating in two days. Should I explain my cycle to Silas?”

“You probably should… also, take a couple of ultra-thin pads with you today.”

“What for?”

“You never know how much sex you’re going to have, Alice.”

“You mean with other guys?”

“Girls, too. Silas is opportunistic, but he will never coax or force you.”

“How do you know all of this, Wei Lin?”

She handed me two more pairs of sensible cotton panties, one pink and the other baby blue. When I nodded, Wei Ling packed them in a leather over-shoulder bag. She knew French lace or thong styles might irritate an already mild discomfort, and I was impressed by how thoughtful she was.

I had never been fucked so much in such a short time, and there seemed no end to this roller coaster of cock and pussy at every turn, peak, or drop-off.

“I almost became the missus, Alice.”

“What happened?”

“There was no love between Silas and me. Mei has always been there in the background of my life, and she is my true love.”

“Silas said you two are joining us later.”

“I’m looking forward to fucking you, Alice.”

I was taken aback by Wei Lin’s words, her wide, sexy eyes, and the lewd grin of a girl pulling lightly on her bottom lip who seemed to be looking forward to making love to me. She kissed me gently on the lips, stepped back, and savored me.

“I work for you now, Alice. I understand perfectly how to manage boundaries as your staff member and casual lover.”

“My lover?”

“Anytime you want and with Silas’s absolute consent.” 

I was stunned by yet another sexually outlandish turn of events. I stared goggle-eyed at the beautiful woman who had got me out of a tight squeeze with Mr. Chen and his bullies. Her girlfriend, Mei, my spa technician, had fucked me, and my boyfriend, Silas, had fucked both of them.

I sat on a stool, needing to ground myself in a semblance of normality, but the decadent feeling in my mind and soul kept arousing. Wei Lin crouched low, giving me a perfect view up her skirt, along her athletic thighs, to an alabaster smooth pussy.

“You wear no panties?”

“I like to play and be available when needed. I carry spare panties and moist wipes in case someone cums inside me.”

“What do you mean play?”

“We can play anytime you wish, Alice.”

She eyeballed me in the most cute and sleazy way, making no bones about her desire and the fact she took her job description very seriously.

“You mean to fuck me?”

“Yeah… or, if we’re between meetings and in Silas’ car, we can fool around, finger each other, kiss, have some relaxing fun, you know?”

“I didn’t know.”

“How many top executives do you think enjoy a blowjob while sitting in their limo between meetings. Those moments are not given by their wives or girlfriends. Think of me as your concubine or paramour.”

“And what about Mei?”

“Mei has lovers. She made love to you. I’m not sure I understand why you feel this is scandalous.”

“I’m having trouble acclimating, is all.”

“Do I displease you, Alice?”

“Not at all. I like you very much, Mei.”

“Good. Adrian will be ready now. We should not keep him waiting. I am sure Meredith will also make an appearance.”

“How do you know Adrian’s wife?”

Her face went white as a sheet and Wei Lin was lost for words. She hurriedly ushered me out of the walk-in closet, mumbling something I couldn’t understand.

I felt like a business executive when we walked out of the bedroom. Wei Lin carried a bag with two spare pairs of my panties packed inside. I couldn’t shake the sight of her freshly shaven slit that almost pouted at me, begging for my tongue.

As I watched her firm ass cheeks wiggle seductively in a skin-tight, knee-length dress, a newly acquired taste for ladies squeezed my arousal up a notch. Silas’ loving expression and cute wink as I passed him on my way to his meeting room raised it more.

In the meeting room, Wei Lin was all business, opening my laptop while activating the giant LED screen and a conferencing audio system. Within minutes, Adrian appeared on screen in his pajamas, waving at me, smiling.

“He is muted, Wei Lin.”

“I know. Are you okay, Alice?”

“Yes, why do you ask?”

“You’re about to take a wild ride, honey.”

“Let’s go then. Unmute him.”

