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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.”


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.


Book Three


Chapter One

A text message.

An address and strict orders not to Google.

Half the fun is in the surprise.

Harvey wasn’t sure he believed that, but he followed the rules. He was under no illusions that he was not in control of the game he was playing, and was fine with that.

He walked down the high street, past shoppers and buskers, glancing at his reflection in the shop windows, pretending to browse their storefront displays, but mainly making sure he looked alright. He’d never been much for style of fashion when he was younger, so when he had finally started taking it a bit more seriously later in life, he always felt like he was playing catch-up. Not that it mattered, of course, but there was something in the back of his mind that told him that the only thing worse than being unfashionable is trying to be fashionable and failing.

But no, he looked good today. His outfit was on point, and so was his hair, which, as luck would have it, was as thick as it had been when he was twenty. Life had been a series of ups and downs, but hey, at least he still had great hair.

He followed the building numbers down, wondering whether this afternoon’s ‘non-date’ was going to be a shopping spree. He didn’t mind paying for a ticket to an art gallery, but that was something else. But then again, it depended on precisely what outfits were being bought.

In the end, he didn’t have to worry about that because the address brought him to a coffee shop:

Stop and Go!

It was the sort of place he would have described as “deliberately quirky”. There were mismatched chairs and random bits of decor hanging on the walls. But there was nothing wrong with that. Far better to have some place trying to stand out and do something a little bit different, rather than having yet another corporate coffee chain, whose “bespoke” design (which looked essentially the same as all the other branches) was created by a centralised team in their Head Office.

He went in, walked to the counter and ordered a coffee. As he stood waiting at the far end for it to be prepared, he glanced around to see if he could see the woman he had come to meet. Not that he knew what she looked like, of course. But there were usually telltale signs. But as he looked around, he realised he couldn’t see her. Most of the people here were in twos or threes or fours and all, he realised, were playing some kind of game. His eyes moved from table to table, the sound of the hissing coffee machine punctuated by the clacking of pieces on a game board, the slapping down of cards, the rattling of dice and the subsequent rolling across the table. The only person alone was a youngish man in his twenties, playing solitaire at a small table, sipping his coffee as he kept one eye on his phone. This, Harvey quickly noted, was likely not the person he was supposed to be meeting.

He checked his phone. He was a little early, so perhaps they hadn’t arrived yet.

“Harvey?” asked a woman, causing him to turn around. But it was just the barista, placing his coffee on the counter in front of him.

“Thank you,” he said, taking the coffee and wandering into the seating area, finding one of the few empty tables and taking a seat. It felt a little odd sitting in a room full of people playing games and not playing one himself, but no one seemed to notice. He looked at one of the multiple shelving units of games, some of the boxes battered and torn and well-loved, others in pristine condition, either unpopular games or new editions, but he couldn’t tell. Most of the games he had never heard of before, even if he had heard of some of the IP behind them. He wondered what the first movie/TV show board game tie-in was. It must have been early, he thought, as it seemed like a no-brainer. As hard as it seemed to believe sometimes, there had been a world before computers, before gaming consoles. Games had once been a thing you could (and were usually forced to) play with the whole family, and were the closest thing you could get to actually going on adventures, just like the characters on TV. But, regardless, they had certainly taken off more in recent years, given the sheer number of them.

There were also plenty of games he recognised, of course. As he looked at them, he felt a rush of memories from throughout his life, of happiness at winning, to anger at what he was sure was cheating (but could never prove), to excitement at the prospect of trying a new game. But at some point, he had stopped playing board games, and he couldn’t quite remember when, or why.

There was a shout of exasperation, and he turned. In the corner, there were two women playing some game or other, one of whom was waving her arms in the air as she did a little victory dance in her seat, whilst the other cursed at her in what was pretty sure was Korean.

“Don’t be such a sore loser,” said the victor, in English, as she tossed a small plastic piece at her opponent.

“I didn’t lose,” said the loser, “you cheated!”

“Being better than you isn’t cheating,” she said. “It just comes naturally.” The woman laughed, and for a second, Harvey thought the loser was going to throw the board into the air and storm off. But at that second, the winner’s eyes glanced over her friend’s shoulder and locked onto his.

Caught in the act.

He lowered his gaze to the table, pretending to check his phone, acting as if he had just happened to glance over there, rather than that he was actually watching them argue. But still, he continued listening to what they were saying, which quickly faded into nothing. But still, he didn’t look up from his phone. At least, not until a shadow draped over him and he noticed the figure standing at the edge of his table.

He looked up and saw it was the woman from the table he had been watching; the victor.

“Fancy a game?”

She looked down at him. She was short with soft features and curly red hair which ran past her shoulders. She was wearing an oversized cropped jumper, the neck large enough that it hung off one shoulder, showing the black tank top underneath, and the bottom cropped to display her trim waist, and a pair of jeans.

“Oh, err,” he stumbled, “I’m sorry, I wasn’t…”

“It’s alright,” she said, “it’s more fun to play with three.”

“Err, sure”, he said, standing, “but only for a minute. I’m–”

“Great!” She thrust out her hand. “I’m Min Jee.”

“Hi, Min Jee,” he said, taking her hand and shaking it, “I'm–”

“Harvey,” she said.

“Yeah,” he said. “Harvey.” She smiled at him and headed back to her seat. He slipped his phone back into his pocket, picked up his coffee, and followed her to her table. As she walked, he saw that her jeans were baggy and that the ends nearly dragged on the floor. He thought about how he had worn similar clothes when he was younger, and smiled at the cyclical nature of fashion, no matter how ridiculous.

She sat down and tapped the space next to her on the couch.

“You can sit next to me.”

“Careful,” said the sore loser as Harvey went to sit down, “it’s very soft.”

But it was too late. Harvey sank into the cushions, yelping as he focused on not spilling the coffee he hadn’t thought to put down first.

“Here,” said the loser, holding out a napkin, “before it drips.”

“Thanks,” he said, as he took the napkin, wiping the cup and putting it down before wiping his fingers.

“This,” said Min Jee, “is Seo-Yeon.”

Seo-Yeon smiled at him from her seat. She was clearly taller than Min Jee, even sitting down. She was slim with long, slender arms, her long fingers interlocked beneath her chin. She had sharp features and long, blonde hair, which ran further below her shoulder than Min Jee’s, over the shoulders of her snug white t-shirt, which clung to her pert, but nicely proportioned breasts.

“Hi Seo-Yeon,” said Harvey, shaking her hand as he had Min Jee’s.

“Harvey?” Seo-Yeon asked, looking at Min Jee.

“Harvey,” confirmed Min Jee.

“Oh, yay,” said Seo-Yeon. “Now we can finally have some fun.”


Chapter Two

“It only wasn’t fun before,” said Min Jee, “because you were losing.”

“That’s because you were cheating,” said Seo-Yeon.

“That’s obviously untrue,” said Min Jee.

“But now,” Seo-Yeon said, “I have a secret weapon.” She turned to Harvey. “We’re going to team up on her and make her beg for mercy.”

“In your dreams,” said Min Jee. “Harvey’s on my side. Besides, I can take you both by myself.” The two women turned to Harvey.

“Well?” said Seo-Yeon, after Harvey said nothing for a moment.

“Well, what?”

“Who are you going to choose?” asked Min Jee. “You going to join the winning team or join up with the loser?”

“Everyone loves an underdog,” said Seo-Yeon. “Especially when they’ve been cheated.”

Harvey looked from one to the other.

“Can’t we all play together?”

“Oh, honey, no,” said Min Jee, gently touching his hand.

“The point of the game,” said Seo-Yeon, “is to win. Otherwise, what’s the point of playing?”

“For fun?” countered Harvey.

The women laughed wildly.

“She said he was funny,” said Seo-Yeon.

“Right?” said Min Jee, holding her flat stomach as she struggled for breath through the laughter.

“I’m not sure what’s so funny,” he said.

“That’s what’s so funny,” said Seo-Yeon, both hands on her face.

“You’re actually being sincere about it,” said Min Jee, as both of them burst into laughter again. Harvey waited patiently for the laughter to die down, sipping his coffee calmly, plotting how he was going to take both of them down.

*

“Stop him!”

“I can’t!”

“He’s going to wipe me out!”

Harvey sat silently, sipping his coffee as he watched the two women fret over the state of the board.

“You said you’d never played before.”

“I haven’t,” said Harvey. “Beginner's luck, I guess.”

“No one’s that lucky,” said Seo-Yeon, as she stared at him through narrowed eyes, not believing a word. Which was fair enough, for whilst he hadn’t played this exact version of the game, a homage to a beloved 90s sitcom, he had, in fact, played the original obsessively for many years.

“Then he must be cheating,” said Min Jee. “That’s the only explanation!”

“Maybe I’m just that good,” he said. “Or maybe you’re as bad at this game as you are at losing. Hey!” he cried as Seo-Yeon threw a small plastic piece at him, then again as Min Jee did the same. Within seconds, he had gone from crowing in victory to cowering as the two women pelted him with the pieces from the board. “This is against the rules!”

“If you can cheat,” said Seo-Yeon.

“Then so can we,” finished Min Jee.

“Excuse me. Could you not throw the pieces, please?” The three of them looked up and saw a meek-looking barista standing next to them. “It makes it harder for others to play if they get lost.”

“Sorry,” said Min Jee and Seo-Yeon, sheepishly.

“Yeah, sorry,” said Harvey, picking the pieces up from himself as Min Jee and Seo-Yeon crawled around him, picking up the small bits of plastic they had flung at him.

*

“I can’t believe you got us thrown out!”

“I didn’t do anything,” said Harvey, as the three of them walked down the street away from Stop and Go! “It was you two who got me thrown out. Because you couldn’t handle losing.”

“Couldn’t handle losing to a cheater!” said Seo-Yeon.

“Exactly,” said Min Jee. “How are we supposed to keep our cool when someone else isn’t playing by the rules?”

“I was playing by the rules,” said Harvey. “I can’t help it if I’m better than both of you combined.”

“Prove it,” said Min Jee.

“I just did,” said Harvey.

“We demand a rematch,” said Seo-Yeon.

“Any time, any place,” said Harvey. “Except Stop and Go! I think we might be banned for life.”

“It’s fine,” said Min Jee, shrugging. “We get kicked out of there a lot.”

“So do a lot of other people,” said Seo-Yeon. “They wouldn’t have any customers if they kicked out everyone who couldn’t take losing.”

“So, you want to do this another day?” asked Harvey.

“Oh, no, no,” said Seo-Yeon. “You don’t think we’re going to let you off the hook that easily?”

“Absolutely not,” said Min Jee. “We demand a rematch right now.”

“Well,” said Harvey, “if you’ve got any suggestions where we might find another place to play, I’m all for it.”

“We’ve got just the place,” said Seo-Yeon.


Chapter Three

“Nice place,” said Harvey, as he surveyed their apartment.

“Thanks,” said Min Jee as she pulled a table into the middle of the room and arranged the chairs. “Seo-Yeon, could you…?”

“Sure thing,” said Seo-Yeon, walking over to a bookshelf and perusing the collection of games on the shelves. Seo-Yeon’s jeans, in contrast to Min Jee’s baggy ones, were skin tight, clinging to her slim frame as she stood on her tiptoes to see the games at the top of the piles, then perfectly framing her small, but tight ass as she bent over to look at the games at the bottom. “Got it”, she said, pulling a small box out from underneath some others, then turning to smile triumphantly.

“You’ve got a lot of games,” said Harvey, eyeing the shelves as Min Jee and Seo-Yeon set up the game. “More than the cafe, I think.”

“We like to collect them,” said Min Jee.

“So why do you go to the cafe, when you’ve got them all here?”

“For the atmosphere,” said Seo-Yeon as she opened the box and pulled out a pack of colourful cards. “Just because you can do something at home,” she said, “doesn’t mean you can’t have fun doing it somewhere else.”

“The change of scene is part of the experience,” Min Jee added.

“I get that,” said Harvey, his mind suddenly turning to Arisa, the cute Japanese woman he’d met at the art gallery, and the change of scene they’d had in one of the empty wings of the gallery.

“Right,” said Min Jee, “ready to play.”

“Great,” said Harvey, as he took his seat across from Seo-Yeon, with Seo-Yeon to the side. “I guess I have time to beat you both again. But I can’t help noticing, this isn’t the same game?”

“We like to change things up from time to time,” said Min Jee, smiling innocently.

“Good luck with that,” said Seo-Yeon, as she dealt out the cards.

“I don’t need luck,” said Harvey, smiling.

“Wait,” said Min Jee, “did you hustle us?”

“Absolutely not,” said Harvey, innocently looking at his cards. “I just didn’t tell you that I was more familiar with that game than I’d let on.”

“That’s the definition of hustling,” said Seo-Yeon. “The literal definition.”

“But I didn’t hustle you out of anything,” he said. “It was just for fun.”

“We don’t play for fun,” said Seo-Yeon.

“No,” said Harvey, “I know that for sure.”

“Wow,” said Min Jee, “and we were taking it easy on you.”

“It sure felt easy,” said Harvey, grinning. “Real easy.”

“Alright, then”, said Seo-Yeon, her expression deadly serious, “how about we up the stakes?”

“I’m not sure I have any cash on me,” said Harvey, “but I won’t need any anyway.”

“Forget money,” said Min Jee. “This is for pride.”

“Exactly,” said Seo-Yeon. “We want your pride.”

“It’s all yours,” he said, “if you can take it.”

“Oh, we’ll take it,” she said. “One piece at a time.” Harvey looked at her, unsure what she meant. “Every time you lose a card, you lose a piece of clothing.”

“Are you serious?”

“Deadly,” said Min Jee. “We never joke about games.”

“Seems a weird hill to die on, but alright, what the hell,” he said. “I’ve never played a strip card game before.”

“Don’t worry,” said Min Jee, “it’ll be a lot of fun.”

“Yeah,” said Seo-Yeon, smirking, “ for us.”

*

“Have I been played?”

Seo-Yeon and Min Jee both smirked, saying nothing and everything all at once. He’d lost his shoes and his socks and his jacket. Now they were waiting for his next item of clothing. He’d managed to take a bit off each of them, with Min Jee's baggy top, leaving her in her tight black tank, which strained against her surprisingly large breasts, whilst Min Jee had lost both of her shoes, and now sat there with bare feet.

“Time to pay up,” said Min Jee.

“I think I’ve been played,” said Harvey.

“Come on,” said Seo-Yeon, “you know the drill.” Harvey just looked at her, and she quickly got up and walked to the side of his chair. “So what will it be? Top or trousers?”

“Watch,” he said, smirking, unclipping it from his wrist and placing it on the table.

“You’re no fun,” said Seo-Yeon, sitting back down in a huff.

“Your turn,” said Min Jee.

Seo-Yeon picked up her cards, then, with a knowing smile at Harvey, placed her next card down. She went to speak, but before she could say anything, Harvey played a card of his own, and her face dropped.

“Sorry,” he said, “you were about to say something?” Her mouth opened and closed a few times, anger making her unable to articulate the words, then slammed down her cards. She sat there staring. “Come on,” he said, “you know the drill.” Seo-Yeon looked at Min Jee, who was studiously studying her own cards, then back at Harvey. She locked eyes with him as she pulled her t-shirt up to the underside of her small breasts, revealing her slim, soft body. Then, slipping one arm out of the sleeve, she slid it underneath her t-shirt and across her breasts, covering them.

“A little help?” said Seo-Yeon. Min Jee leaned over and helped Seo-Yeon ease her other arm out of the top, then eased it over her head, smiling at Harvey as she undressed her friend. The top slipped off Seo-Yeon’s head, and she shook her long, blonde hair, sending it flowing over her naked torso.

Seo-Yeon took the t-shirt from Min Jee and threw it across the table at Harvey.

“Happy now?” she asked, as it hit him in the face.

“Very,” he said, grinning as he pulled the t-shirt from his face, loving her angry energy, and smiling even more as Min Jee laughed. “Although I do have one more card to play.” He placed it down on the board, and Min Jee’s eyes widened in surprise.

“Fine,” said Min Jee, pushing her chair back and standing. She stepped back from the table and began to undo the buttons on her oversized jeans, the bottoms of which pooled on the floor as she stood there, shorter now in bare feet. She undid the buttons and slid them down over her curvy hips, holding them there a moment, before sliding them down. Her legs were toned, her thighs thick and tight. She slid them down and let them drop to the floor, standing there for a moment, in a ‘hope you’re satisfied’ stance, before stepping out of them and standing there in her plain black panties as she picked them up and methodically folded them before placing them on the table.

“Guess I’m on a hot streak,” he said.

“Pure luck,” said Seo-Yeon. “But now we’re on to you.”

“Let’s see what you’ve got,” said Harvey.

“You first,” said Min Jee, placing down not one, not two, but three cards on the board. Seo-Yeon smirked widely. Harvey checked his cards, looking for something to minimise the damage, playing the only thing he could.

“Oh boo,” shouted Seo-Yeon. “You’ve got a card for everything.”

“That’s still two pieces,” said Min Jee, “so hand them over.”

Fair’s fair,” said Harvey, pushing his chair back and standing up. The two women watched him closely as he pulled off his t-shirt, their eyes moving over his bare chest and abs, a mixture of surprise and interest.

“And the rest,” said Seo-Yeon.

“Won’t you allow a man his modesty?” asked Harvey, hands already resting on the buttons of his jeans.

Seo-Yeon, her arm still across her breasts, simply raised an eyebrow. Harvey was sure he could see a dark nipple poking through her fingers, but said nothing. Instead, he undid his trousers and pulled them down, leaving him in nothing but his boxers.

“Happy now?” he asked, placing his folded jeans on the table.

“Getting closer,” said Min Jee.

“Yeah,” said Harvey, as he took his seat. “We are.”

Harvey looked at his cards, then at Min Jee and Seo-Yeon. They were trying not to smile, but they were sure they had him where they wanted him. He slowly pulled out a card and placed it on the table.

“Guess I’m not the only one losing their trousers,” said Harvey, smiling.

“Not today,” said Seo-Yeon, slapping a card on top. “Sorry, hon,” she said, looking guiltily at Min Jee.

“Nothing to apologise for,” said Min Jee. “I, on the other hand…” Min Jee pulled out a card and put it on top of Seo-Yeon’s.

“Ha!” laughed Seo-Yeon triumphantly. “I hope you’ve got a thong under those boxers, otherwise you are O. U…” The final letter fell from her tongue as Harvey smiled and slowly slid another card from his pile, and placed it on top of Min Jee’s.

“I guess we’ve come full circle,” said Harvey, revelling in the panic spreading over Seo-Yeon’s face as she looked through her remaining cards, then looking at Min Jee, as if she could somehow help, but Min Jee only shrugged. Seo-Yeon pushed the chair back violently as she stood up, slamming her remaining cards face down on the table.

Harvey sat perfectly still, keeping a neutral expression as Seo-Yeon angrily and single-handedly fiddled with the button of her jeans, taking a few moments of grunting and sighing before she finally undid it. But her jeans, being skin tight, clung to her slim legs, and as she tried to pull them down, they tugged at the edge of her white panties, pulling them down over her hips, giving the faintest flash of her pubic hair, before she pulled them back up.

“You’re loving this, aren’t you?”

“I’m just playing the game,” he said. Seo-Yeon glared at him and turned around, turning her soft, bare back to him, and then, using both hands, worked her jeans down over her hips. Harvey watched as she slid them down over her small but pert ass, then stopped a moment to pull her underwear tight to her body, before she resumed undressing, bending over as she did so. Harvey watched with a neutral expression, throwing the occasional glance at Min Jee, who was watching her friend get undressed with as much interest as he was. He returned his gaze to Seo-Yeon as she pulled her jeans off of one foot and then the other, staggering around as she did so, before finally getting them off with a heavy breath of success.

“Get a good look at my ass,” said Seo-Yeon as she folded her jeans, her back still to the table, “because you’re going to be kissing it after I wipe the floor with you.” That threat was almost enough to make Harvey throw the game, which he was sure he would be winning soon enough. But he also wasn’t done having fun with them just yet.

