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Book Four:

Ancient History



Chapter One

“I can’t believe you fucked him in my bed!”

“I can, ha!”

“I said I was sorry, isn’t that enough?”

“No!”

“Well, the maids have changed the sheets and everything, so it doesn’t matter now.”

“Of course it matters!”

“How?”

“It will always be the bed you fucked him in, and I have to sleep in it.”

“I didn’t want to mention it, but do you know how many other people have fucked in that bed? How many wrinkly ass old men have splashed their love juice all over that mattress as their geriatric wives look for their false teeth after sucking their husband’s pruny cocks?”

“But I didn’t see any of that, so as far as I’m concerned, it never happened!”

“Well, I never saw you touching yourself in the middle of the night, but I’m damn sure that happened!”

Hitomi’s eyes widened with shock, then narrowed, desperately willing Keiko to spontaneously combust. When that didn’t happen, she simply got up and stormed away.

“Good morning,” said Scott, tossing off the greeting as he barely managed to get out of Hitomi’s way as she stormed past – and nearly through – him. He had only been a couple of feet away and heard the whole exchange. He could only imagine what the people sitting around them, trying to enjoy a delicious and nutritious holiday breakfast, made of all of it. He imagined some old biddy spitting her false teeth into her oatmeal with shock, and barely suppressed a laugh.

Not that he wanted to ruin anyone else’s breakfast, or holiday for that matter, but he couldn’t deny there was something about being the centre of attention that made him feel, what? Giddy? It was a strange word to apply to himself, but he felt it fit. To have his sex life passionately discussed by three stunning Japanese women who were half his age, undeniably gave him a rush of blood to the head. And other places, for that matter.

He had never had this sort of attention from women, even in his “sexual prime”, whenever that was supposed to have been. He had always been a one-woman kind of guy, moving on from one steady relationship to the next. Hell, even that painted it as a more adventurous love life than it had actually been!

He met Scarlett in his sophomore year. They had fallen in love (or lust) instantly, so much so that Scott felt he had no other option but to break up with his current girlfriend, another college sweetheart, and the only woman he had ever had sex with, up until that point, to pursue her.

He had felt bad at the time, but such things happen in life, and although it was hard, she moved on pretty easily, and Scott, well, he fell into Scarlett’s web and remained there for the next twenty-or-so years, before he somehow managed to break free from their loveless marriage.

So, to be here now, at this stage of his life, with three gorgeous women who were sexually interested in him, was something he could hardly comprehend.

“Morning, stud,” said Ichika as he placed his breakfast tray on the table and took his seat. Keiko mumbled something under her breath in Japanese. Not speaking Japanese, Scott didn’t know what she said, but it sounded to him like she was scolding Ichika. This seemed to be confirmed when Ichika simply grinned wider, and Scott felt he was unable to hide his amusement either. “That’s a rather large breakfast,” she said, eyeing the plentiful full English, the side of chopped fruit, and obligatory large coffee. “But then I guess you did work up an appetite last night. Oww!” Ichika leaned down, her hand sliding under the table as she rubbed her leg. She muttered angrily in Japanese at Keiko again, who frowned fiercely in response, then turned and smiled at Scott, as if nothing had happened.

“Good morning,” she said brightly, ignoring the death glares from Ichika.

“Morning,” he said.

Fuck, he thought as he stared at Keiko, she is so adoringly beautiful, I can hardly stand it.

His mind raced back to the previous evening, of him and Keiko having sex on Hitomi’s single bed. Then, after Ichika and Hitomi had returned, of fooling around under the covers, trying to be quiet as the other slept, whilst they sneaked another orgasm or two. Or three.

But, evidently, they had not been quiet enough to go unnoticed, and now there were repercussions. Or perhaps, there would have been anyway.

“Well,” said Ichika, scraping her chair back noisily as she stood, “I guess three really is a crowd.” She picked up her tray and walked off.

“Wait a minute,” said Scott, “you don’t have to rush off.”

“I know,” she said, “but I’ve got plans of my own, you know.”

He didn’t know, and he looked on, wondering what her plans were, at least until he realised how tight her shorts were, clinging to her ass, showing her perfect curves and just the most teasing amount of asscheek. Even though they were less revealing than the thong bikinis she was eager to wear, he found the hint of ass even more alluring than seeing everything on display.

“Don’t mind her,” said Keiko, her eyes flicking from Scott to Ichika and back, “she’s just jealous.”

“Of what?” asked Scott before he had a chance to process her words. He was still spun out from the promise of Ichika’s shorts, and was sure when Keiko had looked at her friend, that her eyes had lingered there a moment too long as well.

“Of so many things,” said Keiko, leaning in and whispering in his ear, “so many things.”



Chapter Two

By the time Scott had finished his breakfast and gotten ready to disembark, Ichika and Hitomi were already gone.

“Guess it’s just you and me,” said Keiko with more glee than he had ever seen.

“I guess so,” he said, holding out his arm for her to take. “Madam.” She squealed with delight at this gesture and grabbed his arm with both of hers, squeezing it tightly.

“I think you’re just supposed to hook the one arm in mine,” he said, watching her with amusement, “not try to completely cut off the circulation to my hand.”

“But that’s no fun,” she said, mock-grumpily, letting go of his arm and interlocking hers with his. “But I suppose it will have to do.”

*

It was so hot he could hardly stand it. The sun was shining in a cloudless blue sky, the air was dry, and the breeze hot, bringing with it hard particles of sand and dust that peppered his thoroughly suncreamed skin.

Keiko, by contrast, didn’t seem to notice at all.

“Oh my goodness,” she cried, pointing out some old building, whose architecture, whilst interesting, was more ‘decrepit’ than ‘historical’, “look at that!”

“Mmm,” was the best he could manage, his body pumping out sweat into his loose-fitting linen shirt and trousers, the thin material sticking to his body.

“Isn’t it so fascinating?”

“So fascinating,” he said. “Do you know what looks really fascinating?” She looked at him, excitement in her eyes. “That,” he said, pointing down the street.

“That’s just a cafe,” she said, a hint of confusion in her voice. Then he saw it, the realisation sweeping across her face. “Oh no,” she said, reaching up and stroking his face. “You can’t stand the heat!”

“What heat?” he asked, his eyes burning with sweat as he forced a smile. “Is it hot?”

“How didn’t I notice it before?” she said, as if it was her duty to make sure Scott was ok. “Let’s get you some shade and some ice-cold water.”

*

Scott groaned with pleasure as they entered the cafe, a sound that was so physically pure it could have been mistaken for an orgasm. But no one there would make that mistake. Instead, they just glanced at the latest tourist with heatstroke and rolled their eyes.

Air Conditioning Here.

The greatest investment this small cafe had ever made.

“Here you go,” said Keiko, pulling out a chair and easing Scott into it.

“I can sit down by myself, you know.”

“I know,” she said, making no indication that she actually did know. “Now sit here, and I’ll go get you a drink.”

He sat there, breathing heavily, the hot sweat on his body cooling at an alarming rate, his red-hot skin suddenly icy cold. He shivered as the two sensations battled for supremacy, confusing his entire central nervous system, causing every inch of his body to feel particularly sensitive.

“Here you go,” she said, touching his face softly. He yelped slightly at the sudden sensation. Keiko jumped slightly, spilling a little water on the table. “I’m sorry,” she said, “I didn’t mean to startle you.”

“No, it’s alright,” he said, “it’s just…” But before he could explain, she was already gone. As he awaited her return, he closed his eyes and took a long, deep breath.

“Damn,” he heard a man mutter under his breath from a nearby table, “I wish I had a nurse that looked like that!”

There was laughter, and Scott felt a sense of shame. Is that really how people saw them? An old man and his carer? His insides heated up as his shame turned to anger. He wasn’t that old, for fucks sake. Or was he? Sure, forty wasn’t old in the grand scheme of things, but she was only in her early twenties, nearly half his age at this point. Who would expect these two to be a couple, unless it was some kind of sugar daddy arrangement?

He shook his head, sweat dripping off his hair as he tried to banish the intrusive thoughts.

It’s the heat, he told himself, knowing there was more to it than that.

“Everyone here is so nice,” said Keiko as she leaned over and wiped the spilt water with a paper towel, then disappeared to dispose of it, leaving just the faintest hint of her perfume in the air.

“Now,” she said as she returned, taking the seat next to him, “where were we?”

“I’m not sure,” said Scott, his mind hazy, thoughts drifting in and out of focus like looking at the horizon across a scorching hot plain.



Chapter Three

It hadn’t taken Scott long to recover, not with the air conditioning, an ice-cold glass of water, and the beautiful Keiko doting on him.

“Feeling any better?” she asked, her seat pulled close to him, her bare leg touching his, her slender fingers gently stroking the back of his hand.

“A little,” he said. Truthfully, he felt almost completely better now. But admitting that meant leaving their little oasis and continuing on their journey. She smiled at him, staring affectionately, care and concern in her eyes.

How could anyone end a moment like this? He thought to himself, the urge to draw out the moment for as long as possible almost overwhelming. But he couldn’t do it. It wasn’t fair on Keiko to play with her emotions, even if she did seem to be enjoying playing nurse.

Images of Keiko as a nurse ran through his mind, her tight uniform clinging to her slim body, her short skirt barely covering her ass, the top of her stockings showing, her long, slim legs shaped by a pair of white high heels with red crosses on them. He imagined her leaning in to check her patient’s temperature, her low-cut uniform revealing her small but pert breasts underneath.

