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Chapter One

“Disgusting,” lamented Jack as he sat in front of the typewriter, the city below him slowly waking as the sun rose over mountains forged from steel and sand, centuries of graft and development, toil and suffering, blood, sweat, and tears poured into the soil below laying the foundations for the bustling metropolis that was to come. They truly had no idea what new world they were building, the depths of their incomprehension literally unfathomable. Yet they worked every day, through rain or shine, thick or thin, to make it happen.

As he sat there, he couldn’t help but lament their suffering, their sacrifice, the inhuman toil such work put on the human body, breaking them down, wearing them out like cogs in a machine, ready to be replaced by shiny new parts who thought they could play the game, who were convinced the machine wouldn’t crush them. They weren’t like the people that came before.

But as surely as the changing of the seasons, their spirits and their bodies were broken, crushed. Sometimes with a brutal swiftness, sometimes by the gradual erosion of time that comes for us all, they played their role, giving everything they had until they had nothing left and they too were replaced.

But for all the pain and suffering and sacrifice that went into building this city, into forging an incomprehensibly dense and vibrant landscape that gave rise to innumerable cultures and subcultures, subcultures and underground movements, providing a safe haven for immigrants and prospectors alike, those fleeing persecution and those seeking fortunes, the creatives and artists and the intellectually free seeking a Bohehmia of their own, he still couldn’t get over how fucking awful this coffee was.

He drained the last of the cup, shook his head in disgust and banged it back down on the desk with more force than he had anticipated. He sighed as he returned his attention to the page in his typewriter, once nothing more than raw materials, an empty piece of infinite potential, and continued to extract what was buried within.

The keys clacked furiously as he typed, digging deep beneath the surface as he filled up page after page, the words flowing out like so much blood into the soil, his own toiling no less brutal, no less worthwhile than all those who had come before him.

What did he do, if not work with his hands? What was his work if not manual?

Sure, it was not manual in the same way as laying a brick or riveting a steel girder five-hundred-feet in the air with only a bit of rope separating you and certain doom was manual, but the spirit was the same. He, like so many others that had come before him, was a builder of worlds.

Of course, his world wasn’t real, but that didn’t make it any less. In many ways, it made it greater, made it better. He was building a utopia, a cornucopia of possibilities where the fruits of potential overflowed from their baskets of plenty and the sweetest flowers bloomed, turning the driest of deserts into lush Gardens of Eden.

Ok, maybe he was getting a little ahead of himself, but as the words poured forth from his fingers to the page, he was sure he was creating something special. He was convinced that his next work, Writing and Fucking, was going to be The One.

He’d been writing for hours already, feeling mightily refreshed from the evening of rest he had thoroughly deserved. He had once again decided against getting dressed, opting instead to sit there bollock-naked as he worked, his state of undress becoming as much a part of the ritual of writing as typing itself.

Not that he was superstitious or obsessive-compulsive about his writing habits. But he did find there was a certain rhythm to each book which demanded a certain environment, a certain series of familiar routines.

These varied from work to work, but once he had settled upon them he found the work flowed much more smoothly with them than without them. The same seat, the same outfit (sometimes this was casual clothing, sometimes pyjamas, and one time, much to his chagrin, was a suit replete with fully-buttoned shirt and tie), the same foul-tasting, nasty ass, bottom of the burnt barrel, industrial grade instant coffee.

He shuddered at the thought as he picked up the cup and took another swig, cursing as he found only drops of the dark brown filth he despised so much. He sighed and stood, moving to the kitchen to make himself another cup.

The work had been going well, the inspiration flowing, which was thanks, in no small, part to his cadre of muses.

Morika, Asami, Danuja, and now Eve, all had inspired him to create some of his greatest work, his most authentic work, an honest, no-punches-pulled representation of the human condition, exploring man’s deepest desires and flaws through the expression of the physical self.

As he poured the boiling water into the cup of fine brown granules, he made a note to write that last bit down for when he pitched this story to his agent. Not that he imagined much would come of it. This was far different from anything he had ever written.

But perhaps that was a good thing?

This could be his reinvention, propelling him into the pantheon of Great Authors. He would be showered with accolades and rewards, his books would hit the bestseller lists, selling millions of copies to people who didn’t even like to read, to become part of the cultural zeitgeist as his face and name became part of popular culture, his works being featured as part of book clubs run by A-list actors and chat show impresarios.

He laughed at the idea of Writing and Fucking appearing on any such list, at the bored housewives who were their primary audience picking up his book and seeing the unadulterated filth contained within, as he spread the legs of the human soul and invited everyone to have a taste.

Or perhaps they would love it.

They were, after all, the same demographic that devoured erotica and spicy romance novels with an insatiable thirst. His work could be the crossover between smut and literary fiction, could forge a wholly new genre of smutterary fucktion, a literary dialectical movement forging two opposites to create something much greater than the sum of its parts.

Or perhaps they’d just finger themselves next to their sleeping partners, until they came and fell asleep.

He returned to the typewriter, sat back down, took a healthy swing of his coffee and got back to forging his masterpiece.


Chapter Two

“Very impressive,” she said, placing her hand on his bare shoulder as he typed away furiously.

As the soft fingers gently touched his bare skin he turned and screamed, which in turn caused the woman to scream, which in turn caused him to scream again.

She jumped back, the hand that had been touching him just seconds before now pressed to her breast, as if her fingertips had been burnt by the heat of his skin.

“Who the fuck are you?!” he screeched in as manly a manner as he could manage.

“I’m sorry,” she said, “I didn’t mean to startle you.”

He looked the strange woman up and down and, much to his better judgment, was immediately disarmed by her beauty.

“What are you doing in my apartment?” he said, his voice lower, more controlled. His first thought was she must be one of his neighbours because she, like the other three he had met so far, was a young Japanese woman in her early twenties, and stunningly beautiful.

He tried not to stare as he looked at her, her dark hair flowing around her shoulders and the neckline of her pink crop top plunging dangerously low, showing off her more than ample cleavage, perfectly complimenting her toned stomach and navel piercing. She also wore a short black skirt with stockings and a pair of pink Converse.

“I’m Belle,” she said, as if confused by the question, “the cleaner.”

As he looked her up and down, she didn’t look like any cleaner he’d ever seen. Then again, she did look exactly like the type of cleaner Harvey would hire.

“So, you just walked in without knocking?”

“I come at the same time every week,” she said, her eyes locked on his, “Mr Harvey said not to bother knocking. If I interrupt him in the middle of… something, that’s his fault.”

She smiled faintly and he couldn’t work out whether she was remembering something embarrassing or exciting, or both. He was also increasingly aware of his nakedness and his hard cock which, he hoped, the angle of his body was hiding.

“Yes, well,” he said, shifting in his seat, “as you might have noticed, I’m not Mr Harvey.”

“Yes,” she said, “he said you would be here.”

“And that you should feel as free to walk in on me as you would him?”

“He said you would not be bothered.” She looked at him for a moment, head tilted, eyes narrowed. “Did he not tell you I was coming?”

“No,” said Jack flatly, “he did not.”

“Oh my goodness,” she said, her eyes widening as her hands covered her mouth, her breasts bouncing as she took a step back, “I’m so sorry! I would never have –”

“It’s alright,” he said, holding up his hands to calm her as he turned his body as much as he could without exposing himself to her, “it’s not your fault. You weren’t to know.”

Harvey on the other hand, he thought, would have known only too well.

“Would you like me to go?” she asked, “I can come back another time.”

“It’s fine, really,” he said, “just let me get dressed,” he noticed her eyes quickly flicking across his naked form, particularly towards his obscured lap, “then we can sort everything out.”

“Ok,” she said, “no problem.”

She stood there smiling at him as he looked at her, waiting for her to move.

“If you wouldn’t mind,” he said, twirling his finger around in the air.

“Oh, sorry,” she said, “Mr Harvey was much more relaxed about his state of dress.”

“I’m pretty relaxed about my state of dress as well,” he said, “it’s my state of undress that’s the problem.”

She smiled and turned away.

“Thank you,” he said, standing up and walking around her, “I won’t be a second.” As he moved, he couldn’t help looking her up and down, her toned legs and her skirt that barely covered her ass. He caught her reflection in the window and saw her watching him watching her. He felt a heat rush to his face as her eyes ran over his naked body, settling on his hard cock for a moment, then catching his gaze, she gave what he swore was a little wink before he dashed into the bedroom.


Chapter Three

“Fucking Harvey,” he mumbled to himself as he got dressed. He should have known he’d pull some shit like this. This was exactly like him.

But what exactly had he done? Forgotten to tell him that the cleaning lady was coming around? It’s easily done.

Not by Harvey it isn’t, he thought as he pulled up his trousers, he planned this.

He pictured Harvey sitting in some board meeting or other, checking his needlessly expensive watch, trying not to piss himself laughing at the thought of Belle surprising Jack in the middle of writing.

But he wouldn’t have known Jack would be naked, would he? Perhaps, perhaps not. Perhaps he only hoped that would be the case. After all, if he wasn’t there to witness it, it could be as funny as he could imagine!

“Sorry about that, Belle,” said Jack as he walked out of the bedroom.

“That’s no problem, Mr Jack,” she said.

He watched as she stood on a small footstool, her skirt rising up, exposing her firm ass and skimpy panties, which were mostly buried between her firm cheeks and barely covering anything at all, as she reached up with a feather duster and ran it across the top of the kitchen cabinets.

She looked back at him over her shoulder and smiled and he immediately looked away, moving back to his typewriter.

“It’s ok,” she said, “you can keep at it.”

“Excuse me?” he asked, deliberately not watching as she jumped down from the stool, her dress fluttering all the way up before slowly settling back around her body.

“You can keep working, if you want,” she said, waving the feather duster in the air like a magic wand, “unless I am distracting you?”

“Oh, no,” he said, “it’s fine. I probably need a break anyway.”

“Mr Harvey said it was hard to concentrate when I was around, but he never seemed to mind.” She smiled at him, then turned and continued cleaning.

He sat at the desk and watched her moving around the kitchen with a familiarity that suggested she’d been working for Mr Harvey, for Harvey, for quite some time. She hummed gently to herself, a catchy tune which tugged at some long-forgotten memory.

“What’s that you’re humming?” he asked.

“I’m sorry, I’ll stop,” she said.

“Oh no, it’s fine. It’s just, I think I recognise it?”

She looked at him like she wasn’t sure whether or not he was joking.

“It’s a brand new song,” she said, “perhaps you’ve heard it on the radio?”

“Perhaps,” he said, unconvinced, “who is it by?”

She told him the name of the band and the song, neither of which he had heard of in his life.

He shrugged and turned to his typewriter, staring at the words as Belle resumed humming, dancing around the apartment as she cleaned.

