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Book One


Chapter One

I’m getting too old for this…

Harvey shook the thought from his mind, the retro movie reference simply demonstrating his age.

He was forty years old.

Forty.

Where had the time gone?

It was in the past, just like his wife, now his ex-wife, his ex-family, and his ex-happily ever after.

He had never much believed in happy endings (outside of backstreet massage parlours, at least), but he never expected that he would be sitting in a restaurant bar by himself, waiting for a woman he had never even met.

“You’ll love her! She’s the best.”

She was Louisa, Diane’s best friend. Best single friend.

“If she’s the best,” he’d replied, “then why is she still single?”

Mark, Harvey’s oldest friend and Diane’s husband, had shot him a dirty look. The sort of look that told him he was playing with fire.

“She prioritised her career,” said Diane, coldly. “Why are you single?”

“Because I’m not the best,” he’d replied coldly, taking a long sip of his whisky and pretending the barb didn’t hit a little too close to home. “Evidently.”

“Would you like another drink, sir?”

Harvey looked up at the pretty bartender, her demeanour matching the smartness of her uniform.

“No, I’m ok, thank you.”

“May I?”

“Please, go ahead.” He offered her a weak smile as she reached over and took his empty glass.

Cola.

Diet cola.

One glass was enough for a moment. Too much would make him gassy, and anything stronger would be risky. The last thing he wanted was to be half in the bag by the time the mysterious Louisa showed up. What a great first impression that would make. Even if they didn’t hit it off, he didn’t want this stranger reporting back to his best friend’s wife that he was a lush.

He checked what he considered to be his smart watch, an expensive piece without a single electronic component. It had been an anniversary gift. He felt a tightness in his chest and pushed away the memory, shaking his wrist so that the sleeve of his shirt covered the piece.

She was late.

Not late enough to think she definitely wasn’t coming, but late enough to think she might definitely not be coming.

“Waiting for someone?”

“That’s the question,” he said, turning to look at the woman standing next to him. He eyed her up and down. She was younger than him, much younger, early to mid twenties if he had to guess. She was Chinese, with long, black hair, and a figure-hugging red dress that plunged at the chest, highlighting her breasts, which, whilst not massive, were large for her slim frame. And she was short, even in heels.

“May I?” she tapped the stool next to him with two slim fingers.

“Be my guest,” he said. She smiled, her thin lips parting to reveal a row of perfectly white teeth.

“That’s the plan,” she said, elegantly hopping up onto the stool. He looked at her again, taking in her sharp, elegant features and dark eyes.

“I’m guessing you’re not Louisa,” he said.

“I can be whoever you want me to be,” she said, leaning into him playfully. “Do you want me to be Louisa?”

“No,” he said.

“Why not?” she asked, leaning back

“For starters,” he said, “Louisa isn’t here.”

“No, she isn’t,” said the mysterious young woman, her fingers reaching across the bar and gently stroking the edge of his hand. “But I am.”

“Yes,” he said, “you are.”

“Are you ready for your table, sir?” Harvey looked up, the spell of this alluring woman broken by the commanding voice of the waiter who had left him at the bar as he waited for his date.

“Yes,” he said to the waiter, before turning to the mysterious woman sitting next to him, “I think I am.”


Chapter Two

“So,” said Harvey, the two of them seated at an intimate corner table, “what do you do?”

“Water for you, sir,” said the waiter as he appeared at the side of their table, taking the top off the bottle and pouring it into the glass. “And for the lady,” he added, filling her glass. “I’ll be back to take your orders shortly.” He smiled and left.

Harvey picked the glass and took a sip, thankful for the chilled water in what he felt to be a stiflingly hot room.

“I’m not whore, if that’s what you’re asking.”

Harvey choked on the water, trying desperately not to spit it out whilst trying not to drown.

“Are you ok?” she asked.

“I’m fine,” he gasped, “just went down the wrong way.”

“Can’t say I’ve ever had that problem,” she said plainly, taking a small sip of water from her glass and leaving a red lipstick mark on the rim. She smiled at him politely, letting the silence sit between them.

“I didn’t think you were a…” he began.

“So, what did you think?” she asked, tilting her head slightly.

“I…”

He sat there a moment, trying to recall what had been going through his mind after she had approached him.

“I wasn’t thinking anything,” he said, finally. “I was just so caught up in the moment that I didn’t give it any thought. I just… let it happen.”

She studied his expression for a moment, as if evaluating his sincerity. Then finally respond, with a sharp, “good.”

“So,” he said, his mind swirling now that the bubble of unreality over the moment had popped, “what exactly is happening here?”

“Well, you’re buying me dinner,” she replied.

“And you?”

“I’m going to let you.”

“Are we ready to order?” asked the waiter as he returned.

“I’ll have the steak,” said Harvey, “medium.” He closed his menu.

“I’ll have the same,” said the woman. “And some breadsticks for the table, thank you.”

“Of course,” he said, as he collected the menus and left them to it.

“And after dinner?” he said, continuing his train of thought.

“After dinner,” she repeated, “you’ll escort me out of the restaurant like a gentleman and thank me for being wonderful company for an evening you otherwise would have spent alone at home, getting drunk as you cry and jerk off to porn. But you don’t need to say that last part, that’s implied.”

“Subtext,” he said.

“She smiled.

“Yes, precisely. Now, tell me, what do you think I do?”

She sat up straight and placed her hands in her lap, her arms pulled inward slightly, pushing her breasts almost imperceptibly closer together. She gave her hair a quick flick and fixed her eyes on him.

“If I had to guess,” he began, taking the opportunity to study her features closely, “I’d say college student, third year. Art history.”

“Masters, Music Composition.”

“Piano?”

“Violin.”

“That was my second guess.”

“Shame you only get one first impression.”

“True, so how about me?”

“Your first impression?”

“What do I do. But we can go with yours.”

“Hmm.” Her forehead creased slightly as she studied him, her body leaning forward slightly as he kept eye contact and didn’t stare down her plunging cleavage. “Good self-control, most of the time. Single, but not happy about it.”

“Not unhappy about it either.”

