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Chapter One






“M

 aybe you need to take a break,” said Asami, as the two of them walked down the busy street.

“Maybe,” said Jack, firmly holding his cup of coffee, the heat from the cardboard container on the verge of burning his fingers. But he did nothing except continue to walk, letting the sensation build, feeling the pain, or near pain, focusing on it, as if the growing intensity could push out of everything else he was feeling.

“Or,” she said, sipping from her coffee cup before swapping it to the hand, “maybe you need a bit more inspiration.” She smiled brightly and playfully nudged him in the side with her body.




“You know I love how you inspire me,” he said, leaning in to kiss the top of her head, “but if anything I’m

 

too


 
inspired. I can barely keep up!” He laughed and she blushed at the statement.




It was true, and they both knew it.

Since he’d arrived in the city, he’d been caught up in a whirlwind of sexual escapades and intense encounters with the women in and around the building, a virtual harem of stunning Japanese women around half his forty years of age. It was incredible and exciting and inspiring in ways he’d never thought possible, but it had also left him completely drained, in every sense of the word!

He had nearly finished the novel he had been writing since he arrived, inspired by the city and the women surrounding him, but now it was time for the grand finale, the explosive climax to his magnum opus.

He was very happy with what he had written so far, even if it still needed some editing and polishing, but he knew it would all be for nothing if he didn’t land the ending. He knew an unsatisfying ending would sour everything that came before it.

He felt he needed to give the reader the ending they deserved. After all, they were just as invested as he was (or would be, when it was released!) and he didn’t want to let them down. Which is perhaps why, he thought, he was struggling so much.

He was also keenly aware that so far he had relied upon the women around him for his inspiration, driving the story forward with their needs and desires.

But life isn’t a story.




It doesn’t come to a neat conclusion. It keeps on going, sometimes neatly, sometimes not. But either way, the story never ends, storylines aren’t conveniently tied up into neat little bows as everything lines up serendipitously in the last few chapters or pages. And as much as the women surrounding him could offer seemingly unlimited amounts of

 

inspiration


 
, he couldn’t keep writing about their trysts without pushing the story forward, otherwise the book would never end!




Not that he would mind writing their story forever, but his publisher might think differently!

No, his book needed an ending, even if it had to be one he forged himself. Which shouldn’t be a problem. After all, he was a writer.

Right?




Chapter Two






“M

 aybe you need to get away from here,” said Asami, “from us.”

They had continued walking, neither of them saying anything for a while, and had, without either of them discussing it, entered the park.

They had passed the pond with the ducks, the ducklings already seemingly doubled in size. Still, they were no less eager to feast on the offerings of the visitors perched on the edge of the water, who were dutifully scattering nuts and crumbs onto the rippling surface.

“What do you mean?” Jack asked, stopping in his tracks.




“Maybe we’re stifling you,” she said, her voice impassive as she simply stated the facts as she saw them, “maybe we’re draining your creativity. It can’t be easy to write with so many…” She paused for a second, thinking of the appropriate word, “

 

distractions.


 
”







“But you

 

are


 
my creativity,” he said, his fingers tightening around the now empty cup, the cardboard barely resisting the force of his grip, “I’ve never felt more inspired in my life.”




“How can that be?” she asked, “if you can’t find an ending?”

He hated to admit it, but she had a point. His time with them had been equal parts exhausting and rewarding, in the best possible way. He had at times struggled to keep up with their demands on his time and on him, forcing him to work in intense (and highly inspired) bursts on his novel, which is why he was there in the first place.

But even so, he knew that if he had to choose between the book and them, he would choose them every time.




“There wouldn’t

 

be


 
an ending to struggle with, without you,” he said, “without all of you. You

 

are


 
the book.” He stepped close to her, dropping the empty cup to the floor and holding her firmly but gently by her arms. “Without you, I’m nothing. Which is why,” he said, realising for the first time, “I’m struggling with an ending…”




“Because once the book ends,” Asami began.

“Once the book ends,” he repeated, “I’m afraid…”

“That this will end.”

He said nothing.

Her eyes were filled with sadness.

“You poor thing,” she said, gently touching his face. “But we’re not characters in a story. We’re real people and even when your book is finished, we’ll still be here.”

“But,” he said, his voice on the verge of cracking, “I won’t be.”

“Oh,” she said softly, her eyes becoming wet, shining in the sun, “I forget that you don’t…”

“Yeah,” he said, “I don’t.”

“It’s so strange,” she said, “it feels like I’ve known you forever, that you’ve been a part of our lives for as long as I can remember. But it’s hardly been any time at all.”

“And once the book is finished,” he said, steeling himself to say the words he had been trying not to think about for so long, “I’ll be gone.”

Asami threw herself at him, wrapping her arms around him and squeezing him tightly, her empty coffee cup falling from her grip and onto the floor.

“No,” she whimpered, her face buried in his chest, “you can’t.”

He felt her tears flowing freely now, soaking into his shirt where her face was pressed against him, the heat of her sadness passing through onto his skin, seeping through it, into his body, through the muscles and blood and bones of his ribcage, directly into his rapidly beating heart.




“I know,” he said, holding her close to him, his eyes wet as he fought back the tears, the realisation that for the first time in his life he actually felt alive, like

 

this


 
is how life was supposed to be, that before he had met these amazing women, he had been a shadow moving through a world of ghosts, desperately seeking a soul he could connect with. Now he had found that soul, a whole group of them, and he never wanted to let them go.







“There has to be

 

something


 
we can do,” she said, “there

 

has


 
to.”




“I hope so,” he said, gently stroking her hair as she continued to weep, “I hope so.”




Chapter Three






T

 hey continued to walk through the park, hand in hand, draped in the sadness that had overwhelmed them. Both afraid to speak, fearful that a single utterance could break the fragile peace and send them both spiralling into tears once again.

They passed the wooded area which Morika had dragged him into, the pair of them suddenly overcome with desire, where they had fucked in their own private woodland, giving over to their animalistic instincts in the middle of nature.

But whereas before, the memory was one of excitement and exhilaration, the thrill of having risky sex in a public place with a woman who couldn’t wait another second longer before she gave herself to him, now it was one tinged with tenderness.

He looked back fondly on the memory, as if it was another lifetime ago, almost as if it belonged to another person. Even though he would likely see Morika later that day and she would look just like she had that afternoon in the park where they had come together for the first time, everything else had changed.

He could feel it.

They continued to walk, seeing the same ice cream van that had been parked there that afternoon. He walked up and bought two ice creams, Asami smiled softly as she took hers, eating it sadly, her tongue gently lapping at the soft cream, as if trying to make it last forever.

“This is awful,” she said, finally.

“You don’t like the ice cream?” he asked, half-jokingly, hoping to lighten the mood somewhat.




“No,” she said, “

 

this


 
is really good.” Her lips were creamy white and she ran her pink tongue over them, licking them clean. “It’s just,” she sighed, “everything else.”




“Yeah,” he said, “I understand.”

“Can we go home?” she asked. “It’s not that I don’t want to be here with you. It’s just…” She trailed off.

“It’s just everything feels like the last time.”

She said nothing, her ice cream melting in her hand, leaving sticky trails over her delicate fingers.




Chapter Four






H

 e held her as they both sat on the couch in his apartment. The sun was hanging high in the clear blue sky, just the lightest scattering of thin white clouds floating without a care.

She had her legs curled up underneath her, her head resting on his shoulder. His arm was wrapped around her shoulder, holding her gently as they sat in silence. He looked down at her and saw her eyes were closed. He wondered if she was sleeping. It was still early in the afternoon, but the day had been exhausting in a way neither of them had expected.

He looked through the glass walls, out over the city that had offered so much and given him more than he could ever have thought possible. Against one wall sat his writing desk, his typewriter waiting patiently, paper loaded, ready to get to work completing those final chapters, to bring an end to his novel and his time here.

Sure, he still had time before Harvey returned, but that was just delaying the inevitable. Even if he did stay here, what would happen then? Wouldn’t it just make everything worse? Wouldn’t a few more weeks continuing to forge stronger bonds with the women that surrounded him make the inevitable separation all the more difficult?

Or what if he stayed and everything fell apart?

Wouldn’t that be worse?

Wouldn’t it be better to cut his losses and live with the optimistic ‘what ifs’ rather than the regrets of watching it all fall apart?

After all, this couldn’t really work, could it? It wasn’t sustainable, not in any long-term sort of way. He couldn’t keep having sex with all these women and not have it all come crashing down around him, could he? At some point, boundaries would have to be drawn, commitments would have to be made.

How could he commit to four women at the same time?

How would such a thing even work?

He felt Asami stirring on his shoulder, struggling to get comfy. He put a cushion on his lap and guided her head down onto it, where she snuggled in and fell back to sleep. He gently stroked her hair, wondering how he could ever leave her, how he could ever leave them.

Perhaps, he thought, it would be better to just pack up one day and be done with it. No goodbyes, no farewells, just disappear as silently as he had arrived. Go back home, to his real home, to the real world which didn’t include apartments with magnificent views of the city or wardrobes full of designer clothes, or a parade of stunning women eager to sleep with him or art exhibitions where his ejaculating phallus was the main attraction.

That wasn’t the real world. Not for people like him, at least.

And the more he thought about it, the more it made sense.


Go home and finish the novel. Leave this world behind before you get too attached, before the pain of leaving it becomes any greater. You’re a fucking writer, you can write anywhere. Just make some shit up and be done with it. If people don’t like it, fuck them. You write for you, not some imaginary audience of self-entitled pricks with no concept of what good writing is. Write it and fuck them. If you go broke and end up on the street, so be it. Better to be destitute than to spend your life worrying about what a bunch of no-talent troglodytes have to say about your artistic expression.


He didn’t know if he had moved as he sat there, quietly seething at his imaginary critics, but he felt Asami wriggling her head on top of the cushion, waking up. As she moved, he realised for the first time that her hand was resting on his crotch, her fingers absent-mindedly tracing lines over his cock as she stirred from her slumber.

He said nothing, did nothing, just let her lay there, awakening at her own pace, letting her fingers explore as they wanted. He could feel his cock twitching as her fingers continued to move over him, as he hardened under her fragile touch.

He felt her fingers wrap around the outline of his cock, now fully erect beneath his trousers, and begin to slowly work him.

“What are you doing?” he asked softly, as she lay there perfectly still, her eyes closed, hand moving slowly.

“Sleeping,” she said dreamily, “about only good things.”

“I see,” he said, “good things can happen when you’re awake, too.”

“But so can bad things,” she said, gripping his cock more firmly.

“Then maybe we should both stay asleep and dream about only good things, together.”

“I’d like that,” she said, her hand moving faster. “Only good things.”

“But if we’re going to sleep,” he said, stroking her hair, “maybe it would be best to do it in the bedroom.”

“Maybe it would. But I don’t want to get up.”

“That’s the beauty of dreams,” he said, “you don’t have to get up. You can just fly.”

“Ok,” she said, snuggling into him, “I’ll fly.”

He slid his hand under the pillow, holding her head in place as he slipped it out from beneath her head and lay her gently down. She grumbled, then moaned as he slid his hands underneath her and picked her up, carrying her slowly to the bedroom, holding her close to him, feeling the warmth of her body, inhaling the scent of her delicate perfume.

In the bedroom, he lay her down gently on top of the bed, then turned around and began to get undressed, taking off his shirt and trousers, folding them neatly and placing them on a chair, leaving him in nothing but his boxers.

He turned to the bed and saw she was already under the covers, her clothes quickly and silently discarded on the bedroom floor. From how comfortable she looked it seemed to him that she had been there forever.

“Hurry up,” she said, softly, eyes still closed, “before I wake up.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said and smiled as he saw a smile crawl across her sleepy face.

He walked over and slipped underneath the covers, moving over until he was next to her, feeling the heat of her bare skin on his as she wrapped herself around him, the softness of her panties, the only thing she was wearing, as they rubbed gently against his thigh.

He wrapped an arm around her shoulder and held her close to him, as her fingers explored the contours of his bare chest.





Yes


 
, he thought,

 

only good things happen in dreams.








Chapter Five






H

 e held her close, feeling her warm breath on his shoulder as her fingers traced circles down his body, moving further beneath the covers, from his chest to his abs and further, tracing along the waistband of his boxers before moving continuing, over his thigh and then across, cupping his cock gently in her hand.

He moaned softly as she began to slowly rub him, her fingers massaging his balls through the material as his cock hardened beneath her palm.

He felt her soft, smooth leg drape over his as she held herself close to him, her body pressed against his, neither of them moving, except for her hand between his legs.

She murmured with excitement as his cock hardened, her hand still stroking him slowly through the fabric, before sliding her hand up and slipping her slim fingers into his boxers. He shifted slightly as he felt the tips of her fingers moving over his hard shaft, before her warm hand wrapped around it and began to slowly work him.

He moaned as she worked him faster, pumping his cock beneath his boxers as she began to rub herself against him, her soft body moving against his bare skin, leaning in and kissing his chest as his hand slid from her shoulder and began to caress her back, her body arching beneath his touch.

She moved her leg further across him, then straddled him, laying on top of him as she continued to work his cock between their bodies, kissing his chest as his hands moved over her, caressing her skin as they moved downwards, searching out her firm ass. She purred as he took her cheeks in his hands, holding her as she rocked on top of him, moving her lips from his chest to his mouth, kissing him slowly and passionately, their tongues meeting, caressing one another.

