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Chapter One

A Concubine

◆◆◆

“Hi. Are you Alice?”

“Yes… yes, I am.”

My eyes wouldn’t fully open right away, still feeling heavy from the deep sleep that a girl I could barely see dragged me from. I yawned and stretched like a cat after napping, rolling in the bed, unwittingly laying my head in her lap.

A beautiful angel stared down with a loving grin and sparkling eyes. She playfully rifled her fingers through my hair, but I didn’t move away.

“Did you have to think about who you were just now, Alice?”

“No, sorry. I nodded off… I, umm, sorry, who are you? I’m a bit disoriented. I err…”

“You fucked the spa girl, your assistant, and my Dad, then fell asleep three hours ago.”

“Oh my. I’ve slept for three hours?”

“Yes. I have been watching you sleep for ten minutes.”

“And Silas’s whole family is here?”

“Including my mother, whom I believe you have also fucked.”

“Yeah… I, umm, well, if your Mom’s name is Hermione, yeah… that’s me.”

I didn’t point out her observation of my slumber as creepy because it was the early days of our relationship, and I figured the girl was Silas’s family. As I focused and shifted my head in her lap to better study my guest, I saw she smiled pleasantly, with a hint of sordid mischief evident in her eyes.

We had flirted from the moment she spoke my name, by her design, not mine. I had no idea if that interest in me was genuine, a passing curiosity, or whether she was playing with Mom and Dad’s latest toy.

It was time for me to become sexually sober and build a cautious strategy to deal with family sex play that wouldn’t land my relationship with Silas in hot water. This was all new territory for me, where family position and authority revolved around a sexual game I was unaware of.

She traced a long fingernail across my silken skin, slowly meandering from my neck and shoulder, tickling down an arm to the back of the hand that cupped my midriff, where she entwined our fingers and clenched tightly. 

“Alice.”

“Yes?”

“I’m Angel.”

“Really?”

“Not literally. It’s my name. I’m pleased to meet my father’s new unofficial concubine.”

“What is an unofficial concubine, Angel?”

“An unofficial concubine sleeps with my father but has a lower status than his wife, in this case, my mother. I mean no offense, and the term is not considered derogatory in our culture.”

“It sounds mean-spirited.”

“It describes a deep, meaningful love that occurs naturally after the first marriage has run its course. A concubine should bear children and run the family when she is made official.”

“I definitely sound like a gold-digging slut.”

“You will feel differently once Father decrees you to be an official concubine and others explain the nature and importance of that relationship. You relieve marital pressure from my mother while providing Dad with a new life partner.”

“Do I have a respectable status when that happens?”

“Yes, your and Silas’s union would be similar to marriage, and my mother will melt away.”

“I don’t like the sound of that.”

“Mother will enjoy her new life, stalking the dark, taboo corridors of every sex club in Hong Kong, possibly further afield. She will take more lovers in a couple of days than you have had in a week.”

I tried counting my fuck buddies from the last few days, then gave up, not wishing to ask if each lover counted once or for the number of times I fucked them. Angel smelled nice, a combination of her perfume, which I believed to be Lagerfeld Fleur de Mûrier, distinctive for its floral notes.

When Angel uncrossed her legs, powerful hormones and pheromones wafted on a cloud of Lagerfeld twitching my nostrils, beguiling me.

“I’ve had a few lovers since arriving in Hong Kong.”

“We’ve all heard about your rise to power in the family, but my comment stands. You should not worry about Hermione because she is wealthy, beautiful and desperately desired by many suitors.”

I lay on my bed, feeling warm and relaxed from having made passionate love. Wei Lin, Mei, and Silas had vanished, and cocktail party sounds wafted into our bedroom from outside. The girl sitting on my bed, cradling my head in her lap, inches from a pussy I was sure would be moist, was another oriental beauty.

Angel was petite with straight, long black hair, alabaster smooth skin, watery, wide, come-to-bed hazel eyes, and a smile that lit up my day.

“I brought us chilled champagne and two glasses, Alice.”

“Okay.”

I felt like she was hitting on me, but I couldn’t be sure whether Angel was even legal, such was her youthful sheen, taut figure and vigor. I fleetingly laughed inside at the irony of me being arrested in Hong Kong for fucking an underage girl, especially given that she was my boyfriend’s daughter.

I cleared that and other negative thoughts, carefully studying her.

“Are you old enough to drink champagne, Angel?”

“I think you are really asking whether I am old enough for you to fuck me, right?”

She stared deep into my eyes, smiling pleasantly, daring me to lie, squirm, or otherwise escape her question. Angel was a highly sexualized creature, capable of seducing whomever she targeted, and right now, that seemed to be me.

“Maybe I am asking that too, but we won’t fuck now even if you are legal. We should talk, flirt somewhat, and get to know one another first.”

“Is that what you and my parents did?”

“What did they tell you?”

“Oh my, Alice… that’s very smart and cute of you. You’ll fit in well here, and yes, flirting and romance before fucking is something of a family motto. I also enjoy that flirtatious interlude when caution around feelings is cast away.”

My heart fluttered because enjoying lesbian love and the gentleness of another woman was a growing obsession for me. I felt aroused, chemically warmed by surging hormone-saturated blood on my lips, cheeks, the back of my neck, and between my legs, but now was definitely not the time to introduce a new lover to my stable.

“Why don’t you dress, and I will take you somewhere special, Alice.”

“Are we going outside the apartment?”

“Yes.”

“What about the party?”

“Must you ask my father’s permission?”

“You’re sassy Angel. I like that.”

I sprung out of bed, feeling excited. I hadn’t seen much of Hong Kong and felt like exploring. I slipped into a brand new Agent Provocateur thong and lacy bra and wriggled into another figure-hugging dress Wei Lin had chosen for me. This one was baby blue and made from a stretch fabric that felt smooth and comfortable.

As I stared at myself in the mirror, I noticed Angel gawping, open-mouthed.

“You are magnificent, Alice. Hong Kong will love you.”

“Thank you, sweetie.”

“I’m twenty-five years old, by the way, so well within legal range. I’ve fucked Dad, Wei Lin, and Mei, the same as you did.”

Regrettably, when I spoke, I sounded like a stuttering fool.

“What do you mean you fucked Dad?”

I spun, stunned and glad I hadn’t slipped on my heels. She giggled at my shocked expression, with no clue how her words had terrified me. That particular kink echoed far beyond the permissible taboo center of my brain.

“I’m one of the two children sired by Mom’s bulls. I have no fucking idea who my real father is because Hermione had a few guys over at the same time. Silas isn’t my biological father, so he is a safe place.”

“Thank fuck for that.”

If I wore pearls, I’d be clutching and tugging at them like I was morally shocked. When Angel said she fucked Dad, it never occurred to me that she might be Silas’ stepdaughter. While I collapsed on my bed, holding the cocktail dress hem down to avoid ruffles, my new friend laughed riotously and rolled until her lips were inches away.

Angel stared excitedly at me, gently pulling her bottom lip. She wanted to seal a first kiss but was scared of doing so. I was in full ovulation, so undoubtedly, my pussy scent screamed above the Chanel fragrance I wore, inciting her to seduction. I felt her breath on my cheeks and smelled a vanilla hint from lip balm close enough to lick if I slipped out my tongue.

“We don’t do actual incest in our family because it is illegal. However, the age of consent in Hong Kong is sixteen.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

“What are you saying, Angel?”

“I’m sure you can guess; now, please get dressed because I want to show you something extraordinary that few people in our family know about.”

I stood and wriggled, fixing my neckline while Angel helped straighten every ruffle on my dress, even though it meant her sensually groping me.

When we strolled into the Penthouse’s main lounge, kitchen, and diner, I saw twenty or more people mixing and milling around, enjoying drinks and canapes. They all checked me out, some more openly and intensely than others.

I noticed, somewhat oddly, that Angel had distanced herself, heading towards a fire exit where she waited discretely, drawing no attention.

Silas beamed like a man in love, and Hermione looked thrilled to see me. Both headed over to me, preventing an easy escape.

“Are you okay, Alice?”

“Yes, Hermione. I’m sorry about Douglas.”

“Oh, sweet girl, please don’t worry about my love life. Your ex-boyfriend was great for a little fun, but he isn’t a keeper. I think we both stand here now as proof of that.”

“After years of dating, it took Hong Kong four days to reveal his suitability for me.”

Hermione held my hand sweetly as if we were dating. Silas was unconcerned by our closeness, and I translated that into his deep need for trust. If he couldn’t trust me with his wife, we were through, which suited me, too.

I changed the subject since both stared at me, like a prompt that I should speak.

“Silas, honey… I met Angel.”

“She asked to visit with you right away. I suggested she wake you up and help get you dressed.”

“She’s lovely.”

“But… Alice?”

“There is always a but, right?”

“Do you want to know what is sexually allowable within our family?”

“Yes.”

“Did my daughter tell you I fuck her frequently?”

“Yes, but she’s your stepdaughter, right?”

“Sorry… yes. It’s an important legal distinction, frequently forgotten because I am the only father Angel ever knew.”

“Right… but she’s flirting with me, and I am unsure how to deal with her.”

“Then flirt back, and if you want to fuck the naughty little scamp, let’s do it together, perhaps later tonight after everyone else leaves.”

I wobbled slightly on my four-inch heels, struggling to suck more air in, having gasped loudly, much to Hermione’s delight. She clenched my hand tightly, grinning, then giggling; such was my shock.

“You and me, Silas… fucking your daughter… together?” 

“As you rightly pointed out, Angel is my stepdaughter. Are you in, or is it a step too far?”

“Umm, yes… I’m definitely in. She wants to take me to a special place right now.”

“Go with her if you wish, sweetheart. Follow your heart, always with one hand holding mine. We encourage love within and between our family because it grows strong foundations.”

“So, it’s open season, Silas?”

“As far as everyone here is concerned, you are the prize, and no ties of blood means you are fair game to all.”

“We need rules, though.”

“Such as?”

“I love you and have no desire to rock our boat.”

Hermione smiled like a proud mother rather than a scorned wife. I was culturally displaced and out of sync with Asian romantic protocol while also rocked by this family’s taboo approach to love.

“Look around this room, Alice. Among loving family members, you see swingers, hotwives who cuckold their husbands, lesbians, bisexuals, gay men, and even those who enjoy the occasional family orgy. They are our children, their partners, and some cousins. Everyone in this room is fair game to you.”

“Okay. Let me see where Angel and I end up, but there will be no bedroom antics without your involvement.”

“You should flirt, maybe kiss, perhaps a little finger and tongue dalliance, Alice. Don’t rule anything out.”

“Okay, sweetheart. I’ll meet you in our bed later.”

“Thank you, Alice. We should plan on an early night because tomorrow we have business with lawyers, and then the next day, Adrian and Meredith will arrive.”

“No problem.”

I felt thrilled and wanted to rush away, but first, I enjoyed a lingering, seductive kiss that began as a light brush of Silas’ lips against mine. I clenched my fingers tightly, excited because I held his wife’s hand rather than my boyfriend’s. When I turned to leave, Hermione pulled me close, kissing me lovingly, long, lingering, and with electrified tongues.

A polite round of applause rippled around the room when Hermione detached our lips and grinned at me.

“Go and have fun with our daughter, and don’t treat any relationship aside from you and Silas too seriously. You will soon be my husband’s official concubine, and a power transfer from me to you will be managed.”

“Okay.”

I swayed cutely from side to side, shifting my weight between feet just enough to draw everyone’s eyes to my curvaceous, slender body. I was taller than everyone in the room, larger-breasted and lighter-skinned, enormously appealing to my new Asian family.

When I returned to Angel, she seemed relieved. I took the champagne flutes because their stems hung precariously through her fingers while she carried a bottle of Bollinger. She pressed open the fire exit door and led me into an umbilical concrete and steel banister staircase running the length of the building.

“Where are we going?”

“Upstairs.”

“We are in the Penthouse. There is no upstairs.”

“Follow me, sweetheart.”

Angel led me to the roof of our hotel, collecting a rolled-up blanket stored in a metal locker near the door on the way. When I stepped onto the roof, every colorful light on Hong Kong Island danced, glowed, and flickered around me like a celestial nightclub.

I was a bird soaring amid skyscrapers with forested mountains in the distance on one side and the vast waterways of Hong Kong harbor and its archipelago comprising two hundred and sixty-three islands on the other.

Ships sounded their horns, responding to the traffic far below, but the array, colors, and intensity of light captivated me.

Angel climbed a steel staircase, ten steps onto a helicopter platform, and I followed.

While she spread the blanket, I stared at the most incredible sight of my life as a city of wonder and surprise spread before me like a tapestry of wonder.

A cork popped, bringing my focus back to a beautiful date and our rooftop island amid a neon light explosion. I hastened to Angel, holding both crystal flutes while she filled them. We tapped crystal, sipping a silent toast, grinning at each other like two girls who knew they would soon make love to one another.

A fresh breeze lifted the humidity, eliciting goosebumps on my exposed flesh. Arousal and happiness warmed me, flushing my cheeks. It was a clear night with amazing views, but regrettably, no stars could penetrate the Hong Kong dome-like hue reaching skywards.

I sat beside Angel on the blanket, staring at her in between, glancing everywhere, and tracking LED signs that blinked their message from left to right.

“This is an exciting place, Angel.”

“Not many people know how beautiful it is on the roof. Dad took my virginity here after we had dinner downstairs to celebrate my birthday. People know a helicopter pad is on the roof, but nobody thinks of visiting and seeing Hong Kong from every possible angle.”

“It’s beautiful.”

“Are you shocked, Alice?”

“About you and your stepfather?”

“He is the only father I knew. That man changed my diapers, bathed me, taught me to ride a bike, and one day, he will walk me down the aisle to my future husband. I’ll still fuck him even then if you and he wish to.”

“I’m definitely not in Kansas anymore.”

“The ancient Chinese were sexually liberated. They had rules, but concubines, paramours, and multiple sexual partners were allowable within socially accepted rules. I believe the term when in Rome, very much applies to your new life, Alice.”

“I guess a family dynasty works in this case.”

“Our mingling is more than sex.”

“Your Dad told me about the cuckolding and other kinks.”

“I will cuckold my husband for sure. It keeps him keen, and I need more than one lover to satisfy me, but I wasn’t referring to sex, romance, love, or relationships. We collaborate in life.”

“Do you mean in business?”

“Yes. My brother is tasked with finding your company a sustainable source of high-grade rice husk from distributors in China. I am looking for a supplier of spark plasma sintering machines that will turn your ceramic powder into engineered products.”

“Wow.”

“You see… we are more than a family defiling each other.”

Angel laughed and looked pleased, probably because she enjoyed orienting me to the ways of my new family. Less than a week in, I was quickly exposed to the inner workings of a debauched generational, old-money Hong Kong family. 

“Can you and your brother do these things Silas has requested?”

“Of course. My father would not ask us to work on any project that wastes time. Silas believes in you and this new technology, so he mobilized the entire family to support you. He also has a soft spot for Meredith, your boss’s wife.”

“I gathered that. Incidentally, he’s my former boss.”

“Sorry… a slip of my tongue. You’ll enjoy more of those later, I hope.”

“I hope so, too.”

“You must find a space for Meredith in your bed while she and Adrian visit. Also, you need a comfortable chair from which your former boss can sit and watch. Consider providing some tissues on a nightstand in case Meredith allows her husband to masturbate.”

“Adrian is a full-on cuckold, then?”

“Yes, and from my observations, he is also a loving and happy one. I shall also entertain Meredith during her stay.”

“Naughty fucking Meredith.”

“Lucky you and me. She is a fabulous lover. Her scissors technique is amazing and gets me off every time.”

I rued wearing a thong because its sliver of a gusset was saturated with my sticky cream. I shifted around uncomfortably, and Angel laughed.

“A thong was a poor choice.”

“I’m flossing right now.”

“You are such a sexy woman, Alice.”

“I’m unusually drawn to you too, sweetheart.”

She set her glass down, took mine, and placed it beside hers. When Angel leaned in, it felt like a first kiss moment because her softness sizzled on my lips long before we touched. My mouth was on fire when her tongue slipped across my lips into my mouth, and body chemistry conspired to mold us together.

She wrapped her arms around my waist, forcing her weight onto mine and pressing me down onto the blanket. The full force of her kiss melted any doubts I had about fucking Angel with her Dad.

“Your Dad wants us to fuck him together.”

“I’d like that too, but first, may I pay homage to my father’s new concubine?”

“What do you mean?”

“I want to be the first family member to go down on you.” 

“Is this for our mutual pleasure or as some ritual you mentioned by use of the word homage?”

“Did my father explain to you from whom we are descended, Alice?”

“No. I didn’t get a family history lesson yet.”

“We are the modern descendants of the T’ang Dynasty.”

“Okay. I’ll need more than that to understand what it means.”

I began to think I might be a little too easy. Angel had placed her palms on my knees and gently spread my legs apart wide enough to reach up my thighs and peel down a drenched thong. She held it aloft, dangling my stringy underwear on one finger, sniffing, while my sticky upper thighs exuded the scent of love. 

“During the T’ang Dynasty, Empress Wu Hu passed a special law concerning oral sex. She felt that a woman pleasuring a man represented the supremacy of the male over the female. Therefore, she insisted all visiting male dignitaries show their respect by pleasuring her orally when meeting. The Empress would throw open her robe, and her guest would kneel before her and kiss her genitals.”

“Are you serious?”

“Never more so, Alice. Father is the bloodline, and if he says you are the new Empress by declaring you his official concubine, then everyone will be kneeling at your sticky, swollen altar, vying for a lick.”

“Going down on me?”

“Yes. May I go first, please?’

“Of course, Angel.”


Chapter Two

Rooftop Liaison

◆◆◆

I wriggled until comfortable on the blanket, staring lovingly into Angel’s eyes. The backdrop to her gorgeous face was a dark sky wearing a colorful hue from Hong Kong’s light pollution.

A few pinpricks of light millions of miles away survived the aura around me, probably Earth’s nearest planets, with powerful luminescence breaking through what was otherwise a multicolor, dreamy haze.

“Is this where you lost your virginity, Angel?”

“More or less exactly this spot, yes.”

“Was Silas a good first time?”

“Silas is always good, Alice. My father is a gentle lover with covering skills like no other. Have you not noticed that yet?”

“He is attentive and kind, very loving, gentle too, and a master of any situation, be it business, bedroom, or social.”

“You are a lucky concubine, but then, I believe Dad has landed on his feet with you.”

“You and I have known one another for less than an hour, Angel.”

She kneeled before gently stroking her fingertips the length of my upper thighs, sending ripples of pleasure from my knees to the pussy lips that throbbed from arousal and overuse. Alice was lost in thought, swirling her head and long hair into a light breeze, fanning the long strands like corn blowing in the night wind.

“It’s true… we only met very recently, but I have such a good feeling about you. I have asked to go down on you out of a need I feel we share.”

“Is that a form of oneupmanship within your family? Do you want to get ahead of the rest or hold me up as some trophy you won?”

“That behavior would not be tolerated in our family, Alice. Mother and father would be furious if I were anything other than genuine about wishing to pillow with you. We take family respect very seriously.”

“Pillow?”

“Fuck.”

“Oh, I see.”

“It is a more polite term. One does not approach a cousin and ask to fuck them.”

“I’m sorry if I sound ungrateful.”

“Ungrateful for me offering you cunnilingus? Oh, you are delightfully funny, Alice. I love licking pussy, and yours is so gorgeous if a little red raw, and sore by the looks of her.”

I reached up and took one of Angel’s hands, isolating a finger and rubbing it gently. She had a sweet, cute, resting facial expression, and I enjoyed staring at her. She smiled, and deep dimples appeared on her cheeks, then a double dip sank teasingly beside those when she blushed.

“What is it, Alice? I’m feeling very self-conscious by your gaze.”

“Will we have fun? I mean, shop, have lunch together, maybe become girlfriends? Is that what you desire? Be honest, please. It works better that way.”

“Yes, but…”

“But, Angel?”

“But, I would also like us to be lovers with my father’s permission if you would like that.”

Angel looked anxious, like becoming my lover was a huge deal for her. I wanted to believe she desired me, but I couldn’t know how much my position in her family hierarchy influenced that.

Angel wrestled her fingers from mine and walked her tips down my thighs until she gently stroked up and down the line of my slit. My pussy was wet, so her finger glided softly along like a wind stroking meaty butterfly wings. She delicately gripped one fleshy, wrinkled, sore pussy lip, pulling gently to increase blood flow, kneading the swollen, damp, sticky flesh between an index finger and thumb.

It felt like Angel was lovingly massaging my engorged pussy lips using a circular motion as she polished each petal from the bottom, where my labia folded into my perineum as a cute ridged spangle, to the top, where the only place to go was my pink pearlescent sticky clitoris.

“I will speak to your Dad about us, Angel. Please don’t worry.”

“Thank you.”

Angel grinned, looking more relieved than I expected. This tender moment between us and a possible future together as casual lovers and good friends was overwhelmingly desired in her mind.

She slowly bowed like a Japanese Geisha girl, hungrily eyeing my dripping wet pussy. I’d received more cunnilingus in the few days of sexual freedom Hong Kong afforded me than in the preceding month, but I always had room for more tongue between my legs.

Angel kissed my sweet, creamy pussy lips softly, almost reverently, and my heart soared while my body trembled on an emotional high that seemed without end. My heart thumped, my head felt intoxicated, and my muscles warmed.

I glanced down between my legs as an entranced spectator to be pleasured by an oriental craft mistress of the lips. Angel plowed a furrow from the bottom to the top of my slit using her flattened, silken tongue, harvesting every drop of my sweet dew, swilling that precious essence around her mouth like a fine wine she yearned for.

I heard steps nearby, then saw Silas, who pretended to tiptoe, not wishing to disturb the excellent head Angel was giving me. She looked up and smiled.

“Is my Dad here?”

“Yes. Do you want him to fuck you?”

“It is your choice, Alice.”

“Okay… can you continue licking me, please, sweetheart?”

“Of course. Your pleasure is also mine.”

“Good girl.”

I had no idea why I called Angel a good girl except that it seemed appropriate in my head at the time. Silas ran his fingers through his daughter’s hair as he passed by on the way to kneeling, leaning into my face and kissing me deeply.

As my boyfriend’s tongue reached in, electrifyingly exploring my mouth, Angel clenched my sticky clitoris around its firm base between her lips and sucked hard. I pulled away from Silas’s kiss, gasping and grinning, wearing a comical expression of utter surprise that had him giggling.

“Angel can suck anyone to an orgasm, boy or girl. She once trained on my cock every night for six months to become the best fellating lover I ever enjoyed.”

“She is doing great work with bruised and raw goods right now.”

“Let her carry on paying homage. You look much more relaxed than when you met my family downstairs.”

“I felt tense, but Angel is a wonderful antidote.”

I sighed, staring into my boyfriend’s gorgeous, kind face while his daughter went down on me. She pressed my knees wider apart, releasing one when her Dad took control of it. Angel got into a rhythm, dragging her tongue along the length of my creamy slit, swallowing cream, sucking my clitoris like a baby pacifier, and swallowing again before descending almost to my anal whorl.

I gripped Silas’s arm tightly, quivering in every sinew and muscle, rising to an orgasm, moaning like a bear yawns when it wakes.

“Fuck her from behind, Silas.”

“Are you sure, Alice?”

“Oh god, yes, please. Make sure your knees are on the blanket to avoid rubbing, but please, please fuck your daughter while she licks my cunt.”

“Stepdaughter.”

“Of course.”

I felt and probably looked as desperate for my boyfriend to feed his cock deep inside my cunnilingus lover’s cunt as a birthing mother is for a spinal tap after she starts crowning. Silas checked my expression several times, making sure I was absolutely certain that he should fuck his little girl.

Angel desperately wanted her stepdad’s cock inside her, eagerly hiking up her dress around a shapely waist while peeling down her panties with one hand. The other hand steadied my lover as she spread my knee wide, continuing her excellent work on my pussy.

Silas calmly dropped his pants and boxer briefs, easing himself onto both knees, lining up a stiff cock with his daughter’s fuck hole. It felt ritualistic, as though we were anointing Angel together, as a couple, dominating and enjoying a court paramour.

Angel arched her back deeply, pointing her slit high, presenting Silas his target in a well-practiced way. She never missed a lick on my creamy groove, giving me the best tongue I have ever enjoyed. My boyfriend gripped his daughter’s waist in both hands, stared at me, and raised an eyebrow, seeking my permission.

“Oh god, fuck her already… umm, is Angel on birth control?”

“Yes, of course.”

“How do you know?”

“We have a database for all that, including girl’s menstrual cycles.”

“Oh fuck!”

“What’s wrong, Alice?”

“I squirted a tiny orgasm pee jet because this is the most decadent sex I have ever had.”

“Angel is a good girl.”

“Do you mean she swallows?”

“She devours.”

I noticed not a drop of my tiny jet wash was wasted, and Angel hungrily slurped the residue pee and hormones from my throbbing pussy lips, also catching a few drops that dribbled into my anal whorl. I was being rinsed and serviced while writhing and wriggling in a steamy cloud of hedonistic pleasure.

Angel chewed my clitoris harder, dragging the solid tip from side to side when her father slid his cock deep inside his daughter’s pussy. I noticed she pushed back hard and whimpered noisy, even with her mouth full of creamy labia, so desperate for Silas’ cock but without losing position on my pussy.

It was an incredible threeway of love, sensitivity, and gentle oral sex for me, but by the sounds of her, Angel was in a spiritual daze, moaning hard as she was masterfully fucked. By way of evidence, Silas grinned at me while bottoming out his cock deep inside his stepdaughter.

“I haven’t fucked Angel in more than a year.”

“Why not?”

“She fell out with her mother and stayed away. Your presence here reunites us.”

“I’m like the United Nations, then?”

“Something like that, my dear, yes.”

He stared down at Angel’s slit while pumping it full of his cock, getting into a smooth, flowing rhythm. She must have been desperate for a good fucking because the girl’s pussy sounded slick and creamy, almost squelching, while she forced her ass back hard, taking everything my boyfriend could give.

Silas was masterful, leaning back slightly from the waist, thrusting the full piston length of his hips in and out, driving his cock home, undoubtedly pressing his glans hard against the petite girl’s cervix, leaving a mold of his cock deep inside her sheath.

When I orgasmed unrestrained, Angel perfectly covered off my pee hole, swallowing precisely as her father said she would. Somehow, she orgasmed, too, but without dribbling a drop of my juicy nectar from her lips onto the floor. I controlled myself, forcing powerful jets, each for three seconds, while I squealed in delight, filling her mouth, hopefully coating her tonsils with my flavor.

Silas grunted, and his body trembled vigorously as he desperately clawed his daughter’s ass cheeks, splaying them wide apart to make sure she got all of his cock each time he pumped it inside her.

While staring into my eyes, my boyfriend moaned loudly, decanting his seed deep inside the woman he raised as a girl. The taboo nature of our threesome fuck session hadn’t escaped me, and I wondered how many more of my boyfriend’s family members I would fuck soon.

When Silas slid his cock out of his daughter’s pussy, she crawled, exhausted, into my arms, grinning and searching for a wet kiss. I tasted my orgasm on her lips and tongue, enjoying the aromatic liquor of my pleasure as I cuddled her.

“Thank you, Alice.”

“You wanted to reunite with Daddy, right?”

“So much… but I wanted you too and meant every word I said.”

Silas looked inquiringly at me while gathering his clothes, dressing, and handing his daughter her damp panties.

“What did my daughter ask of you?”

“Angel wishes us to become close friends and occasional lovers.”

“My daughter is a wonderful lover, as you have seen.”

“I agree, Silas.”

“Then it is your choice. Perhaps you should go on a lunch or dinner date.”

“I’ll arrange it through Wei Lin.”

Angel whipped on her panties, looking like an excited child allowed to stay out late to play with her friends. She kissed me, then her father, and scampered away, making odd, excited squealing noises. Silas offered me a hand, helping me off the ground, whipping me up quickly, right into his arms.

“Was that fun, Alice?”

“Very much, and totally unexpected.”

“She won’t tell anyone about making love to us up here. Angel is happy to be back in the fold, with you and me.”

“Does that matter?”

“I like liaisons to be discrete where possible. Angel’s boyfriend is downstairs enjoying talking with Hermione. I am sure he knows what happened, but I wouldn’t wish to embarrass him.”

“This is a very odd system by which a family is managed.”

“Sex is an extension of love, but only if there is no blood relationship. For men who enjoy cuckolding or wives who wish to be cuckqueaned, we have bulls and mistresses within a closely knit group, managing scandal or disagreements internally.”

“All dictated by you?”

“No. By me and Hermione until today. As of now, that authority is held between us in a partnership where neither can act unilaterally.”