“Oh dear,” he heard her say, “seems like someone needs the kiss of life.”

He imagined her pulling off his blanket and climbing onto his hospital bed, straddling him as she leaned in to kiss him, her hips rocking against his hardening cock as she provided essential medical services to his helpless body.

“Mmm,” she moaned, “feels like someone needs some CPR.”

“I think my heart is beating fast enough, nurse,” he heard himself say.

“Far too fast,” she murmured, “need to relieve the tension with some Cute Pussy Riding.”

She reached underneath herself and pulled out his cock, moaning as she slid his thick cock into her eager pussy.

“Don’t worry,” she said as she slid all the way down his shaft, “I’m a professional.”

“Are you ok?” asked Keiko, her hand tightening on top of his. “You’re starting to sweat again.”

“Sorry,” said Scott, snapping back to reality, “I guess I still need another minute.”

“Take all the time you need,” she said, giving his hand a gentle squeeze as she stared at him adoringly.

*

It wasn’t long until they were both on the road once again. This time, they spent more time in the shade, and Scott was holding an umbrella Keiko had picked up in a local shop. He felt silly carrying an umbrella in the boiling heat, but he couldn’t deny that the portable shade was a game changer. Sure, it was still hot as balls, but he wasn’t quite as susceptible to sunstroke.

They continued walking for a considerable amount of time before Keiko finally cried out.

“There they are!”

Scott stopped. His mind had been elsewhere, so hadn’t noticed they had finally arrived at the ancient ruins.

It was incredible.

He looked down from the top of the cliff where he stood, down to the site below, where present-day tourists wandered around, taking selfies where the rulers from four thousand years ago would have gathered to decide the fates of their peoples.

He watched as a young woman sat on the steps of the senate, in a tight-fitting tank top and low-cut shorts, throwing up a peace sign by her face, sticking out her tongue as she took a selfie.

“Is that…?” he began.

“Ichika!” cried Keiko, jumping and waving.

Scott eyed her. Whilst he appreciated her enthusiasm for her friend despite their earlier tiff, he was a little concerned that somehow her petite frame might caught an avalanche, sending them and the ground beneath their feet crashing down onto the ancient monuments that had largely withstood the test of time, leaving both of them buried under the rubble, left for the historians of a future age to discover.

The ant-sized woman down below squinted up, her hand shielding her eyes from the sun, then waved wildly. The woman standing next to her just looked. He couldn’t make out her face, but he was sure she was rolling her eyes.

“Come on,” said Keiko, grabbing his hand and practically yanking his arm out of the socket, and she dragged him towards the path that led down to the ancient ruins. “Ruins!”



Chapter Four

“You walked here?!”

Ichika stared at the pair in disbelief.

“You didn’t?” asked Scott, afraid of the answer.

“Of course not,” said Hitomi, rolling her eyes. “It’s fucking miles.”

“It did seem a bit of a trek,” Scott conceded.

“Not to mention it’s hotter than hell here,” she added, waving her arms in the air, making sure to emphasise just how stupid they had been.

“So how did you get here?” asked Keiko, sheepishly, clinging onto Scott’s arm, both for protection from the incoming answer and to stop him from running into the sea when it was finally revealed.

“We got the coach,” said Hitomi, slowly, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world.

“There was a coach?” asked Keiko.

“You know,” said Hitomi slowly, “the one organised for the passengers of the cruise ship we arrived in?”

“Ooops.”

Scott looked at Keiko. Her face was flushed with both heat and embarrassment. Although he felt that at certain points of the trip he could have literally died, he found her too adorable to be mad at.

“Well,” he said, “at least got our steps in for the day.”

“Steps are for old people,” scoffed Hitomi, “so I guess that worked out well for you.”

“Hey now,” scolded Ichika, “that’s not fair, he’s not that old.”

“Thank you, Ichika,” said Scott, happy someone was on his side for once.

“Of course,” she said, smiling. “This place must have looked amazing when it was fully erect…” Hitomi snorted as Keiko held back a giggle. “...all those years ago, when Scott was still a young boy.”

“Hey!” he cried out, as the other women burst into laughter.

“I’m sorry,” said Ichika, “I couldn’t help it!”

“It’s because she’s got a thing for older guys,” said Keiko through the laughter. “Much older!”

“She’s always loved exploring ancient ruins,” added Hitomi, all three women laughing heartily at their lover’s expense.

But truthfully, he didn’t mind it. To see all three friends laughing and joking as a trio once again filled his heart with joy. And as far as he was concerned, as long as they wanted to continue to explore his ancient ruins, he was happy to let them do so.



Chapter Five

Scott wandered the ruins alone, taking a moment to enjoy the majesty of it all, to feel the weight of these pieces of history, trying to imagine what it would be like at the time. An image popped into his head, of him as Emperor, sitting on the high throne, surveying all that he commanded. Surrounding him were his three closest advisors, their bodies adorned with the finest white silken robes, held in place with gold bracelets and clips, showing just enough skin to force a man to lose all his senses, stripping him of his defences and exposing just his naked truth; Ichika the Fair, Hitomi the Ruthless, and Keiko the Benevolent, each one representing a separate element of justice, the trio balancing one another out, providing with the perfect blend of advice and encouragement for him to rule justly.

But, he was also aware how different the three of them could be when he was alone with them. Whilst Hitomi was big on bravado, he knew she liked to submit in private. And whilst Keiko was keen to work with a gentle touch in the public sphere, he knew her tongue to be sharp and her demands for satisfaction to be powerful. As for Ichika, well, she was fair, giving and receiving pleasure with equal intensity, her desire for parity untamed as she kept the others in check, with a firm hand, if need be.

To witness them working together to bring any encounter to a satisfying conclusion was truly a sight to behold.

“Well, well, well, fancy seeing you here.”

Scott’s stomach sank.

“What are you doing here?” he asked, already knowing the answer.

“Oh, you know,” she said, standing closer to him and whispering into his ear from behind, “just appreciating some ancient history.”

He hated to admit it, but the words of his ex-wife sent a shiver through him, his body reacting to her proximity, her scent. It was as if he had been transported back in time, to a realm he had thought was long lost.

Scarlett circled around, stopping in front of him. She wore a red summer dress, the front plunging as it showed off her large breasts, an asset she had always been equally proud of and equally eager to weaponise. She knew how desirable she was, and she wasn’t afraid to use it to get precisely what she wanted.

“I can see you’re doing the same,” she said. He looked up from her body to her face, her eyes hidden behind dark sunglasses, her face cast in shadow by her large brimmed hat, perfect for keeping the day’s heat at bay. Her heat, however, continued unabated.

“What are you doing here?” he asked again, hoping for a straight answer he knew wouldn’t be forthcoming.

“You see all these people?” she asked. “Wandering around these ruins, trying to imagine what it was like back in its prime, wondering how glorious it would be to mount the sacred throne and rule like a King? They have no idea what it’s like, do they? They don’t know what it is to own something so completely, to control with a firm hand as it subjugates itself to you, how it drops to its knees, willing and eager to fulfil your every desire?”

He tried to think of a witty retort, some way to rebuff her and gain the upper hand, but she always knew how to play him like a fiddle. It was addictive, she was addictive. She would give you a taste, making you feel special, thinking it was your idea to drop to your knees and beg for more. He had seen it all before, but knowing something and resisting the biological urge to partake of the poison were two very different things.

“But you know,” she continued, her body close to his, her finger teasing his chest at the top of his opened shirt, then sliding down the front of it, her long nails clicking against each button, “don’t you, My Lord?” She gasped as her hand slid between his legs and cupped his cock, feeling his hardness through his thin trousers.

He reached down and grabbed her wrist, holding her hand still, but not removing it from between his legs.

“What do you want?” he asked, his tone hardening.

“Isn’t that obvious?” she asked, her breathing increasing, excited at being challenged. “I want to serve you.”

He laughed and pulled her hand away from his cock, stepping away.

“You don’t want to serve me,” he scoffed, “ you want to control me.”

“Why not both?” she said, simply.

“Because it’s never both,” he said. “I know you. You only want me to prove you can have me, can have anyone you want, whenever you want. That’s why you’ve followed me halfway around the world.”

“That’s an awfully bold statement,” she said, “I’m fully aware of what – and who – I can and cannot have. I don’t need to do anything to prove that. To anyone.”

“And yet, here you are.”

“Here we are,” she said. “Have you ever considered that this isn’t a case of me following you around the world, but of fate bringing us back together? This,” she said, throwing her hands in the air, “may simply be what the universe wants.”

“And why in the living fuck would the universe want anything of the sort?”

“We were happy!”

“We were miserable! Every day!”

“That’s a bit much.”

“Ok, let me rephrase. I was miserable every day. For fucking years. You, I don’t know. You weren’t happy, but at least you had your moments, your parties and galas, your adoring audience in front of whom you could trot me out to play the part of Doting Husband. I was a plaything, an accessory. And now that I’ve managed to break free of all of that bullshit, you want me again. Just to show that you can.”

She stared at him, waiting patiently to see if his monologue was complete.

“Is that so bad?” she asked, finally. “Don’t you remember how good it was in the early days?”

“I remember the fucking.”

“Of course you do.”