The tune continued to annoy him, like an itch he couldn’t quite scratch, and wondered if it was not the new song, but the old one he remembered. The older he had gotten the more he had recognised the songs on the radio, on adverts, in movies, were essentially rehashes of old songs updated for the modern age.

When he had first noticed the trend, he had been outraged. They were essentially ripping off old songs and creating lesser versions of them. There was no inventiveness or creativity to them. Sure, when he had grown up ‘sampling’ was very much a thing, especially in hip-hop and adjacent genres, but that was an art form in and of itself. Those beats were a cut and paste of various disparate sounds put together in new and interesting ways to create something wholly unique. They didn’t just take songs and remake them exactly the same.

But as his musical tastes developed and he listened to older works, he found a lot of ‘original’ works were covers or derivatives of older songs, or folk and blues standards that were part of the fabric of music history. It was all a grand tapestry woven from what came before it. The music of today was no less ‘real’ than the music of his youth, no less ‘artificial’ either. It was simply what young people liked to listen to these days and his annoyance with it was no more valid than the annoyance of his parents or grandparents or great-grandparents as they decried the decline of culture and the rise of popular entertainment for the newer generations when that meant him.

Still, that tune was going to bug him all day, he knew it.

“Would you like me to clean you up?”

He looked up from the page he had been blankly staring at and saw Belle standing next to him, a bright smile upon her face, her breasts dangerously close to him.

“Excuse me?”

“Would you like me to clean up your desk? I’ll be very careful.”

“Uhh, sure,” he said, “I’ll just put these…”

He picked up the pile of typed pages and put them in the desk drawer with the others. Even though he hadn’t been at it very long, the pages were starting to stack up and he was going to have to start arranging them before they got muddled, which would be a world of hassle.

He reached for the half-finished page in the typewriter.

“You can leave that there,” she said, “it’s nothing I haven’t seen before.”

He looked at her, a wry smile on her face, then back at the page.

It was, in a word, pure filth.

He was midway through the scene where Jacob was fucking Makaira in a small clearing in the woods, her jeans pulled down around her ankles as she bent over, her lithe body stretched out as she pushed her tight ass back onto his cock as he held her by the hips and thrust his cock deep inside her. The page in question went into great detail about her body and what it felt like for him (that is, the main character), to penetrate his cute Japanese neighbour, how her body reacted to his cock and how she begged him to fill her fertile body with his seed.

He took a deep breath, trying to calm himself as the memory of fucking Morika in the park the previous day began to harden his cock. But as he did so, he could smell Belle’s sweet perfume, emanating from her powerfully as she stood so close to him, and the stress in his cock only intensified.

“Sure,” he said, slipping out of his seat and moving away from her, “no problem.”

“Would you like me to give it a good polish, or is that something you like to do yourself?”

He looked at her, her slender finger trailing slowly along the spacebar of his typewriter.

“Oh,” he said, “I’ll take care of that. It can be quite temperamental.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” she said, “I find these older models tend to be a lot more reliable than the newer ones, and a lot more sturdy.”

“Do you know a lot about typewriters?” he asked.

“Not a single thing,” she said, smiling.

She turned to the desk, bending over and giving him a view of her perfect ass as she wiped the solid wood, moving the cloth carefully around the edges of the typewriter, then sliding her hand underneath the desk.

“Better make sure the underside is clean as well,” she said, “I wouldn’t be doing my job properly if I wasn’t sure to clean every spot.”

Thoughts flashed through his mind as he watched her clean, images of bending her over the desk and fucking her tight little ass, her panties pulled to the side, her skirt brushing over his abs as he pounded her, her moans of pleasure as he stretched her out, her duster falling to the floor, the rattle of the typewriter as they shook the desk, her body shaking as she took his thick cock, begging for more as he held her in place, fucking her harder and faster until she came on his cock, her walls fluttering on him as her lips gripped him, holding onto him as her orgasm triggered his, causing him to cum deep inside her, his cock twitching in her tight body as he flooded her pussy with semen, pumping load after load into her until they were both spent.

“Is that your thing?” she asked, not looking at him, “younger Asian women?”

“Excuse me?”

“I didn’t mean to be rude, but it seems your story is about Jacob and Makaira. I’m assuming Jacob is an older white guy and Makaira is a younger Asian woman.”

“Uhh, no,” he said quickly, too quickly, “I mean yes, I mean but, but yes, my story – the story - is about an older guy and a younger woman who just so happens to be Japanese.”

“Funny that,” she said, looking back over her shoulder, “they always just so happen to be Japanese. I wonder what it is that makes the older white man with the younger Asian woman pairing so appealing. I can’t possibly imagine why.”

“It is a mystery,” he said, maintaining eye contact as she pushed her ass back further, then turned and laughed as she stood up, her skirt floating around her ass as she spun around.

“I’m sorry,” she said, her breasts bouncing as she turned to face him, “I’m just teasing.” She walked towards him, slowly, “I know exactly what it is.” She placed her hands softly on his chest and slowly kissed his lips.

He moaned as she pressed her body against his, her large breasts pushed together between her arms. He placed his hands on her hips, feeling the curve of her body, his index fingers tracing the bare skin above her skirt.

She slipped her tongue into his mouth, massaging his as she pushed him slowly backwards across the room. He let her take over, eager to see where she would take him. He felt the backs of his legs hit the sofa and he grunted as she pushed him back, causing him to sit back on it.

She looked down at him, smiling, her fingers playing with the hem of her skirt, lifting it slightly to show off more of her pale thighs, then climbed on top of him, straddling him as she wrapped her arms around his neck. She leaned in and kissed him, rocking slowly on top of him, her lips parting as her tongue searched out his once again, faster this time.

She moaned as his hands slid down her body, over her skirt and up underneath, his hands cupping her ass as she continued to move on top of him.

“Mmmm,” she moaned as he caressed her ass, “I thought so.”

“What’s that?” he asked, between kisses, his hands still on her.

“Older men can never resist a piece of young Asian ass.”

She gasped and rocked faster on him, then pushed back, smiling at him as she took hold of the bottom of her top and pulled it up to the bottom of her breasts. He could see the underside of her breasts as they brushed against her fingers, bouncing softly as she rocked on him, laughing as she teased him.

“You got me,” he said, “I’m powerless to resist.”

“Yes,” she said, “you are.”

She whipped off her top and threw it across the room. He marvelled at her large, perky breasts, her firm, dark nipples pointing high and then she leaned in and kissed him, hard, passionate, her bare breasts pressed against him as she rocked faster, her hands on his face, holding him, stroking him, as his hands slid up from her ass and over her bare back. Her skin was soft and smooth, her body warm and as he caressed her she moaned into his mouth.

He ran his hands up over her back and shoulders and down her bare arms before slipping onto her waist, feeling every inch of skin as he ran his hands up over her smooth stomach, his fingers brushing against her cold navel piercing and up until he had her breasts in his hands.

She sat back and smiled, watching him as he stared at her tits, his hands caressing them, taking her nipples in between his fingers, twisting them gently until she squeaked with pleasure.

“You like my tits?” she asked, her voice dripping with glee.

“They’re perfect,” he said, his eyes locked on her soft orbs as he massaged them.

“You want to taste them?” she asked. “You want to take one of my nipples in your mouth and suck on it?”

He looked up at her, their eyes locked onto one another.

“More than anything.”

“Then do it.”

He leaned forward and took one of her nipples in his mouth, sucking hard at the soft flesh as his tongue swirled around it.

“Mmm,” she moaned as he sucked on her breast, “someone’s eager.” She rocked faster, holding his head in place with a hand on the back of his head, the other pulling at the bottom of his t-shirt, pulling it up his body.

She let go of his head and he sat back for a moment, watching as she pulled at his t-shirt, his arms in the air to allow her to pull it off and throw it after hers. She cried out as he lunged forward, taking her other nipple in his mouth, sucking just as hard, one hand on the small of her back, steadying her as she leaned back, the other moving back to her ass, sliding down between the cheeks and finding her panties.

“Eager, aren’t we?” she said, as he ran his fingers over the wet fabric. “That’s what I like about older men, they know what they want and aren’t afraid to take it.” She sat back, pressing herself closer to his finger, allowing him to stroke her panties more easily.

She looked him in the eye, biting her bottom lip as she savoured the eagerness on his face, his desire for her body. She leaned in quickly and kissed him, her breasts brushing across his bare chest and then slipped off the sofa onto her knees.

She reached up and got a pillow, tucking it under her knees and spread his legs, pressing herself in closer. She reached for his belt and undid it slowly, watching his face the whole time. The belt buckle clinked as she let go and it hung loosely in the air as she slowly undid his trousers, popping open the top button and running her hands over his crotch, her fingers tracing the outline of his cock, now rock hard, underneath.

“So eager,” she said, smiling, then slid her hands back up and undid his zipper.

She reached up and took hold of his trousers, tugging them down as he lifted his ass off the sofa to help her, then watched as she pulled them down his legs and off, leaving him in nothing but his boxers. She ran her hands up his bare legs, kissing his thighs as she leaned in, her breasts brushing against him as she moved deeper between his legs.

She ran her hands over his boxers, stroking him slowly through the material, then reached up to the waistband, pulling the front down with one hand, as the other slipped inside and pulled his cock free.

“Oh wow,” she said, “and now you know what I like about white guys.”

She stroked his cock slowly with a loose grip, her thumb gently caressing the tip as she spread his precum over the sensitive surface.

She moved her hand faster, her breasts bouncing softly as she stroked him faster, her hand cradling his balls through his boxers.

“No,” she said as she pumped his cock, “this won’t do at all.” She let go and grabbed his boxers, pulling them down swiftly as he raised himself up off the sofa. He sat back on the sofa, the leather warm on his ass as she pulled them down his legs.

“Better?” he asked, looking down at her as she eyed his thick cock, her tongue moving slowly across her pink lips.

“Much,” she said, taking hold of his shaft and working him quickly, her tits bouncing as she pumped him. She reached out with her other hand and began to cradle his balls, caressing them in her palm as she stroked him.

She looked up at him, the stunning young woman who had surprised him this morning, now down on her knees servicing him. She smiled and licked her lips again, then maintaining eye contact, moved her head slowly down towards the head of his cock. She opened her mouth and he could feel her hot breath on the tip, then shuddered as she pursed her lips and blew cool air over it. She laughed softly at his reaction, enjoying her power over the big white cock in her hand, then slowly took the tip in between her lips.

She kept it there, in the entrance of her warm mouth, her tongue moving slowly over the tip, licking up his precum as more emerged, her hands continuing to work his shaft and balls. He balled his hands into fists, his nails digging into his palms as she teased him, as he struggled not to cum too quickly, to not fill her sweet mouth with his thick creamy load as he so desperately wanted.

She released the tip from her mouth with a popping sound and removed her hands from his cock. He breathed a sigh of relief, taking a moment to recover, watching as she slipped a hairband from around her wrist and reached back, pressing her breasts out as she tied her hair back, turning it into a ponytail behind her.