As he lay there, with this beautiful woman on top of him, her hand wrapped firmly around his cock, he had the sudden urge to roll her over, to pull her panties to the side and slide into her tight body, to fuck her senseless, giving every part of himself to pleasuring her, but he held back, letting the intensity build, knowing the payoff would be far more rewarding.

Still, he couldn’t resist sliding a hand slowly down and between her legs, smiling as she moaned into his mouth, her grip tightening on his cock, as his fingers found the wet spot on her panties.

She rocked on top of him faster, pressed her lips tighter against his, her tongue moving more intensely as his fingers moved in slow circles over the wet material, teasing her entrance below.

“Fuck,” she moaned and began to kiss down his chest, her body moving down, her hand sliding out of his boxers as his hand slipped from between her legs.

He watched as she moved beneath the covers, a formless mass under the duvet as manoeuvred underneath, getting into position. He licked his lips as he eyed her ass as it stuck out from underneath the covers, her wet spot on display. He felt her pull at his boxers, sliding them down his legs and dropping them off the edge of the bed.

She wriggled her ass as she shifted her legs, getting into position, her ass in his face as she took his cock in her mouth. He moaned as she slowly slid her lips up and down his shaft, taking him deeper into her mouth as he watched her firm ass rocking needily in front of him.

He ran his hands over her body as she sucked his cock, sliding them up her slim sides, her skin warm to the touch, then down her back, over her panties, resting finally on the soft skin of her firm ass, caressing her cheeks as she worked him.

He groaned as she took him deeper into her mouth, pressing herself down further and further, her tongue sliding invitingly over him, until her sweet lips were wrapped around the hilt of his shaft, the tip of his cock pressing into the back of her throat, warm and wet and comforting, throbbing as she swallowed, caressing him inside her as she held him deep.

She held him there, then slowly slid him out of her mouth, pressing her ass back as she did so. He could smell her desire as she moved closer to his face, her wet panties tantalisingly close to his mouth. He moaned as he felt her hand on his wet cock, working his shaft lubricated from her saliva, then thrust his hips as she took the tip of his cock in her mouth, wrapping her lips around it, twisting her head as her tongue moved in slow circles, licking up his precum as it emerged on the tip.

He couldn’t wait any longer and his body tensed as she moaned, as his hands slid up to her hips, his fingers hooked into her panties as he pulled her closer to him, pressing his lips against the warm fabric and sucking her pussy through the wet material.

She began to rock on top of him, desperate for more as he continued to suck at her lips through her underwear, her tongue moving faster over his tip, her lips sliding further down his shaft as her hand continued to pump him. He kept going, feeling her wetness increasing, teasing her until neither of them could stand it then, pulled his mouth back, slipped two fingers underneath the damp fabric and peeled it to the side, exposing her lips, swollen and wet.

He took a moment to admire her beauty, the wet pink spot so inviting between her smooth, dark lips, her scent causing his cock to throb in her mouth, then ran his tongue up her slit, her taste flooding his mouth.

She sucked his cock faster as he continued to lap at her wet slit, his face covered in her desire as he buried his face between her legs, watching her tight asshole twitching as he lapped up her sweetness.

He moaned into her pussy as she pressed him deep into her throat, then pressed his tongue deep inside her, licking her as deeply as possible, his hands on her hips, pulling her close, her panties rubbing against his face as he licked at her.

She sucked him quickly as she rocked on his face, her warm saliva dripping down his shaft and over his balls as he sucked at her entrance, her desire running down his cheeks.

He pulled his tongue out of her, licked his lips, then slid it up between hers, finding her clit, circling it as she continued to suck his cock, her hands firmly gripping his legs.

She moaned, sucking harder as he licked her, his tongue moving faster as she rocked faster on him. He pulled her back further, her pussy firmly planted on his face and took her clit in his mouth, sucking rhythmically as his tongue continued to move in small circles.

He felt her body beginning to shake and knew she was getting close, so he kept going in exactly the same way, feeling his own orgasm building as she worked her magic with her mouth, her lips sliding up and down his shaft as her tongue ran up and down the underside, twirling over the tip before she pressed herself back down, one hand gently massaging his balls between her wet fingers.

She kept going, riding his face increasingly wildly, rubbing herself against him, smearing her wetness over his face as he held her firmly, his lips locked around her clit as his tongue moved rapidly over it. He felt her body shaking, her muscles tensing as she got closer, her lips pressing deeper onto his cock, the tip rubbing against the back of her throat, the vibrations of her building moans reverberating through him, forcing him to tense his body before he flooded her throat with his semen, which would slide down deep into her belly.

She moaned louder onto his cock, her suction tightening as she held him deep in her mouth, rocking violently back and forth on his face, spreading her wetness as he continued to hold her firmly as she rode him, letting the pleasure continue to build until finally, she came.

She moaned into his cock as she shook on top of him, pressing his cock deeper into her throat and her clit deeper into his mouth, her hot wetness dribbling down his face as he continued to suck at her, feeling the muscles in her body tensing as she shook rapidly, her moans building as he continued to pleasure her, driving her pleasure further and further, giving her everything he had as she continued to climax, her clit deep in his mouth, sucking and licking as she rode on top of him until she finally went limp.

He breathed deeply as she pulled herself off him, his cock sliding out of her throat and her clit sliding out of his mouth. She curled up next to him, her knees in her chest, shivering as the aftershocks of her orgasm rushed through her.

He crawled around and held her gently from behind. She shivered from his touch, her body sensitive to even the slightest of sensations. He could feel her laboured breathing, deep breaths into her now clear airways, her heart pounding in her chest as he held her.

Gradually, her breathing and heart rate slowed and she turned her head to face him. Beneath the covers it was hard to see, but he could tell she was smiling. She reached up and gently touched his face, her fingers gliding through her wetness on his cheeks, then leaned in and kissed him. It was soft at first, gentle, her lips brushing against his. But as it continued, her lips against his became firmer, more passionate, her tongue sliding into his mouth, moaning as she tasted herself on him.

She turned around fully and pressed her sweat-covered body into his, hot and sticky from her orgasm, his hard cock sliding between her legs as her wet pussy rubbed over the top of his shaft.

She moaned into his mouth as she rocked her body, rubbing herself against his cock, her free hand exploring his body as his explored hers, until she pushed forward and rolled him onto his back, kissing him quickly as she rocked on top of him, her hands on his face as his moved over her body, over her sweat-covered back and down to her ass, guiding her as she slid herself over his cock, her breasts rubbing against his chest.

She yelped as he rolled her onto her back, kissing down her neck, pinning her arms above her head as he kissed down her body, over her breast, taking her hard nipple in his mouth, sucking at her as she writhed underneath him, her body arching as she rubbed herself against him.

He kept going, moving from one breast to the other, sucking the other nipple just as intensely, listening to her moan as she lay helpless to the will of his mouth. He let go of her wrists and she continued to hold them above her head, giving him free rein of her body as his hands slid down her, cupping her breasts, caressing them as he kissed and licked at her nipples, his cock still buried between her legs.

He felt her legs wrapping around him, holding him close as he played with her breasts, her body reacting more powerfully, desperate for more.

He kissed up her neck, across her face and found her lips. He kissed her slow and long and then pulled back. He looked at her, her eyes wide and wet and full of longing, pleading with him.

Still looking at her, he reached down between their bodies and took hold of his cock, guiding the tip to her entrance. She gasped as he pressed the tip inside her, as he moaned as he felt the warmth and wetness of her body. Slowly, he worked himself into her, moving deeper and deeper as she opened up for him, her body taking his thick cock.

Finally, fully inside her, he held himself there, feeling her pussy contracting on him, throbbing with desire. Slowly, he began to move in and out, their eyes locked on one another as he did so.

She moaned as he pulled almost all the way out and then slid all the way back in, repeating the motion as he began to move faster as she rocked underneath him, one hand on the back of his head, the other on his ass, pulling him closer to her, desperate for him to be deeper inside of her, to move faster, to which he willingly obliged.

She groaned as he fucked her faster, harder, deeper, his cock thrusting into her as her walls gripped him, squeezed him, held onto him for dear life. He kept going, fucking her until she began to grunt with every thrust, pounding away at her tight body as she clung to him, desperate for him to fill her up, her fingers gripping his hair as he fucked her hard, the headboard banging against the wall as he took her as firmly as possible, her legs wrapped tightly around his body.




“Oh fuck,” she gasped, “don’t stop.

 

Don’t. Fucking. Stop.


 
”




He kept going pounding her tight body, her wet nipples rubbing against his chest, both their bodies covered in sweat, the scent of their sex rising up from them, filling the air, driving them both wild with desire as they continued to fuck, giving themselves entirely to one another, forgetting about everything but the moment, about the one act that made them as if one flesh.

She let out a high-pitched moan, her body shaking underneath him, her pussy tightening on his throbbing cock as he held back, desperate for release but prolonging the moment for as long as possible.





Oh fuck


 
,” she cried, “

 

I think I – I think I’m gonna – oh my god – oh my fucking god – I’m gonna – I’m gonna – again! – what do you do to me – I’m gonna, I’m gonna cuuuuuummmm!


 
”




She cried out as she came for the second time, her body shaking as he continued to pound her tight hole, his cock filling her as she tightened on him, milking his cock as she came.

“Oh fuck,” he cried, unable to hold on any longer, “I’m cumming.”

Oh yes,” she gasped, “cum in me, cum in me now.”

He cried out as he came, pounding her tight pussy, holding himself deeply inside her as he came, pumping with short sharp thrusts as he shot his seed deep into her fertile body, her orgasming frame squeezing out every last drop as he painted her walls with his cum, shooting load after load into her desperate, shaking body, cumming harder than he ever had in his life, his cock twitching with every release, filling her up with more semen than he knew he had, both of them continuing to orgasm as they continued to fuck.

Then, with one final deep thrust, he gasped and they both went limp, laying there, their bodies sticky and wet, panting heavily, his cock twitching inside her.




“

 

Fuck


 
,” she whispered into his neck, holding him close to her, his cock still deep inside her body. “

 

Fuck.


 
”




He pulled away slowly and looked at her, then moved in, kissing her slowly but deeply.

After a moment, they rolled onto their sides and he slowly pulled his cock out of her, instantly missing the warmth of her body.

“I can still feel you inside me,” she said softly, stroking his cheek as they shared several soft kisses. “It feels so good.” She closed her eyes and let out a soft moan.

“So good,” he repeated softly, holding her close.

“Like a dream,” she murmured.

“Because only good things happen in dreams,” he said, holding her close.

“Yes,” she confirmed, “only good things.”




Chapter Six






“I

 know a place.”

Her fingers hung over his bare chest, the tips lightly drawing small circles on his skin.

“Outside of the city, I mean,” she said, angling her eyes up to look at him as her head remained comfortably planted on his shoulder, “where we can get away.”

He looked down and met her gaze, saying nothing, holding her close as he waited for her to go on.

“It’s nice there,” she continued, “by a lake. It isn’t too far, but you’d have no idea we were so close to a place like this. We could go and relax and you could write, if you wanted to, of course. There’s plenty of rooms and quiet, if that’s part of your process.”

“My process is quite…” he began, thinking of his process, of him sitting naked in the same seat drinking the same coffee, afraid to deviate from the quirks and oddities that he associated with each book, of the fear that even the slightest change from this might break the spell and leave him unable to finish what the had started.

But then he thought about his current state, his inability to find the ending he needed and realised that perhaps his process wasn’t as valuable as he had originally thought. Sure, it had allowed him to power through and, with gritted teeth, finish his projects, but what if that was the problem?

He was so worn down by the end that the books seemed to lose energy, focus. Even with thorough editing and revision they never quite matched the explosive start that flowed forth when he was interested and vitalised by the new idea.

Perhaps the process wasn’t the solution, but the problem after all.

“It sounds like a great idea.”

“Really?” she asked, pressing her warm body closer to him.

“Really,” he said, his arm wrapped around her holding her tighter, his head tilting down to kiss the top of her head.

“Yay,” she said, squirming with excitement, “we’re going to have so much fun.”


◆◆◆







He had found one of Harvey’s spare suitcases and packed some of his friend’s clothes into it. Jack’s clothes still needed to be cleaned, besides which, he enjoyed the feeling of wearing an outfit that probably cost more than his entire wardrobe. That

 

definitely


 
cost more than his entire wardrobe, wardrobe included!




He had left one outfit laid out on the bed for travelling and gone to take a shower.

Asami, now back at her place, had been eager they leave as soon as possible.

“It’ll be so much fun,” she had said, clinging onto him as they moved towards the front door.

“I’m sure it will,” he had said as the two of them stood in the open doorway, sharing a long, slow kiss that made him want to sweep her up and take her back to the bedroom. Instead, he watched as she walked across the hall, her firm ass moving as she swayed her hips, her face flushed as she smiled at him before closing the door.

Now, fresh out of the shower, a towel wrapped around his waist, he walked across the apartment and looked out over the city. The sun was shining as they always seemed to and the rays were warm on his exposed skin.

It felt strange that he would be leaving, even if only for a short while. He had been here only a few days, but it had already begun to feel like home. He wondered if he could ever go back to where he came from, leaving the sights and sounds of the city, the energy and opportunities contained within, for the relative quiet of his – admittedly, much cheaper – home town.




Maybe he could move here. Not

 

here


 
here, somewhere cheaper but just as alive. Sure, it wouldn’t be the same as having an apartment like

 

this


 
with a view like

 

that


 
, but it would be

 

something.