“Those aren’t the same thing.”

“I guess not.”

“Clearly older, say, early-to-mid-thirties.”

“Now you’re just appealing to my ego.”

“Is it working?”

“Perhaps.”

“Well kept. Nice shirt, no tie. Formal but not too formal. Exudes financial stability, but not necessarily wealth. Nice watch, likely a celebratory gift.” He saw a change in her features, which he suspected was a reflection of his own, even though he was sure he had managed not to react. “I’m sorry. We can stop.”

“No, please,” he said. “You’re remarkably good at this.”

“Men are easy to read,” she said, offering a faint smile. “All you’ve got to do is look at the details.”

“Like what?”

“Well, for starters, you know how to dress smart, which suggests there was a woman in your life to keep you in line.”

“A man can’t look after himself?”

“Can? Yes. Will? Less than you’d imagine.” She leaned back, and he felt himself lean forward, planting his elbows on the table as he waited for her to continue.

“Steak, medium,” said the waiter.

Harvey leaned back, taking his napkin from the table and placing it across his lap as the waiter placed a plate in front of him, and then an identical plate in front of the woman opposite him, as his date arranged her napkin.

“Can I get you anything else?”

“We’re good, thank you,” said the woman, offering a smile. The waiter nodded and disappeared into the kitchen once again.

“I didn’t catch your name,” he said.

“Louisa,” she said, smiling.

“Your real name.”

“Who’s to say what’s real?” He looked at her for a moment. “Chun Hua,” she said after a few moments.

“Harvey,” he said, holding out his hand. “Nice to meet you.” She took his hand in hers, and they shook briefly. Her hand felt so fragile in his grip that he was afraid that he would break her.

“You a fan of steak?” he asked, cutting a piece from his steak and moving it towards his mouth.

“I like a mouthful of meat from time to time,” she said. He paused and lowered his fork, morsel still on the tip. “You were ready for that one.”

“That was too easy,” he said, bringing the fork back to his mouth and tasting the steak for the first time.

“There’s nothing easy about me,” she said, watching him as she meticulously cut the steak in front of her.

“I have no doubt.”

“So don’t get any ideas.”

“Wouldn’t dream of it.”

“Good,” she said, taking a small piece of steak from the edge of her fork and chewing elegantly, as Harvey dreamed of so many things, like what she looked like under that dress.

“Mmmm,” she moaned, closing her eyes as she savoured the taste, “this is heavenly.”

“Mmm,” confirmed Harvey, “it’s really good. So, you come here often?”

“Here? Not as often as I’d like. Come? Not nearly enough.”

“So, what brings you here today?”

“A girl’s gotta eat,” she said simply, focusing on her steak.

“Pretty expensive place,” he said, “for a student. Trust fund?”

“I get by,” she said. “But I don’t come here for the food.”

“What do you come here for?”

“The company. The free food is just a bonus.”

“So you get all dressed up and lurk in fancy restaurants waiting to find a lonely man who’s happy to buy you dinner?”

She shrugged.

“How often does that work?”

“About as often as you’d expect, but less often than I’d like.”

“There must be plenty of men willing to buy you dinner. You could have them lining up out the door.”

“They’re not looking to buy me dinner,” she said, a coolness in her voice, “they’re looking to buy me. I told you I’m not a whore, and I don’t need to be. If I want to eat here, I can pay for myself.”

“But you don’t, because…”

“Because it’s more fun to approach an interesting-looking stranger at a bar and see his eyes light up when you make one of his literal dreams come true.”

“Just the one?”

She studied a piece of steak on the tip of her fork, turning it this way and that as she examined it.

“Depends how I’m feeling.”

“And how are you feeling tonight?”

“Hungry,” she said, popping the fork into her mouth and sliding the silver utensil out between her ruby red lips.

“Yeah,” he said, spearing a few fries with his fork, “I know the feeling.”


Chapter Three

“Can I get you anything for dessert?”

“A vanilla sorbet,” said Chun Hua, “and two spoons.”

“Very good,” said the waiter and left.

“Two spoons?”

“I can’t handle a whole dessert by myself. Besides,” she said, straightening up in her seat, “I have to think about my figure.”

“I’m sure there are plenty of people thinking about your figure for you,” said Harvey.

“Are you one of them?”

“Would it be a problem if I was?”

“Not for me,” she said. “Just be careful you don’t fall for me, we’ve not even been on a date yet.”

“So what would you call this?”

“Dinner.”

“Do you get a lot of guys falling for you? On these non-dates?”

“One vanilla sorbet,” said the waiter, placing the dessert in the middle of the table, “and two spoons.” He placed one in front of Harvey and one in front of Chun Hua. “Enjoy.” His demeanour was perfectly straight, but Harvey couldn’t help but read the subtext in the word. Or perhaps, he was just projecting.

He watched as she picked up the spoon and took a small sliver from the chilled sorbet and brought it to her lips. She moaned softly, and her eyes rolled back in her head as the chilled dessert melted on her tongue.

“That’s so good,” she said. “You should try some.” He picked up his spoon, but before he could peel off a sample, Chun Hua already had some on her spoon and held it out to him.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I don’t have cooties.” She fixed him with a stare, entreating him to go ahead. He leaned forward and took the spoon in his mouth, feeling the coldness of the dessert and the heat on the metal from her mouth. He moaned with pleasure as she slid the spoon from his lips.

“That’s amazing,” he said, and she smiled with glee.

“I’m glad you like it,” she said. “It’s my favourite thing on the menu.” She peeled some more off and took another taste. They continued eating in silence, sharing glances and smiles along with the dessert, their spoons making light work of it, until there was only a small piece left, which they both went for.

“It’s all yours,” he said, pulling his spoon away.

“Oh no,” she said, doing the same. “I insist. After all, you did pay for it.”

“That’s very kind of you,” he said, scooping up the last piece, already melting on his spoon, a white drop of sweetness dripping from the silver. He looked at Chun Hua and, hand under the spoon, guided it towards her shiny, red lips. She leaned forward and took the spoon in her mouth, then slowly slid back, leaving the tip clean. He watched as she savoured the last morsel, then ran the tip of her pink tongue over her lips, leaving them moist and more alluring than ever.

