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Book Two


Chapter One

“She said she was really sorry that she couldn’t make it.”

“And stood me up.”

Diane’s face tightened, and she bit the inside of her lip so hard Harvey could practically feel her teeth pressing into his skin. She was clearly having a hard time apologising on her friend’s behalf, but he didn’t see why he needed to make it any easier for her. After all, he had made a point to get there early, and he had been the one left waiting for nothing.

“Anyway, she was really busy at work–”

“Of course.”

“–and couldn’t get away.”

“It happens.”

“But she really wanted to meet you.”

“Just not enough to actually meet me, or give any indication that she wasn’t able to meet me, and instead of letting me know and rearranging, was content to leave me sitting at the restaurant bar all night by myself like an idiot.” He left a moment’s pause, enjoying the awkward silence. “Tell me again, why did you say she was still single?”

As her eyes burrowed into him, he realised he might have actually pushed it too far, and in about two seconds expected to see actual smoke billowing from Diane’s ears. But also, he didn’t really care. Not anymore.

It wasn’t that they had never gotten along, but since he had gotten divorced, there had been a distance between them, as if he was the sole reason for the split. Which was strange to him, as Diane and his ex-wife, whose name he couldn’t even think about these days, weren’t even good friends. Hell, he didn’t even know if they’d spoken since the divorce, and couldn’t remember the last time he had seen them have any sort of interaction. He tried to think back to when that might have been. A birthday, perhaps? Or an anniversary? Certainly, some event where they would have been forced into the same area, rather than some casual night out to get some dinner, an event that had become increasingly infrequent, a mutual agreement from both sides. But now, you would have sworn they had been best friends since forever. Perhaps it was a solidarity thing? Or perhaps, she was afraid Harvey’s split from his wife might trigger something in her own relationship, that having a newly single man hanging around her husband might make him reconsider his own life choices? It was ridiculous, he knew that, and there was no way Harvey’s life was going to encourage Mark to blow up his life, but insecurities run deep in some people.

“These things happen,” said Mark, desperately trying to defuse whatever was happening between his best friend and his wife. “Perhaps she can do another night? One where she definitely isn’t working?”

Diane didn’t look at Mark, but if she did, he would have been cut to pieces by the daggers that were shooting out of her eyes.

“She did say she really wanted to meet me,” said Harvey, trying his best to keep a straight face.

“She did say that,” said Diane, “quite a lot, actually.”

“Quite a lot,” Harvey repeated, faux-impressed. “You must have made me sound like quite the catch.”

“But as I said,” said Diane, ignoring Harvey entirely, “she was really busy at work. Apparently, they’ve got this new project, and there’s a new client–”

“Say no more.”

“–and things are getting really complicated.”

“Honestly, it’s fine,” said Harvey, holding up his hands in surrender. “These things happen. People have commitments, I get it. I understand completely. I, too, have things to do.”

Diane tried her best not to scoff, playing her response as a cough.

Playing video games and jerking off does not constitute ‘things to do’.

For a second, he honestly thought he might be psychic. Not that he had to be to read Diane’s thoughts at that moment, but the words came to him so powerfully that it seemed like they were being directly transmitted into his brain.

“Are you alright?” asked Mark, gently rubbing his wife’s back. She nodded in ascent.

“Speaking of which,” Harvey continued once Diance had composed herself, “I’d better be off. I have an art exhibition to attend.” He stood up. “Nice to see you both,” he said, heading for the door, “and give Louisa my best wishes on her new work project.” He smiled. Diane didn’t.

“Let me see you to the door,” said Mark, standing hurriedly, blocking the space between the two of them.

“Sorry about that,” said Mark quietly as he held the front door open. “But between the two of us,” he lowered his voice and leaned in closer, “you dodged a bullet.”

“Is she…?”

“Oh, she’s nice enough,” said Mark, “in small doses. But there’s a reason she’s nearly forty and still single.”

“There’s a reason I’m forty and still single, too,” said Harvey.

“Yeah, because you’re an asshole,” said Mark, smiling.

“Got it in one,” said Harvey, giving Mark a hearty slap on the shoulder and heading off.