 
He would still be connected to the city, plugged into that energy that had been driving his creative fervour.




Or would he?

He tried not to think of that, focusing instead on his current situation, of the book he was working on now, the one he had poured everything he had into. Perhaps this was the one that would change everything.

He laughed and shook his head. How many times had he said that, only for the book to go down in flames or worse, to sit unfinished in a desk drawer, the burden of expectation extinguishing his ability to finish it.





Just relax


 
, he thought,

 

don’t go there


 
.




He took a deep breath and exhaled slowly, eyes closed, feeling the sun on his face. He felt a weight lifting as the self-imposed pressure to be a massive success quickly lifted.

He opened his eyes and smiled at the world, grateful just for the opportunity.




Chapter Seven






“H

 ow come I have to sit in the back?” asked Morika, as the rented car continued down the road.




“Because

 

I


 
rented the car, so

 

I


 
get to drive,” said Asami, sitting behind the wheel, eyes locked firmly on the road ahead, “and Jack is

 

my


 
guest.”




Asami smiled broadly, savouring the opportunity to rub it in, as Morika exhaled heavily, clearly unsatisfied with the answer.

“I can drive too!” she said.

“Yes,” said Asami, “but you shouldn’t.”

“Give me one good reason why not,” said Morika, leaning forward, the seatbelt pressing between her breasts, perfectly outlining each one in her tight t-shirt.

“What happened to your last car?”

“Hah!” cried Morika, sitting back, “that could have happened to anyone!”




“Did it happen to anyone?” asked Asami, glancing in the rearview mirror, “or did it happen to

 

you?


 
”




Jack glanced at Asami, then back at the road ahead. He realised his hands were gripping his thighs tightly. Just the idea of Morika driving was unnerving to him. Still, he said nothing, not wanting to upset either of them by taking a side.


◆◆◆




As they drove, the city seemed to fade away, almost as if it were dispersing into the air around them. The skyscrapers began to shrink as the density of the buildings decreased, the number of people in any square metre of space declining precipitously. Personal space became a thing that actually existed, the radius between people widening until there were no people at all.

The city had given way to populated areas, commuting suburbs, which gave way to tree-lined country roads, with more animals than humans, as if nature had taken over. The sun was high in the sky, but the overhanging trees blocked most of the sunlight, the shade a relief from the heat and the glare.

Jack closed his eyes for a moment, enjoying the peace and quiet.


◆◆◆




“We’re nearly there,” said Asami.

Jack opened his eyes, jolting upright in his seat.

“Was I…?” he asked.

“Only for a little bit,” said Asami, casting a small glance at him, a slight smile on her face, before her attention turned once again to the road ahead.

“We thought it was better to let you sleep,” said Morika. She leaned in, placing her hands on Jack’s shoulders, massaging him as she spoke. “We need you to be fully rested for what we have in store!”

“Morika!” scolded Asami, glaring at her in the rearview mirror.

“What do you have…?” began Jack.

“Here we are!” said Asami loudly, completely ignoring his question.

Jack was about to repeat the question, but as he looked ahead, he completely forgot what he was going to ask.

“Wow,” he said, the image before him reminding him of something out of a movie.

“Isn’t it something?” asked Morika.

“It certainly is,” he said.

Ahead was a wooden cabin, much larger than he had anticipated, yet still maintaining that rustic vibe he had been hoping for, that ‘back to nature’ aura of the isolated writer in the woods with nothing to concentrate on but the work.

On the other side, ran a large lake, seemingly going on forever, its surface reflecting the light of the sun, and the bright blue of the sky. In the distance were nothing but hills and trees, a natural fortress from the outside world.

Asami carefully pulled the car up by the side of the cabin and the three of them got out. They walked into the dirt road which they had just driven down and took in the view over the water.

It was unbelievable.

He walked towards the lake, onto the wooden dock where a small rowboat was tied on one side, and looked out over the water. He could smell the scent of nature as the cool wind blew across his face. He sighed deeply, feeling at peace.

“Don’t worry about us,” shouted Morika, “we’ll grab all the bags.”

Jack looked over and saw the two women standing by the car, the trunk open, practically overflowing with luggage.

“I was just taking a look around,” he said, walking towards them. “I’ll give you a hand now,” he added, not bothering to mention that almost all of the bags in the trunk were actually theirs!




“I’ll get those now,” he said, watching the two women struggling to lift the two heaviest suitcases –

 

their suitcases!


 
– from the trunk, “I’ll follow you in.”




“Such a gentleman,” said Morika playfully, as she and Asami grabbed two lighter backs and made their way into the cabin. He stopped in his tracks and took another moment to admire the view.




Chapter Eight






T

 he inside of the cabin was even nicer than the outside, the perfect mix of modern amenities and that timeless aesthetic. He wondered how old the cabin was, but decided not to ask. It was better if he didn’t know. He liked having the option to pretend it was 200 years old and perfectly well preserved, updated for modern living, whilst maintaining the soul of the original building. For all he knew, it was built six months ago, but he didn’t want to risk reality spoiling the fantasy.

He walked through the wide open-space living room, with ample seating around a large fireplace, in front of which lay a large fur rug. He wondered if it was real or fake, again deciding not to ask.

He carried the bags up the wooden steps, heaving as he moved, the steps underfoot reassuringly creaking as he ascended.




“This is

 

my


 
room,” said Asami as soon as he reached the top of the stairs. She touched one of the doors, “and

 

that,


 
” she said, pointing to the one next door, “is Morika’s.”




“Very nice,” he said, huffing as he moved the two staircases away from the top of the stairs, in case they rolled back down, “and where will I sleep?” he asked.

“Anywhere you want,” said Morika, smiling.




“We thought you could have

 

this


 
room,” said Asami, walking further down the corridor, pushing open another door. “This is the master bedroom.”





Master bedroom.


He had to admit, he liked the sound of that.

Jack walked in and surveyed the room.

It was large and ornate, a large four-poster bed taking up most of the back wall.

“What do you think?” asked Asami.

“I think it’s incredible,” he said, turning to face the large window on the side. He looked out and saw the sunlight reflecting off the lake outside.

“We can swap if you’d like?”

“No,” he said, “it’s perfect.” He turned and smiled at the two women standing in the doorway. “Absolutely perfect.”

“Yes,” said Morika as she walked into the room followed by Asami, “we are.”




Chapter Nine






S

 he leaned in and kissed him aggressively, her passion taking him by surprise. She kept walking, pushing him back as she pulled at his t-shirt, pulling it up to his chest, before his legs hit the bed and he fell back onto it.

He watched as she pulled her t-shirt off, freeing her amazing breasts, then descended upon him, kissing and pawing at him as his hands explored her exposed body. She straddled him and grabbed his t-shirt. He raised his hands and she pulled it the rest of the way off and threw it across the room, then leaned in and kissed him.

He went to roll her over, but she resisted, pulling his hands from her body and pinning them over his head. She kissed him again and took his lip in between her teeth, pulling it then letting it snap back, smiling as he moaned in pain, his cock throbbing as she made him her plaything, rocking on top of him, her breasts bouncing as she moved.

She leaned in and kissed his face, his neck, moving down, her hands sliding down his arms, her breasts rubbing against his bare torso, kissing his body as she slid off the bed.

He looked down at her, kneeling between his spread legs, his hands still above his head. There was a fire in her eyes, a passion he hadn’t seen before. He watched as she undid his belt and undid the button on his trousers, sliding her hands over his thighs, her one hand gliding over his hard cock, then sliding up and taking hold of his zipper and slowly undoing it.

He watched her as she watched him as she pulled down his trousers, his ass rising from the bed, then pulled them off his legs and threw them across the room. She ran her hands over his bare legs and over his boxers, his cock throbbing underneath.

She pushed herself forwards, kissing his abs, her hands caressing his chest, then down, kissing over his boxers, over the outline of his hard cock, her fingers slipping into the waistband as her lips kissed the outline of the tip of his cock, then pulled them down.

He sighed with relief as his cock sprung free, his body moving again so she could slip the boxers all the way off. She dropped them on the floor and ran her hands up his thighs again, up to his hips and then back down, sliding in between his legs, caressing the sensitive skin of his inner thighs as she kissed up, moving from one side to the other, pushing his legs further apart as she went.

She took one ball in his mouth and softly sucked at it, her tongue licking at it as her hands slid back up, one sliding over his crotch, holding his cock between her thumb and forefinger, as the other took him in her hand, stroking slowly.

He moaned as she slowly worked his cock and balls, letting one slip out of her mouth as she took in the other, her hand speeding up slightly, her thumb moving in small circles over the tip of his cock as she spread his precum over the end.

He watched as she took her hand from his cock and, releasing his ball from her mouth, stuck her tongue out, slowly wiping the tip of her thumb over it, licking her thumb clean. She placed her hands on his thighs and pushed herself up, looking at him as she let a line of spittle drip from her mouth, the warm liquid slowly moving down towards his cock, then dribbling down his shaft.

She licked her lips and then moved down, taking him into her mouth, sucking slowly as she looked at him, pressing him further into her warm, wet mouth, until he felt his cock press into the back of her throat.

He moaned as she swallowed, the muscles contracting as she held him deep, her fingers digging into his thighs as she pushed down as far as she could go, holding herself there for as long as she could, then pushed herself up, breathing deeply, her hand moving immediately to his wet shaft and working him rapidly. He lay back, enjoying the sensation of her hand moving quickly over his cock, fully lubricated from her throat, her other hand caressing his wet balls, as he involuntarily thrust his hips as she took the tip of his cock in her mouth, her tongue swirling rapidly over the tip.

As she continued to pump his cock, he heard a soft moan and turned to see Asami sitting on the bed, her back pressed against the headboard, her fingers working slowly between her legs as she watched Morika work. He could smell the scent of her sex rising, her desire dampening her fingers as they moved in circles beneath her panties, the front of her skirt rising and falling as her hand worked beneath it.

He moaned as his attention was brought back to Morika as she took him deep in her mouth, her head bobbing up and down, her lips sliding along his shaft as she sucked him quickly, her fingers still teasing his balls.

She took him down deep into her throat, held him there as she twisted her head, rubbing him against her throat, before pulling him out of her mouth and standing. He watched as she undid her trousers, shaking her hips as she slid them down her toned legs, leaving her standing there in nothing but her white panties.

She walked towards him and climbed up him, straddling him, his wet cock rubbing against her underwear, the underside warm with her desire. She rocked against him as she leaned in to kiss him, slow, passionate, her tongue sliding into his mouth to find his, her hands once again holding onto his wrists as she moved on top of him.

She moved up further and pressed her breasts into his face, rubbing them over him, teasing him as her nipples slid across his lips, always just out of reach of his mouth. He leaned forward and she leaned back, still holding his wrists down. After a moment, he relented and he put his head back on the bed.

“Good boy,” she said, a smile on her lips.

She lowered herself down once again, pressing her breast to his open mouth, letting him take her nipple between his lips and suck, moaning and rocking as he did so, his tongue circling it.

“That’s right,” she said, eyes closed as she focused on the sensation of his mouth, “just like that.” She rocked on top of him, moaning as he sucked at her breast, her wet panties rubbing against his abs, the tip of his cock brushing against the wet material as she moved back.

She opened her eyes as she pulled her nipple out of his mouth, taking her other breast in her hand and guiding it into his mouth, moaning as he sucked and licked at her hard nipple in the same way as before.

“You like that?” she asked.

He nodded, moaning the affirmative, her tit still in his mouth.

“Of course you do,” she said, “but I know something you’d like even more. She raised herself up, her nipple shiny and wet as it slipped from his mouth, then swung her leg over him, turned on the bed and straddled him once again, this time pressing her ass close to his face.

His cock throbbed as he smelt her desire, her wet panties inches from his face, her ass rocking in front of him.

“You can use your hands now,” she said.

He moaned as she took his cock in her mouth, moving quickly as she rocked on top of him. He reached forward, running his hands over her ass, feeling the soft skin and firm muscles, then slid two fingers beneath her wet panties and gently peeled them off, pulling them to the side to expose her pussy, smooth and wet, her lips shining.

Morika moaned as his tongue slipped between her lips, parting them as he lapped at her desire, the taste of her flooding his mouth, overwhelming his senses. He pushed his hips up, pushing his cock deeper into her mouth as he licked at her pussy again, lapping at her as she sat back, pressing herself closer to his face, rubbing her wetness over his mouth.

She moved faster as his hands moved to her asscheeks, spreading them further as he sank his tongue deep inside her, her panties rubbing against his face as she rocked on top of him.

As he licked at her, he pressed his lips around her tight hole, forming a tight seal as he did so, his eyes fixed on her puckering asshole, twitching with desire. He slid a hand across one of her asscheeks, sliding a finger down between them, the tip finding her tight hole. Morika moaned with pleasure, her mouth tightening on his cock as he began to tease her asshole, his finger moving in small circles over it as she rocked harder, pushing her ass further back, searching for more.

He gently pushed the tip of his finger into her ass and heard both Morika and Asami moan with delight. He glanced in Asami’s direction, Morika’s thighs clamped to his face blocking most of his view, but could see her face, eyes squeezed shut, her mouth in a tight ‘o’, as her body shook quickly, her fingers working rapidly beneath her panties.

She opened her eyes and met his gaze, licking her lips with desire, moaning as he pressed his finger further into Morika’s asshole, the woman on top of him now riding his finger and face at the same time.