“So what do you think?” she asked. “Do you think a lot of guys fall for me? On these non-dates?”

“I think,” he said, putting the spoon down, “that you get a lot of guys falling for you everywhere.”

“You think?”

“I know.”

“How so?”

“From experience.”

“Such as this one?”

“Would you like anything else?” asked the waiter. “Coffee?”

“Just the bill, please,” said Chun Hua. “I’ve got an early start tomorrow. Can’t be having something that will keep me up all night, no matter how much I want it.”


Chapter Four

“Such a gentleman,” said Chun Hua as Harvey helped her put on her fur coat, holding it for her as she slipped one slim arm into it and then the other into the luxurious garment. She pulled it into position, and he held on for a moment longer than necessary, his hands resting on her shoulders, ready to support her should her slim frame buckle under the heft of the coat.

“Your items, sir,” said the lady at reception.

“Thank you,” he said, taking the long, black winter coat and putting it on, then loosely hanging his scarf over his neck.

“Very dashing,” said Chun Hua, running her hands down the front of his coat. “It’s soft,” she said, stroking the edge of the scarf between his fingers. “Minero?”

“A lady of taste,” he said.

“Was there ever any doubt?”

“None at all. “Shall we?” he asked, as the front door opened and a rather large group of diners piled into the small reception area.”

“We shall.”

“Ladies first,” he said, easily reaching over her and grabbing hold of the open door.

“Such a gentleman,” she said, walking out into the evening air as he followed her.

It was getting dark now, and there was a chill in the air. He hated winter, but enjoyed the opportunity to wrap up, to wear layers: coats, scarves, gloves. Chun Hua shivered. Her coat was warm, but her legs, slim and looking longer due to her heels, were fully exposed to the elements.

Before he could say anything, she pulled herself close to him.

“Don’t get any ideas,” she said, “I’m just using you to block the wind.”

“Fine by me,” he said, wrapping an arm around her shoulder and holding her close. “Better?”

“Much.”

“Would you like me to call you a taxi?”

She looked up from him, shivering, her slim body tucked under his arm, her dark eyes wide with surprise. “You’re not going to walk me home?”

“I would,” he said, his arm tightening and pulling her closer to him, “but then I’d know where you live. Besides, I’m not sure I could handle the long line of admirers waiting outside your place, begging for another non-date.”

“You’re a big, strong man,” she said, wrapping an arm around his waist, “you can protect me from their unwanted advances.”

“What about me?”

“Are you making advances?”

“Would they be unwanted?”

She shivered into him as a cold wind blew down the street.

“This way,” she said, and they proceeded down the street, his question unanswered.

They walked in silence as Chun Hua clung to him, her high heels clicking quickly as she took two steps to each one of his. She shivered and exhaled, sending cold plumes of vapour into the evening air.

“Just over here,” she said after just a few minutes.

She pointed across the road to an apartment block, and Harvey looked up. It extended high into the sky, a pristine building in the centre of the city. He tried to think how much one of these places must cost, but wasn’t sure he could count that high.

“Are you sure this is the place?” he asked, as they crossed the road. “I don’t see an army of potential suitors around here.”

“They must have been intimidated by the big, strong man I’m with,” she said. “Either that, or they can’t handle the cold.”

“I’m not sure a bit of bad weather would stop me,” he said.

“You want to stand outside my door, just for the opportunity for me to turn you down?”

“I’d prefer to be inside,” he said. “But yes.”

“I told you not to fall for me.”

“Well, you should have thought about that before approaching me at the bar. I bet you feel silly now.”

“Awfully silly,” she said, “My cheeks are pink with embarrassment.”

“I thought that was the cold.”

“I didn’t say which cheeks.” She broke from his grasp and quickly tapped the access code into the panel by the apartment door. The buzzer sounded, and the door clicked unlocked. She pushed the door open and stepped inside.

“Goodnight,” he said, offering a small wave, already missing the feel of her body next to him. She stopped and looked at him.

“You’re not coming up?” she asked. “What if there are admirers outside my apartment?”

“They know the access code?”

“I’ve found some of them can be very persistent.”

“Alright,” he said, “I’ll check. For safety.”

“Yes,” she said, stepping aside to let him in, “better safe than sorry.”

*

The elevator ride seemed to go on forever, as if they were ascending to the stars. They stood close to one another, but not too close, like two strangers who just happened to be going to the same place. So many thoughts raced through his mind, most of which involved smashing the emergency stop button and pressing her up against the wall of the elevator as she hitched her dress up.

“I don’t have the penthouse,” she said, “if that’s what you’re wondering.”

“Of course not,” he said, “that’s where I live.” She let out a small laugh, and he smiled, a warmth growing in his chest.

Finally, the elevator came to a stop, and the doors opened.

“Allow me,” he said, moving towards the doors and looking left to right. “Alright, coast is clear.” He stepped into the corridor, placed a hand by the elevator door, and she walked out after him. She looked at him and then turned and walked down the corridor. He watched for a moment, mesmerised, by her slim form and tight ass, her red dress clinging to her as her fur coat swayed around her, her slim legs tight as she took measured steps in her high heels. He realised for the first time just how high they were and, as a result, how much shorter she was than him. She couldn’t have weighed much more than a hundred pounds, soaking wet. Images of her slick, naked body ran through his mind, hot water on her bare skin as she waited for him to pick her up and toss her around, ready to do whatever he wanted to her.

“You coming?” she asked, looking over her shoulder. “Or just admiring the view?”

He cleared his throat, a little embarrassed about being caught in a daydream about her, then moved down the corridor, quickly catching up with her. They walked a little further, then stopped at one of the apartment doors. She reached into her purse, pulled out a set of keys, and unlocked it.

“Wait here a moment?”

“Ok.”

She pushed open the front door and dropped her keys in a dish by the side. He watched as she walked further into the apartment, making a conspicuous effort to look around.

“Alright,” she said, “it doesn’t appear that anyone is in here.”