“I must prioritize my life, Silas.”

“I suggest business comes first for a few months. Ease yourself into the family at a pace you are comfortable with. Angel was a pressing matter, and now, resolved by a belly full of my semen and your hormones coating her tonsils, she is a happy girl again.”

“What about Adrian and Meredith?”

“What about them?”

“I’m happy for the business negotiations, but sharing our bed with technology partners? It’s a lot of sex mixing with business acquaintances, and while I rather fancy Meredith, I don’t want to fuck my former boss.”

“Then don’t. You can cuckold Adrian by fucking his wife while he watches.”

“Alright, no… okay, well, let’s agree to talk this through later. Will Angel still stay the night?”

“Would you like her to?”

“No. I would prefer it was just the two of us.”

“As you wish, my sweetheart.”


Chapter Three

Passing The Baton

◆◆◆

When Silas and I strolled back into his Penthouse amid a flurry of family activity, self-consciousness consumed me. Everyone knew something had happened between us and Angel, but none looked judgemental or as though we were seedy.

Angel was already back in the family fold, chatting, laughing, and having fun with most of her family as though no big deal had occurred. I was surprised we hadn’t created more of a stir, but I heard the words helicopter pad and a fabulous lover mentioned as I passed.

I circulated each loosely formed cluster of her family, courtesy of Hermione, who took me by the arm like we were girlfriends or sisters. She was keen to introduce me to everyone, and as I moved like a social butterfly meeting blood relatives, in-laws, and their children, I liked them immensely. Everyone I met was polite and talkative, going far out of their way to put me at ease. 

They were as normal as any other family I’d socialized with, and I was fully relaxed. Suddenly, without deliberate intent, I was alone with Nigel, Hermione’s eldest son, while our drinks were being refilled at the bar.

He seemed coy, clearly fully appraised of mine and Angel’s lovemaking. I wasn’t sure whether he was being polite or feared offending me.

“If you have something to ask or say, please spit it out, Nigel.”

“Are you sure? I don’t know whether you are sufficiently acclimated to our family ways.”

“I’m no shrinking violet.”

He grinned, appraising me in an older man, younger woman I would love to fuck sort of way. I was rampant, mid-ovulation, and emotionally unhinged. My boundaries were out of sight now that I had crossed the old ones long ago.

“Did you enjoy making love to my sister?”

“Oh, you know about that?”

“Of course. You are a big deal in our family. A restructuring of the family hierarchy is underway; father is supporting your business, as are we all, and a line is forming.”

“What sort of line?”

“The line of people vying to spend time with you. You can almost see the line in naughty glances, rigid cocks tenting pants, and the smell of pussy.”

“Do you mean people here want to sleep with me?”

“Only the lucky ones you choose, but even those not selected for the bedroom, will want to have lunch, play Mahjong, or generally hang out. In the coming weeks, you must consider how to manage your harem - to steal an inaccurate term.”

“Jesus, Nigel, everyone here is so forward about sex. It takes a little getting used to.”

“It’s not only about sex. This system our parents devised is the best way to manage generational wealth and give everyone an opportunity for a great life. Childless couples do not seek support from outside the family.”

“They come to Silas?”

“And now you, to make suitable arrangements. As you likely know, two of my siblings were conceived that way.”

“I must ask - why do you all have Western culture names? Aren’t you Chinese?”

“By DNA, we are Chinese. By birth, we are Hong Kong Chinese, and by that right, we are also British passport holders. Adopting Western-style names is a throwback to when the British ran Hong Kong. We were the most influential family, and back then, it was deemed a good idea to have a British-sounding name.”

“Do you have a traditional Chinese name?”

“Hao. My family and friends use this name.”

“Which do you prefer?”

“Either. It doesn’t matter to me. I grew up with both.”

“Which do you prefer when making love… so that I know.”

“Oh, that’s not fair unless you intend to follow through.”

“Perhaps I do.”

“You are quite a tease, Alice.”

“I like you.”

“I hope so, Alice. Making love to you would be an incredible adventure.”

I wasn’t sure what sexual abandonment came over me, but I felt attracted to Nigel. I figured him to be about ten years older than me, extremely handsome, like his parents, and a regular visitor to the gym.

Nigel licked his lips. I saw his cheeks speckle scarlet, his nostrils flare, and he glanced away. I followed his line of sight to his wife, attending to three children aged four to nine, who raced around the room, acquainting themselves with everyone.

She was another Asian beauty with few matching her slender, nubile figure.

“Are you turned on by me right now, Nigel?”

“Yes.”

“Would it be unseemly for us to kiss here, in front of others and your wife?”

“My wife will love it very much.”

“Is she a cuckquean?”

“Yes.”

“How much of a cuckquean is she?”

“My wife will help find me women, watch me fuck them, and clean my cum from a lover’s pussy afterward. Her heart wants what it wants.”

He was heavily aroused with shaking hands and a large tented outline of his cock pressing against his pants. I eyed his wife, who knew what was about to happen, and I was stunned when she smiled warmly and nodded.

“Are you looking at my wife, Alice?”

“I couldn’t kiss you unless your wife consented.”

“Did she give permission?”

“Yes.”

I stepped into his arms, enjoying some gasps of astonishment around the room. I stared into his eyes, enjoying how Nigel expertly moved his hands behind my back, down my spine, until he cupped my ass cheeks.

His wife was fixated on me, staring with wide, sultry eyes that begged me to kiss her husband. She nodded again, almost imperceptibly, but I noticed and turned my attention fully to the man I would fuck in the next few days.

His lips trembled while his expression rippled with all kinds of emotions highs, including lust, fear, and thrill. I had the power, not just with Nigel and his wife, but with a whole room that silenced and spectated my lascivious kiss.

When our lips touched and seared like the sun scorching an alpine valley in the early morning. I felt excited, and my pussy engorged, moistening until the tops of my legs were slick and sticky with hormonal dew.

I slid one hand down his stomach and reached into Nigel’s crotch, gripping his cock, following its thick hose-like shape to his left, rubbing and squeezing the tip of his foreskin. His tongue electrified mine, and we ravaged each other, caught in a passionate kiss far more emotional than I thought possible.

When I opened my eyes, still rubbing his cock hard, I saw Nigel’s wife had joined us and was holding his hand, smiling at me as though a substantial sexual tension were expunged. 

“I’m sorry.”

“What for?”

“You’ll have to take care of your husband’s erection.”

“I’m pleased you enjoyed him.”

When I let him go, the room buzzed with excitement and chatter. Nigel’s wife reclaimed her husband, cuddling him. I glanced down and saw his erection still tenting his pants, and I assumed they would fix that problem after the party finished.

“Nice kiss, Nigel. I am pleased your wife allowed it.”

“I wouldn’t have kissed you without permission, but Emily already had given me that before we came here.”

“Wow. You planned on us hooking up?”

“Not planned… hoped we might start something. If you want more, Emily can join us as well.”

“That does appeal to me, Nigel.”

“Once you settle into your new home, let me know when it is convenient for us to make love. We own a house in the hills with beautiful gardens. Perhaps you and Silas can visit overnight, and we could have dinner.”

“I’ll ask Silas.”

As they filtered out of our impromptu gathering, each guy and girl kissed me on the cheek, saying how much they looked forward to seeing me again. Hermione joined me at the dining table, where I had a coffee and a glass of water to hydrate.

“It’s humid here often, Alice, and the air conditioning sucks moisture from all of us.”

“I’m just about over jetlag, so I feel much better. It was warm on the helicopter pad.” 

“Did you enjoy my little Angel up there, Alice?”

“Very much. She’s an amazing woman.”

“You did her a great favor this evening.”

“I heard there were problems between you and her.”

“Yes, but we don’t discuss what has passed, only what is yet to be.”

“That’s very wise, but I must ask Hermione… why are you so casual about all this?”

“Do you mean the sexual mingling within our family, Alice?”

“No. Silas explained that, and Angel clarified. It’s surprising and takes getting used to, but I can’t understand why this feels like you are handing a baton to me and walking away.”

Hermione leaned back on the red leather bench seat, studying me carefully as if deciding whether or not to reveal her deepest secrets. She emptied the last few drops of Dom Perignon from a beautiful crystal flute, smiling in a motherly way.

“It’s exhausting, Alice.”

“What is tiring you out? The sex?”

“Not at all, in fact, quite the opposite. Do you know that being the first lady in Silas’s family is a real problem for me? It gets boring after you have the romance, early years, business building, babies, breastfeeding, and school years.”

“Silas is boring?”

“I don’t mean it harshly, but yes. Our romance is wilting, and he wants more of the same, powering forward, whereas I want a damn good fucking on a Saturday afternoon with a few lovers and an empty bed at night so I can read or watch a streamed movie.”

“No more romance, babies, long walks on a beach, holidays to lovers retreats, and so on.”

“Exactly. Obviously, I can’t have babies anymore, but his enthusiasm for family, business, romance, and my husband’s general injected energy into life…”

“Exhausting?”

“Yes, my dear. It’s very tiring for me, but it’s perfect for you. I envy you a little because I know what a wonderful journey Silas will take you on, first as his official concubine, then as a wife, if you wish.”

“You are getting a divorce?”

“Not yet and perhaps never. It depends on how things work out between you and him. I have substantial wealth, a list of lovers I wish to try out, and a grand home in the hills looking down on Hong Kong island, so I shall never be far away.”

“It feels as though I have stolen from you.”

“I would much prefer you consider this a gift and know, from the bottom of my heart, I shall be grateful if you exercise kindness and love in every regard within our family.”

After kissing me softly and gazing deep into my eyes, Hermione looked happy, perhaps even liberated. She gently rubbed my fingers with hers, cupped my cheek in her palm, and then turned and walked toward the elevator.

“Where are you going?”

“I have a home in the hills, Alice.”

When the butler returned from seeing Hermione to her car, he smiled, then left me alone in the dining room. When he closed a door beside the elevator and locked it from the other side, I assumed that staff quarters were situated along a separate corridor.

I looked around the romantically lit Penthouse, which had been tidied as though the children who spilled juice and dropped cake were a vague dream. A few smashed crystal glasses and the aftermath of feeding all those people had also been cleaned up, leaving no trace of our party or my kiss.

A noise behind surprised me, and I spun.

“How does my Princess like her new palace?”

“I love it, although the whole week-long journey of getting here has felt disconcerting.”

“Sexual liberation is a goal everyone wants but one that nobody will allow anyone else.”

“You’re talking about the hypocrisy of morality and society’s interpretation of it.”

“How many politicians espousing family values cheat on their partners? How many celebrities declare undying love on X or Facebook only to divorce weeks or months later? We are sexual beings first and foremost, Alice.”

“I know.”

I took his hand, and Silas led me to our bedroom. Everything inside was clean, neatly stacked, or hung up, and I had turned my hand to no hard labor. The clothes I discarded earlier were taken to the laundry, somehow, somewhere, and I had no clue how.

Ludovico Einaldi’s song Experience played softly when Silas connected his phone to the Bluetooth player. I undressed slowly, teasingly, hanging my clothes on the mannequin that seemed to be mine.

My closet was nearly empty, and I guessed Hermione’s exit from Silas’s bedroom was complete, with only her spare room left as a remnant of a great woman’s family reign. I stood naked at the closet door, gazing at the two dozen garments hanging there that were mine.

“Wei Lin and Mei will take you shopping daily for a few hours until you have everything you need. If you need more help, there is Angel, too.”

“And what about you, sweet Silas? Do you have time to shop and help a girl pick nice clothes to impress her girlfriend?”

“Oh, my. I would love to. Hermione stopped inviting me to shop with her a decade ago.”

“Then I shall arrange my shopping trips to fit around your schedule.”

Silas approached from behind like a warm night breeze. His skin felt smooth, like silk caressing and tingling mine, eliciting my goosebumps. I shivered, and he pressed harder into me, warming my back and ass cheeks with a stiff cock probing between my firm pillows.

“Do you need a home for your erection, Silas?”

“Yes, please, if you aren’t too sore.”

“Even if I were, there is no way I would ever deny you sex or love.”

“Even if we quarreled?”

“No matter what, sweetheart, you’ll always be allowed to fuck me.”

I wanted to shower so we could drift out of orgasm and fall asleep, but fucking Silas would be better now; then, we could bathe together and go to bed cum free. When I turned, my lover looked hungry for me, with his eyes full of lust and love.

I gripped both Silas’ wrists and dragged him to our bed, where I turned and crawled up on all fours, stopping when my pussy reached level with the end of our mattress.

“Slide right inside me, honey.”

When my boyfriend gripped my ass cheeks, I was already aroused even though Angel had fully satisfied me at the time. Flirting and making initial arrangements to fuck Nigel and his wife, knowing that other lovers awaited their turn and experiencing the most incredible transfer of ownership between Hermione and me, had wet my pussy.

I smelled of sex, and the trembling muscles throughout my body confirmed my desperation to be fucked by my lover. I wanted Silas to take me, own me, and deposit his seed deep inside me.

When he gripped me around the waist, Silas wasted no time, pulling my creamy slit onto his cock, spreading my swollen, wet lips wide apart, sliding all the way until my pussy was full and he was balls deep inside its warm, tight sheath.

I moaned, pulled the duvet into me, and buried my face in it, biting the cotton while squeezing and milking his cock as hard as my pelvic floor could manage. Despite many other lovers, I wanted Silas to be my prime, beloved, and feel special, but even now, as kink ravaged me with thoughts of fucking his son and cuckquean daughter-in-law, devouring my inhibitions, I didn’t know how viable that was.

Silas loved burying his cock deep inside me, gently rocking back and forth so his glans rubbed. My cervix would ache later, but for now, the feeling of being full of the man I loved felt deeply satisfying. He withdrew his cock slowly, and I whimpered, quivering with delight while he slid the ridge of his swollen glans and bloated urethra along my tightly clenched, soft tissue walls.

When he drove his cock deep inside me, I squealed, filling quickly while shuddering and rising towards an orgasm. He railed me hard, and I squirmed, simultaneously forcing my pussy onto his cock while trying to escape its immense pounding.

Silas splayed my ass cheeks wider open, making sure that each forward thrust filled me with his stiff cock. His balls slapped hard against my thighs, and I squelched, dripping sticky hormones, bathing his cock with my cream that lathered more richly with every resounding stroke of his cock.

He grunted and groaned, then slid his cock so deep inside me that I screamed and orgasmed while he filled me with seed. As I rolled over, glancing down at his semen burgeoning at the entrance to my pussy, a thought struck me.

“I need birth control.”

“What’s wrong, Alice?”

“I only brought one month of my pill. My period is due in two weeks. I’ll need more birth control.”

“We’ll see a doctor after visiting the lawyers tomorrow.”


Chapter Four

A Cuckold Emerges

◆◆◆

Adrian’s Point Of View

I disconnected from my Zoom call with Alice amid overwhelming emotions. My best manager was leaving my company, which was a very dire situation for me but highly beneficial for her. I gulped and trembled vigorously, feeling excited, not about the business opportunity Alice had presented us but by my ongoing cuckolding, paused momentarily so I could take the call.

“I smelled his semen throughout the whole call, Meredith.”

“I’m sorry honey… that must have been distracting. I was just so excited about going to Hong Kong.”

“And seeing Silas again?”

“Well, yes, of course, but also, we can enjoy a romantic break.”

“Yes, we can.”

My wife Meredith grinned mischievously while sitting on the end of my desk with her bathrobe front flaps slightly open. I stared at her knees, then along her silken thighs, almost seeing my prize, her well fucked pussy.

Meredith wore no panties, having scampered from our bed when Alice called. Her lover wasn’t through with my wife yet, and I wasn’t done watching them fuck.

“Are we really going to visit Alice in Hong Kong, Adrian?”

“She’s in the driving seat as far as our Asian distribution strategy is concerned. With Silas in her life, we would be foolish to ignore Alice. I wouldn’t choose this alliance over keeping her onboard, but that ship has sailed.”

“Will she deal with us fairly?”

“Yes. We can trust Alice.”

“She knows you are a cuckold and that I am a Hotwife now. That might change how she sees us.”

“I know. I don’t think she will mind. Alice is sleeping with Silas, and that means she’s had her eyes opened to a world of sexual freedom. I’m sure Douglas has already been dispensed with.”

“You realize Alice will bed me, too, right? Probably with Silas fucking me while you watch the show.”

“Do you want to fuck them both, Meredith?”

“Yes.”

“I look forward to watching then, honey.”

“While we are in Hong Kong, it might feel like you are constantly being cuckolded.”

“I want it, Meredith.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

“We can stop cuckolding at any time, Adrian.”

“Oh, come on… we’ve talked through this hundreds of times. We agreed after the kids were born, you play, and I stay. I’m happy and don’t give a fuck what anyone else thinks.”

“Okay. We’ll continue cuckolding as long as it works for you, husband.”

“It works perfectly well. After five years of watching you fuck other guys, I have no regrets or reluctance to continue. Let’s not mention this again, please.”

“Okay, honey.”

My nostrils flared as a fresh whiff of Jeremy’s semen oozed out of my wife’s fuck hole. He had filled her mouth with his seed twice and fucked her pussy four times in the five hours since their sex marathon had started.

I had watched them fuck furiously in every position possible as Meredith wholly gave herself to a favorite bull, forsaking me. I watched Jeremy own my wife from the comfort of a favorite leather sofa in our bedroom. My wife had abstained from sex with me for over a week during her period and for a few days afterward.

Now, while fucking Jeremy, Meredith was rampant. When he arrived at our front door, my wife dropped to her knees and fumbled with his pants and boxer briefs, freeing my best friend’s cock before sucking him off right there, swallowing every drop of his semen.

“I put on a great show with Jeremy tonight. He fucks me so well, Adrian and his refractory period is less than ten minutes.”

“Oh, I know you like him, and you always put on the finest sex show ever, Meredith.”

“I like all my bulls, honey, but I only love you.”

With her bare ass cheeks pressing hard against my desk surface, my wife smiled lovingly, leaned forward, and kissed me. When her lips parted from mine, she left Jeremy’s salty semen flavor behind. My heart thumped like a hammer on an anvil, and my soul soared with delight when I licked and savored his semen while she propped herself on both hands against the highly polished ebony wood.

“Sorry, Adrian, that wasn’t fair. I never meant to tease you. I needed a kiss from you.”

“Jeremy tastes good, even on your lips.”

“My tonsils and throat are still burning.”

“You could rinse.”

“No thanks.”

Meredith grinned and slowly opened her legs wide, showing me a well fucked hole covered with a semen-matted jet-black pubic bush. I was hungry to eat her pussy, but Jeremy hadn’t finished making love to my wife.

I was leaning in to dine on Meredith when a noise from behind drew our attention.

“Hi, buddy.”

“Hi, Jeremy.”

“Is your wife coming back to bed soon, please? I’m not finished inside her.”

“We both just said the same thing. You really plowed Meredith hard tonight. She has that satisfied glow about her that we both love seeing.”

“I’m not done, but if you guys need a moment, I have no problem waiting.”

Meredith smiled and pointed down at her semen-soaked pussy. Her glistening labia pouted at me with wrinkled tips that looked tasty.

“Would you enjoy a small taste now, husband? I know it’s still early, and Jeremy isn’t done with me yet, but… you, me, here, now… it feels right.”

“Yes, please.”

“Go ahead, darling, clean my creamy hole before Jeremy fucks it again.”

I kneeled to get a better position on her cunt while Meredith shuffled her ass forward to the edge of the desk. Jeremy approached my wife from behind, wrapping her warmly, almost lovingly, in his arms before French kissing.

I watched momentarily while they exchanged the same intensity of passion Meredith and I shared.

My best friend reached down to my wife’s thighs, pressing them wide apart, inviting and helping me get better access to the pussy he already fucked several times. As I bowed closer, Meredith’s pussy smelled overwhelmingly of Jeremy and the seed he had planted deep inside her. 

I drew his salty load off her pubes, clenching my lips tightly at the base of each clump of hair, drawing them through, harvesting Meredith’s creamy treat onto my tongue before swilling and swallowing.

Jeremy’s cum seared my taste buds, raising my humiliation to the point of absolute sexual satisfaction. I loved Meredith so much that it hurt at times, and this reminder that she could belong to another man or woman was the kink that set me free.

My head exploded amid a mist of bliss and joy so intense it was the gods’ envy.

My nose nestled deep in Meredith’s bush while she moaned, kissing my childhood friend, who was also my best man at our wedding. Her pungent aroma flared my nostrils wide open, rippling through my psyche, setting me free from all inhibitions, vanquishing other people’s judgment while more semen leaking from her swollen slit tantalized my tongue.

I plowed up and down her hairy slit, sucking and collecting what creamy treat she yielded. When my wife relaxed her pelvic floor, Jeremy’s seed dribbled liberally from the hole he had taken from me hours ago. I curved my tongue, slipped it deep inside my wife’s pussy, and sucked hard, draining her and him.

My cock felt solid, but I knew my best move to achieve my sexual high was to wait until after Jeremy left so that I could reclaim Meredith with my much bigger cock, making love to her all day.

When I clenched my lips tightly around the base of her swollen clitoris and pulled, Meredith moaned loudly, gripping my head with both hands and hauling my face deeper into her crotch. I sucked gently, pulling her sticky pink pearl as though it were a baby’s pacifier, drawing on her sweet, sticky hormones, a contrast to his salty taste.

I puckered my lips when my wife shuddered, knowing what was coming. When I planted my mouth around her pee hole, Meredith orgasmed, kissing Jeremy while decanting their love into my mouth, squirting jets of nectar with semen mixed in that burned my throat when I swallowed.

I sat back in my chair, panting, grinning at Meredith, who kissed her lover deeply while descending from an orgasm I gave her.

After Meredith gave birth for a fourth time, it took Jeremy months to understand why I needed to be cuckolded and why Meredith wanted to enjoy casual lovers with no strings attached. Once he was comfortable fucking my wife, weekly visits to her bed became a great adventure for us all.

He lifted my dazed wife into a cradle and walked toward the bedroom, stopping and turning to speak to me.

“Are you joining us, Adrian?”

“I’ll be there in five minutes, but feel free to start without me.”

“Oh, I will, buddy.”


Chapter Five

Expanding Sexual Boundaries

◆◆◆

Alice's Point Of View

He leafed through documents highly efficiently, a testimony to his experience. While he worked, Silas and I were entertained by the only sound in the room, a poorly fitted horizontal plastic slat about halfway up the air conditioning outlet emitting an annoying rattle that didn’t bother my lawyer.

He scanned the top of each page for its document title and folio reference, checking that signatures were in order at the bottom. He’d done due diligence on the clauses in between, and I was sure Mr. Chow had caught any errors.

He looked up, catching my eye while tapping a pencil on the table. A red biro was behind one ear. Mr. Chow was sizing me up and deciding what sort of client I would be: needy or easy. 

“You’ll need a proxy to head up the company until Hong Kong residency is granted, Alice. Our authorities are welcoming to foreigners only once they are screened.”

“Will that be Silas in my case?”

“If you wish. It is your choice, not his.”

My Chinese lawyer was a man of few words who exercised sublime efficiency in his eagerness to wrap up the meeting and get to his next client. His slightly disheveled appearance hinted at a busy day, and it wasn’t lunchtime, yet his eyes sparkled with interest. It was our deliberate choice that he didn’t work for Silas and took instructions from me, a decision to safeguard my independence.

He was also refreshingly forthright, which I liked.

“As I understand it, Alice, you have already received one hundred thousand US dollars in an investment from Silas.”

“That’s correct, with more to come in the next few days.”

“Ah yes… another half a million US dollars will ensure you can set up an office, get your business licensing, employ staff, and begin trading in… well…I, err.”

“Silicon Carbide.”

“It’s a powder, right?”

“Yes. Rice husk is digested by an enzyme, leaving a sludge behind, which is processed into a powder that is compressed into the third hardest advanced material on Earth. You can make armor through to automotive high-pressure water pumps from it.”

“Yes, okay… well, you’ll need residency quickly to establish a lease and bank account and to take over the company from Silas.”

I got a thousand-mile stare because knowing the details about my business was too much information for Mr. Chow. He didn’t care what his clients traded in; he only cared that it was legal and that he could account for its activities with the Hong Kong authorities.

I shrugged, then grinned, but Mr. Ice Man had places to go, forms to be stamped, and officious pricks to deal with.

“Email me whatever needs to be done, Mr. Chow.”

“I will do everything for you, Alice. That’s my job and the reason why I seem rude and look like I never sleep.”

He stood, shook my hand, then Silas’s, and left the office. I was surprised by Mr. Chow and his lawyer, cum accountancy business, which looked like a sweatshop of office workers. On the way up, we used the stairs because a long line had formed for the elevator.

While climbing three floors, I saw dozens of people crammed behind their desks, working furiously, tapping calculators, shouting down phones, or typing at least sixty words per minute on keyboards that looked like they had half a box of special fried rice stuck under the keys.

They had barely enough room to turn around.

Some worked under staircases or in hallways, where you turned sideways to walk past crab-like, with your crotch at eye level less than a meter from their faces. Other office workers sat on high leather stools in rows, swinging their asses back and forth with a shelf to perch their laptops, facing panorama windows that looked onto misty Hong Kong harbor.

Every office, corridor, and landing was noisy until the soundproofed door of our airconditioned meeting room shut.

After Mr. Chow left, we stood and walked sideways around the conference table, with my ass almost brushing the window. At the door, I looked back, amazed they fit sixteen people in a space smaller than my childhood bedroom.

“It’s so crammed in here, Silas.”

“If the central airconditioning packs in, they evacuate the building, or people could suffocate, panic, and cause a crush getting down the stairs.”

“Surely this isn’t the normal office layout. The big legal and accountancy firms aren’t like this.”

“No, they all have plush offices with lots of flashy-looking lawyers wearing expensive suits, but after you sign a deal with them, they outsource the grunt work to people like Chow, paying him one-fifth what they charge you.”

“Jesus.”

“Lawyers with three thousand dollar suits don’t run around humid Hong Kong, dashing along flooded alleys, jumping on and off Routemaster busses and passenger ferries, to stand in line for three hours to get a company incorporation form stamped and approved.” 

“I guess not.”

“Welcome to Hong Kong, Alice.”

I was excited because a vibrancy to the city throbbed through me like it revealed a heartbeat. Every desk was piled high with legal portfolios, post-it notes, and see-through twenty-ounce mugs of green tea. A spicy aroma laced the air, and I saw discarded noodle boxes in trashcans with others, full or being eaten at desks.

“Does nobody in this building take a proper break, Silas?”

“We do. Shall we have lunch now?”

“Yes, please.”

Back on the Hong Kong streets, a wave of sticky, sultry humidity struck me as we exited Mr. Chow’s address. A cacophony of traffic, street vendors, passersby using cell phones, and motorcycles elevated my excitement, and my body trembled. When our driver pulled up at the sidewalk outside Chow’s building, Silas held open the door of his stretched limousine for me, and I was pleased to slip back into its cool, soundproofed cocoon.

The long, luxurious car had two leather cushioned seats facing each other, forward and back, but we sat together looking in our direction of travel. Silas opened a chilled lemon Pelligrino from a small fridge and shared it between two glasses, handing me one.

“It’s important to be well hydrated, Alice.”

“Today is very humid, and I feel thirsty. I was surprised Mr. Chow didn’t offer us a drink.”

“It would have consumed more time. Have this drink, and we’ll enjoy lunch. Pace yourself, sweetheart.”

I gripped Silas’ hand, sure he enjoyed our adventure as much as I did. Setting up my first company felt thrilling because it was the start of something new that I could mold without deferring to anyone else’s agenda or authority.

Adrian had been a great boss, but now, I sensed he and Meredith were in cahoots regarding running the business, and that meant promotion prospects were one executive place short. I had never guessed he was a cuckold nor she a hotwife because they had never flaunted that aspect of their lives. Now, with my newfound bedroom antics in full bloom, I was hardly in a position to judge.

I casually glanced down and saw Silas’s cock pressing hard, tenting his pants. I made a mental note to check in on his morning wood daily, doing whatever was needed to relax my beloved.

He caught my eye looking at his cock, smiled, and looked mildly embarrassed.   

“I heard from Meredith by message while we sat in Chow’s office. She asked to join us in our bed, Alice.”

“I’d like that too. I was only thinking about her and Adrian moments ago.”

“Meredith is a beautiful woman and an incredible lover, going relentlessly at it for hours.”

I was contemplating keeping a journal of sexual partners, such was the frequency and variety of our bedroom play. It wouldn’t be a little black book for some future big reveal, but more of a means to track my activities for health and remembering.

“Where does it end, though, Silas?”

“What do you mean?”