“I remember the infatuation and thrill of your touch, of receiving attention from a woman as smart and beautiful and absolutely fuckable as you. I was smitten, and then it was too late. You had me, and you got bored of me, and that was that.”

“You really think that is what happened?”

“Am I wrong?”

“Oh, honey,” she said, stepping closer to him and reaching up to touch his face, “I’m so very sorry.” He tried to pull away, but his body wouldn’t let him. The best he could do was not look at her, to stand there and take it like a man.

“I was never bored of you. It’s just…” she paused. “Sometimes life takes our attention away to other things, and we fail to appreciate just what we have until we lose it. And maybe, after some time to reflect, we find we finally understand just how desperately we need those things we took for granted.” She took hold of his jaw and turned his face to her. He looked at her as she took off her sunglasses, her piercing blue eyes just as radiant as when they first met. “Let me show you how desperately I need it.”

She leaned in and kissed him softly, the sweet taste of her lips bringing his body back to life.

“How so desperately,” she whispered.

He felt his body giving way, his physical need overriding his common sense. He needed her so fucking badly. His body was screaming for her touch. He knew it then, knew it in his soul. In minutes, he would have her bent over these ancient stones, her dress hitched up over her perfect ass, her underwear stretched over one cheek as he pulled it aside, as she stood legs spread, giving him free rein to use her pussy however he wanted. He could already feel her heat on his cock, that magical tightness of her gripping him as he pounded her with fury and intensity and lust and desire, a whirlwind of self-destructive instincts and drive he knew would end up in regret and self-loathing, but for those few minutes of pleasure, would be worth every ounce of pain that was to follow.

She gasped as he grabbed her ass, pulling her body tight to her.

“Mmm,” she purred, “I love it when you take control. Show me what you need.”

His cock was so hard it was painful, straining against his linen trousers; it felt like it would tear through the front of them like a knife. But even then, in the midst of the passion, the desire, he could feel them calling in the back of his mind.

Ichika.

Hitomi.

Keiko.

His three shipmates-turned-lovers, the lovable trio of adorable and adoring young women who had made this holiday the trip of a lifetime. He recalled making love to each of them, intense, passionate sessions that fluctuated between intimacy and non-stop fucking, of passion and desire, of their warm, toned bodies desperate to be filled by him. He recalled their touch, the feel of burying himself deep inside them, of fucking them, of being fucked by them, of hearing their moans as they climaxed, of climaxing inside them as they begged, begged, for him to pump their fertile bodies full of his seed, like they were born to be bred by him.

But it went beyond that, far beyond. He thought of Keiko and her care for him earlier in the day, of Hitomi’s sassiness but also her vulnerability when she exposed herself emotionally to him in the shower, to Ichika and their great adventure across the islands in search of the ship that had left them behind!

He thought of the fun they had at the pool, their dinner dates, and adventures, their energy and playfulness, their kindness.

That was it.

They were all amazing and sexy and fun and made him feel alive in ways he had long stopped believing were possible. But more than that, beyond all of that, they were kind.

He didn’t know what, if any, sort of future they would have after the holiday was over, but he knew he didn’t want to throw that all away for a moment of madness with a woman he hated and who, in all likelihood, hated him.

He grabbed her by the arms and pulled her away as he took a step back. She seemed taken aback by the sudden change of mood, like she had never been rejected in her entire life. He wondered if that was true, and decided it probably was. She had always been irresistible. No one could ever resist her charms, until now.

“I can’t do this,” he said, still holding her.

“Oh, I think you can,” she said, glancing down at his hard cock. “And I think you’ll love it.” She went to step forward, but he held her at bay. She looked at him a moment, genuine confusion on her face. Then her expression sank as realisation crept into her eyes. “Are you fucking kidding me?”

“I’m not doing this,” he said.

She pulled away from his grip and nearly went tumbling, righting herself just in time. She laughed, bitter, mean.

“You think you’ve really got a chance with any of them?” she spat. “They’re using you! They just want your money!” She stomped around, adjusting her dress, weaponising her breasts as her cleavage plunged further. “You really think women like that would want anything to do with you? They’re just stringing you along to get what they can, then they’ll toss you overboard! They’re not going to fuck you, you know. They’re just dangling the prospect out there to keep you in line.”

He said nothing, letting his silence do all the talking.

“Pah! They must be even more desperate than they look, throwing you a pity fuck. Fucking cheap whores!”

“What are you doing, Scarlett?” he asked, softly. “You’ve got everything you want. Why can’t you let me go?”

“Because you’re mine,” she snarled, “you belong to me.”

“I left,” he said, simply.

“No one leaves me! I am the one who leaves. I am the one who leaves you a broken mess on the floor, crying and weeping in the darkness, desperately wondering why you are broken, why you are so incapable of being loved, so unworthy. Not me! Never me!”

He felt a lump in his throat. He felt nothing for this woman anymore, except for pity. She had spent so long getting what she wanted that she had never learned any other way. Now, despite having the sort of life most people can only dream of, with a hot young fucktoy pilates instructor to play with, she still couldn’t be happy.

“Goodbye, Scarlett,” he said.

“Oh no, don’t you dare. Don’t you dare pity me. I will destroy you. I will burn your life to the ground, I will ruin you. Then you’ll see how many young sluts want to fuck you then.”

“Take care.”

As she stood there, raging and seething, vitriol spilling from her like an erupting volcano, he walked away, knowing his old life was, once and for all, ancient history.



Chapter Six

“That was amazing!” cooed Keiko, practically bouncing on her seat next to Ichika. Scott smiled at her from across the aisle. He was sitting by the window of the coach, Hitomi’s head on his shoulder as she slept.

“I’m sitting next to you,” she had said as they boarded, pushing him into the window seat before sitting next to him. “I need a pillow.” With that, she had promptly fallen asleep, snoring gently. He didn’t really mind too much as he was exhausted himself, and although he found Keiko’s energy to be infectious, after the day he’d had, he really did need to take a moment to recover.

“Look at these,” said Ichika, pulling out her phone and flipping through photo after photo, most likely all selfies or group selfies of the three women as they posed in front of some of the oldest known ruins in the world. He smiled and couldn’t help but think of the three of them with himself, their personal ancient monument to explore. He thought of the three of them, naked with him, photographing themselves as they explored his naked body, and one another’s, as they took advantage of his massive bed, the foursome making history of their own in their own, private chambers.

Hitomi let out a sleepy snort and snuggled closer into his arm, her hand wrapping around his bicep as she held on to him. He smiled as he felt a warmth on his shoulder, a warm wet patch soaking through his shirt as the usually cool-than-though Hitomi began to drool in her sleep.

“What’s so funny?” asked Ichika, taking a momentary break from her photos and looking across at Scott.

“Nothing,” said Scott, “nothing at all.”

*

It was a while before the coach arrived back at the cruise, taking the scenic route to give anyone who had the energy more sights to see. But finally, they were back at the dock, Srarah still snoring on his shoulder. He had half expected to have to carry her onto the boat, but once the coach arrived, she woke up with surprising ease.

“What a day,” she said, stretching.

“Anyone would have thought you’d walked there,” Scott said.

“No one would think I’m that dumb,” said Hitomi, getting up and heading for the front of the bus. Keiko rolled her eyes dramatically, trying to make Scott smile, which worked a treat. Scott got out of his seat and into the aisle, standing back just a little to let Ichika and Keiko out of their seats before following them off the bus.

*

Scott lay naked on his bed, the air con cooling his body, fresh out of the shower. So many thoughts ran through his mind that he couldn’t catch a single one. Thoughts of Scarlett and their twenty-plus years of life together, the great times, the passion and success. He felt afraid that he had made a mistake when she had propositioned him, thrown herself at him. He had been presented a chance to try again, and he had thrown it all away. And for what? For three horny women who were half his age, who knew nothing about him and nothing of the real world. Scarlett was a woman, accomplished and beautiful, the envy of his friends and his enemies. Scarlett was not just any man’s dream, but every man’s dream.

But deep in his heart, he knew he had made the right choice, for that’s precisely what she was: a dream. It was all artifice, a show. None of it was real. And, like all dreams, it had the potential to turn into an unrelenting nightmare at the flick of a switch. He had lived both sides of that reality, and he knew he would never go back.

But what of Ichika, Hitomi, and Keiko? They were too young for him, he knew that. Plus, there were three of them for God’s sake! That sort of dalliance might be workable on a short holiday, but what then? Was he really expecting to sail off into the sunset with them? To buy a big house and a bigger bed and have a four-way relationship? It was so absurd, he nearly laughed!

But still, he couldn’t shake the feeling that there was something there, something real. He knew how he felt about them. There was an undeniable connection between each of them and him, not just physical, but most definitely also physical. No, he had been in lust before, been infatuated with beautiful women. He was old enough to know the difference. He just hoped they were, too.

What are you thinking? He thought to himself. You’re just assuming they would be happy to have you together, to share you! Imagine if they knew what you were thinking, they’d be disgusted, they’d laugh you overboard!

Hey ladies, I love fucking all of you, so why don’t we all just move in together and all fuck our brains out?

He was losing his mind. At best, he’d have to pick one of them, but how? He felt equally strongly about all of them, albeit in very different ways. Hell, even if he did manage to pick one (a staggeringly impossible task), who is to say that they would want to date him?