“Much easier when there’s no hair getting in the way,” she said, before quickly dropping her head into his crotch and taking his cock in her mouth.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, as she began sucking him off, her lips sliding up and down his shaft, her saliva coating him as her wet mouth went to work, her tongue lapping at the underside of his cock. She sucked on him, the tension in her mouth increasing as she moved up and down quickly, sliding deeper and deeper as one hand returned to his balls, the other running up his chest.

He moaned as she caressed his chest, her finger moving from one nipple to the other, drawing small circles around them with her fingertip. He looked down at her, her ponytail flopping over one shoulder as she worked him quickly, and he reached down and stroked her hair, causing her to purr into his cock as she took him deeper.

Suddenly, she pulled up, smiling, her lips wet, took a deep breath, and then dropped her head back down, taking him deep into her throat again, pressing her lips down his cock as he stroked her hair as he guided her gently, watching as her lips moved closer and closer to the base of his shaft.

He moaned as he felt the tip of his cock press into the back of her throat, the muscles contracting, massaging the head as her lips formed a tight seal around the base of his shaft. She looked up at him, holding him there as she swallowed, her large eyes wide and wet, then pulled back up, gasping for breath.

She looked at him and laughed, his cock covered in her saliva.

“Fuck,” she said, her breasts heaving as she took in lungfuls of breath, “I wasn’t sure I was going to be able to take all of that for a minute. I’ve never had one as big as that, not even H–,” she paused. “You probably don’t want to talk about that right now, we’re focused on you.” She put her hands on his legs and gently pressed herself up, until she was standing in front of him.

She was so sexy he could barely take it. His cock throbbed at the sight of her, her perfect breasts high and firm, her pale skin soft and smooth, a sharp contrast to all she had left on, her short black skirt and stockings. Well, and her panties of course.

“All about you,” she said, reaching up under her skirt, wriggling her hips as she slid her panties down and dropped them to her feet. She smiled as the soft wet material sat on her stockinged feet, then picked them up on the edge of her toes and flicked them away, sending them sliding across the floor.

She climbed on top of him, straddling him, her stockinged legs pressed into him, her breasts brushing against his chest as she leaned in to kiss him, as her wet pussy rubbed against the underside of his cock.

“That feels so good,” she said, moaning softly as she rubbed herself against him, “I can only imagine what it feels like when you’re inside of me.” She moved faster as his hands slid down her bare back and cupped her firm ass, rocking her on him as her wetness covered his cock.

“Me too,” he said, his cock twitching at the thought of being inside her, of feeling her grip as he pushed deeper into her body. But even as she rocked on top of him, he couldn’t get her words out of his head.

I’ve never had one as big as that, not even H–

Harvey?

She must have meant, Harvey right?

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as his fingers slid underneath her and began teasing her hole, so warm and wet, so ready for him.

Had she fucked Harvey?

Maybe.

Probably.

But truthfully, he didn’t care about that at all. His question was far more existential, more profound in terms of shaping his view of his entire existence.

Did he have a bigger dick than Harvey?

“I need you inside me,” she moaned, “now.”

He had never given it any thought, assuming it was obvious. Not that he’d really had much interest in who had the biggest cock. Harvey was always better at everything. Sports, friends, money, women, life in general. He was just better.

But now, with this new information, information that didn’t matter in the slightest, he felt emboldened, powerful, like he finally had something Harvey didn’t have, and he was determined Belle was going to get it as he gave her fucking of a lifetime.

She cried as he grabbed her ass, lifting her up her petite body as she wrapped her arms around his neck, her slender frame the sort you could toss around all night.

She leaned in and kissed him, rubbing her breasts against him as he turned around and lay her onto the sofa. She gasped as her body hit the cushions, her uplifted skirt resting on her belly, her perfectly smooth pussy, waxed completely, on display.

“Much easier when there’s no hair getting in the way,” she said, smirking, running her fingers over her perfectly smooth slit.

He had been determined to fuck her, but seeing her fingers moving through her wet lips, he couldn’t resist having a taste. He leaned over the side of the sofa, his hands running over her stockinged legs as he kissed up towards her inner lips. She moaned as he worked his way up her legs, getting closer as he kissed her inner thighs, her scent driving him wild as he felt the heat of her body on his face.

He kissed around her pussy, pressing his lips against the perfectly smooth skin, kissing where her tuft of pubic hair should have been, then kissing down, over her wet lips, his cock throbbing as she moaned as he slid his tongue in between them, her taste flooding his mouth as he lapped at her wetness.

“Oh god,” she moaned as she wriggled her ass on the sofa, her back arching, pressing her breasts into the air as he slid his tongue deep between her lips, licking up and down, flicking the tip over her clit, sending shudders through her body, before moving back down.

She moaned with pleasure as he moved further down, circling her entrance with his tongue before sliding it deep into her, feeling her wetness on his face.

“Oh fuck, just like that,” she moaned as he tongued her hole, his lips circling it, sucking on her as his nose rubbed against her swollen clit.

She began to rock her hips, rubbing herself against his face, using his mouth to stimulate her pussy as his nose teased her clit. She wrapped her legs around his back, her stockinged feet rubbing against him as her slim thighs pressed against his head, the soft material rubbing against his cheeks.

He looked up over her perfect body as she writhed under his touch, as if he was in complete control of her. He watched as she took her breasts in her hands, pressing them together as she pulled her nipples, moaning as he tongue fucked her.

He could feel her wetness dripping down his face, doubtless dripping onto the leather sofa, but Jack didn’t care. This was his place now and he was going to mark his territory, first with the sofa and then with Belle.

He released his mouth from her pussy and she cried out with frustration, then again with pleasure as he ran his tongue up her and took her clit in his mouth.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, “you really love eating my pussy.”

I really do, he thought, sucking on her clit as his tongue moved around it in circles.

She moaned, raising her hips, rocking against him, her fingers running through his hair, taking a handful and holding him in place between her legs, as if he would ever choose to move from such a beautiful spot.

He kept sucking and licking, his face buried deep between her legs as he ran his hands up over her body, taking both breasts in his hands, caressing them, twirling her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers, as she moved underneath him.

“My tits and my pussy?” she gasped. “So greedy, I love it! Fuck!”

She pushed her clit deeper into his mouth and he sucked on her harder, his tongue moving faster, then slid a hand down her body and between her legs. Her thighs were soaked with saliva and her wetness and she cried out as he used two wet fingertips to tease her entrance.

“Don’t tease me,” she moaned, “I can’t take it.”

He kept going, moving his fingers slowly around her entrance, coating the tips in her desire. Then, just as he was sure she couldn’t take any more, he slowly slid his fingers into her.

“Oh my god,” she cried as his two fingers began to move in and out of her pussy, going deeper as they became more and more slick from her wetness, her body opening up to him even as her lips gripped his fingers.

Her grip on his hair tightened as he continued to work her clit with his mouth, his fingers sliding deep into her body, curling as they moved in and out as he stroked her inner wall with his fingertips.

She began to moan, long and soft, her body tensing as he kept going, shaking slightly as he sucked her clit.

Her moaning got louder, the pitch higher as he continued to work her, her body shaking, the vice-like grip of her legs tightening around him, the pattern of her stockings digging into his back as her heels pressed harder against him.

He kept going, fingers and mouth and tongue working in unison to pleasure her perfect pussy, her wetness dripping from his face and hands, a warm pool forming on the material below.

She got louder, her breaths heavier, her tense body moving in sharp motions, thrusting into his mouth as her head shook from left to right.

She began to mumble to herself, barely words as she began to shake more violently, pressing herself into him as she got closer and closer.

“Please,” he heard her mumble, “please.”

He kept going, pushing her closer and closer to the edge, her heat and desire building, her body desperate for release as he worked her until finally, with a cry she came.

“Oh fuck,” she cried as she came, her body rocking violently, her ass bouncing on the couch as she rode his face, his one hand locked on her breast, holding himself steady as she bucked and thrust, his mouth and fingers pushing her pleasure to higher and higher levels, her hips rocking on his face, her walls fluttering on his fingers, her wetness dripping down his wrist as he kept going, working her steadily as she thrust wildly out of control, her moans filling up the entire apartment space, until finally, she collapsed onto the sofa.

“Oh Jesus,” she moaned softly, her chest rising and falling as she breathed heavily, her body shaking as aftershocks of her orgasm passed through her body. He lay there a moment, her clit in his mouth, his fingers still deep inside her, watching her shiver, then slowly removed his mouth from her clit and slid his fingers from inside her.

“Fuck,” she gasped, as she rolled onto her side as he crawled up next to her, their bodies pressed close together as he lay behind her. “They know what they want,” she began.

“And aren’t afraid to take it,” he finished, slipping his wet fingers into her mouth, his cock twitching as she moaned, sucking them as powerfully as she had his cock, her tongue swirling around them as she tasted herself on them.

She sighed as he slid his cleaned fingers out of her mouth.

“Then take it,” she whispered as she rubbed her ass against his hard cock. “It’s all yours anyway.”

“Yes,” he said, pressing his lips to her soft ear, “you are.”

She moaned, pressing her ass harder against his cock. He reached down and took his cock in his hand, guiding it down and, as they both lay on their sides on the couch, pressed the tip into her entrance.

She groaned with pleasure as he pushed slightly deeper, holding the end of his cock inside her, feeling the warmth and wetness of her body, her tightness.

“Fuck,” she moaned, “you might break me with that thing.”

“I’ll be careful,” he said, slowly working himself in and out.

“Don’t,” she said, “I need you to break me.”

She moaned as he pressed himself deeper into her, her tight pussy gripping his cock as he stretched her out, working himself slowly further inside, her body shaking as he kept going.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, “definitely the biggest.”

She gasped as he pressed harder, sliding deep into her, her body giving itself to him, opening up even as it gripped him, her wetness coating his shaft to ease his entrance.

“I feel so full,” she said, “like my pussy was made for your cock.”

With a final thrust, he pushed himself fully inside her, holding himself deep in her body for a moment, letting her get used to being filled by him, then began to rock, sliding himself in and out of her, feeling the tightness of her body, one hand on her breast as he held her in position.

She groaned as he picked up speed, fucking her faster as they lay on the sofa, her black ponytail brushing against his face as he took her from behind, her hand reaching back for his ass, pulling him deeper into her.

So fucking full,” she moaned as he fucked her as fast as he could in this position, but needing more.

She yelped as he wrapped his arm around her body and rolled her, slipping underneath her until he was lying with his back on the sofa, her back pressed into his chest.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as he fucked her as she lay back on him, one hand on her tits, the other reaching down for her clit. He moved faster, her light body moving easily on top of him as he fucked her harder, pounding her tight pussy as she lay on top of him, stretching her out as she needed. She reached above her, grabbing the armrest for support as he continued to fuck her, her head resting on his shoulder, as he kissed her exposed neck.