Asami cried out with pleasure as she watched the two of them, and Jack turned his attention back to Morika. He slid his tongue out of her pussy and reached out with it, flicking the tip of it across Morika’s clit. She moaned and leaned back, pushing his finger deep into her asshole as she pushed her clit into his mouth.

He wrapped his lips around it and began to suck at her, his tongue swirling around it as he did so. She moaned into his cock, pressing it deep into her throat, her warm saliva running down his shaft and over his balls. She rocked faster on him and he slid his finger in and out of her asshole faster, listening to her moans growing as he did so.

He felt her mouth tightening on his cock, her body moving more wildly, rubbing herself harder against his face, her wetness running down his chin and neck, moaning louder as she got closer and closer.

His cock throbbed in her throat, desperate for release, but he tensed his body, sucking on her clit more powerfully, her moans of pleasure bringing him closer to the edge. Still, he held back as he continued to work her as she rode him faster and faster, the vibrations of her throat running through his cock, getting more and more powerful until she let out a long, low moan, her throat muscles vibrating, sending waves of pleasure through the tip of his cock as she came. She rocked on top of him, moaning deeply, her wetness increasing, smearing it across his face as her asshole contracted on his finger buried deep in her asshole pulling it further inside, her body shaking as he continued to pleasure her, driving her orgasm harder and harder until with a final cry, her climax peaked.

She went limp on top of him and he gently pulled his finger from her asshole and released her swollen clit from his mouth.

She crawled off him onto the bed, whimpering as post-orgasm aftershocks ran through her body.




“

 

Oh fuck


 
,” she whimpered, “

 

I was supposed to…


 
”




She shuddered again as another wave of pleasure ran through her.

From the side, he heard another moan, and saw Asami there, fingers still working quickly between her legs, getting close herself. She looked at him, eyes devouring his naked body, and we wondered for a moment if she was ready to finish the job. But before either of them could move, Morika climbed on top of him, her dripping-wet panties rubbing alongside the underside of his hard cock.

She grabbed both of his wrists and pinned them to the bed, holding them firmly as she leaned in and kissed him, moaning as she tasted her wetness in his mouth, her tongue diving deeply in, then back out, running up his cheek, lapping at her desire before she kissed him again.

She let go of his wrists and pushed herself up, rubbing her panties on his cock as she rocked on top of him, her hands on his abs, her face completely serious.

She pushed herself up on her knees and with one hand pulled her panties to the side, whilst with the other, she grabbed his cock, guiding it towards her entrance. She held it against herself for a moment, rubbing the tip along her wet lips, letting him feel how warm and wet she was, as if his face hadn’t been buried deep between her legs just moments ago.

Then, moaning loudly, she guided him to her entrance and lowered herself down, pressing him deep into her body as she sat on his hips.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, his cock suddenly fully in her body. She rocked on top of him, moving her hips, pulling his cock around inside her as she moved. He went to move his arms, to place his hands on her hips, on her breasts, her perfect body calling out to him, begging to be touched, to be pleasured by him. But before he could do so, she lunged forward, grabbing his wrists again and pinning them to the bed. She kissed him hard, her breasts and their wet nipples pressing into his chest as she rocked on top of him. She moaned as she moved, sliding all the way up his cock before pushing all the way back down.

She moved slowly at first, then picked up speed until she was riding him full pelt, her ass bouncing off his thighs as she took his entire cock, grunting each time she took him fully inside her.

He looked up at her, her eyes fully focused on the task at hand, her body wet and shining with sweat from the effort of riding his cock as hard as she could, her grunts more animalistic than he’d ever heard, a passion and intensity rising up from deep inside her as she gave everything to making him cum.

He had never seen this side of her, this intensity, and it made his cock throb like never before.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, trying to hold back his building orgasm, watching as the woman on top of him rode him with everything she had, her perfect tits bouncing as she bounced on top of him, taking his cock deep inside her body time and again, grunting louder and louder, determined to give him the ride of his life.

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

“No,” she growled, “you cum when I let you cum.”

He groaned again, holding back as she rode him, her wetness running down his cock and balls, a wet spot forming on the bed, her eyes fixed on his face as her pussy tightened on his cock, milking him even as she refused him release.

“I can’t,” he moaned, his entire body tensed against the impending orgasm.

“No,” she repeated, gripping his wrists harder, bouncing on him even faster.

She kept going, pushing him further and further, her body doing everything it could to make him cum even as she refused him the sweet release he so desperately needed.

He breathed heavily, teeth gritted as he held back, unsure how much longer he was going to be able to obey her instructions.

Then, she said it,

“Cum for me.”

He cried out as he came, his cock throbbing inside her as he released load after load into her body, painting her walls as they tightened on his cock, his cum shooting deep into her as she continued to ride him, demanding more and more semen for her fertile body.

As he came inside Morika, he could hear Asami moaning with pleasure, cumming as he did, Morika’s instructions for her as much as for him, both of them cumming as Morika instructed, Asami’s fingers working quickly over her swollen clit as Jack continued to pump Morika full of cum, her pussy tightening on him as he filled her up, as she rode him faster and faster, suddenly crying out as she came on his cock, her walls fluttering on him as she continued to ride him furiously, bouncing wildly as he filled her up, the three of them orgasming at the same time, finding simultaneous release as their moans and actions pushed one another further and further, their pleasure continuing to flow.

Finally, after what seemed like an age, they were finished.

Morika leaned forward, her hot, sweaty body pressed against Jack’s, her hands still loosely gripping his wrists as she lay on top of him, his hard cock still deep inside her body, still twitching as he felt the after-effects of his intense orgasm.

He looked to the side and saw Asami, face flushed, fingers buried in her panties, now still. He smiled and gently nodded and she crawled towards them. She pulled her fingers out of her panties, now slick with her desire. He could smell her scent and his cock twitched inside Morika again.

Asami held out her fingers and Jack went to take them in her mouth, but suddenly Morika grabbed Asami’s wrist and took them into her mouth instead, sucking her friend’s fingers clean as he watched.

Then, fully cleaned, she slipped the fingers out of her mouth and turned to Jack, kissing him slowly as she shared the taste of Asami’s arousal with him. Then, with a moan, she rose off of him and lay on her back next to him. Without a word, Asami got onto her hands and knees and turned, taking Jack’s cock into her mouth, cleaning his cum and Morika’s pussy juices from him.

“Good girl,” said Morika, “you know what to do.”

Once Jack’s cock was clean, he watched as Asami crawled off the bed and knelt between Morika’s legs. Morika moaned as Asami stroked her friend’s legs, her tongue carefully lapping at her well-fucked pussy, sliding deep into her as she scooped out every last drop of Jack’s cum, swallowing it down without question.

Then, once her friend was fully cleaned, Asami crawled back up onto the bed and curled into Morika, holding her as Jack held her, the three of them basking in the glow of their collective release.




Chapter Ten






J

 ack jolted awake as a long, loud blast from a car horn broke the peaceful silence outside.

He had fallen asleep, sandwiched in between Morika and Asami, the two women’s naked bodies warm and soft against him as they had made themselves comfortable under the duvet. But now, they were gone.

He got out of bed, pulling the duvet from on top of his naked body and moved to the window. Outside, he saw a car, not the one in which the three of them arrived, parked haphazardly out front.

There was a squeal of excitement and he watched as Asami and Morika moved quickly from the house towards the car. The car door opened and the driver got out. He could tell instantly from the short red pixie cut that it was Danuja, and he watched as the three women embraced, his cock twitching at the thought of the last time the three of them and him were together.

They seemed to be talking, but he could hear none of it, but happy just watching, until Asami pointed up to the window where he was standing. Suddenly, three pairs of eyes were on him and he remembered he was completely naked, and the window was sufficiently large to let them all know.

Still, it was too late to pretend to be modest, besides, it was nothing they hadn’t all seen before, so he just stood there and waved as they waved at him.

He watched as they got the bags out of the trunk and brought them into the house. He smiled to himself, the break from the city was getting more appealing by the minute.

Then, just as he was about to leave the window to go get dressed, he saw the passenger side door open. Whoever it was, they were wearing an oversized black hat with a large trim, completely obscuring their face.

Still, he didn’t need to see their face to know who the person was.

Eve.

She had ditched her corset and multi-layered dress for an outfit he hadn’t seen before. It was, he assumed, what passed for her “summer clothes”.

It was an all-black dress, (lace, if he had to guess), with thin shoulder straps showing off her pale shoulders. It held tightly to her large breasts, her ample cleavage visible from upstairs, a large pendant resting on top of her cleavage. The lacy hem of her dress blew lightly in the breeze, dancing around her bare legs as she stood there in black boots with thick soles. The tops of her arms were bare, her forearms covered with thin lacy sleeves, and around her neck was a black choker.

She walked a few paces then looked up at him. Her eyes were hidden behind a pair of large, black sunglasses, but he knew she was looking right at him. He waved, but she made no attempt to respond, instead turning away from him and walking towards the cabin, leaving him and his now throbbing cock standing helplessly in the window.




Chapter Eleven






H

 e quickly got dressed and headed downstairs. He wished he’d had time for a shower, but had washed up as best he could, so hoped he didn’t smell too much of pussy.

“Hey,” said Danuja as he walked down the stairs into the living room, “fancy meeting you here.”

“Hey Danuja,” he said as he reached the bottom of the stairs. She moved in and embraced him, holding him tight as she pressed her body against his, her cheek on his as she inhaled deeply. “Long time no see,” he joked.

“Too long,” she said as she pulled herself back slightly, smiling as she ran a finger over his cheek, “far too long.”

He smiled bemusedly.

They had seen each other just the other day. He felt his cock twitch as he smelt her perfume and felt her soft touch, the thought of her naked body, along with Morika’s and Asami’s, strewn across the bed as the four of them…

The front door slammed.

The four of them turned to see Eve standing there, her black suitcase in hand.

“Ah,” said Danuja, turning to their new guest, “here’s my golden girl.”

Eve stood there, making no reaction to this response.

“Did you see the reviews?” asked Danuja to no one in particular, “they were all raving.”

“They weren’t the only ones raving,” muttered Morika as she rolled her eyes, causing Asami to scold her quietly.

Jack tried to repress a smile at Morika’s snarky comment. He knew she was just as enamoured with Eve as the rest of them, even though that was often buried under her jealousy.

Danuja moved to Eve, wrapping her arm around her protégé’s shoulders and guided her deeper into the room.




“They were

 

particularly


 
enamoured with the main collection, finding them

 

remarkably


 
striking.”




Jack thought back to the exhibition, to the gigantic photo of his rock-hard cock as he ejaculated onto Danuja’s face, giant globules of semen in mid-flight, her tongue stretched out, desperate to receive his tribute.

“Philistines and heathens, every last one,” Eve said, dismissing the praise as if it was a hex upon her work, “none of them truly understand.”

“True,” said Danuja, “but they did spend a ridiculous amount on your works, so that’s something!”

Eve said nothing. Her face contorted slightly, as if there was a bad smell in the room, and he knew what it was.

The commercialisation of art.




True, it had always been that way, but that didn’t make it any better or any easier to swallow, particularly not for someone as

 

artistic


 
as Eve. Still, he knew that she knew this was the way it was. Her only other alternative would be to get an actual

 

real


 
job and work for a living, paying the bills as she worked on her art in her spare time, making it for no one but herself, storing it all away where no one would see it.




He smiled at the thought of her working in a supermarket or at an office job, her sour personality a sharp contrast to everything around her. No, he didn’t think she would last too long in that sort of world, nor would she want to.

“Alright,” said Danuja, “where are we staying?”

“I’ll show you to your rooms,” said Asami, quickly moving towards Eve and taking her bag, Jack noting their fingers touching longer than strictly necessary.

“Great,” said Danuja, “let’s go, sweetie.”

Jack watched the three of them go upstairs, Danuja's tight ass in her jeans, Eve’s dress floating around the tops of her pale thighs.

As they disappeared, he turned to Morika, expecting her to roll her eyes at him, but instead saw that she was looking up the stairs after them, too. She caught his eye, quickly realising she had been caught staring and turned away, marching into the kitchen.

“Did you know Eve was coming?” asked Jack as he followed her into the kitchen.

Morika said nothing as she fussed about, making a cup of tea.

“You really have nothing to be jealous about,” he said, “Asami adores you.”

Morika quickly spun around and Jack swallowed hard, instantly regretting his comment.

“Of course she does,” Morika said, “I mean, look at me.”

Jack’s eyes ran up and down Morika’s perfect body, imagining every inch of her smooth skin that he had just felt pressed against him.




“You don’t have to look

 

that


 
hard,” she said, barely concealing a smile.




“Sorry,” he said, moving closer to her, “I can’t help it.”

“No,” she said, “you can’t.”

He moved towards her, pressing her back into the kitchen cabinet as he gently held her hips, kissing her as she moaned softly.

“It’s just…” she began, trailing off.

“I get it,” he said, looking her in the eye, “Eve’s a force of nature, unrestrained ID. It’s both scary and compelling.”




“It

 

is


 
,” she said, relieved that someone else understood, “it’s like, I can’t tell if she wants to fight me or fuck me.”




“Perhaps it’s a bit of both,” he said, pressing his body against her harder, “sometimes it’s hard to tell the difference, even when it’s you. Ask me how I know.”

Morika smiled against her will, knowing her own mixture of often conflicting emotions often led to some of the most intense experiences.

He felt her hands grabbing his ass, pulling his body tighter to her, her breasts pressed against him as she leaned up to kiss him.

