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Book Three:

Dinner Date


Chapter One

“You’d look so cute in these!”

Scott eyed the skimpy yellow fabric which Keiko held up, stretched between her fingers.

“I’m not wearing Speedos,” Scott said firmly. “Especially not yellow Speedos.”

“They’re not just yellow Speedos,” said Ichika, as Keiko turned them around to show him the other side, “they’re also a thong!”

Scott looked from the women to the thin string running up the back of the Speedos, then back at them.

“Veto.”

The pair let out a joint whine.

“You never want to try anything fun,” said Keiko, scrunching the Speedos in her hands. “Just try them on!” He held them out for him, the fabric nearly scant enough to disappear into her small hand.

“I’m fairly sure those are a ‘try it and buy it’ item,” he said, “and I’m not buying it.”

“But they’d make your ass look so good.”

“That’s a maybe,” he conceded, “but walking around with my ass hanging out isn’t really my style.”

“Afraid you might get too much attention?” asked Hitomi, as she appeared from between the racks of clothes. “Showing your ass off like some cheap tart?”

“Absolutely,” said Scott, “I’ve got more than enough attention to handle as it is.”

Hitomi shrugged.

“Shame,” she said, giving his ass a quick squeeze as she squeezed past him and towards another rack of clothes, “I think you’d be surprised just how much attention you can handle.”

*

“Bor-ring!” declared Hitomi, the four of them now walking through the sunny streets of their cruise’s latest stop.

“I like them,” said Scott, the bag containing his new swimming trunks by his side.

“You would.”

“I like them too,” said Keiko, as she leaned against Scott, her hands resting on his arm, “I think they’re cute.”

“Oh, please, you don’t have to suck up to him to suck him off. He’ll fuck you if you ask nicely, you know.”

“Speaking from experience?” said Ichika.

Hitomi scowled.

“What-ever.”

“So,” said Scott, desperate to change the subject before things got out of hand, “where next?”

“Next,” said Ichika, “is to get you some new shirts.”

“I have plenty of shirts,” said Scott.

“Had plenty of shirts,” said Hitomi, grinning, the opportunity for mischief overriding her desire to be mad.

“What do you mean ‘had’?”

“We threw them in the ocean,” said Keiko, simply.

“You what?!”

“It was a humanitarian effort,” said Ichika, shrugging. “We couldn’t let you go out in public like that.”

Scott looked from one to the other, the three women looking at him stoically, until Keiko burst into laughter.

“Keiko!” scolded Ichika, as her austere demeanour also cracking as she scolded her friend’s lack of chill. “He really believed us!”

Suddenly, all three women were laughing around him, as he watched them bemusedly.

“Oh no, no,” said Hitomi, between gasps for breath, “we would never pollute the ocean like that.”

“Exactly,” said Keiko, “we wouldn’t want to get the endangered sea turtles tangled up in your old clothing.”

“No,” said Hitomi, “because they’d never get laid looking like that!”

The women burst into laughter once again, leaving Scott struggling not to laugh himself, as the bemused locals watched and shook their heads at the latest set of lunatic tourists to ruin their peace.



Chapter Two

Back in his cabin, Scott dumped the numerous bags of clothing on the floor by his bed, stripped off the clothes the girls had declared a ‘crime against humanity’, and hopped in the shower.

It had become somewhat of a ritual since boarding the cruise ship. Every day was so hot, every trip so exhausting that he needed to shower regularly just to freshen up. And a shower was often followed by a change of clothes, a situation his new friends had been more than happy to help facilitate.

He tried not to think of how much he had spent on clothes, just because a trio of beautiful twenty-something Japanese women thought an outfit (or ten) made him “look cute”. He also tried not to think about where else he would wear these clothes. After all, none of them suited the not-particularly-sunny environment where he lived. But unless he lived on a tropical island, there were very few places where they would be suitable.

Fuck it, I’m on holiday.

That was his mantra, he decided. And with that, he was able to put these thoughts out of his mind.

The one thought he couldn’t get rid of, however, was a nagging sense of unease. This was supposed to be the holiday of a lifetime and, in many ways, it already was. He was spending his time with three beautiful young women, fun and bright and half his age. It was as revitalising as it was exhausting. But he couldn’t shake the feeling he was doing something wrong.

Was he taking advantage of these women? He was, after all, so much older and more experienced than them and conventional wisdom said there was a power imbalance in the relationship that tilted heavily in his favour. But then again, they had always been the ones to approach him; they had been the ones to make the first move.

It had been Ichika who made the first move when they slept together, their frantic cross-island race to get back to the cruise ship bringing them closer than he had ever imagined. And it had been Hitomi who had been waiting for him in his shower, desperate for him to put her in her place like a real man.

So why should he feel uneasy?

It was, he realised, more to do with the relationship between the three women than anything to do with him. There was a tension between the three of them now. Whereas previously their interactions had been fun and breezy, there was a sharpness to some of their comments. He had seen it earlier that day and couldn’t help but feel that he was partially to blame. Not that it was his responsibility to look after the three of them and make sure they were all happy with the situation, which had arisen so organically that it hardly felt like a situation at all until it became one.

But now the genie had been uncorked and there was little he could do about it. What was he going to do, unfuck them? At best, he could decide not to fuck any of them again, but that seemed both presumptuous (e.g. that they wanted to fuck him again) and unfair, especially to Keiko.

He laughed at himself. Yes, it would be so unfair to Keiko if he decided not to fuck her for her own good! What a humanitarian he was!

Sorry darling, I can’t fuck you even though you clearly want me to because my big fat cock might bruise your delicate feelings.

Jesus, get a grip!

Who said Keiko even wanted to fuck him in the first place?

Hitomi.

Hitomi said that.

Oh please, you don’t have to suck up to him to suck him off. He’ll fuck you if you ask nicely, you know.

She was being a bitch, for sure. But she wasn’t wrong. Except for the ‘asking nicely’ bit. If Keiko walked into his cabin, slapped him across the face and told him to eat her pussy like a good little bitch-boy, he would do so without any hesitation. Not that he expected the sweet, innocent woman who blushed at the drop of a hat to have such a foul mouth, of course.

Still, a man could dream…



Chapter Three

“Oh my gosh, you look so handsome!”

“Thank you,” said Scott, feeling his face heating up, the evening breeze as they stood on the deck of the ship, ready to disembark once again, doing little to cool him down.

“So handsome,” Keiko repeated, running her hands down the front of his shirt. “I have the best taste in clothes.”