She moaned as he fucked her, his fingers working her clit as she held on for dear life, her tits shaking as her petite frame took his big cock.

“Wait,” she moaned, “wait.”

He stopped and without a word, she pulled herself up, his cock still deep inside her. She pulled her legs up until she was kneeling on top of him, then began to ride him.

He watched as she rocked on top of him, reverse cowgirl style, her short skirt swishing around her perfect ass, her stockinged legs rubbing against his sides, her curled toes pressed into him. He watched as she leaned forward, pulling his cock tighter in her as she grabbed his legs, sliding all the way up and down his shaft, giving him the perfect view of her riding his cock, her tight lips gripping him as she moved.

She looked back over her shoulder, watching him watching her riding his cock, as his hands reached for her ass, caressing her cheeks as she reached back and held her skirt up to get a better view.

“Like what you see?” she asked, moving faster on top of him.

“Definitely,” he said, watching her take his entire cock in her tight body, as he began to rock his hips.

She winked at him and then turned around, riding him even faster than before, grunting as she bounced on his cock, his hands on her asscheeks, helping her movements. It felt so good and watching her ass bouncing as she rode him was a great sight, but still, he needed more.

He pushed himself up into a seated position, as she leaned against him, riding his cock as he reached for her breasts. She swivelled her hips, pulling his cock around inside her as his hand slid down to her clit once again, moving slowly as she moved slowly on top of him.

“This is nice,” she cooed, “but I think you want more.”

“No,” he said, “I want it all.”

She pushed herself up, groaning as his thick cock slid out of her body.

“Lose the skirt,” he said, slowly stroking himself as he watched her naked body.

“Yes, sir,” she said, unzipping it at the back, letting it fall to the floor. She reached for a stocking and began to roll it off.

“Leave them on,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” she said, smiling as she rolled the stocking back up.

“Good girl,” he said, as he stood and pressed his body into hers, his cock slipping between her legs, her wet slit rubbing over him as he kissed her. He pulled away and took her by the hand, leading her around to the side over the sofa. “Now, he said, “bend over.”

“You’re the boss,” she said, smiling as she bent over the arm of the sofa, presenting her perfect ass to him. He watched for a moment, her perfectly smooth lips glistening between her cute asshole, twitching with anticipation.

“Yes,” he said, “I am.”

He moved closer to her and ran his hands over her ass, then took his cock and slid it back deep inside her. She gasped as she took it, her stretched-out pussy already a perfect fit for him, then grunted as he began fucking her hard and fast.

“That’s it,” she moaned, “fucking break me!”

He spanked her ass and she cried out, then he did it again, watching her pale cheek reddening from his hand. He took hold of her by the hips, holding her steady as he fucked her over the sofa, his thighs slapping against her ass, a wet thump as his cock pounded her dripping wet pussy.

“Oh fuck,” she said, bringing her knee up onto the sofa, spreading her asscheeks as she provided better access. He pressed in deeper, her body taking more of his cock as he fucked her relentlessly, their bodies covered in sweat, the scent of her sex rising, filling his senses.

He felt her pussy tightening on his cock, her walls fluttering as he fucked her.

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

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “I want to feel your big dick cum in me.”

His cock twitched inside her as she moaned, her hand buried between her legs, rapidly fingering her clit as he fucked her from behind.

“So fucking big,” he moaned, feeling her tightness on his shaft.

He kept going, holding on as he savoured her perfect body, listening to her moans of pleasure as she got closer and closer.

“Oh god,” she moaned, “you’re gonna make me cum. You’re gonna make me cum with your big fat white cock in my tight Asian pussy. Ohfuckohfuckohfuck, aah!”

She cried out again as she came for a second time, her body shaking more than before, her pussy tightening on his cock, squeezing him as he pounded her and then he knew it was all over.

He groaned as he came, his cock twitching as he filled her orgasming body with his load.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “fill me up! I belong to you!”

He kept cumming as he pounded her ass, his cock twitching deep inside her, painting her walls with his semen, filling her tight, fertile body with his seed, spurting load after load into her as she begged for still more, the two of them cumming in tandem, bodies working as one to pleasure the other, driving each other to higher and higher levels of pleasure until they were both completely spent.

She let out a final cry as she flopped face-first onto the couch, her pussy throbbing on his cock as he held onto her hips, both of them breathing heavily. He caressed her red ass gently, then slowly pulled his cock out of her.

“I’m so full,” she moaned, as she crawled onto the sofa, ass still in the air, face buried in the cushion, “so fucking full.”

He watched her as she shivered, his thick creamy load slowly dripping out her well-fucked pussy and onto the couch, smiling as he claimed ownership of both of them.

He walked around the sofa and stood next to her, gently stroking her hair. She turned her head and looked up to him, her eyes wide and wet, her breathing still ragged, a look of complete satisfaction on her face.

“What are you doing?” he asked, as she pressed herself up on her arms and leaned in towards him.

“I wouldn’t be much of a cleaner,” she said, “if I didn’t leave your cock cleaner than when I found it.” With that, she leaned forward and took him in her mouth, moaning as she cleaned the cum, salvia, and pussy juices from his shaft.


Chapter Four

He wiped the sofa down as Belle cleaned herself up in the bathroom, then put his clothes back on.

“You didn’t have to do that,” she said, as she walked out of the bathroom, pulling her top back over her breasts, “after all, I’m the one who made the mess, and I’m the cleaner.”

“I certainly contributed to the mess,” he said, “besides, you’ve cleaned more than enough today.”

“That’s true,” she said, pressing herself into him, her hand reaching for his cock, “especially as it’s my day off.”

“Your what?” he said, watching as she moved across the room laughing.

“You didn’t think I fuck on the job, do you?” she asked. “How would I ever get any cleaning done?”

“But what about –?”

“Oh, that was just for show,” she said, waving the feather duster in the air, “a bit of fun before the main event.” He looked at her in amazement. “I just wanted to see what all the fuss was about,” she said, putting the duster down and walking towards him, “it’s all Harvey goes on about?”

“It is?” he asked, genuinely surprised.

“Why yes,” she said, pressing herself into him, “so, when the legendary Jack arrived, I just knew I had to come see for myself. And cum, I did.”

She leaned in and kissed him, her tongue slowly sliding into his mouth, her hand rubbing his crotch.

“And the rest?” he asked, feeling too embarrassed to ask, but desperate to know.

“About your big white cock?” she asked, smiling. “I have to say, I was pleasantly surprised.”

“And…?”

“Now, now,” she said, “comparison is the thief of joy. Just be happy with what you have, and who you had.” She kissed him on the lips and moved across the room. He watched her as she bent over, her bare ass sticking out as she put on her Converse.

“Your panties,” he said, picking them up from the floor.

“You can keep them, sweetie,” she said, “as a reminder, until next time, at least.”

She stood up and smiled, giving him a mock curtsey, lifting her skirt and giving him the faintest of flashes of her smooth pussy, and then opened the door and went to leave.

But right at the last second, she stopped and stuck her head back round the door.

“But if you absolutely have to know,” she said, pausing for a moment, “much bigger.” With a final wink, she disappeared from sight, pulling the apartment door closed behind her.

He stood there, absent-mindedly spinning her panties on the tip of his finger, his head in a whirl as he laughed, big white cock throbbing with victory.

“Fuck you, Harvey,” he said, laughing, thinking of his old friend with genuine fondness and appreciation, “fuck you.”


Chapter Five

Diiiiiiinnnng!

The typewriter bell rang out, followed by the sound of paper whipping through the air as Jack removed the latest page and inserted a new one, the machine clicking as he cranked it into place.

He had finished the story with Jacob and Makaira in the park, leaving the moment on a cliffhanger for his dinner invitation the next evening with her and Aratani, the potential dripping off the page.

He sat back and let out a satisfied sigh that he’d finished another section. Not that he was anywhere close to being finished, but at least he wasn’t falling further behind!

He picked up a fork and stabbed at the last part of the double helping of lasagna he had made (heated in the microwave) for lunch. He looked out the window and thought of Belle and how she was going to fit into his story.

Was she going to be a peripheral character, who appears for a single scene before disappearing entirely, as if her existence was nothing more than an erotic fever dream? Or would she weave in and out of the narrative, like a sexy nymph, appearing as if from nowhere, enchanting everyone with her presence, before disappearing into thin air?

His cock twitched at the thought of her and he stood up and began pacing the room. Her scent was still in the air, that mixture of her sweet perfume and her sex, and he deeply hoped she would make another appearance.

“Focus,” he muttered to himself, “there’s a long way to go before that.”

He picked up the empty plate and put it and the fork in the dishwasher, distracting himself before he got lost in that imaginary world. He still had a lot to do. There was the whole Dai and Ava photography session for one. He hadn’t even started on that, let alone worked out what, if anything, would happen with Ava.

Sure, it was great weaving these moments together into his story, but he was also aware he couldn’t just sit back and hope the story continued to present itself to him. At some point, he would have to make sure everything weaved into a satisfying, coherent narrative. Otherwise, it was just a bunch of random stories about fucking. Not that there was anything wrong with that, but there was, he felt, a much greater potential with this work.

He stretched his arms high into the air, groaning loudly as he worked to loosen every muscle in his body, even as his cock was getting hard.

Morika.

Asami.

Danuja.

Eve.

And now Belle.

A veritable harem of stunning Japanese women, all half his age, and all (including, he suspected, Eve) eager to fuck him.

It all felt too good to be true.

But was it?

Was this some epic erotic dream? Was he still on the bus on the way to the city, to Harvey’s apartment?

Was there an apartment?

Was there even a Harvey?

“Oww!” he cried as he pinched himself on the hand. “Guess I’m actually awake.” He shook his hand and walked around the room.

Yes, there was an apartment.

Yes, there was a Harvey.

And yes, there was a cadre of beautiful young women all desperate to suck his cock.

Don’t question it, he thought.

Don’t ask why.

Just. Fucking. Enjoy.

He clapped his hands together and stood up straight, taking in a deep breath, holding it deep in his lungs, before breathing out slowly, a calm sweeping over him as oxygen rushed to every part of his body.

“Right,” he said, running his hands over his bare chest as he walked towards the typewriter, “time for the next chapter.”


Chapter Six

He cursed as he pulled on his trousers, hopping towards the door, his shirt between his teeth.

He did up the zipper and pulled his shirt over his head and flattened it out.

“Just a second,” he said, hoping whoever it was wouldn’t notice the wet spot from where it had been in his mouth.

He took a breath and prepared himself for whatever happened to be waiting for him in the corridor. He swung the door open only to be confronted with…

Nothing.

He stared at the spot where nobody was, as if waiting for someone to emerge from out of thin air. He stepped into the corridor, his feet still bare, looking up the corridor and then down, but there was no one to be seen. Then he felt it.