*

He’d thought about telling Mark about what had happened the other night, but decided against it for two reasons. For one thing, Mark would never believe him. It was just too insane to actually be true, right? And for the other, he would tell Diane, regardless of whether he promised to keep it quiet or not. The last thing he wanted was more judgment from Diane, either for being a grotesque fantasist or for being a forty-year-old man sleeping with a woman in her mid-twenties.

Even he wasn’t sure how he felt about it himself. It wasn’t normally the sort of thing he would entertain. Or, more to the point, not normally the sort of thing he would pursue. But to be fair, this wasn’t something he had pursued at this point either. It was Chun Hua, the twenty-four-year-old Chinese post-grad, who had approached him, Chun Hua who had asked him to walk her home, and Chun Hua who had invited her up to her apartment and informed him they were, in no uncertain terms, going to fuck.

What’s a guy to do?

Chun Hua was also the one who offered him the wildest proposition he had ever heard in his life. She wanted him to entertain her friends. Or, more to the point, she wanted him to take her friends, all apparently as or more attractive than her, and financially independent, out on a series of, what he had coined, non-dates.

He would take them somewhere, and in return, he got to enjoy their company. There was no pressure, no obligation, no romantic intent. Just a couple of people hanging out for an afternoon or an evening. And if that turned into a fuck session, as it had with Chun Hua, then so be it.

And he had said no.

But then again, it hadn’t taken her long to convince him that this might be something he might find very rewarding, especially when she climbed on top of him to demonstrate how ever so grateful she was for his generosity of spirit.

It was with that sense of generosity in his heart that he headed to the art gallery.


Chapter Two

He was not an ‘art gallery’ guy. Lord knows, he’d tried, but he’d never really ‘gotten’ art. Sure, he could appreciate, on a superficial level, the technical skill required to paint a really detailed painting, and the vision required to not just make modern art, which was often derided as tacky and meaningless, but to actually sell it.

That itself, he was convinced, was an art form all of its own.

Yet he wasn’t that upset about modern art. That sort of thinking was, as far as he was concerned, for people who just wanted to be upset that the world wasn’t as simple and easily understood as they wanted. A man on a horse is a man on a horse and can be appreciated as such (even if one completely misses the context and symbolism of said artwork), but a series of multi-coloured splotches on a canvas? That was something else instead. That was something that rejected instant understanding.

And with art, like all things, it’s always easier to be angry about it than to try to understand what it is trying to represent.

But then, it was also easier to just look at the pretty paintings on the wall and just not think much about them at all, which is precisely what he was doing now. He didn’t even bother reading the little metal plaque, which gave a brief overview of the piece and the context in which it was created. He stood there, eyes fixed on one of those ‘modern art’ pictures (so-called, despite being 80 years old) with the bright colours and squiggly lines, and just let it wash over him.

He wasn’t sure it was having much of an effect, but he certainly felt different from when he came in. But then, perhaps that was just the calming nature of the art gallery, the forced, near-silent space acting as a shelter from the noise and chaos of the outside world.

“I love this piece,” came a female voice. He hadn’t noticed her walk up next to him, but she was close now, almost as if they had arrived together. He wondered if he was hogging the picture, standing in prime viewing position, and thought about stepping to the side to let someone who clearly knew more about art than him, which wasn’t difficult, take a look. “It’s an evocative portrait of his psyche during the turbulent post-war era, when his country was being rebuilt as a beacon to the future, whilst his life was falling apart.”

“That’s very insightful,” he said, “I just like the pretty colours.”

“Me too,” she said, “I just read that off the card.”

He laughed a little too loudly than the space allowed for, and the sound echoed throughout the mostly empty hall, attracting some questioning looks from some nearby patrons.

“Sorry,” he mouthed, and they just rolled their eyes and resumed perusing the displayed artworks with an intensity that seemed a little performative.

“I’m Arisa,” she said.

“Harvey,” he said.

“I know.”

“Chun Hua’s friend.”

“In a manner of speaking.” She let the words linger for a moment, providing no explanation, then turned to him.

“How did you know it was me?”

“She described you?”

“Oh, did she?”

“Yes,” said Arisa, “it was very detailed.”

“I’m sure it was,” he said. “She seems like she has an eye for detail.”

“Very much so. Shall we?”