Adrian was more shocked than I expected when I explained who Wei Lin was, how she worked for me, and what I proposed. After picking himself up off the floor, Adrian, ever the pragmatist and all-around good egg, agreed to my joint venture terms, subject to both parties’ lawyers agreeing on fine details.

His wife, Meredith, slid a coffee before my old boss, smiling and waving cutely at me.

“Hi, Alice.”

“Hello, Meredith.”

“I knew you would do this someday. Good for you. It will be great for the company to have effective partners in Hong Kong.”

“You should visit here soon.”

“We’re planning to come next week. Silas invited me. He’s sending a jet… how could I refuse? He says we will visit the Hong Kong Cirque de Soleil again. I can’t wait because it was such great fun the last time.”

I stared at the gorgeous, late-thirties couple with two kids, and, in my mind’s eye, I saw a procession of gymnasts lining up to fuck them both. They had no idea what they were walking into, but neither did I when I arrived.

Meredith sat on the edge of her husband’s home office desk, showing far too much inner thigh under a bathrobe. I began wondering what Silas had said when he called my boss’s wife. Adrian waved, coughed to get my attention, then raised his notes.

“Shall we go over the key points again, Alice? I’ll read you back what I think we agreed.”

“Yes, please, Adrian.”

Completely unseen by the camera, Wei Lin had crawled under the conference room table. Silas walked in, kissed me on the cheek, and waved at Adrian and Meredith. When my assistant’s fingers slid up my silken thighs and she reached into my panty elastic waistband, I figured the creamy mess nestling in my gusset was about to have its source cleaned up.

Silas stared down into my crotch as Wei Lin had my dress hem rolled high and was parting my knees wide. He whispered his love and then some.

“Just go with it. Have an orgasm while watching those two, and imagine how I fucked Meredith while Adrian watched the last time they visited Hong Kong.”

“He said he met you a couple of times.”

“Meredith came more often. I know her much better.”

“Wow.”

“You can cuckold your old boss by fucking his wife while he watches. Adrian will love that; Meredith will, too.”

I stared at my boss, who looked mildly uncomfortable, probably worried his cuckold secret was out, which it was. Meredith raised her eyebrows, suddenly looking like a horny tigress on the hunt. When Wei Lin’s tongue licked the sore, raw, wrinkled tips of my swollen pussy lips, I flinched, then relaxed as tension lifted.

Silas’ chin rested on my shoulder, and he stared at the camera, exchanging some unspoken desire with Meredith.

“I shall look forward to seeing you soon, Meredith.”

“You too, Silas.”

Before my boyfriend left the room, he kissed my cheek and whispered.

“We will fuck her together while Adrian watches and Mei sucks his cock.”

I whimpered and stifled a deep moan as Wei Lin’s tongue tip licked in tiny circles around the ridges of my anal whorl. I slid my ass cheeks slightly forward, wanting her to take better access, but nothing could prevent me from choking and stuttering my words when my assistant plowed her tongue the entire length of my creamy, sticky slit, clenching her lips tightly around my solid, raw, throbbing clitoris.

As Adrian reviewed our heads of terms to our deal, I was given some of the best cunnilingus of my life. Meredith stared at me, reading every micro expression of my shame. I snuck one hand down between my legs, wanting to stroke Wei Lin’s cheeks and rifle through her beautiful silky hair.

My lover’s tongue dragged my sticky clitoris from side to side, sending tremors of overwhelming pleasure along my pink nub, tickling deep inside me where an orgasm stirred.

Wei Lin thumbed open my anal sphincter, spreading the tiny pink hole wide before slipping her tongue deep inside my rectum. I wondered how long my anal v-card would survive Silas’s desire, and for the first time, I felt willing to give it up.

Her nose rubbed against my clitoris so hard while she rimmed me that an orgasm was imminent.

“I think that’s everything, Alice.”