“You just need to get to know her a little better,” he said, “I’m sure you’ll become friends quickly enough.”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” she asked in between kisses, her leg rubbing against his hardening cock.

“Whatever makes you happy,” he said, thinking of Morika and Eve’s naked bodies pressed together, showing how fine the line between fucking and fighting truly could be.




Chapter Twelve






“N

 ature is an abomination.”

Eve sat on the edge of the dock, watching with disdain. She was still wearing her oversized hat, the shadow hiding most of her body from the sun’s rays.

“That’s artists for you,” said Danuja, as she trod water, “so dramatic.”

“You’re also an artist,” said Eve.

“Yes,” said Danuja, “but my drama is channelled through different ways.” She gave Eve a knowing smile. “Now, are you coming into the water or not?”

“Not,” said Eve, kicking her bare feet in the water, her shiny black toenails glinting as they broke the surface. Jack felt his cock twitch at the thought of swimming over there and spreading her pale legs, tasting her pussy as the cool water lapped at his body.

“Suit yourself,” said Danuja, smiling at Jack.




Morika and Asami were in the house, cooking. Jack and Danuja had offered to help, but they would hear none of it. This was

 

their


 
treat, and

 

their


 
guests would do nothing but relax.




“Is Eve alright?” asked Jack, as he and Danuja swam deeper into the water. “She seems moody, even more so than usual.”




“She doesn’t like being out of her comfort zone,” said Danuja, “makes her feel like she isn’t in control. And she

 

likes


 
to be in control.”




Jack thought back to his time with Eve backstage, how she had relinquished control, giving herself to him completely, making herself into his gothic Asian fucktoy to use as he pleased. But even then, he knew that was her choice, her desire, she was controlling the situation, the narrative, he was doing exactly what she wanted. She had been in control even as she was submitting completely to him.

“She’ll get over it,” Danuja added, “she just needs a bit of time to adjust.” With that, she splashed Jack, giggling as he recoiled from the sudden wave in his face, a response which turned to laughing as he splashed her back, the two of them jostling in the water, their wet bodies brushing up against one another, as Eve watched from the safety of dry land.


◆◆◆




“Dinner’s ready!” called Asami.

“Be right there!” shouted Danuja from her room.

Jack was in his room, drying himself off after his shower. After the cold water of the lake and the hot tryst with Morika and Asami earlier that day, he had really needed a refreshing shower to sort himself out.

He threw the towel onto the bed and opened his suitcase, pulling out his clothes and hanging them up as he looked for the perfect outfit to wear this evening, picking a rather simple shirt and trousers combo, one that looked smart but not too try-hard.

Once dressed, he checked himself in the mirror, felt that surge of confidence he was still growing accustomed to, and headed downstairs.


◆◆◆




“Smells delicious,” said Danuja as she walked down the stairs.

Even though she had indicated that she was ready whilst Jack had just stepped out of the shower, he had still managed to be downstairs before her.

“Wow,” he said to himself as she walked down the stairs.

“Too casual?” she asked.

“Not at all,” he said, taking every inch of her in. She was wearing a t-shirt and a tight-fitting pair of shorts that clung to her hips, her bare legs calling out to be stroked as she walked down the stairs.

“Love the shorts,” said Morika, as she walked in with a serving bowl and placed it on the table.

“Thank you, sweetie,” she said, “I love that style on you.”

Danuja and Jack took a moment to admire Morika’s sundress. It hung perfectly on her body, her breasts, the relaxed flowing material perfectly complimenting the relaxed mood.

“You both look lovely,” said Asami as she walked in from the kitchen area. Jack threw her an expectant look. “Oh,” she said flustered, “and you look very handsome.”

Jack smiled, showing he was only teasing and Asami laughed with relief, then placed the bowl she was holding on the table. She was wearing a tight t-shirt that was perfect for the atmosphere, if not the temperature, and a short black shirt with black stockings. As she bent over the table to put the bowl down, he could see her matching black lace panties underneath.

“Just waiting for one more,” said Danuja, looking up the stairs, “oh, there she is.”

The four of them turned to see Eve walking down the stairs. She looked, he was reluctant to say, almost normal. She was still dressed in black, of course, but her lace sleeves had disappeared and her thick black boots had been replaced by a pair of simple black flats. Still, as she walked down the stairs, he couldn’t look away.

“Right,” said Morika as Eve reached the bottom of the stairs, “time to eat.”




Chapter Thirteen






“S

 o,” said Danuja, sitting opposite him, “how’s the novel coming along?”

“Oh,” said Jack, “good. Yeah, it’s nearly there.”

“He just needs an ending,” said Asami.

“Preferably a happy one!” said Morika, laughing.

“I’m not sure,” said Jack, “it’s been a really great time, writing the book I mean, but I can’t see how I can land a happy ending without it seeming, I don’t know, contrived?”

“Existence is contrived,” said Eve.

“Exactly,” said Danuja, “well, I wouldn’t go that far, but life is what you make it. It’s a subjective experience interpreted differently by each of us. If we want a happy ending, we can have one, even if it isn’t the one we originally hoped for.”

“I like that,” said Asami, “even if it doesn’t end how we want, we can still take away positives from the experience.”

“Well that settles things,” said Morika, raising her glass, “to happy endings!”


◆◆◆




Soon the meal was over.

Jack was sitting on the couch in front of the fireplace, the wood piled in the middle now fully ablaze. Not that it was cold, but there was something about the open flames that just made the whole scene feel more real. An analogue moment in a digital world, he thought, realising that was what he had been chasing.

Everything was self-contained these days, screens or boxes put together by robots, all the pieces so intricately assembled that there was very little option to repair, certainly not by someone like him!

He craved the days when people owned things they could understand, they could fix. Yes, a laptop with a shiny screen and padded keyboard made typing easier, but there was a level of detachment from the thing itself, from the physicality of objects.

Humans were meant to interact with the real world, were tactile creatures, not abstract ones. They were not meant to deal wholly with theoretical concepts and digitised images of things that didn’t really exist. We were moving further and further from the world which had created us, our bodies and our brains lagging behind our ambition, and we were paying the price for it. This was a world we could not understand, because it was built not for who we were, but for who others wanted us to be.




Everything was a trap, an advertisement, a game, playing tricks on our lizard brains to consume, to obey, to behave in predictable patterns to maximise profits and minimise resistance. Even food –

 

especially food


 
– was designed to get us to overconsume, to trigger chemical reactions that had us eating more and more, even when we didn’t need it, because that’s what was profitable.




Everything was a game.

But here, in this moment, watching the naked flames flicker in the fireplace, raw and uncontrolled, pure power, heat and light, energy emanating across the room, he remembered what it was like to feel things, to be in the real world, to be one with the environment around him.

Heat was real.

Light was real.

Touch was real.

“I like fire. She cannot be contained.”

Jack looked from the fire, broken from his thoughts, and saw Eve standing near him.

He noticed that this was not the same black “summer dress” from earlier but a slightly different one. As he lowered his gaze back to the fire, he noticed her bare feet buried in the plush rug in front of the fireplace.

“No,” he said, “she can’t.”

“She is too powerful,” said Eve, taking a step closer, “she burns bright and hot and must have whatever she desires.”

“Yes,” he said, watching her as she stepped closer to him, “she must.”

She straddled him, her skirt rising up her ass, and leaned in to kiss him. It was slow and soft, but he felt the heat of her body, the fire inside her as she wrapped her arms around the back of his neck.

She moaned, parting her lips and sliding her tongue into his mouth, rocking steadily on top of him, her breasts rubbing against his chest. He moaned, feeling his cock hardening, and slid his hands down the back of her soft lace dress, until he found her firm ass. Her skin was soft beneath his touch, as soft as her dress, and as his hands caressed her cheeks, she rocked harder on top of him, moaning.

She leaned back, pulling her lips from his and gently brushed the straps off her shoulders. They slid down her pale arms, hanging loose as her dress hung precariously on her breasts. She leaned in again and he pressed his mouth to her neck. He kissed the sensitive skin as she directed him, moving across her bare shoulder. She moaned and pulled at the bottom of his shirt. He sat back and raised his hands as she pulled the shirt off of him and threw it across the room, then leaned in and kissed him hard, her soft dress and large breasts pressed against his bare skin.

He felt his hard cock throbbing in his trousers as she moved on top of him.

He slid one hand down between her asscheeks, causing her to moan into his mouth as he ran the tip of his fingers over her lace panties, no doubt also black, and found her wet spot. She rocked on top of him as he teased her through the thin material, feeling the heat of her pussy beneath the surface.

He kept going, then slid his hand up her back and down underneath the fabric. She whined as his fingers slid underneath her panties, one finger slipping between her smooth wet lips, teasing her entrance as she pushed further back.

“Not yet,” he said, keeping his finger from sliding inside her, “when I say so.”




“She must have whatever she desires,” said Eve, rocking on top of him, her hands tightly gripping the sides of his face. “

 

She desires,


 
” she moaned as he pressed the tip deeper, then pulled it immediately out of her.




“She does,” he said, “but she must also be patient.”

She looked at him for a moment, then lowered her hands, her fingers tracing down his bare chest as she rocked slowly on him, letting him touch her however he wanted.

“Good girl,” he said, moving his finger faster, feeling her wetness growing as he watched the desire in her eyes building. He leaned in and kissed the top of her chest, his lips moving over the bare skin and across the top hem of her dress, his lips lingering at the top of her cleavage.

She moaned and reached for her dress, slowly pulling it down, revealing one magnificent breast and then the other. He gazed at their perfection, then up at her, his gaze meeting hers as he kissed down one breast, finding her nipple and taking it in her mouth. She moaned as he began to suck at her, his tongue moving in slow circles around her hardening bud, as his finger moved faster between her legs.

He continued to suck at her breast, before moving to her other, taking her other nipple in his mouth, sucking and licking as her wet nipple rubbed against his face. He sucked hard, his tongue swirling quickly and she cried out as he finally slid his finger deep inside her.

“Oh god,” she cried out, rocking on him, riding the finger deep inside her body, as he continued to suck at her tit, “I need more.”

“So greedy,” he said, reaching up and grabbing hold of her hair, pulling her in for a kiss as he slid a second finger into her tight pussy. She cried out, her pussy gripping his fingers as she rode them, as he curled them inside of her, stroking her g-spot.

“More,” she demanded, riding him faster.

He brought his hand to her ass and lifted her up, sliding his fingers out of her as she moaned in frustration. He slid them into her mouth and she moaned with desire, still bouncing desperately on top of him, tasting herself on his fingers as she sucked them as if they were his cock. She reached down and undid his belt, working at opening his trousers, her eyes firmly closed, as if imagining him already inside of her.

He slid his fingers out of her mouth and she slid off him, grabbing hold of his open trousers and pulling them down forcefully, desperately. He sat up, raising his ass so she could slide them and his boxers off, freeing his hard cock. She stroked him slowly, her thumb caressing the tip of his cock, smearing his precum over the sensitive end, then sucked the end of her thumb clean.

He watched as she reached under her black dress, wriggling slightly as she slid her black panties from underneath and let them drop onto the plush rug she was standing on. She stepped forward simply, leaving them behind her and climbed up on him once again. He moaned with pleasure as he felt her wetness coating his cock before she raised herself up on her knees, reached beneath herself and took hold of his cock. She held it for a moment, then moved it to her entrance and lowered herself slightly. She moaned as the tip pressed into her, and began moving slowly up and down, taking more and more of him into her body as she went.

His hands went to her ass, guiding her up and down, easing into her, letting her sink a little deeper every time, until he was fully inside of her. She sat there, filled by his throbbing cock, rocking her hips, pulling his cock around inside her tight body, her hands caressing her breasts, her fingers playing with her nipples as she sighed deeply.

She began to raise herself slowly up his cock and moaned as she slid all the way back down, taking him fully into herself, then repeated the process. He moaned as she began to ride him faster, her fingers digging into her breasts as she did so, his hands helping guide her up and down his shaft, until she was bouncing on him.

She leaned forward and wrapped her arms around his neck, holding herself close to him as she rode him, his hands sliding up over her exposed back and around to her breasts, caressing them as she bounced on him.

She rode him faster, moaning with pleasure.




“

 

What the fuck?


 
”




He heard Morika’s shocked voice. He had completely forgotten anyone else was here, the activity in the kitchen a world away from Eve’s intoxicating fire. Eve, meanwhile, seemed not to pay even the slightest attention, her eyes closed, riding Jack as forcefully as ever, moaning as her ass bounced off his thighs.

Jack watched as Morika walked around the room until she was standing directly behind Eve. She grabbed Eve’s hair and guided her hair back, the woman’s eyes still closed. Morika kissed her hard, sliding her tongue into Eve’s mouth, tasting Eve’s pussy on her lips.

She ran her hand down Eve’s body as Eve gave herself completely to Jack and Morika to share, her fingers trailing her soft skin, down over her pulled-down dress and sliding underneath. Eve moaned as Morika began to finger her clit, her fingers moving swiftly as the other continued to grip her hair, as Eve continued to bounce on Jack’s cock.

He felt his cock flinch inside Eve, the sight of the two women together nearly making him cum, but he tensed his body and let the moment pass. Still, he kept watching, Morika and Eve’s mouths locked together, Morika’s fingers sliding up over Eve’s clit, the woman’s pussy tightening on his cock as Morika’s fingers worked her expertly, her fingers coated in Eve’s wetness.