“That’s a relief,” he said.

“But can you come in and check? I want to make sure there are no strange men in my bedroom.”

“Are there often strange men in your bedroom?”

“Not as often as I’d like.”

He entered the apartment and closed the front door behind him.

He followed her into the apartment, her heels clicking on the tiled floor, stopping as she reached a closed door.

“This is the bedroom,” she said, running her fingers down the door. “You want to make sure I’m safe before I go to bed?”

“I’d accept nothing less,” he said, opening the door and stepping into the bedroom. The whole room was bathed in soft, pink light. In the middle of the room was a large bed, covered in pillows and throws, the kind that looked like you could sink into forever. He glanced around the room, at the trinkets on the shelves, at the collage of photos on the wall, Chun Hua and an assortment of beautiful women, all smiling and laughing and holding one another as they posed for the camera.

“All clear,” he said.

“That’s good to hear,” she said, walking into the room and gently touching his coat sleeve. “But there is one other place I need you to check.” She walked across the room and pulled open a set of double doors, revealing a large walk-in closet, bigger than some apartments he had lived in.

“You’ve always got to make sure there’s no one hiding in the closet,” she said, smiling as she walked deeper into it. He followed her, eyeing the racks of coats, dresses, and gowns, the rows of shoes and purses, and hats. The t-shirts, and shirts, and hoodies, the oversized trousers, and matching sneakers. She had enough outfits to clothe an army, and enough styles to be ready for literally any occasion.

“Seems clear to me,” he said.

“Doesn’t it just?” she asked. “Would you mind?” She slipped her coat from her shoulders, and it slid down to her elbows, where she waited patiently for him. He stepped forward and took hold of the coat, admiring her kissable neck and catching her scent, as he eased the coat from her slim frame.

“Such a gentleman,” she said as she stepped forward and left him holding it, then turned and walked out of the closet. “You can put it anywhere it’ll fit.” She sat on the edge of the bed and looked at him. “The coat that is.”

He said nothing, just watching as she slipped off one high heel, arching her leg to the side and began to massage her foot. She moaned softly at the relief. Harvey watched for a moment, then began hunting for a hanger, finding one and placing the fur coat on it, and putting it back on the rack.

“There should be one for your coat, too.”

“My coat?”

“Yes,” she said, “your coat.” She paused, one hand on her other shoe. “You don’t think I’m going to let you go straight back out into the cold? Not after you’ve put your life on the line to ensure my safety.”

“When you put it like that…”

She sighed as she pulled off her other high heel and massaged her foot as her other leg dangled, her pointed toes barely brushing against the edge of the plush carpet. He took his coat off and hung it next to hers, the large, long coat looking distinctly out of place. She groaned as she stretched her arms above her head, pulling her body taut as she leaned back, pressing her breasts out in front of her, then threw her arms to the side as she fell back onto the bed, sinking into it silently.

He walked into the bedroom and looked down at her, her slim frame sunk into the large bed. She lay there a moment, a look of perfect contentment on her face, then pushed herself up and, getting comfortable, pulled her legs onto the bed, crossing them underneath her, her short dress riding up her thighs, her hands in her lap the only thing stopping him from seeing what her underwear looked like, or if was wearing any at all.

“Come, sit,” she said, tapping the bed next to her, one hand still between her legs. He sat, and she returned her hand to her lap. “So, here’s the thing – oh, do you mind taking off your shoes? Thanks.”

“Sure,” he said, bending over to take off his shoes. “What’s the thing?”

“We’re going to fuck now.”

“Oh, are we?” he said, pausing halfway through undoing one of his laces.

“Yes,” she said, matter-of-factly, “We are.”

“Oh, alright,” he said, and took off his shoe.

“But I don’t want you to think this is because you bought me dinner, or that I feel I have an obligation to fuck you as a result. As you can see,” she said, waving an arm through the air, “I don’t need a man to buy me dinner.”

“Evidently,” he said, taking off his other shoe and sitting up.

“We’re going to fuck,” she said, looking at him, “because I want to.”

“That’s pretty presumptuous of you,” he said.

“When you’re this pretty,” she said, “you can presume whatever you want.”

“Can’t argue with that,” he said.

“No,” she said, taking his hand and resting it on her thigh. “You can’t.” Her skin was soft and smooth, her body warm and inviting. “But there is one condition.”

“What’s that?” he asked, his hand sliding along her thigh, his fingers stroking the sensitive inner area just below her pussy, causing her to shudder slightly.

“I need you to eat my pussy first. Can you do that for me, Harvey? Can you go down on me and eat my tight Chinese pussy until I cum on your face?” Her breasts rose and fell as her breathing increased, his fingers stroking her inner thigh as they moved up to the edge of her panties.

“I don’t think I could live with myself if I didn’t,” he said, running a finger over her panties, feeling her heat, feeling her grip on his wrist tighten as she gasped at the sensation.

“That’s right,” she said, leaning in until her lips were hovering just in front of his, nearly brushing as she teased him, “and you’ll never have to.” She leaned in and kissed him, moaning as his finger stroked her through her panties, her tongue sliding into his mouth as her ruby red lips pressed against his, parting momentarily before coming back for more. His free hand went to her hip, then up her side, turning her more towards him, cupping her breast through her red dress as she rocked her hips on the bed, legs still folded underneath.

“Oh yes,” she gasped into the air, as he broke away from her lips and buried his face in her neck, kissing her soft skin, smelling her perfume and her body, “warm me up.”

“The lady seems warm already,” he said, his finger moving up and down her panties, feeling her wetness increasing.

“She can always be warmer,” she gasped. “Always.” She reached down, and he moaned into her neck, sucking at the soft skin as she rubbed his cock through his trousers.

“Always.”

He slid his hand up under her dress, his fingers brushing up over a little bow on the front of her panties, then slid underneath them. She whined as his hand slid down, his finger moving down over the thin strip of pubic hair, to her wet lips.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped into his ear as he touched her wetness for the first time, her body rocking on the bed as his finger slid further down. Her grip on his cock tightened, and she stroked him faster, as his fingers moved slowly and purposefully between her folds, feeling her heat and desire, sliding over her entrance, then back up to her clit, making her ache for one and then the other.