“I’ll have lawyers on this side draw everything up, Adrian.”

“Okay, well… good-.”

“Bye, Adrian. Bye, Meredith. Can’t wait to see you.”

I repeatedly tapped my keyboard, disconnecting the call while awkwardly pushing my roller chair back. I spread my legs wide open, hooking the back of each knee on a plastic arm and placing my heels on the desk while moaning whoreishly.

Wei Lin, her tongue and lips, followed enthusiastically, slurping my pussy like I was an oasis and she, a girl dying of thirst.

Wei Lin’s fingers clawed my swollen labia wide open while she pressed her lips down hard around the base of my clitoris, sucking and brushing her tongue across its tip. I wriggled and squirmed with delight amid a tumult of emotions, all hedonistic and sleazy, placing both palms gently on top of my assistant’s head.

My nearby discarded panties, the lascivious manner of my disgrace, a boyfriend who encouraged it, and Meredith, oh Meredith, all sent me on a pre-orgasmic wave of delight. In absolute horror, I stared at the big screen and saw a beautiful woman’s face grinning back.

“Oh, Meredith! Oh fuck!”

“Please don’t stop, honey. I reconnected our call because I knew something was going on under your desk. Adrian has gone back to bed, so we have privacy.”

On the other side of our Zoom call, Meredith sat much like I did, with her legs wide open on Adrian’s chair and heels on his desk. She moaned loudly, furiously fucking herself with a long, thick, pink dildo in one hand. Her pussy had a perfectly groomed pubic love heart above her engorged, sticky clitoris.

Meredith’s bathrobe lay wide open, and even while she stared at me with passion-filled burning eyes, more specifically, she stared at Wei Lin going down on me; my boss’s wife chewed her nipple, squeezing it hard with her spare hand.

“I don’t believe this is happening.”

“Is Hermione available next week, Alice?”

“I’ll ask.”

“Please.”

When my overwhelming orgasm came, like so many others in the household, Wei Lin puckered her lips, covering off my pee hole, sucking hard. I screamed, summoning Silas back into the conference room, where he held me from behind while I squirted unicorn pee into my assistant’s mouth.

Silas exchanged a smile with Meredith, whose expression told me that she knew I was cumming hard.

I moaned loudly, trembling like a leaf desperately clinging to its branch while a hurricane sucked me off. I caught Meredith’s eye when she turned up her vibrating toy to the maximum setting, screaming her joy while leaking pussy juices all over her latex cock and the fingers that gripped it.

Her forehead tapped Adrian’s desk as Meredith shuddered through her climax while I enjoyed mine. I slammed the table amid an explosive orgasm, switching off my laptop by closing its lid so there could be no further mistakes through reconnection.

Then, I sat back and enjoyed Wei Lin cleaning up my pussy while my boyfriend French kissed me, tweaking my nipples to squeeze every orgasmic ripple out.

After cleaning up, drinking coffee, and rehydrating with water, we left the Penthouse. My new lawyers were an easy matter to deal with. After two hours of exhausting back and forth, we completed the draft distribution agreement, honing heads of terms, adding clauses to protect either or both parties, taking some unnecessarily obscure details out, and shaping an equitable contract.

The bank was less amenable, wanting my passport, alternate identity card, driver’s license, and complete life history details. Setting up a business bank account would take four weeks. Silas deposited one hundred thousand dollars in my checking account so I could pay bills.

After our bank meeting, I felt tired and nodded off in the car, still jetlagged and exhausted from fun times and a great deal of sex. While Wei Lin ran errands, Silas had us dropped off at the Cristal Room, a sophisticated fine-dining restaurant created by French celebrity chef Anne-Sophie Pic collaborating with luxury crystal house Baccarat. 

Situated on the 44th floor at Forty-Five, Gloucester Tower, we had a luxurious table for two with a stunning panoramic view of Hong Kong's Victoria Harbor. I ordered Challans duck, marinated in eucalyptus, served with coffee butternut squash and goji berries chutney.