For all he knew, they were three young women having a bit of fun and exploring their sexual boundaries with an older man within the confines of a girlfriend’s holiday, where anything goes.

Who was he to assume that once they disembarked that they would have any interest in keeping in touch with him, let alone dating him?

He was delusional, and he knew it. Once this holiday was over, so was his connection to Ichika, Hitomi, and Keiko. It would be hard to accept, but all he could do was enjoy the time he had left with them.

Had he made a mistake turning down Scarlett? Not at all. She was firmly in his past. Whatever the future held, he would face it head-on like a man. But for now, all he could do was embrace the present.



Chapter Seven

“Oh, hi you!” said Keiko as she opened the door, leaning forward and giving him a quick kiss on the cheek. “What brings you here?” She was in a pair of loose, long-sleeved silk pyjamas that hung loosely on her slim body, but still outlined her small, pert breasts and their prominent nipples, and a pair of fluffy slippers.

“Yeah,” said Hitomi, from the bed where she was scrolling on her phone, wearing a pair of tight shorts and t-shirt set, “we thought you’d be out for the count by now.”

“I couldn’t sleep,” he said, “may I come in?”

“Always,” said Keiko, a glint in her eye, as she stepped aside to give him space to walk into the room.

“Is everything alright?” asked Ichika, as she walked out of the bathroom in nothing but a fluffy white towel, drying her hair with another, smaller towel.

“I’m… I’m not sure,” he said.

“Here,” said Keiko, gently taking him by the arm and directing him to her bed, “sit.”

He sat on the edge of the bed, sinking softly into it.

“What’s happened?” asked Ichika.

“I…” he began, struggling to find the words, “I was walking around the ruins by myself when I was approached by Scarlett.”

“Who?” said Hitomi, rolling over onto her side.

“My ex-wife,” he said.

“Again?” asked Ichika. “Is she stalking you, or what?”

“I… she said she missed me, wanted to start again. Said she wanted to make up for how she had treated me.”

“I hoped you told her to take a hike.”

“He’d know all about that,” said Hitomi, smiling until Keiko shot her a dirty glance.

“What did you say?” asked Keiko, softly.

“I didn’t say anything, because she kissed me.” He felt a pit of shame in his stomach. He hadn’t initiated anything, but he hadn’t stopped it either. Even if he had, so what? It wasn’t as if he was exclusive with any of them, so he could see whoever he wanted, as could they.

“Did you kiss her back?”

“For a moment, yes. It was as if all the bad things between us, none of them mattered. It felt like when we first met. But then, I realised that was the problem. That time had passed. There was no going back. All that would happen would be that we would fall back into the same cycle that was so hard to break free from the last time. All I could think about was you and our future together.” He laughed. “I don’t even know if we have a future, if, after all of this, you’ll move on and I’ll be left alone, with nothing but memories of what we shared. But all I know is that I can’t carry on without letting you know.”

There was silence. He felt the eyes of all three women on him as he continued to stare at the ground, his words lingering in the air. Keiko held his hand gently, stroking it comfortingly.

“Umm,” said Ichika, after a while, “who are you talking to?”

He looked up from the floor to Keiko, then to Ichika, then to Hitomi, all three women staring at him, love and care in their expressions. He took a breath to calm himself, to let the words come out as strongly as possible, then finally spoke.

“All of you.”



Chapter Eight

What a fucking idiot!

He cursed himself as he paced around his room, humiliation burning in his chest. How could he be so stupid?

What the fuck was he expecting? For the three of them to start weeping uncontrollably and throw themselves at his feet? To declare their undying love and devotion to a man they barely knew? To happily jump into a four-way relationship?

They had looked at him, dumbfounded, all of them lost for words. Even Hitomi, who always had some snide remark, whether it was appropriate for the situation or not, was silent. As soon as he had said the words he had already regretted it, but it was too late. There was nothing he could say or do to fix it. He had taken the best thing that had ever happened to it and ruined it in an instant. And for what?

For nothing.

Now he had to hide, had to spend the final two weeks of his vacation hiding. Everywhere he went, he would have to watch out for them, to avoid them, to become invisible. He looked at the walls of his cabin, at the big empty bed he would share with no one, the walls of the prison where he would spend twenty-three hours a week for the next fourteen or so days.

So be it.

It was what he deserved.

Perhaps he could get off at the next stop, cut his vacation early and fly home in humiliation. He could say there was a family emergency or some important business he had to take care of, if anyone asked. Which they wouldn’t.

Or perhaps he could track Scarlett down. She would laugh at him, of course, belittle him and his weakness as he crawled back to her on his hands and knees, begging for a second, no, a third chance, which she would never provide. Or worse, she would, but only after she made him humiliate himself, degrade himself to prove his eternal commitment to her, to prove that she was the one in control. It would be hell, a perpetual nightmare from which he would never wake. But he was fine with that.

It was what he deserved.



Chapter Nine

“Scott?”

He awoke with a start. He didn’t know when he had fallen asleep, or how. He had been so amped up on his own stupidity that he had felt he would never sleep again. But with the day, the heat, the walking, the sunstroke, the proposition, the coach ride, the confession, and the humiliation, it was only a matter of time before his body would shut down of its own accord.

It was Keiko, sweet, angelic Keiko, her beautiful face and her halo of blonde hair. She smiled at him.

He wondered if he was dreaming, if this was some cruel nightmare that would give him everything he wanted before snatching it away. But as she touched his hand, he knew it was real.

As his vision came into focus, he noticed the two figures standing behind her bent over form.

“What are you…” he stuttered, looking from Ichika to Hitomi. “How did you…?”

Hitomi held up a keycard.

“I swiped your spare from your wallet,” said Hitomi.

“When?”

“Aaaages ago. You really need to be more careful about who you let get close to you.”

“What…?”

“We wanted to make sure you were ok,” said Keiko.

“You left so quickly after you, you know,” said Ichika.

“After you said all the crazy shit,” Hitomi clarified. “Hey!” she protested weakly as Ichika punched her on the arm.

“I’m sorry,” he said, “I don’t know… maybe the sun… I…”

“Shh,” said Keiko, soothingly as she stroked his hand, “it’s ok. It was sweet, really.”

He looked at her and then at the others, all three holding serious expressions. He waited for a moment, for them to burst into laughter and mock him for the insanity he had spouted in his presence.

“But…” continued Keiko, “we would be lying if we said it wasn’t a lot to take in.”

“We needed time to think,” said Ichika.

“You can’t tell just a chick you wanna fuck her and her two besties and not expect her to need a moment, you know?”

Ichika glared at Hitomi.

“What she means,” said Keiko, “is that we needed to discuss what you said and how best to proceed. We didn’t want to hurt you, that was the last thing on our minds. We’ve had a really great time, and we didn’t want to ruin that or have it end in a way that any of us would regret.”

“But…?” asked Scott, waiting for the inevitable rejection.

“But,” said Hitomi, “we decided that we couldn’t continue the way things were going.” His heart sank. “We couldn’t just keep randomly hooking up with you as and when.”

“It was causing some friction between us,” said Ichika, “as you might have noticed.”

“Perhaps a little,” he said, offering a faint smile as the pain inside him grew.

“So, we talked it over,” said Keiko, “and decided that if we wanted to explore this connection, or whatever you want to call it, we had to do it together.” She squeezed his hand in hers. His heart raced, his mouth went dry. He tried to focus on them, but couldn’t. His head was buzzing, his thoughts pounding inside his skull, her words made no sense.

“What does that mean?” he murmured, forcing himself to focus on the words, not the noise threatening to overwhelm him.

“It means,” said Hitomi, “that we accept.”



Chapter Ten

“Accept what?”

“Your proposal,” said Ichika.

“What proposal?” he asked, his thoughts muggy.

“About the four of us,” she replied, “being in a relationship. We don’t know precisely how it will work–”

“Or if it will work,” chimed in Hitomi.

“But,” Ichika continued, “we want to give it a go.”

Scott continued staring at them, no words left within him.

“It was something we were all thinking about,” said Keiko, “in secret, at least. But we were afraid to vocalise it.”

“No one wanted to be the one to say the thing that could potentially ruin everything,” said Ichika.

“But then you did,” said Hitomi, “so we were forced to confront our feelings and shit.”

“And we decided,” said Keiko, “that we all felt sufficiently strongly about you that either all of us needed to have you in our lives, or none of us could. There was no way only one of us could continue seeing you once all of this was over, it would be too tough on our friendship.”

“But also, no one wanted to step aside,” said Ichika. “We all… we all…”

“We all love fucking you,” said Hitomi.

“Have a connection,” said Ichika, finishing her thought.

“Same thing,” said Hitomi, shrugging.

“So what does this mean?” said Scott, his head spinning.

“It means,” said Keiko as she crawled beneath the covers with him, “you’re going to have to share this ridiculously oversized bed with all of us.”



Chapter Eleven

Scott had never imagined that fulfilling his dream of sharing a bed with Ichika, Hitomi, and Keiko at the same time would be so… chaste.

They had held him and kissed his face, stroking him gently, as he embraced them one at a time. But it never turned sexual. It was just pure, gentle emotion, a comforting blanket of love enveloping him as his exhausted body once again shut down and his mind travelled from this world to the world of dreams.

But this was no dream.

When he woke up, they were still there, the three gorgeous women spread across the bed, all still asleep. He lifted himself up slightly and gazed upon all of them, unsure what had happened last night and what the future held.