“Don’t tease me like that,” she whimpered into his ear, her breathing heavy, “you’re making me so warm.”

“She can always be warmer,” he whispered in her ear, sinking his fingers down and teasing her entrance, pressing his fingertip against her pinkness, teasing her with what she craved.

“She can,” she moaned, pulling his hand out of her panties and holding it up between them, his fingers glistening with her wetness. “But I need you to go down on me now. See?”

“I see,” he said.

“I don’t think you do,” she said, “otherwise you wouldn’t tease me like that.” She leaned forward and took his two wet fingers into her mouth, moaning with pleasure as she sucked on them, tasting herself as she slid her ruby red lips all the way down, as her tongue danced around them.

She gasped as she slid the fingers out of her mouth and kissed him hard, her tongue lapping against his, sharing the taste of her wetness with him. She pulled back, her dark eyes glazed over with desire, the tip of her pink tongue moving over her lips, tasting the remnants of her own juices, watching as he slid off the bed and onto the soft carpet, his knees sinking into the plush material, as if it was meant for this very purpose. He moved forward, positioning himself in front of her closed legs, his hands carefully stroking them as she looked down at him and stroked his hair.

“Mmmm,” she cooed as he began to kiss her smooth legs, as his hands continued to stroke them, moving upwards as he moved closer to her. They began to part slightly, and she instinctively pulled the front of her dress down, hiding her panties, if just for a few moments more.

He continued to kiss upwards, kissing the edge of her thighs, her legs parting as he moved inwards, her legs pressed against the side of his head.

He looked up at her, saw the mixture of excitement and nervousness in her eyes, the longing and the uncertainty.

“Just lie back,” he said softly but confidently, “and let me do all the work.” She sighed and lay back on the bed, her legs loosening as he resumed his journey between them, kissing the inner thigh where he had earlier stroked her with his fingers, until her legs were spread. He breathed deeply at the beauty between her legs, at the sheer white panties, now dark with her wetness and clinging to her lips, the thin tuft of dark pubic hair visible through them.

He kissed up to the edge of her panties, and she shuddered and sighed as he kissed her innermost curve, moving down the edge of the soft material, then across to kiss her wetness and her sweet pussy underneath. She gasped and rocked her hips and wrapped his arms around her slim legs, his fingers gently but firmly holding onto her thighs as he began to gently suck at the damp fabric. Her thighs tightened around his head, her heels pressing into the back of his jacket, as he sucked at her through her thin underwear, the small red bow on the front bouncing softly, as if she was a present to be unwrapped. He slid his hands up her thighs and under the edge of her dress, and moved slowly around her hips, tracing lines on her skin as he followed the hem of her underwear, then hooked his fingers in the edges. Her legs tightened around him as he softly guided them down her hips, his mouth still firmly on her lips, kissing her through the material.

She reached down and grabbed his hair, holding his face close to her, rubbing herself against him, needing to feel his mouth on her. He pulled the panties down as far as he could, peeling them gently from her, until only his mouth kept them against her wet slit. He tried to move his mouth from her, but she gripped his hair tighter, holding him there for a moment before finally relenting, throwing her arms back above her head. He took his mouth from her wetness and slowly moved backwards, pulling the soft, white underwear back with him. She wriggled on the bed as he peeled the last of the fabric from her wet lips, strands of her desire stringing between her and them. As he moved back, she pulled her legs up and out of them, her legs closing as he slipped them off her dainty feet, her soft toes curled.

He stood and climbed onto the bed next to her.

“What are you doing?” she whimpered. “I need–” Her words ended as he gently placed her wet panties in her mouth, then kissed her on the forehead. He climbed back off the bed and took off his jacket, placing it on the back of a chair, then knelt back down in front of her. He stroked and kissed her legs, and they parted quickly, as he made his way back between them. He took a moment to admire her wet slit, smooth and tight, glistening with arousal, her pubic hair shaped into a single dark, thin line above her clit. He kissed her thighs again, then the skin on either side of her slit, then ran his tongue up from her entrance to her clit.

“Oh fuck!”

She thrashed on the bed, her legs wrapping tightly around him as he licked her again and again. His cock throbbed as he lapped at her wetness, the taste of her in his mouth, the heat of her on his tongue. He pressed his tongue down against her entrance, moving in small circles as his mouth covered her slit. He sucked at her pussy, and she rocked her hips, rubbing her face against him as his tongue teased her tight hole. He pressed his tongue harder against her, feeling her tightness. She cried into the panties and reached down again, grabbing his hair with both hands, holding him tightly to her body, rubbing herself against him as he licked and sucked at her sweet Chinese pussy. He pushed his tongue deeper inside her and felt her pulsating on the tip, her legs squeezing him, rubbing against his back and shoulders as she pressed herself up off the bed, her ass in the air as her wetness smeared across his face. He pulled his mouth from her and watched as she squirmed and thrust for his mouth, her slit slick with desire and saliva, then ran his tongue up deep between her folds and buried his face between her legs once again, taking her clit in his mouth, sucking and licking as he pinned her ass to the bed.

She groaned and pulled him closer by his hair, pressing her clit deeper into his mouth, harder against his tongue as it moved in small, quick circles over her. His cock ached in his trousers as her juices ran down his neck and soaked into the collar of his shirt. He wanted to take it off, to feel her legs and feet against his bare skin, to feel her heels pressing into his back, but there was no way he was removing himself from between her legs, removing his mouth from her pussy, denying himself the heat and desire and lust as she rubbed herself against his face. Not for a second.

He kept going, sucking at her sweet clit, his hands wrapped around her legs, as she thrust and moaned and writhed on the bed, his mouth full of the taste of her arousal as it dripped onto his chest. Her muffled moans turned into a soft, high-pitched whine, her body shaking around him as she got closer and closer. He kept sucking at her clit, his hands firm on her thighs, holding her steady as he brought her towards her inevitable climax, the one thing she demanded before he got to feel what it was like to be inside her. She pressed her hips up, straining against him, her pussy vibrating in his mouth as she shook, her grip tightening on his hair, her whine getting louder through the panties still in her mouth, and as he sucked and licked and kissed her sweet pussy, he felt her shaking wildly in his grip, the pressure building and building until finally, she peaked.