A light Chardonnay was the perfect accompaniment to our lunch, and as I sat opposite my boyfriend, holding his hand across the table, I realized this was our first truly romantic moment.

“Are you happy, Alice?”

“More than I have ever been, although I don’t know what the IRS will say about all of this, Silas.”

“You’ll be a Hong Kong resident within six months.”

“Living with you?”

“Of course. Where else would you live, my sweetheart?”

“It’s just that, well… Wei Lin mentioned something about me being the missus.”

“It’s a slang term for being my wife.”

“Hermione is your wife.”

“Legally, yes, but she gave you that duty of care and love this morning.”

“I felt that.”

I sighed and stared out of the window at the expansive harbor. The water passages beyond Hong Kong’s built-up concrete jungle held a misty, humid mystery. Tropical islands in the distance and container parks nestled among wooded jungles everywhere, loaded and unloaded vessels all day and night.

Hong Kong truly is a city that never sleeps.

“It’s complicated, Silas.”

“The container parks and shipping lanes around Hong Kong, or our lives?”

“Both.”

“I can assure you that Hermione is delighted. Right now, she is organizing her dating calendar, enjoying many new prospective lovers’ company while searching for her next true love.”

“Have you found yours, Silas?”

He smiled like a man who had everything he ever wanted. While he stared, my body shivered, then warmed, bathed in a romantic effervescence that nature controlled. My hormones were going crazy, and I felt overpowering love drawing me to him.

“I believe we are soulmates, Alice. Our timing is perfect, and, like two planets, we have aligned together in orbit around the sun, joining one another on a journey.”

“How long will that journey last?”

“Who knows? I want to be with you forever, Alice, so at the very least, until death us do part.”

“Me too, Silas.”

He eyed me carefully, sipping wine while measuring my will, commitment, and love for him. We were in the precarious early days of love and lust when I knew more about the shape, size, and taste of Silas’ cock than I did about his personal habits.

“I love the color pink. What is your favorite color, Silas?”

“Blue. I love eating oysters and fishing for marlin. I enjoy a good Borolo with my lover, trips to the shopping mall, and scuba diving for New Zealand green-lipped mussels. I also enjoy heady, steamy romance, walks on the beach at sunset, and dinner with my family and friends.”

“About your family, Silas.”

“They will love you, Alice.”

“How can you be so sure?”

“Because I love you. We’ll find out this evening at dinner. Our children, their significant others, and my grandchildren are coming.”

“Before or after Mei and Wei Lin?”

“Some may join in, my dear.”


Chapter Nine

Lady Of The Penthouse

◆◆◆

I sat on our bed beside my new boyfriend, gawping at my old boyfriend, who stood at the door.

“What are you doing here, Douglas?”

“Are you with Silas now?”

“Yes.”

Douglas looked jaded but seemed happy. By the look of him, he had partied hard and still had two beautiful gymnasts attached to his arms. They were still full of zest and looked ready to go again. One girl gave me a sleazy look with a naughty smile, waving her hand from down low where it dangled out of my ex-boyfriend’s sight.

While he weighed our situation, I eyed Douglas suspiciously, wondering whether we had a confrontation or parting of the ways ahead.

“Is there still room for me in a relationship with you, Alice?”

“I’m afraid not, honey. There is no easy way to say this, but I am with Silas now.”

“But you still share others with him?”

“I’m not discussing this, Douglas. I have rules.”

I stood and approached him, wearing the underwear I was about to peel off in preparation for a pre-dinner spa with Wei Lin, Mei, and my new boyfriend. I felt anxious about me and Douglas but otherwise decadent and bubbling with sexual enthusiasm to get on with our spa session.

I was working out rules as I went along, but it was early days.

“What rules do you have, Alice?”

“Rule one - No ex-boyfriends in the sack, ever again.”