Seo-Yeon turned suddenly on her bare heels and glared at him, one arm covering her breasts once again, and Harvey made sure to keep eye contact as she stood there in nothing but her white panties. She dropped the neatly-folded jeans on the ever-increasing pile of clothes and took her seat once again. The chair scraped against the floor as she pulled it underneath the table.

Seo-Yeon picked up her cards with her free hand, and looked at them, eyeing each one intently, then holding them near her breast, grabbed a card with two fingers and pulled it out. Now Harvey was sure her nipple was poking out, pinched between her slender fingers. Seo-Yeon put down the rest of the cards and took her chosen card with her free hand. Harvey wondered if she was aware of her visible nipple, but her expression showed no indication of what she was thinking other than a smirk as she placed the card down.

“Have fun with that,” she said to Harvey, grinning as the turn moved back to him. Harvey looked at his cards. He had two options. Either he could flip it back to Seo-Yeon or pass it on to Min Jee. The thought of Seo-Yeon losing her last piece of clothing was very tempting, but he didn’t want the game to end just yet.

“Sorry,” he said to Min Jee, as he played his card. Min Jee looked at her cards carefully, then shrugged. She put them face down and grabbed the bottom of her tight tank top with both hands and whipped it off over her head. Harvey audibly gasped as her large breasts slipped from the top, bouncing softly as she pulled it over her head, then more as she shook her head, flicking her red curls back into place. She smiled at Harvey, looking him in the eye as she placed the folded top with the other clothes, daring him to look down at her body.

“My turn, is it?” she asked, picking up her cards and inspecting them, as if nothing had happened. Harvey nodded, his throat constricted, unable to formulate words. Then he turned to Seo-Yeon, who was staring at Min Jee’s exposed body. She saw him watching her from the corner of her eye and dropped her gaze to the table as she fumbled with her remaining cards.

Min Jee looked up at Seo-Yeon and then at Harvey, then back to Seo-Yeon.

“Sorry, sweetie,” she said, holding her card away from view, as if ashamed of what it contained. “It’s the only one I can play.”

“Oh, this is a fix,” said Seo-Yeon, her eyes flicking from Min Jee to Harvey, convinced of their duplicity.

“Maybe we can pause here,” said Harvey. “Call it a draw?”

“Well, we all are in our drawers,” said Min Jee, smiling. “So it makes sense.”

“I don’t need your pity draw,” said Seo-Yeon, as she stared at Harvey, resolutely. “We play to the bitter end.”

“If you insist,” said Min Jee. She placed the card down, and Seo-Yeon’s steely expression didn’t waver.

“Fine,” said Seo-Yeon. “I lose. Well done, both of you, for conspiring against me.”

“Neither of us conspired against you,” said Harvey.

“Sure, of course not.” She sat there scowling. She turned to Min Jee, who was looking at her patiently. “What?”

“Aren’t you forgetting something?” asked Min Jee.

“Oh, you can’t be serious?!” said Seo-Yeon.

“We play to the end,” replied Min Jee simply, reflecting her friend’s words back at her. Seo-Yeon sighed heavily and reached underneath the table with her free hand. She wriggled in her seat, lifting herself up slightly as she began to slide her underwear off.

“Hold on,” said Min Jee. “You can’t do that, you have to stand.”

“What?” declared Seo-Yeon.

“I don’t make the rules,” said Min Jee.

Seo-Yeon looked at her blankly for a moment, then stood. She stepped back from the table and began to edge her white panties down, sliding them over one hipbone, then the other, holding her legs tightly together. Harvey could see the narrow tuft of dark pubic hair between her legs. Seo-Yeon looked him in the eye, and he matched her gaze as she bent down and pulled her underwear down further, sliding them down her slim thighs and letting them drop to her feet. She crouched down quickly and grabbed them, standing up again in one smooth motion. She moved back to the table and sat down, then tossed her panties on top of the pile of cards. “Here, take them. Enjoy your winnings.”

“Thank you,” said Min Jee, as she reached over and picked them up. “I think I will.” She placed them on the table next to her, gave them a little pat as if to make sure they were secure, then looked at Harvey. “Well then, time for the deciding hand.”

Harvey looked at his cards. It was his turn. There was only one card type he could play, and he was sure Min Jee wouldn’t be able to beat it. Both women looked at him as he sat there a moment, savouring his inevitable victory.

“Well?” asked Min Jee.

“I’m considering my options,” he lied.

“Oh, just get on with it,” said Seo-Yeon, shivering slightly.

“Alright,” said Harvey, as he pulled a card out and placed it on the pile. “Sorry.” Both women looked at the card for a moment, then looked up at him.

“Me too,” said Min Jee, placing another card down and flipping the game back to him. Harvey, stunned, looked at the card on the table to make sure he had seen it correctly, then at his last card. He dropped it face down on the table.

“Yes!” shouted Min Jee, throwing her hands into the air and dancing in her seat, her tits bouncing, and she celebrated.

“Good game,” said Harvey. “I really thought I had you.”

“Yes, well,” said Min Jee, tidying the cards up, “that’s what I wanted you to think.”

“Hang on,” said Seo-Yeon, “how come he hasn’t got to take his boxers off?”

“Is there really any point?” he asked. “After all, the game is over.”

“Technically, the game isn’t over until you place your final piece of clothing on the table,” said Min Jee.

“So get on with it.”

“Alright,” said Harvey, pushing the table back and standing up. He felt his cock twitch and tried to keep control of himself as the two topless women stared at his nearly naked body. He reached into the sides of his boxers and slid them down, pulling them down to reveal his pubic hair and the edge of his cock. He could feel their eyes on him, hungry with anticipation. Then he pulled them down fully, dropping them to the floor and holding his hands out to the side, as if in surrender. He was sure he heard Seo-Yeon gasp. He bent down, picked up his boxers and folded them, placing them carefully on the pile of clothes.

“I’ll take those,” said Min Jee, snatching them from the pile and placing them next to Seo-Yeon’s underwear. “Consider them my winnings.”

“That was fun,” said Min Jee, making no effort to get dressed as she packed the cards away into their box and picked it up as she stood, before turning and walking away from the table. “We should do it again sometime.”

“Yeah,” said Harvey, his eyes on Min Jee’s juicy ass framed in her black panties, as she walked across the room. She bent over at the hips and slid the game back into the pile. “I’d like that.” Min Jee turned back and walked towards the table.

“Yes,” said Min Jee, placing a hand on her friend’s bare shoulder, “it’s always more fun to play with three.”

“Hang on a minute,” said Seo-Yeon, looking up at Min Jee. “If you had a spare reversal card, then you could have used it on him rather than using the other card on me!” She stood up, her anger overtaking her timidity, as if she had forgotten she was naked. She turned to Min Jee, and Harvey could once again see her tight ass across the table.

“Tactical advantage,” said Min Jee. “I didn’t know what cards he had.”

“How did you know I didn’t have one?”

Min Jee smiled softly.

“I can read you like a book.”

“Oh my god,” cried Seo-Yeon, as if she’d just been slapped. She turned away from Min Jee and threw both arms into the air in exasperation, and Harvey saw her pert breasts, with her dark, hard nipples, in all their glory. “I can’t believe you’d do me like that!”

“To be fair,” said Harvey, “you would have lost anyway.”

“You’re one to talk,” said Seo-Yeon, planting her hands on her hips. “Second place is just first loser.”

“I think there’s only one loser here,” said Min Jee, “ and she’s very sore about it.”

“You teamed up against me,” cried Seo-Yeon. “You conspired to do me over.”

“Well,” said Min Jee, stroking her friend’s bare arms gently as she turned her to face her, “how about one more game?” Min Jee smiled at Harvey over Seo-Yeon’s shoulder. “Winner takes all.”


Chapter Four

Seo-Yeon and Min Jee moved closer together, so close their breasts brushed lightly against one another. They looked at one another, eyes locked. Seo-Yeon looked nervous and excited, but Min Jee was perfectly calm.

“What kind of game?” asked Seo-Yeon, quietly.

“The best kind,” said Min Jee, brushing Seo-Yeon’s long, blonde hair back with a single finger, and exposing a small, shell-like ear. She leaned in, their bodies pressing together closer, Min Jee’s large breasts rubbing against her friend’s smaller breasts, as she pressed her lips to her ear. She looked at Harvey and whispered to Seo-Yeon. “The kind where everyone wins.” She planted a soft kiss on Seo-Yeon’s ear and then leaned back, looking her friend in the eye, waiting for her answer.

“Ok,” said Seo-Yeon, “but I win first.”

“I don’t think that will be a problem,” said Min Jee, her hands sliding down Seo-Yeon’s arms until she was holding both hands gently. “What do you think, Harvey?”

“I think that can be arranged,” he said, watching the scene unfold in front of him.

“Alright,” said Seo-Yeon. “Let’s play.”

Harvey watched as Min Jee led Seo-Yeon by the hand, through the apartment and into another door, which they left open for him to follow. As he walked naked through the women’s apartment, he took a few deep breaths, mentally preparing himself for the game of his life.

When he entered the room, he saw Min Jee and Seo-Yeon lying on a large double bed. They were on their sides, looking at one another, their hands tentatively stroking one another’s bare arms, as if for the first time. And, Harvey realised, this was probably their first time together.

“So,” said Harvey, standing at the foot of the bed, marvelling at the two naked women in front of him, “what are the rules of the game?”

“Why don’t you tell us?” said Min Jee. “You can be the games master.”

“Yes,” Seo-Yeon whispered, “tell us how to play.”

“Alright,” said Harvey, eyes locked on the two women as they writhed softly on the bed, fizzing with excitement at their first instructions. “Why don’t we start with something nice and simple? How about a kiss?”

Min Jee smiled as Seo-Yeon’s soft, pink tongue flicked between her lips. They shuffled closer, their soft breasts brushing against each other, their knees touching as Min Jee reached out with her foot and stroked Seo-Yeon’s toes with her own.

“You ready?” asked Min Jee, softly. Seo-Yeon nodded slightly, and Min Jee smiled widely, reaching up to stroke Seo-Yeon’s cheek, cupping her friend’s face as she leaned in to kiss her for the first time.

Seo-Yeon moaned softly as Min Jee kissed her slowly, letting the softness of her juicy lips rest against Seo-Yeon’s thin mouth. Then Min Jee kissed her again, and Seo-Yeon’s lip parted slightly, then again, Seo-Yeon kissing back, her hand resting on Min Jee’s hip, her fingers stroking the thin, black fabric of her friend’s panties. They kissed again, mouths open wider now, lips moving faster, confidence growing, their bodies moving together, rubbing against one another as they kissed passionately, flashes of tongues as they met, massaging one another in lustful laps.

Harvey watched the two beautiful women as they made out, the bodies entwined as they rubbed themselves together, Min Jee’s thigh pressing between Seo-Yeon’s long legs, the taller woman moaning as she began to rub herself against her friend. His hand went to his cock, which was rock-hard, and slowly stroked himself.

“Touch her breast.”

Min Jee’s hand slid over Seo-Yeon’s body and cupped her small breast, teasing her nipple between her fingers, as they continued to kiss. Seo-Yeon moved faster against Min Jee’s leg.

“Kiss her there.”

Min Jee broke off the kiss and leaned in, taking Seo-Yeon’s nipple in her mouth and sucking at it. She let it fall from her lips, then kissed it, before slowly circling it with her tongue. Seo-Yeon's back arched, and her hand ran up Min Jee’s back, up into her red hair, holding her face to her breast.

“Oh my god,” she gasped, breathlessly, then cried out as Min Jee took her nipple in her mouth and sucked hard.

“Now you.”

Min Jee pulled her mouth away from Seo-Yeon’s breast. Her nipple was hard and wet. Min Jee leaned in and gently kissed Seo-Yeon, then leaned back and cupped her own breast, holding up the large orb with its soft nipple, as an offering. Seo-Yeon looked at Min Jee’s breast, then up to her face, then leaned in and kissed her on the lips, soft and gentle, then on the jaw, leaving a trail of kisses down her neck as she moved slowly, down, over her collarbone, causing Min Jee to moan softly, then down her chest, over her breast, and her fingers, until she reached the nipple. She stuck out her soft tongue and slowly moved around it.

“That’s it,” said Min Jee, breathlessly, “nice and slow.”

Seo-Yeon continued to lick her friend’s nipple, then took it in her mouth, sucking gently as she tugged it with her lips, before letting it go. She looked up at Min Jee for approval and got it, then returned her mouth to her friend’s body. Min Jee moaned and gasped as Seo-Yeon kissed and licked and sucked and tugged at her nipple, taking as much of her breast into her mouth as possible and sucking hard, before letting go and peppering the area with soft kisses.

“Touch her.”

Min Jee’s hand slid down Seo-Yeon’s lithe body, over her slim ass and down between her legs. Seo-Yeon cried into Min Jee’s breast as her friend’s fingers found her aching pussy, gently stroking her wet lips from behind.

“Oh fuck,” groaned Min Jee as Seo-Yeon sucked harder at her nipple, her friend’s face pressed into her soft breast, her hand on Min Jee’s juicy ass, her fingers digging into her flesh. “You’re so wet.” Seo-Yeon rocked harder against Min Jee’s thigh, spreading her wetness over her soft skin as Harvey continued to watch, touching himself faster as they played for him.

“Taste her.”

Min Jee slid her fingers from Seo-Yeon’s pussy, and Seo-Yeon moved her mouth from her breast, gasping desperately for more of Min Jee’s touch. Min Jee held up two fingers, dripping with Seo-Yeon’s arousal and gave Harvey a sly look before slipping her fingers between Seo-Yeon’s lips. Seo-Yeon took a moment to realise what was happening, then sucked her taste greedily from Min Jee’s slender fingers as she slid them in and out of her mouth.

“That’s it,” she moaned softly, “suck them clean. Show our games master what you can do.” Seo-Yeon leaned forward and took the fingers fully into her mouth, her head bobbing up and down slightly as she sucked on them, before Min Jee pulled them out of her mouth with a soft pop.

“Those weren’t the rules,” said Harvey, not at all minding, but keen to assert his authority over the game.

“Weren’t they?” said Min Jee, looking at Harvey before turning to Seo-Yeon and, kissing her slowly, slid her tongue into her mouth, moaning as she tasted her friend’s pussy on her lips. She sighed with satisfaction as she broke off the kiss, licking her wet lips with the tip of her pink tongue.

“No,” he said, his mouth salivating at the prospect of tasting her.

“Then why don’t you come and show us?” she asked.

Harvey crawled up onto the bed between the two women as they parted to make space for him. Min Jee touched his face and turned him towards her.

“How about a little preview?” she asked, leaning in and kissing him softly. She moaned as their lips met for the first time, hers warm and wet, the soft taste of Seo-Yeon upon them. She kissed him again, faster, her tongue carefully finding his, as his hand found her ass, pulling her body closer, her hot skin rubbing against his, his cock slipping between her legs, her soft panties, hot and wet with her desire, sliding over the top of him.

“She’s such a good kisser,” whispered Seo-Yeon, as she rolled in behind him, her hands stroking his body, her lips kissing his shoulder and his neck. “If only I’d known sooner…” She yelped as Min Jee reached over and grabbed her ass, pulling her hips tight to Harvey. He could feel her tuft of pubic hair rubbing against his ass. Seo-Yeon wrapped her arm around him and hooked her leg over his, stroking his chest as she rubbed herself against him.

Min Jee broke off the kiss and licked her lips, smiling as she watched Seo-Yeon caressing Harvey. She slid back, and Harvey groaned as Seo-Yeon wrapped her long fingers around his cock, stroking him slowly. He turned back, and she leaned forward, and their lips met. He groaned as her grip on his cock tightened as she slid her tongue into his mouth, pumping him faster as she kissed him as if she needed it to breathe. Harvey turned to face her, kissing her more powerfully as he took her wrist and pulled her hand from his cock, guiding it to his ass. Her fingers dug into his skin as he grabbed her thigh and pulled her leg over his, letting his cock slide beneath her. She gasped as his cock slid between her wet lips, rubbing against her pussy as he caressed her ass. She hooked her leg behind his knee and clamped onto him, kissing him as her hand moved up his back.

He felt Min Jee move in behind him, kissing and stroking him, her large breasts rubbing against his back, her plump lips sucking at his earlobe.

“Those weren’t the rules,” she whispered into his ear.

“I thought I made the rules,” said Harvey, in between kisses.

“Sometimes,” said Min Jee. “But we can influence how we play, too.” She licked his ear and leaned into his back, pushing him forward. Seo-Yeon yielded immediately, rolling onto her back, allowing Harvey to mount her, her legs spread. He kissed her and let his hand explore her body, moving over one pert breast, as Min Jee explored the other. She moved in, kissing her friend’s bare skin, sucking at her nipple, letting her tongue flick over it, then whispered two words. “Taste her.”

Seo-Yeon moaned at the sound, and Harvey began working his way down her body, leaving a trail of soft kisses over her chest, taking a moment to kiss around her nipple, teasing her with his tongue, then further down, over her slim navel and over her soft tuft of pubic hair, until he was positioned between her knees.

“Please,” begged Seo-Yeon, her voice soft and trembling. “Please.”

Harvey could feel the heat of her slit, could see her lips glistening. He wrapped his arms around her legs and leaned in, slowly pulling his tongue up through her folds. She moaned as his tongue parted her lips for the first time, lapping at her arousal, then as he ran his long, flat tongue gently over her clit, her hips bucked. Seo-Yeon looked down and smiled at him, and he repeated the motion, allowing the taste of her to overwhelm his senses. Seo-Yeon’s long, slim legs tightened around Harvey, her thighs pressed to the sides of his head as he continued to lick at her, alternating between lapping at her and sliding his tongue down and teasing her entrance. She gasped as he pressed his tongue inside of her, feeling the tightness of her body, imagining how good it would feel to be inside of her. He looked up and saw Min Jee sucking at Seo-Yeon’s nipple. Seo-Yeon groaned as Min Jee pinched it between her lips and tugged, stretching it slightly, then letting it snap back into place, before moving back down and gently moving her tongue over it in small circles, as her hand reached over and caressed her other breast.

Harvey slid his tongue up Seo-Yeon’s slit, to her clit, and began moving his tongue over her bud in the same manner, matching Min Jee’s speed. Seo-Yeon let out a high-pitched moan, her body trembling as the two of them pleasured her body.

Harvey watched as Min Jee took Seo-Yeon’s nipple into her mouth, sucking softly, and he did the same to her clit. He sucked rhythmically at her, his tongue still moving in small circles as he did so.

“Oh yes,” moaned Seo-Yeon, as she writhed on the bed, one hand buried in Min Jee’s red curls, holding her to her breast, as the other gripped Harvey’s hair, holding him firmly between her legs. Harvey gripped her thighs more firmly, holding her steady, keeping his mouth in position as she tried to fuck his face. He could feel her wetness on his face, running down his chin as she rubbed herself against him. He kept going, sucking and licking as he watched Min Jee sucking at one tit as she caressed the other with her hand. Seo-Yeon’s moans got louder and louder, her body shaking harder and harder, then she went quiet, except for her heavy breathing.

“Oh yes,” she gasped, “oh please – just like – aaah! – Don’t stop – I’m so – oh god – I’m so close – just a little more – just a little – justa – justaaaaaaah!”

She cried out as she came, rocking furiously on the bed, thrusting her clit into Harvey’s mouth, her legs clamping around his body, her thighs squeezing his head as he continued to suck at her clit, her wetness growing on his face, her body bouncing on the bed, crying out as her orgasm rocked her body. He kept going, sucking at her clit as she continued to cum, writhing and moaning until she was finally done.

Seo-Yeon let out a final cry as she sank into the bed, her fingers running through Harvey’s hair as she gasped for breath. He held himself there a moment, mouth on her clit, waiting for her legs to ease off, then backed off slowly. He slid out from between her legs, gazing upon her glorious, wet slit, before her legs closed as she rolled onto her side to face Min Jee. They lay there, foreheads touching, Seo-Yeon’s face flushed, Min Jee’s soft fingers stroking her cheek. He crawled up behind Seo-Yeon and held her gently from behind, his cock sliding between her legs, causing her to shiver as her hot slit rubbed against him.