“Mmm, good morning,” said Keiko dreamily as she awoke, her hand stroking his chest as she snuggled into his side, her silk pyjamas soft against his naked body.

“Good morning,” he said, still struggling to believe this was happening. He groaned slightly as her hand slid down and found his cock, stroking him slowly under the covers. “What are you doing?”

“Making sure you have a very good morning.”

He looked from her to the other two women, both of whom were still asleep.

“Don’t worry,” she said, “I won’t use you all up for myself. I’ll make sure you’ve got something in the tank for the others.” With that, she began shuffling underneath the covers, kissing the side of his body as she worked her way down, then inwards across his hip and up the side of his cock. He moaned as she kissed his shaft, her tongue teasing him as she slid her lips up and down before finally taking the tip of his cock in her mouth, sucking gently as she tongued it.

He closed his eyes and focused on the sensation, his hand sliding into her blonde hair as she began bobbing up and down on his cock, taking his length into her warm, wet mouth.

He breathed deeply, enjoying the sensation of Keiko’s mouth on his cock, her hands caressing his body as they slid up and down his torso. Then, he felt another body besides his.

“Good morning,” whispered Ichika, her hot breath on his ear as her tongue teased his lobe. Her silk shorts and short-sleeved top were soft against his skin, but her breasts were firm underneath, her nipples hardened.

“Good morning,” whispered Scott as he wrapped his free arm around Ichika, pulling her closer to him. He felt the kisses from her soft lips move across his face, getting closer to his mouth, her hand stroking his chest as she moved in. As she arrived at the corner of his mouth, he turned his head, and their lips met. She moaned softly into his mouth, teasing his lips apart and pressing her tongue against his. He moaned, bucking slightly as she kissed him harder, pressing his cock deeper into Keiko’s mouth. The woman under the covers, evidently aware of what was going on above, began sucking faster, the covers bobbing up and down as she worked.

Scott slid his hand down Ichika’s back and up under the back of her silk top, the softness of her skin surpassing the softness of her top. His hand slid around, over her flat, toned stomach, and then up. She gasped as his hand found her breast, gently cupping and squeezing it as he rolled her nipple between his thumb and forefinger. As he did so, Ichika ran her hand down Scott’s other arm, following it under the covers, until her hand was on top of his.

“Let me,” she said, “you’ve got other things to focus on.”

Scott slipped his hand from Keiko’s hair, letting Ichika control her friend’s pace, as he reached over and stroked Ichika’s face. He kissed her hard and let his free hand drift down, finding one button on her shirt, and then the other, freeing them with ease as if they were just waiting for his touch to part.

Soon her shirt was fully open and both his hands were on her exposed breasts, caressing and massaging as they kissed.

“Wait,” said Ichika, “wait.”

She pulled back and Scott instantly missed the feel of her body against his. But watching her sit up and peel off her top, leaving her perfect form exposed, was never going to not excite him. She slid under the covers, throwing one leg over him and straddling his stomach, leaving Keiko to her own devices. Scott groaned as he felt the woman’s mouth leave his cock, her wet hand carefully stroking his shaft as she began to suck his balls.

Good idea, thought Scott, as Ichika leaned forward, her perfect breasts pressed against his face, moaning as he kissed her body. He could feel her rubbing herself against him and could feel the heat of her body as her silk shorts became wet with her arousal. He ran his hands up her back and held her close as he took one of her nipples into his mouth, sucking and licking. She cried out, rocking harder against him. He imagined Keiko’s view under the covers, Ichika’s firm ass rocking back and forth as she rubbed herself against him, the view of Scott’s thick cock sitting between her asscheeks as Keiko continued to stroke him.

He slid a hand down her back and into her shorts, grabbing her ass, encouraging her to ride faster, then slid down further, between her asscheeks, until he found her wet slit.

“Oh fuck,” cried Ichika, as his finger moved up and down between her wet lips, teasing her, before sliding into her. She pushed back, pressing his finger deep inside her tight hole, the one that felt so good that first night, where this incredible journey all started. She rode his finger, her wetness increasing, running down his fingers and dripping on his stomach. He switched breasts, sucking on the other as her now wet nipple, freed from his mouth, rubbed against the side of his face.

Suddenly, the covers were thrown back and Keiko emerged from underneath and crawled up next to him.

“I couldn’t breathe under there,” she said, her face flushed pink, her hand still on his cock, stroking him quickly.

Scott looked at her, Ichika’s nipple falling from his mouth as his head turned. He couldn’t quite wrap his head around this. Keiko was lying next to him, stroking his cock, as her best friend writhed on top of him, riding his finger, as if it was the most natural thing in the world.

Keiko looked from Scott to Ichika’s shining, wet breasts, then back. She swallowed, her grip tightening on his cock, before whispering,

“That looks like fun.”

“It is,” he said, “so much fun.”

“It’s ok, sweetie,” said Ichika, looking down at her friend, “I want you to.” She smiled, and Keiko smiled back, best friends willing to share everything together.

“Ok,” said Keiko, nervously as she leaned forward.

Ichika slid a hand up her body and cupped her breast, holding it out as she offered it to Keiko’s mouth.

“Oh yes,” moaned Ichika as Keiko took her nipple into her mouth, “that’s it.” Scott watched as Keiko sucked Ichika’s breast. “Harder. Oh fuck yes.” Ichika cried out as Scott adjusted himself and slid a second finger into pussy, feeling her grip tighten on his digits, imagining how good that would feel on his cock. “Now lick it,” said Ichika, “just like that.”

Scott wrapped an arm around Keiko, teasing her breast through her top, watching with fascination as Keiko sucked at Ichika’s breast, her friend crying out as Keiko sucked harder.

“Easy, babe,” said Ichika, stroking Keiko’s hair, “they’re a bit sensitive.”

“Sorry,” said Keiko, as her friend’s nipple fell from her mouth, “I just got a little carried away.”

“Understandable,” said Scott, and Keiko giggled.

Slowly, Keiko moved her mouth back to her friend’s breast, tentatively testing her sensitivity, moving her pink tongue in small circles around her friend’s dark nipple. Scott proceeded to do the same with her other breast, causing Ichika to moan again.

“Aaah!” cried Hitomi, “What’s with all the noise? I’m trying to sleep!”

Scott looked past Keiko and saw Hitomi watching with disbelief.

“You…” she began, flabbergasted. “Without me?!”

“You were asleep,” said Ichika, running her hands through her black hair, as she rocked on top of Steve.

“We didn’t want to disturb you,” said Keiko, before taking Ichika’s breast into her mouth and sucking rhythmically.

“Well, good job on that,” scoffed Hitomi. She looked at Scott, who had realised she had lost her top, leaving her in nothing but the tight shorts. “What?” she said, firmly. “I don’t like to sleep with too many clothes. Is that a problem?” Scott shook his head, Ichika’s breast still in his mouth, causing the girl to whine with pleasure. “I thought not,” she said firmly, then crawled down the bed and out of view. He felt her hands stroking his legs, moving further up until they were on his thighs. He felt her juicy lips on the side of his cock, sucking at it as she kissed him up and down, first one side and then the other. He wished he could see her, but his current view was more than sufficient. He groaned into Ichika’s breast as he felt a thick, warm stream of saliva trickling onto the tip of his cock and down his shaft, followed quickly after by Hitomi’s hot mouth sucking him quickly.

He wondered whether she had really been asleep or listening patiently, waiting for the perfect moment to make her presence felt. He rocked his hips up and pushed his fingers deeper into Ichika, curling them inside her, stroking her G-spot as her moans got louder and louder. He felt Hitomi’s fingers deftly working his balls as she sucked his cock, and as Keiko moaned, he realised she had slipped a delicate hand into her pyjama bottoms and was playing with herself as she tongued Ichika’s breast.

Ichika was moaning louder now, bucking harder against his fingers, her wetness growing, her fingers digging into his stomach as she closed her eyes and focused on her own pleasure, panting.

“Oh fuck,” cried Ichika, “that feels so – so good – oh god I can’t – please, oh yes – fuck – I’m so getting so close – so close – don’t stop – don’t – don’t – don’t aah!”

She cried out, rocking hard as her orgasm exploded inside her body, her pussy gripping his fingers as she got even wetter, his fingers buried deep inside her quivering body, stroking inside of her as she stammered and shivered and squealed, barely able to contain herself as she came.

Then, with a final gasp, she rolled off of him onto the side of the bed, his fingers slipping out of her wetness with ease. She pulled herself close to him, her body shivering as he wrapped an arm around her and held him close. He turned to face her and kissed her slowly, delicately, like she might break if he overstimulated her by just the tiniest amount.

He felt a warmth on his fingers and turned to see Keiko, leaning over him, sucking at the two fingers that had just been inside Ichika, her mouth and tongue working them like she was sucking his cock again.

Keiko sighed with satisfaction, licking her lips as she let the fingers fall from his mouth.

“Sorry,” said Keiko, “you smelled so good. I just…” her volume lowered, “wanted a taste.”

“How did I taste?” asked Ichika, her voice shaking as her post-orgasm aftershocks ran through her.

“So good,” said Keiko, beaming.

“Really?”

“So good,” she repeated, her eyes rolling back in her head with delight.