“You do,” he said, “and you look wonderful, too.”

“Really?” she asked, as she stepped back to give him a better look at her outfit. 

“Of course,” he said. You’d look amazing wearing literally anything, or literally nothing, he thought, deciding to keep that bit to himself.

She smiled then looked down, embarrassed as she began to blush. She was wearing a white, short-sleeved, double-breasted, cropped blazer with big gold buttons. The blazer came down to her waist, where it met an A-line mini skirt, which showed off her long, slim legs, which were crossed at the ankle. Finishing off the outfit were a pair of white chisel-toe slingback wedge heels, which gave her legs a bit more shape whilst still being practical to walk in. There was an ornate gold pattern on the top, which matched the buttons on the blazer, and her gold earrings, which helped give the outfit a vaguely nautical vibe.

All she needed was a captain’s hat to finish off the ensemble, and he would happily salute and follow any orders she gave. Then again, he wasn’t sure she needed the hat to get him to do all sorts of things to please her.

“So, umm,” she said, still not meeting his gaze, “are we ready to go?”

“What about the others?” he asked.

“Oh, umm, about that…” Her voice was shaky, as if she were about to make a terrible confession. “They’re… not coming.”

“Oh?” said Scott, taken aback. They had, after all, made plans to go out for dinner. It was one of the few nights when the ship was docked in the evening, allowing passengers to enjoy the nightlife and whatever else they fancied doing under the cover of darkness.

Scott had already booked a table for four, knowing full well the chances of getting a walk-in table on a night like this were less than zero.

“Yes,” said Keiko, “they umm, didn’t feel well.”

“Both of them?”

“It must have been something they ate.”

“We all…” said Scott, remembering the four of them had had lunch earlier and had the same food, but decided against it. “How are you feeling?”

“I’m feeling ok.”

“Are you sure? We can cancel, if you’d like?”

“Well,” she said, still not looking at him, “we could. I’m not sure how much fun you’ll have if it’s just the two of us.”

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t know,” she said, softly, “I mean, the others are so…” she trailed off, knowing he knew what they were like, “and I’m so…”

“So much fun?” he said, reaching out and gently lifting her face up with a finger under her chin.

“Not fun like them,” she said, her eyes shining in the moonlight.

“No,” he said, “fun like you. Remind me again, who got us banned from the pool area for pulling Hitomi in from the edge and causing a commotion?”

“Technically, that was Hitomi, with her falling and splashing and swearing.”

“But you might have had a small part to play in that?”

“Maybe a small part,” she said, her thin lips turning into an uncertain smile.

“I think we’ll be just fine tonight,” said Scott, “if you can stand my company for the evening?”

She looked at him with surprise, then smiled again. “I think I’ll be able to manage for a little bit,” she said. “And if I get bored, I can always push you into the ocean!”

*

They walked arm-in-arm through the evening streets, the full moon shining in a cloudless sky, the smell of the sea air wafting gently on the breeze. He was in a pair of loose linen trousers and a simple white shirt, sleeves rolled up to just below the elbow, his jacket, for decorative purposes only, hanging off his left elbow, with Keiko hanging off his right.

Every now and then, he felt her arm tense around his, and he would look over and see her smiling brightly, her face aglow with joy. He felt a warmth inside that had nothing to do with the climate, and although neither of them said very much, he never for one moment felt anything but at ease.

“There it is!” she said, squealing with delight as she pointed at the sleek-looking restaurant, her arm tightening around his. Her skin was so soft that he just wanted to reach out and touch her all over, to feel her naked body against his. Not in a sexual way, of course. Well, not just in a sexual way. But just to hold her against him would be satisfying enough.

“Good evening, sir. Madam.”

Keiko let out a slight giggle, clearly delighted at being addressed as ‘madam’.

“Good evening,” said Scott, “we have a reservation at eight.”

“Of course, sir,” said the maître d'. “And the name is?”

“Scott,” he said. “It’s a table for four, but I’m afraid only two of us will be dining tonight.”

“Ah,” said the maître d'.

“Is there a problem?” he asked.

“I’m afraid,” began the maître d' solemnly, “that as we are booked to capacity, overbooked, in fact, that we are unable to provide seating that would underutilise the space.”

“But we’ve already booked!” exclaimed Keiko.

“Yes, madam,” said the maître d', “I understand. But unfortunately…”

Scott thought about playing hardball, but didn’t much like the idea of pressuring the front-of-house staff who were just doing as instructed. Besides, given they were clearly tourists, the maître d' would have no compunction about turning them away in favour of a larger group, knowing their repeat custom was already out of the question.

“Is there nothing that can be done?”

“I’m afraid not, sir,” said the maître d', “the only possibility would be if your friends were able to make it. Otherwise, we cannot allow two seats to go unutilised on such a busy evening. It would, you understand, be unfair to the other patrons.” He gestured to the long queue of diners waiting in vain for a table. “But as you say, if they are unwell…” He paused, thinking how to phrase the next part of the sentence. “Perhaps another option would be if you were perhaps willing to split the table with another party of two?”

Scott was less than thrilled at the idea. He could imagine few things worse than dining with a couple of strangers on what was supposed to be, for the last few minutes at least, an intimate meal for two. But at the same time, he knew it was this or nothing. He looked at Keiko, trying to gauge her feelings before deciding either way.

“I guess we could,” said Keiko. “After all, how bad could it be?”



Chapter Four

Bad.

It could be really bad.

Really fucking bad.

“So,” said Keiko, her voice quivering despite her best efforts to keep it steady, “do you know each other?”

“In a manner of speaking,” said the woman sitting next to Keiko.

“This,” said Scott, his eyes focused anywhere but on the woman next to him, “is Scarlett. My,” he paused, fighting the rising nausea as he spoke, “my ex-wife.”

“Oh,” said Keiko, her voice small. “You were married?”

“Oh yes,” said Scarlett, “for better or worse.”

“Definitely for worse,” muttered Scott.

“I dare say, my dear,” said Scarlett, ignoring Scott’s comment and eyeing the youthful woman sitting opposite her, “that you were barely a twinkle in your father’s eye when we were tying the knot.”

“She’s over twenty, for fuck’s sake,” said Scott, his hands under the table now, balled into tight fists.

“You were married twenty years ago?”

“Honey, he was married twenty days ago!”

“Legally,” he said, “but the marriage was over way before that.”

“I’m sorry,” said Keiko quietly, “I didn’t mean to pry.”