Seo-Yeon turned her head, and Harvey leaned in. Her eyes were wide, shimmering wet, and she leaned in and kissed him hard, her tongue pressing into his mouth, finding his tongue and massaging it, moaning with pleasure as she tasted herself on him, her wetness smearing over her mouth. As they kissed, he felt Min Jee’s hand on his shoulder as she leaned over her friend and slowly ran her tongue up over his wet cheek, lapping up her arousal from his face. He groaned softly as Seo-Yeon began to rock her hips, rubbing herself against his cock, then broke off the kiss, turning back to Min Jee as she gasped for breath, then the two women kissed again, as Harvey gently ran his hand over Seo-Yeon’s hot, sweaty body, carefully cupping her soft breast as he watched.

As the kiss ended, Min Jee stroked Seo-Yeon’s hair and kissed her softly on the lips, then looked over at Harvey. He moved back as Min Jee pressed Seo-Yeon into her back and straddled her, running her hands over Seo-Yeon’s weak body as Seo-Yeon stroked Min Jee’s thick thighs. Min Jee leaned in again, offering another soft kiss, their breasts rubbing together as they did so.

“What next, boss?” asked Min Jee, smiling at Seo-Yeon, her body resting against her friend’s, her ass sticking out prominently behind her, as she waited for her next instruction.

“Now you stay just like that,” he said, smiling.

“With pleasure, sir,” she said, turning to face Seo-Yeon and kissing her again. Harvey moved around the bed, positioning himself behind Min Jee, gazing upon her wet mound, her underwear clinging to her body. She gasped as he slid two fingers underneath the dark material and peeled them off her, pulling them to the side as he uncovered her wet slit and her tight, quivering asshole. She moaned as he ran his hands over her asscheeks, spreading them gently as he leaned in. She gasped as he ran his tongue over her wet slit, tasting her briefly, before raising himself onto his knees and rubbing the tip of his cock between her lips. “Oh yes,” moaned Min Jee as she peppered Seo-Yeon’s mouth with kisses, “take me, please.”

His cock twitched as she begged for more, and he ran the end of his cock down her lips, rubbing the tip over her clit, before moving back up to her tight entrance, her wet pinkness throbbing between her dark lips. With one hand on the base of his cock, he guided himself into her. Min Jee moaned as he pressed the tip into her tight entrance. He moved slowly, working himself in and out a little further every time, feeling her body accommodating him as he stretched her out. She began to rock on her knees, pressing back onto his cock, her tightness gripping him as he plunged deeper into her. He let go of her underwear, and it slid over her asscheek, rubbing against his cock as he worked his way deeper into her body.

“Oh fuck,” cried Min Jee as he slid fully into her. “I feel so full.” He held himself inside of her, savouring the moment as she rocked her hips, watching her juicy ass as she rolled him around inside of herself. Slowly, he began to move, pulling almost all the way out of her, until only the tip was still inside of her, then pressing back inside. Min Jee moaned loudly as he penetrated her fully, then again as he repeated the motion, moving slightly faster.

Min Jee gasped as he moved faster, grunting as his hips slapped her asscheeks.

“That’s it,” she grunted, as he fucked her harder, “just like that.”

He gripped her hips and thrust into her as she threw her ass back, slapping her cheeks onto his thighs, their bodies meeting with a hot, wet fap. Min Jee gasped as he pounded her from behind, running one hand through her red curls, which bounced rhythmically as he fucked her.

“Oh my god,” moaned Seo-Yeon, as Min Jee buried her face in her shoulder, giving Seo-Yeon a perfect view of Harvey kneeling behind her friend, fucking her tight pussy as she straddled her. She watched with wide eyes, one hand in Min Jee’s red hair, the other gripping her back, as Harvey watched her watching him fucking her friend.

“Play with us,” he growled. Seo-Yeon licked her lips and ran her hand down Min Jee’s back, stroking her ass and sliding down, over Harvey’s hand gripping her hip, before disappearing underneath her body.

Min Jee gasped, and Harvey groaned as he felt Min Jee tighten on his cock, as Seo-Yeon’s hand continued down between their bodies, finding Min Jee’s clit. Min Jee’s body began to shake, and Seo-Yeon let out a moan as Min Jee began to suck at the soft skin of Seo-Yeon’s neck.

Harvey kept thrusting into Min Jee as he felt her body begin to tremble, her asshole puckering as Seo-Yeon panted beneath her, whispering into her friend’s ear as they worked together to bring her closer and closer to climax. Min Jee moaned, gasping for breath as Seo-Yeon’s fingers tightened in her hair, her fingers working furiously between her legs.

“That’s it,” he heard Seo-Yeon whisper over Min Jee’s pants, “I want to see you cum.”

“Oh god,” moaned Min Jee, “I want to cum for you.”

“Cum for me.”

“I’m so close. So fucking close – oh god, don’t stop – either of you – I – oh god, – I need it so badly – so fucking badly.”

Harvey’s cock twitched inside Min Jee’s tight body as she began to shake, his hands gripping her hips tighter.

“That’s it,” he growled, as he thrust powerfully into her.

“Oh god – Don’t. Stop. Fucking. Me. I’m gonna - I’m gonna – oh fuuuuuuccckkk!”

She moaned loudly, her body trembling as she threw her ass back with violent jerks, her body shaking as she came.

“That’s it,” whispered Seo-Yeon, “cum on his fat cock for me.”

Min Jee whined as he and Seo-Yeon continued to fuck her, her body bucking as she rode the intense orgasmic waves emanating from their touch, riding them out as they washed over her time and again, causing her to cry out helplessly, panting and gasping as if she could barely deal with the pleasure flowing through her, until with a final cry, she collapsed onto Seo-Yeon.

Min Jee lay here, gasping for breath, ass still in the air, as Seo-Yeon gently stroked her hair and slid her fingers out between her legs, sucking at them as she looked directly at Harvey.

Slowly, Harvey pulled his cock out of Min Jee, thin strands of her desire connecting their bodies as the tip slid out of her, leaving her pinkness trembling and throbbing. Min Jee gasped and fell onto her back, her breasts heaving as she gasped for breath, leaving Harvey kneeling over Seo-Yeon. She pressed herself up and kissed him as she placed a hand on the back of his head and guiding him down on top of her. They kissed slowly, the taste of both women shared between them, as his cock slipped between her legs. She pressed into him, rolling him over, and he didn’t resist as she guided him onto his back and straddled him. He groaned as she raised herself up, hands on his chest, as she rubbed her wet slit against his cock.

“That looked like fun,” she said.

“You want to try?”

“I thought you’d never ask.”

Seo-Yeon smiled as she reached down and took hold of his cock, raising her slim, tight body up on her knees as she guided him underneath herself. She rubbed the tip of his cock over her slit, then pressed the tip into herself. She moaned as she lowered herself slightly, then stopped, holding the tip inside her and rocked her hips, her hands caressing her breasts, putting on a little show for him.

“Fuck,” was all he could manage as he watched the blonde woman on top of him, then groaned as she continued to rock her hips as she began to move up and down. He groaned as she pulled his cock around as she took more and more of him inside her, sliding her tight pussy up and down his throbbing shaft as he stroked her slim but powerful thighs.

She began moving faster, sliding up and down half his shaft, getting a little deeper each time until she was sitting on top of him. She rocked her hips, pulling him around inside of her, then leaned in to kiss him. She lay her slim body on top of him as she slid her tongue into his mouth, rocking gently on her knees as she slid slowly up and down his cock, her breasts rubbing against his chest as she rode him, her long, blonde hair brushing against his warm skin. He ran his hands over her slim hips and her thin waist, over her back, holding her tight against him as they kissed.

She rode him faster, then pressed up against his chest, raising herself above him once again, her hands sliding down to his abs as she held herself upright and steady as she began to bounce faster on his cock. Harvey groaned as he watched the beautiful blonde Korean woman riding him, his thick cock sliding in and out of her tight pussy, her head tilted back as she gasped and moaned and dug her fingernails into his skin.

“Oh god,” she moaned, “your cock feels so good inside me.”

Harvey growled as he felt himself getting close as she rode him with enthusiasm.

“She’s so pretty, isn’t she?” whispered Min Jee, as she crawled up next to Harvey. “And she tastes so sweet.” She leaned in and kissed Harvey, sliding her tongue into his mouth, her hands exploring his body. “And so do I.” She pulled back and got to her knees, moaning softly as she slid a finger in between her legs, then brought the wet digit up to her mouth, sucking it slowly, as her eyes rolled back with pleasure.

“Come here,” he said.

“Of course, sir,” she said, moving in and straddling his face, her panties now discarded. She was facing Seo-Yeon, and he ran his hands over her ass and felt her hands on his body as she leaned forward, presenting her holes to him, as she kissed Seo-Yeon. Seo-Yeon moaned softly, rocking her hips as she rode Harvey’s cock, as Min Jee lowered herself onto his mouth.

Min Jee moaned as Harvey ran his tongue up over her wet pussy, and he felt her warmth spread over his face as he buried himself between her asscheeks. Min Jee cried out as Harvey slid his tongue deep inside her, lapping at her inside as he held her asscheeks apart.

Seo-Yeon gasped as Min Jee leaned forward, sucking at her friend’s breast, as they both rode Harvey. Seo-Yeon grabbed the back of Min Jee’s head and watched over her shoulder as Harvey ate her friend out as she rode his face.

She tasted as good as Seo-Yeon’s pussy felt on his cock, which was pretty fucking amazing, and he knew he was getting close to the end. He groaned into Min Jee’s pussy, and she rocked harder, causing Seo-Yeon to gasp as she sucked her friend’s nipple more intensely.

“Oh yes,” groaned Seo-Yeon, “it feels so good when you suck at me.” She looked at Harvey, her cheeks flushed, eyes wide with desire. She groaned loudly, bouncing harder on his cock. She gasped and panted and rode him intensely, bringing him closer and closer to the edge.

He groaned loudly into Min Jee’s pussy.

“Oh my god,” Min Jee groaned in response, “I think he’s going to cum.”

“Oh yes, cum for me,” begged Seo-Yeon. “I want to feel you cum inside me.”

Harvey groaned louder, his orgasm on the brink of exploding, his pleasure and excitement finding new heights even when he didn’t think it was possible. Seo-Yeon moaned loudly with each bounce, her own pleasure building as she took his throbbing cock, her pulsating pussy begging for him to release inside her.

“Cum for me,” begged Seo-Yeon, “cum for me, cum for me, cum for me!”

He groaned deeply into Min Jee’s pussy, thrusting up into Seo-Yeon’s tight body, as his cock twitched and spasmed inside her, the tension building higher and higher until he finally came.

“Oh yes!” cried Seo-Yeon. “I can feel you cumming inside me!”

He groaned into Min Jee’s pussy as he flooded Seo-Yeon’s pussy with his seed, his cock throbbing as thick streams of cum coated her insides, filling her hot, wet body as she continued to ride him.

“I can feel it inside me,” she moaned, “oh fuck, it’s gonna make me…!”

She groaned as she came on his exploding cock, her pussy gripping him as she rode him, her grunts and sighs and energy causing him to cum even harder, his cock throbbing as every last crop of cum he had flowed into her body, in sharp, powerful bursts of pleasure.

Seo-Yeon moaned loudly as she came on his cock, and as he continued to suck at Min Jee’s pussy, she started to cum too, the pleasured moans of both women filling the room as their heat and desire drove them on and on, both of them riding him to the peak of their own orgasms until, as one, they finished.

They both grunted as they fell off of him, Seo-Yeon on one side, Min Jee on the other. Harvey lay there, panting breathlessly, the heat of the two women still on his body, his cock twitching as the aftershocks of his orgasm ran through him. He heard the soft groans from either side grow louder as both women crawled up to him, and he wrapped his arms around both of their shoulders, pulling their naked bodies close to him.

“How was that for a game?” asked Harvey, looking from one woman to the other. Neither said anything, only smiled as they breathed heavily.

“I think,” said Seo-Yeon, “that was the best game I’ve ever played. Oh god, I can feel it dripping out of me.” She placed a hand on his cheek and turned him to face her, kissing him hard, moaning as she tasted Min Jee on his lips.

“The best game, so far,” said Min Jee, leaning over and kissing Seo-Yeon, taking her time, before kissing Harvey.

“I think you’ll need to give me a few minutes if you want a rematch,” he said.

“That’s alright,” said Min Jee, her hand gently stroking his chest. “I think we could all use an intermission.”

“Yes,” said Seo-Yeon, “ besides, we’ve got all night to play.”


Chapter Five

It was the next morning when Harvey awoke. He was exhausted, having not had much sleep, but it was completely worth it. He looked around, but there was no sign of the two women. So, he got up and, realising his clothes were in the other room, went to find them.

“Morning,” said Seo-Yeon brightly as she poured some coffee, wearing nothing but her tight t-shirt and her white panties. “We were just about to wake you.”

“I think you woke me enough times last night,” said Harvey, heading for the games table and his pile of clothes.

“You’re welcome,” said Min Jee, smiling as she walked in from the kitchen, wearing nothing but her loose jumper and her black panties, and placed a plate of toast on the table in front of him. “And I don’t mean for breakfast.” Harvey checked out her ass as she walked away, as he pulled on his boxers.

“Here,” said Seo-Yeon, walking in with two cups of coffee and placing one in front of him, “you’ll need this after last night.”

“We all will,” said Min Jee, entering from the kitchen with her own cup of coffee. The two women sat at the table, and Harvey, who had managed to get his jeans on, sat with them, sans shirt. He picked up a piece of toast and devoured it. He didn’t realise how hungry he was, but after last night, he wasn't surprised.

“That’s right,” said Min Jee, watching him as he started on his second slice, “got to keep your strength up.”

“Sorry,” he said, finishing his second piece, “I’m not sure what came over me.”

“I believe that was us,” said Seo-Yeon, who began to blush and looked down into her coffee mug, taking a sip as if to hide her face.

“I have to say,” said Harvey, “that you two throw a hell of a game night.”

“Oh, this is nothing,” said Min Jee. “You should see what happens when we get a good crowd over.” Harvey looked over his coffee cup, trying to judge whether or not she was joking. “You see, the trick to a good game night is numbers. The more the merrier.”

“You should come over again,” said Seo-Yeon, “and find out for yourself.”

“You know what,” said Harvey, thinking of the opportunities which the situation presented to him, “I think I just might. After all, everyone loves a good game night.”


Book Four


Chapter One

God damn, it was hot.

Harvey sat there in a light, white shirt with the sleeves rolled up and a pair of swimming trunks, sipping on an ice-cold juice from the beverage stand. Even under the giant umbrella blocking most of the sun, he was already sweating. Even the sand between his toes was hot, and he thanked himself that he had the good sense to bring a pair of sandals and leave his shoes in the car.

He looked out at the sea, beautiful blue and as clear as the sky, where there was not a cloud in sight. He watched as the waves rose and fell, lifting a group of young men up, their lean bodies poured into skin-tight wetsuits, as they rode across the water on surfboards.

Down the beach was a volleyball net where shirtless young men and women in skimpy bikinis mingled, their bodies glistening with sweat and lotion in the sun, picking mixed doubles for the game that was about to go down.

Harvey sipped at his drink and looked behind him. There was no sign of anyone approaching, just a row of beautiful women lying on their fronts, their bikini tops discarded as they caught the sun and avoided tan lines.

There were, he thought to himself, far worse places to waste time waiting for someone else to arrive. It was sunny and pleasant and fun. Yes, fun. Even sitting there by himself, he could feel the positive vibes of the place, of the energy and excitement, the fizzing possibilities of a sunny day at the beach, one of the few places people could flaunt what they had (or didn’t have) with impunity.

Yes, this was definitely the sort of place where you could just sit back and relax.

Screeeeeeech!!!

Harvey turned to the car park opposite the beach, where you could park up and look out over the sea, to see who the hell was making that noise. Right next to the grassy banking separating the beach and the car park, an old VW fan had come perilously close to overshooting, its bumper nestled in the tall grass. The engine chugged as if it were on its last legs, but the exterior was spotless, a light turquoise paintjob with a white front and roof, the side windows going all around the top. On the roof, a couple of surfboards were fastened securely.

As the driver’s side door opened, he half-expected smoke to start bellowing into the air as two potheads fell out of the van, like something from an old stoner movie, but he saw something completely different instead.

There was just one person, a woman. She was Japanese, tall and slim, and even from this short distance, he could see that her body was toned, like that of an athlete. She was wearing a pair of tight denim shorts, the edges frayed, either cut or designed to look so, with white pockets resting on her toned thighs, and a predominantly yellow bikini top which barely managed to contain her huge breasts, which jiggled as she shook her long, dark hair out.

Then suddenly, she looked at him and waved. Instinctively, he looked around to see who else was nearby, but then realised she was waving at him. He turned back and waved weakly, and the sight of her as she jogged towards him, firm body shining in the sun, large breasts bouncing with each step, hit him in the face like a freight train. For that moment, it was as if time moved in slow motion, as if she hung in the air with each step, as if she were something out of an old TV show about lifeguards. But all too suddenly, it was over.

“Hi,” she said, sticking her hand out, her breasts still bouncing softly as she caught her breath, “I’m Sumire.”

“Hi Sumire,” he said, taking her hand and shaking it, “I’m Harvey.” Her hand was soft, but her grip, like her body, was firm and confident.

“Nice to finally meet you,” she said. “Sorry, I’m late.”

“No problem,” he said, as her hand fell from his grip. “Nice van.”

“Isn’t it just?” she said, her smile so bright it could operate as a lighthouse. “She was in a bit of a state when I picked her up, but I’ve managed to put a bit of a perk in her step.”

“You’re a mechanic?”

She shrugged.

“I dabble. I had to get someone else to replace some panels, and give it a new paintjob, that’s way too precise for me. But I do a bit of work on the engine now and again. And I decorated the interior.”

“The most important part of vehicle maintenance,” he said.

“Exactly!” she said brightly. “Finally, someone who gets it.”

He wasn’t sure he got it entirely, but it made her happy, so that was good enough for him.

“You should see it sometime,” she said.

“Sounds good,” he said, “but I don’t imagine you wanted to meet at the beach to show me the back of your van?”

A coy smile moved across her lips, but just for a moment, then fell away just as quickly.

“This all you got?” she asked, looking under the table and looking him over. “In terms of clothes, I mean.”

“I’ve got some shoes in the car,” he said, “but pretty much.”

She stood there, appraising him for a moment, then asked the question he had been secretly dreading since she pulled up.

“You ever surfed?”


Chapter Two

No, he had never surfed.

That, he felt, was something that went without saying. He wasn’t one to generalise, but it always seemed that people who surfed had a particular vibe. It wasn’t necessarily chiselled bodies and sun-kissed skin (although that was often part of it), but more of an aura they carried with them.

There was something about surfing that made it appealing to a certain type of person, unappealing to many more, and had a relatively high barrier to entry that would forever limit its appeal to large parts of society. Even if people thought it was cool, actually doing it was too much like hard work.

For one thing, you needed a big ass board and some way to transport it to one of the very specific places you could use it. Then you had to spend hours practising, which involved falling repeatedly into the sea, which knocked you about constantly. Then, after all of that, you had to change, pack up your board, and drive to wherever else you needed to be, with said board in tow.

Surfing wasn’t a hobby you could dabble with for ten minutes here and there; it was a commitment. It was your day, your week, your life.

For the true believers, surfing was a calling.

“What size are you?” Sumire asked. “Trunk-wise?”

“I guess I’m a medium,” said Harvey.

“One pair of medium trunks, please, Dave,” she said to the sunbronzed blonde-dreadlocked guy in the beach surf shack.

“Coming right up,” he said, turning to rummage through a pile of clothing. “Gonna need a suit as well?”

“Most definitely,” she said.

*

Harvey winced as he looked at himself in the mirror. Skin-tight Lycra was most definitely not his style. Especially not skin-tight lycra shorts which clung to his body, detailing every, and he meant every inch of himself. But even so, part of him enjoyed the feeling of being a surfer, even if he hadn’t ever actually surfed just yet. The more he looked at himself in the mirror, in nothing but the tight shorts, the more he felt he looked the part. Sure, he could do with a bit more sun, but he was in sufficiently good shape to make the look work, even if his bulging junk in his shorts was less than aesthetically pleasing.