“Show me,” she said, reaching for her friend and pulling her closer, giving Scott a firsthand view as the two friends kissed for the first time, sharing the taste of Ichika’s pussy between them.

“Fuck,” said Ichika, “you’re a lucky girl.”

“I really am,” said Keiko, kissing Ichika again, her hand still working between her legs.

“That’s sweet and all,” said Hitomi, stroking Scott’s cock with her hand, “but you woke me up earlier than I would like. And the thing you should know about me in the mornings is, when I finally wake up, I get really fucking horny. So I need, like medically need, to get fucked.” Hitomi crawled up and grabbed Scott by the hands, unwrapping his arm from around Ichika and pulling him towards her into a seated position.

“You girls can amuse yourselves for a moment,” she said, lying back and pulling Scott on top of her. “Our new friend has some business to attend to.” She wrapped an arm around his neck and a leg around the back of his, pulling him close and kissing him hard. He felt the warmth and wetness through her shorts as his cock slid between her legs, and he knew she wasn’t kidding about being horny.

This was a woman who needed to be fucked.

She wrapped a second leg around him, her hands moving over his back, grabbing his ass, as she rocked her hips, rubbing herself against his hard, wet cock.

“Wait,” he moaned between kisses, “I need…”

But she was all over him, her desire overwhelming. He pushed back and and her arms shot out to the sides with surprise. He grabbed her by the wrists and pinned her hands above her head.

“Are you going to listen?” he asked. She looked at him defiantly for a moment, then nodded her head. “Good girl.” He grabbed both of her wrists with one hand, holding her in place as his other hand slid down her body, and began to pull down her shorts. She moaned as he peeled them from her wet slit, her legs reluctantly unwrapping from around him as he slid them further, until they were too low to reach, at which point she began kicking them off, before quickly wrapping her legs around him once again.

He felt the warmth of her pussy against his cock as she rubbed against him, her need almost palpable. He lifted himself slightly, one hand still gripping her wrists, and took hold of his cock, guiding himself to her entrance. Hitomi moaned as he guided his thick cock into her tight, wet slit, gasping as he carefully stretched her out, moving back and forth slightly, pressing deeper as her tight body accommodated his girth and length.

She groaned as he pressed fully into her, her body tensing underneath him, her breathing heavy. He took a moment, holding himself still inside of her, giving her a moment to adjust. Then, when she looked him in the eye, her expression full of desperation and longing, he began to move.

“Oh yes,” she gasped, as he began to fuck her, “oh yes.”

He moved faster, her pussy gripping his cock as he moved in and out of her, her saliva on his cock, and the wetness of her body easing him through the tightness. Her legs tightened around him, her entire body gripping him, holding him close to her.

He began to fuck her faster, feeling her big tits bouncing underneath him as he gave her every inch of his cock.

“Please,” she moaned, “I need it, I need it.”

“I think she likes it,” said Keiko as she crawled up beside the two of them. “I think she likes it when you put her in her place.”

“I think you’re right,” said Ichika, crawling up behind Keiko, spooning her friend, her face flushed red.

“I think,” said Keiko, leaning in and kissing Hitomi, “she really likes it.”

Scott felt Hitomi’s body reacting to Keiko’s words and the implications contained within, whatever they were.

“Give me a hand, sweetie?” asked Keiko, gently.

Scott looked over his shoulder and saw Ichika peeling Keiko’s trousers off, sliding them down her slight but toned ass, licking her lips as her friend’s tight, slick pussy was exposed.

“What are you doing?” gasped Hitomi, her eyes devouring Keiko’s body, her pussy exposed as she wore nothing but her silk top.

“Giving you a taste of your own medicine,” she said, pulling off her still-buttoned top and throwing it across the room, leaving her perfect body on display. She crawled up to Hitomi and straddled her face, holding herself on her knees, her dripping-wet pussy inches from Hitomi’s mouth.

Scott repositioned himself, letting go of Hitomi’s wrists and pulling himself up on his knees, lifting Hitomi’s hips into the air as he fucked her, Ichika helpfully sliding a pillow underneath her friend’s ass.

“You want to taste my pussy?” asked Keiko. Scott couldn’t see what was happening, but knew Hitomi must be nodding. “Then say please.”

“Please,” murmured Hitomi.

“Please, can I eat your sweet pussy?”

“Please,” Hitomi begged, “can I eat your sweet pussy?”

“Please, can I eat your sweet pussy, madam?”

“Please,” Hitomi croaked, desperation in her voice, “can I eat your pussy, madam?”

“Good girl,” said Keiko as she lowered herself onto Hitomi’s face.

Keiko gasped as Hitomi went to town on Keiko’s eager pussy. Scott placed Hitomi’s ankles on his shoulders and ran his hands up Hitomi’s prone body and over Keiko’s ass, sliding around her and grabbing her tits. Keiko gasped as she leaned back, planting her hands on the bed, rocking on her knees as she continued to ride Hitomi’s face as Scott teased her nipples. Her head dropped back, and she gave an upside-down smile at Scott, who leaned in and kissed her from the unusual angle.

Hitomi moaned loudly into Keiko’s pussy, causing Keiko to moan into Scott’s mouth. Hitomi bucked her hips as Scott, still kissing Keiko, felt Ichika’s body pressed into the back of his, her lips on his neck as her arm snaked around his body, rubbing against him, and as he looked down, he saw her palm resting on Hitomi’s pubic hair, her thumb quickly working her friend’s swollen clit.

Hitomi squirmed under the three-way assault, moaning into Keiko’s pussy again as Scott slid a hand down Keiko’s body and behind her, caressing one of Hitomi’s bouncing tits as he fucked her, teasing her dark nipple with his fingers as he felt the inevitable getting closer.

She moaned and writhed, her body shaking, her pussy contracting on his throbbing cock, her wetness dripping onto the bed, as they pushed her harder and harder, edging her ever closer to her peak, until she broke.

She bucked wildly underneath him, her pussy fluttering on his cock as he fucked her, Ichika’s thumb rapidly working her clit, as Keiko cried out as Hitomi’s tongue went berserk inside of her, her friends’ orgasming moans reverberating through her body.

“Oh yes,” cried Keiko, reaching forward and grabbing her friend’s hair, “cum for me as you eat my fucking pussy.”She groaned. “That’s it, eat it, eat me!”

Keiko cried out again, and suddenly, she was cumming too. She cried out, head thrown back. “Oh fuck, oh yes, that’s it – eat my pussy like a good little bitch – suck on my sweet clit – earn it, earn it – fuuuuck!”

Hitomi’s body shook even more fiercely as Keiko came on her face, both women sharing their pleasure as they came at the same time, driving one another harder and harder until suddenly, their bodies shaking and moaning and sweating and writhing, pleasure the only thing they could feel, until they both went limp.

Keiko let out an exhausted whine and leaned forward, showing Scott her tight ass as her exhausted body rested on the bed. Ichika slipped her thumb from Hitomi’s clit and slipped it into Scott’s mouth, letting him taste Hitomi’s wetness on her, then kissed him, as his hard cock remained inside Hitomi, although now still, feeling her body pulsate in the aftershock of her orgasm.

“Good girl,” said Keiko, gently, reaching underneath herself and stroking Hitomi’s hair, “so very good.”

Carefully, Keiko climbed off Hitomi’s face and collapsed on the bed. Hitomi lay there, gasping for breath, her face soaked with Keiko’s desire. She groaned as Scott carefully removed himself from her body, her well-fucked pussy shimmering with her arousal, his cock slick with her desire.

Keiko lay next to Hitomi, stroking her friend’s face, then leaned in and kissed her. She moaned as she tasted herself on her friend’s lips, and as Scott and Ichika moved away from the pair, they rolled into one another, kissing tenderly as they wrapped their naked bodies around one another.

“Well, that looked like fun,” said Ichika, as she wrapped her hands around Scott from behind, stroking his chest with one hand as the other slid down his body and began fondling his balls. As she moved against him, he realised at some point she had lost the shorts and was now completely naked.

“It was,” said Scott, moaning softly as Ichika kissed his neck, her soft touch making his cock even harder. “Maybe you’d like to try?”

“I think they’re a little preoccupied,” said Ichika, of the kissing couple, “maybe we can try something a little different?”

“What do you have in mind?”

“I really like it,” she said, pressing her lips to his ears, “when you fuck me from behind. Can you do that for me, Scott? Can you fuck my tight, breedable pussy from behind? Can you pound my ass as I present my dripping wet pussy for your big, fat cock?”

“I can give it a go,” he said, smiling.

“I bet you can.”

He turned around to face her and pressed her onto her back, kissing her as he lay on top of her, his cock sliding against her wet pussy, his hands exploring her perfect body, cupping her breasts as he kissed her. Then he raised himself to his knees and flipped her over onto her front.

“That’s it,” she said, “show me how you want me.”

His hands explored her ass, and he knew sooner or later, he was going to eat the perfect asshole of hers. But right now, he had other plans. She moaned and wriggled beneath his touch as his fingers stroked her wet slit, teasing her as they slid up and down and then down further, finding her clit and gently massaging it, the heat and wetness of her rubbing against his palm. She moaned and rocked her hips, humping the bed as he slowly fingered her.

“You can’t tease me like that!” she cried helplessly. “I need more or I need to be fucked, or both!”

Scott smiled to himself, watching her squirm under his touch, desperate for more that he deliberately wasn’t giving her, letting her get desperate until she was begging for his cock.