“Pry!” cried Scarlett. “I love this girl! Who says ‘pry’ anymore?”

Keiko looked up, unsure whether the older woman was praising or mocking her, or perhaps both.

“Come on,” said Scott, pushing his chair back, “we’ll find somewhere else to eat.”

“All the other restaurants are full,” said Scarlett, waving her hand in the air. “Chock. A. Block, as they say.”

“Then we’ll get takeaway.”

“Oh, sit down,” said Scarlett, “can’t you see the girl wants to eat? She’s gotten all dressed up to enjoy a nice, romantic dinner with you. God knows why, but at least show her the decency of buying her a fancy meal before you try to get in her pants.”

“Who wouldn’t want to dine,” said Scott, “a man, his ex-wife, and whoever the fuck this is.” He waved his arm in the air in the vague direction of the man sitting next to him.

“Brett,” said the man who had been sitting silently between Scott and Scarlett. “Pleasure to meet you.” He reached out his hand to Scott, leaving it hanging in the air for a moment before pulling it back towards him. “Alright, then.”

He wasn’t much older than Keiko, certainly still in his twenties, with a toned, muscular look that his well-fitted shirt clearly emphasised. Clearly expensive, it was no doubt paid for by her, from the proceeds of the life they had built together for nearly two decades.

Brett.

Brett.

The name was like an itch in the back of his brain that he was unable to scratch. Then, like a nail digging into his skin, he hit the right spot.

“Brett?!” he spat, standing up, his chair scraping across the floor. “The fucking pilates guy?”

“Hey,” said Brett brightly, “you know my work?” He grinned, oblivious to the daggers Scott was staring at him. “I gotta tell you, your wife – sorry, ex-wife – is a natural. She can bend into so many –”

“That’s enough, darling,” said Scarlett, placing a perfectly manicured hand on top of the young man’s, a controlling gesture she had used on Scott on more than one occasion. “I’m sure he’s not interested in hearing about our pilates sessions.”

“You should really try it,” said Brett, still living in his own little world, “it would really help you with stress. It looks like you could do with some detoxifying of your aura.”

“I can’t imagine why,” said Scott.

“It’s ok,” said Keiko. Scott looked down at the woman sitting next to him, then down at the table. Her hand was gently touching his. But this was not controlling; this was soothing. A gentle touch meant to reassure rather than restrain. “We can go.”

“Please,” said Scarlett, “let the girl enjoy her fancy meal. I didn’t take your decency in the divorce, for Christ’s sake.”

Scott focused on Keiko’s soft touch, her pleading eyes.

“Ok,” he said as he sat down, “we can stay. I’m sure we can all be civil for a couple of hours.”

*

Time passed slowly, and the food, although clearly excellent, tasted bitter in his mouth.

“How’s your food?” asked Keiko.

“Mmm,” said Scott, finishing his mouthful before answering, “it’s really–”

He was cut off by a piercing laugh as Scarlett, once again, made a point to demonstrate just how much fun she was having with her new plaything. It was Scarlett at her performative worst.

“...delicious,” he finished

Always desperate to show the world how great her life is, he thought.

He was reminded of the parties they attended, especially near the end, where she would light up as soon as they entered the room. The taxi ride over was dull and drab, both sitting with as much space between them as the taxi would permit, but as soon as they got to the party, it was as if she had been glued to him forever. She wrapped her arm around his, laughing and smiling, throwing playful touches to his chest and face, indicating with a nudge and a wink that their lovelife was, even after damn-near twenty years, still very healthy, thank you so very much.

But the truth was, outside of those public displays, they hadn’t touched one another for months. Not that either of them wanted to, not by that point. Hell, he doubted whether she would have given him the Heimlich manoeuvre if he was choking, at least, not without an audience. The lust that had driven the early years of their relationships had turned sour, the passion fermenting as lust became frustration, fucking became bickering and, like alcoholics, their poisonous relationship continued not because they enjoyed it but because they needed it.

So to see his life playing out in front of him with a newer, younger man was getting to him. Not out of jealousy, he was way past that, but because of the artifice of it all. If she wanted to have a good time, more power to her. If she wanted to get railed by a guy with the energy and stamina to fuck her until she was unable to walk straight for three days, good for her. But what he did not need was for her to make a scene, to ruin what was supposed to be a simple, intimate dinner date between him and Keiko.

Date.

He hadn’t been on a date in decades and was only now realising that was what was happening here.

They set me up, he thought to himself, realising far too late that the absence of Ichika and Hitomi wasn’t an accident or part of a plan to fob him off to go out partying or whatever they wanted to do. No, it was to give him and Keiko some alone time, to let them get to know one another without the overpowering personalities of her two friends. And, he suspected, it was something they had planned in secret because Keiko never would have managed to organise some alone time with him by herself. She was simply too shy.

He wondered if she knew how beautiful she was, how sweet and charming, how absolutely fucking adorable she was. She had no reason to be shy or nervous. No man with half a pulse and a quarter of a brain would turn down the chance to spend time with her. Hell, even men who should know better would have to think twice before blowing up their lives just to see her smile.

And here he was, sitting in a fancy restaurant with her, one of the luckiest guys on earth, and he couldn’t enjoy a single second of it because, thanks to some epic karmic fuckery his ex-wife and her much younger lover just so happened to be spending a romantic weekend away on the same fucking island and just so happened to be waiting for a free table at the same fucking restaurant they needed two fucking people to split a table with.

“What are you doing here?” asked Scott, suddenly taking everyone by surprise.

“Isn’t it obvious?” Scarlett replied, eye-fucking Brett, “I’m enjoying some fine dining.”

“Why here?” he asked. “Why now?”

“Why not?” she asked, her eyes darting to him, daring him to probe further.

“Oh please,” he said, bitterly, “I asked you to come here dozens of times over the years and never had the slightest inclination to visit and now suddenly…”

“I guess I found my centre,” she said, causing Brett to smile brightly, “a new grip on life.” Brett gasped slightly and Scott clocked that Scarlett’s hand was now under the table, doubtless gripping Brett’s girthy life.

“But why here?”

“Well, you made it sound so appealing that I felt I just had to come. Don’t you ever get that feeling, sweetie?” She looked at Keiko, her experienced eyes studying the younger woman’s body.

“What feeling?” asked Keiko, her voice shaking.

“The feeling,” said Scarlett, “where you just absolutely need to reach out and grab whatever you want, to declare ‘this is mine’ and not stop until you are completely and utterly satisfied?”