But at least he had the wetsuit to mask that, somewhat.

He grunted and groaned as he struggled to get the wetsuit on, the material clinging to him like a second skin. But finally, he got it up his legs, then slipped his arms in and did it up, his surfer cosplay complete.

Well, nearly.

*

“You can use my paddleboard,” said Sumire, as Harvey surveyed the selection of multi-coloured surfboards for hire next to the Surf Shack, “get you used to it.”

Harvey turned to argue his case, but was stunned into silence when he saw her. She was in her own wetsuit now, which was far more aesthetically pleasing than his own. For one thing, it didn’t have legs. Instead, it was more like a long-sleeved one-piece swimsuit that showed off her impressively toned thighs. The rest of the suit clung to her body, highlighting the curves of her hips, her slim waist, toned to perfection underneath, and, of course, her huge breasts, which struggled against the material, desperate to be freed. The zipper, which ran down the front, sat half-open, exposing the soft skin of her chest and the crest of her breasts.

“Unless you can handle something more powerful?” she asked, planting a hand on her hip and raising a questioning eyebrow. “Come on,” she said, walking past him, “come help me get the boards off the van.”

“Sure thing,” said Harvey, turning to follow her and making an effort not to stare at her tightly toned ass, thick with muscle from years of dedicated exercise. They walked up to the car park, and he watched as she reached to the roof of the van and unclipped the surfboards, pulling the full-sized one towards her.

“Help me with this,” she said, and he moved behind her, reaching up and planting his hands on the firm board. “Get a little closer.” He moved closer, his body pressing against hers as they manoeuvred the board to the floor and leaned it against the van.

“Nice board,” he said, admiring the expert finish, as if it were something he knew anything about.

“Thanks,” she said. “Did it myself.”

“You’re quite handy,” he said.

“You’ve not seen anything yet,” she said, as she moved around to the other side of the van. “Now come help me with the other one,” she said as she went. He followed her around, just in time to see her manage it by herself. “This is for you,” she said, handing the smaller, far less impressive board to him, then walked around and collected her own board.

He followed Sumire back down to the beach, her ass looking incredible in her wetsuit.

“Here,” she said, throwing her board into the sand. “Let’s get started.”

“I’m no surfing expert,” he said, “but I’m fairly certain you surf in the sea, not next to it.”

“Ten points,” she said, smiling. “But as you cannot currently surf, we’re going to practice simply existing with the board on dry land.”

“Fair enough,” he said, placing his board down next to hers. “Where do we begin?”

*

He had spent the last hour surfing on dry land, standing on the board, lying down on it, standing up from lying down, and he was fairly confident that he had the hang of it. He was so good, in fact, that he wondered if he might actually be a natural.

Suddenly, an entirely different life flashed before his eyes, one where he was a tanned and toned twenty-something, surfing on the weekends and looking damn good doing it. He saw the men watching with admiration as he rode the waves, saw the women as they approached him after, a touch here, a gentle whisper there, saw late-night bonfires on the beach, sitting on driftwood logs and telling stories as easy laughter drifted through the air as the night gave way to morning. He saw women leading him by the hand along the beach, just out of view, to talk privately, before pushing him back into the sand and fucking him, riding him until they both came, before walking casually back to the bonfire, to be met with humours cheers, which were both embarrassing and elevating. Perhaps he, he imagined, could even have gone pro or competed in the Olympics, at surfing, rather than fucking. But yes, as she stood there on the board, arms out to hold his balance on the imaginary waves, he was sure he could have had it all.

“Not bad,” said Sumire, watching with folded arms pressing her breasts up and together. “I think it’s time we got you wet.” He turned to her and watched her pressing her breasts together as she fully zipped up her wetsuit, and promptly ate sand.

The waves weren’t exactly any better, and any dreams he had about being a natural were swiftly washed out to sea.

“That’s it,” said Sumire encouragingly, balancing effortlessly on her board, as Harvey struggled onto his hands and knees, then hands and feet, then, finally, awkwardly, standing upright. “You got it!”

“I’ve got it,” he cried triumphantly. “I’ve got it! I’m the king of the wor–aaah!”

He tumbled backwards, hitting the water and going under, sinking below the surface as he flapped and struggled to right himself, trying to find a sense of direction with his eyes closed, flailing helplessly until, almost by accident, he broke through the surface and gasped for air.

“You alright?” asked Sumire.

Harvey breathed deeply and wiped his face with one hand, then brushed his wet hair back. He blinked his eyes open and saw her lying on her surfboard, floating majestically, like a siren calling him onto the rocks, ready to dash his vessel and send him to the bottom of the ocean. And if sirens were anything like her, he would have done it, no questions asked. As her wetsuit shimmered in the sun, and her wet, dark hair slicked back with seawater, her long legs stretched out across the board, she looked as alluring as any woman he had ever seen.

“I think I’m getting better,” he said, swimming to his board and holding onto it like a floatation device. “I nearly didn’t fall off that time.”

“That’s true,” she said brightly, smiling. “You want to go again?”


Chapter Three

He sat on his paddleboard cross-legged, which was once again firmly planted in the sand, and breathed deeply. He knew for certain that he had not missed out on the life of a professional surfer, and he was ok with that. For starters, it was hard bloody work. He had spent hardly any time up on his board and had only managed to catch, for a couple of seconds, a single wave, but he was exhausted.

But Sumire very much wasn’t.

He watched from the shore with amazement as she swam out further, chasing down the largest waves with the same intensity as he had fled from them. He watched with amazement as she stood up, her strong legs holding her steady as she controlled the board beneath her as she moved across the waves. And she looked amazing doing it. Her hair, tangled from the sea and blown back by the wind looked amazing, giving her a free-spirit vibe as her slim, toned body activated every muscle to keep her balance and body shape as she rode wave after wave, occasionally wiping out, before popping back up from the surface, undeterred, ready to climb back on and try it again.

After a little while, she rode the tide towards shore, then hopped off the board, lifted it up under her arm and jogged towards him as if it weighed nothing. God, she looked amazing with the sun shining on her wet body, her breasts with their restrained bounce in the tight wet suit, her long legs toned and tense as the waves lapped against her feet.

She threw the board onto the sand and collapsed next to him, panting but satisfied.

“You looked amazing out there,” said Harvey. “Surfing, I mean,” he added quickly.

“I hope you weren’t bored?” she asked.

“Not at all,” he said. “I could have watched you out there all day.”

Or anywhere else for that matter.

She smiled.

“You’re really good,” he said.

“Thanks,” she said, eyes closed, face tilted to the sun, “so are you.”

“I’m really not,” he said, smiling, trying not to stare as she ran a hand up the front of her wetsuit, found the zipper and pulled it down to the edge of her breasts.

“No,” she agreed, “but you’ve got spirit, so that’s half the battle.” He looked at her sceptically. “I know it isn’t for everyone,” she said, by way of explanation. “So to see you give it an enthusiastic effort was really nice. Most people fall off once or twice and give up, but you…”

“I fell off a lot more than that.”

“You did,” she said brightly, “and you kept going. That’s one of the things I love most about surfing. It teaches you to be resilient, to not be afraid to fall, and how to pick yourself back up.” She smiled softly at him, then turned and looked out towards the sea. “Honestly, it changed my life.”

He could sense there was a story there, perhaps something deeply painful from her past, but he didn’t press the issue. She would tell him if she wanted to, but not everyone wanted to keep reliving the past. He knew he sure as hell didn’t.

“Right, come on then,” she said, “I’ve got something else to show you.” She leapt up effortlessly, as if she had all the energy in the world, and he climbed to his feet as if he’d spent a couple of hours being knocked about by the heavyweight champion of the world. She scooped up the board and jogged across the beach, and he picked up his paddleboard and followed suit, trying to hide his laboured breathing as they made their way back to the Surf Shack.

*

He groaned as he peeled off his wetsuit, which clung to his skin as his muscles began to ache. He would feel that in the morning, he knew that for sure. He stood there in nothing but his skin-tight trunks, his cock pressing against the restrictive material. He tried not to think of Sumire in the cubicle just a few feet away, peeling off her own wetsuit and revealing what he was absolutely confident was her perfect body. He tried not to think of her large breasts as they popped from their confinement, her toned abs as she pulled the suit down around her waist, her tight ass as she dropped it to the floor, leaving her in nothing but a pair of skin-tight bottoms, which she would then peel off, leaving her completely naked.

He tried not to wonder if that was what she wanted to show him.

He pulled off his own trunks before his hardening cock made it any more difficult and stepped into the shower. He yelped as the unexpectedly cold water blasted his skinkissed skin, the shock nearly knocking him down like a wave taking him by surprise. But as he stood there, he got used to the temperature, and as his overheated skin cooled, he found himself gaining a modicum of control, even if thoughts of a naked, showering Sumire never left his mind.

*

Back in his shorts and shirt, he waited outside the Surf Shack, once again checking out the boards, and once again, imagining himself as a professional surfer. He knew it was nothing but a dream this time, but then again, he would have said that about his current life just a short time ago. It felt like just yesterday that he was unhappily married, firmly becoming middle-aged and destined to live out the rest of his miserable existence in quiet mediocrity. At no point in that man’s life did he ever think he would be standing on a beach, waiting for a beautiful and busty woman, who was nearly half his age, after spending the afternoon surfing with her. Well, watching her surf as he flopped around in the sea. But that was good enough for him.

But here he was.

He thought of his unexpected dinner with Chun Hua, his horizon-broadening trip to the art gallery with Arisa, his game night with Min Jee and Seo-Yeon, a night where everyone ended up winning. All of that would have been unthinkable just a short time ago. But now, anything was possible.

“Penny for your thoughts?”

Harvey turned and saw Sumire smiling at him, once again in her yellow bikini top and her denim shorts. Her skin shone from an afternoon in the sun, and her still-wet hair, bunched and messy, was perfect.

“I was just thinking how much fun I had today,” he said.

“Well,” she said, walking past and stroking his arm, “you ain’t seen nothing yet.”


Chapter Four

Harvey stared absent-mindedly through the window as the sea shone below them, the sun shining down upon the crystal blue waters. He considered its unfathomable depths and those who had given everything to try to tame her.

“We’re nearly there,” said Sumire, as she drove the VW van down the coastline. He turned and looked at her, her hair blowing in the breeze, flipped by the blast coming in through the open, wind-down window. She had a pair of sunglasses on now, and drove just a little faster and a little more carefree than he would usually have liked, but her calm demeanour settled his nerves in a way he hadn’t really expected.

They hadn’t said much on the short drive, but then neither of them felt the need to. Harvey certainly didn’t, and he didn’t get the sense that Sumire did either. Hell, he wasn’t sure she knew he was sitting next to her until she just spoke. It was as if she was somewhere else entirely, as if being behind the wheel of her surfing van transported her to another time and place, as if she wasn’t really here and he could only see her through the annals of time, as if she were an echo from a carefree past where peace and love were all you needed.

She slowed down as the hill sloped and curved in front of us, opening up the view across the water as they descended towards a small beach.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” she asked, as they pulled in.

“It really is,” he said, watching the shimmering water. Sumire manoeuvred the van slowly down a dirt track, the van’s old suspension not doing much to smooth the ride. But that was part of the charm. It felt real, authentic, as if you were one with the road, not isolated from it in a steel cocoon.

She pulled into a small clearing and pulled up to face the water, then reversed, turning the non-power steering wheel with all her might as she manoeuvred the vehicle 180 degrees, before finally reversing into place, the rear of the van facing out to sea.

“Come on,” she said, “this is my favourite part.” She bounced out of the driver’s seat towards the back of the van, her shorts tight against her ass, her toned legs flailing as she manoeuvred between the seats, her feet bare. “Oh yeah,” she said, as she fell into the back with a soft thud, before popping up behind him, like an unruly passenger in the back seat. “Take off your shoes.”

Harvey undid his seatbelt and did as he was instructed, before clambering between the seats with, he was sure, far less style and grace than Sumire had. He landed in the back with a grunt, expecting the landing to be much harder than it was. He hadn’t noticed the back of the van, other than it appeared to have a blanket across the floor, but now he was in it, he could feel it was cushioned, and there were pillows scattered around. It was soft, comfy. The interior was decorated with intricate, colourful patterns.

“This is nice,” he said, feeling the softness beneath him as Sumire crawled around on all fours, rearranging the pillows.

“Wait for it,” she said, as she crawled to the back of the van. She paused a moment, as if letting the excitement build, then threw open the back doors. They swung open, and suddenly the van was filled with sunlight and the scent and sounds of the sea. “Isn’t it incredible?” she asked, crawling up and settling down next to him, her bare leg touching his.

“Incredible,” he said, as he felt her hand rest gently on his bare thigh.

“Sometimes I like to just drive up here and sit alone with my thoughts, just… watching the water.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah,” she said, serenely. “I don’t know what it is about the sea that calms me down, you know? I just feel peaceful here.” Her hand moved slowly over his thigh, her fingertips stroking the sensitive inner skin. He looked at her out of the corner of his eye, but she was still looking at the sea, almost as if she had no idea what she was doing.

Then she turned to him, and he knew she knew exactly what she was doing.

“It makes me feel like I can do anything.”

Her hand slid up further, pushing his shorts up his leg, as she leaned in and kissed him. Her lips were soft, and she kissed him slowly, tenderly. He kissed her back, matching her gentle energy, letting her set the pace. He reached up and touched her face, cupping her cheek. Her lips parted and so did his, and a few moments later, he felt the first caress of her tongue in his mouth, brief, exploratory, before becoming bolder, searching for contact as he pressed his tongue against hers.

She moaned softly as they kissed, and then she lifted a powerful leg over him, straddling him in the back of the van, kissing him, his back pressed against the back of the seats. She cupped his face with both hands and kissed him intensely, rocking on top of him as his hands slid up her firm thighs and up onto her slim waist.

Her legs loosened and tightened around his, showing her the strength of her body as his hands explored the softness of her skin. Her hands slid from his face and down to his shirt, and she began unbuttoning. He responded in kind, sliding his hands up over her toned back, and began to undo her bikini top. It came loose with barely a touch and slid from her back, clinging onto her breasts as she continued to work down the row of buttons. Finally complete, she pushed her hands inside his shirt, her fingers exploring his chest hungrily, feeling every inch of his body, as his hands did the same to hers, sliding around to the front of her and up and under her bikini top. She moaned into his mouth, kissing him harder, her nails scraping across his skin as he cupped her massive breasts for the first time, rubbing her hardened nipples with his thumbs.

She pulled back and gasped, his hands still on her breasts, and watched him as he watched her taking off her top. She dropped it to the floor and smiled, letting out small pants of pleasure as he continued to caress her breasts.

“You like?” she asked, with a knowing grin.

“I like,” he said. “I like very much.”

“Of course you do,” she said, wrapping a hand around the back of his head. “So, enjoy.” She pulled his head forward and pressed his face between her breasts, moaning softly as he continued to stroke them as he kissed them.

“Mmm,” she moaned as he kissed across one breast and took one of her dark nipples into his mouth. “Oh fuck, just like that.” He sucked at her as his tongue moved in small circles over her nipple, her body rocking more forcefully against him.

“Don’t forget the other one,” she said, and he swapped his mouth to her other breast, repeating the same motion that made her moan with pleasure, his fingers rolling her other nipple, now wet from his mouth, between his thumb and forefinger. She slid her hands up to his shoulders, her fingernails digging in as he sucked harder, then pulled his shirt back and down to his elbows. He reluctantly removed his hands from her breasts just long enough for her to pull his shirt off, then they shot straight back to her magnificent orbs, as if drawn by some powerful force.

She pulled back, and her nipples fell from his mouth. She looked at him and smiled. He smiled at her then gazed down at her exposed chest for the first time, taking in the magnificence of her body, her large breasts and dark, hard, wet nipples, the faintest taste of the ocean still on them. He looked back up at her, a beach goddess backlit by the sun and the sea, soundtracked by the gentle crash of the waves on the coastline below.

She leaned in and kissed his neck, slow, gentle kisses, then down over his shoulder and his chest, working her way down as she crawled back on her knees, until she reached the rim of his shorts. She looked up at him and slid her fingers in, pulling them down. He shifted his ass to let her, his shorts and boxers coming off in one fluid motion. She pulled them off his legs and ran her hands up them, then back down, her nails scraping against his skin.

“The problem with surfing,” she said, her mouth nearly touching his hard cock, “is how worked up it gets me.” He shuddered as he felt her hot breath on his cock, his hands gripping the blankets. “It really gets my adrenaline up.” She took hold of his cock and worked it slowly. “And I need some way to work off the excess energy.” She stuck out her long, pink tongue and slowly circled the tip of his cock. He groaned as he felt the wet warmth of her tongue as she circled him, then groaned deeper as she took the tip into her mouth fully, running her plush lips over him as her tongue continued to work and her hand continued to stroke his length. Her long, dark hair fell down and she brushed it back over her shoulder, looking up at him, making sure he had the perfect view.

She let go of his cock and planted both hands on his thighs as she pressed her mouth down deeper and deeper, taking more of his cock into her mouth, until she had her lips wrapped around the back. He felt the contractions of her throat on the tip of his cock, as the warmth of her saliva coated him. She slid her lips up slowly, her hands gripping his thighs. Her eyes were watering slightly, and her cheeks were flushed. Her breasts rose and fell as she caught her breath, then bounced as she took his wet cock in her hand and worked him quickly.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned as she pumped his cock, her fingers sliding effortlessly over his slick shaft, her other hand on his balls now, cupping, stroking, teasing.

“Do you want to fuck my tits?” she asked, even though they both knew the answer to that.

“Abso-fucking-loutely,” he groaned, reaching out and stroking her face.

She smiled and leaned in, pressing her hands to the sides of her tits and pushing them together, engulfing his cock in between them, disappearing entirely for a moment, before she began sliding them up and down, and the wet tip of his cock appeared momentarily before being engulfed once again.

He watched as she held her breasts together and rubbed herself up and down his cock. He could already imagine cumming all over them, hearing her gasp as his thick, creamy load coated her chest, long ropes coating her elegant neck as further spurts landed on her breasts, worked into her soft skin as she kept jerking him off with her tits.

He took a long breath, composing himself, living in the moment, enjoying the caress of her body without getting too excited. He looked down at her and saw her purse her lips, letting a long, slow line of saliva dribble down over his cock and her tits, warming and wetting both of them as she tit-fucked him even faster.

“You like this?” she asked, breathlessly, excitement in her voice. “You been waiting for this all day?”

“From the moment I first saw you,” he said.

“I knew it,” she said, smiling. “What else have you been waiting for?”

“You,” he said, sharply. “All of you.” He reached down and ran a hand through her hair, causing her gasp with surprise as he lifted her from his cock, her chest shining and wet, and kissed her. She moaned as he pressed her onto her back and slid his hands down her slim body. She lay there, letting him unbutton her shorts, before reaching down to help him pull them down.

Her pussy was bare, perfectly smooth. She kicked off her shorts and lay in front of him, completely naked. He had never seen such a beautiful sight. Even the view from the back of the van couldn’t compare. He leaned into her and kissed her, feeling the warmth of her pussy against his cock, then rolled them across the van floor, so she was on top. She pushed herself up and slowly stroked his cock.

“You want me to ride you?” she asked. “You know I’m good at riding.”

“I do,” he said, “but not like that, not yet at least.” She looked at him, confused for a moment. “I want you to ride my face.” She grinned, and her grip on his cock tightened. She gave him a few quick pumps and then crawled up his body until her pussy was right above his face. He could smell her scent, and his cock throbbed for her. He ran his hands over her thighs and her tight ass, and she lowered herself down onto his mouth.

“Oh,” she moaned softly as he gently ran his tongue over her, lapping at her like waves on the shore, “that’s nice.” She rocked softly on top of him, riding his face with precision and control, her legs pressed into his sides, her hands moving slowly through her hair. He looked up over her toned body, her abs tightening as she moved, her breasts swaying gently, her lips parting slightly as she caught her breath. He could feel the strength of her thighs as he held her in place and began lapping faster, pressing his tongue harder against her, sliding between her wet lips, as her body reacted positively, matching his movements.