He looked down at the ground and there was an envelope, the corner pressing into his big toe. He bent over and picked it up, glancing both ways up and down the corridor, then stepped back into his apartment and closed the door.

The paper was surprisingly delicate, his name in handwriting that was remarkably neat and ornate. It reminded him of the kind of writing they did in olden times, well before the advent of computers turned everything digital. Well before typewriters were mass-produced, even.

At first, he thought it might be from Morika and Asami, an official invitation to dinner this evening. He imagined Asami sitting down with an antique fountain pen, writing carefully on the note by candlelight (not that he had any reason to believe she had done anything of the sort), as Morika recited the contents. Certainly, he thought, this was not the handwriting of someone as impulsive as Morika. This took a certain level of care and precision.

It would also explain how it was delivered and why whoever wrote it did not stick around to see him.

But that didn’t quite sit right with him, and as he studied the handwriting more intently, the large loops expressing a much less constrained personality, seemed to point to someone else entirely.

Not that he was a handwriting expert, or had studied it at all. Actually, he was, if anything, highly sceptical of the practice as anything other than a bit of fun.

Still, he was sure he knew who this came from and, as he held the delicate paper to his nose, he caught a hint of a scent he was sure he recognised.

He looked at the back of the envelope, but there was nothing else written on it, so he went to open it. But, feeling his fingers would easily rip the paper, he looked around for a letter opener, before remembering they were well into the twenty-first century and such things hardly existed anymore, that letters hardly existed anymore!

But they did have knives.

He went to the kitchen and found a sharp knife, the weight in his hand making it feel reassuringly expensive, the edge capable of slicing through just about anything, then used the blunt edge to gently coax the envelope open.

As he lifted the unsealed flap, he got a stronger scent of her and was sure he was correct.

Inside the envelope was an invitation.

But not to dinner tonight.

To an exhibition.

An art show.

At least, that’s what he presumed it was.

On the paper was the name of an art gallery (he knew this because “Art Gallery” was part of the name) and a time and date.

It was in a couple of day’s time, which he was thankful for. If it had been this evening, he would have been stuck between a rock and a hard place, and tomorrow he would, he hoped, be far too tired to be entertaining.

Besides, he still had a lot of writing to do.

He couldn’t spend all his time with beautiful young women or swanning off to art exhibitions (which were probably referred to as “transient transcendental post-existential gatherings of neo-absurdist collectivist creations” or what have you), however appealing that might be.

And appealing it was.

He could already imagine her moving through the space. Her artwork, both remarkably simple and confoundingly deep, hung on the walls, as people who couldn’t possibly fathom their true meaning stood and gazed, their postures clearly signifying they understood both the intellectual and the emotional depths of the black and white photo of one hobo pissing on another as he smiles madly, as a third shoots up heroin in the background, smartphone in hand.

A piercing, absurdist look at the collapse of a decaying civilisation in the final throes of late-stage capitalist collapse, where the pissing hobo represented the ruling billionaire class voiding their bowels on an appreciative underclass of oppressed workers, whilst the bourgeoisie lose themselves in the new proverbial opium of the masses, social media.

Or maybe it doesn’t mean anything.

But there’s always someone looking to launder vast sums of money and what better way to do it than through the medium of art, where value is dictated purely by how much someone is willing to pay for it.

That’s a thing, right?

Truthfully, he wasn’t sure, but it was definitely something he had heard people say. But then again, people say a lot of things.

But honestly, he didn’t care in the slightest, not about art and certainly not about the financial machinations of the filthy rich.

But, what he did care about, was that he had been summoned. That she had summoned him.

Eve.


Chapter Seven

She was on his mind for the rest of the day, almost driving him to distraction. But lucky for him, the next part of the novel revolved around Dai, Ava, and Jacob’s photoshoot. Ostensibly for a series of headshots for Ava’s “normie” portfolio and the dustjacket of Jacob’s prospective next novel, it had quickly turned into something quite different as Ava, the avant-garde photographic artist, took control, instructing both Dai and Jacob, bending them into various poses, positions, and acts, for maximum authenticity.

Whether it was Dai on her knees with his cock in her mouth, or Jacob with his face buried between his neighbour’s legs, licking at her wet pussy as she pulled his hair, Ava walked around with seeming indifference, her only desire, the perfect shot.

The camera clicked and flashed, capturing every moment of their debauchery, elevating what could be dismissed as simple voyeurism into high art. Even as Jacob finished on Dai’s waiting face, Ava never lost focus of the work, capturing every droplet landing of his plentiful bounty as it splashed across her colleague’s beautiful features, with elegance and precision.

Jack sighed heavily as he pushed himself back from the desk, his cock throbbing, the tip wet with precum, wishing Eve was there right now, wishing he didn’t have to wait to see her.

He only had to wait until the day after tomorrow, but as he looked out of the window at the millions of lives going on without him, at the millions of people getting on with things whilst he sat there alone, he felt time stretching out endlessly, like an impassable void he would never traverse.

If only there was something he could do to make the wait less intolerable, less inexorable, something to sweep him up in a whirl of excitement and pleasure, something to pass the time until the moment they met again.

“Fuck!”

Jack jumped out of his chair, his erection barely missing the underside of the desk as it swung wildly, as if suddenly awoken from its slumber.

He grabbed his phone from the kitchen counter (always kept far away when writing, the best way to ensure he focused on the work), then dropped it back down and rushed to the bathroom, skidding suddenly as he rushed back the other way to gather up his clothes, then back towards the bathroom, dumping them in the basket as he waited for the shower to warm up.

As he stood there, hand intermittently breaking the spray of water as he tested the temperature, he wondered why he had been so eager to pick up his clothes. It was, after all, his apartment and he could leave it in any state he felt fit.

But, he realised, he had felt it would be disrespectful to Belle to leave the apartment in a mess. Not that he expected her to pick up his clothes, or for that matter, even be there that evening, but he felt a need to keep things tidy as a sign of respect for the work she did.

His cock throbbed at the thought of her working him that afternoon, and struggled to see her as a cleaner at all. He found the whole thing so curious and he knew it was something he would need to look into at some point in the future but, with the water running at the perfect temperature, and two stunning women preparing for his arrival, now was not the time.

He stepped in, sighing as the hot water cleansed his body as he prepared himself for his dinner date with Morika and Asami.


Chapter Eight

Dinner date?

That was a bit formal, wasn’t it?

It was just dinner with his neighbours, no big deal.

That’s what he tried to tell himself, at least.

He hadn’t seen Morika or Asami since the last time he had slept with either of them, and this, he felt, added an extra pressure to the evening to go well. Not that he had been avoiding them. He had seen Morika in the park just yesterday, and Asami the day before. But so much had happened in the intervening period that he couldn’t help but feel it had been far longer.

Writing always felt like something that took a long time. Even when time flew by, it gave the sense that he had lived far longer than the few hours he had been engrossed in his work. At times, it felt as if he had lived several lifetimes, the lives of his characters becoming his own, the passage of time as it leapt weeks, months, years, centuries into the future, becoming part of his history, his lived experience. The time that passed for them also passed for him.

But of course, it hadn’t, but that didn’t lessen the impact. And that, coupled with his meeting with Danuja and Eve last night, and his morning encounter with Belle, made the last couple of days feel like a lifetime. After all, how often did he encounter so many beautiful women who desperately wanted to sleep with him? Certainly not as often as since he arrived here, that’s for sure!

But now, none of that mattered, as the time for his next adventure had arrived.

He stood in the corridor of the building, looking at the door to Morika and Asami’s apartment.

He felt a bit uncomfortable in his chosen outfit, but he didn’t have many choices, figuratively speaking. He actually had a ton of outfits to choose from in the form of Harvey’s extensive wardrobe.

Harvey had given Jack permission to borrow any of his clothes, as long as he didn’t ruin them and got them dried-cleaned by the time he got back.

But still, as he stood there in one of Harvey’s needlessly expensive outfits (all perfectly curated in his walk-in wardrobe, almost as if prepared for Jack and his lack of fashion sense, in advance), he felt a bit awkward. Not that the clothes were uncomfortable, far from it. Even he could tell the fabric was expensive, and he knew nothing about clothing.

It was more that he was wearing someone else’s clothes, even if they were clean. It felt to him as if he was wearing someone else’s skin, a whole-body disguise as he role-played as a guy who could afford (and chose) to wear expensive clothes, the kind that were so expensive they didn’t have a logo on them. Clothes for people who demonstrated their wealth in singular, ridiculously expensive items, rather than gaudy items with needlessly large designer logos plastered all over them.

He would much rather have worn some clothes of his own, but he had been negligent on that front, the majority of his respectable clothing now balled up in the hamper, or crumpled in the suitcase, a mishmash of items that didn’t go together anyway.

So, he had been left with no option but to delve further into Harvey’s world, a world that was both luxurious and unsettling. A world seemingly so far removed from his own that he couldn’t help but feel like an imposter, even just looking through the choice of outfits.

But it was too late now, he thought, standing there, in a near perfectly fitting jumper and trousers combo. He had kept it smart-casual, opting for something that looked like he had made an effort, but not too much of an effort.

And, as he checked himself out in the mirror, tugging at the sleeves as he straightened them out, he realised how good he looked, and more to the point, how good he felt. Even if there was a sense of unease at wearing someone else’s clothes, he couldn’t help but feel more powerful, more his authentic self, more manly. And weirdly, he felt more like a writer, a real writer, a successful writer. It was then, he realised, just how easily a little bit of success could go to someone’s head. He wasn’t even successful and he was already feeling it, just by proximity!

He thought back to that feeling as the nerves threatened to overwhelm him and, with a renewed surge of confidence, knocked on the door.

He took a calming breath, his stomach churning as he waited for an answer, and was unsure whether it was nerves, hunger, or a mixture of both.

“Jack,” said Morika as she threw open the door, arms held high in the air, “glad you could make it.”

“Hi Morika,” he said as he entered the apartment.

“Hope traffic wasn’t too bad on your way to our fine dining establishment?”

“You know,” he said, “the usual. That’s why I left plenty of time.”

Yes, yes,” she said, “the corridor can get pretty intense at this time of night.”

They both laughed.

“I must say,” she said, eyeing him up and down, “I am very impressed with how smart you’re looking.”

“Oh, really?” he asked, taken a little by surprise, even as the warmth in his chest grew, “why, thank you.”

“Of course,” she said, running her hands over the sleeves of his jumper, then holding his hands as she inspected him, “this look really works for you.”

“You look amazing, too,” he said, looking her up and down, trying not to imagine her completely underdressed.

“Always the charmer,” she said, “but for men like you, I hear such things come naturally.” She gave him a wink and walked into her apartment, inviting him to follow her.

He wondered if ‘naturally’ was an illusion to their morning in the woods, their intense tryst in their own private piece of nature. He remembered the feeling of taking her, of cumming inside her bent-over body, the breeze on his naked form as his cock twitched inside her orgasming frame.