Brett let out another moan, Scarlett’s grip no doubt tightening on his cock. Perhaps, thought Scott to himself, Brett isn’t quite as self-controlled as one might think.

At another time, that would have made Scott laugh out loud, but he didn’t feel like laughing, not with his ex-wife trying to humiliate his current date.

“Actually,” said Keiko, her voice sharpening to a tone Scott had never heard before, “I find I don’t need to grab anything. The things I want just seem to find their way to me.”

Scott coughed as he felt Keiko’s hand slide up his thigh.

“Yes, well,” said Scarlett, her playful edge dimming slightly, “I’m not surprised, looking like that. But give it a few years, my dear, and you’ll soon find that things that once came so easily need a bit of work.”

“Thank you,” said Keiko politely, her hand sliding up to Scott’s crotch, “I always appreciate advice from my elders.” Scott saw Scarlett’s eye twitch. It was so slight someone else might have missed it, but he knew exactly what to look for and exactly the sort of comment that would push her buttons. And apparently, so did Keiko. “But right now, I have no problem getting anything I want to come on command.”

Brett cried out in pain, likely Scarlett’s hand crushing his cock. Scott, this time, couldn’t help but let out a snort, especially with Keiko’s careful fingers stroking him through his linen trousers.

“Would the table like any desserts or coffees?” asked the waiter as he appeared by the side of the table, unnoticed by everyone.

“No, thank you,” said Keiko, “I have dessert prepared. And,” she stood, “I don’t need anything to keep me up all night.” She turned to Scarlett. “It was lovely to meet you.” She bowed slightly, then walked out of the restaurant.

“Anyone else?” asked the waiter, as if nothing had happened.

“Not for me, thank you,” said Scott, digging into his pocket, pulling out some notes and dropping them on the table, “I’ve got enough on my plate at home.” He turned to his other dinner guests. “Enjoy the rest of your trip.”

With that, he followed his date out of the restaurant.



Chapter Five

The walk back to the ship was quiet. They walked back arm-in-arm, but, to Scott at least, it felt as if there was nothing else to be said. He had been surprised by Keiko’s sudden and sharp-tongued response to Scarlett’s snide remarks and, not to put too much of a point on it, more than a little aroused.

He had not expected to see so much sass from a woman whom he had only ever known as being shy, whose beauty was only surpassed by her ability to blush seemingly on command. But there she was, giving his ex-wife the tongue-lashing of a lifetime, whilst still remaining elegant as fuck.

Hell, even Scarlett had been impressed by her spunk. And given the look in her eye, the one he remembered from the early days of their marriage, she was also curious about what else that powerful tongue could do. A pity for her that she would never find out. Scott, on the other hand, well, he didn’t know what the future held, but he certainly knew how he would like the evening to end.

“I’m sorry about tonight,” said Scott as they stopped outside Keiko’s cabin.

“There’s nothing to be sorry about,” said Keiko, “I had a lovely evening.”

“You did?”

“Well, the food was lovely and so was the company, some of it, at least.” She smiled and looked at him, her hands taking his and holding them gently.

“That I can agree with,” he said, his thumbs gently moving in circles over the backs of her soft hands.

“But maybe next time, when it’s just the two of us, it can actually be just the two of us?”

“I would like that,” he said, “if you would like there to be a next time?”

“Maybe,” she said, uncertainly. Scott’s stomach dropped, his heart racing faster as a sense of doom washed over him. “It all depends on one thing.”

“What’s that?” he asked, not sure he wanted to hear the answer.

“On how well you devour your dessert.”

She let his hands drop, opened the cabin door, and went inside. Scott looked after her as she helped the door open and looked back over her shoulder, issuing a single-word instruction.

“Come.”



Chapter Six

She let the door slip from her fingers, walking further into her cabin, forcing Scott to make the decision whether to obey and leap forward into her room or to let the door slam closed in his face.

He chose the latter, stepping over the threshold and letting the solid door slam against his awaiting palm.

“Nice room,” he said, stepping further into the cabin and closing the door behind him, “you all sleep in here?”

“Mostly,” she said with a shrug. Scott wondered if Keiko was referring to the nights Ichika and Hitomi had slept elsewhere – both times with him – or perhaps some other times he wasn’t aware of.

“It’s nice,” he said, trying to put the idea out of his mind. “Very cosy.” 

“I think the word you’re looking for is ‘cramped,” she said.

It was. The room was only slightly bigger than his cabin, but instead of a single luxurious king-sized bed, there were three single beds crammed into the same space. “I,” she continued, “like to think of it as a nice, tight fit.”

She turned to face him, and he felt the heat rise in his body. He had expected her to gasp at the innuendo, her cheeks to redden with embarrassment, but there was none of that. Perhaps she had finally found a bit of confidence; perhaps she had used all her embarrassment back at the restaurant. Perhaps now, she wasn’t afraid to say what was on her mind.

“Why did you get divorced?”

“I’m sorry?” he asked, literally taking a step back with shock. He had been expecting her to say any number of things, but not that.

“Does it make you uncomfortable?” she asked. “To speak about it?”

“No,” he said, “it’s just, I didn’t think you would want to talk about that.”

“She seems very forceful,” said Keiko, stepping forward as her slender fingers undid one of the bright gold buttons on her blazer. “Very forceful.”

“She’s a strong-willed woman,” he conceded. “She knows what she wants and how to get it.”

“Interesting,” said Keiko, as she fingered the remaining button, “and how do you feel about women like that?”

“Depends on the woman,” said Scott. He felt the solid door behind his back and watched as Keiko took one leisurely step towards him after another.

“Scarlett?”

“It was fun for a while,” he said, “until it wasn’t.”

“How so?”

“It was great when you were her new favourite toy, her prized possession. But then she got bored of you and were mostly discarded.”

“Mostly?”

She was close now, just a couple of steps away, her fingers teasing the final button, pressing it against the buttonhole, but not enough to slip it through.

“She liked to keep everything – including people – just in case.”

“I see. So, you would prefer to be with a woman who wants to use you to satisfy her needs and then get rid of you?”

“Depends on the woman,” he said again.

“What if I said,” said Keiko, finally slipping the button through the tight hole, “that I wanted to thoroughly use you and then keep you?”

“I’d say, ‘yes please’.”

She smiled and pushed her blazer apart as she pressed herself against him.

“Since you asked so nicely…” she said, as she leaned in and kissed him.