He slid his tongue down and circled her entrance, causing her to gasp as he pressed his tongue inside of her. He pressed in deeper and she cried out, falling forward onto her hands, rocking back and forth on his face as he tongued her entrance.

“That feels so good,” she said, as he felt her pussy tighten on his tongue, and could only wonder how good it would feel to be inside her. Then he pulled her back and ran his tongue up her slit until he found her clit. She cried out as he began tonguing it in small, quick circles. Oh fuck!”

She rocked faster, pressing herself against his mouth, and he responded in kind, moving his tongue faster and harder against her, taking her clit into his mouth and sucking at her at the same time. She let out a high-pitched whine as she rode his face, rocking so hard that the van began to move and he felt somewhat like he was on the surface of the water. He ran his hands up her thighs and gripped her firm asscheeks, pressing his fingers into the taut muscles as he worked her clit with his mouth. Her whine got louder and higher as he sucked at her harder.

“Oh yes,” she gasped, breathlessly, “just like that.”

He kept working her clit, her moans causing his cock to throb. He felt her legs clamping to his sides, pressing hard as she got closer and closer, her pussy pressed tight to his mouth now, clamping down on him as she rode him exactly how she needed.

“I’m so close,” she gasped, forehead to the floor as she rocked on her knees, “so fucking close.” He kept going, pushing her further and further, her body shaking and clenching until she cried out with pleasure.

Her cries echoed throughout the van as she came on his face, rocking sharply, her legs tightening like a vice around his body, her dripping-wet pussy hard on his face. He didn’t stop, just kept sucking and licking at her, holding her ass tight, as she rode out her orgasm on his face.

“Oh my god!” she cried and pulled herself off of him, and rolled onto her back. She curled up into a ball, shaking and shivering as her overstimulated body tried to deal with the aftershocks of pleasure washing over her. He gave a few moments, then curled up behind her, holding her gently as she shook and shivered, her tight body pressed against him as he held her.

After a few moments, she looked over her shoulder, eyes bleary, and kissed him, moaning softly as she tasted herself on his mouth, then moving harder, sliding her tongue inside, gasping as she found his tongue. She turned to face him and leaned in, pressing him onto his back and lying on top of him. She was warm and slick with sweat, her body shivering from each gentle touch of his hands.

She moved gently on top of him, rubbing her slick pussy over the underside of his cock.

“That was amazing,” she whispered, breaking off the kiss. “I– my god.” She kissed him hard and quick then broke off again. Her breasts rubbed against his chest as she moved on top of him, and for a moment, he felt like he could lie there forever. But then she reached down and grabbed his cock, guiding him to her entrance and a completely new sensation washed over him. He groaned as he felt her warmth envelop him, sliding with ease into her tight, post-orgasm pussy, her wetness running down his cock as she pressed herself down. She groaned as she sat on him completely, her ass on his thighs. She pressed her hands into his chest and pressed herself away from him, and he watched her breasts swaying above him as she rocked her hips on him, his cock still fully inside of her.

Her hands slid down his body, and she pushed herself up, resting on his abs as she sat upright, groaning as she ground herself on his cock, pulling him around inside of her tight pussy. She smiled and ran her hands up her body, cupping her breasts and playing with her nipples, which shone with sweat and the remnants of her saliva. It had felt so good to fuck her tits, but her pussy was something else entirely. He reached down and placed his hands on her hips, guiding her gently as she began to move up and down, moaning as he penetrated her fully, watching as his cock disappeared into her completely smooth pussy.

She gasped as she moved faster, moving higher, rising so just the tip was inside of her and then plunging all the way back down, her ass slapping on his thighs as she rode him hard.

Oh fuck,” she whined, gasping for breath, “you feel so thick inside me.” His grip tightened on her thighs as he guided her up and down faster, the urge to cum inside her perfect body rising. Then he pulled himself upright, and with Sumire riding his cock, began to kiss and suck at her tits. Oh yes,” she moaned as he took a nipple into her mouth, “suck on my big tits. They’re all for you.” He sucked and caressed them, one hand on her breast, the other on the small of her back, holding their bodies together as she continued to ride him.

He let her nipple fall from her mouth and pulled her back with him, kissing her hard as he rolled her onto her back. She spread her legs wide in the air as he began to fuck her on the floor of the van, his hands sliding up to grasp her ankles, holding her legs apart as he pounded her pussy, as she grabbed her tits, gasping and panting with each deep thrust into her, moaning louder than the entire sea.

The van rocked hard, squeaking and groaning as it shook with the ferocity of their fucking, as if trying to be louder than the two of them. Then, as he got close to finishing, he had an idea.

“Get up,” he said, pushing himself up and easing himself out of her. Sumire groaned as his thick cock slipped out of her bare, dripping-wet pussy, her pinkness throbbing between her legs. “On your knees.” She looked at him bleary-eyed for a moment, then obeyed, getting onto all fours, presenting herself to him.

He positioned himself behind her and pressed himself in deep. She groaned loudly as he sank into her until his hips were pressed against her firm ass. She gasped as he slid out and pushed all the way back in, moving faster as he built up momentum.

“That feels so deep,” she groaned as he pounded her from behind, hands firmly on her hips, guiding her movement as she rocked on her hands and knees, throwing herself back onto his length, with a wet slap. “So fucking deep. Don’t stop.”

He kept pounding her, feeling her body tightening around him as he got closer and closer to finishing, his balls tightening as he fought back release.

Sumire gasped, face down, grunting with each thrust. He ran a hand up her toned back and deep into her long, dark hair, taking a handful and lifting her head up, both of them looking to sea they fucked.

“Oh yes,” she gasped as he held her in place, fucking her hard from behind, “ride me like you need to.”

“I’m getting close,” he growled, his body tensing as she tensed around him.

“Me too,” she groaned. “It feels so good to be fucked like this. Hold on, just a little longer.”

He groaned, the need to cum building to near intolerable levels inside her athletic body, sculpted to perfection, every muscle toned and controlled.

“I’m nearly there – just – don’t stop – I’m gonna – oh fuck I’m cumming!”

She cried out, throwing herself back powerfully onto his cock as her pussy pulsated around his length.

“I’m cumming,” he growled as she tipped him over the edge.

“Oh yes,” she cried, “I want to feel you cum inside me.”

His cock twitched inside of her as he came, shooting thick ropes into her convulsing pussy, coating her pink walls with his creamy seed.

“Oh fuck – I can feel it!” she cried as he continued cumming inside of her, slamming his hips into her with short, sharp thrusts, holding himself deep as he filled her up. He groaned loudly as he fired load after load into her, the ocean view expanding outwards in front of them, an endless sea of possibilities.

With a final groan, he let go of her hair, and she dropped her face to the padded floor, gasping desperately. He held onto her hips for a moment, still inside her, feeling her pussy gripping his cock, then slid slowly out of her. She gasped as the tip of his cock moved out of her, long strands of desire connecting their bodies, and a thick stream of cum dribbled out of her and down to her clit.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned, rolling onto her back. “You came so much!”

“Can you blame me?” he asked, looking at her shimmering, shaking body, his seed coating her perfect pussy that he had claimed as his own.

“No,” she said, smiling, “not one bit.”


Chapter Five

Sumire wrapped her arm around him as they lay in the back of the van, propped up against the back of the seats, watching the shimmering sea roll on endlessly in front of them.

“It’s so beautiful, isn’t it?” she asked, pulling herself closer to him.

“So beautiful,” he said, looking down at her as she rested her head on his shoulder, her naked body resting against his. He softly kissed her head, and she snuggled in closer, her smooth leg wrapping around his, her soft breast rubbing against his chest.

She sighed contentedly, and he smiled to himself. He couldn’t remember when he had last felt this relaxed, if ever. Sure, he was exhausted and knew his muscles would ache for the next few days from the day’s exertions, but right there and then, he felt the kind of peace he had forgotten existed. He had a beautiful view in front of him, and a beautiful woman resting against him, and at that moment, there was nothing else in the world he wanted.

Well, nearly. Part of him wanted to get into the front of the van and just drive. He had nothing holding him here, and there were few things he could imagine which appealed to him more than driving around with Sumire, making their way down the coast, surfing by day and fucking each other’s brains out by night. No pressures, no responsibilities, nothing but them and the sea.

“What are you thinking?” she asked, softly, her fingers tracing gentle circles over his chest.

“About surfing,” he said, “and you.”

She looked up at him, eyes wide.

“Me too,” she said. Right there, he could tell she was thinking the same thing. “Unfortunately, there’s more to life than surfing.”

“Don’t I know it?” he said, smirking.

She gasped playfully and lightly tapped his chest.

“More than surfing and that,” she said. “I have to study. I can’t just ride around in a van doing this for the rest of my life.”

“Can’t you?”

“You know I can’t,” she said, “and neither can you.”

“A man can dream,” he said.

“He can, and should,” she said. “But he should also make those dreams a reality sometimes.”

“I’m pretty sure I just did.”

She sighed helplessly. “Me too. But what I mean is, it doesn’t have to be a choice between the dream or reality. There’s no reason we can’t do this again and again and again, if we want to.”

“Do you want to?”

“What do you think?” she asked, her hand sliding down his body and gently cupping his cock.

“I think,” he said, reaching over and caressing her soft breasts, “that you really want me to cum on your tits.”

She laughed.

“Is that so? Or is that what you want?”

“Why can’t it be both?”

“Why not indeed,” she said, straddling him once again and pressing her soft breasts against him. “Why not, indeed?”

And as she kissed him, the sun setting over the water, he let the feeling of her soft body wash over him, willing to let her take him wherever she wanted.


Book Five


Chapter One

The last thing Harvey had been expecting was a message from Chun Hua, the Chinese Master's student who had started this whole crazy adventure off. Or, to be more precise, the last thing he expected was this message.

Dinner. Tonight. 8 pm. Where we first met. Our treat :)

Since all of this had started, the messages she had sent him were never more than vague locations and times, and he had only found out what was happening when he got there. Now, she had sent a specific time and place, and an activity. But he still wasn’t certain what was going on.

Who were ‘we’?

He had met a number of women since he had first encountered Chun Hua at the restaurant, which now felt like a lifetime ago. So many things had happened since then that in many ways, he barely felt like the same person, but in others, he felt more like himself than ever. He was happier and more confident. He felt like the man he always thought he could have been, no, should have been. It was this group of women who had helped him realise his full potential as a man.

Sorry, can’t make dinner. Something came up.

He messaged Mark and Diane to cancel his plans with them, and was thankful he was able to. He imagined Diane and, to a lesser extent, Mark were also happy to skip the dinner. Things still weren’t great between him and Diane, and he wasn’t sure they were ever going to get better. But that was a problem for another time. Now he had much bigger concerns on his mind, like what was he going to wear?

*

In the end, he settled for the classic smart-casual shirt and no tie combo, the first few buttons of his shirt open, but not too many. He spent a good ten minutes trying to decide whether to undo two or three buttons, in the end opting for two. Better to err on the side of caution, rather than accidentally looking like a disco dancer from the 1970s.

He picked his cologne, something musky and dark, but not too musky and dark, then his final accessory, a watch. He didn’t have an extensive collection, just the three, and in the end, decided not to wear the one his wife, now ex-wife, had bought him. Not that it made him feel guilty or carried too many memories, it was just that he didn’t feel the need to wear it anymore. Yes, it was a nice watch, and the weight felt heavy on his wrist, which gave him a sense of something (perhaps importance or power?), but he didn’t need it to feel that way anymore.

“Got a hot date?” asked the cab driver as they headed towards the restaurant.

“Something like that,” said Harvey, feeling butterflies in his stomach for the first time in a long time. He had been excited for the other dates, but this felt different. There, he didn’t know what to expect, but he knew exactly what to expect from Chun Hua. Or at least, he thought he did. She was very open and honest, blunt almost, in the best possible way. She made it abundantly clear where he stood, but at the same time, her message had been sufficiently vague as to who else was attending as to keep him ever so slightly off-balance. But as the taxi sped towards his destination, he was confident he could manage whatever she threw at him.


Chapter Two

“Welcome back, sir,” said the maître d’.

“It’s a pleasure to be back,” said Harvey, offering a polite smile. He wondered whether the man had actually remembered his face, or whether they had some kind of AI face-scanning alert system connected to an earpiece informing staff whether their guests were first-timers or regulars. I’ve got to stop watching so much dystopian TV, he thought to himself. “I’m meeting…”

“You are expected. This way, please.”

He followed the maître d’ through the restaurant, not to the small table he and Chun Hua had shared the night they first met, but to a much larger one.

“Are you sure this is the right table?” Harvey asked, looking at the large, empty space.

“Yes, sir. The rest of your guests send an apology; they are running late. But they have sent assurances that they will be with you shortly. In the meantime, can I get you some water while you wait?”

“Yes, still, please,” said Harvey, sitting down at the large table, alone.

“Very good,” said the maître d’. “I shall have some sent over. Have a pleasant evening.” He left, offering a polite smile that Harvey could have sworn contained something else, too.

*

Harvey sipped his glass of water and waited patiently for his as yet unidentified dinner guests, making a conscious effort not to pull out his phone and scroll. There was something undignified about sitting in a fancy restaurant, doomscrolling. It gave the impression that they were not sufficiently interesting enough to occupy his thoughts for a few minutes whilst he waited for them to arrive. Or perhaps, he thought, he was overthinking it a little.

“Hey stranger, long time, no see.”

“Oh, hi–” Harvey looked up and froze.

“What?” she asked, a bemused expression on her face.

It was Sumire, the surfer girl Harvey had met on the beach, rode the waves with, then rode her in the back of her surfing van. But instead of a skimpy bikini top and tight denim shorts, she wore a form-fitting dress that clung to her perfectly toned body, showing off every sculpted curve. Her hair, which had only really seen scraggly from being drenched in the sea, was shiny and straightened. From the look of her, he never would have been able to tell she was into anything more outdoorsy than walking to pilates.

“You look – wow,” he said, standing up to greet her.

“You don’t look too bad yourself,” she said. “You really clean up nicely.” She moved in and gave him a hug. She smelled so good, so sweet, with just the faintest aroma of the outdoors, which he wasn’t entirely sure he didn’t imagine.

She broke off the embrace, and for a moment, he thought she was going to lean in and kiss him, to push him back against the table. The image of bending her over the table in the middle of the restaurant and fucking her brains out shot through his mind.

“Allow me,” he said, stepping aside and pulling a chair out for her instead.

“Such a gentleman,” she said, smiling as she took her seat and allowed him to guide her towards the table. “You been waiting long?” she asked.

“Not overly,” he said. “Although I was surprised to see–”

“Room for two more?” Harvey looked up and saw Min Jee and Seo-Yeon, the two Korean women he had spent the afternoon beating at board games, before ensuring everyone won when they played in the bedroom.

“Always,” said Harvey, as he stood up.

“Hey guys,” said Sumire, reaching out and touching Min Jee’s hand by way of a greeting, her fingers lingering just a little too long there, Harvey noticed. He walked around the table and hugged Min Jee, whose short, curvy body was poured into a tight-fitting red dress, which accented her large breasts and matched her red curls.

“It’s been too long,” whispered Min Jee, “we need to play another game.”

“I’d love to,” he said, letting go of her. “Seo-Yeon,” he said, moving towards her, “always a pleasure.” Seo-Yeon was in a tight black number that accented her slim body, ending at the top of the thigh, showing off her slim legs.

“It’s easy to be happy playing,” she said, embracing him, “when you cheat at everything.”

“I don’t recall you complaining last time we played,” he whispered into her ear. He felt her gasp gently on his neck, as if the mention of their night together caused her body to react. “Allow me to get you a seat.”

He pulled out a seat next to Sumire, and Seo-Yeon sat down, then helped Min Jee into the seat next to her, before returning to his own.

“Looks like we’re filling up nicely,” said Sumire, looking at the two women, then at Harvey.

“We are indeed,” said Harvey, getting more of a sense of where the evening was going. “I guess we’re expecting two more?”

“I believe just the one,” said Arisa, as she approached the table. “After me, of course.”

Where she had been neatly dressed in the art gallery, where they had conducted a performance piece of their own, here she seemed less an intellectual observer and more a muse for the artist’s eye.

She greeted the other three women and took the seat next to Min Jee. Harvey sat there, watching the four of them wave and chat and share private jokes, easing into the meeting like the close friends they obviously were. Not for the first time, Harvey wondered how he had gotten here, sitting at a table of a fancy restaurant with these beautiful women, all smiling and laughing, throwing flirtatious glances at him, as Sumire’s hand gently stroked his thigh. He could have been at another dinner party, with people who were far less happy to see him, none of whom would have been having any fun. But such is life, he thought. Just then, the waiter came over and placed a series of menus on the table.

“If you would like to peruse the menu,” he said, “whilst you wait for your final guest?”

“Yum,” Min Jee, grabbing one of the menus, her eyes scanning the words like instructions to a new game she couldn’t wait to play.

“Let’s see,” said Seo-Yon, grabbing Min Jee’s menu and pulling it towards her as she leaned against her friend.

“You have your own menu,” said Min Jee, annoyance creeping into her voice.

“I know,” said Seo-Yon, making no effort to move away, “but everything always looks tastier on your menu, and your plate!”

Min Jee grumbled, then smiled and let out a soft laugh, as the two of them shared one menu, faces buried deep as they spoke and whispered about dish after dish.

“You not eating?” Harvey asked Sumire, as she rested both hands on her closed menu.

“I very much am,” she said, “I’m starving.”

“She’s having the steak,” said Arisa, as she carefully considered her own menu.

“Oh, really?” he said, surprised that Arisa knew Sumire’s menu choice.

“She always has the steak,” said Chun Hua, as she approached the table. Harvey stared, shocked at her sudden appearance. She looked just as beautiful as he remembered from the first night they met, in this very restaurant. The meal that changed his life.

Harvey stood and embraced the slim Chinese woman, inhaling deeply of her sweet scent as she held herself against him, then let him go. He pulled out the final chair and helped her sit.

She had worn the same red dress as that first night, the one that outlined her slim body and plunged at the neck, showing off her not large, but definitely beautiful and alluring breasts. He took his seat next to her and smiled as he looked around the table, at the five stunning friends who had welcomed him into their lives, giving him experiences he would otherwise never have experienced, and would most certainly never forget.

“Alright,” he said, “who’s hungry?”


Chapter Three

Harvey had never seen anything like it. As soon as the dishes had arrived, the five women got instantly stuck into their meals, and each other’s! Forks were propelled across the table as stretching arms flew out in every direction, taking fries, dips, sides, spoonfuls of pasta or chunks of burger or steak.

Around him was a cacophony of sighs and pleasured moans as the friends ate more of one another’s meals than their own. His own plate had also been assaulted, with chunks of his food being scooped up, only to be replaced by a tasting board of everyone else’s. As he watched, part of the event but also sitting somewhat outside of it, the five women seemed to hold ten simultaneous conversations at the same time.

He was fine with that. They all seemed to be having a good time, and their energy and enthusiasm for both the food and the company were infectious. Not that either was bad without it, but watching them engage in such a lively way elevated the moment to something else.

He wondered how he had gotten so lucky, and now, sitting here with all five of them, he started to wonder about the future. Would he keep seeing them? All of them? Any of them? Perhaps this was their way of saying ‘thank you and goodbye’. He felt his heart sink a little at that. He had had an incredible few weeks, getting to know this group of fun, interesting, and varied women (not to mention they were sexy as all hell!), and he knew for sure that he didn’t want it to end. But hell, if this was the final hurrah of a ridiculous situation he had found himself in, he was sure he wanted to go out with a bang.

“I’d just like to take a moment,” he said, the conversation between the women easing as their plates emptied and their bellies filled, “to say thank you.” They all stopped talking and turned to look at him. He felt their eyes on him, and suddenly his stomach began to twist into knots as nerves overtook him. “I uhh–I’ve had an incredible time with all of you, and I’ve also learnt a lot – about myself, and all of you, and aspects of the world I barely knew existed. I’ve had a lot of new experiences and most of all, I’ve had a lot of fun, and I think, I hope, that you all have too.” He took a sip of water as he collected himself. “Most of all, I’m glad we were all able to meet together and share a meal, or six, and that I could experience not only your company as individuals, but as a group of friends. Even though we’ve only spent a short time together like this, it’s clear that you are all really close, and it’s been really uplifting to experience that friendship first-hand.”