“Please,” she said, as they reached the dining table, “take a seat. I’ll just go check on dinner.”

“Do you need a hand with anything?”

“Such a gentleman,” she said, “but you’re our guest tonight, so you can just sit back, relax, and let us serve you.” She smiled innocently, her hands resting gently on his shoulders as he sat at the table. “We have quite the menu, a veritable feast for the senses.”

She smiled again and turned and walked away, Jack looking over his shoulder, watching her firm ass as she went.

Despite her claim to be ‘under-dressed,’ Jack thought she looked fantastic. She had opted for an elegant but sexy red dress, with a deep v cutting down the front accenting her perfect breasts, whilst the hem clung gently just underneath her ass, her bare legs accented perfectly by the pair of matching red heels she was wearing. She wouldn’t, he thought, look at all out of place in an actual restaurant, and then his cock twitched at the thought of what she would look like if she was actually trying to impress.

As he felt his cock harden in his trousers, he looked around the apartment to take his mind off things.

It was similar to Jack’s. Not a reverse copy, but close enough. The biggest difference was the decor. For one thing, it didn’t look as expensive. Not that any of it looked cheap, but it certainly didn’t look like it was handcrafted in Italy (or wherever Harvey got his furniture from).

It was more, he searched his mind for the word, disjointed. It lacked the precision, the items gloriously mismatched in size, shape, colour and positioning. It felt less curated and more thrown together, a chaotic blend of styles, of brash and bright colours on the one hand, with more refined pieces on the other. It was, he felt, the very embodiment of the two women who lived here, their contrasting personalities and demeanours coming together to create something that shouldn’t work in theory, but somehow blends together perfectly, even if it was a style that would never be put together by an expert.

Even if?

No, he thought, precisely because.

It didn’t feel like an exhibition room at a furniture showroom, it felt like a home.

“Sorry to keep you waiting,” said Morika as she walked back into the room.

“No problem at all,” he said, looking over his shoulder, just in time to catch an eyeful of her epic cleavage, her breasts bouncing under her dress as she passed by.

She looked at him and smiled as she leaned over across the table, giving him the perfect view of her cleavage, her dress hanging loosely over her breasts as she placed a plate of food in front of him.

“Looks amazing,” he said.

“I know,” she replied, “the food doesn’t look too bad either.”

She stood up and gave him a quick wink before heading back into the kitchen. He sat there, mouth salivating as the scent of the meal rose up from the table, a feast for the senses, just as Morika had promised.

“Here we go,” said Morika as she returned, placing two more plates on the table across from him, before taking her seat.

“Sorry it took so long,” said Asami, as she hurried from the kitchen, her heels clicking on the floor, “it’s a lot of work for one person.”

“Hey,” said Morika, mock offended, “I helped!”

“How?” asked Asami, incredulous, stopping and folding her arms as she waited for a response.

“By staying out of the way!” replied Morika, who burst into laughter, followed shortly by Asami.

“I guess I should be thankful for that,” she said, taking her seat next to her roommate.

“Oh wow,” said Asami as she pulled in her chair, “you look amazing.”

“Thank you,” said Jack, “you look,” he tried to think of another word, “also amazing.”

Asami had taken a different approach to Morika, naturally, with a sleek black dress, that highlighted her smaller, but no less alluring curves, whilst showing far less skin, drawing him in in a different way.

“No wonder you’re a writer,” said Morika, “such a way with words.”

“No need to be rude,” said Asami, elbowing Morika and making her breasts sway, “he’s our guest.”

“I’m just playing,” she replied, “ besides, we already know how good a writer he is.”

Even as he tried to keep his cool, he felt his face getting flush. Not only did the compliment make him feel uncomfortable, but the scenario in which he had watched Morika devouring his story, and later, how Asami had marched over to demonstrate the character in the story was nothing like her, rushed through his mind.

He wondered to what extent he had written these women into his life, to how much his being there tonight was a result of his words on the page. Would he be sitting with them if he had been more careful about shielding his work from prying eyes? Or would have have ended up here anyway, the writing just offering a convenient jumping-off point?

Did any of that really matter?

No, he thought, it didn’t.

His words didn’t define him, even if they defined his career. He had long learned to separate people’s opinions of his work with his own feelings of self-worth. To desperately hang onto the validation of strangers, to place one’s perception of self in the hands of people he had never met, had been poisonous. It had taken a long time for him to move on from that, to recognise that whether he was a good writer or a bad writer had no impact on what that meant in terms of him as a person.

It was no more who he was than his preference of chocolate bar. It had taken a good while longer to actually internalise this position and get to a point where reviews and comments and star ratings were detached from how he viewed himself.

Even now it was difficult, but he had made significant progress and, ironically, had felt his work was better as a result, freed as it was from the tyranny of the vocal minority and those whose own lack of talent seemed to embolden the force and vitriol of their scathing critiques, almost as if they were compensating for something they lacked.

“Mmm,” moaned Morika as she savoured her first mouthful of the evening, “this is amazing. I really should cook more often!” Asami gave her the side eye and Morika laughed. “I’m just kidding babe,” she said leaning in and kissing Asami on the forehead, “we both know who’s the real expert in the kitchen.”


Chapter Nine

“Jack,” said Morika as she rose from the table, the three plates on the table completely empty, “could you help me with dessert?”

“Sure thing,” he said, “although after that I’m not sure I’ll be able to manage dessert.”

“Oh,” she said, picking up her plate and heading towards the kitchen, “I’m sure you will.”

As he stood, picking up his plate and following her into the kitchen, his eyes locked on her perfect ass, her tight red dress outlining it perfectly.

“Where do you want these?” he asked as he entered the kitchen.

“Just put them in the sink,” she said, leaning back on the sink.

He stepped up to her, leaning in as he put his plate in the sink behind her. He could feel the warmth of her body, her hot breath on his neck, her firm breasts on his chest.

“Are you ready for dessert?” she whispered.

“Yes,” he said, finding his appetite all of a sudden, “I’m starving.”

“I bet you are,” she said, placing her hand on his head and pushing down. She moaned as she pressed his face into her breasts, his lips kissing the soft skin, moving from one side to the other, his tongue flicking at her sensitive edges of her soft flesh.

He ran his hands up her body, over the soft fabric of her dress, cupping her breasts through the material, caressing them as he pushed them together, pressing them against his face as he continued to kiss and lick.

She moaned, pressing her chest forward, his face sinking deeper between her breasts as her hand ran up his back, the other still on his head. He pulled up gently and reluctantly removed his face from her chest. She smiled, her red lips shiny and he leaned in to kiss her. She moaned as he slid his tongue into her mouth, caressing hers powerfully, intensely.

She pulled back and gasped.

“Now,” she said, “time for dessert.”

“This isn’t dessert?”

“Oh sweetie, this is just a palette cleanser.” She placed both hands gently on his shoulders and pressed down. He admired her body, her breasts passing before his vision as he lowered himself to his knees.

He looked up at her as his hands ran over her legs, perfectly smooth and soft. He smiled at the thought of how different this was from their last meeting, a spontaneous session in the woods. Casual clothes and nature, replaced with fancy outfits in a comfortable home.

She moaned as he kissed her thighs, his nose brushing against the hem of her dress, his hands sliding up the back of her legs, her thighs, grabbing her ass through her dress, feeling her muscles tense as he gripped them.

She ran her hands down her body, grabbing the sides of her dress and hitching it up over her hips, giving her greater mobility, which she used to throw her toned leg over his shoulder.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as he moved in deeper, kissing her inner thighs. He could smell her desire, her lacy red panties already dark with her wetness. She gasped as he ran his tongue over the wet spot between her legs, nuzzling it as he kissed around it.

As he continued to tease her, she tightened her leg around his back, pulling him closer, the heel digging into him.

He worried for a moment about damaging the jumper, but he knew Harvey would understand given the very urgent circumstances.

He took her wet spot in his mouth and sucked on her through her panties. She cried out, her fingers running through his hair as his hands caressed her legs, sliding up to her exposed ass and holding her body firmly to him.

He kissed up her panties until his lips hovered above her clit and began to suck once again. She cried out as he teased her bud through the thin fabric, her hips rocking as she did so, her fingers moving more forcefully through his hair.

“More,” she begged.

He thought about sliding off her wet panties, peeling them from her body and dropping them to the floor, but knew there was no way she would remove her leg from around his body, no way she was letting him out from between her legs.

So he ran his hand from her ass, over her thigh, sliding two fingers up and tracing the wet spot, causing her knee to nearly buckle, before sliding his fingers underneath the wet material and pulling them to the side.

She moaned as he exposed her pussy to his hot breath. He could feel her heat, her lips dripping wet, the flavour of her flooding his senses as he slowly ran a long, flat tongue between her lips.

“Mmm,” she moaned as he licked her again, “that’s right, eat up.”

He kept licking at her, pressing his tongue deep between her folds as she rocked her hips, rubbing her wet pussy against his face.

“Oh fuck,” she cried as he slid his tongue down, teasing her entrance before sliding deep into her, tasting her fully. She rocked faster as he sucked at her pussy as he licked her inside, her hand holding his hair firmly as she rocked her hips faster, the heel of her shoe sticking into his back.

As he worked her he felt something else pressing into his back, and as he looked up from between Morika’s legs, he watched as Asami leaned in from behind him and kissed Morika. He continued to watch as their lips came together and parted, tongues trailing, searching for one another as stray strands of saliva ran between them, breaking before their lips quickly met again.

As the two women kissed above him, he felt Asami pressing her body into him, rubbing against his back and Morika’s bare leg as she leaned over him.

As Morika held him in place, he felt another hand, that of Asami, stroking his wet face, and he wasn’t sure if she wanted to take his place or Morika’s.

He pulled his tongue out of Morika and took a deep breath, inhaling her scent as the oxygen rushed to his brain, then licked up between her lips, flicking his tongue over her clit, causing her to moan and push her hips forward sharply, desperate for more.

“Oh yes,” moaned Morika, and as he looked up he saw that Asami’s face was now buried between her friend’s ample breasts, kissing the soft skin as her hand slid under the material, gripping the firm flesh.

As Asami pleasured her above, Jack pleasured her below, sliding his tongue up to her clit and slowly circling it. She rocked faster, as Asami rocked behind him, and he took her clit in his mouth, sucking gently, letting the wet panties slide to the side of his face, rubbing against him as he continued to work her.

Both hands now free, he slid them over her thighs, feeling the tightness of her body, then slipped around and up, grabbing her ass, holding her close to him as he sucked on her swollen clit.

Morika continued to rock, pushing her clit deep in his mouth as Asami continued to work on her tits, now pulled free from the red dress, bouncing as she rocked against Jack’s face.

“Oh god,” she moaned, “don’t stop, either of you.”

Together, Jack and Asami worked Morika, the woman moaning and writhing under their touch, her breathing laboured, her body starting to shake.