Chapter Seven

He moaned as she pressed herself against him, her hands pressing against her chest as she raised herself on her toes to reach his mouth. He had expected so many things from her, but not this. Not that he was complaining. Clearly, she knew what she wanted and wasn’t afraid to go for it.

He had imagined kissing her softly, lowering her onto the bed and making careful, passionate love to her. But as his hands slid underneath her opened blazer, her slim waist fitting comfortably into his hands, and her tongue thrust purposefully into his mouth, he knew this was going to be something else entirely.

“I’ve been waiting all night to devour you,” she said, sliding a hand down his body and over his crotch, grabbing his hardening cock through his linen trousers. “I just wanted to blow you in the restaurant, just to rub her face in what she’d lost.” Her hand gripped tightly around his cock, working him slowly.

“Just for that?” he asked, his hands sliding up her back, feeling the ridges of her spine as he pulled her closer to him.

“And maybe for some other reasons,” she conceded.

“Such as?” he asked, sliding a hand down her body and grabbing her ass through her short skirt.

“Wouldn’t you like to know?”

“As a matter of fact, I would.”

She pushed back and escaped his grasp. She stood there, her hands on her hips, her opened blazer pushed back. Underneath, she wore nothing but a lacy white bra, her dark nipples clearly visible through the transparent cups.

“Maybe the thought of sucking your cock in public gets me off.”

“Maybe?”

“Maybe.”

“And in private?”

“I guess we’ll have to find out.”

She stepped forward and dropped to her knees, unbuttoning his trousers and pulling them down. He ran his hands through her blonde hair as she leaned in and kissed his cock through his boxers, the stiffness twitching beneath the fabric. She ran her hands up his legs and grabbed his ass. He cried out as she dug her nails into his asscheeks, causing her to giggle. Then she pulled back her lips and looked up at him, watching him carefully as he watched her pulling down his boxers and freeing his throbbing cock.

“Can you imagine,” she asked as she gently stroked his cock, “me trying to suck this big, juicy cock under the table as your ex-wife watched on, helpless?”

Her hand moved faster and he felt the first drops of precum coat the tip of his cock. He was not one for petty revenge, but the idea of another woman sucking his cock as he saw her realise what she had lost, really fucking turned him on.

“I think someone likes that idea,” she said, her thumb massaging the wet tip as she continued to stroke him, both hands on his shaft, “although I’m not sure I could have gotten all of this down my throat.” She raised her head, showing him her long, slender neck. “What do you think?”

“I think you’d give it your best effort,” he said.

“I did always need to be the best at everything,” she said. “I’ve always been a people pleaser.” She began stroking him faster with one hand as she sucked the precum from the tip of her thumb of the other, then let out a long, thick line of spittle from her thin lips, coating the tip of his cock. He twitched as the warmth enveloped the tip and watched as she leaned forward and stuck out her tongue and began gently licking the tip in circles.

“Oh god,” he moaned as she leaned forward and took the tip in her mouth, closing her lips and sliding them over it as her tongue teased the slit, licking up every drop of pre-cum as it emerged from his cock. She continued stroking his shaft as her other hand went to his balls, gently massaging them in her palm, her fingers working wonders as they slid behind his sack.

He bucked his hips involuntarily and pressed his cock into her mouth, her lips sliding up and down the top of his shaft as her hand worked the rest, her fingers getting wet as she released thick webs of saliva from her throat, coating him in her hot, sticky fluids. Her slick hand moved faster over his shaft, moving in smaller strokes as she leaned forward and took more of him into her mouth, her lips sliding down to the halfway mark and back up.

She pressed down further, taking his cock into her mouth until he felt himself hit the back of her throat, her warm muscles contracting, massaging the tip as she held him there, sucking at his wet cock, her fingers moving nimbly over his balls.

“You’re so fucking good at that,” he moaned, then moaned louder as she adjusted her position and took him further into her throat, her wet hand grabbing his ass and pulling him closer as she pressed herself down until her lips were around the base of his shaft. “So fucking good.”

He looked down and saw she was looking up at him, her eyes wet, locked on him. She looked so fucking cute with his cock down her throat he could barely stand it, and had to resist the urge to cum down her throat, to give her the treat she had so truly earned. She held him there, coating him as she sucked at him, twisting her mouth around his cock, until she finally slid it all the way out.

“Are you alright?” he asked, his cock throbbing between them. Her face was bright red, but not from embarrassment. She nodded as she breathed in deeply, and ran the back of her hand over her wet mouth, wiping away some of the saliva, but missing the bit that hung from her chin, which extended slowly before it finally snapped and landed on her chest. He felt so jealous of that wet blob on her chest, sitting comfortably between her small but pert breasts.

“You thinking of cumming on my tits?” He looked from her chest to her face and saw she was looking at him. “Because you can.” She took his wet cock in her hand and began stroking him quickly, her small breasts in her transparent bra bouncing softly. “But there are so many other fun places you could cum, too.”

“Is that a promise?” he asked.

“It’s whatever you want it to be,” she said, giving the tip of his cock a cheeky lap with her tongue.

She stood up and slowly slipped her blazer from her slim body as he watched, half-heartedly kicking off his shoes and trousers. She walked across the room and placed it carefully on the back of a chair.

“I’m feeling awfully overdressed,” she said, turning to face him, and running her fingertips down between her breasts, wiping the saliva down her front. “Want to help me with that?”

“My pleasure,” he said, walking over to her. She turned away from him, leaning against the chair as she stuck her ass out. It was small but firm and perfectly moulded in her tight-fitting dress.

He stood behind her and ran his hands down her back, feeling her body react to his touch, then down over her dress, holding one hip as he found the zip on the other side.

“Careful,” she said, as he slowly unzipped it, “we don’t want to make a mess on my lovely new outfit.”

“Don’t we?” he asked, letting go of the skirt and watching her shake her hips as she let it fall to her feet.

“Not just yet, at least. Do you mind?”

“Not at all.”

He touched her hips once again, feeling the lace of her panties and leaned in, kissing down the centre of her back, kissing lower as he lowered himself down, his hands sliding down her slim, smooth legs. She sighed as he caressed her, his lips moving down and kissing her tight asscheeks. He could smell her desire, could feel the warmth of her body. She pressed back further. Her panties were dripping with desire.

“What are you – oh fuck!” she cried as he took her wet panties in her mouth, sucking at her pussy through them, moaning with pleasure as he tasted her sweetness for the first time. “You were just supposed to take my dress off!” Her knees buckled as he pressed his tongue against the wet fabric, pressing herself harder against his mouth. He slid his hands up and grabbed her by the ass, holding her steadily as he gently parted her asscheeks, spreading her lips beneath her panties, and continued to suck.