The group sat in silence, all eyes on him. He also felt two hands on his thighs, but not caressing or sexual, just reassuring. The kind touch of women who truly cared for him.

“I think,” said Chun Hua, softly, “that I can speak for all of us when I say I made a really good decision hitting on you.” The women laughed gently, their amusement tinged by a hint of emotion. “To be honest, I wasn’t sure it was going to work. You were a little,” she paused to think, her nose wrinkling as she did so, “more mature than the kind of person I was expecting to meet. But it quickly became clear to me that not only were you a dashing older gentleman, but you were kind and respectful. And that, I think, is the most important thing.”

“Maybe the second most important thing,” said Arisa. The women turned and laughed at her, and she looked down at her empty plate, blushing.

“Yes,” agreed Chun Hua, “that is also very important. But it is the other two things that make you so good at that.”

“So good,” agreed Sumire, her hand on his thigh tightening slightly, rising up a little further.

“So,” continued Chun Hua, “I think what I’m trying to say is that you’re all welcome for my excellent taste in men!” The women laughed, and as Chun Hua raised her glass, all the other women did the same and clinked, then held their glasses towards Harvey, who picked up his glass of water and went around the table, celebrating with Sumire, Seo-Yeon, Min Jee, Arisa, and finally, Chun Hua.

“So,” said Seo-Yeon, “where do we go from here?”

“I know,” said Min Jee. “Dessert!”


Chapter Four

As the bill arrived, Harvey tried to pay, but the women refused, snatching the bill from his grasp and holding it out of reach, passing it amongst themselves, as the other women playfully restrained him, until finally, he gave up.

“Our treat,” said Chun Hua, simply, as she tapped her phone on the card reader, then tucked her phone back into her purse.

“We can’t let you pay for everything,” said Arisa. Harvey considered arguing that, in the grand scheme of things, the dates hadn’t actually cost him all that much. Aside from the dinner with Chun Hua, which he had already accounted for as part of his failed blind date with Louisa, he hadn’t really spent all that much. There was the exhibition ticket and a couple of coffees with Arisa, a couple of coffees with Min Jee and Seo-Yeon before they whisked him off to their apartment, and the trunks and wetsuit rental when he went surfing with Sumire. All in all, they were a pretty cheap date to bunch, but he knew better than to say that out loud!

As they all got up to leave, with chairs scraping on the floor and laughter hanging in the air, Harvey noticed a couple in the corner. The woman looked bored as hell, nodding politely as the guy with her spoke animatedly, and at length, at some topic she clearly had no interest in, just as he clearly had no interest in how she felt about his monologuing.

For a moment, their eyes met, and a flash of recognition passed between them. It was Louisa. A flash of confusion passed over her face, then one of panic, as if she had been caught doing something she shouldn’t.

Guess she finally managed to get some time off work, Harvey thought to himself, amusedly.

Her expression turned to one of confusion, and he wondered what she was thinking when he felt an arm slip around his. It was Chun Hua.

“You’re not going to keep us waiting, are you?”

“I could never,” he said, turning to the beautiful woman on his arm, then leading her towards the rest of the group of beautiful women waiting for him. He gave one final glance back at Louisa, whose attention was locked on him as he and his five dinner dates headed for the exit.

“Who is that?” asked Min Jee.

“Oh, her?” he said, as they walked towards the exit. “No one I know.”

*

When Min Jee had suggested dessert, he had expected another round of swapping and sharing at the restaurant. Instead, he found himself rushing down the street with five stunning women, their heels clicking excitedly as they practically dragged him along after them.

He looked around as they dragged him down a side street, then pulled him into an old-looking arcade that had clearly seen better days.

“Is this where you’re planning to murder me?” he asked, as they moved down the row of darkened, closed shops.

“Don’t be silly,” said Seo-Yeon. “We’re not finished with you yet!”

They carried on down the arcade, which curved around, and stopped in front of a brightly lit store, the only lit store.

“We’re here,” said Chun Hua.

“And where is ‘here?’” asked Harvey, looking up at the multicoloured storefront that assaulted his senses to the point he couldn’t actually work out what was going on.

“Dessert!” said Min Jee, excitedly, grabbing his hand and leading him inside. There, he finally got it. Waffles, cakes, ice creams, gelatos, and a ridiculous assortment of toppings, cones, and flakes were on display behind the glass.

“Hi,” said a smiling woman, standing in front of a display of ice creams and desserts. “What can I get for you?” The women piled around the display counter, pointing out items and discussing before pointing to the next. Harvey watched bemused as the women acted as if they hadn’t just stuffed their faces mere minutes before.

Then he heard the flurry of orders: waffles, pancakes, ice creams, toppings, tubs. Everything on the menu seemed to be on the menu.

“What do you want?” asked Arisa.

“I’m alright, thank you,” he said, feeling the weight of the meal in his stomach. The women groaned with frustration.

“You’ve got to have something,” insisted Seo-Yeon.

“Alright,” he said, relenting, “I’ll have a vanilla ice cream, small tub. Thanks.” The women groaned again, even louder.

“He’ll have a large tub,” said Sumire, “of double chocolate, rocky road, and salted caramel.”

“With all the toppings,” said Min Jee.

“All the toppings?” asked the woman, looking at me.

“One is fine,” he said. “Whichever you recommend.” The woman nodded and got to work, shouting into the back for waffles and pancakes, as she prepared the toppings and ice creams. As she did so, he took out his wallet.

“Put that away,” scolded Chun Hua. “This is our treat.”

“Your treat was dinner,” said Harvey, pulling out his credit card, “and your company. Dessert is the least I can do.” He tapped his card on the machine, and it beeped happily, then he followed the women to the seating area.

“Oh my god,” said Min Jee, excitedly. “You’re going to love this. They do the best desserts here.”

“Better than the fancy restaurant we were just at?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Much better,” said Sumire. “They will change your life.” Harvey doubted whether a bit of ice cream could do such a thing. But since he’d met these women, his life had changed in so many ways already that nothing would surprise him.

They sat at the window counter, the six of them sitting in a row, Harvey in the middle with three women on one side and two on the other. Soon, the desserts started rolling out, and as the women held their hot and cold desserts, he had to admit, as he watched the ice cream melt into Arisa’s waffle, that they looked damned tasty.

“Here,” said Arisa, lopping off a bit of waffle and ice cream with her spork, “try some.” He thought about politely refusing for a second, but realised none of these women would take no for an answer. He was going to taste everything they offered him, and he was going to like it.

“Alright,” he said, and she smiled brightly as she fed him the dessert sample.

“Oh my god,” he moaned, as the hot waffle and cold ice cream mixed on his tongue. “That’s incredible.”

“Isn’t it just?” she said. “Hey!” she cried right after, as four other forks dived into her box, cutting off their own samples and whisking them away as she waved her empty, wooden spork helplessly in the air.

The women moaned in agreement, each of them tasting the sweetness that was in his mouth, feeling the same coldness as the ice cream melted onto his tongue. He swallowed the sample and instantly regretted not getting one of his own. But no sooner had the thought entered his mind than he was presented with waffles and ice cream, which were equally delicious, then a variety of ice creams with toppings, and by the time his own dessert was ready, he had already had his fill.

Fortunately for him, he had five companions who were more than willing to help him polish off his own dessert, and before he knew it, his dessert, like all of theirs, was finished.

“I’m soooo full,” groaned Seo-Yeon, rubbing her belly with one hand as the other used her fork to scoop up the last drops of ice cream from her large tub and bring them to her mouth. She licked the spork clean, dropped into the tub, and moaned again. Finally, it seemed to him, looking from one side to the other, that his companions for the evening had finally found their limit.

*

After resting and chatting gently for a while, the six of them headed back outside. They moved quietly, their bellies full, their appetites satiated, and the air heavy with the sense that the evening was coming to an end.

As they walked out of the arcade into the night, the cold air hit him like cold water to the face. The group of women around him shivered collectively, the space between them getting narrower. He had Arisa on one side and Sumire on the other, both pressing into him, and he wrapped his arms around them, holding them close to keep them warm. He glanced behind him to see where everyone else was, and saw Chun Hua sandwiched in between Min Jee and Seo-Jeon, all three women not dealing well with the cold.

“It’s getting late,” he said.

“And cold,” shivered Sumire, whose tolerance for being cold on land and being cold in the sea seemed to be two very different things.

“I think it’s time to head off home,” said Arisa. Harvey felt his heart sink, knowing she was right and that the evening had drawn to a predictable and inevitable close.

“Good idea,” said Chun Hua, as they continued walking down the street. “Let’s go to my place, and we can sort out how you can all get home from there.”


Chapter Five

“Quick,” Harvey said, holding the doors to Chun Hua’s apartment building open, as he ushered in the five severely underdressed women inside. “You never know what strangers are lurking about.” Arisa gave him a confused glance, but Chun Hua smiled widely, and that was enough to warm him up. For a moment, at least.

“It’s so cold,” complained Seo-Yeon, as she rubbed her hands together and stomped her feet, as the six of them waited for the elevator.

Ping.

“Finally,” cried Min Jee as the elevator arrived, and the five women rushed in before the doors were even fully open.

“Hurry up,” said Sumire, impatiently, as Harvey took what he was sure was no more than a regular amount of time to get into the elevator. He walked in and turned to face the doors as Chun Hua repeatedly pressed the “close doors” button.

“You know that doesn’t actually do anything, right?” said Arisa.

“It makes me feel better,” said Chun Hua, continuing to stab at the useless button, until finally, the doors closed.

The elevator moved up slowly, and Harvey, squeezed into the elevator with his five companions, couldn’t be happier about that. He could, he realised, ride upwards like for the rest of his life, just him and the five women who had changed his life. He listened to their breathing, felt the shiver of their bodies, smelt the sweet mixture of their delicate perfumes as they mixed and mingled in the confined space, leaving his senses awash in a sea of nothing but them.

Ping.

“Come on,” said Seo-Yeon, nudging him in the back before the elevator doors had even opened, “I want to get inside where it’s warm.”

“You know,” he said, as he walked out of the elevator at an unnecessarily slow pace, closely followed by the five women, “I thought that you were only grumpy when it came to losing games.”

“Firstly,” said Seo-Yeon, “I am never grumpy.” At this, Min Jee snorted. “I am righteously indignant when I am cheated out of my rightful victory.”

“You must get cheated a lot,” said Sumire, winking at Harvey.

“I am!” declared Seo-Yeon, missing the light-hearted mockery. “And secondly…” she continued.

“And secondly,” said Min Jee, wrapping an arm around Seo-Yeon and pulling her body tight to hers, causing Seo-Yeon to gasp, “she thinks the whole world is against her.”

“Not the whole world,” said Seo-Yeon, “just all the people and things in it.”

“Here we are,” said Chun Hua, opening the apartment door. There was a clatter of heels as the women rushed into the apartment, then a clanking of shoes on the floor as they all unceremoniously ditched their footwear.

“My feet are killing me,” said Arisa. “This is why I don’t normally wear heels.”

“That’s why you should wear heels more often,” said Chun Hua, “to learn how to wear them.”

“Why learn when I can just wear comfortable shoes?”

“Because they make your legs look great,” said Min Jee. “Not that you need much help with that.” Harvey eyed Arisa’s bare legs and didn’t disagree with Min Jee’s statement.

“You’re so sweet,” said Arisa, playfully stroking Min Jee’s face. “And you know what they say, flattery will get you everywhere.” The two women laughed and headed deeper into the apartment together. Harvey watched the five of them enter the large apartment, as he hung back, undoing his shoelaces, which took a little more time than the women slipping off their heels.

He took off his jacket, hung it by the door, and followed them deeper inside. When he turned the corner into the living room, he saw the women had collapsed onto the couches and chairs that filled the space. Min Jee was on the couch, with Seo-Yeon’s head resting gently on her shoulder, as Arisa sat next to them. Sumire had collapsed into one of the armchairs, moaning softly as Chun Hua stood behind her, gently rubbing her shoulders.

There was nowhere for him to sit, but he didn’t mind. In fact, he quite liked his view. He saw Chun Hua was looking at him and smiling, and he smiled back. She leaned down and whispered to Sumire, “I’ll be back soon,” and kissed her gently on the top of the head. Sumire reached up and placed her hand on Chun Hua’s, which was still on her shoulder, but made no effort to resist when Chun Hua moved away from her.

Harvey watched as she walked, barefoot, across the room towards the bedroom. She opened the door and looked at him, then went inside. Harvey moved silently through the room, the rest of the women on the verge of falling asleep, and followed Chun Hua into her bedroom.

She was sitting on the edge of the bed, her long legs stretched out in front of her. He closed the door quietly and behind him, and sat down next to her.

“You look very handsome today,” she said, looking at him.

“I like to make an effort,” he said. “Especially when I don’t know what’s coming.”

“The surprise is half the fun,” she said, smiling. Harvey returned the smile in complete agreement. It had been a crazy time, and every time he had met someone new, he had walked in completely blind with no idea who he was going to meet or what they had in store. And every time it had exceeded his wildest dreams. But now he was here in Chun Hua’s bedroom, once again. He didn’t know what to expect, but had a fairly good idea of what might happen.

“I’ve missed you,” she said, the one thing that would actually take him by surprise.

“I’ve missed you,” he said, truthfully.

“Really?” she asked. “Even with all my friends to keep you company?”

“Especially because of that,” he said. “Each time I meet someone new, I think of you. And whilst I’ve had amazing times with everyone, I find I end up missing them when they’re gone.”

“You miss everyone?” she asked, confused.

“Yeah,” he said. “I… I don’t know how to explain it, but I feel a connection to all of you at the same time. It’s as if,” he paused, trying to think of the words, “as if we’re all connected. And seeing everyone individually is great, and spending time with them and getting to know them has been amazing, but tonight has shown me something I deep down knew to be true.”

“Which is?” she asked.

“That being with you all at one time is the most amazing experience I’ve ever had. And I don’t know what happens next, if anything, but I want you to know–”

She placed a finger on his lips to silence him.

“I know,” she said. “I knew from the first time I met you, which is why I brought you home, and why I introduced you to all of my friends. And why now,” she leaned towards him and let her finger slip from his lips, “I have something else to show you.”

She leaned in and kissed him softly.

Her lips were so soft, and as she leaned into him, his hand moved to her thigh, stroking her soft skin. She moaned into his mouth, and they fell softly to the bed. She kissed him harder, her leg sliding between his legs, rubbing against his hardening cock. His hand slid further up the back of her thigh, his fingers tracing the edge of her ass. She slid a hand into the top of his shirt, touching his chest as she slid her tongue into his mouth.

“I’ve missed this so much,” she said, pressing him onto his back and straddling him. “You’ve no idea.” She cupped his face with both hands and kissed him again.

“I think I’ve got some idea,” he said, his hands on the backs of her thighs, sliding up to her ass, pressing her dress up.

“You really don’t,” she said, kissing him harder, her tongue moving forcefully in his mouth. As she moved on top of him, she slid her hand down between them and cupped his cock, then began trying to undo his belt. She gasped as he easily rolled her onto her back, kissing her forcefully, then pushed himself up and off the bed. She watched eagerly as he undid his trousers, then pulled them off, and began working on the buttons of his shirt. Chun Hua bounced across the bed and sat on the edge, undoing them from the bottom as he undid them from the top, meeting in the middle and jointly pulling his shirt off and throwing it across the room.

He took her hand and pulled her to her feet, kissing her as her hands explored his nearly-naked body, as he undid her dress. She sighed as his hand pulled the zipper down fully, then pressed away and let him peel it from her body. Her breasts were as magnificent as he remembered, and it took all his willpower to continue undressing her, rather than pulling her towards him and sucking on her nipples as her dress remained bunched up around her waist.

“Fuck,” he muttered to himself, watching as she took a step back and pushed the dress down, wiggling her hips as she let it fall to the floor. She stood there in nothing but a pair of red lace panties. She stepped forward and gently teased his cock through his boxers, as her warm, soft body pressed against him.

“No idea,” she whispered, kissing him softly, then lowering herself down, her hands trailing over his body as her knees sank into the soft, plush carpet underneath. She kissed the outline of his cock through his boxers and hooked her fingers in the edges, pulling them down and freeing his cock.

“I forgot how big it is,” she said, inspecting it, as if it might somehow have changed. Then she took it in her hand and began to slowly stroke it. Harvey moaned as her gentle touch sent shivers through his body. As he stepped out of his boxers and carefully kicked them away, her free hand went to his balls, teasing them as she stroked him faster. “I can’t believe I had all of this inside me,” she muttered, giving the tip a little kiss before slowly moving her tongue over it.

“I know,” groaned Harvey, trying not to think of how good it had felt to press all the way into Chun Hua’s tight and inviting body. He ran his hand over her soft, black hair and looked down at her. She looked up at him from her knees, her hand still stroking his shaft, her fingers still teasing his balls, her soft, pink tongue still moving in circles around the tip. He groaned, louder this time, as she took the tip in her mouth, sucking gently at it as her tongue continued to move in small circles around it.

He stroked her long, dark hair, and she took more of him into her mouth. He closed his eyes and tilted his head up to the ceiling, focusing on the sensation as her lips slid further and further down his cock, her mouth tightening on him. She let out a muffled moan, and when he looked back down at her, she was looking up at him, eyes watering, her lips wrapped around the base of his cock, the tip pressed into her throat.

“Good girl,” he said, stroking her hair. Her eyes widened, glistening as she held him there, before slowly sliding back from him, a thin strand of saliva running between her wet lips and the tip of his coated cock for a moment, before it broke. She licked her lips and breathed in deeply, then took him in her mouth again, bobbing her head up and down, sucking him faster this time, more intensely, her cheeks hollowed as she formed a tight seal around him.

“Where did you–?”

Harvey saw a sliver of light from the open bedroom door cut across the room as Sumire spoke, but didn’t move. Chun Hua’s mouth felt too good on his cock. The door closed again, but Sumire remained.

“You were supposed to make me feel good,” said Sumire, holding Harvey from behind as she reached out and stroked Chun Hua’s hair as she continued to suck Harvey’s cock. “But,” she said, pressing her lips to Harvey’s ear, as her hands explored his naked torso, “I can see why you got distracted.”

Harvey moaned as Sumire kissed his neck, her lips as soft as her touch. She gasped as he reached back with his free hand, grabbing her ass through her dress and pulling her tighter to him. She rubbed her toned thigh against his as she stretched out her leg towards Chun Hua, stroking her arm with her perfectly manicured toes. She laughed playfully, then moaned softly as Harvey’s hand slid back further, moving under her short dress and finding her panties. She was already wet, and he could feel her heat rising in the fabric as his fingers ran over it.

“That feels so nice,” she breathed, kissing his neck and shoulder, rubbing herself against him as she held herself tightly to him. She reached down and took his cock in her hand, pumping him quickly as Chun Hua’s lips slid to the top of his cock, focusing on sucking and licking the tip as both of them worked him together.

Chun Hua let the tip of his cock fall out of her mouth and leaned back against the bed, her large breasts rising and falling as she caught her breath, her eyes eagerly watching as Sumire pumped Harvey’s cock, her body wrapped around his.

“Isn’t she so pretty?” asked Sumire, her voice ragged.

“So pretty,” Harvey agreed, his fingers moving faster between Sumire’s legs.

“Isn’t she so fuckable?”

“So fuckable,” he said, groaning as he felt the pressure in his body rising.

“Don’t you just want to cum all over those perfect tits?”

“All over.”

“Tell her.”

“I want,” he said, groaning as Sumire pumped him faster. “I want to cum all over you – oh fuck – all over your perfect tits.”

“Over my tits?” asked Chun Hua, innocently. She cupped her breasts and pushed them together. “You want to cum over these?”

“So bad,” he said, watching as she caressed her breasts, teasing her nipples, pulling and twisting them as she watched him watching her.

“Why?” she asked. “They’re just my breasts. You think they’d look good covered in your cum?”

“I think,” he said, “you would look even more beautiful covered in my cum.”