Eve moaned into Morika’s mouth as both of them fucked her.

“I’m going to cum,” she whispered.

“No,” said Morika, “you’re not.”

Eve moaned again, her pussy contracting on Jack’s cock.

“I’m so close,” she moaned.

“No,” said Morika, still fingering her new Japanese gothic fucktoy, “not until I say. Is that clear?”

“Yes,” whimpered Eve.

“Yes, what?” demanded Morika, her lips pressed to Eve’s soft ear.




“Yes,” moaned Eve, barely holding herself back, “yes,

 

miss.


 
”




“Good girl,” said Morika, still fingering her, edging her further, pushing her as far as she could.

She continued to work Morika, almost oblivious to the fact she was bouncing on Jack’s cock, her new fucktoy completely at her mercy.

She kept going and going until she finally gave the order.

“Now cum for me.”

Eve cried out as she came, rocking hard on Jack’s cock as Morika continued to finger her clit, still holding her by her hair, her moans filling the cabin. Jack felt Eve’s pussy contracting on his cock, her walls fluttering as her orgasm rocked her body as she pumped on his cock. She moaned, eyes closed, one hand on her tits, gripping and twisting, as if squeezing more pleasure out of them, her wetness running down his cock and balls as Morika continued to whisper in Eve’s ear.

Finally, with a final yelp, she leaned forward onto Jack, her heart pounding in her chest as sat almost still, rocking her hips slightly as if her body were being moved by waves she couldn’t control.

“Good girl,” whispered Morika, having asserted her dominance over the moody artist, then caused Eve to moan again as she slipped her fingers from underneath Eve’s dress and slipped them into Eve’s mouth, letting her suck her own wetness from Morika’s fingers as Morika smirked at Jack.

“Such an obedient little fucktoy, aren’t we?” Morika whispered, to which Eve nodded softly, before Morika slid her now-clean fingers out of her mouth.

Eve pulled herself off of Jack’s throbbing cock and curled up next to him on the couch, her knees pulled into her chest, her dress bunched around her waist.

Morika smirked and dropped to her knees on the plush rug, then quickly took his wet cock in her mouth, sliding her lips quickly up and down it. She moaned as she sucked his cock, her tongue swirling in her mouth, before pressing down, pushing his cock deep into her throat as she asserted her dominance.

He moaned as she swallowed, massaging the tip of his cock with her throat, then pulled up, gasping for air. She breathed deeply as she pumped his slick cock.

“She tastes so good on you,” said Morika, looking him dead in the eye, before returning to his cock, taking the tip in her mouth and sucking on it, swirling her tongue around it as her hand continued to pump his shaft. “Almost as good as I do.”

He stroked her dark hair as she sucked his cock, her hand sliding from his shaft to between his legs, playing with his balls as she took him deeper into her mouth. He pressed down on her head, guiding her, moving her faster and deeper, taking a handful of hair as he did so.

Her mouth bobbed obediently on his cock as she continued to massage his balls.

“She looks so pretty with your cock in her mouth,” whispered Danuja from behind, her lips pressed to his ear, breathing heavily as she watched Morika suck his cock. “Such juicy lips.”

She ran her hands over his bare chest, her fingers playing gently with his nipples before sliding down over his abs, as she kissed his neck.

“Mmm,” she moaned into his neck, her hands still exploring his body, “can’t say I’m not a little jealous.”

Jack pulled Morika’s mouth off of his cock. She gasped for air, her tongue licking her saliva from her shiny wet lips.

“Want to share, sweetie?” asked Danuja.

Morika nodded.

“Of course you do,” she said, smiling.

She walked around the sofa, her fingers trailing the back of Jack’s neck as she moved away.

“No, no,” she said, “this will never do.”

She reached down and took Morika’s hand, guiding her to her feet. Danuja leaned in and kissed Morika softly, slowly, their tongues caressing one another as Jack watched, his cock twitching at the sight.

As they kissed, Danuja reached for the back of Morika’s sundress and slowly undid the zipper, then slowly pushed the dress off her shoulders, leaving them bare, her dress hanging precariously to her breasts.

Finally, she took a step back and considered Morika, before holding the dress as Morika pulled her arms out of the sleeves and let Danuja pull the top down over her breasts, then watched as Morika wriggled and let the dress fall to the floor, leaving her in nothing but a pair of red panties.

“My favourite colour,” said Danuja, admiring the panties as she ran a hand over her red hair, then eyed Morika’s body. Danuja reached out, sliding her hands up over Morika’s soft pale skin and cupped both her breasts, Morika moaning as the woman began to play with her hard nipples.

As she did so, Morika slid her hands under Danuja’s top, touching the woman’s stomach under the t-shirt, then quickly pulled up her top before taking it off and dropping it onto the rug.

“Now we’re even,” said Morika, pressing her body against Danuja’s and kissing her, “well, nearly.”

“For a moment,” said Danuja, pulling the woman closer to her, then both of them onto their knees.

Jack watched, slowly working his cock as the two nearly-naked women made out on the rug, their hands exploring one another as their lips and tongues met, bodies pressed against one another.

Morika moaned as Danuja slipped a hand between Morika’s legs, moving slowly as Jack watched, his hand moving faster.

He heard a gasp from behind and realised Asami was standing behind him now. She leaned over his shoulder, her face pressed against his, her hands caressing his body as she watched Danuja fingering Morika, now laying back on the rug, legs spread, her hands moving over her body as Danuja’s fingers worked underneath the panties.

Morika moaned as Danuja’s fingers moved quickly over her wet pussy, sliding deep down between her legs before sliding up to her clit, her slick fingertips moving quickly over it.

Asami moaned softly, her hands exploring Jack’s naked torso, sliding down as she leaned over, her hand on his as he worked himself. He slid his hand out and she took hold of his cock, working him quickly, her breasts pressed into the back of his head as she watched Danuja finger her best friend, who moaned and writhed helplessly on the rug.

“Oh fuck,” cried Morika as Danuja got onto her hands and knees and straddled Morika, running the tongue down her wet slit.

Asami moaned, working Jack faster. As she did so, Eve stirred, curling into Jack, her warm skin pressed against him as her hands ran over his body. She leaned in and kissed him, soft and slow, then leaned up and kissed Asami, taking her by surprise, her grip hardening on Jack’s cock as she began to kiss Eve back.

Jack reached up and back, stroking Asami’s hair with one hand, as the other ran up Eve’s body, caressing her breasts as she kissed the other woman.

“Come,” whispered Eve and Asami let go of Jack’s cock and made her way around the sofa. As she did so, Eve stood up from the sofa and pulled her dress off, leaving her standing in nothing but her wet, black panties. “Kneel.”

Asami knelt at Jack’s feet and with Eve watching, took Jack’s cock in her mouth. He moaned and she sucked him slowly, her eyes fixed on Eve.

“Oh fuck,” moaned Morika from the rug. Jack watched as Danuja continued to eat her out, sucking and licking her clit, her face buried deep between the woman’s legs, panties now laying on the rug next to Eve’s.

Asami, spurred on by her friend’s moans, sucked him faster as Eve watched, fingering herself at the sight of Asami’s mouth full of Jack’s cock.

Morika cried out as she came, her hands grabbing fistfuls of the fur rug as she rocked and writhed on top of it, Danuja’s mouth fixed firmly to her clit, continuing to work her as she orgasmed.

Jack moaned as he watched Morika cum, feeling Asami’s lips sliding further down his cock, taking him deep into her throat, noticing Eve’s hand gently guiding Asami deeper onto him. She held her there a moment, then let go, Asami pulling his cock out of her mouth and breathing deeply, working his cock with her hand.

“Oh fuck,” moaned Morika as she shivered on the floor as Danuja held her, whispering softly in her ear.

Eve moaned as her fingers worked quickly between her legs. Jack reached out a hand and pulled her closer, her warm body pressed to his. He kissed her as she fingered herself, as Asami resumed sucking his cock.

“Sorry,” said Danuja, who was now kneeling next to Asami, her face soaking wet from Morika’s pussy, “I think I got a little carried away.”

“That’s perfectly understandable,” said Jack, smiling. “Isn’t that right, ladies?”

“Perfectly,” said Eve, moaning as Jack’s fingers sped up.




“So understandable,” said the breathless Asami, as she stroked Danuja’s wet face gently. “

 

So


 
understandable.” She leaned in and kissed Danuja, tasting Morika’s desire on her lips, her hand still working Jack, as Danuja reached out and gently cupped his balls.




As they broke off the kiss, Asami shifted to the side, allowing Danuja to kneel next to her. Jack looked down at the two women kneeling in front of him. They kissed once again briefly, then turned their attention to him, leaning in towards his hard cock.

He moaned as they began to kiss up and down his hard shaft, their tongues licking and flicking as they did so, their wet lips sliding up and down.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, barely holding back as they began to kiss, their lips pressed to either side of the tip of his cock, their tongues caressing it as they slid over it.

Eve repositioned herself, kneeling on the couch and leaned forward. The two women moved their mouths, allowing Eve to take the tip into hers, moving her lips slowly up and down it, her tongue flicking over the tip, as Asami and Danuja began once again to kiss the side of his shaft.

Danuja and Asami moaned loudly into his cock and he realised that Morika was now kneeling behind them, one hand pressed between Asami’s legs, the other between Danuja’s. She smiled over the top of Eve’s head as she fingered the two women, watching the three of them sucking his cock.

“Wait,” he said, feeling himself on the verge of cumming.

The women moved back and he stood, naked, surrounded by the four stunning women, his cock throbbing, eager for release.

Asami and Danuja moaned as Morika slipped her fingers from underneath them and crossed her arms, smiling at Jack as she slipped her fingers into both women’s mouths, who moaned as they tasted one another on her fingertips.

She slipped them out and moved back, laying on the rug, spreading her legs, her fingers now working slowly between them.

Jack kneeled in front of her, leaning in and kissing her, feeling her wet pussy moving against the underside of his cock. She moaned and wrapped her legs around him, then rolled him onto his back, sitting up and stroking his cock, before raising herself up and directing him into her.

She moaned as she pressed his cock into her warm, wet pussy, her volume increasing as she slid down, working him deeper into her, until she was sitting on his hips. She moved on top of him and leaned forward to kiss him, rocking on his cock, her tight lips gripping him. Her nails dug into his chest as she pressed down on him, riding him faster, Asami and Danuja crawling up next to her as she did so.

Asami bit her lip as she watched Jack’s pleasured expression, her one hand on his body, the other on Morika’s breast. On the other side, Danuja did the same, both women touching him and Morika, glancing at one another as they kissed Morika’s neck, causing her to moan and her pussy to tighten on his cock.

Morika cried out as Danuja’s hand slid from Jack to her pussy, the woman’s fingers quickly working her clit.

“Oh fuck,” cried Morika as she bounced on Jack’s cock.

She kept going, her knees buried in the plush carpet, her wetness running down his cock, eyes closed in concentration, grunting rhythmically every time she took him deep in her body.

He could feel her pussy tightening, feel she was getting close again.




“

 

Oh my god,


 
” she moaned, her body shining with sweat, her breathing increasingly ragged. “

 

Oh my gooooood – ahh!


 
”




She cried out as she came again, bouncing wildly on top of him, her body shaking, her fingers pressing into his abs, her mouth pulled into a tight ‘o’ shape.

“That’s it, sweetie,” moaned Danuja as her fingers continued to work, “cum for us.”





“I’m fucking cummmmmming!


 
” she cried out as she continued to ride him, bouncing harder and harder as she rode her way to increased pleasure.




Then, with a final moan, she went limp, leaning on top of Jack. Her breathing was ragged and he felt her hot, sweaty body on top of him, her warm breath on his neck as he wrapped his arms around her, holding her close. He felt her shaking as post-orgasm tremors shot through her. Then, slowly, she rolled off of him, pulling herself off his cock and curling up on the carpet.

Danuja slipped her wet fingers into Asami’s mouth, smiling as she moaned with pleasure as she tasted Morika on them. Then Asami kissed Danuja, sharing Morika’s taste, before turning to Morika and curling up with her, holding her and stroking her hair as she rested on the rug.

“Mmm,” moaned Danuja, “looks like it’s all for me.”

She crawled forward and placed her hands on his knees as she raised herself up. She smiled, looking at him as she unbuttoned her shorts, letting them fall to the floor, before sliding her panties down after them.

Danuja stepped forward and stood above him, her naked body tantalisingly out of reach. She lowered herself onto her hands and knees on top of him, her wet pussy rubbing against his cock as sat back and leaned in to kiss him. Her body was warm and his hands explored her soft skin, moving down to her ass, grabbing it as she rocked on top of him.

She gasped as he rolled her over on the rug, kissing her as he lay on top of her, rubbing his cock against her wet pussy, as she moaned, writhing underneath him, ready for more.

She wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him close, kissing him, biting his lip, laughing as she teased him, then leaned into his ear and whispered two words.




“

 

Fuck me.


 
”




He kissed her hard, his cock rubbing quickly against her wet slit, and whispered two words of his own.




“

 

Turn around


 
.”




She moaned with interest as he climbed off her and she rolled onto her front, showing him her perfect ass before raising up into her hands and knees. He looked at her smooth wet pussy, her tight asshole puckering with anticipation.

“Oh god,” she moaned as he ran a finger between her lips, feeling her warmth and wetness. He reached around and slipped the same finger into her mouth, his cock twitching as she moaned greedily as she tasted herself on him.