“We’re having a fuck fest. My period is due in a couple of weeks, and I understand you enjoy fucking women during that time.”

“I do enjoy period play, Alice.”

“I have never been fucked during my period, but I would love to try. With all these other partners and no break during my cycle, I worry about getting lost in a hedonistic maze, never finding my true self again.”

“We can take a break from fucking other people at any time you wish or stop entirely. The only stipulation we must abide by is our exclusivity once you plan on having a family.”

“Oh, definitely. I only want to conceive children with you.”

“Shall we take a few days off our hectic schedule after we bed Meredith?”

“I don’t know. Part of me says yes, but the slutty, naughty girl inside me says no. Can I think about it, Silas, please?”

“Of course, honey.”

Silas relaxed and rested in his seat, probably a good thing since we were stuck in slow traffic, grinding through the streets and alleyways of a bustling city. I leaned closer to my boyfriend, resting my head on his shoulder while tracing a finger along his thigh.

I giggled and nudged him because Silas’ cock got rock hard as soon as I rubbed it. I glanced at the driver, catching his eye in the rearview mirror. He smiled and nodded, immediately raising the privacy window between us.

When I unzipped my boyfriend’s pants and rescued his solid cock from the confines of his boxer briefs, he gasped and moaned loudly. It flopped out, bounced in my grip, and then reared like a steel pole.

Primal, highly sexualized, and kinky instincts sparked from deep inside me, and my heart quickened. I hadn’t sucked Silas’s cock enough and desperately wanted his semen flavoring my whole day, lingering on my breath.

I was becoming a slut.

Perhaps that sleazy aspect of my character had always been there, and fucking an older, more experienced lover had broadened my horizons. Including multiple male partners and women in our bed had boosted my confidence, as did a rapidly elevating position in Silas’s family, which now drove me toward my business goals.

I brushed my lips softly against my boyfriend’s, staring deep into his sparkling, loving eyes while wanking his cock, stroking it gently along the entire knobbly length with a loose fist. I traced a fingernail up and down his bloated urethra, then did the same, using my thumb, eliciting his wild jerking and noisy moans.

He trembled lightly all over, whimpering while his cock jerked and twitched more vigorously in my hand as I wanked him off. Silas kissed me passionately, as if we owned each other and as though he couldn’t get enough of me. He stared down at his cock when I drew back a sticky, cream-laden foreskin that sounded like a banana being peeled.

The musky hit of his precum flared my nostrils, reaching tendrils of love and lust deep down into my lungs, where they were absorbed, conveying a satisfied pleasure through me, opening up the floodgates to my taboo-inflicted soul.

My panties were soaked, almost to the extent that they leaked my shame. As I stared at my boyfriend, with all my inhibitions released, I desperately wanted two cocks to play with, completely conflicting with my feelings of ten minutes ago.

I was a slutty emotional butterfly, rapidly evolving from egg to caterpillar, through chrysalis to beautiful winged papillon.

I sighed while considering my new boundaries, and all I could think of was no minors or animals. The long-standing behavioral code that had kept me out of trouble for years while immersing me in a far less adventurous world seemed ruined.

“What’s wrong, Alice?”

“I fear I’ve become a slut.”

“Have you already caved on your thoughts of taking things easy after we fuck Meredith?”

“You’ve opened a door inside my sexual being I never knew was there, and I want to explore so many things.”

“You are overthinking this, Alice. We must always be consensual and communicate honestly with each other, but if you need sexual gratification of any description, even now, you must say so.”

“I want to suck a cock while another fucks me from behind.”

“Where do you want my cock to be in this tawdry threesome?”

“Decanting your seed inside my pussy after fucking me hard.”

“So, you want another guy’s cock to suck off while I fuck you, Alice?”

“Yes… but-.”

“Don’t worry about doing U-Turns on sexual kinks, sweetheart. It’s entirely acceptable to change your mind. I’ll have Graham pull over to join us in the back.”

“Our driver?”

“Technically, he is Hermione’s driver and was chosen by her for an exceptionally large cock size. He fucks her all the time. You might want to revisit the plan to suck him while fucking me, though. He’s at least a couple of inches longer and wide enough to stretch you no matter how much cock you had already.”

“Would you mind if I changed my mind and had him fuck me instead of you?”

“Not at all, honey. Let’s have some fun.”

I gasped at my sluttiness, wetting my panties even more when Silas knocked on the privacy window, leaning forward to ask our driver, whose name I had just learned, to pull over, join us, and fuck me. His face lit up excitedly, and Graham looked into the rearview and smiled at me, winking in the most sleazy way that caused my pussy lips to tingle and leak more cream into an already drenched gusset.

After a few more hundred meters, Graham turned into an underground car park, paying on the way in. He found a discrete corner three floors down, where the dim lights and our tinted windows ensured privacy.

While Graham exited the driver’s seat and joined us in the back of the car, I slipped down on my knees, clamped my lips around Silas’s smooth, sticky glans, and sucked off his salty veneer, enjoying the searing of his musky precum across my soft tissues and taste buds.

When the limo door was shut, I heard our driver removing his pants and boxer briefs, so I glanced around and saw an enormous, veiny monster cock, bouncing, almost steaming in preparedness to impale me.

Graham’s cock thrilled me, looking overwhelming, like a primal fuck monster that could impregnate a whole stone-age village of girls in one sitting. He shuffled around the carpeted floor on his knees to get into position, settling when his cock aimed directly at my drenched slit. I slid my lips down my boyfriend’s shaft, absorbing every gnarl on the solid flesh while licking his continuous flow of precum from the slit atop his glans.

When I bottomed out with my lips and nose buried in Silas’s pubic bush, Graham reached up my skirt and caressed my outer thighs until he firmly gripped my panty elastic waistband and began sliding down my sodden underwear.

While sucking Silas’s cock, tightly gripping and wanking around its base with one hand, I massaged his solid flesh with my throat. He struggled with my panties because they clung to the wetness of my swollen pussy lips. When he tugged harder, I hitched each knee up, helping our driver expose my slit as he pulled off my panties.

I was desperate for Graham to fuck me while I gave Silas head, and I especially enjoyed it when he ruffled my skirt up around my waist, exposing my entire ass. He stroked my spine from my neck down, taking me in hand by placing a reassuring, firm palm into the small of my back.

Graham slipped two fingers inside my creamy fuck hole, withdrew them, then fucked me for a few seconds, coating his digits before sucking noisily. The fact he was feeding off me drove my libido upwards until I felt sexually incensed.

As he shuffled forward, Graham nudged an immense, smooth glans against my swollen, dripping-wet pussy lips, parting them wider than any man had. Excitement overcame me as I  worked on Silas’s cock, enjoying how he cupped the back of my head with both palms without forcing my stroke pace.

I slid my flattened tongue the entire length of Silas’s cock, from the tiny slit atop his reddish glans, along his banjo string, down a throbbing, bloated urethra until I sucked his wrinkly balls one by one.

Graham slid his cock deep inside me, and I almost bit Silas’s, screaming as my cunt was stretched wide open. I paused from sucking and gripped my boyfriend’s cock far too tightly while pushing my slit backward, helping a fresh lover open me to new depths.

His throbbing flesh pressed hard against the soft tissue walls of my pussy as I clenched back, squeezing on and off, milking him. Graham’s fingers clawed my ass cheeks wide apart while one thumb covered my anal whorl, rubbing gently. A long drool of his saliva dropped into my crack seconds before he thumbed the ridges of my sphincter, then inserted his thumb inside me like I was a bowling ball.

I couldn’t object to the cock and thumb combination, nor did I want to, as more precum leaked from Silas’s cock, occupying my mouth and tantalizing my taste buds. Graham’s cock inched deeper inside me as my fuck hole became used to its immense girth and length.

I was pleasured beyond compare, with my brain melting into a chasm of pleasure while my body rode waves of tingling, trembling ecstasy.

I deep-throated Silas, bobbing my head up and down his cock, cramming the solid shaft deep inside while milking it hard. When Graham began fucking me intensely, my head fizzled like an effervescence of pleasure had overwhelmed me, emptying all thoughts except those focused on my spit roasting.

The cock embedded deep inside my creamy sheath was immense, stretching me wider than any I could remember. I rode waves of muscle-tensing, almost cramping pleasure that became far more explosive when Graham increased his stroke pace, fucking me like a steam locomotive piston driving into a smooth, well-oiled, tight cylinder.

I wouldn’t tell Silas how much better and bigger Graham’s cock was than his because I loved him too much, and in any case, he probably already knew. I was being railed by a man who made it his business to leave a lasting pressure throbbing inside and tingling all over the girls he covered.

I was royally fucked hard and felt an engorged glans crush my cervix while leaving the shape of every vein, tube, and gnarl embossed into my impressionable pussy walls.

When both men grunted like cavemen, and the car rocked like a fairground ride, I knew they would cum together. My orgasm exploded to a peak frisson of excitement, wreaking muscular havoc through my body as I shuddered and choked on a big cock while choking my screams. Silas’s semen gagged me, and I retched, snorting molten hot seed out of my nostrils while Graham hauled my cunt onto his cock, impaling me balls deep.

Our driver’s seed warmed my insides, and I enjoyed the jerking sensation of a cock spilling the man’s most precious gift deep inside me.

I was a snorting, cum soaked mess at Silas’s end, with more semen dribbling from my pussy hole when Graham retrieved his cock from deep inside me. He had moist wipe tissues ready, cupping my swollen pussy lips that dripped his semen from a well fucked, gaping wide hole.

I slid my lips off Silas’s cock, leaving it reasonably clean, snorting back the burning seed lining my nostrils, cleaning every drop, savoring it, and swallowing. I licked my lips, gathered a few errant spots of cum from my cheeks, and devoured the lot.

I was a dripping, cum soaked slutty wreck but totally sexually satisfied as I rested with my face planted in Silas’s lap while Graham expertly cleaned my messy slit.

I stared into Silas’s eyes with only one question on my mind.

“Can’t we keep him, please, Silas?”

“Graham is a great lover and a fantastic driver. You’ll have to ask Hermione, but I can tell you right now that she will be reluctant.”

“I’m not surprised.”

I kissed Silas deeply, knowing he loved sharing the taste of both our orgasms. He lingered on my lips, enjoying the salty veneer that I hadn’t swallowed while I tucked his cock away, and Graham did the same.

When I sat down beside my boyfriend and our driver returned to his rightful place, I  saw my panties neatly folded on top of the small fridge. I wriggled back into them, impressed that Graham had been so thoughtful.

“Shall we continue to the doctors to arrange your birth control, Alice?”

“Yes, please, and let’s be thankful I’m not having an internal exam.”


Chapter Six

Office With A View

◆◆◆

Getting birth control from my new doctor was simple, but after hastily scribbling out a script, he insisted on doing a complete medical exam. There was no embarrassing internal or need for me to get naked, but by the time he took blood, checked my vitals, weighed and measured, then dragged my entire medical history out of me, I felt exhausted.

After my new doctor was done and paid for, we crossed the narrow street where Silas and I enjoyed lunch in a noodle bar, using a private compartment upstairs. He wanted us to avoid the crush of a two-hundred-seater dining room at street level, which sounded like a baseball pre-game cacophony.

After I swallowed the last of my soy-steeped Singapore fried noodles, my new boyfriend eyed me carefully, weighing my mood. Given the ambiguity of my earlier behavior, I was hardly surprised he checked in on me.

“Did you enjoy our threesome in the limo, Alice?”

“Very much.”

“Do you still feel conflicted about our sexual adventure?”

“Not so much now, although I worry about how others perceive us.”

“Many so-called Puritans are just as kinky as we are, sweetheart. When such people are given half the chance to be themselves, their hypocrisy is brought to light at the clubs Hermione and I frequent.”

“Oh, do tell.”

“I’ll only say that many a gay-hating man’s man can be found bent over a leather sofa having his ass fucked on Saturday night at my favorite club.”

“I often get that same feeling about people who vehemently oppose or keep secret their sexual kinks, Silas. I would never have guessed Meredith and Adrian enjoyed a cuckold lifestyle.”  

“I love Shakespeare’s quotes, Alice, and there is a perfect one for these hypocrites. Although he was a playwright, I believe there was something of a philosopher in him.”

“To thine own self be true?”

“That’s very good, darling, but not the quote I was thinking of, which also comes from Hamlet. The lady doth protest too much, methinks. Although, I feel the word gentleman is interchangeable with lady in this case.”

“Did you and Hermione ever doubt your behavior was safe and proper?”

“We second-guessed ourselves all of the time. We stuck together through everything, Alice, and that’s the secret to winning a life of kinky relationships. If you and I communicate well and deal respectfully in our relationship and with others, we can’t go far wrong.”

“You are right, Silas.”

I drank tea while Silas enjoyed coffee. Quoting Shakespeare and having evolved conversations about life, love, and sex was far greater fun with a man who was more than twice my age than with someone society considered more age-appropriate for me.

I was gently mentored and surrounded by love without expectations, pressure, or manipulation. I felt evolved and ready to take on the world for the first time in any relationship.

“I need to secure offices quickly, Silas. Can you advise me how to do that, please?”

“Wei Lin is heading over here now. I’ll meet you at home tonight. Should anything happen between you and her while out shopping for real estate, please don’t be alarmed.”

“Do you mean if we have sex?”

“Kiss, flirt, hold hands… do as you wish, Alice, with my permission. I will meet with our local Secretary of Security to avoid any risks to your residency. She deals with immigration. I shan’t indulge in anything naughty because this one likes girls and only accepts brown envelopes from men.”

“Are you permitting my infidelity, Silas?”

“We have both fucked Wei Lin, me far more than you. Perhaps you should catch up. She is a wonderful companion, and I can already see her devotion to you.”

The constant sexual undertones to our conversations felt odd but were great fun. When Wei Lin arrived in our dining booth, she wrapped her arms around my neck and French kissed me, followed by Silas. I was in a decadent movie that was set in a not-to-distant, slightly altered reality, pushing sexual boundaries.

Wei Lin headed for the door, then ran back and gripped my hand, entwining our fingers.

“Shall we leave Alice? We shall be quite busy.”

“Yes, please.”

“I have a lot of properties for you to view, and they are all within walking distance.”

I rued having worn heels even though they were only two inches. I saw so many girls my age wearing sneakers or flats, running around Hong Kong’s streets, and now I knew why. Scampering up and down alleys, rushing through small markets, and hopping on and off old London Routemaster busses while moving was for gymnasts, not American girls wearing heels.

Everywhere we visited felt somewhat shabby until, right in the center of Hong Kong’s business district, Wei Lin and I walked out of the elevator and into the forty-second-floor corporate paradise of Lippo Tower II.

“This office has just over four thousand square feet, Alice.”

“How much does it cost?”

“Including management fees, we can get this on a five-year lease for around thirty-five thousand American dollars per month if Silas negotiates hard and calls in favors.”

“Fuck!”

“Yeah, honey. Hong Kong is not cheap.”

“Now I understand why Silas is pouring so much money into my investment fund.”

“This is standard pricing for Hong Kong Island, Alice. If we move out to Sha-Tin, it is far cheaper. As much as half the price.”

“But the address is important here, right?”

“Yes. Being in a plush office on Hong Kong island is vital for credibility.”

She reached around me from behind in the familiar fashion of a lover comforting her girlfriend, gently resting her palms on my stomach. As we stood in the middle of a vast open-plan office, Wei Lin perched her chin on my shoulder and whispered.

“Picture your empire right here, my queen.”

“I am not your queen.”

“You are my queen, Alice. We cannot be lovers without a hierarchy. You are my queen, and I am your hand-maiden, as is Mei. We will travel this exciting journey with you, caring for your every need as subordinates and lovers.”

“Right now, I’ll need a pee if you grip my stomach any tighter. That Green tea was too much.”

She squeezed even harder, and before I could protest, Wei Lin lay on the floor and beckoned me.

“I can’t.”

“You must.”

I was in two minds about whether or not to accept Wei Lin’s offer to sit on her face, but luckily, I spotted the office toilets and made a mad dash for them, clamping my thighs tightly shut while squeezing my bladder until sufficiently constricted.

I had never tried pee play, nor was I inclined to do that with a new lover and close member of staff. As I relaxed my bladder, sighing delightfully in utter relief, I dribbled pee into the bowl. To my delight and horror, my clitoris trembled, rueing a missed opportunity that my mind couldn’t rationalize.

When I returned to Wei Lin, she grinned and pointed at my pussy.

“I love pee play, Alice.”

“I’ve never tried it.”

“I feel liberated and loved when being pee’d on. Maybe in the shower sometimes, you could turn off the water and pee all over me.”

“Jesus, Wei Lin. I don’t think I am ready for that just yet.”

“We’ll see.”

The elevator pinged, and someone I immediately recognized walked onto my floor. My heart dropped, fear gripped me, and the tiny hairs on the back of my neck bristled. He spotted us, pointed, and smiled before walking over.

“Mr. Chen.”

“Hello, Alice.”

“What are you doing here?”

“I am in the market for new real estate. These offices are available, so I came to view them. Are you also interested?”

“You can have them.”

“What, really, without a fight?”

“I have no axe to grind with you or anyone for that matter. What is the point in my setting you and Silas up for a fight over office space? He would surely win, but it is a zero-sum game.”

He blinked, slightly surprised, raising an eyebrow and appraising me with fresh eyes. Mr. Chen was not an unpleasant man when he smiled.

“Hmm… a fight where I lose, Silas wins but without overall benefit to anyone.”

“Except for your bloodied nose, and there is no gain there for me. I need friends, not enemies. The building is yours with my best wishes.”

Mr. Chen looked surprised and lost for words, so he paced around as though inspecting the office space, enjoying the view of Hong Kong Island and its harbor, which I noticed buzzed with boats of all sizes, from oil tankers to sampans and fishing boats.

After a complete circuit, he returned and stood beside me, patiently waiting without speaking. I saw a deep love of his country in Mr. Chen’s expression as he stared out the window.

“I don’t want to fight Silas. You are correct. I would lose.”

“I don’t want to fight you either, Mr. Chen.”

“Can we be friends and business colleagues, Alice?”

“I am sure there is a way to find a win-win, but we must respect one another’s boundaries.”

“Your main concern is China’s use of your silicon carbide technology for military purposes. Am I right?”

“Yes.”

“You don’t like the idea of China using American know-how to create military products?”

“Not only do I not like the idea, but for me and the company in the States who own the enzyme technology, it would be illegal of us to help you or make the know-how available.”

“I can see the patriotic loyalty in your position, Alice. It is commendable.”

Mr. Chen was far more relaxed than when we had met at his campus outside the city on the jungle’s edge, but I was still suspicious. Conciliatory words were frequently a prequel to changing the point of attack.

“Alice, how do you think I would feel if your country took the silicon carbide powder made here from rice grown and eaten by Chinese people, then turned it into armor for your soldiers?”

“My proposal was for no military application.”

“You said no military application by us, Alice. I will assume you intended to export some product back home.”

“Well, yes, but-”

“Are you saying your country can be trusted not to manufacture military products from our silicon carbide powder, but mine can’t?”

I felt flustered because our proposal didn’t cover his indirect accusation. Once silicon carbide arrived in the USA, it would be sold to the highest bidder without discretion on use.

I sighed and conceded the point, seeing only dishonesty if I didn’t.

“Undoubtedly, silicon carbide produced here would be used to manufacture military products back home, Mr. Chen.”

“Of course it would, and I am pleased you are honest enough to admit that.”

“What if we made all products in China and exported them, excluding military products?”

“That works until my country reverse engineers your enzyme, Alice. Then China will do as it pleases.”

“Are you likely to do that?”

Mr. Chen wanted to make money from a project that might massively increase the output of ceramic products to replace steel, increasing his revenues and company value. He looked thoughtful and pleasant, unlike the kidnapper I thought he might become. 

“I won’t make military products from your silicon carbide, Alice, but I am not the one to worry about.”

“Then my business is done for, and these offices are unnecessary.”

I felt utterly deflated because we had reached a dilemma that seemed impossible to navigate.

“You don’t seem like a quitter to me, Alice.”

“The only solution is allowing both sides to use our silicon carbide freely, including military application.”

“Yes, precisely.”

“The American government must be convinced.”

“I think it would be a simple thing for you, Alice. You should tell them we already have enzyme samples and will synthesize our version within two to three years.”

“You are fucking joking?”

“We have so many students in Western universities these days. It is simple to obtain intellectual property when one is determined. Your government doesn’t need students to steal our secrets because you have the world’s best hackers and spyware.”

“So we’re all fucked then, Mr. Chen?”

“No. We can limit the product volumes shipped to either side if you and I work together. We’ll make rollers for steel and aluminum production plants, high-pressure water pumps, and other components. Three years from now, when your technology has been stolen-.”

“Our companies in Hong Kong will have moved on to a new technology. China will swamp the market with silicon carbide; the USA will seek strategic alliances with rice-growing nations like the Philippines, Malaysia, and Vietnam, and silicon carbide will be cheap.”

“Yes, and we shall move on to new pastures much richer, Alice. Early in - early out, make a killing.”

“If we can convince our governments to play ball.”

“Yes.”

“We should propose a tonnage allocation for each side. Both need more silicon carbide as it is, so neither is in a position to say no.”

“They should play ball.”

“Maybe, Mr. Chen. It’s still a long shot.”

He smiled with humility and looked cute, winking with a sparkle in his eye. Mr. Chen had gone from Bond villain to handsome middle-aged Ethan Hawke with a smile and a few facial spasms.

“I am sure Silas’s concubine can get this done.”

“You heard about that?”

“Everyone in Hong Kong has heard about you, Alice. By the way… I want to stress that Silas had no bearing on my decision to visit you today.”

“Not even a little bit, Mr. Chen?”

“Perhaps indirectly. But only because he took you to be his new prime lover for now and a wife soon enough, I would wager. Silas’s actions mean he greatly respects you, as should I.”

“It seems you and I have turned a corner.”

“Yes, we have. Please accept an invitation to dinner at my home for you, plus one, Alice?’

He reached for my hand, raised it, and kissed the back before gazing passionately into my eyes, undressing my soul. I was caught off guard, instantly recognizing the fire and sparkle in his expression and what that meant.

Mr. Chen turned and strolled from my future office to the waiting elevator, chuckling with a spring in his step.

When he was gone, I relaxed, sighing heavily and letting go of my stress. Wei Lin cuddled me like a girlfriend, intimately pressing her breasts against mine, cupping my ass cheeks in her palms, and raking her fingernails deep into my flesh. When she stared into my eyes, I saw her genuine concern for my well-being.

“Would you like to kiss me, Alice?”

“Yes, please.”

I don’t know why I agreed to it, perhaps imagining a girl-on-girl moment might give me the empathy I needed to relax fully. Wei Lin’s lips tasted like vanilla when she pressed hers against mine, a lovely smooth balm that didn’t remove my red lipstick. We kissed for five minutes like teenagers devouring each other, to the extent that I pushed my knee into her crotch and started getting her off.

Instead of pulling away, Wei Lin drove her hips forward and rode my knee, gasping and moaning while I watched love blossom in her eyes. I worried her devotion had gone too far because the emotions she conveyed to me were so overwhelming I feared for Mei and their relationship.

“We should leave, Wei Lin.”

“Can’t you fuck me here, please, Alice? I brought a strap-on.”

“You did what?”

“I have a strap-on cock in my bag so that you can fuck me anytime or the other way around. I want to be dominated by you.”

“Are you serious?”

Wei Lin dipped into her shoulder bag and withdrew a leather harness with a plastic molded front. She fished around inside her bag again and pulled out a six-inch dark cream skin-color latex dildo of reasonable girth, plugging one into the other.

“Please fuck me here, Alice. We could christen your new offices.”

“Are you sure?”

“Look outside, it is dusk, and Hong Kong lights up beautifully. We have a big window here. I can kneel in front of it while you doggy fuck me, enjoying the view of me and the harbor.”

My heart pounded, and my head swam from the decadence of what Wei Lin had asked me to do. She was playing the handmaiden role to a tee, begging me to take and make her mine.

My mouth was suddenly parched, and my voice went hoarse as hormones, and adrenaline swept through me, taking control, begging my brain to engage in the task of fucking my assistant.

While I stood wholly rooted to the spot, Wei Lin undressed, folding her clothes until she was naked. She stood in front of me as a beautiful, vulnerable lover with solid red nipples begging to be sucked. Her creamy slit glistened in the reflective neon lights of a city awakening to indulge in a night of power plays and passion.

By the time I was half undressed, Wei Lin had kneeled, facing the window with both palms flat on the floor while she arched her back into a ninety-degree angle from her slit down to the tiles with both legs spread wide apart.

She was perfectly poised to be fucked in the most submissive position possible, pointing her creamy slit high, tantalizing me. I removed my clothes, including my panties, hoping the leather straps wouldn’t chafe my slit.

I set the harness on the floor, popped my feet into the holes, and slipped the straps up my thighs and around my crotch, buckling everything in place.

The leather strap cleaving open my pussy lips felt okay, but it was nothing compared to my sense of empowerment when I kneeled behind Wei Lin and saw her entire body shudder in anticipation.

“I have lube, Alice. It’s in my bag.”

“Good girl. I hope you will always be well prepared like this.”

“Oh, I shall. I have a foldaway queening stool I can bring some time.”

“Is that for me to sit in?”

“Yes, and I will lie underneath, taking care of you with my tongue.”

“I could have used that today after a nice drive, Wei Lin.”

“Next time, after Silas and the driver both fuck you, I shall clean up the mess.”

I was incredibly aroused, but not in a way that sought my sexual satisfaction. I was already full of semen and going home to a boyfriend who would undoubtedly fuck me hard. As I thought about Silas, I whipped out my phone and called him using a video conferencing app.

“Hi Alice… oh my… are you, umm…”

“Yes, sweetheart. I am wearing a strap-on cock and about to fuck Wei Lin.”

“Oh, goodie.”

“Would you like to watch?”

“Yes, please.”

I handed the phone to Wei Lin to position it with the front leaning against the window and the camera pointing toward us. While I heavily lubricated the skin tone solid latex dildo, she positioned my phone, giving Silas an excellent view of both of us. 

When I was ready, Wei Lin’s head was bowed, and her pussy pointed up perfectly. I dipped my fingers inside her tight fuck hole, enjoying how wet she was. Her pussy aroma ripped through my soul, wringing ecstasy throughout my reproductive organs.

A primal intoxication blew my inhibitions wide open when I swirled my fingers deep inside her tight, wet pussy. I withdrew them when fully coated and held them high, admiring the sleazy veneer on my digits before sucking them clean, enjoying how her sweetness seared across my taste buds like ripples on a lake under wind sheer.

I gripped my cock around its base, feeling the strapon’s steel buckles bite into my hips. I had probably overtightened, but I didn’t care because all I wanted was to fuck Wei Lin.

I pressed the well-oiled latex glans against her swollen pussy lips, which yielded easily, parting aside.  When I gripped both sides of Wei Lin’s waist with clawing fingers, I was excited beyond belief, and she was too.

“Are you ready, Wei Lin?”

“Fuck me, please, my queen. Make me yours.”

“I have never done this, so please tell me if it hurts.”

“Hurry, Alice, please, I need cock.”

A tiny orgasm exploded deep inside me, prompting my first forward stroke inside Wei Lin. I nudged her hole gently, squeezing my latex cock inside, finding her love tunnel, pressing harder while she screamed and moaned desperately, begging me for more.

She writhed and squeezed back hard, tensing every muscle in her body, wringing out maximum pleasure from my cock. Mounting Wei Lin gave me some perspective of a man’s power when he took his woman doggy style.

I liked it.

When my latex cock slid balls deep inside Wei Lin, she squealed loudly, pressing back for more while trembling like a lost doe caught in freezing rain. I had all of the power, and she loved it, trusting me to fuck her carefully to an orgasm.

I withdrew my cock from her fuck hole, and Wei Lin sighed, momentarily relaxing until I drove my hips forward ferociously, taking her again and again, faster each time. I carefully drove my latex shaft deep inside Wei Lin, just as I would want to be fucked by her or Silas. The leather strap pleasured my engorged clitoris, but it was fucking my lover that blew the lid off my climax.

When Wei Lin orgasmed, I drove my cock balls deep inside her, leaned over, and reached around, helping her fingers crush a throbbing clitoris. She squirted hard and gasped, grunted, then pleaded for more, leaking and squelching pussy juices from the sphincter seal gripping tightly around my faux cock.

Wei Lin shuddered and mumbled incoherently in Chinese while tensing every muscle, trembling through wave after wave of ecstasy until her body was exhausted.

While her pleasure subsided, I held my lover tightly, leaving her pussy impaled on my permanently rigid cock.