They headed further into the gallery, Arisa glancing around at the other paintings as Harvey did the same, with more than a couple of glances at Arisa. She was taller than Chun Hua, though still not tall. Japanese, with soft, round features, a short, black bob cut, and a pair of large, near hexagonal glasses sat on her button nose. Her figure was slightly fuller, her curves rounder, her breasts larger. She wore a tight-fitting jumper which accented the mounds underneath, with a white shirt collar poking out through the top. She also wore a plaid skirt, black and white, which danced around her bare thighs, and a pair of white, kneesocks. In short, she was exactly what he expected a college graduate with an interest in art to look like.

“You know Chun Hua through college?” he asked, as they walked.

“We met in college,” said Arisa. “We were roommates the first year. That was… fun.” He glanced at her as they approached the ticket booth at the back of the hall where tickets were being sold for one of the private exhibitions, but he couldn’t read her expression.

“You on the same course?”

“No,” she said. “I’m a medical student.”

“Doctor?”

“Surgeon.”

“Two, please,” he said to the woman behind the counter, as they reached the front of the queue.

“I’ll get this,” she said, pulling her phone out of her bag.

“Don’t worry,” he said, “I’ve got this.”

“It’s really ok. I can pay for myself.”

“I’m sure you can, but really it’s my treat.”

“If you insist,” she said softly, as she put her phone back in her pocket.

“I do,” he said, tapping his credit card on the card reader. “So, a surgeon, huh?” he asked as they took their tickets and joined the queue to enter the exhibition.

“I know what you’re thinking,” she said, “that I’m not the type of person who would be able to manage being a surgeon.”

“I’m sure you’re more than capable,” he said. “It’s just a rather intense job. Personally, I don’t think I could do it, even if I did have the skills.”

“It’s not for everyone,” she said. “But that’s where my passion lies, and where I think I can do the most good.”

Plus, the pay isn’t too bad either, he thought, but didn’t say. Judging from the quality of her clothes, which even to his untrained eye were undoubtedly high-quality pieces, she already didn’t need to worry about money, and he suspected she would be one of the few people who came out of medical school with little to no debt.

It was the exact opposite of his situation when he’d graduated, but that was neither here nor there. Arisa wasn’t responsible for his debt any more than she was responsible for her own lack of debt. That’s just how the cards fell for some people, whether or not that was right. But he let it slide. Student debt relief wasn’t exactly something he was keen to talk about right now.

“Tickets, please,” said the man standing at the front of the line. Harvey and Arisa showed their tickets to the man who scanned them, then waved them through.

“So,” he said, as they walked past the man and into the exhibition, “what precisely is this about? I must confess I’ve never heard of–” His words stuck in his throat as he looked at the giant penis on the opposing wall. It was a black and white print blown up to fit the entirety of the space. The enormous phallus was erect, veins throbbing as the camera caught it mid-ejaculation, thick globules of semen stuck in time as they were propelled through the air, heading to their final destination, which appeared to be a woman’s face. Her mouth was all that was visible in the shot; lips parted and shiny, her tongue stuck out as far as it could go, waiting eagerly for the man’s seed to land upon her taste buds.

“The human body is so fascinating,” said Arisa, standing next to him and taking his hand in hers. “Don’t you think?”

“So fascinating,” he said, his eyes still not quite comprehending what he was seeing. “This is art?” He turned to look at her as she continued to examine the ejaculating penis in front of her.

“Anything is art,” she said, turning to face him, “if you’re brave enough.”

She continued to hold his hand as she guided him further into the exhibition.

“I have to say,” he said, as they moved past a wall lined with photographs of naked bodies, thrusting, arching, spreading, “ I wasn’t expecting this.”

“No?” she said. “It’s all on the website.”

“Yes,” he said, “I probably should have checked it out first.”

“You just came to an exhibition without knowing what it was about?”

“I’m not exactly an art connoisseur,” he said. “Even if I read up on what it was about, I still wouldn’t really know what it was about. But then again, I didn’t come here for the art.”

“No?” she asked, looking at him. “What did you come here for?”

“The company.” As he spoke the words, he realised how true they were.

“Fair,” she said. “But it might have been less of a shock if you’d done a little background reading. It would have helped you to know what you were getting yourself into.”

“I suppose so,” he said. “But isn’t the shock part of the point?”

They stopped in front of a large black and white photograph of a vagina. The woman’s legs were open, as her fingers spread her folds and exposed her wet entrance, strands of her arousal catching the light of the camera flash. It certainly aroused feelings in Harvey, though he wasn’t sure if they were purely artistic in nature.