“Please,” she cried, “I need you to fuck me. I need you to fuck me right now!”

He kept going a little longer, until her pleas were incoherent moans, then, satisfied she was ready, slipped his hand from between her legs, causing a little gasp, then guided her onto her knees and, as he guided himself into her tight pussy, slipped his wet fingers into her mouth.

She moaned with pleasure as she tasted herself on his fingers, sucking harder as his thick cock pressed into her accommodating body.

He held himself there, deep inside her, feeling her body react as she rocked her body, trying desperately to ride his cock. She gasped as he pulled his cleaned fingers out of her mouth, every drop of her desire licked from them, then slowly began to fuck her.

She whined with pleasure as he took her with long, steady strokes, pulling almost entirely out of her before plunging all the way back in, his hand on the small of her back as he held her steady.

He sped up, watching how her lips gripped his cock, holding on to him as he moved in and out of her. She was so fucking tight it was unbelievable.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, as he fucked her harder, her juicy ass shaking as he pounded her from behind, thrusting deep as she threw her ass back, both of their bodies moving in perfect harmony. “More,” she begged, at which point he grabbed her hips and began pounding her ass, her asscheeks slapping against his thighs, her sound of her grunts merging with the wet slap from her pussy with every hard thrust.

“Face down,” he said, running a hand up her back and pressing her forward. She complied, burying her face in the quilt. “Good girl,” he said, her pussy contracting on his cock at the praise.

“It feels so deep like this,” she panted as he took her hard and fast from the tighter angle, “don’t stop!”

He kept going, her pleas for more bringing him close to the edge, but he held back, even though his entire body was screaming for him to cum inside of her.

“That’s it,” whispered Hitomi as she crawled up to his side, watching as he fucked her bestie, “ruin that tight pussy.”

“Oh god,” cried Ichika, “please, ruin me!”

Scott fucked her as hard as he could, his heart racing with the exertion, his cock throbbing in her tight cunt, her wetness covering his cock as he slid in and out. As he did so, he felt Hitomi’s hands on his body, her lips moving over his shoulders, exploring his body as he pounded Ichika’s pussy.

“But what about this hole?” said Keiko from the other side of him. “Doesn’t she deserve love, too?”

Scott watched as Keiko stroked the small of Ichika’s back and the tops of her shining, reddened asscheeks, then slid a finger between them.

“Oh my god,” cried Ichika, as Keiko began fingering her tight asshole. “I think I’m going to explode!” That only encouraged Keiko, whose finger moved in fast, small circles around her friend’s quivering asshole, before pressing her finger into it. Ichika cried with pleasure as the tip of Keiko’s finger penetrated her asshole, stretching her tight ring as she pushed her finger deeper and deeper inside. Ichika threw her ass back harder, riding both Scott’s cock and Keiko’s finger, pressing both deep inside of her desperate holes.

“Ohmygodohmygodohmygodimgonnaithinkimgonna – oh my god, yes! – I’m gonna cum! Dontstopdontstopdontstopdont!”

Ichika cried out as she came, her body rocking uncontrollably as she threw her ass back wildly, crying out as she had both her tight holes pounded by Scott and Keiko.

“I can feel how tight your asshole is,” cooed Keiko, her finger buried deep inside her friend. “I can only imagine what that would feel like on Scott’s thick cock.”

“Oh yes,” cried Ichika, “please, please, fuck my ass, Scott. Oh fuck, I need you to fuck my ass!”

But it was too late for that, for the moment at least, as Ichika came hard on Scott’s cock, her wetness dripping from her as he continued to pound her pulsating pussy, holding back his own orgasm as he and Keiko worked together to drive her insane with pleasure.

Then, with a final cry, she stopped.

Scott breathed heavily, holding himself steady inside her, on the verge of cumming himself.

“Oh my god,” muttered the helpless Ichika. “Oh my god.”

Keiko giggled.

“Such a good girl,” she said, as she slipped her finger from between her friend’s asscheeks, “and such a tight asshole.”

Ichika shivered at the words, nearly tipping Scott over the edge. But somehow, he managed to hold it together and gently eased himself out of her. She cried out as his length slipped out of her, leaving her entrance pulsating and throbbing.

“Such a pretty pussy,” said Keiko, “so every eatable.”

“I think she might actually explode,” said Scott, sensing the desire in Keiko’s voice. “Maybe later?”

“Humph!” Keiko moved away in a huff. “You’re no fun!”

“No?” asked Scott, turning to her.

“No,” she said, her back turned to him, her arms folded in front of her.

“None at all?” he asked, moving behind her, his cock slipping between her legs, rubbing against her wet pussy as he embraced her. “Not even a little bit?” He held her, cupping her breasts in his hands as he did so, peppering her long, slim neck with tender kisses.

“Maybe a little,” she said, her tough resolve melting as his fingers gently played with her hard nipples.

“Just a little?” he asked, one hand sliding down her body and over her pubic hair, moving in small circles as he found her clit.

“That’s not fair!” whined Keiko as he slowly fingered her. “You can’t just touch me like that and pretend I’ll forget about everything else?”

“Can’t I?” he asked, his fingers dipping down into her wetness, then moving back up, his slick fingertips moving quickly over her clit.

“No,” she said, rocking her hips as she rubbed herself against his hard cock, “you can’t!”

“Feels like maybe I can,” he said, fingering her faster, causing her to gasp. She reached behind her and placed her hand on the back of his head, holding herself steady as he fingered her from behind. “And feels like maybe I can do this.”

He reached down with his other hand, taking hold of his cock and guiding it to her tight entrance.

“You think so, do you?” she said, holding herself there, her warmth and wetness rubbing against the tip of his cock.

“I do,” he said.

“Well, why don’t you try it and find out?” she said.

“Maybe I will,” he said.

She groaned as he pressed his hips forward, pushing his cock into her tight entrance from behind.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, “maybe you can, if I’m not too tight!”

“I’m sure we can find a way,” he said, rocking his hips, pressing himself slightly deeper into her every time.

He moved his hand from his cock back to her breast, holding her steady as he worked himself into her, the acute angle feeling so tight on his cock.

He held himself there, about halfway in, giving her body a moment to adapt to his length. But instead, he found her rocking on her knees, pushing her slim ass back as she rode his cock, pressing it deeper into herself.

“So fucking tight,” she moaned as she pressed her ass down onto him, taking the full length of his cock into her slim body. “You’re such a lucky boy.”

“Don’t I know it?” he said, smiling to himself as he kissed her neck.

“Oh, honey,” she cooed, “you don’t know the half of it!”

She started rocking on his cock, riding him quickly, her body easily adapting to his length and thickness. As she did so, he held on for dear life, one hand on her breast, the other firmly between her legs, moving rapidly as she bounced against him.

“This is just half?!” he panted as she began to swivel her hips as she bounced on him, pulling his cock in all directions as she expertly worked him with her pussy, fucking him like he’d never been fucked before.

“Not. Even!” she panted, as she rode his cock, her fingers gripping the back of his head, her back arching under his touch. “This. Is. Just. The Beginning!” She cried out as his fingers continued to work between her legs, her body panting and sweating and shaking as his fingers and cock pleasured her pussy in two different ways.

He thought about fingering her asshole, about sliding his finger between her slim cheeks and pressing his finger deep into her ass. He could imagine her squeals of pleasure, her pounding his cock even harder. He knew she’d fucking love that.

“I want to fuck you,” he groaned into her neck.

“Well then, today’s your lucky day, silly,” she said.

“In the ass.”

“Oh fuck,” she groaned, “I would love for you to fuck me in the ass. To feel your big, thick cock stretching out my cute little asshole? For you to cum deep inside my ass? Oh fuck!”

She rode him harder, her grip tightening on the back of his head as he got closer and closer.

“I would cum so deep in your ass,” he groaned, “so fucking deep.”

She began shaking, her body reacting to his words and touch, the thought of him cumming in her ass, nearly taking her over the edge.

“I’m going to fuck you so deep,” he said, “I’m going to fill your entire ass with my cock, and cum so hard inside you that you’ll feel it in your entire body.”

“I want to feel it,” she begged.

“I’m going to leave you a quivering, shaking mess of a girl, with her tight little asshole stretched out and positively dripping with my cum. How does that sound?”

“That sounds,” she said, her voice trembling, “that – that – oh my god!”

Her body started shaking uncontrollably, her pussy walls fluttering on his cock as she bounced hard on him, doubtless bruising her slim asscheeks as she slammed them against his hips, taking every inch of his cock as his fingers worked as fast as they could between her legs.

“I want you to cum in my aaasssss!”

She cried out, panting and moaning as he held onto her for dear life, afraid she would catapult herself across the room as she rode his dick uncontrollably, the thought of him destroying her cute little asshole driving her mad with desire.

He held her close, holding her safe as she came with reckless abandon, riding his cock with furious intensity as his fingers slipped with ease over her swollen clit, letting her ride out her orgasm as he fought to control his own for just a little bit longer.

“Oh god,” she gasped, her body going limp in his arms, “oh god, I never…”

He held her close, his arms wrapping gently around her slim body, his cock still deep inside her, letting her recover for a moment. Slowly, he lowered her forward onto the bed and slid his cock out of her. She shivered and rolled into a ball, shaking as the intense aftershocks of her orgasm shot through her body.