“Ok,” she said, getting to her knees. “I want you to prove it. Cum all over my tits. Show me how pretty you think they’ll be.”

“So fucking pretty,” whispered Sumire in his ear. “She was made to be covered in your cum.” Her hand slid down to his balls, caressing them as she worked his cock. “All your cum.” She gave his balls a little squeeze, and he groaned.

“Please,” said Chun Hua, rising up and pressing her breasts to the tip of his cock. “Show me. “I want to see you cum all over my tits.”

“Oh fuck,” groaned Harvey, “I’m going to cum.”

“Do it,” whispered Sumire, her voice sharper, more intense, “cum all over those perfect tits. I want to see you cover her so thick that –”

Havey groaned as he came, thick ropes shooting out of his cock.

“Oh yes!” cried Chun Hua as the first load of hot, creamy cum landed on her tits. “Give me more!” Harvey groaned as Sumire continued to work his cock, angling him as he continued to cum, coating Chun Hua’s beautiful breasts and slender fingers with thick loads of his seed, causing the slim Chinese woman to gasp with each release, begging for more until he was completely finished.

“Oh my god,” said Chun Hua, leaning forward and wiping the last drops of cum from the tip of his cock onto her breasts. “Look what you did.” She lowered herself and leaned back against the bed, her tits covered with cum, her nipples coated, creamy droplets dripping from her hard points down her flat stomach.

“Good boy,” said Sumire, loosely and slowly stroking his cock.

“Well?” asked Chun Hua. “Do I look pretty covered in your cum?”

“So pretty,” groaned Harvey, his cock twitching in Sumire’s hand. “More beautiful than ever.”

“I’d say so,” said Sumire.

“What are you going to do with me now?” asked Chun Hua. “Now that I’m so pretty?”

“First,” said Sumire, “I think we should get her cleaned up. What do you think?”

“I think that would be a good idea,” he said, lamenting the feeling as Sumire moved away from him, her hand sliding from his cock and his hand sliding from between her legs.

Sumire walked over and crouched down in front of Chun Hua.

“So beautiful,” said Sumire, leaning in and gently kissing the cum-covered woman. She stood. “Would you be a dear?” she asked, looking over her shoulder. “I don’t want to get my pretty dress all messy.” She smiled and turned back, looking at Chun Hua on the floor as Harvey carefully undid her dress and helped her slip out of it. Her ass was as perfect as he remembered. “Thank you,” she said, turning and giving him a soft kiss. “Won’t be a mo.”

Sumire crouched back down and kissed Chun Hua again, more passionately this time, then kissed along her jaw and down her neck, getting onto her hands and knees and pointing her ass towards Harvey. Chun Hua moaned softly and gathered up Sumire’s hair, holding it in a tight bunch carefully away from her body, as the surfer girl made her way further down. Chun Hua moaned as Sumire slowly ran her tongue over Chun Hua’s breast, licking up a thick load of cum and swallowing it down.

“Your cum tastes so good on her body,” said Sumire. “So fucking good.” She moaned as Harvey reached down and began fingering her wet hole through her panties. Sumire rocked on her knees, rubbing herself against his fingers as her mouth continued to focus on Chun Hua. The Chinese woman cried out as Sumire took her nipple into her mouth, sucking and licking, teasingly pulling it taut between her lips, before letting it snap back into place. She swallowed down another load of cum, and proceeded to methodically lick Chun Hua’s breasts clean, as the Chinese woman sucked her cum-covered fingers clean, looking at Harvey the whole time.

After a few moments, Chun Hua’s breasts were clean and shimmering damp from Sumire’s tongue. Chun Hua let go of Sumire’s hair, which flowed over one shoulder, swaying slightly as she continued to rock on her hands and knees. Chun Hua leaned forward and kissed Sumire, then crawled past her and looked up at Harvey, taking his cock in her mouth and enthusiastically sucking the last drops of cum from him as he fingered Sumire. Then, with a final lick of her lips, she crawled back to her original position. Sitting in front of Sumire, she stretched her legs underneath the woman’s body, stroking her face as she moaned softly. Then, wiggling her hips, began to slide her panties off.

“What are you doing?” asked Sumire.

“Getting ready,” she said.

“For what?”

“Your mouth,” she said, “on me. Again.”

“Oh fuck,” said Sumire, rocking faster as Chun Hua slid off her panties and playfully draped them across Sumire’s back. Chun Hua leaned back and spread her legs, showing her amazing pussy, and Sumire tilted her body downwards, pushing her ass up as she buried her face between Chun Hua’s legs.

Chun Hua gasped as Sumire’s tongue slowly slid up her wet slit, and Harvey felt his cock stirring once again.

“That feels so nice,” said Chun Hua, as Sumire lapped at her pussy. “So very nice.”

She tilted her head back and let out a small gasp as Sumire buried her face deeper between her friend’s legs, her hands wrapping around her thighs, pulling Chun Hua’s pussy closer to her as her body bent between the side of the bed and the floor. Chun Hua moaned, one hand caressing her breasts, moving from one nipple to the other as she wrapped her legs around Sumire’s back, her heels rubbing up and down either side of her spine, her panties under one heel, sliding up and down her back as she moved.

Harvey dropped to his knees behind Sumire and continued to stroke her pussy through her wet panties. Sumire moaned into Chun Hua’s pussy.

“Oh fuck,” the Chinese woman groaned, grabbing Sumire by the hair and holding her face tightly between her legs. “Do it again.” Harvey pressed more intensely against the Japanese woman’s pussy, his fingers moving faster over the hot, wet fabric, and Sumire moaned again, causing an even more intense reaction in Chun Hua.

Harvey planted his hand on the floor, his fingers sinking into the plush carpet, and leaned in behind Sumire. He could smell her desire and saw her lips outlined beneath the wet panties. He leaned forward and pressed his mouth against her, sucking at her slit through her underwear. Sumire let out a low, sustained groan and Chun Hua gasped, gripping her hair tighter and rubbing herself vigorously against her friend’s face. Harvey kept sucking at Sumire as she rocked on her knees, rubbing herself against him. He pulled back for a second, reached up with both hands and peeled her panties down over her toned ass and thighs, down to her knees. Sumire spread her legs as far as her underwear would allow, and Harvey gazed upon her glistening, wet slit, her pinkness throbbing between her dark lips. He leaned in, pressing his hands against her ass, parting her cheeks slightly, and running his tongue up over her. She rocked harder as he ate her out, as she ate out Chun Hua. She tasted so fucking good, and he felt his cock twitching and hardening as he slid his tongue into her tight hole. He felt her pussy pulsating on his tongue as he pressed in deeper, forming a seal around her with his lips, and began sucking as he tongue fucked her.

Her wetness ran down his face as he sucked at her pussy, the taste of her body filling his mouth, her ass muscles tensing and relaxing in his grip, her body rocking back and forth more intensely as she rode his face.

“Don’t stop,” cried Chun Hua, “either of you.” Harvey looked down Sumire’s back, between Chun Hua’s feet, her toes curled with pleasure, over her hand gripping Sumire’s hair, and saw the Chinese woman watching him eating out Sumire from behind. He looked directly at her and slid his tongue out of Sumire, licking his lips, before sliding over her and finding her clit. He moved in small circles as his mouth covered her pussy.

Chun Hua’s breathing got faster as she got closer to climax. She let out a small whine, which made Harvey’s cock rock hard, and he knew he had to fuck both of these women soon. But first, he needed them to both cum. He kept eating out Sumire, pushing her closer as she pushed Chun Hua closer.

“I’m so close,” she gasped. “You’re so good at that. Don’t stop! I’m gonna - I’m gonna –”

She moaned loudly as she came, her heels sliding up and down Sumire’s back as they searched desperately for purchase, her fingers digging into her breast as she squeezed tightly, her grip in Sumire’s hair tightening, desperate for more. Harvey licked at Sumire faster, sucking harder, and she moaned loudly into Chun Hua’s pussy as she came, his mouth, and her friend’s pleasured moans, tipping her over the edge.

Harvey kept eating out Sumire, pushing her orgasm further as she did the same for Chun Hua, until both of them had finished.

“Oh my god,” whispered Chun Hua, gently stroking Sumire’s hair. She was breathing hard, and her body was shiny with sweat.

“Oh my god,” said Sumire, as she fell to her side, resting on her friend’s bare leg, her body shaking and shivering as post-orgasm shockwaves rushed through her.

“Oh my god,” said Harvey, getting to his knees and licking Sumire’s wetness from his lips, his cock rock hard.

“Oh my god,” said Arisa.

Harvey, startled, turned and fell on his ass. Arisa was standing in the bedroom, her back to the closed door, her eyes darting from one person to the other as the three of them lay naked on the bedroom floor.

“I was wondering where you were,” said Arisa, her words heavy with her breathing, “and now I know.”

“Sorry,” said Chun Hua, her legs closed, and curled up slightly, as one arm rested across her bare breasts. “We got a little… carried away.”

“I can see,” she said, looking at Harvey’s hard cock, then up at his face. “The other two fell asleep. I was getting bored.”

“That’s ok,” said Sumire, licking her wet lips and standing up. She, unlike Chun Hua, was more comfortable in her nakedness, and she let her pulled-down panties fall to her feet, rather than pulling them up. She stepped out of them and strolled confidently across the room. Harvey moved back and positioned himself next to Chun Hua. Her eyes were focused on Sumire’s perfect, naked body as she approached Arisa. She stroked the woman’s face.

“Have you ever tasted Chun Hua?” she asked.

“No,” replied Arisa, her voice trembling with anticipation.

“Would you like to?”

There was a pause, then Arisa answered quietly.

“Yes.”

Sumire smiled and leaned into Arisa, pressing her back against the door as she slowly and carefully kissed her, sharing the taste of Chun Hua’s pussy with her. Arisa moaned softly as the naked woman rested her hands on her hips, holding her close. Arisa’s hands mirrored those of Sumire, her hands touching her bare hips, her tentative fingers stroking the soft skin, causing Sumire to moan. Sumire kissed her harder, and Arisa gripped Sumire’s naked body more tightly, holding her firmly as they made out.

Harvey looked at Chun Hua, who was watching with intense focus, but who turned to look at him, and he looked back, and she touched his face gently, before leaning in to kiss him, moaning as she tasted Sumire on his lips. His cock twitched as her tongue slid into his mouth.

Chun Hua reached down and took hold of his cock, stroking him slowly as they made out. Harvey reached up and gently caressed Chun Hua’s soft breast. Chun Hua leaned in and straddled him, stroking him as they continued to make out. Over her shoulder, Harvey could see Sumire and Arisa, their bodies locked together, Arisa’s hand now gripping Sumire’s ass. As he watched, he saw Arisa was staring at him, watching him as he made out with her friend.

“I need you inside me,” said Chun Hua, rocking on top of him. Harvey returned his attention to the woman holding his cock.

“I need that too,” he said. Chun Hua smiled and raised herself up, guiding him underneath her and lowering herself down. She moaned as his cock pressed inside her. She was so soft and warm and tight, and as she rocked on top of him, she pressed down slightly deeper, each inch revealing new depths of pleasure as her body enveloped him. She gasped as she rode him, her breasts bouncing softly, until she sank fully onto him. She remained there, knees planted in the carpet, and rocked her hips, pulling him around inside of her as she let him gaze upon her body. His hands slid over her naked skin, cupping both her breasts and teasing her nipples, causing her to gasp, before he leaned in and sucked on them. Her skin was hot and salty, and he felt her body tighten around him as he took one nipple into her mouth, then the other, sucking and licking at them as his hands kneaded her soft orbs.

“You like to suck on my tits,” she said, a statement rather than a question. “Almost as much as you like to cum all over them.” He looked up at her, and she smiled.

“Maybe more,” he said, letting her nipple fall from his mouth for a moment, before taking it back between his lips and sucking just that little bit harder.

“Oh yes,” she said, rocking on him now, “maybe more.” She began to raise and lower herself on her knees, riding his cock as he played with her tits. Behind her, he could see Arsia, eyes closed, mouth open, as Sumire’s hand worked between her legs. She let out a whimper of pleasure, and Sumire buried her face in her neck, kissing and licking as she fingered her friend.

“If you want to play,” said Chun Hua, eyes fixed on Harvey, “you should include everyone.”

Sumire slid her hand out from between Arisa’s legs, much to her displeasure, and brought her deeper into the room, and tossed her onto the bed. Arisa cried with surprise as she bounced on the large, soft mattress, and Sumire smiled as she watched Arisa’s expression as she offered her wet fingers to Chun Hua, who took them eagerly into her mouth, sucking them enthusiastically and riding Harvey’s cock faster as she tasted Arisa’s pussy on them.

“Happy now?” asked Sumire, as she slipped her clean fingers from Chun Hua’s mouth.

“It’s a start,” said Chun Hua, smiling at Harvey, then gasping as she plunged down on his cock.

Harvey groaned as Chun Hua bounced on his cock, her hands gripping his shoulders for balance as she moved up and down, his hands on her ass now, helping her rise and fall. From the bed, he heard Arisa cry out playfully as Sumire tugged at her legs, pulling her to the edge of the bed, then knelt down. Harvey felt Arisa’s foot brush against him as Sumire positioned herself next to him, kneeling between Arisa’s legs. The woman on the bed moaned as Sumire stroked her legs, kissing the insides of her thighs as she made her way up towards her pussy. Arisa’s dress was hitched up to her waist now, and as he looked up the bed, he saw she had pulled the top of it down, freeing her breasts.

“Right here,” said Chun Hua, grabbing his face and directing it towards her.

“Right here,” he repeated, grabbing her ass firmly and bouncing her harder on his cock as he leaned in and sucked at her breast.

“That’s it,” she said, then moaned louder as he reached down with one hand and began fingering her clit as she rode him. She breathed heavily, panting desperately. From the bed, he heard Arisa moan, her leg shaking as it brushed against him. He leaned forward and kissed Chun Hua, taking her by surprise, and as she lifted herself on his cock, he pressed up with one hand, holding onto her with the other and stood. She wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his body, and he grabbed her ass, bouncing her on his cock as he held her petite frame. He turned her around and, his cock still inside of her, lay on her on the bed next to Arisa, and crawled on top of her. He kissed her hard as her legs tightened around him, pulling him in as she stretched her arms above her head, moaning into his mouth as he began to fuck her.

He pressed himself up to watch her perfect body as he fucked her, her magnificent tits bouncing as he pounded her wet pussy. Her fingers brushed against Arisa’s, and she turned to the woman, both of them making eye contact as they got fucked on the bed. Harvey reached down and gently grabbed her face, turning her to face him.

“Right here,” he said, firmly.

“Right here,” she repeated, her eyes fixed on him.

“Good girl.”

She gasped as he fucked her harder, her calves on his shoulders, her ass rising from the bed, tightening the angle as he lifted her up. He saw that she and Arisa were holding hands. He licked his thumb and reached down, making small circles over her clit. Chun Hua moaned with pleasure. He looked over at Sumire, whose face was still buried in between Arisa’s legs, licking and kissing and sucking at her enthusiastically.

He felt a touch on his hand, and when he looked down, he saw Arisa’s hand on Chun Hua’s body, reaching for her pussy. Harvey slid his hand away, sucked her wetness from his thumb and grabbed her by the calf, allowing Arisa to take over.

“Oh fuck,” cried Chun Hua, as Arisa began fingering her clit, moving slowly at first, but quickly picking up speed. “Don’t stop!”

Harvey kept fucking Chun Hua as she approached climax again, he and Arisa working together, as Sumire worked on Arisa’s clit. Arisa moaned, one hand on Chun Hua’s clit, the other in Sumire’s hair, holding her firmly between her legs, bucking wildly as she approached her own climax.

“Oh fuck,” cried Arisa, “I’m going to cum.”

“Yes!” cried Chun Hua. “Cum on my bed! Cum whilst you’re fingering me!”

“I’m going to – going to cu – cuuuuuum!”

Arisa came hard, fingering Chun Hua wildly as she fucked Sumire’s face, rubbing her slit over her mouth. And as she did so, Harvey felt Chun Hua cumming on his cock, her walls fluttering, pushing him to the edge, as he desperately fought back the urge to cum.

They kept going, moaning and panting, until they were both spent. Harvey slowly pulled out of Chun Hua and lay her legs down gently on the bed. She rolled up in a ball next to Arisa, who was panting heavily, shivering as she lay spread-eagled on the bed.

“We make a great team,” said Sumire, standing, her mouth wet with Arisa’s arousal.

“Yes, we do,” he said, pulling her hard against him and kissing her, tasting the other women in her mouth as he slid his tongue inside her. She kissed him back, hard, his cock sliding against her wet pussy.

“I’m so fucking turned on,” she said. “Nothing gets me wetter than eating pussy.”

“Nothing?” he asked, as she rubbed her wet slit against his throbbing cock.

“Well,” she said, “nearly nothing.” She smiled and pushed away from him. She turned and crawled onto the bed, straddling Arisa, and leaning across to kiss Chun Hua. As she did so, she wiggled her ass, presenting her dripping-wet pussy to him.

Part of him wanted to kneel behind her and lick her until she couldn’t stand anymore. But he also knew they both needed him to fuck her right there, right now. He positioned himself behind her and rubbed his cock between her wet lips.

“Don’t tease me,” she moaned. “I need you inside me, now.”

He teased her a little longer, then plunged deep inside her. She cried out as he buried himself fully inside her body with ease, her pussy clinging to his cock. He held himself there for a moment, then took hold of her by the hips and began fucking her, slowly at first but quickly picking up speed.

“That’s it,” she moaned, “give me that big cock.” He fucked her harder as she threw her ass back, her ass slapping against his thighs with a wet slap as he penetrated her fully.

“Give me that pussy,” he growled.

“It’s all yours,” she said, rocking on her hands and knees. “Use it however you want.” She gasped as he fucked her as she knelt over Arisa, who worked her way up the bed.

“Here,” she said, offering Sumire her breast. Sumire leaned forward and took her nipple in her mouth, sucking at it as Harvey fucked her from behind. Arisa looked up at him, watching as he fucked the woman sucking at her breast, her face flushed and damp, her short, black fringe stuck to her wet forehead. She smiled as she held Sumire’s face to her breast. He heard Sumire moan, her pussy tightening on his cock. Arisa smiled, and as he felt the vibrations of the bed and their bodies, he knew she was fingering the woman on top of her.

He felt Sumire’s primed body vibrating and fucked her as hard and fast as he could.

“That’s it,” whispered Chun Hua, as she crawled off the bed and stood behind him, holding her naked body against him, her hands stroking him as he watched her pound her friend. “I want to see you cum in her pussy.”

“Oh fuck,” cried Sumire, “I want that too. Just give me a – a – ah – ah – ah – oh fuck!”

Sumire came, her walls fluttering on his cock, and, as she and Chun Hua begged him, he came deep inside the orgasming Japanese woman. He growled as he released inside of her, his cock twitching in her body as he filled her with his seed.

“I can feel you cumming in me!” she cried as he finished deep inside her, coating her walls as she came on his cock. Then, with a final groan, they both finished. Sumire collapsed onto Arisa, who stroked her hair, whilst Chun Hua stroked his body, as he eased himself out of Sumire.

Sumire groaned and rolled over onto her side, shivering with aftershocks as his thick load dribbled out of her pussy.

“Her pussy looks so pretty covered in your cum,” whispered Chun Hua, as she lowered herself to her knees. Harvey groaned as she took him in her mouth, cleaning his cock again, as Arisa crawled over and positioned herself upside down behind the curled up woman, and buried her face in Sumire’s ass. Sumire cried out as Arisa licked Harvey’s hot cum from her dripping-wet pussy, moaning enthusiastically as she lapped it up, swallowed it down, then repeated the process until her pussy was clean. Then, Arisa gave Sumire’s pussy a final, gentle kiss and climbed off the bed.

“It was so hot watching you fuck her,” said Arisa. “All I could think about was you being inside me.” She leaned in and kissed him, and he helped guide her dress down her body and onto the floor.

“He’ll need a few minutes,” said Chun Hua, walking behind Arisa, and kissing her neck as she pressed her naked body closer. “But not too many.”