“I think it’s beautiful,” she said, her eyes examining the neat slit in front of her. “I don’t think there’s anything shocking about the human body.”

“I guess not,” he said, “but I suppose it is more that people don’t expect to suddenly walk into a room and see…” he held out his hand to indicate the photo.

“More’s the pity,” she said. “If we were all a little more open about our bodies, then we would perhaps feel less shame and embarrassment about them. People talk about drinking and smoking and lack of exercise as being bad for your health, but no one speaks about the damage shame does.”

Harvey looked at her, but she was still staring at the photo on the wall. He wasn’t sure, but he felt her breathing had increased slightly.

“There are so many conditions and ailments that could be dealt with far more efficiently and painlessly if people weren’t so embarrassed about talking about them. Instead, they suffer in silence until things have gotten unbearably bad. Then it’s too late.” She paused and turned to look at him. “Sorry if that’s a bit morbid.”

“No,” he said, “I completely agree. I think we could all take a lesson from this woman and be more open with our bodies. I’m not saying I would have a photo of my, you know, on display in an art gallery, but I certainly think there are ways I could be more open-minded about certain things.”

“You can say penis,” she said. She fixed him with a stare, as if waiting for the word to fall out of his mouth.

“Penis.” The word felt strangely formal, but still out of place in an art gallery, even one as explicit as this.

“Cock,” she said.

“Dick,” he countered.

“Phallus.”

“Schlong.”

“Prick.”

“Tool.”

“Joystick.”

“Member.”

“Yes, please,” she countered.

They began laughing, but this time Harvey didn’t care if anyone was staring. Arisa leaned against him, holding onto his arm as she gasped for breath at her own joke, as he reached over and rested a hand on her shoulder, holding her steady until she calmed down.

“Come on,” she said, “there’s so much more I want to show you.”


Chapter Three

“That was so much fun,” said Arisa, as they walked into the gallery cafeteria.

“It was certainly an eye-opening experience,” he said. “I’m not sure I’ve ever seen anything quite like that.”

“I’m sure that’s not true,” she said, offering a little smile. “Two coffees, please,” she said to the woman behind the counter. Harvey went to take out his wallet. “I’ve got these,” she said firmly. “It’s only fair.”

“If you insist,” he said, putting his wallet away.

“I do,” she said, tapping her phone to the card reader.

“So,” he said, as they collected their coffees from the end of the counter and carried them to the seating section, “are you at all artistic?”

“I dabble,” she said. She sat on a plush sofa, next to the glass wall of the cafeteria, giving them a great view of the city along the river. “But nothing like that!”

“There’s no need to be ashamed of the human body,” he said, sitting next to her, and offering a sly grin. “We should all strive to be more open.”

“I’m not ashamed,” she said, giving his arm a light slap.

“I can’t imagine you would be.” She gasped in faux-astonishment, as if they hadn’t spent the last hour or so perusing a gallery that would post most of the internet to shame.

“And I’m very open.”

“I’ll have to take your word for it. I don’t want a hot cup of coffee in my face.” They smiled.

“I draw,” she said, “and paint.”

“No photography?”

“Not yet.”

“What do you draw?” he asked. “And paint?”

“A variety of things,” she said, taking a sip of her coffee. “Landscapes, portraits, nudes, the usual.”

“Are nudes considered ‘the usual’?”

“In the art world? Absolutely.” She sat upright and placed her coffee on the table in front of them, freeing her arms to accentuate her feelings on the matter. “Art is the expression of how a person sees the world, which, inevitably, is an expression of self. From that perspective, the human body is the ultimate expression of art, of oneself. So it only makes sense that other arts that derive from the body, as all arts must, would attempt to capture the purest form of said expression, which is the self, i.e. the body.”

“Art begetting art,” he said.

“Exactly!”

“That makes sense. I think. So who do you paint?”

“It depends,” she said. “I used to go to some classes, when I had more free time, and there would be some models there, and we would sit around and consider the contours of their bodies, their shapes and curves, how the light fell upon their bare skin, and how best to capture that with the tools at our disposal.” She picked up her coffee and gently blew over the surface. “I made a lot of good friends there.”

“Fellow artists or models?”