Eventually, I slid the latex cock out, spilling juices she couldn’t hold in. I sat back, enjoying the view of my lover’s bright pink, drenched hole winking at me.

When she recovered, Wei Lin spun around on all fours, crawled to where I sat, took my cock in her hand, and began licking, cleaning up.

I waved at the camera, enjoying the smile on my boyfriend’s face while Wei Lin licked up her mess.

“Mr. Chen dropped by these offices, Silas.”

“Oh, really? What did he want?”

“Believe it or not, we may have a deal. More work is needed, but it looks very promising.”

“Well done, Alice.”

I saw Silas’s proud expression, so I basked in the warmth of his approval while sitting with my latex cock being sucked by an obedient girlfriend who was on all fours, deep-throating it. I propped myself up on one arm, using my free hand to rifle gently through Wei Lin’s hair.

While my boyfriend watched my cock being cleaned, I stared out at the lights of Hong Kong, including many ships and boats of all sizes lit with flashing lights plying their way into, around, and out of the harbor.

It looked exciting, and I knew then that Hong Kong had captured me forever.

“Mr. Chen invited us to dinner, Silas.”

“That means he wants to fuck you, my dear.”

“I figured that. Does he have a wife to swap for me?”

“A very beautiful one, yes.”

“Then perhaps we should go and clinch the deal, Silas.”

“I think we would be rude not to darling.”


Chapter Seven

A Tawdry Affair

◆◆◆

Wei Lin escorted me back home on the underground rail network, delivering me to the dining table where Silas waited patiently, looking very relaxed. He smiled, stood, and kissed me, looking every bit the attentive boyfriend ready to nurture me after a hard day of working.

With our fingers entwined, my assistant kissed Silas, then me, in a heady, lingering, loving goodbye that tingled on my lips like Szechwan chili. I was sorry that Wei Lin was leaving because I would have enjoyed her in bed with Silas and me.

My boyfriend noticed my sadness and grinned.

“Would you like Wei Lin to join us, Alice?”

“For dinner?”

“More if you wish. She can stay the night. I think you would like that.”

I stared at Wei Lin, who smiled cutely, like a bratty schoolgirl who wanted to kiss her first crush. Her closeness in bed appealed to me, not for me to make love to her but for Silas to enjoy while I rested and watched live porn in our bed.

I had been fucked relentlessly for days and needed a break, but that would be too much to ask the man who had waited all day to make love to me.

“Must you get back to Mei tonight, honey?”

“Not necessarily, Alice. Mei has her sisters over for dinner; they will sleep the night. I don’t get on so well with her siblings.”

“Would you like to spend the night with us, then?”

“Yes, please.”

Wei Lin ushered me to sit beside Silas, then sandwiched me closely, beaming like a morning sun vanquishing the final shadows lingering on a brightening day. I felt happy and laughed, to which she looked worried.

“Is there something wrong, Alice?”

“Not at all.”

“Why did you laugh?”

“You feel like my girlfriend.”

“Does that displease you?”

“It makes me very happy, Wei Lin. I am thrilled you will stay the night.”

“Thank you. I feel we haven’t had enough cuddles since you fucked me with a strap-on earlier.”

I laughed again, and she looked at me with pleasant curiosity. Wei Lin had been a bedfellow of the Churchill couple since she was twenty years old, making that sexual dynamic with them work while maintaining a romantic relationship with Mei.

I wanted to understand how, why, and what hidden psychology underpinned this world of consensual non-monogamy, but it was still early days in our relationship, and observation with experience were the best forms of learning.

Silas had our chef deliver an evening meal that was somewhere between dinner and supper. Our staple was a large bowl of chicken noodle soup, of which I mostly took ladles of delicious, steamy broth, leaving behind noodles, preferring to dip quarters of vegetable spring rolls into it.

My boyfriend studied me, smiling, looking coy and super observant. He set down his spoon, rested back in the chair, and eyed me, chuckling.

“What is it?”

“Alice is curious about us, Wei Lin.”

“Why?”

“Because we share one another sexually, even with a dash of romance thrown in. It is not normal in her culture, although polyamory and consensual nonmonogamy are on the rise. Our extended sexual group and promiscuous ways are a fascination for her.”

“But we never go too far, Silas. Love is one thing, romance is another, and sex is yet more separated.”

“Exactly, my dear. I believe my girlfriend is tired tonight and has invited you into our bed for my enjoyment, after which she will prefer to cuddle you because your skin is like silk, and you feel soft and gentle. Is that not so, Alice?”

I was a deer caught in the headlights of a car driven by both of them, shivering with arousal that warmed my panties, directly resulting from the taboo nature of our conversation. Discussing romance, love, and desire in such an open way felt refreshing.

I was pleasantly surprised when Wei Lin leaned in, popped her hand gently on my knee, and stroked upward. She gazed into my eyes with a warm tropical storm rolling through hers with warm rain and streaks of intense lightning, conveying a thunder that rolled through my reproductive organs, intensifying when her lips brushed against mine.

Wei Lin tilted her head back and smiled excitedly, seeming genuinely eager to make love to my boyfriend, substituting for me.

“Is it true, Alice? Am I to replace you by fucking Silas tonight?”

“Yes, please.”

“Will you watch?”

“Most definitely, Wei Lin. I expect you to perform exceptionally for both of us.”

“Oh, I shall. I promise not to let you down. May I bathe you beforehand? If you are tired, perhaps some pampering might help. You could watch TV while I do your nails.”

“How do you keep going all day with endless energy, Wei Lin?”

“Hong Kong has a frantic pace that drags you along. The city becomes your energy if you stay in its flow long enough. I sleep soundly, meaning I need less sleep time than you do if you are restless. When was the last time you had a good massage?”

“When Mei gave me one a few days ago.”

“I go most lunchtimes to a parlor and sit in a massage chair, eating my lunch and watching YouTube on my phone while having my shoulders, head, and feet massaged. It’s equal to a few hours of sound sleep.”

“That sounds like the best sort of lunchtime.”

“I could ask Mei to care for you daily if you wish, Alice.”

“Yes, please.”

“I’ll call her right away.”

Wei Lin got right on it with enthusiasm. After chatting excitedly with her girlfriend in Cantonese for a few minutes, she set the phone down and grinned broadly.

“Mei suggests if you use the gymnasium in the morning, she will arrive after that session, bathe, massage you, and help with dressing and make-up.”

“Oh wow… how will that work with you… umm…”

“Sleeping over with you two?”

“Yeah.”

“It is no problem for us. You already know Mei permits me to play with either or both of you anytime.”

“Does she do the same… sorry, I’m curious.”

“Of course. Mei has many lovers.”

I stood and left the table, meandering around the room carrying an oversized wine glass, sipping its soothing nectar frequently. I watched Silas and Wei Lin kissing, amazed that I felt absolutely no jealousy while they got stuck into each other. A pianist who visited daily for a few hours played relaxing lounge jazz, which inevitably drew me to him at the panorama windows, where I could look out onto Hong Kong harbor’s bright lights.

When Wei Lin came up from behind me, she took my glass, set it down on the floor, and unzipped my dress, sliding it off me until I stood naked, aside from my underwear. She melted her nakedness into mine, reaching around my midriff, tantalizing tickly muscles there before sliding her fingers inside the front of my panties.

“What are you doing, Wei Lin?”

“You must have an orgasm before bedtime, Alice. It will relax you, so I’m going down on you right now.”

Wei Lin was already naked when she kneeled, slipping her hands around from the front to the sides, hooking her thumbs into my panty waistband before sliding them down. My damp gusset reluctantly released both sticky labia, and I soon stepped out of the tawdry underwear in need of laundering.

My girlfriend shuffled around on her ass until her back pressed flat against the glass, and I stood inches away with my legs spread wide apart and creamy pussy poised inches above her mouth. The last thing I saw before Wei Lin went down on me was the deeply satisfied smile of a woman about to enjoy her dessert.

While I shimmered in the moonlight, rippling with pleasure and radiated love, I felt Silas arrive from behind on a soft breeze, invigorating me with his distinctive aroma, twitching my nostrils and beguiling my soul. While he planted soft, wet kisses along my shoulders and down my spine, Wei Lin hitched herself higher against the glass, used her fingers to peel my pussy lips apart, and plowed her flattened tongue slowly up my creamy furrow, cleaning the sweet sticky mess that had proliferated there.

Wei Lin whimpered, then moaned while I gasped and rolled my head while Silas massaged my neck gently, easing the stress of my meeting with Mr. Chen. I closed my eyes and saw my erstwhile arch-enemy licking my pussy while I dined on his cock, swallowing his semen before resting, then fucking him.

Soon, I would have Mr. Chen’s semen inside me, a remarkable turnaround in our relationship. In my most profound hedonistic mind, it felt like fucking him would be a moment when we sealed a friendship that might always have existed but for our stubbornness to negotiate.

“Silas, I want to fuck Chen. It settles things between us, and we can become friends.”

“I know, nothing seals a business partnership than a belly full of seed that stays with you for days. I feel that is wonderful progress, Alice.”

“Am I a slut for even thinking this way?”

“Nope… we’re just enjoying our best lives and not living vicariously through online porn.”

I shuddered because Wei Lin was lapping my soft tissues inside the hole Chen would fuck in a matter of days. Suddenly, I wanted to be on the best form to fuck my new business partner, besting him in bed while my boyfriend reamed his wife.

“Is your cock bigger than Chen’s?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

“Why is that good?”

“We will leave in the morning after fucking them sexually victorious.”

“Yes, my dear, we shall, now please, relax.”

While Silas continued kissing my neck softly, he wet a finger, spread my ass cheeks wide, and pressed its tip against my anus, gently rubbing around the ridges of my naughty hole without penetrating my tiny sphincter. I moaned loudly, not least of all because the simultaneous dalliance of my pussy and ass was a spectacularly relaxing duo. Combined with our pianist’s excellent playlist, I was swept into a meditative state. 

Having my puckered whorl softly fingered felt so lovely that I would have gladly let Silas fuck it and cum inside, but my lovers were all about my satisfaction. I relaxed, enjoying the moment when Wei Lin gently clenched my swollen, sticky clitoris between her firm lips, sucking and drawing her from the puddle of skin that protected her.

“I’m gonna cum soon, Wei Lin.”

“Good. Make it a good one, please, Alice. Squirt in my mouth.”

“I need to pee quite desperately.”

“Even better, Alice. We talked about this.”

I shivered in an effervescence of excitement because I had heard that orgasmic squirting ejected a combination of pee and hormones rapidly by muscle contractions, overstimulation of my sexual glands, and compression of my bladder. Knowing I was desperate for a pee, I couldn’t help but think doing that in my lover’s mouth debased us both.

When I shuddered and tensed every muscle, fizzling in pleasure, crying out my joy while slapping the glass windows with both palms, the first powerful jet of unicorn nectar squirted out of my pussy. I sensed Wei Lin’s deep satisfaction through her desperate whimpering and trembling, puckered lips that sealed perfectly around my pee hole while her fingers clawed open my ass cheeks for my boyfriend.

Silas pressed past my sphincter seal, sliding his finger a half inch deep inside my back passage, up to his first knuckle, just enough to rub the nerve cluster that powered my orgasm higher.

I squirted a little and often magnifying my orgasm by constraining my bladder while Wei Lin sucked gently, almost milking my nectar. I was in absolute ecstasy, tossing my head and hair wildly, trembling up and over each tumultuous wave of orgasm that tensed every muscle, warming me on an adrenaline ride to Elysium.

Suddenly, I lost control through a combination of each lover pressing or sucking my nerve endings until my unicorn pee flowed like a river of love into Wei Lin’s mouth.

They held me steady through my shuddering orgasm, into the warm descent to aftercare and an abyss filled with love, sharing the load when carrying me to the shower.

After Wei Lin bathed me, I played soft music from my phone and watched my darling Silas fuck my assistant while I held her hand, rubbing its back with my thumb, grinning at her while she eyeballed me, conveying the power of a massive orgasm when it came.

When Wei Lin slid her pussy off my boyfriend’s cock, she carefully mounted my lips, straddling my face like she would a bicycle seat. I saw an enormous glistening white teardrop of my boyfriend’s semen balloon from her well fucked sticky pink hole and slid my flattened tongue under the salty load, collecting and swallowing the unexpected treat.

I spent ten glorious minutes cleaning my boyfriend’s seed from my lover’s fuck hole.

I slept better than ever, spooned from behind by Silas while holding Wei Lin in my arms. Sleeping with another woman was a nice change because she moved around less, purred rather than snored, and I felt comforted by her nipples rasping against mine.

When I woke, Mei sat on our bed, staring at our naked tryst, smiling.

“You missed the gym, Alice.”

“I know. I’ve never slept so well.”

“Wei Lin can have that effect on girls, especially me.”

“Did you sleep okay, Mei?”

“Yes, like a log. Have no concerns about me, Alice. Now, shall we bathe you?”

“Yes, please.”

I showered without Silas and Wei Lin, enjoying Mei’s nakedness while she scrubbed me all over, from between my toes to double conditioning my hair. She never shirked an inch of my body, fingering my anus gently before washing my pussy with a neutral ph soap and a natural sponge.

Next came a dry massage with powerful fingers administered through a light towel across my body, easing my muscles while I watched my boyfriend and our lover frolic playfully in the shower I had just left. Wei Lin bent over, and while Mei and I spectated, Silas slid his morning wood deep inside the girl whose pussy I had cleaned up the night before.

After Silas decanted his seed inside her, Wei Lin faced me, grinning, squatting low, and fingering open her cunt so I could watch my boyfriend’s seed sluice out of her gaping wide hole, washing down the drain with soapy water. 

We breakfasted together like friends, lovers, and somehow, something more profound that I couldn’t put my finger on. When I left the Penthouse with Wei Lin, Mei massaged my boyfriend on a portable bed.

I eagerly encouraged Silas to fuck or play with our spa girl as much or little as he wished.

We shopped for more clothes, buying mostly semi-formal as evening wear at home while dining with guests or for the office and the many power meetings I would soon attend. Silas’s driver dropped us at our new offices, which had been secured by a five-year lease overnight.

“Mr Chow was busy last night on your behalf. The lease is in Silas’ name and includes all payments. I have arranged for us to meet with a fit-out company to discuss furnishings. Also, an IT specialist will come by.”

“I’d like Apple Mac desktops if that’s okay, Mei.”

“Doesn’t everyone?”

“They are less versatile for some things but more secure and a better user experience.”

“You won’t have to worry about user experience here, Alice. Our staff will work around the clock should you require it.”

“No more than eight hours a day, five days a week, Wei Lin.”

“That’s not very Hong Kong.”

Wei Lin stared at me aghast as though I had smashed a cardinal rule apart. I was acutely aware of the differences in our working cultures, and since my assistant would be pivotal to managing the company, I needed to tread carefully.

“People can’t work for more than eight hours without a negative mental impact and enormous drop off in their cognitive performance. It’s a medical fact.”

“Some people will sleep at their desks, Alice.”

“That’s even worse. I want staff to be well-rested before they start work, take frequent breaks throughout the day, enjoy lunch, and drive hard till the bell rings at 5 p.m. If people can’t finish their work in eight hours, they won’t finish it in ten or more.”

“Are you sure about this, Alice?”

“Trust me. It is the only way to win in the long term, and honestly, I don’t want to own or work for a company that treats people like battery workers.”

“I’ll explain to our staff that your culture works differently and that they should adapt.”

“Why not do it differently, Wei Lin? Gather our staff together once we recruit them and ask what their best working day looks like?”

“They will want to start an hour early and leave an hour early to miss the public transport crush.”

“Then make our working day their choice and have them own the responsibility to start and finish on time. Usher everyone out at the close of business, lock the offices, and suspend all work email accounts until morning.”

“That’s pretty savage, Alice.”

“I’ll leave it to you, Wei Lin. If you don’t believe it can work, let’s not bother doing this at all. I am sure Silas can sub-let my offices. I’ll be damned if I’m going to be a slave driver, making people miserable and have them talk about what an utter cunt I am.”

“Are you serious, Alice?”

Wei Lin was stunned while I smiled cutely, ensuring she knew I was deadly serious.

“You’ll be dead trillions of years before the Universe ends, Wei Lin. Why spend more of the time you have left slaving in an office when you don’t need to.”

“Will we make money?”

“More than you can imagine.”


Chapter Eight

Maid In Hong Kong

◆◆◆

After a visit to the office and a long afternoon shopping for the bulk of my wardrobe, I reached home. Wei Lin dropped me off in the hotel foyer, where our butler met me. He was waiting, which impressed me because Silas didn’t need to send him to help with my bags.

Standing in the elevator with a man I wasn’t in a relationship with who had recently resoundingly fucked and cum inside me felt odd, sleazy, and surprisingly nicer than I expected.

He smiled respectfully, so I walked closer and reached into his crotch, feeling the big cock that had stretched my pussy wide. I cupped his stiff girth and stroked him in the style of masturbation while pulling my bottom lip like a slutty cheerleader who needed cock to rid her of premenstrual cramps.

I gave our butler a cute, encouraging smile when he rose to the occasion.

“There he is. You have such a lovely cock.”

“I am always available to you, madam.”

“I know. Silas told me that. I have premenstrual cramps and have always found the largest vibrator in my collection to offer the deepest relief.”

“I hope to be of service in that regard, madam.”

“I hope so, too.”

His eyes sparkled and were full of passion for me. I also felt that excitement to have me through a slight trembling of his shaft, which was thick, long, and very stiff in my hand. He smiled with an expression filled with wanton desire, but he would never ask to fuck me first, which was also something Silas told me.

“Can you be available to me soon? Perhaps this evening?”

“Call when you need me, madam. I will come.”

“Quite literally, I am sure.”

Our butler had a bigger cock than Silas and the chef but not so much length and girth as Hermione’s driver. I was becoming used to the sexual freedom my new boyfriend preferred in his life, embracing it even and enjoying myself as a slut. I suspected Mei had fucked her master all day, and that little semen and performance remained in my boyfriend’s libido for me.

When I entered his apartment, Silas stood on a small platform, agonizing over the fit of his new suit while a local tailor pinned and chalk-marked it. Mr Sam was a famous Hong Kong outfitter reputed to hand-finish basted suits from England. The previous day, my boyfriend had gone into great detail about how highly skilled migrant Jews traveled to the UK and founded the world-famous bespoke suitmaking street, Savile Row.

These skilled tailors, who had amassed wealth through their craft, faced a unique challenge. Unlike large sewing houses, they had no system to pass on their knowledge and skills to the next generation. As a result of being successful, their hand-sewing production capacity gradually dwindled, and they became less motivated to slave in a basement below the shop until midnight.

Mr Sam himself visited Silas on demand, and now, after blowing me a welcoming kiss, my boyfriend nodded to his friend and tailor.

“Ask Mr. Sam how many Savile Row Tailors he makes suits for, Alice.”

“I still don’t understand it, Silas. London to Hong Kong is a long way to send fabric for hand sewing.”

A pleasant-looking, older Chinese man smiled at me as though I were a child, and I knew that despite my tiredness from shopping, he needed to explain the process to me. It meant a great deal to a master craftsman that everyone understood how they worked their magic.

“In England, they measure the client, then mark those dimensions on the fabric using chalk. They cut and roughly assemble the suit panels without closing the linings and fit the basted suit to the client, adjusting everything.”

“Okay, then what happens?”

“They send the bundle to my factory where we hand-stitch armholes, neck, and back as a minimum, machining the rest.”

“It seems very expensive.”

“We put one hundred or more hours into one suit, which retails for four thousand dollars. It is cheaper and much better. A hand stitch is far looser than machined, so my gentlemen can stretch and bend more easily.”

I nodded because the explanation was more information than I could process due to brain overload, although it was fascinating. I kissed Silas, flung my shopping down nearby, and collapsed onto a chaise longue, panting for a glass of water that arrived seconds later. Silas, who saw my thighs and probably partially up my dress, eyed me from top to toe, shooting me a lewd expression. 

I laughed and wagged my finger playfully in his direction.

“Don’t get me turned on if you can’t follow through, sweetheart. I’m guessing Mei left recently, having serviced you all day?”

“Mei bathed me after enjoying a wonderful day together and left half an hour ago with a creamy treat inside her for Wei Lin.”

“How many times?”

“Six.”

“Jesus. You must be tired, honey.”

“Give me two hours, and I am all yours, Alice.”

“I wanted less of a wait, but okay.”

I stood and picked up the shopping bags my maid hadn’t already taken to our bedroom. Silas shot me a strange, sleazy look, glancing at the butler, who had retained his erection, evident from the tenting of his pants. I followed my boyfriend’s eyes back to me and knew Silas was bursting to say something.

“What is it, honey? Spit it out.”

“If you need relief, I don’t mind if you enjoy someone else.”

“Oh my… okay, I see. I kind of started something in the elevator, and I would love to see it through.”

“It’s up to you, Alice. Would you like to do that?”

“Umm, yes.”

“Who will you fuck then?”

“Our butler.”

He knew who it was but wanted to hear me say it. Suddenly, the room’s atmosphere changed. Two maids, a tailor, our chef, and a butler who wanted to fuck me were silenced but continued with their work. I trembled, feeling suddenly and overwhelmingly sexually invigorated, desperate to have a stranger fuck me.

I thought about Meredith and Adrian, who must have boarded a flight from the States by now. Within twenty-four hours, they would arrive, and my boss’s wife would become my lover. I couldn’t wait to kiss Meredith, suck her nipples, and sit on her face feeding her my pussy after she fed me hers.

Mr Chen would follow soon, joining the long line of men who had fucked me, and I enthusiastically looked forward to my first enemy-to-friend lover. I wanted so badly to fuck him harder than he did me, winning him over into a long-lasting friendship. Having started off hating him, I softened, and now, it seemed like a night of lovemaking would reset our relationship perfectly. 

“May I watch you two fucking, Alice?”

“Of course. I would love that. Join in if you like.”

“Shall I instruct a maid?”

“To do what, honey?”

“You still haven’t taken them as your own. At least let one of the girls clean you after this fucking.”

“Oh my… this is fucking crazy horny, Silas.”

“I know.”

“Is your cock very sore from fucking Mei?”

“Yes.”

“Then let’s do this. I need a big cock to stretch me after the long day I had. One of the girls can clean me, then we can snuggle and talk.”

“Lovely idea, Alice.”

While I soaked my panties in a sticky veneer, Silas nodded to a pretty, young maid who couldn’t have been more than eighteen. He spoke to her in Cantonese. She smiled and bowed, bringing her palms together before trotting away, I assumed to prepare my boyfriend’s viewing position.

Silas never said a word to our butler, glancing at me.

“Stephen is yours to command, Alice.”

“Thank you, Silas.”

I appreciated that Silas always put me in control of my lovers, offering permission and never pushing me into a situation where I felt obliged or forced to fuck someone. He wanted to watch Stephen fuck me because my boyfriend’s cock had become so stiff the tailor was removing the suit since it was impossible to chalk his trousers accurately.

I stared in my most slutty guise at our butler for nearly half a minute, raising his expectations before beckoning him to follow. I felt it necessary to fulfill his needs rather than use him for sex. I wanted Stephen to have a great time inside my pussy, leaving feeling contented, and that meant a measure of seduction was needed.

“Come with me, Stephen. I have honest labor for you to perform.”

“Yes, madam.”

“My boyfriend will join us soon. I hope you have the stamina to last the course as you did before.”

“I have slept with nobody since our last time, madam.”

“I look forward to you filling me, sweetheart.”

Inside my bedroom, I quickly undressed while Stephen stood drooling and staring at me in the cutest puppy dog way, unsure what to do next. I stepped close, slipped my hand back onto his crotch, gripped his cock, and leaned up a few inches to kiss the man about to fuck me.

He was excited, breathing rapidly with dilated pupils, adding to my anticipation. I wanted a big cock to fuck me hard and cum inside before the maid standing beside my bed cleaned the creamy slit my butler would leave behind. Stephen’s lips brushed against mine like silk: soft, warm, and very pleasing. Shadows flickering in the corner of my eye suggested Silas had joined us and was already sitting beside our bed.

I wrapped my arms around the butler’s neck, wanting to give him a whole girlfriend experience while teasing my boyfriend. I wondered how far towards cuckolding we had swung, figuring Silas was a voyeur in this scene and that my taking another man was not his humiliation.

As though to make the point this wasn’t cuckolding, I undressed Stephen and led him to our bed, stopping to kiss my boyfriend on the way.

“If you wish, please join in any time, Silas.”

“I’ll enjoy watching you perform, sweetheart.”

I crawled onto the bed as seductively as possible, giving everyone a great view of my damp slit. I slowly turned to face Silas so he could see my face and Stephen mounting me from behind. My maid stuffed a pillow under my midriff while I pointed my ass as high as possible, presenting a sticky, creamy slit, desperate to be fucked.

“Li. Please bring me a sample of madam.”

While Stephen climbed onto our bed and kneeled, getting his solid cock lined up with my pussy, my maid trotted around, leaped up, and kneeled beside me. To my astonishment, she deftly slipped two fingers into my slit, spreading my swollen labia wide before sliding up and down half a dozen times, masturbating me.

I smelled my hormones that twitched through flared nostrils, driving my libido to new heights. After she enjoyed a taste of my nectar, Li slid two fingers deep inside my fuck hole, eliciting my moans and a very long, satisfied sigh.

She swirled her fingers around inside me, withdrew them, jumped off the bed, and offered her sticky-coated digits to my boyfriend. As I watched him transfixed by my slick ambrosia with a beautiful smile, an orgasm was born somewhere deep inside me where tingling pleasure rippled out to every part of my body.

When Silas licked my maid’s fingers cleaned, he never averted his eyes from mine, which sparkled like diamonds, when Stephen gripped my ass cheeks, clawing me wide open, ready to be fucked. I pulled hard on my bottom lip for Silas’s benefit, inhaled deeply through flared nostrils, and stared at my boyfriend, enjoying the moment our butler broke my pussy seal and slid his giant cock deep inside me.

Silas enjoyed my contorted expression, grinning from ear to ear.

“Does Stephen’s cock feel big inside you, Alice?”

“Yes… much big… nice, oh my. Fuck!”

“Does Stephen fill your pussy, my dear?”

“Yes… I like him… but I love you.”

Silas was in my thrall, not in the slightest bit interested in our butler, only with eyes for me. He studied my passionate facial expressions that rippled and ripped as Stephen fucked me harder, enjoying the lewd contortion of deep brow furrows that intensified each time my lover slid his thick, long cock, balls deep inside me.

I eyed Silas, even as my lover’s veiny cock and bloated urethra embossed their shape against my soft tissue walls that squeezed back hard, massaging him. I squeezed my nipples momentarily until my maid saw and took over. She wouldn’t know that my regular premenstrual breast soreness had come on earlier in the day and that her rolling of each solid nipple between her forefingers and thumbs was enormously therapeutic.

The initial cramping of my period, still a week away, was salved by Stephen’s giant cock as he reached depths inside me that Silas couldn’t quite massage with the tip of his. I gasped and squinted at Silas, reaching my hand out until he clasped it tightly.

I pushed my slit back hard, enjoying how Stephen’s stroke work felt like he fully impaled my pussy on his cock, every time he slid deep inside. He was an extraordinary lover, and I wondered whether offering a tip from time to time for excellent service rendered might be appropriate.

He sped up, slapping his balls against my thighs while desperately railing my cunt, clawing my ass cheeks wide apart, grunting while I squeezed back, milking his shaft. When the moment came for his orgasm, Stephen sent his cock balls deep inside me and stopped, and I stared at Silas with all the love in the world.

“I feel his cock twitching deep inside me. He’s filling me with seed, honey.”

“You are such a good girl, Alice.”

“Mmm, hmm.”

My orgasm swept through me in such an enormously lifting way because the cock inside me had fucked my hole delightfully and deeply while I watched my boyfriend, who immensely enjoyed the sordid scene. Stephen’s cock shuddered inside me, and he cried out desperately as the most profound pleasure had occurred to him.

Holding Silas’ hand and eyeballing him while Stephen filled me up with his semen had to count in my top ten erotic moments.

My lover unceremoniously slid his cock out of my fuck hole while my maid took over, fully dressed and enthusiastically parting my ass cheeks wide, ready to clean out a sticky, salty mess. Since I was still pointing my slit high and gravity was doing what it usually did, I knew she would have to wait, change my position or ask me to push, squeezing her creamy treat out.

When her thumbs gripped the ridges around my anal whorl, and she prised my back passage wide open, I groaned with delight and relaxed for what pleasure was about to come. Stephen, having satisfied my pussy, left little other than a creamy mess inside my gaping wide hole for Li, who focused first on my most taboo place, which it seemed was about to be rimmed.