“Not with this kind of company,” he said.

“In the meantime,” said Chun Hua, “I’m sure there are some other ways you can entertain her.” Chun Hua ran her tongue over Arisa’s earlobe.

“I’m sure we can think of something,” he said, smiling. He leaned in and kissed her, and she kissed him back, sliding her tongue into his mouth.

“This way,” said Chun Hua, softly, guiding them both to the bed. “Get nice and comfy.”

Harvey and Arisa fell onto the bed. Arisa straddled him, pressing her naked body against him. It had felt amazing to fuck her in the art gallery, but here, with her naked on top of him, her body exposed in all its glory, this was something else entirely. She raised herself on her knees, letting him get a good look at her body, letting his hands explore her nakedness. She smiled, biting her bottom lip, moaning as his hands caressed her.

“Where do you want me?” she asked.

“On my face,” he said, grabbing her ass and encouraging her to crawl up his body. She obeyed, and within seconds, her glorious, wet pussy was right above his mouth. He grabbed her hips and pulled her down. She cried out as he lapped at her wetness, falling forward, holding herself up on her hands, as she settled down onto his face.

“Oh yes,” she sighed, as she rubbed her pussy across his face, “this will pass the time nicely”. She rode his face faster, her juices running down his chin as his tongue lapped at her clit. She cried out as he took it in his mouth, sucking at her as his tongue continued moving in small swirls. Next to them, he heard a moan and saw Chun Hua and Sumire making out.

“They’re so fucking hot,” moaned Arisa, rocking on her knees.

So are you, thought Harvey, as he sucked on her clit, watching her soft breasts bouncing above him. As he continued to suck on her, he slid a hand down her ass and began massaging her entrance.

“Oh fuck,” moaned Arisa, as his fingers danced over her pussy. “Don’t tease me, please,” she begged. “I need you inside me.” She moaned with pleasure as he slid two fingers into her tight hole, working them in slowly, letting her body adjust to their thickness, as she threw her ass back, plunging them ever deeper inside of her.

“That feels almost as good as your cock!” she cried, as she rode his fingers and his mouth at the same time, moaning loudly.

“Where did you all – oh my fucking god!” exclaimed Seo-Yeon. “Min Jee!” she cried, the voice fainter as she turned away from the room. “You’re not going to believe this!”

“Stop making such a fuss over every little – oh my fucking god!”

“I told you!” said Seo-Yeon, triumphantly.

“What took you so long?” said Sumire.

“We’ve been waiting for you,” said Chun Hua.

“We were err, sleeping,” said Seon-Yeon, her voice suddenly less certain.

“Amongst other things,” said Min Jee, with undisguised glee. He heard the door slam and felt the bed shake as both women sat down on it.

“The more the – oh fuck – the merrier,” said Arisa, her voice breaking as the pressure in her body continued to build. It hadn’t been long since he’d cum for the second time, but being in bed with the five women of his dreams was doing things to his body he didn’t know were possible, and once again he felt his desire rising. She sucked at her clit harder, his tongue working faster, applying slightly more pressure, and she rocked and moaned.

“I can’t wait to ride your cock,” she cried, rubbing herself against him. “I’m going to make you cum so – so fucking hard!” Her legs clamped on his body as she pressed herself down, pressing her clit deeper into his mouth, more firmly against his tongue, as her body shook furiously. He held on firmly with one hand, sliding his fingers in and out of her quivering pussy, curling them inside of her, stroking her G-spot as she orgasmed on his face. He felt her arousal dribbling down his cheeks as she writhed and moaned and gasped above him, riding him fully until she fell forward, gasping for breath, her body shaking, her pussy gripping his fingers, until he slowly slid them out of her, causing her to gasp once more and collapse onto her side, on the bed.

Chun Hua and Sumire crawled up to her on either side, holding her gently, kissing and whispering as she shivered in their arms.

“I can’t believe you fucked all three of them,” scolded Seo-Yeon, as she approached and looked down at him, “and you didn’t even inv–” He grabbed her by the back of the head and pulled her in for a kiss. She was surprised at first, but immediately sank into it, moaning as he shared Arisa’s wetness with her. He could taste Min Jee on her lips and pulled her close. Seo-Yeon eased into him, still fully dressed.

“She always needs to win,” said Min Jee, gently pushing the straps of Seo-Yeon’s dress from her shoulder and undoing the buttons on the back. Seo-Yeon straddled Harvey, holding his face as she kissed him.

She pushed herself up and slipped the straps of her dress down her arms, freeing her small but pert breasts. He felt his cock stirring as she rocked on top of him, her long, blonde hair flowing over one shoulder and down her breast, her dark nipple poking through the light strands. She ran her fingers through her hair, pushing it back, showing him her breasts fully.

Seo-Yeon moaned softly as Min Jee kissed her neck and shoulder, looking at Harvey as her lips moved over her friend’s skin. Harvey could feel the heat of Seo-Yeon’s pussy on his cock, her panties long gone before she even entered the bedroom. Harvey ran his hands up her legs, stroking her thighs and cupping her ass. He ran a hand around her body and slipped it under her dress, fingering her clit gently with his wet fingers, causing her to moan softly. Her breasts rose and fell as her breathing increased.

“Come here,” he said, slipping his finger from under her dress and sucking on the tip. “I need to taste you.”

“She needs that, too,” said Min Jee, reaching down and taking hold of Seo-Yeon’s dress and working it up her body. Seo-Yeon lifted her arms above her head and allowed the woman to undress her. As she sat on him completely naked, Harvey marvelled at her slim body, running his hands up over her torso and gently cupping her breasts. Seo-Yeon looked at him for a moment, moaning softly as she rocked on top of him, hands running through her long, blonde hair, then leaned forward and kissed him, his hand still on her breasts.

Slowly, she crawled up his body, positioning herself above his mouth. She rocked teasingly just out of reach before lowering herself down onto his mouth. She gasped as he ran his tongue along her, lapping at her wet slit, as she rocked back and forth on his face, leaning forward and grabbing the headboard of the bed for support, as he grabbed her firm ass.

He slid his tongue deep inside of her, and as she gasped, he continued to taste her. He felt Min Jee’s hands on his body, caressing him as her lips kissed the underside of his cock, moving up and down, then further, taking one of his balls in her mouth and sucking gently as her hands caressed his thighs. He moaned into Seo-Yeon, who bucked at the sudden sensation, then settled back into a more gentle rhythm. Min Jee let his ball from her mouth and began to suck on the other one, her hand gently stroking his cock, coaxing him back to life.

He began to harden under her touch and was soon fully erect in her hand. She pumped him as she sucked on his balls, moving from one to the other, caressing them with her tongue, before he felt her climbing on top of him, and, still holding his cock, ran the tip over her slit. She moaned as she lowered herself down onto him, gasping as she sank deeper, his thick cock stretching her tight pussy as she took more and more of him into her. He felt her rocking her hips, pulling him around inside of her, and as she did so, she leaned forward and ran her hands up Seo-Yeon’s body, pulling her close and caressing her breasts as Harvey watched from below.

“Oh fuck,” moaned Seo-Yeon, leaning back and planting her hands on the bed as she rocked on Harvey’s face, tilting her head to allow Min Jee to kiss her neck. “Oh yes, just like that,” she moaned as Harvey ran his tongue up her slit and took her clit in his mouth. As Seo-Yeon rocked her hips on his face, Min Jee began to bounce on his cock, quickly picking up speed, lifting herself high before plunging back down, their bodies coming together with a wet slap as her dripping-wet pussy coated his cock.

“I wanted to ride his cock,” said Seo-Yeon, eyes closed, breathing heavy.

“You can ride his face or his cock,” said Min Jee, her own breathing laboured, and she bounced on him. “You can’t have both.”

“Well, I want both,” she said.

“Of course you do,” said Min Jee. She slid a hand up to the woman’s neck and pulled her back, angling her lips towards hers, and kissed her.

“Ok,” said Seo-Yeon, “let’s swap.”

Min Jee moaned as she eased herself off Harvey’s cock, and Seo-Yeon reluctantly sat up from Harvey’s face.

“You don’t mind if we swap positions, do you?” asked Min Jee, as she positioned herself over Harvey’s face.

“Whatever makes you ladies happy,” he said, “is fine by me.”

“Good,” she said, “because I really want you to eat my pussy.” Harvey grabbed her by the hips and pulled her down to his face, burying his nose in her red pubic hair, as his mouth and tongue went instantly to her clit, working quickly, causing Min Jee to cry out in a shock of sensation. “Oh fuck,” she groaned, “you don’t waste any time, do you?”

He didn’t. He could already feel her wetness on his face, her burning desire to cum. He felt it on his cock too, as Seo-Yeon straddled him, her slim body sliding onto him with ease, her tight pussy fully coated with her desire. She rode him quickly, as if making up for lost time, huffing loudly as she bounced on his cock, her hands gripping his torso for support.

“I forgot how good your cock is,” groaned Seo-Yeon. Harvey hadn’t forgotten how good her pussy was, hadn’t forgotten about any of the women on the bed he’d fucked. His cock twitched inside the Korean woman, as thoughts of the five of them rushed through his head; their taste, their touch, their kiss. He remembered how it felt to enter all of them for the first time, how their bodies reacted to his cock, how they had cum for him, and made him cum multiple times.

Min Jee whined on top of him.

“I’m getting close,” she said, reaching down with one hand and grabbing him by the hair, holding his head in position as he rode him, “don’t change a thing.” He kept going, exactly as he had planned on doing, but he realised there was something incredibly hot about a woman who knew exactly what she needed to get off, and wasn’t afraid to let him know. He kept going, working her clit with his mouth and tongue, as her whines of pleasure rose and rose, setting off Seo-Yeon, who gasped loudly as she bounced on his cock.

“I’m going to cum!” she cried, as if in competition with Min Jee over who could climax first.

“Me too!” cried Min Jee, herself getting louder. Suddenly, both women were riding him wildly, moaning loudly, their pleasure building in sync until, at the same time, they both cried out as they started to cum. He felt Min Jee’s grip on his hair tighten as she ground herself rapidly against his face, gasping and panting as he continued to work her clit, as he felt Seo-Yeon’s walls flutter on his cock as she bounced powerfully, slamming her pussy onto him, gasping as she sank onto him each time, needing every inch of him as she came hard.

Then, as if in sync, both women gasped and settled down.

“Oh my god,” whispered Seo-Yeon, sitting on his cock, rocking her hips gently as she leaned forward and rested on Min Jee’s back, as Min Jee held onto the headboard with one hand, and gently stroked Harvey’s hair with the other. Together, they eased themselves off of him, one lying on either side of him, and curled into his hot, sweaty body.

“Who won?” asked Seo-Yeon.

“I think we can call that one a draw,” said Min Jee.

“I suppose so,” said Seo-Yeon. “We’ll have to have a tie-breaker later.”

Harvey chuckled to himself, holding both women closer, feeling their bodies shake as they recovered.

“That just leaves one,” said Sumire, crawling up behind Min Jee, gently kissing her cheek.

“I guess it does,” said Harvey, grinning as Arisa crawled over to him on her hands and knees. Without a word, she leaned in and took his wet cock in her mouth, sucking the juices from Seo-Yeon and Min Jee from his shaft, before letting it fall from her lips.

“They taste so good on your cock,” she said, crawling up his body and kissing him, sharing their taste with him.

“They do,” he said, the taste of both women already in his mouth. She straddled him and rubbed herself against his cock.

“It was so hot,” she said, “watching you fuck both of them at the same time.”

“It was pretty hot doing it,” he said with a grin.

“The whole time,” she continued, “I just wanted to fuck you.”

“Now here’s your chance,” he said, stroking her thighs. She raised herself up and guided him towards her entrance, sinking down onto him slowly. He heard Seo-Yeon gasp as she watched Arisa working her way onto his cock, the hands of both Korean women stroking his body as they watched.

“That’s it,” said Chun Hua, as she crawled up behind Arisa, straddling his legs, “nice and easy.” He watched as Arisa took his cock, and Chun Hua ran her hands over her friend’s body, kissing her shoulder.

Arisa gasped as she sank all the way down, holding herself there for a moment, before slowly raising herself up, riding his cock, and savouring each inch. Harvey’s hands on her hips helped guide her speed, getting faster over time.

“That’s it,” said Sumire, “show her how to ride your cock.” She leaned in and kissed him. He groaned as he felt the Korean women’s lips on his nipples, kissing and licking, as Arisa’s fingers dug into his abs as she rode him faster, as Chun Hua reached underneath and gently tickled his balls with one hand, and reached around Arisa’s body with the other, finding her clit, causing her to squeal.

Harvey groaned as he felt the caress of all five women on his body, all of their attention focused on making him feel as good as possible. Arisa gasped as his cock twitched inside of her, and his grip on her hips firmed as he guided her higher and faster on his cock.

“Oh yes,” cried Arisa, bouncing on his cock, “give me your big cock. I need it!”

As she kept riding him, and the other women kept touching his body, kissing, licking, stroking, touching, he felt himself getting close once again. He breathed deeply, holding back, letting Arisa ride his cock as she also got closer and closer, panting as she rode him hard.

“That’s it,” she cried, “I’m nearly there!”

She kept riding him, breathing hard, her fingers digging into her skin, as she slammed onto his cock, burying him deeper inside her time and time again, riding him desperately until, with a cry, she came.

“Oh fuuuuuuuuck!” she cried, riding him furiously, cumming hard, bringing him close to the edge himself, riding him to the point where he thought they would both explode from the exertion, before collapsing suddenly on top of him. She lay there, breathing heavily, her body spasming, her pussy pulsating on his cock as her post-orgasm shocks sent shivers through her body.

“That was amazing,” she whispered, as she lay on top of him, gently stroking his chest, before climbing off of him. Harvey moaned as Chun Hua began licking his cock. He looked over Arisa’s naked body and over her juicy ass, saw Sumire join her, both women licking his shaft, as Min Jee and Seo-Yeon leaned over and began licking the tip. Harvey groaned as the four women worked his cock as Arisa lay on top of him, turning to him and kissing him.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, getting close, “I’m going to cum.” They kept licking him, teasing him as they edged him closer and closer to cumming. Arisa climbed off of him and leaned in as well, resting her head on his abs as she ran her tongue over the top of his shaft. Harvey groaned, watching as the five women worked his cock and then, on the brink of cumming, he began to move.

The five women got out of the way and knelt in a line, watching him as he stood above them on the bed, working his slick cock as they watched; eager, beautiful, naked, and desperate for his load.

He worked his cock rapidly, pumping his slick shaft as his eyes danced over their waiting faces; their eyes as wide as their mouths, pink tongues sticking out, ready to take his thick load, to feel his hot cum in their mouths, to taste him, to swallow it down as he coated their beautiful faces.

“Cum for us,” whispered Arisa. “We need it so fucking bad.”

He kept pumping his cock, the need for release building to near intolerable levels as the women rocked on their knees in anticipation, their slick, glowing bodies ready for his seed. He held back for as long as he could, the scene burning into his memory forever, until he couldn’t take anymore.

He cried out as he came, shooting out thick loads as he moved from one beautiful face to the other, coating each and every one of them in turn. They gasped with pleasure as his hot, sticky cum landed on their faces, on their cheeks and noses, lips and chins, dripping down onto their tits and stomachs, begging for more through cum-covered lips as he came harder and harder, their cries of pleasure increasing his pleasure further as he watched his seed cover their bodies.

“Fuck,” he groaned, completely spent, slowly working his cock, looking down at the five cum-covered women smiling back up at him. He watched as they licked their lips, sucked cum from their finger tips, and shared his load between them in slow, passionate kisses, swallowing down his seed as they licked one another clean, the group of friends working as team to share the tribute he gave them, making sure they got every drop, before turning their attentions to him and making his cock was cleaned just as thoroughly.


Chapter Six

It was safe to say that none of them got much sleep that night.

After Harvey had cum over all five women at the same time, all six of them had disappeared to the bathrooms to get freshened up, then crawled naked into Chun Hua’s large bed. They had fallen asleep quickly, all being exhausted, but Harvey had been woken up several times in the night by one or more of the women, eager for more, and even though he was tired, he was more than happy to oblige, having his cock sucked, or fingering one of them, hand over her mouth to mask her cries of pleasure as he made her cum in the middle of the night.

When he woke for real, it was late morning. The large bed was empty, and for a moment, he wondered if it had all been an amazing dream. But then, realising he wasn’t in his own bed, he remembered it had all been real.

He crawled out of Chun Hua’s bed, got freshened up in the en-suite, and pulled on his boxers and trousers. When he walked out into the living room, there was only Chun Hua, sipping coffee at a small table by the window, wearing a silk robe and a smile.

“Good morning,” she said.

“Morning,” he grumbled, the lack of sleep affecting him more than he thought.

“I thought you might need this,” she said, nodding to the cup of coffee sitting opposite her.

“Thanks,” he said, sitting down and picking up the coffee. “Where’s everyone else?”

“You know,” she said, “life stuff. Studying mostly. Or work.”

“Work?”

“Internships,” she clarified. “Something to make the resume look good.”

“I see,” he said, sipping coffee. “And you?”

“Me?” she asked, grinning slyly. “I have the day off. So, you have me all to yourself. If you want?”

He looked the slim, beautiful woman up and down.

“You all set the bar very high last night,” he said with a grin. “But I’m sure we can have some fun by ourselves.”

“I’m sure we can,” she said, returning the grin. “At the very least, we can keep one another occupied until tonight.”

“What’s happening tonight?” he asked.

“You didn’t think last night was a one-off, did you?”

“I didn’t think much of anything,” he admitted, “other than how amazing you all were.”

“Good,” she said. “Because we aren’t letting you go.”

“No?” he asked.

“No.”

“So, how will this work?”

“However we want it to,” she said, simply. “There are five of us and one of you. As long as we all know how to share, there shouldn’t be any problems.”

“You didn’t seem to have any problem sharing last night,” he said. “And you also didn’t have much of a problem keeping yourselves entertained either.”

“We’re very close friends,” agreed Chun Hua, putting her coffee down. “Now that you’re awake, and I don’t have to worry about waking you, I’m going to go take a shower.” She got up, kissed him on the forehead, and walked towards the bedroom. He turned and watched her, her silk robe swaying against her soft thighs, before she undid it and let it fall to the floor outside the bedroom door. She was completely naked underneath.

“You coming?” she said, glancing invitingly over her shoulder. “I need someone to scrub my back.” Harvey took a long swig of his coffee and, feeling suddenly more awake, made his way across the room, following her into the bedroom. The door to the en-suite was open. And, as he listened to the sound of the shower running in the other room, he undressed once again, ready to get clean and dirty at the same time.


Epilogue

It had been a few months since he had first met Chun Hua, which set off a series of events which changed his life forever. Since then, he had experienced things he had never even dreamt of. His time with them had been magical, and not just the sex. Although that too was like a dream. Each woman was different, and his experience with them as a group was something else again, and as time went on, he found himself having encounters in different groups and pairs, including one particularly memorable surfing expedition with Sumire, Min Jee and Seo-Yeon, which got lively in the crowded, but highly enjoyable, back of Sumire’s van.

There were also other activities, including surfing and trips to exhibitions, restaurants, and shows and gigs, which didn’t have a sexual aspect, but were just as fulfilling. He got to know them better, and they got to know him better. They bonded as a group, and even though he had no idea where any of this was going, he was determined not to waste a single second of it.

He wondered if they could all move in together; the six of them in one big place, living, laughing, and fucking together all day and night. He couldn’t think of anything better and decided to propose the situation to the five women, a couple of whom had already dropped hints about their agreeableness to such a living situation. But that would have to wait, for at that moment, as he lay naked in Chun Hua’s bed, with the five beautiful, naked women curled up around him, he felt his cock stir and knew for the next few hours his attention was going to be fully focused on pleasuring all of them, and they would all be more than happy to return the favour.

He smiled to himself as he felt Min Jee’s fingers wrap around his cock, as Arisa kissed his cheek.

How could all of this happen, he thought to himself, due to one failed blind date?

He was sure there was an answer, but as he felt a pair of warm, soft tongues licking the tip of his hardening cock underneath the covers, he knew such questions could wait.
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