She moaned and thrashed and thrust on the bed, pulling and kicking and moaning and grabbing, pressing herself against his mouth as she completely lost control. Still, his firm grip kept her steady enough to keep his mouth on her, to keep her orgasm going for as long as possible, feeling the ebbs flows of her pleasure, of going to the point where it felt like it was nearly over before she whined and thrust again, needing more and more, her wetness smeared across his face, her muffled moans filling the room, her slim body jerking so fiercely he thought she might break in two, until, completely exhausted, she collapsed onto the bed.

He knelt there, holding her legs loosely, feeling her heels moving up and down his back, as if searching for purchase, feeling her wetness on his face, his mouth still on her, never getting enough of her sweet juices. He eased his mouth from her body, and she shuddered, then he slid her legs from off his shoulders, and he fell back. Her legs closed quickly, rubbing against one another as she turned onto her side, her swollen lips and slim but toned ass sticking out from underneath her dress.

He sat there, smiling to himself, the taste of her on his lips as he took in the incredible view. Then he stood up and unbuttoned his shirt, sliding it off and dropping it on the floor as he crawled up onto the bed and held her from behind.

“Was that an acceptable performance?” he whispered in her ear, kissing gently beneath it. She nodded and shuddered. He reached up and gently took hold of the panties in her mouth and pulled them slowly out. She gasped for breath, then turned her head, straining back as she kissed him, moaning loudly into his mouth, her tongue sliding deep inside, moving across his, tasting herself on him as his hands carefully explored her body. She broke off the kiss and sighed, licking her lips, her dark eyes glimmering with moistness. They closed as she moaned freely into the air as his hand slid up and cupped her breast through her dress.

“For starters,” she said.

“You expecting more?” he asked, tightening his grip on her breast.

“I expect nothing less,” she said, taking his hand and sliding it over her body, gasping as she pressed it under her dress. His fingers brushed over her nipple. It was hard, and as he teased it with his fingers, she pressed her ass back, rubbing herself against his crotch, against his thick cock. He pressed his face to her neck, kissing her soft skin as his other hand reached down and cupped her ass.

“Undress me,” she whispered, reaching back with one hand and tenderly stroking his wet face. His hand slid up from her ass to the top of her dress, finding the zipper and slowly sliding it down. “More,” she moaned, as his hand continued to travel down, until it was fully undone. He slid a hand into the back of the dress and felt her soft skin, her muscles clenching and relaxing as his fingers touched her there for the first time. Then he slid his hand up to her shoulder and slid the dress down her arm. She moaned with approval as he stroked her bare shoulder, then she pulled her arm up and out of the dress, pushing it down and freeing one breast. He kissed at her neck and saw her dark nipple, firm and hard and oh so suckable. She wriggled underneath him and pulled her other arm out of the dress, pushing it down to her waist, freeing both breasts. She bounced as she turned around to face him, stroking his face as she kissed him, her breasts rubbing against his bare chest. He wrapped an arm around her and pulled her close, focusing on the softness of her against him.

“Wait, she gasped in between kisses, “I… need… too…”

She pushed away, and he watched as she climbed off the bed, standing in front of him on unsteady legs, her dress pulled down around her waist, her slim body almost completely exposed. He watched, eyes devouring her as she put her hands on the bunched up dress and pushed down, wiggling her hips as it slid further down and then fell to the floor. She took a step forward and stood in front of him, completely naked. She was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen in her life, every inch of her flawless body the embodiment of absolute perfection. She smiled nervously and shook her hair, then stepped forward and dropped to her knees. Her hands ran up his trousers and over his hard cock. She gasped and stroked him, her fingers moving around the outline of his cock, as if calculating its size, then slid back up to his belt buckle. He watched as she worked his belt buckle, undoing it and then working on his trousers. He lifted his ass to let her pull them down, then controlled his breathing as she ran her hands up his bare legs and over his boxers, gently stroking him through them before sliding up and slipping his fingers into the waistband. He groaned as she pulled them down as well, and he gasped as they slid down his thighs and freed his throbbing cock.

“Oh my,” she yelped, as his cock jumped back and slapped on his stomach. She tugged at his trousers and pulled them off, dropping them next to her, and sliding her hands up his thighs. “It’s so big,” she said, inspecting his cock closely enough that he could feel her hot breath on him. She took him in her hand and stroked him with a loose grip. He groaned softly as she stroked him and leaned in to kiss the tip, already wet with precum. She ran her tongue around the tip, licking him clean as her saliva coated him, then took him in her mouth. She held him there, stroking him as her tongue continued to circle him, then began to bob her head up and down, both her hands moving to his thighs, holding herself in position as she took more of him into her mouth. She moved deeper and deeper, until the tip of his cock was pressed against the back of her throat, then slowly moved up, letting his cock fall from her mouth as she gasped for breath, her lips wet with saliva.

“You look so beautiful with my cock in your mouth,” he said, looking down at the woman kneeling between his legs.

“I’d look even better with your cock in my pussy,” she said, then pushed her hair back and took his cock in her mouth again, bobbing faster, sucking harder, her fingers gripping his thighs tightly as she worked his cock quickly.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, leaning back and enjoying her work, her lips tight against his shaft, sliding down to the hilt and up to the tip, her warm mouth inviting him to cum inside it. Then, as he groaned, struggling to not do just that, she let his cock fall out of her mouth with a wet pop.

He looked down and saw her standing and climbing on top of him. She leaned in and cupped his face, kissing him as she straddled his naked body, her wet pussy rubbing against the underside of his cock, her slim frame rocking on top of him as his hands slid up her back and then down to her ass.

“You like that?” she asked, as he guided her body as she slid along his cock.

“So much,” he groaned, feeling her wetness coating his cock.