She groaned and parted her legs as wide as she could, the tight dress around her ankles limiting her movement.

“I need more,” she begged, rubbing herself against him, “please.”

He moved his mouth from her and admired how her panties stuck to her wet lips, outlining her perfectly. He carefully ran a hand over her ass and slid two fingers into the fabric just above where her cheeks met. She groaned as he slid them slowly down, peeling the wet material from her body, then carefully pulled them to one side.

She had the most beautiful pussy he had ever seen. Her dark, neat lips were spread as she presented herself to him, her pink centre, wet and warm and desperate for him, teasingly visible.

She cried out, her voice high-pitched and wavering as he ran his tongue from her clit to her slit, his tongue barely missing her beautiful asshole.

“My god!” she cried. “What are you doing to me?”

“Just getting you warmed up.”

“I’m not sure I can get much warm–eeergh!” Her words dissolved into nonsensical moans as he began to lap at her warm slit, her hotness spreading over his mouth and chin as he buried his face between her spread legs. She rode his face as he knelt behind her, her moans getting louder. He wondered if someone could hear, but realised he didn’t care. Hell, he wanted them to hear how much Keiko was enjoying having her pussy eaten from behind, how much pleasure his tongue was bringing her. He wanted Ichika and Hitomi to arrive back at their cabin, rushing in at the sound of Keiko’s cries, only to find her in the throes of ecstasy. He imagined the two women watching him eating out Keiko, both of them knowing the same sort of pleasure he had brought to them. Fuck, he wanted them more than watching, he wanted them all. Period.

“The bed!” Keiko gasped as she reached behind and grabbed him by the hair, holding his face deep against her. “I can’t…”

He smiled as he ate her out, her contrasting actions amusing him no end. The desperate desire to move, but making moving almost impossible. She cried out as he sucked at her entrance, his tongue sliding deep into her, forcing her to reach forward once again and grab the chair for support.

“No!” she cried as he pulled himself away from her. “Don’t stop!”

He stood quickly and pulled her upright and turned her to face him. She was half-delirious, her eyes burning with desire. He leaned forward and kissed her, their lips sliding against one another with ease, his face lubricated from between her legs. Her tongue slid into his mouth once again, seeking out more of her taste. She gasped into his mouth as he grabbed her by the back of the thighs and lifted her up, leaving her skirt in a pile on the floor. He felt her legs wrap around him, her wet panties rubbing against his throbbing cock as he carried her the few steps to the nearest bed and threw her down.

She cried out with surprise, then laughed. She looked so perfect lying there, her delicate, slim body in her matching underwear set, a dead giveaway that this had been her plan from the start.

“This is Hitomi’s bed,” she said, as she writhed on top of the mattress. “It’s perfect.” She smiled that mischievous grin, the same kind she had before she pulled Hitomi into the pool, and rolled over. She pushed herself up onto her knees, her face buried in the bed as she presented her ass to him once again. He reached out and caressed her firm cheeks, but instead of sliding her panties to the side, he reached up and slid the waistband down over her ass, causing her to shiver as he peeled them off her body once again. He let them fall down to her knees. She lifted first one leg and then the other to let him take them off, sliding them over her calves and over her shoes, the last parts of her dinner date outfit. He decided to leave them on, figuring if she had wanted to take them off, they would have been the first items to go.

He dropped the panties, heavy with her arousal, onto the floor and admired her dripping-wet slit in all its glory. She purred as he ran his hands over her bare ass and gently spread her cheeks once again, this time rubbing his thumbs against her lips and gently parting them, exposing her pinkness.

Her face buried in the bedding, her moans were muffled as he slid his tongue deep into her pink entrance, licking her deep inside. She began to rock on her knees as he continued licking at her, sucking at her, tasting her exquisite body. Her moans got louder and her body began shaking faster, and he realised she now had her hand buried between her legs, playing with her clit as he ate her out from behind.

“I need you – oh god – I need to fuck me – to –fuck – to fuck me, now!”

He didn’t need a second invitation. He stood up and whipped his shirt off over his head, still buttoned up, and threw it across the room.

“wow.”

He noticed she had twisted her head to look at his naked body, her eyes devouring him as if she’d never seen a naked man before. Her bottom lip was held tightly between her teeth, her hunger for him obvious. He held her gaze for a moment before repositioning himself behind her. She gasped as he ran his hands over her nearly naked body, her head tucking back into position as she assumed the position. His fingers moved over her, quickly finding and unclasping her bra, exposing a mark on her skin where it had pressed into her all evening. She gasped tenderly as his fingers lightly traced over it.

“Now, please!”

He positioned himself behind her, his cock dripping with her saliva and the precum she had teased out of him, and ran the tip of his cock along her wet, quivering slit.

She let out a shiver, and as he held his cock he pressed the tip into her pink entrance. She let out a groan as her body felt him penetrate her for the first time, her tightness barely able to take even that little bit of his cock.

“Slowly,” she said as she pressed her ass back, groaning as she pushed his cock further into her, “you’re so fucking big.”

“Or maybe,” he said, his hands caressing her body with a careful touch, “you’re so tight.”

“So tight,” she agreed, “but you’re also so fucking big.”

“And somehow, it’s a perfect fit.”

“So perfect.”

He slid his hands to her hips, steadying her and slowly pulled the end of his cock out of her, leaving just the tip. He worked slowly, listening to her groans and the tightness of her body, easing his way into her tight cunt, hot and dripping-wet, as she adapted to taking his thick cock.

She was petite and tight, but as he eased himself into her, she seemed to take a little more every time. With every inch, she let out a whine, a mixture between pain and pleasure, her ass rocking as her body struggled to take it whilst simultaneously pleading for more, for all of it.

“Oh fuck,” she cried, as he pressed his hips to her ass, his cock fully inside her tight body.

“Are you alright?” he asked, his hand stroking her back, which was covered in sweat from exertion already.

“I will be,” she said, breathlessly, “when you start pounding my tight little pussy.”

He laughed, taken aback by her wording. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Oooh,” she cooed as he began to slowly work his cock in and out of her with long, careful strokes. “I like that.”

“Anything to pleasure you, ma’am,” he said, thrusting his cock fully inside her once again, her intense moans of pleasure making his cock throb inside of her. He began fucking her faster, moving carefully, holding her by the hips and rocking her on her knees, pulling her ass back onto his cock as much as he thrust deeply into her, both bodies working together to reach the same goal.