“A bit of both,” she said.

“I thought it might be a bit strange to make friends with someone after you’ve seen them naked.”

“The kinds of people who are willing to bare all in front of a room of strangers aren’t exactly the most reserved group,” she said, smiling as she held her coffee.

“I suppose not.”

“Sometimes you just end up becoming their friend because that’s what they’ve decided should happen.”

“What if you don’t want to be friends?”

“That’s a good question,” she said. “But honestly, I can’t say I’ve ever been in a situation where that is the case. I’ve always found open-minded people rather appealing. It helps combat the more conservative elements of my nature.”

“I’d say you’re pretty open-minded yourself, given your choice of exhibition.”

“I try to push myself out of my comfort zone,” she said. “It’s my own form of self-expression.”

“It’s always good to express yourself.”

“Yes,” she said, her leg pressing against his as they sat next to one another, “ it is.”


Chapter Four

As they walked from the cafe, Harvey looked out the large windows and the city stretching out in front of him. It was vast and dense, and he wondered how many things like this existed that he had no idea about? How many experiences were out there for the taking, but passed people by because they were all too afraid to actually go looking for them?

“Penny for your thoughts?” asked Arisa, giving his hand a squeeze.

“Oh, nothing,” he said, “just thinking about the exhibition.”

“I bet,” she said, smirking.

“Not like that,” he said. “Alright, a little bit like that. But mostly about how life so often passes us by just because we don’t…”

“Look,” she whispered, pointing across the hall. He followed the direction of her arm and saw she was pointing to a darkened corridor, a red rope blocking entry. On the wall next to it read a sign:

Closed To The Public.

On the other side sat a bored-looking security guard.

“What about it?”

She pulled him across the corridor in the general direction of the blocked-off area.

“Where are you going?” he whisper-called.

“I don’t know,” she said. “Just following my artistic spirit. Wait.” The security guard turned in his stool and looked at him. “Hmm,” she said, closely examining a giant map on the wall. “If we’re here, then we want to be…” She ran her finger along the map, and the guard turned away from them.

“Hey!” cried the security guard. Harvey glanced in the guard’s direction, but he wasn’t looking at them. He was looking across the hall, where some people were going where they shouldn’t and got up from his stool to tell them so.

“Now!” she whispered and tugged at his arm, pulling him towards the roped off area, letting go to slip under the rope. “Quickly!” Harvey looked around to make sure no one was watching, saw the guard haranguing some poor tourists who evidently didn’t understand what he was saying, then ducked under the rope and chased Arisa down the corridor.

He saw her figure rush around the corner and followed her, nearly knocking into her still frame as she stood directly in front of him. He rested his hands on her shoulders to make sure he didn’t knock her over, then left them there.

The room they were looking into was large, the walls entirely white, with only a few pictures on display, and a couple of ladders and tables scattered around the room, clearly set up in preparation for the latest exhibition. The lights were on, but not at full brightness.

“You know,” she said, reaching up and touching his hand as it rested on her shoulder, “I’ve always wanted to have an exhibition here.”

“Is that right?”

“Yes,” she said. “But I know I’ll never get the chance.”

“Never say never,” he said.

“I can see it now,” she said, gazing at the mostly-empty walls, “my pictures on display. People moving through and looking at them, amazed by my handiwork, my truest expression of self.”

“I have no doubt if you wanted that to happen,” he said, “you could make it happen.”

“I know,” she said. “And I intend to, just not in the way I’d originally planned.” Her fingers wrapped around his, and she led him further into the room, turning into another, darker section of the room, much smaller than the main hall they had found themselves in.

She led him into the corner and put her hands against his chest and pressed into him, until his back pressed against the blank, white wall. She leaned in and kissed him softly.

“What are you doing?” he whispered, as her soft lips kissed his face and his neck, as her hand ran down his body and cupped his cock.

“Making art,” she said, offering him a soft kiss on the lips, then dropping to her knees. She looked up at him as she unbuttoned his trousers and pulled them down. She ran her hands up and down his legs as she kissed the outline of his cock through his boxers, causing him to twitch underneath as he started to grow, then slid her fingers into the sides and pulled them down.