He slid his cleaned finger out of her mouth and pressed her head down. She bowed in front of the fire, her ass sticking out behind. He had planned to take her from behind, but seeing her sweet slit, he couldn’t resist tasting her.

He knelt before her and gently parted her asscheeks, before slowly running his tongue over her wet slit. The taste of her flooded his mouth as she moaned with pleasure, and he licked her again, slower, deeper, lapping up more of her wetness, then repeated the act, a little faster.

He continued to lick her, as she moaned into the soft rug, the fire burning brightly in front of her. He licked faster and then slid his tongue deep inside her, sucking at her pussy as he tongued her tight hole. She moaned and rocked back and forth, rubbing herself on his face as he ate her out.

“She burns bright and hot and must have whatever she desires.”

Eve was kneeling behind Jack, her naked body pressed against him, her lips to his ears as she whispered those words. Then she moved to the side, watching as he licked at Danuja’s pussy, one hand stroking his hair as he did so, the other stroking her friend’s bare skin.

He watched Danuja’s asshole twitching then looked at Eve, who was watching him intently. Her attention moved to Danuja’s asshole and then back to him.

“Holy fuck!” cried Danuja into the rug as Eve slid her hand down Danuja’s wet back and her slender finger found her asshole.

Danuja moaned loudly as Eve began playing with her asshole, her finger moving in slow circles over it as Jack continued to lick at her.

He could feel her wetness on his face increasing, the hot liquid dripping down his chin as he licked at her, as she rocked more and more. He watched as Eve fingered Danuja’s asshole, Danuja crying out as Eve slipped the fingertip inside her, rocking harder, desperate for more, pushing the slender finger deeper into her.

As Eve continued to pleasure her asshole, she reached underneath with her other hand, finding Danuja’s clit and played with it. Danuja moaned out loud as the two of them worked her three different ways, pleasuring her pussy and her clit and her asshole at the same time.

“I need more,” Danuja moaned into the rug, rocking on her knees, “I need you to fuck me.”

Jack continued to lick at her entrance, teasing her, letting her need grow, before moving his mouth away, listening to Danuja gasp, and then leaning in to kiss Eve, her tongue sliding into his mouth as she desperately searched out the taste of her friend’s body.

He broke off the kiss and knelt behind Danuja, stroking her asscheeks as she watched Eve fingerfucking her asshole, then raised himself on his knees and positioned himself behind her, one hand on his cock, the other on the small of her back as he guided himself into her.

She cried out as he slid into her tight hole. She was warm and wet and ready for him, his cock easily moving deep into her, even as her pussy gripped him. He began fucking her, slowly at first, long, deep thrusts, watching her lips gripping his shaft as he moved in and out of her.

He quickly built up speed, fucking her hard, his thighs slapping on her wet ass as he did so, Eve’s finger in her asshole matching his speed, her fingers still working between Danuja’s legs.

Danuja moaned as she rocked on her knees, the two of them using both her holes as she knelt on the rug, pushing back, needing to be filled ever deeper.

He felt her contracting on his cock and he held back from cumming deep inside her body, tensing himself even as he fucked her harder.




“

 

Oh fuck


 
,” she moaned into the rug, “

 

oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck – yes – just like that – I’m gonna – don’t stop – I’m gonna fucking – I’m gonna fuck – ohyesohyesohyes – I’m gonna – I’m gonna – aah!


 
”




She cried out as she came, the two of them working her fast, pounding at her holes as she pushed her ass back, Eve’s finger buried deep in the woman’s twitching asshole, Jack’s cock pounding her tight pussy, which gripped his cock like her body was trying to milk him.

They kept going, working her pussy and asshole and clit as she cried out and moaned, breathing heavily as she continued to cum, until finally finished.




“

 

Oh fuck


 
,” she whispered into the rug, “

 

oh fuck.


 
”




She breathed heavily, her body shining with sweat, her pussy fluttering on his cock. He watched as Eve slowly pulled her finger out of Danuja’s asshole, then slowly moved her fingers from her friend’s clit, sliding them into Jack’s mouth, letting him suck them clean as he slowly pulled his cock out of her.

Eve looked at him and then at his cock, dripping wet with Danuja’s juices. He could see the desire in her eyes. She moved forward and pushed him onto his back on the rug, climbing on top of him and rubbing her wet pussy over the underside of his shaft.

She leaned in and kissed him, rocking on him as she did so, then reached underneath herself and took hold of his cock, guiding it into herself as her body rubbed against him.

She moaned as she pressed herself deep onto him, his cock filling her tight body, then rocked her hips, moving him around inside her before she began to slowly pump on top of him.

She moaned into his mouth, moving faster and faster, taking control this time, when she had submitted to him so readily before. She bit his lip hard and he cried out. She looked him in the eye but didn’t smile, only rode him faster.

He ran his hands over her naked body, over her soft skin. Then he slid his hands down to her ass, grabbing her cheeks, raising her up and down on his cock, fucking her harder and faster from below as he rocked his hips in time to her body. She moaned as he fucked her as she rode him, grunting with each thrust, her long black hair sticking to her sweat-covered body, head tilted back as she grunted to the ceiling.

His hands moved to her thighs, feeling the power of her thin legs as she continued to ride him.

“That’s right,” whispered Asami into Eve’s ear, “ride him like the little fucktoy you are.”

Jack stared in disbelief, his cock throbbing as he listened to the words coming out of Asami’s mouth, the woman’s body pressed against Eve’s, her hands on the gothic woman’s tits, caressing them, squeezing them as she twisted her nipples.

Eve moaned as Asami played with her, sliding her hands up and down her tight body, one hand sliding into her hair, pulling her head back as she fucked Jack, listening to her breathy moans, as the other hand slid down to her clit.

Eve cried out and Asami smiled as Asami’s fingers began to quickly circle Eve’s clit. He felt Eve’s slick pussy tighten on his cock as Morika took control of her body.

“You like being his little fucktoy?” asked Asami.




“Yes,

 

miss


 
” breathed Eve, ready to play the game again.




“Good girl,” said Asami, as if taking on Morika’s dominant streak.

Eve cried out with pleasure as Asami’s fingers moved faster, turning her head to kiss the pale artist, then letting her hair go, her hand moving to her breasts, playing with one and then the other as she continued to finger her.

“I’m so…” began Eve.

“No,” commanded Asami, “not without permission.”




“

 

Yes miss


 
,” whimpered Eve, bouncing on his cock, eyes closed as she tried hard not to cum.




She kept going, her moans turning into a high-pitched whine, her body trembling as she held back her orgasm.

“Please miss,” she begged.

“No,” said Asami, her fingers working quickly between her legs as she twisted a hard nipple.

Eve cried out as she continued to ride Jack’s cock, her wetness running down his shaft and balls as her desperation increased, her pussy gripping him tighter.




“

 

Please


 
,” she begged, “

 

please.


 
”




Asami said nothing, continuing to work the desperate woman, edging her ever closer and closer, until finally she whispered.

“Cum.”

Eve cried out, her walls fluttering on Jack’s cock as she came, her body shaking as she rode him wildly, high-pitched moans leaving her body as she bounced on him, taking him fully inside her as she came hard on his cock.

Jack breathed, tensing himself, holding back from cumming deep inside her perfect body as he watched her cum, as he watched Asami playing with her, teasing every last drop of pleasure out of her pale, obedient body, whispering intently in her ear as she did so.

Eve kept going and going, and Jack wasn’t sure he could hold out much longer and then, with a final cry, she went limp. She leaned forward onto his body, whimpering as she lay there, panting. He stroked her hair and she lay on top of him, her body shivering at his touch, as Morika lay next to them, stroking Eve’s soft, wet skin and gently kissing her cheek.

After a few moments, Eve sighed and climbed off of Jack, laying on the rug, knees pulled up to her chest.

“Looks like there’s only me left,” said Asami, climbing on top of him, her pussy rubbing against his cock as she looked down at him. “All these beautiful women have had a chance to ride your wonderful cock tonight, and now it’s my turn.”

She gently fingered the top of his cock, dripping with precum and the juices of the other women, then raised herself up and guided it underneath herself. She moaned as she lowered herself down slowly, pressing the tip of his cock into her, rotating her hips, moving his cock with just the tip inside her, then lowering herself down, slowly at first, but moving faster, getting deeper until he was fully inside her.

He reached out and took her hands, holding them gently, then pulled her towards him, their lips meeting as their bodies pressed together. She moaned into his mouth, their tongues teasing one another, as his hands slid over her naked body.

Gently, he rolled her onto her back, kissing her as he began to slowly thrust. She moaned as he fucked her with long slow strokes, giving her every inch of his cock as she lay on the rug.

She moaned as he got faster, her legs spread on the fur rug, giving him full access as he fucked her, grunting as he thrust deeply into her.

He felt her nails on one hand digging into his back as he fucked her hard, the other reaching out and grabbing a fistful of fur.

“I think she likes it,” said Danuja as she knelt next to Jack, watching as Asami writhed with pleasure.

“Let’s see what else she likes,” said Morika from the other side of Jack. They pulled at the two of them and Jack rolled onto his back as Asami sat up, straddling him as she continued to ride him.

Jack watched as the two women leaned in and began to caress Asami’s body, licking and kissing her soft skin, making her cry out as they both began to suck on her nipples, teasing her hard buds with their tongues as they did so.

Asami moaned, her hands clamped to the backs of the heads of the two women, her fingers wrapped in Morika’s hair, the other fruitlessly searching for purchase in Danuja’s pixie cut.

He watched as the two women sucked on her tits, looking at one another as they did so, hands caressing her body, Morika’s fingers sliding down to Asami’s clit.

She moaned as her roommate fingered her as she bounced on her neighbour’s cock. She cried out her next orgasm already building, the three of them working her body too much for her to take.

She bounced harder, eyes closed in concentration, face covered in sweat, as she rode him and rode him, her pussy pulsating on his cock, driving him ever closer to his own orgasm, his body tensing to hold on just a little longer.

She yelped as he pulled her towards him and rolled her onto her back, then began thrusting deep into her body.

“Oh yes,” she moaned as his big cock stretched out her tight pussy, “just like that.”

He moved quickly, her pussy primed for him, his desire to cum overwhelming everything else, both of them moaning loudly as she fucked her. She spread her legs wide, giving him perfect access to her tight hole as he pounded her hard on the soft rug, her body sinking into it as he continued to thrust. He felt her nails digging into his back, holding herself close as he fucked her.

“I’m so close,” he moaned.

“I know,” she said, “I can feel it inside me.”

His cock twitched and her pussy tightened on him and he knew it would only be moments.

“Keep going,” she moaned, her body writhing underneath him, her hair stuck to her damp face, her breath hot on his ear as she whispered into it, “use me however you want.”

He kept going, feeling the tightness of her pussy, the warmth of her body, and realised the other three women were now kneeling around him, touching him and her, their bodies exploring every piece of exposed skin they could find, begging him to finish.

“Doesn’t she feel so good?” asked Morika.

“And tastes so good as well,” added Danuja.

“A real man,” said Eve, whispering in his ear, “makes every woman he fucks a work of art.”

He cried out, unable to hold back any longer. With one swift motion, he sat up, pulling his cock out of Asami’s tight body and began working himself, the juices of all four women on his cock, their collective lust surrounding him as his orgasm built and built, his body tensing as they watched eagerly, kissing and licking and touching him as he looked the beautiful woman laying in front of him.

With a growl, he came, hard, his cock throbbing as he ejaculated all over Asami’s perfect body, covering her pale skin in his thick creamy load, coating her body in long thick ropes of cum, moaning at this ultimate release, his balls emptying over her as the women surrounding him moaned with pleasure as his semen shot up over her flat stomach, her perky tits, her tight pussy, gasping as it dribbled down her wet lips as he continued to cum, coating her body until he leaned back, completely spent.

“Oh my god,” moaned Asami, “there’s so much. I’m absolutely covered.”

“Yes you are,” said Danuja, leaning in to kiss her as her finger scooped up a dollop of semen. She brought the finger to Asami’s mouth, which she sucked on, swallowing Jack’s tribute gratefully.

Jack leaned back, watching the three women descend upon Asami’s covered body, licking his semen from her prone figure, Morika burying her head between her friend’s legs as she licked Jack’s cum from between her lips.

He watched as Eve licked cum from Asami’s breast, then leaned in and kissed her, the two of them sharing his load before swallowing it down.

“May I?” asked Danuja, indicating to his cock.

“Please,” he said and moaned as Danuja leaned down and took his cock in her mouth, sucking him clean, as he watched the others cleaning Asami of his tribute.




Chapter Fourteen






I

 think we need to wash this rug,” said Morika as the five of them lay there naked. They had sweated and fucked and came on it so many times, she was surely right. But for now, none of that mattered, they were there and they were comfortable and they were satisfied.

And as they lay there, wrapped in each other’s arms, their bodies pressed closely together, he knew he had his ending.




Chapter Fifteen






H

 e sat on the sofa, staring out the window.

His novel was complete.

He had photocopied the original manuscript in an anomalous-looking building down a dodgy-looking side street. The kind of place that still sold VHS tapes, seal-wrapped. He found the sight both faintly ridiculous and somehow endearing. Here was a place where those looking for a piece of nostalgia could find it.

The real thing.

Not some cheap knockoff bought online from some indie art vendor ripping off other people’s designs to make a quick buck, but genuine pieces of history.

Or maybe the guy just had old stock and no desire to clear the space.

Who knows?