“Why not?”

“My feelings are committed entirely to Silas.”

“And rule number two?”

“Don’t keep my new boyfriend and our lesbian lovers waiting for a pre-arranged spa session.”

I heard the elevator ping, its doors open, and familiar voices chuckling. Soon after, Wei Lin and Mei politely squeezed past Douglas and his girlfriends. Both girl lovers smiled affectionately, then kissed me softly on the lips, caressing their fingers fleetingly across a thigh, an ass cheek, and the small of my back before walking away to prepare for our fun.

Douglas smiled wistfully after them, and I realized he wanted everything he could get his hands on.

“You are a selfish lover, Douglas.”

“That’s true, as I discovered over the past twenty-four hours.”

“I’ve found myself, too.”

“Do you love Silas?”

“Yes, very much.”

“Okay, well… that’s not something I will interfere in. It wouldn’t be fair to harm true love for the sake of a good fuck.”

Silas had followed me to the door, staying discretely out of our way. He stepped forward politely and gently, disentangling Douglas’s ladies from their lover’s arms. With a girl on each arm, I watched him escort them to the Penthouse suite elevator.

Thirty seconds later, they were gone, and he was returning, making a phone call on the way.

I studied him carefully and noticed my ex-boyfriend was wide-eyed, with wild, tousled hair, ragged clothes that had partied hard, and twitchy body language.

“What happened since you left home a few days ago, Alice?”

“We’ve experienced the fastest-ever relationship decoupling, honey. I’ve been swept up into the arms of Silas and Hermione.”

“Hermione, too? Sorry… I’m intrigued.”

“Like I said. I don’t want to discuss this with you.”

“I don’t mean to be mean-hearted, but were we ever in love, Alice?”

I desperately didn’t want to be unkind, but my slutty inner self wanted to move on to enjoy the boyfriend standing nearby making a phone call and two girls sitting on our bed, giggling. I felt my pussy leaking, surprising since I was amid a relationship break-up.

Breaking up with Douglas was going well, and I wanted to ensure we didn’t descend into any spiteful outburst.

“Our current situation proves we were never in love, Douglas. We were friends with benefits, but when something more appealing came along, we both ran into its arms.”

“I excessively indulged myself last night and today, Alice.”

“I can see the party still dancing in your eyes, honey.”

“I licked tequila off a girl’s nipples and stomach before I went down on her.”

Douglas chuckled, reminiscing about his Hong Kong adventure, but I felt a little sad because our comfortable relationship had ended. We had never quarreled spitefully, and while that felt nice, it indicated that our love had been flatlined all along.

When Silas finished his call, he returned and held my hand, smiling at me and Douglas. I realized this was an overlapping moment between two relationships that must be dealt with as a baton passing between two men in the most dignified way.

My ex-boyfriend knew we were over, and he sighed heavily.

“What happens next, Alice?”

“We had our time dancing in the sun, and it was great, but now, it’s over.”

“I know we’re through. I had a chance for a fresh start last night with Hermione, but that got fucked up because I couldn’t find or reach her this morning. I am probably blocked from calling her phone.”

“You should have enjoyed the circus afterparty, then focused on her. Hermione wants to share and have fun with her next significant other, not be completely sidelined.”

“I lost control, Alice. The more pussy I enjoyed, the more I wanted. I was mainlining on women, and then, when I woke in someone’s house this morning in a messy tangle of naked bodies, we partied on.”

“That’s not what Hermione wanted.”

“I realize that now. That’s probably why she and I wouldn’t have worked out, just like you and I didn’t.”

“At least you are being honest about it, Douglas.”

“I need to start over.”

He mulled that concept over and got used to how it sounded in his head with the enthusiastic smile of a man preparing to move on. I felt pleased but also impatient to fuck with my boyfriend and others. I felt a surge of enthusiasm for my new lifestyle, realizing that Hermione ceded her husband and home to find something better and more worthy of her evolving needs.

