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The mansion was built in a mix of styles, with red-brick walls and roman columns like a castle but topped with an East Asian pagoda roof. The multicultural amalgamation of architectural styles may have looked good on paper, but the result was much harder on the eyes.

The limo pulled up in front of the house and cruised to a halt. The driver killed the engine and stepped out of the vehicle, resplendent in a suit and driver’s cap. His dark clothing wasn’t ideal for a hot summer’s day like today, but that was his uniform, and he had to wear it.

He walked up to the front door, ignoring the ghoulish gargoyle statues that flanked the entrance, and pressed the buzzer. The jingling was barely audible from the outside, but he saw movement through the frosted glass window as his client approached.

The door opened and an Asian man in a business suit appeared at the entrance. He was a head shorter than his driver, with small eyes and a dark hairline that had receded several inches.

“Good morning, Mr. Kwan,” said the driver.

“Eight o’clock sharp,” Mr. Kwan noted, “very impressive.”

“Do you have any luggage, sir?” the driver asked.

“Just this,” Mr. Kwan replied, producing a small roller bag, “it’s only one night, after all.”

“Of course, sir,” said the driver, taking the bag and pulling it away.

Someone appeared behind Mr. Kwan wearing nothing but a white bathrobe, sliding a pair of delicate hands with manicured fingers around his waist. The hem of her robe stopped just above her knees and the folds were open enough to give the driver a glimpse of her cleavage.

“Have fun on your trip, Archie,” Mrs. Kwan cooed into his ear.

“Candice, would you mind putting some clothes on?” Mr. Kwan demanded irritably.

“It’s too early in the morning for that,” Candice answered.

While embracing her husband, she flashed her eyes up at the driver, a flirty look in her gaze as she licked her lips. The driver politely ignored the look she gave him as well as the sight of her breasts, waiting patiently for his client to finish and follow him.

“Don’t overspend while I’m away,” Mr. Kwan warned his wife, extricating himself from her embrace, “or I’ll have to cut your allowance.”

“You don’t have to threaten me,” Candice pouted, “I’m not a child.”

“A child wouldn’t need to be told twice,” Mr. Kwan rebuked her, “I’ll be back tomorrow night.”

“Understood, Master,” Candice quipped sarcastically, folding her arms over her chest, “I’ll try not to burn the house down or fuck the pool boy while you’re away.”

“Do the former and I’ll make you pay the cost of rebuilding it out of pocket,” Archie threatened, “do the latter and I’ll throw you out onto the street.”

Candice’s expression darkened as her husband followed his driver with the roller bag to the limo. She waved goodbye to him as he waved at her before stepping inside the vehicle. The driver shut the passenger door, and she gave a friendlier wave to him when he looked her way.

The driver waved politely but otherwise ignored his client’s wife as he entered the driver’s side and shut the door. The engine revved, and the limo crunched its way across the gravel around the roundabout and out through the security gate.

As the limo turned onto the main road, Candice undid the cord of her robe and defiantly took it off, baring her breasts and standing naked in the open air. Archie could be pretty controlling when he was home, but for the next 36 hours, she could do what she liked.
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Candice made eggs and toast for herself, eating alone in the glitzy kitchen rather than alone in the sprawling dining room. Then she went back upstairs and tossed her robe onto the bed for the maid to collect before walking naked into the bathroom.

She walked past the head-to-toe mirror, glancing vainly at the middle-aged Asian woman with dyed blonde hair and gorgeous curves who looked ten years younger than she actually was. A lifetime of healthy eating and yoga had kept her body sexy and supple, drawing the eyes of the rich sugar daddy who had ultimately become her husband.

She jumped in the shower and switched on the water, letting the lukewarm liquid flow over her body as it warmed up. She grabbed some conditioner and squeezed the bottle over her breasts, lathering it all over her body and adding some to her hair.

The shower water had warmed enough to be comfortable, and the temperature made her nerves tingle as she washed herself, drawing her fingers towards her crotch. She lathered some of the conditioner over her pubic mound and played with herself a little before washing it off.

She wasn’t really in the mood to masturbate right now, and if she were, she’d rather use one of her sex toys, all bought at Archie’s expense. He claimed to be concerned about how much she liked to spend, but did he really know or care what she spent his money on?