“Just wait until you’re inside me.” She kissed him hard and pressed her body against him, rocking faster, then yelped as he rolled her onto her back. “That’s it,” she moaned, wrapping her legs around him, “show me how you want it.” He kissed her and slid an arm underneath her back, pushing up on the bed with the other and lifting them both up. She cried out and wrapped both arms around his neck, holding onto him as they kissed, as he carried her around to the foot of the bed.

“You want to toss me around?” she asked, peppering him with kisses as she clung to him. “Like a little Chinese fucktoy? Is that what you want?”

He pulled back and looked at her.

“Yes.”

“Good,” she said, leaning in and kissing him, “I want that too.” His hands gripped her ass as he held her tight, then tossed her petite frame onto the bed. She cried out in surprise as she hit the soft bed, bouncing around and laughing as she rolled onto her back, her chest rising and falling as she breathed heavily, her legs spread, ready for him, desperate for him. He climbed onto the bed after her and kissed her. As she wrapped her legs around him, he reached down and took hold of his cock and pressed it against her. She moaned as his thick cock pressed into her tight pussy for the first time, groaning as the tip slid into her. She breathed more heavily, and he worked slowly, pressing in a little further before moving back, feeling her body adapting to his, as he stretched out just enough to penetrate deeper inside of her, her pussy gripping him as if she never wanted to let go.

“Ahh!” she grunted as he pressed in further, one arm around the back of his neck, one hand on his back, her nails digging into him as he pressed further into her. “You’re so fucking big inside my tight, Chinese pussy. I love it.” She cried out as he thrust deeper, his cock fully inside of her now, her hot pussy throbbing on him. He kissed her slowly and began to move in and out, groaning as she groaned, moaning with each thrust back inside her tightness.

“It feels so good to be inside of you.”

“As good as you imagined?”

“Better, even.” He moved faster, thrusting inside of her, spurred on by her moans and coos, her gasps and shudders, the pressure of her nails in his back, the grip of her legs wrapped around him.

“You’ve never had pussy like this,” she moaned, breathlessly.

“Never,” he agreed, his cock tensing inside of her, causing her body to clench around him.

“And we’re only just getting started. Aaah!”

He fucked her harder, pressing himself up on his arms, looking down at her beautiful body, her pert, bouncing tits, her sweat-covered face, stray strands of hair running along it. He slowed down and pushed himself up onto his knees and hooked his arms under her legs.

“That’s it,” she moaned as he lifted her legs into the air, raising her body into position, “use me however you want, fuck me however you want.” He began thrusting again, and she moaned again as he penetrated her from the tighter angle, her arms running through her hair as she grunted with each thrust. His eyes moved down her slim, tight body, over her tits and her flat stomach, to her sliver of pubic hair and down to her dripping-wet pussy, where her lips gripped his cock as he fucked her, his shaft coated in her juices as he slid in and out of her perfection. “You get me so wet,” she moaned. “I’ve never been fucked like this.”

“And we’re only just getting started,” he grunted. She cried out as he tilted her body higher and fucked her harder, pounding her perfect pussy. He watched his cock sliding in and out of her. “Fuck,” he growled, “you do look more beautiful with my cock in your pussy.” He could feel the tension rising in his body, his cock tensing inside of her, his grip on her legs firming up.

“Oh fuck, I do!” she cried, her hands gripping her tits, her fingers twisting her nipples as he pounded her tight, Chinese pussy. “That’s it! Ruin me with that big fucking cock of yours! This pussy is yours forever – oh yes! – fuck me however you want!”

“This pussy is all mine,” he confirmed. “I’m going to ruin you.”

“You already have! I only want your cock for the rest of my life.”

“You think you’ve earned that right?”

“I don’t care! I’d rather go without than settle for anything less than you inside me! Fuck me, fuck me, please! I need it! I need to feel you inside me – to feel you cum inside me – I need you to use me like your personal Chinese fucktoy. I need your big cock in me forever!”

“You’re gonna make me cum,” he growled, holding back for as long as he could, enjoying her sweet pussy and her foul mouth.

“Please, – oh god, yes, please! – cum inside me, I’m begging please – do it now – oh fuck yes, please, please, pleeeeeeease!”

He cried out as he came, flooding her tight body with his cum, thick ropes coating her inner walls, as he cried out for more.

“Don’t stop, keep cumming inside of me. Fill my tight pussy!”

He kept pumping away, his cock throbbing as he continued to release into her body, watching as she writhed underneath him, her hands grabbing her tits, her beautiful face screwed up in ecstasy as she took the full length and width of his cock, took every drop of cum in his balls as he unleashed years of pent up desire and longing into her tight, Chinese cunt. He pumped and pumped and came and came until he started seeing stars, his head feeling lightheaded, and right at the point where he thought he was going to pass out from the pleasure, he collapsed forward, finished and exhausted.

“Oh my god,” he muttered as he lay on top of her, breathing heavily, feeling her beating heart beneath him.

“No god,” she whispered as she stroked his wet hair, “just Goddess-level pussy.”

“Goddess-level,” he confirmed. “The best pussy I’ve ever had in my life.”

“So far,” she whispered, before planting a soft kiss on his forehead. “So far.”


Chapter Five

“Sorry I took so long,” she said, brushing her long hair as she entered the bedroom from the en-suite.

“You weren’t afraid I’d get bored and leave?” he said, looking up from the bed, wearing just his boxers.

She smiled in response. She was wearing a short, silk red kimono, with an intricate flower pattern wrapping around it. It came up to the top of her thighs, showing off her slim legs as she walked barefoot across the plush carpet. They both knew he wasn’t going anywhere.

“You weren’t afraid I wanted you to get bored and leave?” she asked, putting the brush down on the bedside cabinet and leaning towards him, her loose kimono opening at the top. He smiled in response. They both knew she didn’t want him going anywhere. He leaned forward and grabbed her by the hips, hoisting her onto the bed. She yelped with delight and laughed as she bounced over him and onto her back. Her kimono had slid to the side, revealing one perfect breast, which she didn’t make an effort to conceal.

She rolled onto her side, facing him and planted a hand on her hip.

“So,” he said, “how do you rate this non-date in your history of non-dates?”