Scott lay back, gasping for breath, his hard cock throbbing, coated in the wetness of Ichika, Hitomi, and Keiko. He was sweating, his breathing laboured, but happy. He watched, smiling as Ichika and Hitomi crawled up and hugged Keiko, stroking and cooing softly as she recovered.

“Looks like someone isn’t quite finished,” said Hitomi as she crawled up next to him, stroking his chest as she eyed his cock. “Would you like me to finish that off for you? Or,” she said, with a glint in her eye, “would you rather finish it off yourself?” She leaned in and whispered in his ear, his cock throbbing at her suggestion, as her hand stroked his cock.

“That sounds perfect,” he said, groaning as she worked him quickly.

“Is he ok with that?” asked Ichika, as she crawled between his legs.

“What do you think?” said Hitomi, to which Ichika just smiled and took one of his balls in her mouth, sucking gently.

“No fair,” said Keiko as she crawled gingerly towards the group. Scott reached out for her, taking her arm and guiding him towards her, kissing her as the other two friends worked his cock and balls, pushing him closer and closer to the edge.

It was absolute heaven, the three of them devoting themselves to his pleasure, their happy and exhausted bodies perfectly attuned to his needs. He wanted it to last forever, but after such stimulation, he knew it was only a matter of time before the inevitable happened.

Still, he fought it off, letting it go on and on, Hitomi pumping his cock, the tip covered in their wetness and his precum, until finally, he couldn’t take it any longer.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned,” I’m going to cum.”

At that, the three women responded rapidly, jumping back and forming a line on the bed, the three of them on their knees, facing him as he got to his feet and began working his cock.

They watched him eagerly as he pounded his cock, his hand slipping easily over his lubricated shaft, the tip glistening with precum. He continued to work himself furiously as the three stunning Japanese women looked up at him, their youthful faces and tight bodies eager for what he had to give them.

“That’s it,” they said eagerly.

Give it to us.

We need it.

Please.

That’s it.

Don’t stop.

Just a little more.

Please.

Please.

Please!

He groaned as he came, the three women gasping as he coated with them with his cum, thick loads shooting across their innocent faces as as he moved from one to the other, his cock throbbing as his spurted his seed across Ichika’s face, then Hitomi’s then Keiko’s, all of them begging for more and yelping with surprise as yet another thick load coated them, covering their cheeks, their mouths, their foreheads, long streaks in their sweaty hair as ropes dripped from their tongues as they hung out of their open mouths, load after load coating them, covering their perfect faces, dripping from their chins down onto their chests, their breasts, dribbling down their bodies as if desperately seeking out their tight, fertile pussies.

Scott gasped, barely balancing on his feet as he finished, his balls empty, the contents shared amongst the three women kneeling in front of him, all shocked with how much and how hard he had cum over their faces.

They looked from him to one another, surprise turning into laughter, turning into something else as Ichika kissed Keiko, sharing his cum as their tongues met, then Keiko turned and kissed Hitomi, before Hitomi kissed Ichika. The three best friends sharing his cum, swapping between kisses and swallowing it down, basking in the relief of his thick release.

“Well,” said Hitomi, the other two giggling as she spoke, her eyes wide, her face and tits coated with thick ropes of cum, “how was that for a finale?”

Scott surveyed the three beautiful, cum-covered faces and could only think of one word.

“Perfect.”



Chapter Twelve

Scott lay there, the three beautiful naked women surrounding him, their bodies soft but slightly sticky, the exertion from their intense session evident. It was still technically morning, but it felt like a brand new day.

Here he was with Ichika, Hitomi, and Keiko, their arousal still on his cock, their taste still in his mouth. He had no idea how he had gotten here or where he was going next, but at the moment, he didn’t care in the slightest. All he knew was that this was precisely where he wanted to be at this moment in time.

Keiko groaned softly as she snuggled into him, getting comfy on his chest. He held her and kissed her softly on the top of the head. He looked around at the three women, careful not to move too much, in case he disturbed them. They would have to get up eventually, just not right now.

He felt Ichika on his other side, stirring next to him, her hand on his chest. He felt her lips on his cheek, planting a series of gentle kisses, and he felt his body reacting.

“Good morning, lover,” whispered Ichika, her hand sliding down over his body, “ready for more, or are the three of us more than you can manage?”

“I think,” he said, groaning as her hand found his cock and began slowly stroking him, “I’ve already demonstrated I can manage the three of you perfectly well.”

“That you did,” said Ichika, stroking him faster.

“But what if,” said Keiko, sleepily, “we were going soft on you?” Her hand reached down and cupped his balls gently.

“You can go harder?” asked Scott as the two women caressed him.

“So much harder,” said Hitomi, leaning over Keiko and kissing him, her tongue caressing his. Then she broke away and burrowed under the covers. Scott moaned as he felt her soft tongue circling the tip of his cock as Ichika and Keiko stroked his cock and balls.

It had been a great morning, yet somehow, he knew things were going to get a whole lot better.



Epilogue

It had been a week since the end of the holiday, three weeks since he had confessed his feelings to Ichika, Hitomi, and Keiko, and three weeks since they had confessed theirs.

Those last two weeks on board had been a blur of fucking, sleeping, eating, and repeating. They had hardly left the ship, or the room, venturing out only for brief moments, and when they did go ashore, they found themselves even more desperate for one another, eager to return having been denied the pleasure of each other’s bodies, for hours at a time!

It had been, in a word, perfect.

Sure, his cock was sore from the constant fucking, and he wasn’t sure his jaw was ever going to work the same again after so much pussy eating, but those weren’t things he was going to complain about!

Now, he was home. Well, his new home, a rented penthouse on the edge of the city. It was costly, but he could afford it, for the moment, at least, and it was worth every penny. You can’t put a price on freedom.

He stood by the full-length windows, looking out over the city, the seven seas a distant memory. He missed it. There was something magical about that time, or more precisely, three magical somethings. But as with all good things, those times came to an end.

Now he was back in the real world, with real things to do, real business ventures to explore. But that could all wait for a moment. Now he wanted to appreciate how far he had come in such a short period of time, how much he had grown and learned and how much he had gained. He had intended it to be a fun holiday, but it ended up being, in many ways, a voyage of discovery.

He had discovered a lot about himself, what he wanted, what he needed, and what he could achieve if he wasn’t afraid to put himself out there. He was also a lot clearer on what he didn’t want, namely, anything he had before. That, more than anything, was helping focus on where he wanted his life to go next.

This was a fresh start, a clean slate. This was a new life, his new life, and he had everything he needed to make it a success. Well, nearly everything.

“We’re going to be late,” he called out, checking his watch.

“But we’re not ready,” shouted Keiko from the bathroom.

“You’ve had hours to get ready,” he said, smiling to himself.

“That’s hardly any time!” cried Hitomi from the bedroom. “Get them to wait!”

“We’ll lose our reservation, then we’ll end up getting takeaway.”

“Perfect!” shouted Ichika from the other bedroom.

He shook his head with bemusement.

“Every time,” he muttered to himself.

“Every time, what?” asked Ichika.

Scott turned and opened his mouth to reply, but no words came out. She was standing there in a long, red dress that clung to her body, showing off her perfect curves, her classy but ample cleavage jiggling as her hands fiddled with an earring she was struggling to put in.

“Every time,” said Hitomi, her heels clicking on the floor as she walked into the room, “he’s stunned by how utterly amazing we look. Isn’t that right?”

She stood in front of him, one hand on her hip, in a pair of white trousers and a matching white blazer, unbuttoned, which showed off her cropped top underneath and her flat, toned stomach.

He tried to speak, but the words still wouldn’t come.

“Come on then,” said Keiko as she rushed out of the bathroom, taking tiny steps, “we can’t stand around here all night just looking pretty for you.” She was wearing a short plaid skirt and tight white jumper, her heels, which she was still getting used to, accentuating her toned legs, which were covered by tights.

“Can’t you?” he asked, regretting the fact that they were leaving the apartment at all.

Keiko tilted her head and gave him a mock-stern look.

“Alright,” he said, reluctantly, “we’ll go to the stupid restaurant.”

“Good,” said Keiko, walking up to him and placing her hands on his chest, “because you look very handsome.” He had to admit that he did. He wasn’t much for suits, but tonight felt like a good opportunity to get dressed up. The three of them had finally finished moving their stuff in, and that felt like something worth celebrating. “And,” she added, “we would very much like to eat before we rip it off of you and fuck your brains out.”

“Well, with an offer like that, how can I refuse?”

“Exactly,” said Hitomi, as she wrapped her arm around his, “you can’t. Now let’s go eat.”

As the four of them made their way to the restaurant, Scott couldn’t help but think about how lucky he was to have this opportunity. Any number of things could have happened to prevent any of this from happening, but none of them did. He was, he felt, truly blessed.

And although he didn’t know how long this four-way relationship would last, he knew he would enjoy every second of it. And that, he had learned, was the most important part of life. He had spent too long trying to make everything work with the wrong woman, and it had left him miserable. Now, he had the three most perfect women in the world, and they were all just as crazy about him as he was about them.

And maybe it was crazy, maybe it wouldn’t last, but that was a problem for another time. Right now, he was focusing on enjoying his life to the fullest, appreciating the love that surrounded him, and making sure from here on out, his life would be nothing but plain sailing.

With these three women by his side, how could it not be?
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