“Yes,” she whispered breathlessly, as Jack continued to suck on her clit, his hands firmly on her ass, “just like that.”

Her moans got wilder, her movements sharper, her pussy dripping wet as it rubbed against his face.

Jack kept going, not changing anything, driving the woman closer and closer to orgasm, his cock throbbing as he pleasured her, sandwiched between his two stunning neighbours, who were definitely more than just roommates.

She cried out and tugged his hair firmly, holding him in position as she rode his face, spreading her wetness over him as she moved faster, her body shaking.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, her moans breaking into a series of high-pitched squeaks, “oh fuck, I’m – aah – fuck I’m gonna I’m gonna – oh god don’t stop – I’m I’m I’m aah!”

She cried out as she came, rocking her body as Jack gripped her asscheeks, his lips around her clit, sucking and licking as he pushed her orgasm further and further as Asami moaned into her breast, sucking firmly at one nipple as her fingers twisted the other, her hand pressed into the soft flesh around it.

Asami continued to rock, riding out her orgasm, holding Jack close, her leg tensing around him as she moaned and rocked and writhed, crying out as her orgasm peaked, then suddenly loosening on him.

She leaned back on the sink, breathing deeply, her hands still entwined in Jack’s and Morika’s hair. She let go and placed her hands behind her, holding on to the sink as Asami dismounted Jack’s back and leaned in, kissing Morika as she moaned into the girl’s mouth as Jack removed his mouth from her clit.

Asami’s heels clicked on the floor and Jack stood, sighing as he straightened his back, watching the two women kiss. They broke off and Morika, her perfect breasts hanging out of her dress, the nipples wet and hard from Asami’s mouth, smiled at him whilst Asami suddenly seemed bashful.

Morika beckoned him with one finger and he stepped forward ready to kiss her, but her hand on his chest stopped him.

“Not just yet,” she said, her eyes moving from him to Asami and back. Jack smiled in understanding and turned to Asami, her eyes wide as she looked at his wet face, licking her lips absent-mindedly, then pressed herself into him, wrapping her arms around him and moaning into his mouth as she kissed him. He nearly stumbled at the suddenness of her movements, but he kept his footing and held her against him, her tongue moving passionately in his mouth, searching out the taste of her best friend’s pussy.

He moaned as her hand reached down to his crotch, rubbing him through his trousers, his hard cock throbbing. He turned her and pressed her against the kitchen island, as her other hand began pulling at the bottom of his jumper.

He reached up and helped her, pulling it up over his head and throwing it across the kitchen, as she ran her hands over his bare chest, her lips kissing his exposed body.

“Wait,” she said, and he stepped back slightly, watching as she placed her hands on the marble worktop and hopped up onto it, her short dress riding high on her thighs, exposing the tops of her stockings.

“Mmm,” moaned Morika into Jack’s ear from behind him, her warm, wet breasts pressing into his back, “doesn’t she look good enough to eat?”

“She really does,” he said, eyeing the woman sitting in front of him, feeling her stockinged foot rubbing between his legs as her heel fell to the floor.

Well then,” she whispered in his ear, “eat up.” She ran her tongue over his cheek, sighing as she tasted herself on his face, then stepped back as he moved forward, his crotch sliding up Asami’s leg as he moved in and kissed her, pushing in as she leaned back, supporting herself on her hands as his ran over her body, down to her thighs, caressing her stockinged legs as she slipped the one from between his legs and spread herself fully for him.

He dropped to his knees, kissing up the soft fabric covering her legs as his hands caressed her, moving closer and closer to her. She wriggled on top of the marble, hitching her dress higher, exposing her perfect pussy to him. To his surprise, she had no underwear on, another sign of how appearances can be deceptive. Her pussy was soaking wet, the scent of her desire caused his cock to throb and he leaned forward, lapping at her quickly, her hot juices flowing, her body ready for his touch.

She moaned loudly, spreading her legs wider, inviting him in, then closed quickly, her thighs pressed into the sides of his face, Morika’s wetness rubbing onto her as he lapped at Asami’s juices, the taste of both women mixing in his mouth.

“I think she likes that,” said Morika as she crouched behind Jack, her body rubbing against him, her hand moving over his crotch, “I think you do too.”

Jack moaned into Asami in response, who moaned as the reverberations ran through her pussy and up through her body. He felt Morika’s hot lips on the back of his neck as her free hand moved over his body.

“But maybe,” she said, grabbing his cock through his trousers, “she’d prefer it from a different angle.”

“I think she would,” moaned Asami, laying back on the worktop.

“And maybe,” she said, squeezing his cock, “you would too.”

Morika took a step back and Jack stood, causing Asami to let out a yelp as he lifted her ass off the worktop, her legs resting on his shoulders as he stood.

“Much better,” said Morika as she pressed into him from behind, her hands working to undo his belt as he slid his tongue into Asami, who cried out.

He felt Morika’s breasts rubbing against him as she undid his belt and slid her hand into his trousers, teasing his hard cock in his boxers. She moaned into his ear as she teased him, as his tongue slid in and out of her friend.

“She tastes so good, doesn’t she?” she whispered in his ear, her tongue sliding over his lobe.

“So good,” he agreed, sliding his tongue out of her and running it over her smooth wet lips, lapping at her, before finding her clit and circling it.

“That’s right,” she said, tugging at his trousers and letting them fall easily down before sliding her hand into his boxers and finding his cocking, pumping him as she watched him work.

Jack watched Asami as she lay on the worktop, her hands sliding up her body, grabbing her breasts through her dress, kneading them as he licked her clit. Morika moaned into his ear, her hand moving faster as the other pulled at one side of his boxers and then the other, working them down until they fell to his ankles.

“Much better,” she whispered, pumping his now free cock quickly, the ample precum on the tip spreading over the edge of her index finger, as her other hand slid over his chest, moving down, her finger tracing a line down and under his balls, sending a shiver through his body before she cupped them in her warm hand.

Asami moaned as Jack took her clit in his mouth, sucking on her as he had Morika, his tongue moving in circles as he had just done to her friend. He felt her legs tighten on his face as Morika worked his cock faster.

He began to rock his hips as Morika worked his cock, fucking her hand as she pumped him.

Asami moaned as she pressed her hips up and he knew she was getting close, and so was he, sandwiched between the two women.

He kept licking and sucking at Asami as Morika continued to pump his cock, her breath in his ear as Asami’s legs squeezed his face.

“Keep going,” whispered Morika, “she looks so adorable when she cums.”

Jack’s cock twitched as he listened to Morika talk about Asami’s orgasm face, and had to tense every muscle in his body to stop from cumming at the thought of the two of them together.

“Oh my,” Asami began to pant, her body tensing as he sucked on her clit, “I’m so close – oh god – just like that, I’m going to - oh fuck – I’m going – oh fuck fuck fuck – I’m cumming I’m cumming I’m aah!”

Asami cried out as she came, her body rocking wildly, her hands grabbing her breasts through her dress as her legs pressed hard against the sides of Jack’s face, her stockings rubbing against him as she climaxed, her scent of her pussy rising as her wetness increased, smearing across Jack’s face as he continued to suck her clit, his cock throbbing as Morika worked him from behind.

“Such a good boy,” Morika moaned as she pumped his cock harder, “making her cum so hard. See how adorable she looks?”

Jack looked down at Morika’s face, her mouth in a tight ‘o’ shape as she came, her eyes closed tightly as she let the pleasure flow through her, looking undeniably adorable in the throes of her climax.

The three of them kept going as Asami kept cumming, her body shaking as it continued to flow through her, until she finally went limp.

Jack held her in place for a moment, then slowly lowered himself down, slipping his head under one leg, allowing her to close them as she curled up on the work surface, shivering as post-orgasm waves ran through her body.

As he stood, Morika turned him and pressed him against the edge of the worktop, his cock slipping between her legs, rubbing against her wet panties as she gently stroked his face with the back of her fingers.

She ran her tongue up the side of his face, sighing contentedly as she licked up Asami’s wetness, then leaned in and kissed him, moaning as she slid her tongue into his mouth, tasting herself and her BFF in his mouth.

He ran his hands down the back of her dress, finding the zipper and pulling it down, sliding his warm hands underneath, feeling the softness of her back as he slid his hand up and pushed it off one should and then the other, the dress bunched around her waist as she continued to kiss him.

He ran his hands over her exposed body, her slim waist and up, cupping her breasts as she rubbed them against her chest, her hips rocking as she rubbed herself against his cock.

She stepped back and he watched as she wriggled her hips, letting the dress fall to the floor, and stepping out of it. She stood there a moment, smiling as he devoured her body with his eyes, her large breasts, her perfect slim frame, her smooth legs, dressed in nothing but a pair of red panties and matching heels.

She glanced down and then up at him and he took his trousers and boxers from around his ankles, and stood in front of her completely naked.

She stepped forward, her heels clicking as she approached him, her warm, soft body pressing into his, gasping as his hands grabbed her ass, pulling her closer. His hands slid to the waistband of her panties and slowly pulled them down, peeling them gently from her wet lips as she wriggled them down, until they too fell to the floor.

“Does that feel better?” she asked as she slid her wet pussy against the top of his cock, spreading her wetness over him as her naked body pressed into his.

“Much,” he said.

“Do you know what would feel even better?”

“I can imagine a few things,” he said.

“I bet you can.”

She began to kiss down his body, over his bare chest, his abs, until she was kneeling in front of him, his hard cock directly in front of her face. She smiled and looked up at him as she kissed the tip, then stuck out her tongue and slowly circled it, licking up his precum.

He watched her as she took the tip in her mouth, sucking softly as she slid her lips up and down it, her tongue teasing it as it sat in her warm mouth. Slowly, she began to slide her lips down further, taking more and more of his shaft into her mouth, pressing further, her bright red lips sliding down, until they were wrapped fully around the hilt of his cock. She moaned as she held herself there, the tip of his cock pressed into the back of her throat, the muscles massaging it as they contracted.

She looked up at him as she slowly slid her lips back up his shaft, now coated in her warm saliva. She stroked him as she breathed deeply, licking her lips, then took him back in her mouth, sucking him faster and harder, her head bobbing quickly on his cock, her hands grabbing his ass, pulling him deeper into her throat as she did so.

Jack stood there, watching her working him with her mouth, her large breasts bouncing as her body rocked, somehow perfectly balanced on her heels. He turned as he felt a hand on his shoulder, and saw Asami’s smiling face as she sat up on the worktop. She leaned in and kissed him slowly, her tongue sliding into his mouth and tasting herself as Morika continued to suck his cock.

She slipped down, her hand sliding down his bare chest, stroking Morika’s hair as she continued to work him.

“Would you mind?” Asami asked, turning away from him.

“My pleasure,” he said, undoing the zipper on the back of her dress. He watched as she slipped it off, letting it fall to the fall, exposing her soft skin, her small but firm ass, leaving her in nothing but her stockings.