“What will you do now, Douglas?”

“I’ll wish you the best of luck and turn the page to write the next chapter of my story.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Hey, we had great fun, sweetheart, and I have no regrets, but it’s time for us to move on. I’m going home immediately, having had the best time of my life and retaining fond memories of you and our life in New York.”

My ex-boyfriend reached out a hand to shake mine, and at first, I stared at it blankly. His expression was genuinely friendly, and his smile affable. Douglas glanced over my shoulder, saw Wei Lin and Mei, and nodded.

“You have people waiting.”

“I do. Goodbye, Douglas.”

“Bye, Alice. Good luck.”

My emotions ran wild because this was a moment of separation that a few days ago had seemed unconscionable. I shook Douglas’s hand and turned around, listening while Silas took care of things.

I didn’t look back again.

“My jet is fueled and waiting to take you home, Douglas. I hand-picked the cabin crew girls for you because they love giving in-flight entertainment. They can also stay a few days to pack Alice’s belongings and bring them home.”

“Are you serious, Silas?”

“Of course. No hard feelings, buddy. Can the cabin crew girls stay at your apartment for a few days?”

“Damn right, they can.”

When I turned around, Douglas had vanished, and Silas was coming to me. On my bed sat two beautiful Chinese women, Wei Lin and her girlfriend Mei. Wordlessly and in my most seductive manner, I wriggled out of my panties and bra, enjoying Silas’s gasp and excited look.

I stood for a moment, eyeing them, admiring me, letting everyone enjoy my nakedness.

When I turned and walked towards the bathroom, Mei followed me immediately, dropping her spa gown. She wore nothing underneath except a silken beauty I yearned to enjoy. When I reached the shower and turned its water on, two beautiful women and a gorgeous boyfriend were upon me.

Silas cuddled me under the water while Mei and Wei Lin lathered sponges and soaped us all over, getting fingers and thumbs into every nook and crack.

“What next, Silas?”

“Our home is your domain now, sweetheart. You must stamp your authority over it; make Hermione’s staff yours.”

“Will she mind?”

“My wife has already moved on, Alice.”

“And what about you and I?”

“We are just beginning.”

He kissed me gently while both ladies opened my pussy, fingering the pink slit that had been fucked so much. I shivered, enjoying my boyfriend’s tongue inside my mouth, his hands clawing my ass cheeks wide open while Mei and Wei Lin pretended their attention on my pussy was for reasons of hygiene.

When Mei stood, she kissed my shoulders, back, and neck softly, lingering with sticky lips that pulled pools of pleasure from deep inside me to ripple across my skin.

“I want to bathe quickly, Mei.”

“And then what?”

“I want to watch you both fuck my boyfriend.”

“What about you?”

“I have an idea of how to manage staff induction, after which I want to sit on your faces.”

“Both of us?”

“Yes.”

She looked surprised and excited, winking at her lover, who then kissed Silas, occupying his tongue, while I gently wanked his stiff cock. My pussy trembled in the throes of pre-orgasmic bliss, and I wanted to fuck and be fucked so much I couldn’t hold back.

“As the new lady of the house, I want to ensure all your commitment, love, and loyalty are mine.”

“Will you treat the maids in the same way, too?”

“Yes, but not today. We have family coming later, and I would like to spend time getting to know them.”

“What about the butler and chef? They are guys. Is that still going to work for you and Silas?”

I followed Mei’s stare to Silas, who grinned and nodded. He seemed to encourage my idea of empowering my presence in the Penthouse, so I pushed the boundary further.

“I’ll take them both right away while you three watch. Then, when one of the guys cums inside me, I’ll sit on your faces and feed you.”

Wei Lin dried off and skipped away to fetch our chef and butler. I watched Silas kissing Mei while I slipped my arms around her from behind, reaching into her perfectly bald, shaven crotch. When I parted her swollen labia with one hand and circled a rubbery, swollen clitoris with my index finger from the other, Silas had to hold my beauty technician upright when she moaned loudly, and her knees gave way.