Li’s tongue was powerful, and she slid it easily inside my back passage, squeezing my sphincter open with her thumbs, licking the nerve cluster inside there while I ripped through another orgasm. While Li’s face was buried in my ass, her hands reached around, and her fingers quickly found my sticky clitoris. She pressed my throbbing pearl hard, reviving the climax Stephen had left fizzling.

It was like water hitting hot sauna rocks.

I came hard, gripping Li’s tongue with my sphincter, almost wringing the blood out of Silas’ fingers. Li tongued my asshole for a minute, maybe more, while every kinky taboo in my body was freed, and then, when I felt semen ooze from my gaping wide fuck hole, she flipped me over and sucked my swollen labia into her mouth, cleaning Stephen’s cum.

Silas leaned over, holding my face between both hands, French kissing me hard as one wave of pleasure rolled into another, and I filled Li’s mouth with Stephen’s semen and powerful squirts of my unicorn pee. I squirted hard and shamelessly, but she covered that easily with puckered lips sealing my pee hole, sucking, licking, and swallowing me to a new high.

I whimpered, kissing Silas so hard, wringing out almost violent satisfaction from him that it couldn’t have been the best kiss he had ever enjoyed, but I needed this immense orgasm. I deliberately squirted hard, clenching my muscles, sending powerful jets of my pee and hormones into a whimpering maid’s mouth.

When I crawled backward to escape her tongue because I could take no more, Li slowed her tongue and lips, focused on cleaning my pussy. I babbled incoherently, enjoying how well I had been fucked.

My maid stood up and grinned at me, licking her lips before she left the room, skipping joyfully. I felt exposed and needed warmth and loving care, so I wriggled around until I got under the duvet. Silas hopped out of his clothes in under a minute, joining me, cuddling and kissing, enjoying my afterglow.

“I want to be fucked every day, Silas.”

“Including through your period?”

“Especially then.”

“Did you enjoy Stephen and Li?”

“Honey, we have the best house staff in Hong Kong.”


Chapter Nine

Discovering New Paths

◆◆◆

While I relaxed in our bed, recalling how well I had been fucked and cleaned up by our staff, the concept of what constituted proper behavior stopped occurring to me. I didn’t care anymore about other people’s definitions of what was slutty or pure. We had harmed nobody, enjoyed a long, luxurious, kinky fuck session in the privacy of our home, and everyone came out a winner.

I watched Silas expertly pop the cork on a bottle of Veuve Cliquot and fill two flutes, handing one to me. His extravagant way of doing everything fed joy into the people around him. I felt confident that our lives inside the apartment were secure from scandal peddlers because Silas carefully hand-picked his people.

As if to prove my point, Stephen, now back to his real job, wheeled a host’s trolly into our bedroom with an ice bucket, some plates filled with different nuts, and a large bowl of strawberries. I perked up when I saw my favorite fruit, slurping a big mouthful of champagne and raising my glass for another.

“Oh, Stephen. Strawberries with champagne. It’s my favorite.”

“I have the balsamic vinegar if madam would enjoy a dash.”

“I love your dashes, Stephen.”

“Thank you, madam.”

He ignored my sassy comment, smiled politely, winked, and left the room. The boundary between family and staff was blurred, and I think I had just crossed it. When Stephen was balls deep inside my pussy, he was pretty much the master between us, taking me hard, but now, he was a valued manservant running our household and likely preferred I didn’t become familiar.

When Li came in to change our bed, she was all business, smiling pleasantly at me but nothing more than you would expect from a staff member. I stood, wrapped myself in the outgoing bedsheet, and wandered to the bedroom’s tinted panorama windows, carrying my champagne flute in one hand and using the other to feed a massive, sweet, balsamic vinegary strawberry into my mouth one ladylike bite at a time.

Monsoon rain splattered hard against the glass outside the penthouse, driven there by strong gusts. The water beaded on the window, running down in rivulets that eventually flooded the street below. Such was the immense deluge that storm drains quickly filled, discharging through the grating troops of rats that scurried away to find a new hiding place.

Dark skies and a monumental storm were closing off a great day, but even in their grim demeanor, I found comfort and joy in the devastating weather.

Silas sidled close behind, and I smelled his manliness, comforting me further.

“Some love the storms here, others not so much.”

“I love it. The power and majesty of rolling thunder, lightning streaks, and monsoon rain lifts me.”

“You are a creature of the night and tempest, my sweet.”

“Let’s go out, Silas. I feel so excited… please, can we?”

I turned and looked at my boyfriend through childishly excited eyes. I felt like partying all night, having shaken off my earlier tiredness. I’d been fucked by the butler and had my gaping, cream-filled pussy licked by our maid. My body chemistry had created a buzz that resulted in a hedonistic mindset I couldn’t shake off.

“Where would we go, Alice?”

“To the sex club you mentioned.”

“Okay, my dear… why not.”

“Is there a dress code for entry?”

“They prefer women to wear dresses or skirts for easier access, but other than that, it is smart casual. I will wear jeans and a collared shirt.”

I finished my glass of champagne in three gulps and scampered excitedly to the closet, taking five minutes to slip into a little black dress that covered me to mid-thigh. I slipped on matching six-inch heels to lift me and pinned my hair into a tight bun, emerging into our bedroom and enjoying Silas’s approving smile.

“That was lightning quick, Alice.”

“I want to experience this sex club so much. I feel liberated.”

“Let’s do it, then.”

While Silas dressed, Stephen used a vacuum pump to seal our champagne bottle. I studied him carefully, still unsure of my environment, but he was absolutely calm and showed no arrogance for the fact that his semen swam in my reproductive organs, hunting down a well-protected egg.

Any worry that pointing my ass up for him to fuck a second time might breed familiarity was assuaged. He smiled at me and nodded politely, forgetting my earlier transgression.

“Should I prepare your driver, Madam?”

“I believe Silas may already have done that.”

“He cannot, madam. The master’s driver is at home this evening. Yours is on duty, and he only takes his orders from you.”

“My driver? I don’t have a driver.”

“He is a permanent gift from Miss Hermione and only arrived an hour ago. She hopes you will enjoy him again and again.”

Stephen smiled like a gentrified Englishman, nodding smugly that he had delivered good news. There was no hint of jealousy about my driver, also a lover with a much more substantial cock.

“Oh my… he’s really mine now?”

“Yes. I believe you know him.”

“I think so… is he the one who-.”

“Yes, madam, he is the same one.”

“Please ask him to be ready in five minutes, Stephen.”

“Yes, madam.”

I let loose the most giant silent WOW of my life while my entire body trembled in anticipation of the club and what might come later on the drive back home. My new driver owned the most enormous cock that had ever fucked me, which was during a fantastic threesome we had in the car.

When Silas strolled into the living room, he caught my gleeful look, guessed the reason, and nodded, chuckling.

“You found out about Hermione’s gift?”

“She has been very generous.”

“It’s all contained in our divorce agreement, but I am sure she will enjoy a visit and personal thank-you.”

“Oh.”

“Let’s not dwell on the past, Alice. Hermione is hosting a few friends this evening, so she and I are now firm friends, but nothing more. Have you called for your car?”

“Stephen did already.”

I worried about what might happen if Silas wanted to move on from me. Then, I realized the couple had concluded amicably after years of detachment and planning. Stephen escorted us to the basement parking area, where I saw the most beautiful car ever.

When I saw my driver, he bowed and opened the door. I smiled, and he returned that warmth respectfully. Inside the Bentley, there were refreshments, so I opened a bottle of Perrier sparkling water and poured it into a hi-ball crystal glass, adding two ice cubes.

“Do you like this car, Alice?”

“It’s my favorite color, purple, and yes, I love it.”

“Wei Lin told me your color preferences after you and she shopped together. I bought this Bentley Flying Spur Mulliner for you today, Alice.”

“Fucking what?”

“The car is yours, Alice, gifted with my love. We are fortunate they had a showroom limited edition in your favorite color.”

I slid across the seat, cocked my leg over, and mounted my beloved, kissing him passionately. He responded by cupping my ass cheeks in his powerful palms spreading me wide open.

“Thank you, Silas. I can’t believe you bought me such a beautiful car.”

“No need for thanks, darling. I notice you are wearing no panties, which is so naughty but nice.”

“You said easy access at the club was important, and now I am very easy to get inside.”

“It is, and you are.”

“Are there any rules this evening, Silas? Club or ours?”

“I want you to enjoy yourself to the fullest extent of your desires, Alice. The club is all about sexual excess.”

I nestled comfortably into Silas’s lap, with the side of my face resting gently on his chest and both arms wrapped around him. I was cradled, in a perfect position to be fucked by him, grinding my pussy against his rock-solid cock. The top of my thighs felt sticky, but I didn’t care because I knew the guys who would fuck me wouldn’t be interested in anything aside from pumping my hole and filling me.

When we meandered into the club as though Silas owned it, climbing a small staircase with four burly security guards outside, the men nodded respectfully because they knew my boyfriend instantly. After handing over my bag to check in, we strolled into an immense lounge, the like of which I had never seen.

A beautiful woman waved at Silas and headed straight for us while I took in a scene of utter debauchery.

Silas hugged the woman, who kissed him on the lips. She turned to me and stared me up and down, pleasantly checking me out before leaning in, kissing me deeply with lips like satin and a tongue that electrified me. Her hand cupped my ass, and her long fingernails raked my flesh through the light stretch fabric of my dress.

“I’ve heard so much about you, Alice. I’m Celia, owner of this tawdry club.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Celia.”

She stared deeply into my eyes, seducing me while Silas held my hand, enjoying our girly clinch. I was as consumed by her as she was enthralled with me.

I glanced around the room, soaking up its sleazy atmosphere. It was my first visit to a permanently sited sex club. The jazz atmosphere surprised me, as did the plush surroundings, but nevertheless, people cavorted naked in wild abandon, writhing among those who were semi and fully clothed, all at home together, drinking, talking, licking, sucking, or fucking.

Half a dozen women sat on stools at a bar serving alcohol, each with a man or girl kneeling in front, giving them head while they enjoyed a glass of wine or cocktail. Men and women dangled from the ceiling, incarcerated in egg-shaped iron cages held in place by massive, black-painted chains.

“You have a spectacular club.”

“You are very beautiful, Alice. I find myself drawn, just as Hermione said I would be.”

“Oh. You know Hermione?”

Celia’s eyes sparkled, and she smiled generously, pulling her bottom lip in the most teasing way, dragging my eyes to her lips. She leaned in and kissed me again, this time moving one hand around to my crotch while gripping my ass more tightly.

When Celia reached up my dress, stroking a thigh on the way to my pussy, I stared lovingly and did nothing to stop her. I wanted to be fingered because it had been such a long time since anyone got me off that way in a club.

When Celia squeezed my swollen, throbbing clitoris between her finger and thumb, rolling the sticky nub this way and that, I grinned and frowned, enjoying our moment of casual lust.

“You have a very sticky clit, Alice.”

“I’ve been fucked already and came here for more fun. This is a sexy club, and you are teasing me mercilessly.”

“With a body, pussy, and personality like yours, there will be many lovers in line to enjoy you, but perhaps you might wait it out for me, Alice.”

Celia’s soft expression, high cheekbones, beautiful blonde hair, and distinctive English accent played with my soul. I wanted her as a lover, but not yet because there was a whole club to explore first.

“I’d like that very much, Celia. If not tonight, then sometimes, perhaps at Silas’s penthouse.”

“Sometime later then?”

“Yes, please.”

“In the meantime, may I use Silas for something special?”

“Of course. What is it?”

“I have a first-time cuckolding couple. Both are in their mid-twenties, and he wants to watch his wife being serviced by an older bull. Since SIlas is here and being a perfect candidate as bull for this couple… would you mind?”

“Does she want this now or later?”

“Oh yes. Ivy and Jack are ready to go right now. Do you consent, Alice?”

“Umm, okay. That’s no problem if Silas wants to. You don’t need my permission.”

“I also need a lady to comfort, tease, and sit with the husband, just in case he starts to regret it or she allows him to masturbate from a certain moment on. It doesn’t make you a cuckquean.”

“I know.”

I wasn’t sure what it made me. As Silas had done earlier when watching me being fucked, I would be a voyeur to his fuck session with a hotwife whose husband would observe her in the act. It felt exciting, more so because I wanted an insight into the cuckolding dynamic, and right now, Celia had offered me a VIP seat.

“I’ll do it.”

Without another word, Celia led me away, with Silas following. He had fucked Mei all day long, then watched me, and now, he would perform for a man and his wife while I watched. When we arrived at the door to a private suite, she opened it, and inside, I saw a large bed with a couch facing it.

The room was luxurious but with few furnishings because it had one purpose… fucking. The sheets and duvet looked pristine, so I figured it was a once-per-night use, or they must have good housekeeping service out back.

The music from the main club was piped inside but at a much-reduced volume, which created a very sexy atmosphere. The air conditioning was on, and a perfect temperature for lovers to perform wafted the room. 

The girl and her husband smiled nervously at us, alighting their gaze on Silas since he was the star of their show. I was entranced when my boyfriend stepped up, shaking the cuckold’s hand as though they were already great friends.

“I’m Jack, and this is Ivy.”

“Hi. I’m Silas, and my girlfriend here is Alice. There is nothing to worry about, Jack. I will take real good care of Ivy for you.”

“I am nervous as hell, Silas.”

“My girlfriend will keep you company.”

“Have you done this before?”

“Yes, many times. It’s quite an honor to mount another man’s wife while her husband watches. Will you hold Ivy’s hand when she has an orgasm?”

“Oh fuck… I don’t know. We’re first-timers.”

“Am I wearing a condom for this session?”

Jack was terrified. I had no concept of what he felt because I wasn’t married, and my relationship with Silas was so open that he fucked other women all the time, to the extent I was used to and had no problem with it.

Ivy and Jack sat close together, and I saw in both of them a moment of indecision.

Then Ivy suddenly contorted her face into a tawdry mess and glanced at Silas and me before standing up.

“No condom, please, Silas. I want to be fucked bareback.”

“Good girl.”

“And I want you to cum inside me, please. My husband begged me to do this because part of him is incomplete without trying this kink. I’m on board, and now that I have seen my bull, I am even more convinced. Let’s do this.”

Celia left the room, handing me the key to our door, which I locked. When I turned around, Silas was kissing Ivy, groping her ass, and she was getting right into it. Jack was speechless, trembling from head to foot, but I held back from joining him, not wishing to reassure him yet.

When Ivy broke off her long, lingering kiss with my boyfriend, she glanced at her husband, who, although still nervous, grinned like the cat who got the cream. I studied Jack carefully, wondering if there were body language traits that exposed what compelled him to watch his wife fucking another man while she denied him the pleasure of joining them.

Jack was a handsome man, relatively tall, with a thick mop of unruly black curly hair. His demeanor was positive, and he didn’t seem distressed or defensive, just sexually excited and with a solid cock tenting his pants.

Ivy was drooling, and by the smell in the room, it wasn’t only her mouth that was leaky. She turned away from undressing Silas with her eyes to look at her cuckold husband.

“I want to fuck Silas, Jack, but I’ll stop if you say so now. Also, you can stay outside while we fuck if you can’t bear to watch.”

“What if I say yes and want to stay?”

“Once Silas starts fucking me, I won’t stop, Jack. It wouldn’t be fair on him or me.”

“I know that.”

“And he will cum inside me because I fucking hate condoms and love feeling a cock twitch inside. The decision is yours, honey. We can walk away or go for it.”

The sleazy look exchanged between husband and wife at that moment changed everything, and I understood the cuckold’s dark desire as it surged in Jack’s and Ivy’s faces. He needed to sexualize his humiliation and watch his wife being fucked by a stranger. She wanted the same thing.

I smiled at Silas, who was undressing while husband and wife negotiated their final terms before Ivy stepped out of her marriage vows. I sat beside Jack, smiling affably, reassuring the cuckold, but he didn’t need my support anymore. 

Jack’s face lit up, and he grinned broadly, settling back into the sofa, enthusiastic for the show to begin. He glanced frequently at me, bursting because he had something to say. Ivy undressed quickly, and the lovers embraced, kissing and cuddling like two naked gods.

Jack turned to me excitedly, asking a question that surprised me.

“Would you do this to Silas, Alice?”

“I would never cuckold my boyfriend in this way. If I fuck someone, Silas is always welcome to join in, and I won’t ever take other guys or girls to tease or torment him.”

“Do you understand why I need this, though?”

“Of course. Cuckolding is yours and Ivy’s kink, and I’m guessing that you guys have a great relationship that forms a bedrock on which this taboo can be explored.”

“Yes, we do.”

“Keep communicating well; I am sure it will work out for you.”

I was aroused beyond belief because Ivy was a stunning creature with a fully-shaven pussy I wanted to eat and a tight body with striated muscles that rippled and flexed as she moved. They whispered between themselves again, and this time, Ivy strolled to me, grinning widely.

“Will you join us, please, Alice?”

“Umm… I, err… umm, wow, I don’t-.”

“Please. I have never fucked a girl or had a threesome, and Silas is quite insistent you not become a cuckquean just because you guys are doing us a favor at short notice.”

“Okay… if Jack agrees, I guess that’s fine.”

I wanted to join them anyway, so I was glad of the invitation because I was increasingly less enthusiastic about watching Silas fucking while I had no playmate. It was clear to me and now my boyfriend that I was no cuckquean. The same could be said for him, who was no cuckold.

While Ivy crawled onto the bed on all fours, I undressed slowly, making my entrance well anticipated.

Once we three were naked, Silas shuffled to the edge of the bed with his solid cock at the ready, aimed at Ivy’s tight pussy. I kneeled beside them, admiring the drop angle she had achieved from her pointed-up, creamy slit to the hollow behind her knees.

Ivy’s breathing was elevated, and I was drawn to the aroma of her musky, drenched pussy. I imagined her hormones ran rampant for days, knowing this cuckolding was finally due soon. Her panties must have been changed more than once a day, each pair being worth a fortune to those willing to pay for them.

Silas’s cock was heavily coated with a glistening precum that smelled heavy compared with Ivy’s sweet lightness. In a moment of mischief, I licked all my boyfriend’s salty veneer onto my tongue, held it there, and bowed into Ivy’s pussy.

I prised Ivy’s ass cheeks apart, plowing my precum-coated tongue up and down her creamy furrow, painting my boyfriend onto her pussy.

“Oh, that’s fucking naughty, Alice.”

“Did you enjoy me licking you?”

“Yes, very much.”

I shuffled around the bed, getting into a better position to eat Ivy’s pussy while Silas moved aside. He prised her ass cheeks wide open for me, grinning down as I looked up, licking my lips before peeling her swollen creamy labia apart using my thumbs.

When I licked her pussy this time, I went for the wavy edges of her creamy pussy lips, which were much bigger than mine. I sucked each plump petal into my mouth, cleaning them as I went along. Ivy’s heady pussy aroma filled me with all manner of lewd thoughts, so I flipped onto my back and wriggled underneath and between her knees, forcing her to sit on my face.

A flood of hormones dribbled across my lips onto a tongue that fed Ivy’s juices down my throat. Her sweetness seared my taste buds, filling my mouth and coating my tonsils with a lingering sweetness, one I hoped would remain on the tip of my tongue for hours.

I clenched my lips around the base of her enormous, sweet pearl and sucked it gently, pulling blood into the flesh as though drawing her out. When Ivy’s sweet nut expanded in my mouth to a size big enough to play with, I sucked and chewed it lightly, enjoying her passionate moaning.

“I need cock too, please.”

“Lean forward, and I will feed Silas’s cock inside you.”

Ivy did as asked, pointing her slit up again while I gripped Silas’s cock, gently pulling him into position. I glanced at Jack, noting he wasn’t small in the cock department because he had it out and was wanking himself slowly, albeit with a distressed expression and tears in his eyes.

“Hold on, Ivy. I think we have a problem.”

“What is it?”

“Jack isn’t enjoying this at all.”

“Oh fuck! I knew it.”

She leaped off the bed and ran to her husband, hugging and kissing him. I joined them, still keen to understand what drove this loving couple and what had gone wrong.

“I won’t do it, Jack. You can’t take it, and cuckolding should have remained a fantasy.”

“I know, but I promised you could go through with it after we began. I’m so fucking sorry, Ivy.”

“I won’t do anything to hurt you, Jack. Not here or ever.”

While kneeling before her husband, Ivy slid a finger under his bowed chin, lifting his head until they stared lovingly into one another’s eyes. He shook his head while Ivy wiped tears from his eyes.

“Do you want to fuck Silas? Please tell me honestly.”

Ivy gulped and stared at her husband, torn between honesty, compassion, and love. While on her knees, holding Jack’s hand, she stared up at the ceiling as though divine intervention were there.

“I can’t answer you, Jack.”

“Don’t lie to me, Ivy. Do you want to fuck Silas? Yes, or no?”

“Yes honey… but also, now, I want to fuck Alice too. I can’t wait to lick her pussy.”

“Then you must go ahead. I asked for this and should have been more careful.”

“Let’s go home, Jack. I don’t need to do this if you aren’t into it. You are far more important to me than a fun fuck with a guy I hardly know and his girlfriend.”

Jack seemed grateful, at least by the smile and loving expression he shot Ivy. I hoped this last-minute failure wouldn’t impact their relationship in the long term, but I suspected it would, so I coughed, and both turned their attention to me.

“Have you considered any other kink options, Ivy?”

“What like?”

“Swinging, perhaps. You get yours, Jack gets his, and you can watch each other fucking.”

“Is that what you and Silas do?”

“Mostly yes. We share, but he and I enjoyed multiple partners alone, too, and we had a gangbang that I loved, but Silas was always involved or gave his consent. With us, it is never about teasing or denying the other partner; it’s more about enjoying the openness of having sex with whomever we want. Have you considered that?”

Ivy looked at Jack with the expression a wife gives when wanting her husband’s opinion on a new paint color for the hallway. I knew she would be into sharing for herself, and now, judging by her expression, she had no problem sharing her husband.

“What do you think about that suggestion, Jack?”

“I dunno… it’s up to you.”

“I would prefer swinging to cuckolding, especially if we swap partners in the same bed. I think having a bisexual woman works for me. How about you?”

“It works for me too.”

“A bisexual woman for you to fuck while I enjoy her too it is then, husband?”

“Yes… but I could go with a bisexual man as well.”

“Oh my.”

Ivy looked pleasantly surprised while I was pretty shocked. They had gone from being sure about wanting to enjoy cuckolding to being scared out of it, persuaded into swinging by me, and finally, the bisexual truth was out and on the front page.

They were both bisexual and locked in a marriage where they were unfulfilled.

“Wow, Jack.”

“What is it, Ivy?”

“Do you want to suck a cock?”

“Yes.”

“Jesus, I never knew.”

“Sorry… is it a problem?”

“No… actually, fuck no. I would love to fuck another guy with you. We could suck his cock together.”

They hugged, and both looked relieved, almost like a dreadful weight had been lifted. I returned to Silas, who sat on the bed, and I straddled his cock, positioning to slide my pussy down it.

“What are you doing, Alice’?

“Sorry? I don’t understand, Ivy.”

“Well, come on… can’t we start swinging right away?”

“Umm… I don’t know.”

I looked at Silas with my best… what should we do, expression that was reflected on his face. He looked positive and nodded, so I turned to face our new swinging partners and tossed my head toward the bed.

“Come on then. Join us, and we’ll have fun together.”

They couldn’t get onto the bed fast enough, Ivy bowling me over until I lay back on it. She kissed me like we were married, urgently seeking my approval with her tongue. After he lifted her midriff back into a doggy position, Silas spread Ivy’s ass cheeks wide while she and I kissed.

When my boyfriend slid his cock deep inside Ivy, I had the best possible view of her tawdry reaction as she gasped and stared at me.

“Oh, she feels fucking nice inside, Alice.”

While Silas began fucking Ivy, I kissed her while enveloped in a cocoon of her long hair. She wanted a girl’s kiss and enjoyed mine immensely, following my lips as I moved them. I was getting at least a decade of pent-up lesbian desire rolled into a few minutes.

“Please fuck my husband nicely because I love him so much, Alice.”

“I’ll leave you on the end of Silas’s fabulous cock and get right on Jack’s.”

“Thank you, Alice.”

Ivy’s expression was wild with desire but with flickers of her appreciation for my good efforts to help them. As I wriggled out from underneath her, it seemed the couple were well on their way to finding a suitable sexual recipe to meet their needs.

I lay down and beckoned Jack into my arms while Silas set about reaming his wife. I was looking forward to fucking the would-be cuckold, now firmly convinced that wasn’t for him.

“Are you coming to fuck me, sweetheart?”

“Yes, please.”

“Good boy.”


Chapter Ten

One Night In A Sex Club

◆◆◆

Jack was an excellent lover who kissed beautifully. After he orgasmed, filling my pussy with warm seed, Silas finished, cumming deep inside Ivy. When both guys slid their cocks out, I went for it, straddling my female lover’s face and feeding her a mouthful of semen while going down on her and reclaiming Silas’s.

For twenty minutes and many orgasms, we ate our own guy’s creamy mess from each other’s pussy, and I couldn’t be happier.

Jack fucked me twice more while Silas serviced Ivy the same number of times. When I flopped back onto the bed, sighing deeply, I was exhausted after two hours of making love and needed a drink. I dressed and left the room with Ivy having her husband clean up her pussy while Silas watched, wanking his cock to a new hardness.

I was sure the boys were about to give Ivy a spit-roasting she wouldn’t forget.

At the bar, I politely declined a young guy wanting to eat my pussy and smiled, watching the six other girls and three guys at the bar enjoying cunnilingus or fellatio while they drank and talked. A barman leaned over the counter and nodded into the distance at the hostess.

“Celia asked for a chat when you are free. What can I get you, Alice?”

“You know my name?”

“Everyone knows your name. From what I hear, you’ll be the next Mrs. Churchill. Best of luck with that.”

“Silas hasn’t proposed to me. I’ll have a Bloody Mary, double vodka shot, please.”

“Is there any other kind?”

“I guess not.”

I got the sense that my proximity to Silas meant I was becoming a sexual target that many wished to bag. My boyfriend was wealthy, influential, and well-liked in most circles, so I needed to be careful not to become his vulnerability.

The barman looked cute but was arrogant or perhaps bitter. I was forming the opinion that I must focus on fewer, extraordinary and high quality, discrete lovers, infrequently letting hedonism rip, possibly enjoying an occasional masquerade-wearing gangbang to conceal my identity.

From the other side of the room, Celia waved and smiled cutely, like a girlfriend gently hitting on me. I wanted to see her but not make love because Meredith was inbound, and the thought of fucking the power behind my former boss was salivating, so I must save something for her.

“Here you go, Alice. One regular Bloody Mary for our latest esteemed member.”

“Thank you.”

He made a point about the drink that seemed petty and mildly arrogant, probably because his age was close to mine. Maybe he hated that I was outside his dating pool and had opted for an older, more experienced, and wiser man. I smiled politely, not wishing or needing conflict, and scanned the room to busy myself and break contact before any jibes or familiarity ensued.

An attractive woman, perhaps in her forties, had leaned a young man, one-half her age, over the low back of a leather sofa. He was naked, pointed his ass high, and she was a leather-clad dominatrix, holding a shiny stainless steel butt plug in one hand.

I listened to their conversation and watched, enthralled as discipline was metered out. She held her young stud down with one hand pressing against the back of his head, making sure his ass was well exposed.

When she looked at him, it was with love and a motherly desire to correct his behavior.

“Marcus, you have been a naughty boy all week, and I am going to plug and thrash you.”

“Yes, Mom.”

“Do you consent?”

“Of course, Mom.”

She was an expert in handling him, squirting copious lube inside Marcus’s back passage with a long, tapered nozzle fed by a fat tube of what I assumed to be silicon gel. The power exchange process entranced me, and I was fascinated by how lovingly the woman applied an attitude adjustment to her charge. Together, the thrashing and an excellent Bloody Mary exclusively captivated my attention.

When she slid the butt plug inside his back passage, Marcus winced, sighed, and wore a deeply satisfied smile.

“Eleanor will thrash and then fuck her son.”

“Oh, hi Celia, I didn’t see you coming.”

I spun around and saw Celia sitting on the stool beside me. She grinned and looked proudly at the cougar, thrashing her lover with a floppy leather paddle. I guessed her pride was due to the fact she had created such a hedonistic, nonjudgemental club environment where people could thrash their lovers in public without drawing undue or negative attention.

“I saw you were engrossed by Eleanor, so I joined you.”

“Yes, I am… I mean, I was, until… sorry.”

“Until I disturbed you?”

“No, I am glad you came to see me.”