He heard her moan again and realised she was playing with her clit again, her fingers moving in circles, matching the speed of his thrusting. He sped up and realised her fingers were also moving faster.

It felt so good to fuck her, he had to grit his teeth to stop from cumming. Her warm, wet centre was so fucking tight as it gripped his cock for dear life. The sound of him thrusting into her was a cacophony of sounds, of her moans and pants, her grunts as he pounded her ass, the sound of skin on skin as his hips slapped against her asscheeks, the wet fap of her dripping pussy. He assumed he was making sounds of his own, his breathing definitely felt heavy as he took her hard and fast from behind, but his entire body was attuned solely to her.

She let out a high-pitched whine, and he felt her pussy fluttering around his cock. He kept going, keeping the same rhythm and speed, knowing she was getting close. The thought of her cumming on his cock was almost too much to bear, and he tried not to think about it, focusing instead on getting the job done, delaying his own pleasure, drawing it out for as long as possible.

“Your cock feels so good inside of me,” she moaned, her voice breaking as he continued to pound her, “I can’t – I can’t hold on any longer.”

“Then, cum for me,” he said.

“But – I don’t – I don’t want you to stop fucking me.”

“I’ll never stop fucking you,” he said, the thought of pulling out of her perfect pussy the furthest thing from his mind. “I’ll fuck you until you can’t take anymore.”

“You – you promise?”

“I promise. Now cum for me. Please, ma’am.”

At these words, she finally let go, moaning loudly into the bedsheets, her body shaking uncontrollably, her pussy spasming on his cock, nearly pulling him over the brink as he continued to pound her ass, the wet fapping of their bodies slapping getting louder as she got even wetter than before. He felt her wetness dripping down his balls and knew they would leave a damp spot or two for Hitomi to find later, a little memento of their epic fuck session on her bed.

Her moans turned into a series of primal grunts, barely human, as she gave in to her animal instincts, her consciousness switching off as her bodily desires took over completely. He kept fucking her as she kept fingering herself, her hand doubtless dripping wither her own desire as well, as he pounded her like it was his sole purpose on this planet.

Finally, with a final cry and a whimper, her orgasm reached completion. She went limp, and he slowed down, slowly pulling his cock out of her dripping-wet pussy. She shivered as the tip slipped out of her pussy, her pink entrance quivering, stretched to perfectly take his big cock.

She lay on her side and curled into a ball, shivering as post-orgasm shivers raced through her body. He climbed onto the bed and spooned her, his cock pressing against her pussy, causing her to jolt, but to not move away. He gently eased her bra, still hanging loosely from her body, off her shoulders and tossed it gently behind them, then wrapped an arm around her, and she snuggled back into him, her slim body shaking as he held her.

She tried to speak, but her words came out as meaningless sounds.

“Shh,” he said, gently stroking her hair, “it’s ok.”

She smelt so good, her sweet perfume and sweat and sexuality blending to create a scent unique to her, and more arousing than anything he had ever experienced.

“I –,” she gasped after a few moments, “I’ve never felt anything like – oh god, that was so good.”

“Always happy to be of service, ma’am,” he said. He laughed softly, and so did she, her laughter turning into another yelp as another ripple of pleasure moved through her.

“You said,” she said, gasping, “you’d never stop fucking me.”

“I was afraid if I kept going,” he said, “that I’d break you once and for all.”

“What if,” she said, turning her head to face him, her sweaty blonde hair stuck to her face, “I want you to break me.”

“Do you?”

“There’s only one way to find out,” she said as she turned around to face him, pressed her body to his and kissed him.

She rocked her hips, sliding her wet, pulsating pussy over his cock, her hands caressing his chest, her small breasts squeezed together between her arms. He held her, his arm still wrapped around her back, kissing her passionately but slowly, easing her tired body into a state of arousal once more.

She leaned forward, easing him onto his back and mounting him. She looked so beautiful sitting on top of him, her slim body shining with sweat, her blonde hair tousled. She ran a hand through it as she slid her pussy over his cock, her pale cheeks flushed pink with exertion. Her breasts were small but firm, her dark nipples hard and prominent. He ran his hands up her sides and cupped her small, firm breasts. She squeaked as he rolled her nipples between his fingers, teasing them gently as he savoured the softness of her body.

“Do you want to suck them?” She asked.

“Yes.”

“Do you want to lick them?”

“Yes.” He paused. “Yes, ma’am.”

She beamed with delight.

“Good boy.” She leaned forward and pressed a breast into his mouth, moaning with pleasure as he began to suck and lick at it. He felt her wet pussy brushing against his torso, her short frame too tall to ride his cock as he sucked at her tits, then moaned into her breast as she reached behind him and started working his cock with her hand.

“You’re so good to me,” he muttered into her breast.

“All good boys deserve good treats,” she said, pumping his pussy-slick cock as she rubbed herself against his torso, her tuft of dark pubic hair rough on his skin. She pulled back momentarily and guided her other breast into his mouth, moaning louder, pumping him faster, as he sucked and licked at it, his hands cupping both breasts as he did so.

After a while, she pulled back, sliding her wet pussy down his body and over his cock, rocking on top of his shaft once again. Her nipples were harder now, bumpy from his mouth, wet too.

“And you,” she said, rising herself up and reaching underneath her to grab his cock once again, “deserve the best treat of all.” She held him firmly as she guided him into her, moaning as his thick cock once again stretched her out. But her warmed-up body reacted faster this time, taking him with ease, although the fit was no less tight, no less inviting.

She rocked on top of him, sliding up and down his shaft, sliding a little deeper each time until she was sitting fully on top of him. She looked at him, her hands resting on his torso as she rocked her hips, pulling him in each direction. Being inside her whilst she decided what happened to his cock was heavenly. He reached up and stroked her legs, her body, her breasts, any part he could get a hold of. He wanted her all. And she, clearly, wanted all of him.

She leaned forward and kissed him, her tongue sliding into his mouth as his cock slid nearly all the way out of her body as her wet nipples brushing against his chest, then broke off the kiss as she pushed back onto his cock. She groaned as he filled her again, panting as she began to bounce on his cock, throwing herself forward and back, pumping his full length with her tight pussy, her warmth coating him and letting her ride him with ease. He watched as she rode him, his hands still exploring her body, focusing now on her hips, her pert ass, helping her as she moved. Her small breasts, pressed between her arms as she rested her hands on his body, bounced hypnotically, her prominent nipples begging to be sucked.