She cupped his semi-hard cock in her hand and licked along the top of it, running her tongue from the tip to the hilt of his shaft, then all the way back, brushing over his glans. He moaned softly as her soft tongue began to circle the tip, then took it into her mouth, sucking and licking at it as he hardened beneath her touch. She slid her lips up and down over the tip as her hand began to stroke his firm shaft, her other hand cupping his balls.

He groaned as she slid her lips down further, the heat of her mouth causing his cock to become achingly hard as she sucked at him. She took her hand from his shaft and reached around to grab his ass. She held his asscheek firmly as she slid her mouth up and down his cock, taking him further and further into his mouth, her saliva dripping down his balls already, as she began to coat him. He gasped and grabbed her hair as she pressed him fully into the back of her throat, her lips around his hilt, holding him there for several seconds before bouncing back up and gasping heavily. He breathed deeply and groaned as she took him in her mouth again, sucking him quickly, her fingers working his balls, teasing him as her soft lips slid up and down his shaft.

She let him fall from her mouth with a soft pop, and he reached down and grabbed her arm, lifting her to her feet and turning to pin her against the wall. She moaned as he pressed himself against her, kissing her and sliding his tongue into his mouth, gasping as he grabbed her leg and lifted it up. She wrapped it around the back of his leg, moaning as his wet cock rubbed against her wet underwear as she rocked her hips. He kissed her harder, his hand rising up underneath her skirt to grip her taut ass. She pushed against him, but he pushed back, kissing down her neck as she gasped, her hands sliding up the back of his shirt, her nails scraping along his skin. His free hand moved up the outside of her jumper and cupped one of her large breasts, massaging it through her top.

“Oh yes,” she moaned as he caressed her breast, “just like that.”

He pushed back and dropped to his knees, pushing up her skirt as he quickly kissed her thighs, moving his head between her legs as she ran her fingers through his hair, encouraging him to go further, her knees nearly buckling as he moved in and kissed her inner thighs. Her skin was so soft, so warm, and as he made his way to the source of her heat, she threw her leg up over his shoulder and grabbed a handful of hair to steady herself. She groaned as he kissed the soft fabric of her underwear. He could feel the warmth and wetness of her desire soaked into them, and began to suck at her gently through them. Her grip on his hair tightened, and she pressed him deeper between her legs as she rubbed herself against his mouth.

He slid his hands down her thighs and over her kneesocks, then slid one hand up under her skirt, and slipped two fingers underneath the wet fabric, gently peeling the underwear from her wet lips as he pulled them to the side.

“That’s it,” she moaned, pressing herself towards his mouth, which remained painfully out of reach. “I want you to taste me.” He gazed upon her tight slit, slick with her arousal, writhing just in front of his face, a true work of art.

She lurched forward as he ran his tongue up her, lapping at her wetness, his tongue sliding easily through her neat folds. Her body banged as she threw herself back against the wall, her moans echoing slightly through the empty space. He needed her to be quiet, but not enough to stop what he was doing. He didn’t care if they were caught; nothing would stop him from tasting her glorious pussy. He licked up her again and circled her clit with his tongue. She moaned and pressed her hips towards his face, needing more. He licked at her faster, his nose rubbing against her thick, but neatly trimmed block of pubic hair.

Her leg tightened around his back, and he ran his tongue down her slit and pressed into her entrance. She let out a high-pitched whine as he tongued her tight, wet hole. He could feel her pinkness throbbing on his tongue, desperate for something firmer, thicker, more substantial. So he ran his tongue back up between her lips and, taking her clit in his mouth and sucking at her gently, let go of her underwear and slid the two fingers into her. She gasped and bit her lip to stop from crying out, aware of the risks they were taking, then rocked her hips against his fingers, riding them as he slid them in and out, moving deeper, her pussy gripping them as they became slick with her juices. He held them fully inside her for a moment, then began to curl them, gently stroking her G-spot as he sucked and licked at her clit. She rocked on her one leg, raising and lowering herself on her fingers as she thrust her clit into his mouth as he sucked on it harder.

He felt her body shivering and shaking, her grip on his hair tightening as she fucked his mouth and his fingers, her whines getting louder despite her best efforts. He felt her wetness increasing on his face, her desire running down his knuckles, the sweet taste of her in his mouth.

“Oh yes,” she gasped, rubbing herself rapidly against him, “don’t stop – I’m so close. Just a little more – a little more – a little!”