When Celia’s lips brushed softly against mine, and she traced a fingernail along my thigh, I was lifted to a new level of decadence by a kiss so beautiful my body tingled all over. While we kissed, the leather paddle slapped Marcus’s ass cheeks gently at first, but he called for more strokes and for them to be delivered much harder, so Eleanor obliged.

I wanted to spectate the thrashing but couldn’t risk missing a magical moment with my new friend and possible future lover.

“Elenor will thrash her son for a while, then take him to a private suite and fuck him all night long. By tomorrow morning, he will have a sore ass, raw cock, and his Mom will have an aching cervix. He is a very big boy.”

“Mom, son? What the fuck do you mean, Celia?”

“Sorry… Elenor is Marcus’s stepmother. She married his father when the boy was about three years old.”

“So they aren’t blood-related then?”

“Oh no… sorry. I should have explained. Shall we go somewhere quieter, Alice?”

Celia looked like she couldn’t hear me above the thrashing and Jazz, so she pointed upstairs. 

“Yes, please.”

“Leave your drink here. Raymond will bring it.”

She grinned at the barman, nodded at my drink, slipped her hand in mine, and gently hauled me with her. The sex club had two, possibly more levels, and the next one up was a huge balcony circling the floor I had been on. 

Celia led me to a private booth that looked out onto the floor below, where I saw Eleanor getting stuck right in, leaving red welts all over her son’s ass cheeks. Our velvet cushions and semi-circular enclave felt romantic in subdued lighting and were completely shielded from all downstairs noise.

“It’s nicer up here, Alice. You can spectate, masturbate, or have someone do that for you.”

“Yes. I love your club.”

“Silas bought you a lifetime Alpha membership, although I believe he mislabeled you.”

“What do you think I am?”

“I know with certainty you are a Sigma.”

“Alpha, Sigma? What on earth have personality traits to do with your club membership?”

“We sort everyone here by their personality types, Alice.”

“Isn’t that discriminatory?”

“Not really. It helps people find what or who they are looking for. It’s also good to encourage members to check out other people’s traits, building acceptance in the community I am growing.”

“Do you mean to characterize people as dominant or submissive?”

“There are seven male personality types from the Alpha to Omega, each having positive traits. Women have six types: Alpha, Beta, Gamma, Omega, Delta, and Sigma. None are better or worse than any other, so this bullshit people frequently spout is just unhelpful hype.”

“And you believe I am a Sigma, why?”

“A Sigma, like you, shares similarities with the Alpha female. However, she can form more meaningful emotional attachments, command attention from a loving place, giving and receiving loyalty and devotion more easily. She… and therefore you, are elusive and mysterious.”

Celia had summed me up relatively well, to the extent I felt vulnerable and exposed. Like many, I was unaware of any personality labels outside Alpha and Beta and knew those were mainly used for egotistic or derogatory purposes.

I made a mental note to research the subject more because it fascinated me. Celia taught me something, probably deliberately and as part of a charm offensive. My heart lifted, and I felt excited to be near her, watching the cute dimples form on her cheeks when she looked at me and smiled.

“How have you made these assumptions about me?”

“I speak to people about you, Hermione, Silas, Wei Lin, and others. Also, by personal observation this evening. I may be wrong in the absolute details, but in a broad sense, I’m right. You are a Sigma.”

She reached across the table and held my hand tightly. I wasn’t sure what motivated her, but I discounted a desire for casual sex because Celia was going the extra mile to win my friendship rather than jumping into the sack anytime soon.

I studied her, enjoying the soft beauty of her heart and looks.

“And what are you, Celia?”

“How about you discover that for yourself?”

“Discover it how?”

“Let me buy you dinner when you are free, for starters. We could become close friends, and you can have fun figuring me out.”

“Like going on a date? Well, what you described is a series of dates.”

“Yes… with or without Silas, it’s up to the two of you.”

“What’s your endgame?”

“Fun, friendship, and maybe we become lovers. Why don’t we start with dinner?”

Her eyes lit up, and a shy smile revealed the real woman inside the successful businesswoman and sex club owner. I toyed with the idea that she couldn’t be an Alpha based on the fact she hadn’t already bedded me, but I was new to this. When Silas slipped in beside me with Long Island Ice Tea in hand, he caught the sultry look we exchanged and chuckled.

“I would love to date you, Celia. Perhaps lunch just you and me, then dinner at Silas’s penthouse for the three of us.”

“Oh, but you are a tease, Alice. I’m looking for long-term, and I love cock and pussy in a single session, so that works for me, but I won’t rush in and spoil something to be savored for many years.”

“Long term means a long tease, sweetheart.”

“I’d like that too.”

My dance card of lovers was shaping up nicely. However, for now, Meredith was still my priority target, not least of all because I needed to negotiate a distribution and technology-sharing agreement with her husband, Adrian.

Celia led us to the door, where my driver waited outside in the VIP parking slot. We kissed like parting lovers in a warm, affectionate embrace.

At home, while Silas made a few late-night business calls to foreign lands still awake, I relaxed in a long, cleansing shower, wrapping myself in a bath towel Li handed me with a smile. I sat on our bed watching a movie with Salma Hayek, The Hitman’s Bodyguard, also starring Samuel MF Jackson.

Being carried away into escapist fiction relaxed my mind and thoughts. I wanted to figure out Celia’s personality, but I knew that was the hook by which she would draw me in. It occurred to me she may be seeking love, the farthest thing from my mind now and hopefully forever, but perhaps her approach was a very long fuse, with me being the explosive prize at the end.

Silas brought me a light spritzer, and he watched the movie with me, sitting on the floor with the back of his head between my legs. I played with his hair, falling more deeply in love every minute with a man who had vastly enriched my life from the moment we met.

As if reading my thoughts, Silas craned his neck to watch me.

“You live in an intricate web of lovers, Alice. I know you are processing it, but don’t overthink, honey.”

“Sorry… yes. My mind is on overload. I have an uneasy feeling about Celia. I feel she seeks love, but that isn’t for me. I really want to be friends, maybe even casual lovers.”

“I know how you feel and trust you implicitly, Alice. Perhaps be forthright with Celia when the time comes.”

“I will.”

“Celia provoked you into thinking about your life, other people, and kinky sex differently. That’s who she is and, hence, why she runs a great sex club. She does the same thing with me - gets inside my head and massages my thoughts.”

“I like her a lot… Celia is fun, but I don’t want to spoil a friendship by becoming lovers if that is her starting point to something more meaningful than sex. Equally, I don’t want to push her away.”

“I am sure you will make the right decision, Alice.”

We clambered into bed and cuddled closely, enjoying each other’s warmth and the fluffy goose-down duvet protecting us from an air conditioning unit’s chilly blast. I tried figuring out Silas’s personality type while easing into sleep but couldn’t. There were definitely elements of Alpha male behavior in him, but thankfully, he lacked the often self-destructive, narcissistic, and ego-centric traits many suffer from.

I slept well, enjoying dreams about Eleanor thrashing her son before making love to him all night. I hadn’t asked where husband/Dad was in all this and decided gossipping about other members was not a great idea.

I woke early, slipped out of bed and dressed in yoga pants with a sweat top to use the hotel gymnasium. When I checked in the mirror, my camel toe was pronounced, largely due to the amount of sex I had recently and the lasting effects of a well fucked pussy.

I grinned at the girl handing out sweat towels and bottles of water at the gymnasium reception desk, noticing she recognized my name instantly as it flashed up on her screen when I swiped through the barriers.

“Good morning, Alice.”

“Good Morning.”

“Would you like one of the PTs to help stretch you off?”

“Yes, please.”

I headed for the mats, glad the girl had suggested I stretch. Since arriving in Hong Kong, this would be my first training session, so I needed to build a new fitness base. The guy who came out to help me stretch looked like Bruce Lee, wearing a full lycra skin-tight suit, leaving nothing to the imagination.

The PT stretched me well, especially when he sat on the mats opposite me, placed his feet against mine, gripped my hands, and pulled my face toward his bulging crotch.

“I call this stretch; come to Daddy.”

When I burst into a fit of giggles, he was unimpressed, scowled, and hurriedly finished my session before leaving without saying goodbye.

I wondered how many single and married women who came to the gym ended up on a massage bench being fucked by the PT. It wasn’t for me, but I could understand a lonely wife whose husband lay drunk in their hotel bed might well enjoy a squirt of his jism deep inside her before lunching with their sobering beloved.

I rode an upright bike with a large LED screen that showed an AI-generated Central Park in New York. It was a pleasant workout in a familiar place, so the hour flew by unnoticed while I shredded stress and thought through my business plan. I declined an offer of warm-down assistance from the PT, who was keen to re-engage with me, probably having discovered who Silas was.

He wasn’t my kind of vibe, but I wouldn’t complain because I didn’t need or want to cause trouble. Also, his lewd comment didn’t seriously bother me.

When I arrived, Mei was in our apartment. Silas pointed to her when I strolled off the elevator while he was on the phone.

“After I found out you went to the gym, I got up immediately and asked Mei to come in case you needed a warm-down and massage.”

“I would love that, thank you. Who are you calling, sweetheart?”

“Hotel management to have the PT who was arrogant with you fired.”

“How do you know about that?”

“His co-worker called Stephen, who relayed it to me.”

“Whoa! Put the phone down, honey.”

I waved my hands, panicking. Silas looked shocked, but he put the phone down right away. A stunned silence ran through the room, created by me. I didn’t want to embarrass my boyfriend, so I cuddled him.

“I think whoever called Stephen is playing games sweetheart. They probably want the PT out. He’s an asshole but shouldn’t lose his job. It was a comment that made me laugh and embarrassed him.”

“Are you sure, Alice? This is a minimum four hundred dollar a night room hotel, and I heard he was quite a pig. Perhaps he does this a lot.”

“He wasn’t that bad; in any event, he’s the hotel’s problem. Let them play politics among themselves, honey; otherwise, they will fire him and make you and me the entitled bad guys.”

It was the first time I had advised my much older boyfriend, and he mulled over my suggestion for half a minute, then broke into a smile.

“You are right, Alice. Well played.”

“I’ll shower and get that massage now, please. Shall we eat breakfast together afterward?”

“Yes, please, sweetheart. Meredith and Adrian arrive here in four hours.”

“I look forward to it.”


Chapter Eleven

Standing My Ground

◆◆◆

Mei meticulously washed me in the shower. Being helped to bathe was a sensual experience I loved. Her silken soft skin rubbed against mine, exciting me while her fingers cleaned every nook and cranny, tantalizing.

After I dried, Mei laid me on a thick leather, towel-covered masseuse bed. There, she oiled each part of my body, massaging and squeezing toxins out of the muscles I had worked hard on in the morning.

“You are very tight and badly knotted, Alice.”

“I worked out too hard this morning, and my cool down didn’t work out how it should have.”

“The PT guy?”

“Yes.”

“I heard you refused to lodge a complaint about his behavior.”

“He was a bit of an ass but not so much that he should be fired. Workplace politics inflamed the situation. We’re not getting involved.”

“You are a nice lady, even to assholes.”

“So are you.”

“Thank you. Should I prepare you for the day and rid all tension, Alice?”

“How do you mean?”

“I already took care of Silas’s morning wood so that you wouldn’t be in a rush. Did I do okay?”

I raised onto my elbows and stared at her. Mei seemed a little nervous; I guessed because she hadn’t had my specific consent to give my boyfriend a blowjob.

“I don’t mind you giving Silas whatever he asks of you, but can I ask something, please, Mei?”

“Of course.”

“Do you swallow Silas’s semen when you suck his cock?”

“Oh yes, every time.”

“Good.”

“I sucked his cock real good after showering together when he woke; now I could lick your pussy, so you won’t be over-excited when Miss Meredith arrives, and your meeting begins.”

“You know about that?”

“Silas says it is a big event… now, may I?”

Mei pointed at my pussy as though it were breakfast or part of her spa treatment, licking her lips before pulling on the bottom one and giggling coyly. She and her girlfriend Wei Lin preferred pussy, but they both did guys when they wanted to or if asked by Silas.

I nodded, and Mei kneeled at the bottom of my bench, gripping my ankles and spreading both legs wide open while I shimmied my ass down the bench until my pussy was on its edge, inches from her tongue.

In Silas’s Penthouse, sex was a pleasure, a shared responsibility, and a binding agent between family, staff, and friends. We were a complex, highly sexualized ecosystem using romance, love, and sex to manage our private and business communities and deals.

While Wei Lin thumbed my swollen labia apart and plowed her tongue gently along my creamy furrow, Silas arrived, smiling, bending low to kiss me and hold my hand while Mei gave excellent cunnilingus.

“Did Mei tell you about her and me in the shower?”

“She said she sucked your cock.”

“It will help me go longer with you and Meredith if we make love tonight.”

“They might be too tired after their flight and our meeting.”

“Maybe, but at least after Mei’s attention, we will be ready.”

I gasped when Mei gently chewed my swelling clitoris, pulling my sticky pink nub out of the puddle of skin in which she slumbered. Silas stared down at me lovingly, enjoying a scene I would have found lewd and disgraceful a few weeks ago.

Now, it was normal because I had acclimated to the humid, decadent sexuality of Hong Kong and my boyfriend’s life.

“I have a surprise for you, Alice.”

“Oh my… oh fuck… it can’t be better than Mei’s fucking tongue… oh my.”

“It’s a very close second, if not equal.”

“What is it?”

“My son, Gus, hits eighteen next Wednesday.”

“Oh wow, are we having a party?”

“Yes. He wishes to offer you his jus primae noctis.”

“Oh… that’s nice, sweetheart.”

“He suggested celebrations might start one minute after midnight on his birthday.” 

“Mmm, hmm.”

Mei was well past the midway point in delivering my orgasm, and she was unsurpassed in the tongue department, so I was elsewhere, barely processing what Silas said. I gripped his hand, squeezing it hard as I squirmed and wriggled on the bed while my muscles and reproductive organs shuddered with pleasure rippling throughout me.

My heart rate quickened, and the tiredness in every muscle vanished because adrenaline was fuelling a new vigor, sexually charging my body while enjoying Mei’s tongue and lips as she licked, sucked, and slurped me.

Silas’s Latin words made no immediate sense, but somehow, after jumbling them around in my head for a few minutes while gasping and trembling on an upward orgasmic curve, I recalled them from a movie.

When my lightbulb moment came, I shouted out, mostly because I was nearing orgasm on the end of Mei’s tongue.

“Braveheart?”

“What’s that honey?”

“The words jus primae noctis. They come from that movie, Braveheart, but I don’t-.”

Suddenly, I remembered and stared at Silas, squirting my unicorn pee down Mei’s throat while jolting on the bed, arching my back, and screaming out an immense orgasm, not only because of Mei’s tongue but also because my boyfriend’s son wanted to offer me his virginity on his coming of age.

I clenched my teeth, cumming hard, disgusted with the fact I wanted to fuck a boy who would be legal by a matter of minutes, when I slid my pussy down his cock. At the time of day that I was asked to fuck him, Gus would still be jailbait in my home country.

“I’m a slut.”

“You most definitely are not, Alice.”

I was getting off on the idea of fucking Gus, picturing my opportunity to raise a boy to be a man, giving him his first taste and feel of pussy. As I shuddered through a climactic wave, the boy-man decanted his virgin seed deep inside me. It was an honor, but a fucking decadent one at that. Mei slurped, sucked, and swallowed my orgasm, never moving her puckered lips from my pee hole while working my clitoris with her thumbs, dragging the swollen pearl from side to side as I arched into a crab.

“Stop… Mei, oh god, please, stop.”

Mei slowed her pace, gently returning me to terra firma while I processed Silas’s request and my tawdry reaction. I felt ashamed because, in the heat of my orgasm, I wanted so badly to fuck Silas and Hermione’s son, even at his barely legal age, next Wednesday.

While Mei used a warm, damp face cloth to clean my pussy and ass, I gripped my boyfriend’s arm and stared at him, terrified.

“Oh my god, what have I become, Silas?”

“What do you mean?”

“jus primae noctis means the right of the first night.”

“Yes.”

“Your son wants to give me that right, and fuck him?”

“Correct again. Look, Alice… I know it’s a little odd, but deflowering a virgin is an honor, and I feel it must always be done the right way. If you agree, a private dinner will be arranged the evening before; then, after a cleansing ritual, you may take my son wherever you wish, preferably as soon after midnight as possible and for the entire day.”

“I’m dating him, too?”

“Gus is a very charming boy, my dear. Would you like to meet him beforehand?”

“While he’s still a boy? Meet a boy and discuss how to fuck him when he becomes a man?”

“I don’t think you’ll need to discuss specifics. He could come here for a coffee, and you two might see if you hit it off.”

“Oh… I’m going to hell for this one, Silas.”

“Oh, Alice… you should see yourself. Just imagine how long his cock will go for. After he cums inside you, he probably won’t even get flaccid because his body won’t know what is going on.”

“Oh my Jesus, Silas. I must think about it… oh fuck… perhaps that’s precisely what I shouldn’t do.”

“Okay, dear. I’ll pencil it in, but warn off Clarissa as a reserve.”

“Your daughter-in-law?”

“Yes. She won’t have the gravitas you have, and she is a less able lover but adequate for the purpose.”

“We must stop talking like this, Silas; it’s so disconcerting for me.”

“Okay… enough said. Shall we enjoy breakfast?”

“Yes, please.”

Mei had my clothes laid out, so dressing was simple, especially with her helping me style my hair. There would be no fucking Meredith until she and Adrian were rested, especially after such a long flight. I worried about my old boss because I didn’t recognize the cuckold character in him, and it still confused me as to why he would share while watching.

At breakfast, over a bowl of muesli and a cappuccino, which my body severely needed, I broached the subject with Silas.

“I have a question regarding Adrian’s cuckolding, please, honey.”

“I can try to answer, but he’s probably the person best to ask. As far as I am aware, he and Meredith have been cuckolding since their wedding day.”

“Fuck! Do you mean including on their wedding day?”

“Yes. Now that you are their friend rather than a staff member, you’ll probably find they’ll open up a lot more about their sexuality.”

“I would be more comfortable if Adrian directly asked us to cuckold him with Meredith. I don’t want to help fuck another man’s wife unless I know he buys into it.”

“He does, but you are right. It is possible Adrian has changed since I last fucked Meredith while he watched. You should… I mean, we should ask them both if they fully and individually consent. I would hate to wreck a marriage.”

“Me too. Do you think it would be acceptable for me to ask him why this works for him, Silas?”

“You can ask, but there is no guarantee he will answer. It sounds like the interview of a cuckold.”

“In a manner of crude speaking, it is. I will tread lightly, though.”

“I know you will, Alice. You are pure of heart, if a little deliciously tawdry deep inside.”

I slipped into Silas’s conference room, which was adjacent to the living room. Mr. Chow, my lawyer, was already there, neatly setting up document piles with pencils and erasers so meeting attendees could make notes or changes to their copy.

When I knew everything was perfect for our meeting, I returned to the kitchen and enjoyed a Cappuccino alone, contemplating my life while navigating a cautious path through my negotiation tactics. Silas left the Penthouse for an hour to take care of local business.

I knew something was wrong when Stephen rushed to me, panicking and waving his arms.

“Your partner, Mr Chen, is downstairs, demanding to see you. He’s quite rowdy, and the hotel manager would like our assistance.”

“What does Chen want?”

“He won’t say.”

“Bring him up.”

“Are you sure, Alice?”

“I’ll be in my bedroom.”

“Why?”

“To intimidate him.”

“Okay… well, I will be nearby, so scream if you need help.”

“I won’t need help, Stephen, and please calm down… I’ve got this.”

I heard Mr. Chen shouting and quarreling with our staff in the living room, so I deliberately faced the bedroom panorama windows, pretending to be calm while watching the ocean traffic plowing through Hong Kong harbor.

“Alice!”

“Don’t shout at me in my bedroom, Mr. Chen. Have some manners.”

“I need to speak with you.”

I ignored him, so he closed on me, stopping a few yards away while I never moved an inch. I closed my eyes, remembering the picture outside the window, breathing deeply in through my nose, then out through my mouth.

“Do you hear me, Alice?”

“I heard no apology for your rudeness.”

“Are you being serious right now?”

When I turned around and stared at him with bold fury, Chen looked incredulous, almost cute in his cartoon-like excessive anger. I suddenly felt cold and calculating because I knew this moment was crucial for our business and personal relationships. When studying my iron mask expression, he recoiled very slightly, but it was enough for me to know there was a measure of fear in him that I could play with.

I approached Chen, enjoying how he glanced at me, giving away his desire with a tiny raised eyebrow. I felt aroused because I had tamed the beast inside a glorious man, but our altercation wasn’t over yet.

“Who do you think you are speaking to with that tone of voice, Mr. Chen?”

“Oh wow, Alice. What’s going on here?”

“You made a scene in my home, disrespecting me in front of staff and friends. By now, your poor behavior will be the gossip of every cleaner and cook at this hotel. How would you feel if someone disrespected you in this way?”

He opened his mouth with a vengeful retort, ready to hurl at me, but then he frowned and looked ashamed.

“I wouldn’t like it, Alice.”

“Then what do you say?”

“I’m sorry.”

“That’s better. I won’t make love to a brute, no matter how large the prize or how gorgeous the man.”

“What do you mean?”

“Mr. Chen, if you wish to bed me, you’ll treat me as a lady… in the same way I treat you as a Gentleman. Have I ever disrespected you?”

“No.”

“I accept your apology and thank you for behaving better in the future.”

“I will.”

“Now kiss me, and then you may tell me what this is all about.”

He was probably shocked by how I spoke to him, but Mr. Chen had the wind in his sails because I hinted we would make love soon enough. He became pliable, almost obedient, and that turned me on so much that I would have loved to take him into my bed right away.

Stephen stood at my bedroom doorway looking concerned, but I smiled and nodded so he knew all was well. I leveled my gaze at Mr. Chen, who stepped closer and kissed me.

“Welcome to my bedroom. I hope this won’t be the last time you visit me here.”

“I wish for the same, Alice.”

“Now tell me what troubles you, please, honey?”

“Your old boss and his wife are visiting Hong Kong to discuss our distribution agreement today.”

“My distribution agreement is with Adrian’s company. Your partnership agreement is with me.”

“Okay, but could I help with the meeting today?”

“How about dinner with Adrian and Meredith tomorrow, Mr. Chen? I feel two cocks at a wedding is one too many, although they might not agree. Let me take care of the American side of this deal while you control our Chinese partners. We should team this properly and back one another entirely. I will brief you, but let us not confuse our responsibilities.”

He licked his lips out of nervousness, and Chen’s eyes darted everywhere. I doubted anyone, not least a woman, had spoken to him this way before. He probably had few trusted business partners and was used to secrecy, underhanded dealing, and dishonesty. 

“I have trust issues, Alice.”

He looked disappointed in himself, so I stepped closer and held both hands, eyeballing him inches from his face.

“I promise you, Mr. Chen… the only way I will ever fuck you is in that bed or yours.”

“It won’t be a one-off session then?”

“Not if your wife is available to Silas.”

“She can’t wait to swap.”

“Neither can I.”


Chapter Twelve

Sealing The Deal

◆◆◆

When Mr. Chen left my bedroom, he looked happy and had a spring in his step. We had agreed to swap bed partners and amicably settled his boorish incident to both of our satisfaction. Our arrangement would delight Silas since he’d wanted to fuck the other man’s wife for years.

It was a win-win, and I was glad to take it.

My boyfriend previously explained that Hermione didn’t much like Chen and had refused point blank to share a bed with him, hence the long wait Silas had to fuck the other man’s wife. Feeling pleased with my diplomacy, I strolled into the living room, watching Chef assemble a delicate finger buffet of smoked salmon mousse stuffed vol-a-vents and caviar-loaded blinis while Stephen prepared several fruit juices and arranged soda cans, with bottles of sparkling water on a hostess trolley for our meeting.

When the elevator pinged and its doors slid wide open, Silas grinned and waved at me before strolling into the Penthouse. He saw Chen standing, waiting to leave. The men shook hands and exchanged pleasantries of the day; then, my future lover left using the means by which my current boyfriend had arrived.

Silas headed straight for me, grinning, lovingly taking me in his arms, kissing me deeply. I felt an unusually high energy trembling in his fingers as they stroked my palms, and he wore excessive excitement that rippled through his face.

He stared into my eyes, looking highly emotional.

“Are you okay, honey?”

“I missed you, Alice.”

“Why? We’ve been apart for what? An hour, maybe two.”

“A boyish love has consumed every part of my body. It feels like a passionate fire roasts inside me, and only you can control it, turning the intensity up or down at your will.”

“I feel it too, Silas - the girly version of that, of course. I tingle even when you are nearby or I hear your voice.”

Silas led me to the breakfast bar, nodding at Li and tipping his fingers to his lips—a sign he needed coffee. I held a finger up, smiling because caffeine was the fuel on which my concentration relied, and I would need plenty of that for our meeting. 

We sat, staring at each other, struck dumb by love, until we giggled.

“Chen looked happy when I saw him leave.”

“It was a close run thing, though. He came here to quarrel, but I convinced him that our partnership won’t work without complete trust, and there is no way we’ll make it into the bedroom without that.”

“Oh wow… did you tame the belligerent bastard?”

“I wouldn’t say that - I pointed out that shouting and arguing isn’t how our peace will be kept. He got it when I stood my ground, and in the end, we agreed.”

“This is precisely the problem Hermione had with Chen. I think she wanted to take him as a lover, but he was too sharp-elbowed.”

“In which case, I hope to have smoothed the angle of his jab down a bit.”

Silas seemed sexually heightened, so I slipped my hand into his crotch and noticed his cock was solid. I unzipped his pants, freed his solid shaft from the boxer briefs inside, and admired his glans that was thickly coated in a translucent, aromatic precum veneer.

“You look good enough to eat. How long have you been hard, honey?”

“Since I left the penthouse - I thought of nothing except you, Alice.”

“I love your circumcision, Silas. The pillowing of your cut skin around the ridge of your cock head is such a fabulous framing of a masterpiece.”

“As you can see - I am quite excited.”

“Let me fix that for you, honey. Clearly, you needed more than Mei gave you this morning. Are you looking forward to seeing Meredith?”

“I am - she’s beautiful, but it’s more than that.”

“You enjoy fucking other men’s wives, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

The heavy, musky aroma rising from his cock and tiny beads of sticky precum that seeped from the small slit on its end activated my desire. As our staff busied themselves around me almost without acknowledgment, I slowly bowed my head into Silas’s lap, slurping his fully loaded glans into my mouth, cleaning his salty load from a bulbous, sticky head before swallowing it, and ascending to a tawdry, submissive place I loved to meditate in.

He moaned, long and noisily, while sliding his ass slightly forward and resting his palms on the back of my head. Silas loved having his cock sucked, and I knew precisely how to do that with aplomb, rubbing the taut banjo string from side to side with my flattened tongue while I sucked his cock.

I clenched my lips more tightly around his shaft and slid them down, absorbing every swollen vein, gnarl, and a trembling, bloated urethra underneath, cramming his stiff head down my throat and milking it.

“I see you got started without me, Alice.”

“Oh wow - hi, Meredith.”

I looked up, surprised. I’d become so engrossed in my boyfriend’s cock that I hadn’t heard the elevator doors ping open, nor had I noticed that Adrian and his wife Meredith were standing beside me.

I smiled at Meredith, then cheekily licked my lips, still holding Silas’s cock, while our guests laughed.

“Please, don’t stop on our account, Alice. Adrian and I understand perfectly well how important sexual relaxation is. But, would you mind kissing me - I’ve thought of little else on the way over.”

“Of course.”

When I stood up and glanced at Adrian, I finally knew for sure there was a cuckold in him. What flavor of the kink he enjoyed was still a mystery, but we could get to that later. I faced Meredith, admiring her beauty and remembering how often we had enjoyed lunch, a casual chat, or met at formal dinners and seminars. We could have been fucking for years had we both not hidden a secret desire.

Meredith eyed me, almost savagely, hungry for my lips with our faces inches apart. She was twice my age, a pound-for-pound match for my beauty, but she looked more desperate than I felt. I took her hands amid a frisson of excitement, with my gusset almost drenched to the extent my arousal might leak onto both thighs. Should that happen, I would be an uncomfortable, sticky mess during our important meeting.

“You look different, Alice… regal, confident, and not the girl I knew a few months ago. You are a sexy vixen today rather than a polite, valued staff member.”

“Hong Kong and Silas have been a baptism of fire, sexually, professionally, and now, here you are for us to move forward together.”

“I wanted you so much, baby girl. The nights we could have had while Adrian watched us fucking - oh my, how we missed so much fun.”

“Better late than never.”

She leaned forward, never averting her eyes from mine, while I gripped her fingers tighter. Despite a long-haul flight, Meredith looked, smelled, and tasted divine. She grappled with my senses using her seductive power even before our lips brushed like silken sheets tumbling together in a light breeze.