“I’d have to say,” she said, thinking, “one of the best.”

“One of the best?”

“Well, the non-date isn’t over yet. Anything could happen.”

“Is that so?” he asked, moving closer to her, feeling his cock twitching in her boxers.

“Anything,” she confirmed, nodding her head. “But there is one little thing I want to discuss before we get back to the big thing at hand.” She reached down and cupped his cock.

“I’m happy to discuss one little thing,” he said, sliding his hand up the back of her thigh and sliding his finger down to her pussy. She gasped and tightened her grip on his cock.

“I’m serious,” she said, not letting go of his cock.

“So am I,” he said, slowly fingering her entrance.

“So,” she said, struggling to maintain her composure, “I have some – oh god – some friends.”

“That’s good to know,” he said, his finger moving more quickly. “Do they know about your non-date dates?”

“They do,” she said, starting to rock slowly against her finger. “In fact, they introduced me to the idea.”

“I see.”

“And I think…” She closed her eyes and took a deep breath, as he felt her wetness on his fingertip. “I think they would really like to meet you.” He looked at her for a moment, trying to work out her meaning. “Like, really like to meet you.”

“I’m not sure I follow?”

“Yes,” she said flatly, “you do.” She stroked his hardening cock. “You really do.”

“You want me to go on a non-date with your friends?”

“I think they would like that.”

“But I think I like you.”

She rolled her eyes.

“What did I tell you about not falling for me?”

“You can’t give me Goddess-level pussy and expect me to not fall for you, can you?”

“Fair enough,” she said. “But just because you go on a few non-dates with a few of my friends, doesn’t mean we can’t have a few non-dates of our own.” She moved in closer to him, pressing her body against him and sliding her hand into his boxers. “If you play your cards right, you might even get some double dates.”

“You mean…?”

“I mean, you, one of my friends, and me.”

“Just the one?” he asked, with a grin, and felt his finger sliding deeper into Chun Hua’s pussy.

“Maybe more,” she said, “if you play your cards right.”

“I’ve always been rubbish at cards.”

“Well, it’s a good job you’ve got a big cock, then. My girlies love a big cock.”

It was at this moment he realised.

“You’re serious?”

“I’m always serious,” she said.

“I thought you were just playing around.”

“That’s the most important time to be serious,” she said, moaning as she pushed back further onto his finger. “Can’t you see how serious I am?” She gasped as his finger slid fully inside of her. “I really, really want to share you with my friends. All of you.” She reached back and grabbed his wrist, easing his finger out of her and guiding it to his mouth. He sucked her wetness from his finger, and she rolled into him, pushing him onto his back and straddling him. She pulled open the sash, and her kimono fell fully open, the bright colours contrasting sharply with her pale skin.

“You don’t have to,” she said, pulling down his boxers and off his legs, “but I would be ever so grateful if you would. Would you like me to show you how grateful?”

“I would,” he said as she straddled him again, and ran his hands up her thighs and to her hips, “very much so.”

“I thought so. So, what do you say?” she asked, writhing on top of him, rubbing herself against his hard cock. “Would you like to take some of my friends out on a non-date?”

“If they’re anything like you, how can I say no?”

“They’re not all like me,” she said, “some of them are way hotter.”

“Impossible,” he said, pushing himself upright and taking her breast in his mouth, sucking at her sweet nipple, as she ran her fingers through his hair.

“Just you wait and see,” she said.

“And when is that?” he asked, letting her nipple fall from one mouth and moving over to the other.

“Just like how we met,” she said, raising herself up and reaching underneath for his cock, “at the start of our non-date.”

“I’m not sure I – oh fuck…” he growled as she sank down on his cock, her Goddess-pussy enveloping him.

“What was that?” she asked as she rocked up and down on him, sinking further onto him each time.

“I think I’d love to.”

“I thought so,” she said, rocking her hips as she took him fully inside herself. “So that’s confirmed, it’s a non-date. You won’t regret it.”

“No,” he said, sincerely, wrapping his arms around her and pulling her down to him as he lay back, looking into her beautiful dark eyes, her silk kimono brushing against his skin as she started to ride his cock fully, “I’m sure I won’t.”


Thank You!

I hope you enjoyed reading this story!

To be kept up-to-date with new releases and receive a FREE EBOOK, please sign up for my Mailing List.

Thanks, O. L. Tyme.


Reading Suggestions

His Supermodel Harem: The Complete Collection

Life is anything but average when you're surrounded by supermodels...

The definition of "average", Joe's life is transformed when he wins a competition and is whisked away to participate in an "everyman" advertising campaign for a high-end fashion line.

Now, surrounded by a constant parade of stunning Japanese supermodels, he finally gets to experience a life that is anything but average.

From exclusive clubs and VIP rooms to penthouse suites and luxury yacht parties, Joe experiences everything that the glamorous world has to offer, and he doesn't do it alone.

With an ever-increasing entourage of supermodels to guide him through the lifestyles of the rich and famous, he can be sure his life will be changed forever.

His Sorority Harem: The Complete Collection

Get the full college experience, with His Soroity Harem.

When he ditches the laptop for the toolbox, corporate drone-turned-handyman, Noah soon finds his hands full as he deals with a set of very demanding customers; the ladies of Kappa Sigma Psi, an all-Asian Sorority House.

Read along as he gets better acquainted with Chinatsu, Mizuki, Ha-Yun, Soo-ah, and Ha-Yun, as well as Sorority President, Ms. Xi, who demands nothing less than his absolute dedication, which he is more than happy to demonstrate.

From the tentative first steps to the explosive finale, this experienced handyman will stop at nothing to show these stunning Asian women just how handy he can be.

Asian Women, White Men: Volume 5

Experience two new mind-blowing encounters in this short-story duology, where Asian women meet the white men of their dreams.

Consisting of two 3,000+ word stories, this collection brings the heat and immediacy of previous releases, but condensed into two unforgettable encounters:

Last Train Home

The Bath

OEBPS/image_rsrcGW.jpg





cover.jpeg
BOOK ONE
O. L. TYME