Their marriage was a pretty simple arrangement: he paid for her lifestyle, and she made herself available to him as arm candy for events and for sex. It wasn’t much different from when he’d become her sugar daddy, except that now she had a diamond ring on her finger.

If she was really being honest, her life as a trophy wife was kind of boring. His work trips were frequent and long, and she had the whole house to herself most of the time. If he wasn’t around to keep her company, she would have to find someone else...

Having washed all the conditioner off of her body and out of her hair, Candice switched off the shower and stepped out onto the mat. She grabbed a towel off the rack and rubbed herself dry before wrapping it around her body and returning to the bedroom.

Just as she returned to the bedroom, her phone buzzed on the bedside table, and she walked over to check it. It was a reminder that the masseur would be arriving in fifteen minutes – his pricey fee paid for out of her trophy wife’s allowance.

What were you supposed to wear for a full-body massage? Candice was tempted to go naked and let the masseur feel her up completely. The thought brought a dirty smile to her face that was squelched by the follow-up thought of her husband finding out.

Candice rummaged through her closet and pulled out a two-piece bathing suit, wondering how Archie would react to another man caressing and fondling his wife. Then again, since he paid for her lifestyle, it beggared belief that he didn’t already know.

~
[image: ]


The doorbell rang, and the maid ran to answer it, first checking the security camera. There was a tall and well-built man standing on the porch with a big sports bag slung over his shoulder. Mrs. Kwan was expecting someone this morning, and this must be him.

She unlocked the front door and opened it, and her knees went weak at the sight of the six-foot-tall Adonis wearing athleisure and a shirt that barely contained his physique. His hair was dark and slightly curly, and he looked down at the star-struck maid with blue eyes and a cool smile.

“I’m here to see Candice Kwan,” he informed her, “an appointment at half past ten?”

“Oh, yes!” the maid answered nervously, “right this way, please.”

She opened the door wider for the male visitor, who wiped his feet on the mat before stepping inside. He followed the maid across the opulent front hall, marveling at the gorgeous décor and architecture as he was led down a hallway into a side room.

The maid opened the door and showed him inside, and he found himself in a living room with pastel-blue wallpaper and gold filigree around the ceiling. All the furniture had been cleared away, leaving an open space for the massage bed that had already been set up.

“You must be Tony,” said his client, leaning against the massage bed, “I’m Candice.”

The folds of Candice’s robe were hanging open, revealing her cleavage while she shamelessly ogled the handsome hunk of a man about to put his hands all over her. The maid showed herself out, shutting the door and leaving Mrs. Kwan and her handsome masseur alone together.

Tony paused for a moment at a distance, taking in the sight of the toned and fit Asian woman watching him from across the room. His eyes stopped on her busty chest before flitting down to her bare, toned thighs and back up to her face again.

“I hope I didn’t keep you waiting,” he remarked, setting his bag down.

“You’re about two minutes early,” Candice noted, pointing at the wall clock.

“Why don’t you take your robe off and get comfortable?” Tony suggested.

“Sure thing,” Candice agreed.

She removed her robe and tossed it onto one of the couches. Her bathing suit barely covered her crotch and left her ass completely bare, while her bra had just enough coverage to hide her nipples from view. There was no point dressing modestly for a massage.

“Would you like me on my back or my belly?” Candice asked, climbing onto the massage bed.

“Let’s start with you on your stomach,” Tony suggested as he prepared the oils, “is there any area you’d like me to focus on in particular? Shoulders or legs?”

“My whole body needs love,” said Candice, lying down and sticking her face through the slot, “but you can start at the top and work your way down.”

Tony nodded and approached with the oils in hand. He stayed clothed – not that there was any reason for him to massage her naked – and Candice wondered if he ever worked nude. Probably not, but it would be fun if that was on offer.

His sleeveless shirt left his arms bare, and he squirted a dollop of oil onto his palm and rubbed them together. Candice shuddered as his fingers touched her bare shoulders. His touch wasn’t cold, but being touched by another man made her shiver.

“Are you ok?” Tony asked.

“As
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