“Your. Cock. Feels. So. Good. In. Side. Me,” she panted, her nails digging into his stomach, each syllable released with a grunt after her ass bounced off his thighs. “I. Could. Fuck. You. For. Ever.”

“I want you to fuck me forever,” he said, even as he felt his orgasm closing in. The way she was riding him, with such passion and intensity, there was only so long any man could resist. “But I think I’m going to cum soon.”

“Please,” she moaned, riding him even faster, the thought of him cumming spurring her on even more. “I want you to cum for me.” She closed her eyes and threw her head back, breathing heavily as she brought him closer and closer to orgasm, her entire being dedicated to the task of making him cum.

“I’m so close,” he moaned, trying to hold back for as long as possible, savouring her hot pussy enveloping his cock.

“Please,” she begged again, her tone desperate. “I. Want. You. To Cum. For. Me.” She cried out, the thought of him cumming clearly enough to tip her over the edge into her second orgasm. He felt her walls fluttering on his cock as she bounced harder than ever, her ecstatic moans filling the cabin, if not the entire deck, and as she slammed her tight ass down again and again, until he finally lost control.

“I’m cumming!” he cried, as his cock pulsed inside her, shooting thick ropes into her slim body, coating her quivering insides as he flooded her fertile body with his seed.

“Yes!” she cried. “I can feel you cumming inside me. It feels so fucking good!” She pressed her ass down, pumping him dry as she held him deep inside as she used her body to stimulate his entire length at the same time. “Give it to me!” she cried. “I need every drop!”

He held onto her hips, thrusting sharply as his cock continued to spurt into her body, his balls tightening as they emptied fully into the beautiful, orgasming woman riding him like her life depended on it, like she would explode if she didn’t get every drop of semen into her body immediately.

“Oh my god,” she muttered as she collapsed onto him, both of them shivering and panting, exhausted and satisfied. “I’ve never cum like that before – with a man inside me. It was so… so… intense.”

“Was it ok?”

“Yes,” she said, gasping, stroking his face as she looked up from his chest, “it was… perfect.”

And with that, she passed out, her exhausted face a symbol of pure bliss.



Chapter Eight

He held her in his arms, their naked bodies sticky but cooler now, hidden under the covers in the single bed they had fucked upon.

“Did I fall asleep?” she asked, sleepily, her eyes still closed.

“A little bit,” he said, stroking her hair gently.

She had, in fact, fallen asleep a lot. So much so, he had been unable to wake her. He had held her for a moment, waiting for her to wake up, but nothing. So, with care, he slid his cock out of her, and, with her still clinging to him, managed to manoeuvre them both under the blankets. It wasn’t ideal, but it was the best he could do in the situation.

“Sorry,” she said, as she snuggled into him, “I get horny then I get sleepy.”

“It’s ok,” he said, kissing the top of her head, “you put in a lot of work.”

“I did,” she agreed, “you’re welcome.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” he said, and smiled as she wriggled with delight.

The bed, whilst small, was perfect. It meant they had no option but to hold one another close, to keep their naked bodies touching. Not that either of them had any intention of doing anything else. It was, in a word, pure bliss, a moment nothing or no one could spoil.

“What the fuck?!”

Scott opened his eyes and looked across the room. There, standing in the doorway, were Hitomi and Ichika.

“Did you fuck in my bed?!” Hitomi marched across the room towards the bed where he and Keiko were wrapped around one another.

A shot of panic ran through Scott, waking him from the edge of sleep.

“I think we both know the answer to that,” said Ichika, giggling in the doorway.

“It’s not funny,” said Hitomi.

“It’s a little funny,” said Keiko, snuggling into Scott, seemingly oblivious to her friend’s outrage.

“We can go somewhere else, if you’d like?” said Scott, sheepishly.

“So I can sleep in your bodily fluids? No thanks!”

“You can use my bed,” said Keiko. “We’re busy right now.”

“Where you’ve been diddling yourself to thoughts of this every night?” For a moment, Scott thought Hitomi was going to pull the covers off and kick them both out.

“It’s ok,” said Ichika, touching Hitomi’s shoulder gently, “you can sleep in my bed if you like.”

“And where will you sleep?” asked Hitomi.

Ichika looked at her, a wry smile on her face. “In my bed.”

They locked eyes, and for a moment Scott thought the two women were going to kiss. But in the end, Hitomi simply gave out a sigh. “Fine,” she said, “but I’m the big spoon.”

“Wouldn’t have it any other way,” said Ichika, giving her friend a peck on the cheek, taking her by the hand and pulling her behind as she skipped toward the bathroom. “Ok, let’s get ready for bed.”



Chapter Nine

The last thing Scott had been expecting that morning was to end up with Keiko in Hitomi’s bed, next to Ichika and Hitomi, spooning, having spent the evening dining with his ex-wife and her new toyboy lover.

He wondered if Scarlett and Brett had fucked. They probably had. An intense session, he imagined, a desperate attempt to prove that they were the hotter couple, a jealousy-fuelled frenzy of cold, calculated fucking.

He waited for the jealousy to wash over him, for the self-loathing to take effect, but there was nothing. He didn’t care whether or not they were fucking, or whether she was thinking of him whilst they were doing it. He had a beautiful, kind, gentle, loving woman in his arms, a woman who fucked for pleasure, not to prove a point. And she was fucking great at it.

He felt his body stirring as he held her, his desire to fuck her once again rising. She moaned slightly as his hardening cock pressed into the leg which lay over him, and began to rub her pussy against the outside of his thigh.

“Are you awake?” she whispered into his ear.

“A little,” he said, his hand caressing her soft skin as she moved against him.

“Me too,” she said, her hand sliding down and finding his cock. “But we really should find a way to go to sleep.” She began to pump him slowly, his cock hardening under her touch. “Do you have any ideas?”

“I have one or two,” he said. “But we’ll have to be quiet.”

“I can be quiet,” she said.

“Can you?”

“I can if I have something keeping me quiet,” she said. She kissed him on the cheek and shuffled her body, slipping under the covers. He bit his lip as she took his cock in her mouth, sucking him slowly. That might keep her quiet, but he was going to need something too. Luckily, she had just the thing. As she sucked his cock, she wriggled her body into position, throwing a leg over his head and straddling his face.

Yes, thought Scott as Keiko lowered her glorious pussy onto his face, this will keep me quiet all night long.
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