She let out a high-pitched whine as she came, rocking hard against his fingers, her ass thumping against the gallery wall as he thrust them deep inside of her, stroking her G-spot, drawing out her orgasm, her wet underwear rubbing against his hand as he stroked her, his tongue and mouth working rapidly on her clit, forcing her orgasm on for as long as she could take.

She gasped and bent forward, his fingers still deep inside her, shuddering as she held herself up by the hand on his head, her leg still over his shoulder. He slid his fingers from her wet slit and eased her leg back down. It nearly buckled, and he grabbed her by the ass to hold her upright. He removed his mouth from her clit and, once he was sure she could stand by herself, stood up. Her face was pink, her round cheeks flushed. She was panting, her pink tongue resting on her lower lip as she gasped for air, strands of her short, black bob stuck to her damp forehead. Her eyes were wide and wet. She stared at him, as if barely comprehending what had happened. But as he felt her grip on his wrist, squeezing it as she guided it up to her lips and took his wet fingers in her mouth, he had no doubt she knew what she was doing. She sucked at them hard, her tongue thrashing around them as her lips slid up and down, her eyes rolling back in her head as she savoured the taste of her glorious pussy on him. Then she slid them out and dropped his wrist, grabbing hold of his face and kissing him wildly, her tongue pressing against his, her wetness on his face smearing over hers. He pulled back and gasped for breath. Her face shone with her arousal, and she licked her lips.

“That was so good,” she panted. “I’ve never cum like that. Definitely not in a place like this!” She lurched forward and wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him back, until her back hit the wall. She moaned into his mouth as he kissed her, and his cock slid between her legs, rubbing against her panties, which had slid back over her mound. “That was so good – so fucking good – but I need you to–” She leaned in and kissed him hard, then pushed him away.

He watched as she slid her hands up under her skirt and shimmied her hips as she pulled her underwear down, sliding them down her thighs, then over her kneesocks, before stepping out of them and holding them out for him.

He took them from her fingers and moved back to kiss her, groaning as his cock slid under her dress and along her slick, bare pussy for the first time.

“You want this pussy?” she whispered. “You want this fucking pussy?”

“I need that fucking pussy,” he groaned.

“Then come and take it.”

She gasped as he spun her around and pressed her front against the wall, sliding a hand up under her shirt and jumper as he kissed her neck. She gasped and pulled her shirt up over her waist, groaning as his hand slid up and grabbed her warm, soft breast, noting the lack of bra. She moaned as he teased her nipple, playing with it as she rubbed her ass back, sliding her pussy over his cock, getting louder.

“You need to be quiet,” he whispered in her ear.

“I can’t,” she moaned, “you need to keep me quiet.” She turned over her shoulder and kissed them, then opened her mouth as he slid her wet underwear into her mouth. Her lips clamped around it, her eyes wide, moaning into the fabric as he slid his other hand up her shirt and played with both of her tits at the same time. He squeezed them together, twisting her nipples slightly, then slid his hands from underneath her shirt, sliding down her soft skin, and taking hold of her hips. She stepped back and spread her legs as he guided her back, then lifted her skirt and gazed upon her wet pussy and twitching asshole. She moaned as he ran the tip of his cock over her lips, rubbing it between them, getting the tip nice and wet, then pushed into her. She moaned as his cock stretched her out as the tip disappeared inside her. Her pussy clamped on him, and he worked his way slowly into her, easing himself deeper and deeper, watching as her lips gripped his shaft as he slid out of her before plunging in deeper. She shuddered and rocked her hips, pushing her hips back, forcing his cock deeper inside of her, until her ass was pressed against his hips.

He held himself deep inside of her, stroking her firm, plump ass, then took hold of her hips and pulled himself back, his cock sliding out so only the tip was still inside of her, then pressed himself fully into her body. She moaned into the underwear, her hands clamped firmly against the wall, as he began to fuck her with long, steady strokes. He groaned as he felt her pussy enveloping his cock time and time again, the tightness of her gripping him, her ass jiggling as she begged for more, needing more of his cock. He began to move faster, her ass shaking as he thrust into her, the wet fap of her pussy getting louder as he fucked her harder and harder, her muffled grunts in time with each penetration.