Fingering a girl using a reach-around technique while your boyfriend kisses her is a beautiful experience if you are into free love, which Silas and I were. We frolicked in the shower for ten more minutes, warming and fooling around, with Mei almost reaching an immense orgasm.

After we dried off and returned to the bedroom, our butler and chef were naked and standing beside our bed. I noticed the men had great physiques, ripped, striated muscles, beautiful bronzed skin tones, and handsome faces that looked kind and eager to prove their value.

One with a more immense cock than the other, so I left it with them to figure out which would be sucked and fucked.

“Are you boys ready to satisfy the new lady of this house?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Emboldened by days of a wild, taboo sexual adventure, I hopped onto the bed on all fours, making sure my soaking wet slit was level with the end of our bed. As I arched my back and pointed up my fuck hole, I saw the butler, with a more enormous cock, line up behind me while our chef, with a solid six-inch shaft, sat in front of me, bolstering himself into a seated position using cushions.

Silas lay beside me while Wei Lin mounted him, cocking a leg over his midriff before sliding her cunt down his stiff cock until it was buried deep inside her. She was well used to fucking my boyfriend, but this time, while she milked his cock, Silas’ eyes were firmly fixed on me.

Our butler gripped my ass cheeks in clawing fingers, spreading them wide while I clenched my lips around a perfectly sized cock that any girl with average fellating proficiency could suck all day long. When the more immense cock spread my dripping wet pussy lips and slid balls deep inside me, I deep-throated the chef, enjoying the salty veneer of my staff’s excellent cock as it seared lustily across my taste buds.

We had a six-person orgy going on, and I enjoyed watching my boyfriend being ridden while I was spit-roasted by two enthusiastic lovers. I knew this was the first move in what would become a night of taboo and decadence, but I wasn’t sure whether that could or should involve family.

While my pussy was reamed hard by the man who answered our phone calls and the elevator, the chef gripped the back of my head, taking control and forcing my lips down his shaft.

I pulled his hand off my head, placed it beside him, and tapped three times.

“Sorry, Mistress.”

I was pleased that a naughty, disrespectful habit was broken, and I went back to sucking his cock using my preferred stroke pace and depth.

My butler thrust his cock deep inside me, groaning loudly. He leaned heavily against my ass cheeks and shot his hot seed deep inside my pussy, stretching the soft tissue walls wide with every solid jerk of his cock.

Our chef, not wishing to be outdone, grunted, holding his hands in the air, clenching his fingers desperately while squirting his salty, sticky seed down my throat, coating my tonsils on the way. I coughed, gagged, and swallowed, enjoying his flavor almost as much as the man’s food.

Silas moaned loudly, reached for my hand, and shot me a deeply affectionate look when he came inside Wei Lin, which was perfect timing.

“Lie back, Wei Lin, I’m coming over to feed you, and I want Mei to eat my boyfriend’s cum out of you.”

“Anything you say, Mistress.”

I mounted Wei Lin’s mouth, feeding her the butler’s semen just as Silas withdrew his cock from her creamy, gaping-wide pussy hole. Mei moved in, shuffling forward on both knees, spreading her girlfriend’s legs, then pussy lips wide open.

Seconds later, two women slurped semen out of two well fucked pussy holes.

It was a triangle of love and household harmony. Wei Lin swallowed every drop of the butler’s semen from my pussy while I relaxed my pelvic floor, bladder and midriff, feeding her. I straddled high, making her reach up, with the bonus of opening my ass cheeks, clenching and unclenching my anal whorl.

Our butler and chef dressed and returned to their duties, chattering excitedly in Chinese. When I felt Wei Lin’s tongue pass over my anal whorl, I knew I had arrived as the new lady of the Penthouse.
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