When our tongues entwined, she whimpered from somewhere deep in her throat, urgently needing our union as though she’d agonized over it since the offer of becoming lovers reared its head. We kissed for ages, and Meredith shuffled closer, pressing her ample, soft breasts with solid nipples against mine.

When she detached her lips from mine, she licked hers and moaned hungrily.

“I can taste Silas’s salty cock on your lips and tongue. I can smell it, too.”

“Would you help me finish him off?”

“I really would love that, Alice.”

“I must ask if Adrian is okay with it first, please.”

“Of course - go ahead.”

When I turned to Adrian, he looked like a boiling kettle, unable to switch off and ready to blow. Steam practically shot out from his ears, his eyes seared on fire, and his cheeks spasmed uncontrollably under a severe emotional load.

Meredith sat beside Silas, but she didn’t kiss or touch his cock.

“Are you happy being a cuckold, Adrian?”

“I’m a voyeur, Alice. While Silas thinks I sexualize my humiliation when he fucks my wife - I don’t. It’s not about that for me.”

“What gets you off then?”

“I love watching Meredith fuck other men and women. In fact… I enjoy watching anyone naked, fucking another - it’s voyeurism, not cuckolding.”

“I see. So you are okay with Silas and me playing with your wife?”

“Yes, of course. That’s how she and I met. Meredith was an entertainer on the stage of a live sex show I once visited in Paris. I watched five guys fuck her in succession, and it was the greatest show of my life. I asked to see her afterward, and the rest is history that you pretty much know.”

“What will you do while we are fucking, Adrian?”

“I usually masturbate, changing my viewing angle from time to time, getting closer to enjoy the show better, then moving away.”

“Do you consent to us sharing?”

I studied him carefully, but he sent mixed signals amid a peak of overwhelming emotions that ebbed and flowed, also exciting me. I wanted his wife and especially for her to suck my boyfriend’s cock. Suddenly, it didn’t matter why Adrian enjoyed watching. 

“I insist you go ahead, and please don’t think of me as a weaker partner—I am sharing with you three and getting precisely what I want. Pretend I am not here because that adds to my enjoyment of the show.”

Adrian sat down opposite Silas’s solid cock, with a great view, looking very happy. I didn’t fully understand his sexual kink, but it wasn’t necessary because, in a way, his consent was all I needed. I kneeled before Silas and tugged down his pants and boxer briefs, nodding my consent to Meredith, who sat beside him so that she could continue where I left off.

When she bowed low, the tawdry smile Meredith shot me was unforgettable, as was the enthusiasm by which she licked and sucked the cock head I had cleaned, which was already covered in more sticky precum.

I watched Meredith choke when she deep-throated Silas to almost three-quarters the length of his shaft while enjoying how desperately he moaned. Her technique was to milk my boyfriend’s cock hard while I cupped his balls, kissing, then licking each, before sucking them into my mouth.

Silas groaned noisily and in a way that I knew he had lost control. As I slid my tongue from his balls along the bloated urethra that quivered, full of cum that would blow soon, Meredith arrived with hers coming from the opposite direction, giggling when we met in the middle.

When she stared at me, her eyes sparkled with excitement.

“Wank his cock down my throat and empty every drop of his seed, please, Alice.”

“My pleasure.”

“Force my lips up and down your guy’s cock as hard as possible.”

I kneeled upright, gripping the base of Silas’s cock tightly, jerking it back and forth sharply. I saw Adrian beaming, soaking up the scene while wanking a very nice, stiff cock I would have loved to be fucked by right now.

I smiled at Meredith, who drooled a long tendril of saliva from her lips to my boyfriend’s cock while taking a deep breath. She looked desperate as if an urgently needed, long overdue opportunity was on the tip of her tongue and in danger of escape.

I drew her hair together in a loose ponytail, encircled that in my palm, and cupped her head gently, but she stared at me, looking utterly distressed.

When she spoke, Meredith’s voice sounded hoarse.

“Put me on him hard, please, Alice. I want all of it.”

I forced her lips onto my boyfriend’s cock, putting plenty of pressure on the back of her head. She slid half of Silas’s shaft down her throat easily, choking and drooling more saliva from her lips that dribbled down onto my boyfriend’s balls.

Meredith was stuck, so I stopped wanking Silas’s shaft momentarily, pressing harder on the back of her head, standing up so I could bear down plenty of weight. I used both hands, crossed over like I was giving CPR, and pushed hard.

Either something gave in Meredith’s throat, or she relaxed and, with some goodly pace, her head slid down Silas’s cock until she kissed his pubic bone. I eased my weight off the back of her head, kneeled again, and allowed our lover to rise, leaving a slick trail of saliva on the cock that had buried itself balls deep inside me so many times.

Helping Meredith deep-throat my boyfriend was a fantastic experience, more so once I gripped and wanked the base of his shaft again. She needed less weight, more guidance, and plenty of stroke control from me as she face-fucked Silas.

When he emptied his load down Meredith’s throat, I wanked my boyfriend’s cock furiously, making it twitch vigorously as he screamed for joy while decanting every drop as my short, sharp strokes helped activate and exhaust his prostate.

I watched Meredith swallow hard despite her throat being full. When she slid her mouth off it, I still wanked Silas’s cock, making sure every drop of his seed was milked out. She flung her head back and gasped loudly, grabbing a lung full of air and using her fingers to gather a few errant drops of my boyfriend’s semen from her cheeks, depositing them on her tongue.

When she stared at me, I saw through her thousand-mile stare and a happy disposition, noting that Meredith had eased her mind off to another hedonistic place where sexual dreams are easily fulfilled. She dropped to her knees and showed me a tongue full of Silas’s glistening white seed before leaning in for a kiss.

Her salty tongue shared my boyfriend’s nectar, and I joined her in a deeply satisfying nirvana, kissing a very beautiful and seductive woman while she rolled my nipples between her index fingers and thumbs, squeezing until I whimpered.

“I want to fuck you so much, Alice.”

“We have plenty of time. Should we conclude our business first?”

“Yes, please.”

Li handed Adrian a packet of moist wipes, helping him clean a creamy mess from his cock that I would have enjoyed swallowing. Since arriving in Hong Kong, I had developed a taste and a need for semen that didn’t pre-exist my journey, which was a surprise to me.

When our guys were dressed and Meredith wiped the residue of my boyfriend’s seed from her cheeks, we went into the conference rooms, taking our seats with my lawyer while Stephen served refreshments.

Silas was a casual observer—there to advise me. Mr. Chow distributed documents to all parties, reading them clause by clause and noting any suggested changes in pencil.

It took four hours to conclude our contract meeting with a few changes, not amounting to any fundamental disagreement. In the end, we agreed on a signing ceremony three days hence, but Adrian had one question before we ended our meeting.

“How will you keep Mr. Chen honest, Alice?”

“Don’t worry about that. I have everything under control.”

“You’re going to fuck him, then?”

“While Silas fucks his wife… yes. It’s a traditional way to secure long-term business here. A little like when European royal houses mated their children with those of the enemy.”

“And afterward… Chen will want more.”

“Yes, but I will deal with him. There is nothing for you to worry about.”

“I believe you, but I have a favor to ask.”

“Go ahead.”

“Can Meredith fuck him with you, please?”

“No—I will manage Chen alone. He will ensure we have no problems with the Chinese while you do the same Stateside with the American government.”

Something about his expression seemed off - a flicker of anger rippling through his cheeks, lighting his eyes. Perhaps I misunderstood or saw it incorrectly, but it worried me. He leaned back in his chair, carefully and dispassionately studying me.

“And you will be the pivot for us all, Alice?”

“Yes.”

“Okay - Meredith and I trust you, so it’s all good. Will you and Silas have time for lunch and some fun tomorrow? We need to be rested, and I’m desperate for a shower.”

“Call Stephen from your room anytime, and he will fetch you.”

I stood up and led my new business partners out of the conference room. They could have stayed with us but had opted for a suite elsewhere in the hotel. I assumed they had lovers to meet, fun to enjoy, and we would be unwelcome casual observers.

Mr. Chow quickly gathered his things, shook my hand, bowed to Silas, and left hurriedly, undoubtedly racing off to facilitate another client’s dire needs. My boyfriend fixed me a Long Island iced tea while I stood at the window, watching another monsoon squall batter our building.

My boyfriend sidled close, cupping my ass cheeks in one hand, squeezing tightly.

“That all went very well, Alice.”

“I’m not sure I believe Adrian’s explanation of his kink.”

“Me neither. The story changed since the last time they were here - Adrian was most definitely a pure cuckold who loved his humiliation, but it’s none of my business, and frankly, it’s between them.”

Silas was right, but kink fascinated me in the context of how it impacted the way men and women made business decisions. I worried that Adrian had lied because if he did, it still wasn’t clear to me which of their marital partnership called the shots.

Going into my first significant agreement in a fledgling business, I felt a little paranoid and needed to remove some of my doubt.

Our deal was imperfect, but I couldn’t tell my boyfriend that.

“It is none of our business - you are right, Silas.”


Chapter Thirteen

Matchmaker

◆◆◆

I woke early and headed for the gym while Silas slept peacefully. Mei responded immediately to my text, seemingly delighted for another opportunity to service me after my workout session. She promised to set off right away and prepare oils, soaps, and gels to care for me when I was done.

When I arrived downstairs, the gym was deserted, echoey, and unwelcoming, with no music. The staff were unavailable, so I skipped stretching off, plugged my pods in, and selected a training playlist from my phone. I headed for the treadmills to enjoy a five-mile slow run, choosing a Himalayan flat trekking path near the Thangboshe Monastery. It felt spiritual and was stunning on a summer’s day with views across the mountain range toward Everest.

When I finished working out, a few early birds arrived to train, but the staff were still in hiding. When I reached the exit turnstile, the same girl who had caused me such trouble with the Personal Trainer and hotel management staff stood at the reception looking flustered.

I flashed my card to pass through, and she sheepishly handed me a fresh towel without her customary greeting. I paused and decided to be honest with her and disclose my irritation, regardless of the outcome. I looked her squarely in the eye, and she shrunk, terrified of what was coming.

“You should never have reported your colleague and drawn me into a workplace drama.”

“I didn’t do it for malicious reasons.”

“Didn’t you?”

She looked afraid and glanced around, ensuring we weren’t seen or overheard by anyone. I noticed her bottom lip tremble and tears welled in her eyes. The girl was afraid of me, so I softened my expression.

“It isn’t what you think, Alice.”

“What is it then?”

“I love Caishen, and I was jealous of the attention he gave you.”

“You what now?”

“I love him… but he doesn’t see me - I hoped my fuss might bring him around.”

“Whoa there. Are you telling me you dropped him in the shit because of unrequited love?’

“It made more sense in my head, but once I reported Caishen, all hell broke loose, and I lost control over the situation  - I’m very sorry, Alice.”

She cried like a baby, dropping to her knees and hiding behind the counter. I walked around, opened the hatch, and snuck into her workspace, lifting the poor girl to her feet and hugging her. A nearby handcloth pile seemed handy, so I handed the top one to her, cringing when she blew her nose into it.

“What’s your name, honey?”

“Chyou.”

“Chyou, you could have got him fired. If that happened, he would be fucked, and you would never see him again.”

“I know - and now he won’t forgive me.”

“Are you surprised? Does Caishen even know you love him?”

“No.”

“Are you fucking crazy?”

I stared into her face, part angry, mostly pitiful. She sobbed again, so I hugged her tighter, realizing my incredulity and ire amounted to a severe rebuke in her eyes. The poor girl displayed all signs of being hopelessly in love and, now I looked closely, I saw she had cried for days.

“Where is Caishen now?”

“On the mats. We are avoiding one another.”

“Come with me now.”

“It’s almost the end of our shift. I would rather slip quietly away.”

“I don’t care what you want - follow me, now.”

I grabbed Chyou’s wrist and gently towed her toward the mats. When Caishen saw us, he was paralyzed, with terror writ large on his face, and quickly glanced in all directions, looking for a viable escape route. The gym was mostly empty because it was only 6 a.m. Their graveyard shift would have perfectly fixed the problem if only the two could communicate like adults.

Caishen looked ready to run, so I wagged an angry finger in his direction.

“You’re going nowhere.”

When I got to within a few meters, I whirled Chyou in a wide circle, throwing her at Caishen like an angry father casts his pregnant daughter into the hands of the responsible lover.

“Have you any idea how much trouble you two have caused me?”

“It was her - not me. I am sorry for my lewd behavior, but I didn’t blow it up into hotel gossip… she did.”

“She has a name.”

“Sorry… I mean Chyou.”

Tears rolled down her cheeks, and the poor girl, who couldn’t have been more than eighteen, was bereft and ashamed. When he saw her state, Caishen looked sorry and was suddenly filled with empathy; his eyes dampened, and he held her close.

“Don’t worry - no harm was done, Chyou.”

“I am so sorry.”

“Please forget it.”

The incoming gym management shift had arrived and were all smiles and waves at the pair standing on the mats, who looked suspiciously inconsolable. With little time to act, I pointed toward the gym exit.

“Both of you - to the Penthouse, now. Caishen, pretend Chyou has a hurt ankle and support her.”

“Why?’

“Because I said so, and you were eyeing my pussy through the yoga pants I wore, which isn’t appropriate. Consider this your repentance.”

“Okay.”

Caishen was very convincing when he led a limping Chyou away, waving at his colleagues who were too busy to help anyway and wanted to get stuck in, earn their tip money, and go home. Customers accumulated quickly at the turnstile, and they didn’t care about the three of us passing by as we slipped through the emergency lane and headed toward the elevator.

Neither of my antagonists said a word as we approached the Penthouse, both looking like sorry, naughty kids. Caishen was suddenly very supportive of his colleague, making me believe he was much more than a lecherous pig.

“How old are you two?”

“Chyou was eighteen last week - I am twenty.”

“You both ought to know better.”

“We have apologized for our behavior.”

“But you can’t bring yourselves to talk to each other.”

When the elevator pinged and our doors opened, I pointed into the Penthouse, and the naughty kids shuffled out in sullen silence. I led the way to a spare bedroom, which was not unlike the master suite of the executive rooms at the hotel.

When inside, the pair looked surprised and unclear about why I had brought them.

“Chyou - please explain to Caishen why you reported him to management.”

She trembled like a frightened doe, bowing her head so she wouldn’t have to gaze into Caishen’s eyes. He looked sympathetic and protective even, and I had a good feeling. When he slid a finger under her chin and lifted, Chyou didn’t resist.

She was delightfully submissive, cute, in a very sexy way, and I felt aroused watching the moment when love beguiled absolutely.

“Are you okay, Chyou?”

“Yes.”

“Why did you report me?”

“I was jealous of all the girls you flirt with.”

“Why on earth would you care?”

“Because I love you, stupid man.”

“Wait, what did you say?”

“I love you, Caishen. With all of my heart.”

“Oh my.”

My job was done when they kissed, so I left the young lovers alone, closing the bedroom door behind them. In my suite, Silas’s morning wood was being dealt with vigorously by Mei, whose lips slid up and down his solid shaft so quickly that I knew he couldn’t last long.

Within minutes, Mei joined me naked in the shower with a mouthful of semen, layering her tongue to share.

After we kissed, Mei soaped me from head to toe in a ritual that had become so familiar I barely found it strange anymore. When Caishen and Chyou strolled into my shower, both naked and stunningly beautiful with youthful, god-like physiques, I was shocked.

“Sorry, Alice - we are here to apologize properly.”

“In what way, Chyou?”

“We thought you might enjoy watching my virginity being taken, and maybe I could pleasure you while that is done or afterward.”

“You’re a virgin?”

“Yes, but not for much longer.”

“And you want to lick my pussy while Caishen fucks you?”

“Also, yes.”

She looked sexually desperate, and I could see why. Caishen had seven inches of solid meat pointing up that was gagging to get inside her. Silas stood at the bathroom door, grinning from ear to ear, enjoying another tawdry chapter, finessing a sexy story that wouldn’t end.

“Is this your apology to me, Chyou?”

“Yes.”

“Okay… it’s a deal, but after Caishen fucks you, I would like my boyfriend to as well. Call it payback for the trouble you caused him, too.”

Both of my errant charges looked far more eager to comply than I had expected. They nodded enthusiastically and hopped into the shower, where Mei met them with soap, sponges, and her expert hands.

I stepped away and into a bath sheet held open by Silas.

“How is your cock, honey?”

“Drained down Mei’s throat… but give me ten minutes and a naked eighteen-year-old recently deflowered virgin, and I shall rise to the occasion.”

“I am sure you will.”

I dried myself while Caishen and Chyou bathed. By the time they were ready, Silas and I cavorted naked on our bed, kissing and enjoying some sleazy foreplay involving his fingers and my dampening slit.

She caught sight of my boyfriend’s cock, and Chyou’s eyes widened like saucers. I figured she wanted her boyfriend to break her in, but then, she knew Silas’s cock would certify the job was well done, stretching her wider.

I held his cock in my hand and beckoned her over.

“Have you sucked cock before?”

“Never.”

“Kneel on our bed and let Caishen fuck you from behind.”

“And Silas?”

“You are going to suck his cock first until it is hard again, then you’ll go down on me.”

“Okay.”

She sucked Silas’s cock awkwardly at first while I held steady his thick, long shaft around its base. While Chyou familiarized herself with giving head, I watched Caishen spread her raised ass cheeks wide before sliding his cock deep inside. When he reached her resistance and smiled, pulling his new girlfriend’s pussy onto his cock, she squealed and twitched when her hymen split, but it was nothing overly dramatic.

I beckoned Mei from where she spectated our evolving sex show while I enjoyed how vigorously the virgin was being deflowered. I stared into Chyou’s eyes and saw her love for the guy pounding her, but she was also immensely enjoying sucking my boyfriend’s cock.

“My driver is downstairs - he has the biggest cock I ever fucked. Would you like to try him after Silas reams you?”

“Oh god… can I take it all? I am only a little girl, Alice.”

“I’m sure you will love it.”

Chyou turned and stared at her new boyfriend, who looked very close to emptying his seed inside her long before she was done being fucked. He nodded, frowning and grinning in the most sleazy way, and I felt pleased the two had settled their differences. When she looked back at me, the girl’s face said it all - she wanted more cock and to try something bigger, so I nodded at Mei, then towards the door.

“Bring my driver.”

“Seriously, Alice?”

“Yeah - let’s make this a day for these two to remember.”

Chyou never got her lips back around Silas’s cock because Caishen chugged like a steam tug struggling upriver, launching his final foray deep inside his girlfriend while she gripped the duvet, planting her face in it, screaming her first real cock orgasm while her boyfriend sprayed cum inside her.

I rifled my fingers through her soft, damp hair, enjoying how my boyfriend lined up behind Chyou’s ass, readying his longer, thicker cock to assume responsibility for her first day of fucking. When Caishen stepped aside, I lifted her head and watched her eyes and joyful expression as Silas slid his cock balls deep inside her cum filled pussy.

Chyou’s face contorted beautifully, and having seen enough, I wriggled my ass into position, opened my legs wide, and fed her tongue my damp pussy.

She instinctively knew how to give cunnilingus, but I was surprised when the teenager thumbed open my anal whorl and licked the tornado ridges descending inside me, getting her tongue deep into my back passage. Silas’s cock squelched while he furiously fucked her, and I assumed Chyou’s pussy was so tight he created a vacuum that squeezed out past the tiny seal between them.

My driver showed up, undressed, and his enormous cock slapped both thighs as he strolled over, stood beside Silas, and held Chyou’s ass cheeks wide open so she would be fucked harder. The recent virgin girl moaned like a seasoned slut, pushing her creamy, sticky slit back hard onto my boyfriend’s cock.

When Chyou clenched her lips around my clitoris, she gently tugged it from the protective fleshy hood, sucking while brushing her tongue across its tip, inverting her cheeks in the sexiest way. When Silas decanted his seed deep inside her tight hole, doubling her volume, I could tell from his lusty, desperate look that he enjoyed fucking the barely legal girl who atoned for her misdeed.

My driver slid his cock inside Chyou carefully, and I was impressed when Caishen kneeled beside her, kissing her cheeks, whispering I love you to a girl on her third cock, that being the biggest she was ever likely to take.

When Chyou screamed, still only half full of cock and with a pussy stretching wide around its thick, gnarly shaft, her boyfriend encouraged. In a moment of heady passion, she gripped Caishen’s hand and stopped giving me head while squirming, crying out as her cunt was drilled wider than she thought possible.

Chyou’s groans, gasps, and writhing on my bed were very entertaining and arousing, so I wriggled out from underneath the well fucked girl, and, to his utter amazement, I beckoned Caishen to come and fuck me with a cock that was already hard again.

While she was reamed by am immense cock, Chyou stroked the leg of her boyfriend, who enthusiastically rode me. I would need another shower, but honestly, by the effort the Personal Trainer put into fucking me, Caisen was well worth it.

When she orgasmed on my driver’s cock, Chyou shot me a look of deep appreciation, pressing her slit back on a magnificent shaft that filled her with a third milky seed load. When she cleaned my cream-filled pussy while her exhausted boyfriend watched on, I knew both kids were in for a fabulous, sexually charged lifestyle.

Silas loaned them a room, and since I wasn’t traveling anywhere, I threw in my driver so that Chyou would get the best drilling of her life - at least until the lovers found another big cock wonder-boy to play with.

When my boyfriend and I sat down to breakfast, I was half starved, filling my plate with carbs and sweet coatings that would not usually be so easily justified.

After breakfast, I strolled with Silas to my new home office, a full-sized apartment one floor down, with secure access using the same elevator we had for the penthouse. It wasn’t a replacement for my company offices but a place where I could work, meet people, and relax without using the conference room upstairs.

It was Silas’s surprise for me, a luxury C-Suite fitted out with meeting rooms, an executive lounge, and a hospitality kitchen manned by a chef I had never seen. IT guys were fitting trendy Apple iMac computers, and the place was busy.

I saw Adrian sitting alone in a small meeting room. He was tapping keys on his laptop, looking serious, so I pointed and told my boyfriend I needed a minute alone with him.

When I entered the room, Adrian looked pleased, hugging me and inviting me to sit down.

“Sorry, Alice - this is your office complex. I am being so rude.”

“I don’t think you have ever been rude to anyone, Adrian.”

He smiled politely, but the tension in his face rippled past the affable nature of a man overwrought with emotions. He looked tired—possibly from jetlag, and maybe the tension was from our immense business deal, but I doubted it.

“How have you been since… well, since all this happened to you, Alice?”

“I am still in a state of confusion, carefully finding my way. Silas’s family is complicated-”

“I’ve heard. Meredith spent much time with Hermione when we last visited.”

“They have a complex and fun sexual dynamic going on - I like it a lot, but it’s still early days. Also, the household is integrated into sex games, and that works - then there is the business, and of course, Mr. Chen, but he isn’t the only challenge.”

“I always knew you would leave us one day, Alice.”

“I never intended to.”

“You were meant to own and run your company - being an employee was quite transitory for you. Meredith spotted that from day one and told me to wish you well when you flew alone.”

“You could have made this transition far more difficult, Adrian.”

“And lose having you in our lives? I think that would have been a grave error. With this deal, our company is set for an Initial Public Offering - I won’t sell out the majority shareholding, but Meredith and I can finally achieve financial freedom.”

A pensive silence settled between us, but we kept eye contact, and he smiled back. Adrian looked vulnerable, which confused me because I had only ever known the flamboyant, exciting character who drove a hundred-million-dollar company forward.

“I have a question, Adrian.”

“Is it about my cuckolding?”

“Yes. If I am being intrusive, please say so.”

“I’ll try to answer if I can.”

“It’s simple, really - I never saw a cuckold personality in you, and I don’t understand why you would share Meredith.”

“What is a cuckold personality, Alice?”

“I’m not sure, but I’ll assume that aside from the voyeur you described, there must be some pleasure derived from specifically watching your wife being serviced by a bull.”

“Not for me.”

“But if you were a true voyeur - I mean, one who derives pleasure from others who are naked or having sex, then your enjoyment could be achieved by watching strangers. There are plenty of clubs in Hong Kong offering live sex shows for aficionados of that kink - it need not be Meredith being fucked, is what I am saying.”

My logic was unassailable - if Meredith were a hotwife in the purest sense, then Adrian enjoyed watching her fuck other guys as part of her empowerment, but if she were a cuckoldress, then sexualization of his humiliation and other psychological triggers were in play.

I was curious - not being judgemental.

When his expression cracked into sorrow, I wasn’t fast enough out of my seat to stop Adrian from falling forward and hitting his forehead on the glass table. He cried with the sadness of a thousand heartbreaks while I cradled him in my arms as best I could.

He eventually looked up at me through gloomy, tear-bloated eyes and shook his head.

“Are you gay, Adrian?”

“We both are.”

“Oh my - you are watching Meredith to disguise that she is a lesbian. She doesn’t want Silas at all.”

“She only wants you, Alice. Just as it was between her and Hermione.”

“And what about you, Adrian?”

“I want to make love to guys only - Meredith and I are a marriage of convenience that feels less convenient by the day.”


Chapter Fourteen

A Roll Of The Dice

◆◆◆

I sat and stared at my old boss in stunned silence, feeling severely rocked. The fact he was gay didn’t trouble me at all, neither did it concern me that Meredith was a lesbian. However, his revelation and potential consequences for our partnership were seismic, and I had difficulty grappling with the matter.

“Are you saying Meredith uses you as a cuckold ruse to get to the women she likes?”

“Yes.”

“But she is beautiful and could easily find romance, love, or just meaningless sex should she so wish. I don’t understand how you fit in, Adrian.”

“She likes her pussy younger, with limited girl-on-girl experience, and always attached to other men.”

“Like me in my current situation?”

I wasn’t admitting to the fact that in just a few weeks, I had become partial to and somewhat expert at licking pussy. My bisexuality had been a fabulous revelation to me and fun that I had no intention of relinquishing. Adrian never knew much about my private life from working at his company; it seemed Meredith thought me to be young, fresh, and mostly innocent meat to be toyed with.

“My wife is fixated on you above all other women. Don’t worry though - once Meredith fucks you, there will be another nubile young woman along shortly.”

“Okay, okay… so when I video called you the other night, and you were being cuckolded… that was a couple sleeping with Meredith?”

“Yes.”

“So why doesn’t she simply hook up with the couple on her own while you do your thing, Adrian?”

“Meredith loves to humiliate me.”

“She can only do that if you let her.”

“She owns the company.”

“All of it?”

“Yes.”

“Oh fuck!”

I felt sick because the implications for our partnership were far-reaching. Meredith lied about many things in our contract meeting - her ownership of the company, a fascination for me, and the whole cuckolding of her husband were nasty manifestations of a problem I didn’t need.

“I’ll scrap our deal, Adrian.”

“No, no… fuck no! Please don’t do that.”

“Why not? I can’t work with someone so fucking twisted. What Meredith is doing to you is so cruel that I have no words. If she’s willing to do that to you, who the fuck knows what she will do to me.”

“She needs you, Alice.”

“What for?”

“To get to Silas - he has the power to make or break people. Meredith wants more than we already have… which is plenty, by the way. Without Silas, our reach into Asia is impossible - you were always key to that.”

“She’s being very greedy.”

“Yes.”

He broke down crying. His tears didn’t seem to be those of a weak man - Adrian looked broken, or at least part of him was. His brain worked fine regarding work problems, but Meredith had played with his hard wiring, sexual, romantic, and most probably otherwise, to a level of evil that I couldn’t fathom.

I kneeled before Adrian and hugged him while he sobbed. In my heart, I knew my deal with them was dead in its current form, and even though his story didn’t entirely add up, I needed to show some sympathy for his emotional plight.

“I will fix this problem, Adrian.”

“How?”

“Leave it to me. Do you have a place to go? A lover in Hong Kong, perhaps?”

“No. I only have the hotel room shared with Meredith.”

“Then go there. I will call for you and her when I am ready later today.”

“She wants me to watch you fucking her and Silas as part of this deal closing.”

“I know. Let’s see about doing that if only to buy me some time.”

Our agreement would hold until I decided otherwise. Meredith’s secret ownership of her company was a pre-requisite disclosure to the deal we signed, so she had no leg to stand on, especially in a Hong Kong court.

But there was more going on here than a simple deal.

I felt sorry for Adrian, but I could do little to help until he fought for himself, which meant leaving his wife, breaking her spell over him, and moving on. I planned to resolve everything, and with that in mind, I strolled with the inconsolable man back to his hotel room, leaving him at the door.

My mind worked overtime, processing, linking facts, analyzing lies and every event since my arrival at Adrian’s company.