“Thank you,” she said, turning around and kissing him softly, before kneeling down next to her.

Morika slid his cock out of her mouth and gasped for breath, her wet lips shining, then leaned in and kissed Asami, who kissed her back, both moaning as their tongues and lips met. They broke apart and giggled, then looked up at Jack, who was watching the two of them intently.

Morika began stroking his shaft as she kissed the tip of his cock, then held it as Asami kissed. Jack watched the two of them taking turns kissing the tip of his cock, then moaned as Morika let go and both of them began to kiss the sides of his shaft, sliding their warm, wet lips up and down him, their tongues flicking out and licking him as they did so.

He tensed his body, trying not to cum as he watched their lips moving up and meeting, pressing together as they both took the tip into their mouths, tongues sliding over it as they searched out one another.

“You want to try?” asked Morika, to which Asami nodded her head.

Morika moved aside and Asami moved in front of him, looking up as she took his cock in her mouth, sucking slowly at first, sliding her lips up and down his shaft as her tongue swirled over him, her hand gently caressing his balls as Morika gently stroked her hair.

He moaned as she worked her way deeper, pressing his cock further into her throat, sucking deeply as she pressed him into her, her lips sliding towards the red ring Morika had left at the base of his shaft, a marker she couldn’t quite get to. But as she sucked and swallowed, it was all he could do not to cum right there, to shoot his thick load down her tight throat as she continued to suck him dry, her wide eyes looking up at him, begging him to fill her mouth.

He watched as Morika whispered something in Asami’s ear, which caused her to moan and nearly caused Jack to finish in her mouth. But as he tensed, she slid his cock out of her mouth, stood and walked away.

Jack breathed deeply, his cock throbbing.

“What did you say to her?” he asked, panting.

“Oh nothing,” she said, as she walked off after Asami, “just that there might be a little more to savour.”

Jack took a moment to compose himself and followed Morika who was following Asami who he saw disappear into the bedroom - their bedroom?

He walked into the room, dimly lit by a small number of lamps and LED strips coating the whole room in a soft pink glow.

There, in the middle of the bed, lay Asami, her legs spread, her slender fingers working slowly between them. She smiled at him as he approached, sliding her fingers down and spreading her lips, showing him the soft wet pink beneath.

He crawled onto the bed and kissed her. She wrapped her legs around him and held him close. He reached down and took hold of his cock, rubbing the tip against her entrance, listening to her moan softly, then guided himself slowly into her. She moaned as he worked his way into her wet hole, her pussy gripping him as she slowly got deeper.

He kept working until he was fully inside her and held himself there, leaning in and kissing her, feeling her lips on his as he slowly began to pull his cock out of her, then push it all the way back in, her moans causing his cock to twitch inside her body.

He kept going, slowly at first but picking up speed, fucking her faster as her body adjusted to his cock. He felt her hands on his back, her fingers pressing into him, nails digging into his skin. He moaned and fucked her harder, her legs wrapped tightly around him, pulling him in deeper as she held him close, grunting with each deep thrust into her body.

Suddenly, Morika lay down next to them, stroking Asami’s hair as she kissed her, her free hand playing with Asami’s small but firm breasts, twisting the nipple as they shook as Jack thrust into her.

Morika kissed down Asami’s neck to her chest, taking her nipple into her mouth and sucking as Jack fucked her, moaning softly into the soft skin, tugging it gently with her teeth as Jack watched, then letting it go, smiling as it snapped back right into place. Then she began to suck on it again.

Asami moaned as the two of them worked her, Morika’s hand now moving from Asami’s breast down to between her legs, playing quickly with her clit.

Jack felt Morika’s body tighten on his cock as she gave into both of them working her body, her pussy dripping wet, a damp spot forming between them as Jack slid easily in and out of her tight pussy.

She was moaning now, loud and high-pitched, squeaks escaping with each thrust as if he was fucking them out of her, forcing her moans of pleasure to escape his body with his cock, which he figured he was, so he kept on going, fucking hard and faster as Asami moaned louder and louder.

Asami cried out loud, one hand on her other breast, twisting the nipple as her other hand reached up and grabbed the headboard, stretching out her body as Jack fucked her hard.

He felt Morika’s fingers speeding up on Asami’s clit as Asami let out a high whine, which turned to panting, her pussy gripping his cock, her body tensing, her actions getting wilder until he saw her face contorting into that familiar pose.

She cried out as she came again, her mouth a small ‘o’ shape, her eyes closed tight, moaning loudly as her walls fluttered on his cock, her legs tightened around his back, her back arched, her fingers squeezing her breast, as she rocked and panted and moaned, shaking violently, as they continued to work her, driving her orgasm onwards until with a final cry, she went limp.

Satisfied, Morika and Jack eased their work, Morika’s fingers becoming still as Jack held his cock deep inside her, still now, before slowly pulling it out.

She gasped as she lay there, her body shaking, glistening with sweat, a look of pure satisfaction on her face, Jack lying on one side, Morika on the other. He watched as Asami and Morika kissed and then Asami turned and kissed Jack, softly and slowly.

“You’re not finished yet,” said Morika, winking at him.

“Don’t I know it,” said Jack, his slick cock throbbing, desperate for release.

He moved to the other side of the bed, where Morika was waiting for him, laying on her back, legs spread, fingers working herself with fingertips slick from Asami’s pussy.

“I want to see your face,” she said, “when you cum inside me. I want to see how good it makes you feel.”

He crawled onto the bed and kissed her, his cock pressed against her pussy, then reached down and guided himself into her. His cock slick from Asami, her pussy more than ready, he slid easily inside, feeling her walls gripping him, as if eager to finish him off.

Morika moaned as he slid all the way inside her, gasping as he pushed himself deep. She stroked his face and kissed him slowly, then took his bottom lip between her teeth and pulled it, laughing as he moaned. She let it go and it snapped back into position and, as if a starter button, he began to fuck her.

He started slowly but soon picked up speed, her body ready for him. She grunted as he fucked her harder and faster, her wetness mixing inside her with Asami’s, his cock slick from both women. She gasped as he pounded her quickly, his cock throbbing with release as he held back as long as possible.

She moaned and groaned, her legs spread wide in the air, her fingernails digging into his back, scraping red lines in his skin, traces of her animalistic need to be powerfully fucked. He fucked her like she needed him to fuck her, like an animal, like a man, with long deep thrusts, the headboard banging against the wall as he took her with everything he had.

“Just. Like. That,” she moaned as he pounded her tight hole, the wet slap of their bodies the only other sound in the room.

He saw Asami crawl over and kiss Morika, returning the favour as her fingers slid down Morika’s body and began quickly circling her clit. Asami must have been an expert at pleasuring her because Morika’s body immediately tightened, her pussy squeezing his cock as she moaned and writhed.

“I’m getting close,” he said.

“Good,” said Asami, “I want to see you fill her up.”

Morika moaned at these words, her nails digging deeper into his back.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “fill me up.”

He groaned, the urge to cum building, nearly overwhelming, but he tensed his body holding it off as long as possible, savouring her perfect pussy for as long as he could.

Morika cried out, her back arching as Asami continued to work her clit.

“I’m –” moaned Morika, “I’m – fuck – don’t stop, ohfuckohfuck I’m – yes – I’m cumm – I’m cumming!”

She cried out as she came, her body tensing as she held Jack close, her pussy squeezing his cock, pushing him over the edge.

“Oh fuck,” cried Jack, “I’m cumming.”

“Fuck yes,” cried Morika.

“Give it to her,” begged Asami, as her fingers worked Morika’s clit.

Jack cried out as he came, pumping his cock deep into her body, flooding her pussy with his cum, thrusting deep into her as load after load coated her walls, his seed shooting deep into her fertile body just as nature intended.

“Don’t stop,” cried Asami, “give her every drop!”

He kept thrusting, hard and deep, his cock twitching with each release, pumping more and more into her body, her pussy milking him of every drop of semen as she contracted and moaned beneath him, both of them cumming, driving each other closer to climax, until with they both cried out and went limp.

Jack lay on top of Morika, breathing heavily, her hot, sweaty body pressed against his, her large breasts heaving as she gasped for breath, his cock still deep inside her.

Through blurry eyes, he saw Asami lying next to them, smiling as she stroked Morika’s hair.

“How was dessert?” she asked softly.

“Perfect, every last bit.”

She smiled and he smiled and Morika moaned softly. Jack turned to her and kissed her softly, then slowly moved back, pulling his cock out of her, thin strands of her wetness running between their bodies.

“I’m so full,” moaned Morika, “and I don’t mean with food.”

Asami gasped as she looked between Morika’s legs, Jack’s thick load dribbling out of her.

“We’ll have to clean that up now,” said Asami, “but first, we must tend to our guest.”

Asami leaned over Morika’s prone body and took Jack’s cock in her mouth, sucking slowly as she cleaned up every last drop of cum and pussy juice – hers and Morika’s – from him.

She sighed as she let his clean cock fall out of her mouth, licking her lips with satisfaction, then slipped off the bed and knelt between Morika’s legs.

Jack watched as Asami ran her hands between her friend’s legs, parting them further, Morika’s tensing body pushing more of his load out of her, her hips pressing into the air as Morika ran her tongue slowly up over her well-fucked hole.

Asami moaned with contentment as Morika looked down.

“Oh fuck,” moaned Morika, arching her back, as she saw Asami holding out her cupped tongue, the dip filled with Jack’s seed. She slid her tongue back into her mouth and looked at Jack, swallowing, then sticking her empty tongue back out to show she had taken his tribute, then returned to Morika’s pussy to lap up the rest.

When she was sure she had every last drop, Asami crawled up Morika’s body and kissed her softly, their mouths opening and tongues exploring each other as Jack’s semen flowed from Asami’s mouth to Morika’s, both moaning as they shared his cum. Then it was Morika’s turn to swallow and show Jack she too had taken his tribute.

Both women laughed, as if suddenly shy, and kissed again, their naked bodies pressed up close as Jack moved into Morika’s side. He kissed Morika long and slow, then did the same for Asami, then the three of them lay there, contentedly, basking in their post-orgasm bliss.


Chapter Ten

When Jack awoke, he found himself pressed in between Morika and Asami, both still naked, their soft, warm bodies pressed into his, their trimmed pubic hair pressing into his legs as they rubbed up against him, his arms wrapped around their shoulders and they rested on his chest.

He looked from one to the other, both soundly asleep, then kissed the tops of their heads, causing them to snuggle in further, holding their bodies closer. He smiled as he held them, his eyes closing once again as he drifted off to sleep, knowing the next chapter of his story was only just beginning.


Looking for more?

If you enjoyed this story and would like to be kept up-to-date with all future releases, you can sign up for the O. L. Tyme mailing list.




Please also consider leaving a rating/review on Amazon, as this helps guide future stories.
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