It felt so good to be inside her tight pussy, to feel how badly she wanted him. He licked his lips, still tasting her, and his cock twitched inside of her. She growled as the tip of his cock rubbed against her G-spot, and he fucked her harder, pounding her ass, giving her the full length of his cock, taking that sweet pussy that he needed more than life itself.

He kept fucking her and imagined sucking on her sweet tits, of pressing his face between them as she rode him, of putting his wet cock between them and having her wank him off with those large, juicy orbs until he exploded all over them, covering her body with cum as she begged for more. Yes, he knew he was going to fuck her big, juicy tits until he came all over them.

She groaned, and he realised she only had one hand on the wall now, the other between her legs as she fingered herself, desperate to cum for the second time as he fucked her from behind. Her whines were higher-pitched, and he felt her pussy throbbing on his cock. She was getting close already, and so was he. He tensed his body, holding on for as long as possible, savouring the moment of being inside her, but he knew it was only a matter of time. She grunted as she threw her ass back, slamming it against him as he thrust into her, her fingers whirling wildly between her legs, small drops of wetness dripping from her fingers onto the gallery floor.

His grip tightened on her hips as he got closer, her magnificent ass shaking as she threw it against him. He growled, hard and low, the pressure building further and further, his need growing higher and higher, pushing him closer and closer to the edge, until he knew he could hold back any longer.

“Oh fuck,” he growled as he came violently inside of her. She panted into her panties as he thrust deeply into her warm pussy, his cock unloading deep inside of her, coating her insides with thick ribbons of cum as she continued to throw her ass back, her own orgasm arriving, her pussy fluttering on his cock as he filled her tight hole with his seed. She kept fingering herself as he kept fucking her from behind, his balls emptying completely, and kept fucking her with his throbbing cock until her orgasm had well and truly peaked.

He leaned forward and planted a hand on the wall above her, holding himself steady as he held himself deep inside of her.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned into her ear, “that was incredible.” He reached around her body and lifted her upright, then reached with his other hand and slowly pulled the underwear out of her mouth. She gasped for breath. “You are incredible.”

“I–”, she stammered. “I–”

“I know,” he heaved, then leaned in and kissed her.

Slowly, they broke away, and he slid his cock out of her body. She turned and pressed her back against the wall. She brought her wet fingers up to her mouth, but this time he grabbed her wrist and smiled as he guided them to his mouth. She moaned as he sucked the wetness from them, as she watched intently. Then, as he moved away and let her fingers fall from his mouth, she turned and bent over, showing her wet pussy, his thick load dripping out of her. She pulled her underwear up her legs and over her ass, pulling them tight against her.

“You,” he said, as she straightened up and turned to face him, “are a work of art.”

“Anything’s art,” she said, touching his chest as she lowered herself to her knees, until her hot breath was on the tip of his wet cock, “if you’re brave enough.”


Chapter Five

The external gardens around the gallery were lovely, colourful and serene. And as the myriad visitors milled around and relaxed in the afternoon sunshine, Harvey and Arisa strode hand-in-hand, basking in the glow of their own sunshine.

“You know,” said Harvey, “I’m starting to think I might actually enjoy art.”

“Yes,” said Arisa, thoughtfully, “there’s a lot of enjoyment to be gotten out of public exhibitions, if you’ve got the right guide.”

“I’ve got that, no doubt.”

“Me, too.”

“So,” he said, “is that something you might be interested in doing again?”

“The exhibition or the exhibition?”

“Either, or both,” he said. “Preferably both.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” she said. “The last thing I wanted was to turn you into an art snob.”

“I’m not a snob. I just know what I like.”

“I can tell.” She stopped and turned to face him, taking both hands in his. “This has been really fun,” she said.

“Yes,” he said, “it has.”

“It’s almost a shame it has to end.”

“Almost,” he said, “but who says it has to end? They say a piece of art is never finished; the artist just stops working on it. And you are a piece of art.”

“Are you an artist, all of a sudden?”

“I dabble,” he said, smiling. “Performance pieces, mostly.”

“That was quite a performance.”

“I had quite the collaborator.”

“Well,” she said, holding his hand as she led him down the path towards the exit, “why don’t we go work on our next collaboration at my place?”

Harvey smiled as she led him towards the car park, and he wondered if they would make it as far as her place before they completed their next masterpiece. He wasn’t sure, but he had a feeling this was going to be the start of a very productive era.


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
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