Anyway, Jack tried not to judge. He had been wandering around looking for a photocopier with a typewritten manuscript bound in paper and twine (another affectation he had picked up someplace or other).

He fed the manuscript into the photocopier, hoping nothing would go wrong. The last thing he needed was to end up in some farcical situation where a series of men came to fix the machine, whilst he desperately tried to make sure they didn’t read the smut he had brought in with him.

Thankfully, it went off without a hitch, even with so many pages.

Then he had returned to the flat, hunkered down with the photocopied manuscript, a sharp pencil and got to work.

It had been surprisingly easy. Most of his editing was like pulling teeth. The words never quite seemed to fit together and the story was never quite engaging enough. But as he sat there, the city darkening before his very eyes, he flew through page after page, correcting typos, grammatical mistakes and making only the occasional alteration of language, rarely longer than a sentence or two.

Then, finally satisfied, he had packed it up, ready to be sent off to his typist, who would take his messy manuscript and type it all up, transforming it into a format fit for the modern day.

He wondered how much of that work was typing what other people had already written but neater, and how much was simply scanning it in and checking the computer had gotten it right, or whatever technology did these days. Not that he was particularly bothered, both were seemingly equally tedious jobs he could never face doing himself. As far as he was concerned, as long as the job was done right, he didn’t care how it happened.


◆◆◆




A couple of days later, a parcel arrived.

Jack placed the parcel on the now empty writing desk (his typewriter packed away as part of the post-completion ritual), and carefully opened it, smiling as he did so.


Writing and Fucking.





There it was, in black and white. Every single detail, all perfectly typed and formatted and corrected. He flicked through the pages, admiring his own work, proud of what he had accomplished, truthfully, of what

 

they had all accomplished


 
.




He knew he could never have done it without them. They had literally inspired every word, every moment contained within these crisp, clean pages. Flicking through them, no one would ever imagine the filth they contained, or that within this filth he had found his best work ever.

He sat there, reading diligently, making sure everything was to his satisfaction, that everything was how it should be, his sharpened pencil at the ready.

But by the end, he found he hadn’t needed it at all. He was amazed, the work here had been really first-rate.

He put down his pencil, walked over and picked up his laptop, and sat on the sofa. Booting up his email, he found the PDF version of the manuscript waiting for him in his inbox.

He opened up a new message and began to type:


I know this isn’t the novel we discussed, nor is it the kind of thing I usually write, but I think this might actually be The One.



Reader discretion is advised!


He attached the email and pressed send.

He didn’t have much hope that his agent would be willing to publish it. It was good, he knew that, but the subject matter was intense, explicit. It wasn’t the sort of thing one put on the shelves of a supermarket.

Or perhaps it was.

Who could say what would or wouldn’t pass into the mainstream these days?

Certainly not him.

He closed the laptop, put it on the couch next to him and stared out at the sun setting over the city that had inspired him so since his arrival.




Chapter Sixteen






J

 ack jolted awake as his phone rang.

He was curled up on the couch, still fully dressed.

He got up and moved towards the kitchen, yawning as he did so.

He picked up the phone from the kitchen counter, looking at the screen.


Harvey.


His heart sank.

It was time, he knew it, could feel it in his bones.




He pressed the

 

Accept Call


 
button and put the device to his ear.




“Hello?”

“Hey buddy, how’s life in the big city?”

“Hey Harvey,” he said, “yeah, things are going good.”

“So I hear, listen, I’ve been taking a look at your new novel.”




“My

 

what?


 
”




“Hey, relax. It’s great. I particularly like this Henry character. What a prick, am I right?”

“Well, err…”

“I love him, a man after my own heart!” Harvey laughed long and loud into the phone, as Jack held it away from his ear, waiting for him to finish, wondering how he got his hands on a copy of his novel.

“How did you…?” Jack began once Harvey had settled down.

“Don’t you worry about that,” said Harvey, “let’s just say I know some people who know some people who are keeping an eye on you.”




“An

 

eye


 
on me?”




“Only for good reasons, of course,” Harvey laughed again, “but seriously, this fucking book. I’ve read you other stuff, but this is fucking the tits. Literally!”

“You’ve read my other stuff?”




“No, not really, but I did have a quick flip through and got my assistant to summarise them. It didn’t really grip me, you know? But this, fuck, this got me by the balls,

 

by the fucking balls,


 
you understand?”




“I think I get the idea.”




“Anyway, this is fucking great and I think it’s really going to send you places. Whether that’s

 

Oprah


 
or a padded cell for being a fucking deviant, I can’t say for sure. But I do know one thing.”




“What’s that?”

“It needs a sequel.”

“Excuse me?” He ran a hand over his tired face, still trying to work out whether or not he was still sleeping.

“A sequel, you know, a part two, a continuation of the story. People are going to eat this shit up and we’re gonna have to have a second one in the barrel ready to follow it up once we blow our first load.”




“

 

A sequel? We?


 
”







“That’s what I’m saying,

 

we need a sequel!


 
Look, I know this isn’t the call you were expecting.”




“You can say that again.”

“But I’m telling you, you need to follow this up and quick.”




“I’m not sure…” said Jack, increasingly aware that his time here was coming to an end, that once he left, that would be it. Could he

 

really


 
write the same sort of novel when he wasn’t living in a place like

 

this


 
, surrounded by amazing women like his neighbours? Would anyone want to read the half-baked fantasies of a guy sitting alone in his sad little apartment?




Would he even be able to write at all?

“Of course you’re not, you artistic types are so in your fucking heads all the time that it’s amazing that you ever manage to get anything done.”

“It’s just that…”

“Yeah, yeah, I’m sure you have a million and one fucking great reasons you can’t write another one. Creativity, originality, follow the muse, blah, blah, fucking blah. Well, tough shit. From where I’m standing you’re sitting on a great thing, and the last thing I want to do is to fuck that up. So, that’s why I’m calling.”




“Why

 

are


 
you calling?” Jack echoed, realising Harvey still hadn’t gotten to the point.




“You’re staying at my place.”

“Well, yes. You invited me to…”




“No,” said Harvey, his voice taking on a more serious tone, “I said,

 

you’re staying at my place.


 
At least, for the time being. You see, I’ve got a big project here, multiple thumbs in multiple assholes and it’s keeping me pretty damn busy for the foreseeable. So what I need from you, is to stay at my place, make sure everything continues to keep ticking over until I’m back.”




“How long…?” asked Jack, barely able to believe what he was hearing.




“Hard to say. Six months, a year. Maybe I’ll live out here for-fucking-ever, smearing the fat of the land all over my Adonis-like body.” Harvey bellowed with laughter. “The point is, I need you to do me a favour,

 

and write the next fucking book


 
. Do you think you can do that for me? Do you?”




“I mean, I think so, I’m not…”

“Right, right, you’ve just shot your load on this one, you’ll need some time to recover, get that literary jizzim reloaded. In the meantime, there’s some cash in the safe under the bed, and a credit card with your name on it.”

“What?”

“Consider it payment for services rendered, for looking after the place. Don’t go fucking crazy, unless it’s in the service of the next book, alright?”

“Harvey,” he began, “I’m not sure…”

“Of course you’re not, that’s why I’m rich as fuck and you’re a writer. Which is also why I’ve had to lead you by the balls, and look where we’ve ended up! Woo! So, I need you to look after my place, get inspired, and write the next novel, you think you can do that for me?”

“I…”

“Do you?”

Jack paused.

“Yes.”

“Atta boy, you won’t regret this. Now, I gotta go, I’ve got a bit of inspiration of my own coming over soon, if you catch my drift?”

“I…”




“Great, talk to you soon,

 

and write that fucking book!


 
”




Harvey hung up the phone, leaving Jack standing there, his head spinning as he tried to make sense of what had just happened. But all he could think about were Asami’s words.


Only good things happen in dreams.





Chapter Seventeen






T

 hey had celebrated with food and dancing and fucking.




A

 

lot


 
of fucking.







Now, it was the morning, and he was back in his apartment –

 

his apartment


 
– freshly showered, wearing just a towel as he wandered aimlessly around the flat.




He had nothing to do, no work, no chores, nothing.

He was in the post-novel purgatory, where the next story hadn’t really begun to form and the last one hadn’t quite left him.




He had spoken to his agent, who was as convinced as Harvey that

 

Writing and Fucking


 
was going to be a hit. Or if not, at least controversial enough to drum up interest in his other works.




But Jack wasn’t thinking about that right now.

He was thinking of Morika and Asami and Danuja and Eve, the four women who had declared themselves in love with him as he had declared to them, who wanted to share him, to form a harem with him at the centre, his creative force, his writer’s harem.

It was a dream come true.

But even so, there was still something he couldn’t quite put his finger on.

Then, there was a knock at the door.

He walked over and opened it, and there she was.

Belle.

“Greetings, Mr Jack,” she said, “may I come?”

“Excuse me?”

“May I come? Inside? In the apartment?”

“Oh right, yes,” he said, his face heating up, “sorry.” He stepped aside and watched as his cleaning lady strode in in high heels and a skirt that showed off her perfect ass.

“Is today your day?” he asked, realising he didn’t know when she was actually supposed to be there.

“Not today,” she said, “but I did speak to Mr Harvey and he told me that you would be staying for a long time, so that I should get used to servicing you.”

“Servicing me?”

“Yes,” she said, indicating to the apartment, “servicing you.”

She walked up to him and pressed her body to his.

“Did he also tell you to do this?”

“No,” she said, “this I do for me. I look forward to this moment for long time.”

“Sorry,” he said, “I’ve been busy and I didn’t know…”

She put her finger to his lips.

“I know all,” she said, “about your neighbours. About your arrangement. It sounds so good.”

“Does it?”




“

 

So good


 
.”




“Do you…?” he began, not even sure if he should, but her hand on his cock made sure there was only one place that was doing the thinking.

“Would you like?” she asked, gripping his cock, her lips pressed to his ear, her breath warm on his lobe.

“Yes,” he moaned as she pulled at his towel, letting it fall to the floor as she took him in her hand, working him faster. “Would you like?”

“Oh yes,” she said, her hand pumping his cock, “they are such good lovers.”

“You…?”




“This not the only apartment I service, Mr Jack.” She pumped his cock, breathing heavily in his ear. “We on very good terms.

 

So good.


 
”




He moaned softly at the thought of Belle and his harem together.

She let out a high-pitched moan then dropped to her knees, working his cock quickly in front of her face, her eyes wide as she looked up at him and took his cock in her mouth, sucking him quickly, her hands on his bare ass, her tongue and lips working him as he watched her taking his whole cock in her mouth.

He wondered how many of his harem she knew and how well. He thought of the five women surrounding him, pleasuring him and one another, their love and desire mingling in the air as they fucked, bringing him closer and closer to.

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

“Yes,” she moaned, pumping his saliva-covered cock, “cum for me. Like your art.”

He thought of Danuja and Eve, of their photography evening, of cumming on Danuja’s face as Eve watched, their moment of pure artistic expression, and looked down to see Belle, mouth open, tongue sticking out, pumping his cock, moaning with pleasure as he cried out and came all over her face, her hand continuing to pump his cock, directing this way and that, to cover her whole face in his seed, coating her cheeks and lips and nose and hair, long thick creamy loads covering her as he turned to her into her next art project.

Finally, spent, she let go of his cock, moaning contentedly, her face dripping with his cum, as she licked her lips, a finger scooping some up from her cheek and sucking it off, swallowing it down eagerly.




“How was that?” she asked, “I can join your, what they call it,

 

harem?


 
”




“Sweetheart,” he said, gently stroking her hair, “you were always a member, I just didn’t know it.”

She smiled and took his cock in her mouth, sucking up the last of his cum as she looked at him with her big dark eyes.





Yes,


 
he thought to himself,

 

she was definitely a part of his life now.





And yes, he’d probably have to get another cleaner.




And, as she continued to clean his cock, he felt something growing inside him, not another load – not yet, at least – but a different kind of seed, the germ of an idea. It would take some time to nurture and to grow, but with a bit of luck and a guiding hand or two, it might just blossom into

 

Writing and Fucking: Part Two.
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His Summer Harem: The Complete Collection






Over 100,000 words of tantalising His Summer Harem action in one red-hot bundle, saving you 80% compared to buying separately.



Bringing together all ten stories for the first time, this revised and edited collection tells the complete story of one man's unbelievable summer spent in his beachside condo with his three Japanese college-aged guests.



From their surprise first meeting to the tantalising finale, each chapter is filled with explosive action as Tom and his new housemates dedicate themselves to making sure they have a summer they'll never forget!



An explicit adult harem collection of the following stories:



Unexpected Guests

Beach Party

Poolside Adventures

Road Trip

Setting Sail

Pleasure Island

Spa Day

Rock Club

Bonfire Night

Endless Summer




His Asian College Harem: The Complete Collection






Over 100,000 words of tantalising Asian College Harem action in one red-hot bundle, saving you 85% compared to buying separately.



Bringing together all thirteen stories for the first time, this revised and edited collection tells the complete story of one young man's experiences living with six Japanese college students.



From his warm welcome to the climactic finale, each chapter is filled with explosive action as John and his new housemates utilise their newfound living arrangements to the fullest!



An explicit adult harem collection of the following stories:



The Hostess

The Good Housemate

Night-Time Surprises

The Bad Housemate

Good Housemate Goes Bad

The Free Spirit

The Princess

The Birthday Party

The After-Party

The Bully

Secret Encounters

The Bully, Tamed

Out With A Bang
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