Something was hideously awry.

My next stop was our hotel reception, where I had a conversation and arranged to meet the manager later. With that out of the way, I called Silas, explained what happened, and described my theory, and he immediately agreed to my solution.

Later, having called Adrian and Meredith to suggest a meeting,  I met my boyfriend downtown at a hastily arranged luxury office suite rented by the hour. I felt more content than ever in my life, in love and loved back by a man who understood me as well as my father.

But my upcoming gamble was a win-or-lose-all roll of the dice insofar as my future business career was concerned.

When I strolled over to him and kissed Silas, he received a coffee from a server working our hospitality bar, handing it to me before asking her for another. His wisdom had poked my plan every way he could, and my confidence grew as his did.

“Are you sure about everything, Alice?”

“Not one hundred percent, but enough to play hardball with.”

“Your theory makes sense. Did your package arrive yet?”

“Both of them are here, yes.”

When Meredith and Adrian arrived, they were a heartbeat ahead of Mr Chen. Both parties were surprised to see the other, but neither spoke. They crossed an expansive marble-floored meeting room, weaving through conference tables and workstations with power and internet connections.

Without offering refreshments, I pointed to a nearby meeting table.

“Please - join us.”

“What’s going on, Alice - I thought we weren’t meeting Mr. Chen?”

“How do you know Mr. Chen, Meredith?”

“Umm… I err. I. It must have been his picture on the internet or something.”

Meredith suddenly looked unsure of herself, almost to the point she might vomit. Adrian looked away, but Chen seemed confused.

“What’s going on here, Alice?”

I grinned at Meredith in the most Machiavellian way when I saw fear flicker on her expression. She shook her head, almost indiscernibly, begging me to stop. Her body language convinced me I was right, and confidence surged.

“Mr. Chen, have you met Meredith or Adrian before?”

“No.”

“Do you have social media or any images of you on the internet?”

“No.”

“In which case, you and I have been manipulated.”

“How?”

I studied Meredith carefully. She looked like she wanted to run away. Silas stood up, walked to a small side meeting room, opened the door, and let the hotel manager and one of his staff into the room.

“Meredith and Adrian targeted Silas because he’s worth billions. They knew he and Hermione enjoyed an open marriage, something they exploited during a previous visit. The cuckold story is completely untrue, isn’t it, Adrian?”

“Why do you say that?’

“Because your wife could fuck anyone she wants as long as the other party desired her, which, given her beauty, they usually do.”

“I am a cuckold.”

“No, Adrian - you are a man who must be in the room while his wife is negotiating with lovers through her conniving pillow talk. Cuckolding is easier than suggesting swinging to another couple - you weren’t sure Hermione, or I, for that matter, would swap.”

When Meredith caught sight of the hotel manager, who looked very confused, she saw who was standing next to him and balked.

“This man was in reception when I arrived at the hotel. Do you recognize him, Meredith?”

“No.”

“He recognizes you, though. He says you Zoom called him at reception the day before I flew in and promised five thousand dollars if he told me there were no rooms available. For another five grand, he then directed me into Hermione and Silas’ arms.”

“That’s fanciful nonsense, Alice. Come on, Adrian, we are leaving.”

“You shouldn’t do that, Meredith. The police will be called, and details of your confidence trick will be made public. This hotel clerk will squeal on you if asked by his boss.”

Meredith had been halfway out of her chair in a fury, but when I threatened the police, she settled back again. Her mind worked overtime, and she glanced nervously at each person in the room, seeking support.

“What I find most detestable is that you took the pillow confessions Hermione told you about her marriage and weaponized them. She wanted to leave Silas in a loving, amicable way, finding him a new wife. Hermione even described the perfect girl to you - me- and told you that the hotel clerk helped them find occasional female lovers staying over on business.”

“You’re speculating a great deal here, Alice. Is it your opinion that Adrian sent you to Hong Kong hoping you would seduce Silas and Hermione?”

“Oh, definitely, but I don’t think Adrian acted alone - this has all the hallmarks of a scheming bitch at its core. You also knew that regardless of the challenges, I would find a way to make this business deal work with Mr. Chen while delivering you Silas on a platter.”

“Your grand conspiracy belongs in a world of fiction. For what reason would we do all of this, Alice?”

“Because your technology doesn’t work.”

The room was silenced, and you could have heard a pin drop. Meredith’s mouth bobbed open and shut like a goldfish, and her eyes were out on stalks panicked. Adrian looked constipated and had tears in his eyes, but it was his wife who screamed her last lie.  

“Of course it fucking works. You’ve seen the silicon carbide powder at our plant in the USA.”

“Only a few kilos of powder have been produced in one batch. You can’t ramp up production to thousands of tonnes without someone risking hundreds of millions to design a plant big enough to process that much rice.”

I had dealt the married crooks a killer blow, albeit the last part was largely guessed, it being the only logical reason for their deceit. Meredith and Adrian had cracked the science problem of converting rice husk into silicon carbide, but they were far from being able to process more than a few kilos.

Mr. Chen was incandescent with rage, slamming his fist on the table and roaring in Chinese until Silas circled to where he sat, crouched, and whispered something in their shared language while pointing at me. I took it as a vote of confidence that I could proceed to deal my killer blow.

“You both wanted to start this project in collaboration with me, have Chen and Silas throw money in, then you would drag them into your problem, making it look like it wasn’t pre-existing. Fucking cuckold, gay and lesbian, you are not - you two should be ashamed.”

Adrian hung his head low and sighed heavily, holding his face off the conference table in both palms. Meredith sat back, looking defeated, waving her hands at her husband like something vile had been passed to her.

“I told you this would happen, you fucking idiot. This would have worked out fine if I had gone into the bedroom playtimes alone. The cuckold smokescreen was dumb as fuck, and in one conversation, Alice unraveled you like a ball of wool.”

“I don’t trust you, Meredith. I know, without me being in the bedroom while you were being fucked, all kinds of deals would be done behind my back.”

“Idiot. You suffered all those tortuous cuckolding sessions watching me fuck other people, and it’s been for nothing.”

“I know - that’s the only true thing you’ve said in a long time.” 

Mr. Chen stood and walked away, taking in the view from a window at the far end of the room, clicking his fingers for a server to fetch him a drink. She ran to him, took the order, returned to the bar, and brought back what looked like a double scotch.

Adrian stared at me, looking soulless, distraught, and needing a solution.

“Are you gay, Adrian?”

“No - and I don’t enjoy cuckolding either. Oh, and while we are at it, Meredith is bisexual, so she did enjoy the fucking - I didn’t.”

“But it was your idea, too… especially the cuckolding.”

“Yes.”

“That’s so fucked up. Meredith is right, by the way - the cuckolding part never made complete sense to me.”

“Maybe she’s right, but I don’t care anymore. What happens next, Alice?”

The actual, deceitful situation had unfolded rapidly in a few short hours. Adrian’s mistake in our earlier meeting was that he never coherently explained why cuckolding had been necessary. Meredith had weaponized sex to their mutual agreement, but Adrian’s need to be in the room while she slept with Silas and Hermione could only be explained by his lack of trust.

I wagged my finger between Adrian and Meredith.

“You two don’t trust each other, Adrian.”

“No, we don’t.”

“And the technology doesn’t work.”

“Not entirely true, Alice. Meredith is right - our proof of concept works, but it will take substantial dollars to commercialize fully.”

“And to do that, you need a financial backer who will want partial, if not majority, shareholding of the Intellectual Property - the know-how, any patents, and what we call the secret sauce - the enzyme.”

“We don’t want to share ownership of any trade secrets, Alice.”

“Those secrets are worth hundreds of billions of dollars. You own all of that, we foot the bill for commercialization, you own any new patents in that too, and we get fucked in a few years when you withdraw our distribution license.”

“Something like that.”

“Wow, Adrian - it’s like a corporate cuckolding where Silas, me, and Chen get to watch each other being fucked by the pair of you.”

“Shall we call it a day and part as friends?”

“Fuck, no way.”

“Okay, what do you have in mind?”

“You and Meredith are the ones getting fucked today.”

“How?”

“You’ll sell us the Intellectual Property rights today, now, here, and then you can fly out of Hong Kong.”

“And if we don’t agree to your terms?”

“The local police will arrest you. Video of everything that occurred in this room today, plus evidence from the hotel receptionist, will be made available to them, and you’ll face a long prison stay while an investigation ensues.”

“We can fight prosecution, Alice.”

“Yes, and that will cost you millions in lawyer fees over the next couple of years while you rot in a Chinese prison. Most cases like this become political - can you imagine the fun the Chinese leadership will have holding you two idiots up as poster boy and girl for Western corruption?”

Meredith’s cheeks puffed out, and I knew instantly she didn’t see herself as a Chinese prison inmate. Confusion and fear ruled for the few moments of silence I allowed their terrible fate to sink in. They would know that the judge could likely be influenced to find them both guilty even on a flimsy case, which this wasn’t - but the thoughts of becoming a political bargaining chip were too hideous even for Adrian to contemplate.

“How does this work, Alice?”

“You sign across all rights for the Intellectual Property to Silas in perpetuity and exclusively. By separate agreement, you sell us all USA assets and the company - then you fuck off.”

“Just like that?”

“You’ll be handsomely paid.”

“How handsomely?”

Silas beckoned a server over. She carried a silver tray with two bundles of documents on them. He handed one each to Chen, Meredith, and Adrian, retaining a fourth for himself.

“I had these drawn up in a few hours. They are simple contracts transferring the amounts agreed on the bottom of the last page to both of you, subject to a legal exchange of ownership for what Alice has requested from you.”

They skimmed through the details, arriving at the bottom line quickly. Meredith blinked while Adrian shook his head. She knew what it all meant and raised her hand.

“I want my share to be paid separately from Adrian’s, Alice.”

“Of course you do.”

He glanced at her, then sneered, knowing their marriage was over. I wasn’t interested in the details of their twisted lives together because, in the end, all that mattered was that I had torpedoed their plot to fuck us over.

“Are we agreed, Adrian?”

“I have no choice.”

“You always have a choice, dear.”

He signed the document, and Meredith followed quickly, using the same pen. Silas had arranged for a team of lawyers in the USA and Hong Kong to work with Adrian’s company, ensuring a legal transfer of assets occurred before our payments were made.

When I stood, the pair looked devastated, and I felt a little sorry for them, but Silas held and squeezed my hand, exuding confidence that I had won in an ear-to-ear grin. I looked at Mr. Chen, who smiled, a little confused.

“You have stated that Silas and I are equal owners of the Intellectual Property, Alice.”

“Yes - we must work together, and you were also being defrauded. It seems only fair you share the upside.”

“You are being very fair, Alice, but this is highly unusual and suspiciously generous.”

I approached him, leading Mr. Chen away from the others. He looked kind and calm like he would forever pray at my altar. He was rich, but now he would become more wealthy than in his dreams.

Chen’s eyes were soft and appealing, and his natural handsomeness burst onto a happy face. 

“Thank you, Alice.”

“You must make this work with Silas.”

“None of this works without you, Alice.” 

“If we are getting into bed with one another for the long term, Mr. Chen, we must enjoy the experience of our relationship and trust one another.”

“Is that what we are doing here? Forming a different partnership?”

“Yes, and, as Silas has explained to me, you have particular traditions in Hong Kong for sealing partnerships such as ours.”

“In certain circles, we do, Alice.”

“In which case, would you and your wife like to visit our home this evening, perhaps stay overnight?”

“We would love to.”

“So would we.”


Chapter Fifteen

Arriving - Hong Kong Style

◆◆◆

Mr Chen left our apartment looking excited. I knew he wanted to fuck me as much as I desired him and was glad Silas was on the same page, too. Adrian and Meredith skulked away with copies of our agreement and promised to meet Mr. Chow at his offices to finalize everything. They left separately, minutes between their departure, contemplating a life apart and unemployed.

My former employers would have enough money for many lifetimes, but having come to Hong Kong with high expectations, they left on a low.

Once everyone went about their business, I stood alone in our living room, and thoughts of a very different future struck me. A sense of anticlimax surged, bringing on fatigue. Silas strolled back into the room, saw me looking somber, and held me close, kissing my neck, cheeks, and lips and smiling.

“What’s bothering you, Alice?”

“I don’t like this corporate bullshit.”

“Do you mean you don’t enjoy being a boss?”

“Yeah. I enjoyed my job when it wasn’t consuming my whole life, but now, I don’t look forward to the work. Winning isn’t everything.”

“I agree, which is why I am semi-retired.”

“I need time to think, Silas.”

“You have time now for a sleep, honey. Chen and his wife will join us around 7 p.m. I asked our chef to make teppanyaki because it is simple and enjoyable. We can have a nice romantic dinner.”

“And then swap partners?”

“Yes.”

“Are we fucking in the same bed?”

“It’s your choice, Alice.”

“What do you prefer?”

“I always enjoy playing in the same bed because then, we can swap over and back, maybe have threesomes while someone rests, and then you can also enjoy Mrs. Chen if you wish.”

“A foursome sounds like the perfect way to enjoy the whole night and relax after finally finishing this deal. While you boys recover, Mrs. Chen and I will play.”

“I’ll have Li change our bed and set up some fragranced candles. Also, we’ll get a few bottles of champagne on ice and some nibbles for later.”

“Do you mind if I sleep right now, Silas?”

“I suggested it.”

“I know, but it seems self-indulgent to sleep during the day.”

“You’ve had a challenging few weeks, Alice, and tonight will be no different. Chen will certainly take a stamina pill and fuck you plenty.”

“I hope so. I want you to do the same, honey. Fuck his wife really hard for me, Silas.”

“I will.”

“Could you please ask Mei to join me when I wake up… around 5 p.m?”

“Of course.”

I felt pleased that my business problems had turned a corner, but if the last few weeks of work were anything to go by, something needed to change. I loved being around Silas and exploring the world as a couple, sexually and geographically.

I slept soundly and only woke when Mei’s naked, silken, soft skin caressed mine. She big spooned into me from behind, instantly enhancing my mood, which already benefited from a sound sleep. I felt alive, enjoying her hard nipples pressing into my back while she planted soft kisses up and down my spine.

“You’re so naughty, Mei. You’ve crawled into my bed like a slut.”

“Hi, Alice. Did you miss me?”

“Yes, honey… I really did.”

“Silas invited me to help you prepare for this evening. He also said I might be allowed to stay and help out later if you wish.”

“Do you mean help with Mr. And Mrs. Chen?”

“Yes - dare I say, Wei Lin is also pensively waiting at our apartment to hear if she can join us.”

“Four girls and two guys?”

“I think the guys will love it. After Chen fucks you, he can enjoy a handmaiden cleaning his cock, before she cleans you.”

“You are so fucking decadent, Mei.”

“I know - but that’s why you like me.”

“I kinda do, babe. Please ask Wei Lin to join us.”

I rolled over into Mei’s arms, and she ran her fingers down my spine like she played the piano until her palms gripped my ass cheeks, squeezing hard. She was a calm lover, always ready with a kind word, soft touch, or perfect kiss. My body was electrified when her lips sensually brushed mine, and in that burst of rapture, I realized what was missing in my life, and I resolved to discuss it with Silas.

I straddled her, enjoying that Mei stared deeply into my eyes while her hand slid down my midriff until her fingers parted my pussy lips. She eased her fingers along my damp, sticky slit until she could dip two inside my tight, creamy hole.

“Chen is going to love cumming inside you, Alice.”

“Do you think so, Mei?”

“He is one step away from being in love with you - hence the overpowering emotions he has when you are near, anger being the most unwelcome. You are the only woman I have met who can tame his mood.”

“What about his wife?”

“Xiu is a beautiful woman but extremely demure and submissive. She is lovely, don’t get me wrong, and Silas will enjoy fucking a girl who is so amenable, but only for one night.”

“Amenable, how?”

“Xiu loves going over the knee for a sound thrashing. You can expect her to beg Silas for her spanking tonight - perhaps she will ask you to discipline her as well.”

“It’s not my thing.”

Mei explored inside my pussy while we talked and was fingering me well when she suddenly stopped, hauling me forward onto her face. She believed that if a girl was to perform well in an orgy, partner swap, or gangbang, she needed to release some orgasmic tension before the main tryst, thereby relieving a sense of desperation to fuck too quickly.

Her lips sucked my swollen, sticky labia inside her mouth while her tongue plowed the creamy crease between them. I rocked back and forth on my lover’s face, waving at Silas when he dropped by and sat on the end of our bed to watch. For his delight and my enjoyment, I slid my knees wider apart, pressing my rock-hard clitoris against Mei’s nose, grinding my way toward a tumultuous orgasm.

When Mei wrapped her arms around my thighs and peeled back my pussy lips with clawing thumbs, I knew she would eat me out, which she did, extending her tongue deep inside my fuck hole, licking my soft tissue walls while enjoying the sticky sweet hormones that trickled out.

Mei whimpered, then moaned like she was enjoying her favorite meal. I enjoyed facesitting, not purely as a powerplay, but also, for me, it was the best position to enjoy cunnilingus. Silas straddled Mei’s legs from behind me, cupped and kneaded my breasts while kissing my neck, shoulders, and finally, my ears, whispering.

“Mei will suck Chen’s semen out of you over and over tonight.”

“She’s bringing Wei Lin, too. They can take it in turns to service the four of us.”

“Wow - you are getting into this, Alice.”

“After I cum, shower with me, please. I have something to tell you.”

“Let’s focus on properly relaxing you first.”

My boyfriend and lover worked together, one tweaking my breasts, rolling and squeezing solid nipples between index fingers and thumbs, while the other clenched her lips tightly around my sticky nub, teasingly pulling it, sucking hard, and licking the tip, dragging it from side to side until I exploded.

My body reeled in ecstasy as all stress was expended, and my marriage material girl next door mingled with an inner slut, rejuvenating me. I tingled, trembled, and shuddered vigorously, filling Mei’s mouth with sweet nectar I knew she couldn’t get enough of.

When I dismounted Mei’s face, I kissed her, enjoying the sweetness of my cum on her lips and tongue. She grinned at me and pointed to the bathroom, where I led Silas so I could talk to him. His cock was solid, slapping both thighs, and I felt a little guilty having got my relief.

“Would you like Mei or me to deal with your wood?”

“I’ll wait, sweetheart - I want to make you proud tonight.”

“I’m already proud of you, Silas.”

Mei cleaned us both from head to toe, starting with Silas at my request. She kneeled, stood, and then got back down again, almost like a car wash working every inch of my boyfriend’s body while I stepped closer to him, caressing his hairy, muscular chest.

“What’s the deal, Alice?”

“What do you mean?”

“You have something to tell me.”

“I want Wei Lin to manage my company. I’ll be available to advise her, but it shouldn’t consume me as it does now.”

“That seems wise. Are you clearing your agenda for a purpose?”

“Yes. I want to buy Hermione out from Swing & Bang.”

“Ahh.”

“She hasn’t organized a ‘Madam Fang’ event for a few weeks, and I feel a proper club environment would suit the brand with regular special mobile events.”

“Okay - Hermione will probably agree because she is pulling back hard, but what about Celia - you’d be competing with her.”

“We can cross that bridge when we come to it.”

“We?”

“I want us to be partners in the club, fulfilling our fantasies while facilitating everyone else’s.”

“Fantasies such as?”

“I still have a few of our family members to entertain, as do you.”

“Oh my, Alice - even I had no idea you were this naughty.”

“Are we agreed?”

“We certainly are.”

I had all sorts of sleazy and luxurious ideas for a high-class sex club, including a hard room where girls needing a good hard fucking could book a team of bulls to enjoy privately. An orgy room would comprise an ocean-sized soft floor area where couples could frolic, swap, or create a fuck train. Furniture, fuck swings, sex aids, dolls, and a spa with shower areas were firmly planned in my head.

I hadn’t seen Hermione in ages because she was keen that I settle in as Silas’s new partner without confusing our family. I was becoming a matriarch of sorts while she remained the mother, a little like having two popes.

“I’ll visit Hermione soon - will you come, Silas?”

“Of course. I haven’t seen her in two weeks.”

While Mei tended to Silas, carefully drying him off, I sat on the end of our bed wrapped in towels, imagining the battlefield of sex before us. A wafting aroma tickled my nose, further sparking my eagerness for the evening ahead. Our chef prepared meat and fish marinated with garlic, ginger, and exotic Asian sauces.

After Mei styled my hair, I slipped into my dress. It was a sleeveless, bright scarlet, sheath-like silhouette with a plunging v-neck that suited my figure. At the back, my crossed straps suggested a kinky slut, while a split to the top of my thigh continued that sleazy theme.

Sequins sewn onto velvet teardrops gave my outfit a sparkling look, and a sweeping train suggested that somewhere inside me was a good girl - I hoped Chen would find her and enjoy both my personas. Most of all, I loved the built-in bra and soft lining that added comfort to my glamor.

When I turned to Silas and saw him in a tuxedo with a bow tie, I fell in love all over again. His slight gasp, widening, sparkling eyes, and a loving smile lifted me. 

“You look stunning, Alice.”

“As do you, boyfriend.”

I warmed and felt arousal leak from my pussy, layering the expensive lace panties with an insufficient gusset to contain me. The visions I enjoyed of watching my boyfriend fuck my lover’s wife were intense, and I wondered how far off the reservation I had wandered.

“Shall we swap from the outset, Silas?”

“I would like that too.”

“It means Xiu can suck your cock during dinner while Chen and I watch.”

“That seems an excellent idea.”

We met our partners at the elevator, handing each a welcoming champagne flute filled with an expensive Dom Perignon vintage. I wrapped my arms around Chen’s neck like he was my boyfriend, grinding my pussy against his solid cock, while kissing him deeply and staring into his eyes.

Silas did the same to Xiu, sweeping her off her feet while she squealed delightfully, but there was more than decadence lacing Chen’s stare at me.

“Come with me, Chen.”

“This is a lovely way to get started.”

“I thought you might enjoy having me from the moment you arrive. I certainly want you.”

“Alice - I want to see you again, after this, maybe become a regular lover.”

“Let’s see how we do this evening, honey.”

His eyes looked desperate, and I had a growing feeling a problem was brewing. If Chen caught feelings for me, work might become problematic, even though I was pulling away. Xiu caught my hand and pulled me aside momentarily.

“My husband is desperate to fuck you. I know Silas will enjoy this evening, but he has no fixation on me.”

“Are you saying Chen is fixated on me?”

“Yes.”

“That is a problem.”

“Don’t worry - he barks a lot but never bites. You’ll find my husband is kind and will never harm you.”

“Thanks for the warning.”

“I have a thing about Silas, Alice. I’ve wanted him to fuck me for quite some time. I hope you won’t mind if I go over his knee and play a little because I feel so overwhelmed.”

“You do whatever feels comfortable, Xiu. I know I will.”

I rejoined my lover almost entirely, but not disrespectfully ignoring my boyfriend. I wanted the evening of sex to be a vacation from one another for both of us. When I led Chen to our seats, pointing to a specific chair beside mine, he seemed surprised.

“Will you sit on my left side, please, Chen?”

“Of course, but why?”

“The split on my skirt is on the left, and I have something in there you may wish to play with during dinner.”

“Oh my, Alice - you are a tease.”

“A tease implies I won’t let you fuck me as much as you want. Trust me, that’s not the case.”

We toasted one another and got straight into engrossed lovers’ conversations. While Silas and Xiu kissed, fondled, and giggled like kids, Chen behaved more traditionally in his wooing of me, explaining the Hong Kong Jockey Club horseracing stadium and other social clubs he and Xiu enjoyed.

After our meal, Chen kissed me, slipping his fingers across my thigh and gently prising aside my panties so he could finger me. I smiled, opened my legs wide, rested back, and watched Xiu free my boyfriend’s cock from his pants.

She wasted no time, gripping Silas’s cock hard around the base, peeling his foreskin back, and going straight down on him, greedily slurping his precum. I slid the top of my dress down a little, cupping the back of my lover’s head to bring his lips onto my nipple so he could suckle on me while plowing my slit.

Xiu made sure I saw everything going on on the opposite side of our table, carefully wrapping her long black hair out of the way while sliding her mouth up and down Silas’ knobbly, glistening shaft with tightly clenched lips.

Wei Lin and Mei sat nearby, enthralled and patient spectators in a live sex show. Both wore sexy lingerie, one in pink, the other wearing orange, looking fabulous. Chen expertly squeezed my clitoris, engorging her with a rush of blood and sexy hormones that drove me wild.

When my lover withdrew his hand, he stared at his sticky fingers, beguiled by me, and smiled, never averting his eyes while tasting my most personal nectar. My flavor so enamored him that I had to move things on because I was more aroused than a teenager on her first date.

“Would you like to taste more, Chen?”

“Yes, please.”

“Then let me feed you a sweet dessert.”

I stood quickly and hiked up my dress hem while Chen slipped his thumbs inside my elastic panty waistband and slid them down. I hopped onto the table while he adjusted his chair so his head was between my legs. Mei and Wei Lin moved in and took an ankle each, prising my legs wide open while my lover eagerly dove forward and began feasting on me.

When I relaxed, bizarrely, my head was over the edge of the table, and I got a perfect view of Xiu fellating my boyfriend. I glanced up from watching her deep throat his shaft and saw Silas’ loving smile directed at me. He gently stroked my face with the fingers of one hand while entwining ours together with the other.

I nodded down towards my crotch because I wanted Silas to watch Chen licking my cunt while I observed him getting head from a most delightful, submissive slutty girl. My lover gave amazing tongue, almost as good as a girl, as he slurped his way through my creamy dessert. His tongue was everywhere, randomly forcing my anal whorl open to lick inside my back passage until he moved, and his lips clenched around the base of my sticky clitoris, where he sucked hard.

I didn’t protest when Chen broke my anal sphincter open with a warm, wet fingertip, sliding that fat digit deep inside my back passage while an accompanying thumb filled my fuck hole. I gasped, nearing orgasm, enjoying how his digits fucked me while his tongue and lips sent me to heaven.

I filled Chen’s mouth with my orgasm, enjoying his enthusiasm to swallow. Since arriving in Hong Kong, I had become an unrestrained squirter, enjoying the freedom to cum in my lover’s mouth without feeling embarrassed. For me, such orgasms were necessary, supporting my good sexual and mental health, and it seemed those I fed loved it, too.

As I squirted short, powerful unicorn pee jets that filled Chen’s mouth, I knew I owned him because he purred and never spilled a drop. Silas shot his load in Xiu’s mouth, roaring in ecstasy as he branded her his own, at least for one night. While Chen cleaned my pussy with an eager tongue and lips, I watched my boyfriend’s shaft jerk vigorously, decanting every drop of seed with its head buried inside his lover’s mouth.

Xiu sucked Silas’s cock clean, smiling, before leaning in and French kissing me. Sharing my boyfriend’s salty load with me was an outstanding erotic moment, especially given that her husband’s head was still between my legs while he licked both my holes.

When I stood up and saw the solid package tenting Chen’s pants, I grinned, took his hand, and led him to our bedroom.

“You need to fuck me real good, sweetheart.”

“At last, Alice - I have waited so long.”

“I won’t disappoint, and, to be honest, I have wanted your seed inside me for ages.”

While Silas poured more champagne for Xiu, laughing and joking with her, he waved at me to get started in our bedroom without them. I beckoned for Mei and Wei Lin to follow me, having a special role for them.

“Wei Lin, I want you ladies to get on your hands and knees on the floor while I lay across your backs.”

“Is that how Chen will fuck you?”

“For the first time only - after that, I will take him in my bed.”

“Oh Alice - you have arrived, Hong Kong style.”
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The Cuckoldress

"If ever there was a moment to stop this from happening, now is it, Brad.”

I stared deeply into my husband’s eyes with as stony an expression as I could muster under the tawdry circumstances. Conveying the severity of our moment seemed crucial, as did offering my beloved one final chance to call the whole thing off.
I kneeled on our bed, the loving, marital sanctuary upon which Brad had been the only man to take me. A bull stood behind me with one palm placed reassuringly into the small of my back. He was ready to smash my marriage vows with one long stroke of his immense blue-veined, gnarly member, which stood proudly in his hand.

I asked my husband not to have me do this, but then, once it happened, it felt so, so right.

A Cunning Stunt

Greg falls in love. His is an unrequited love because Sarah is consumed by an ongoing divorce and the needs of her children. She doesn’t need a man, or, at least she thinks a man is unnecessary, but maybe the universe disagrees.

Fate, love, romance, and sex are not within the remit of lovers to control, and when Greg unleashes his dangerous, cunning stunt, our lovers are wrapped up in a disaster.

How will Greg win his true love over, and what hidden depths of taboo, submission, and kinky play lurk beneath the surface of lovers who might otherwise appear entirely respectable?
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