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Chapter One

“Oh, thank god,” Jack sighed as he stumbled into the apartment, body hunched over, weighed down by his bags.

He’d been travelling less than a day, but it felt like weeks since he’d set off, months even. But now, he was finally there. Home.

Well, it wasn’t his home, but it was a home, and that would do for now.

He thrust the handle down on his travel suitcase, a ritual he performed whenever he arrived at his final destination, and placed a large, rectangular bag down carefully on the floor, which still landed with a thud and a ding! Then he pulled the strap of a much thinner bag, containing his laptop, from over his head, and laid it against the larger one, before dumping his rucksack off his back haphazardly onto the floor.

He took two steps into the apartment, arching his back and groaning, before turning back towards the bags.

He really didn’t know why he’d brought quite so much stuff. He was only planning on staying for a few weeks, a couple of months at most, so this felt like overkill. Of all the clothes he’d brought, he’d probably only wear a few items. After all, he was here to work, not to socialise.

He wasn’t looking to speak to anyone outside of food delivery people, let alone looking to impress anyone with his fab-u-lous fashion sense. But still, he’d packed some of his nicer clothes, just in case.

In case of what, he didn’t know.

And as he’d continued to pack, there had always seemed to be something else he felt he might need whilst he was away, another just in case item until his full-size suitcase was full and these just in case items began to fill his travelling rucksack. It was when this bag started to creak at the seams that he decided enough was probably enough.

So, that was it. Just the suitcase and the rucksack. And of course, he couldn’t just leave the other two bags, they were the most vital of all.

He looked at the pile and decided he’d be best off unpacking them now, so that he didn’t spend the rest of his time here living out of them, like he was only here for a day or two. Instead, he let out a large yawn as he stretched his arms towards the impressively high ceiling and squeezed his eyes shut.

“I’m getting too old for this shit,” he said through his gesticulating mouth as he yawned, then ran his hand over his face, turned away from the bags, and walked into the apartment. He was only forty, but at that moment he felt closer to sixty.

He’d travelled overnight on the cheapest coach he could find and he was slowly coming to terms with the horrid concept that perhaps his parents had been right all along, and that there was no money in being an author.

But there was, he noted, certainly money in other endeavours. Like whatever Harvey did, for example. Jack looked at the open-plan apartment, its furniture bespoke, immaculate, and perfectly matched and positioned. Doubtless, a service Harvey paid extra for. He would never have the eye for something like this.

Or perhaps he would, Jack didn’t know. College was a long time ago and they’d hardly seen each other since then, which was why the invitation was so surprising. Perhaps, he thought, Harvey had found his calling as an interior designer, before laughing out loud at the notion.

No, knowing Harvey, he was into something far more speculative, perhaps crypto or bitcoin or NFTs or some other techno-bro shit Jack had no idea about.

Are they all the same thing? He wondered, before realising he didn’t actually care. Harvey was letting him stay here, and that was enough for him.

Still, that didn’t stop him wondering where he would be now if his parents hadn’t agreed to pay for him to study Creative Writing at college, at a prestigious college at that, even though they couldn’t really afford it.

“Thank god for scholarships,” he said ironically, wondering where he would be if he hadn’t been able to attend. Not standing here, that’s for sure, he thought. For one thing, he would never have met Harvey.

Perhaps, he thought, he would be an accountant or a lawyer. But most probably he’d have become some faceless middle-management paper pusher living a bitter life of regret, wondering what would have happened if he’d actually had the balls to follow his dreams. But at least Faceless Bureaucrat Jack would still have The Dream, could still tell himself that he had talent enough to have made it as a successful author, if he had only tried…

Writer Jack knew better.

“Fuck me,” he said as he took in the view.

The two far sides of the apartment were comprised of floor-to-ceiling windows, filling the place with light as they gave a perfect view of the city. He looked across the cityscape, watching it taper off in the distance, a mixture of high-rises and green spaces, a bustling metropolis with millions of people and millions more stories. He walked up to the windows, drawn to the impeccable view, until he was so close his nose was nearly pressed against the glass, his breath fogging up the clear pane.

There, looking down at the raging sea of endless potential and opportunity swirling beneath him, he felt a swelling in his heart and he knew that here, finally, he was going to write The Big One.

He could already smell the success, the delightful mix of dried sweat and cheap nylon fibres. It was, curiously, remarkably pungent. Then, with a discreet sniff, he confirmed what he suspected. It was not the smell of success that was so ripe it made his eyes water, but himself.

“That’s what fourteen hours on a bus will do to a guy,” he said, thankful there was no one else around to inhale his good fortune.

As he stared at the city, he began to strip off his clothes and felt a nervous churning in his stomach. This wasn’t his home, or even his city, yet here he was stripping off in full view of the whole world. He knew no one could see him up here, at least not without a telescope, but if they wanted to go to that much effort to see him in the buff, then more power to them.

I probably should have checked the place out first, he thought as he pulled his boxers off, standing in front of the windows, his body on full display.

“Fuck it.”

This was his home for the foreseeable future and anyone else here was an intruder. If they wanted to face off with a naked stranger, then that was on them.

He stood there naked, hands on hips, and took a deep breath of the rarified air. He didn’t know if it was being in the city, a vibrant living organism oozing with potential that made him feel so alive, or whether it was that for a while he could consider this place, decadent by his humble standards, home. Yes, he decided, there was definitely something about occupying such a space, one that obviously cost more than he could ever afford, that gave him a renewed sense of confidence. Here, he felt, he could achieve anything.

And with that newfound confidence, he strolled through the apartment, cock and balls swinging freely as he looked to take his first shower in his new home.


Chapter Two

He inhaled deeply and let out a long, slow breath as the stream of water massaged the top of his head. He had run the shower hot, far hotter than it was possible in his actual apartment. Too hot perhaps. The water pressure was notably better too, despite currently being far higher up the building than where he lived.

Finally, his skin a bright pink, the stank of the bus and a lifetime of failure burnt away, he stepped out of the shower and dried himself off with one of the bathroom towels. It was white, light and fluffy, like it was brand new. But still, it seemed to dry him, which struck him as odd. His towels were never absorbent until they’d been through the washer three hundred times and were as hard and dry as sandpaper. Just another indicator of how the other half lived.

Other half? He thought. More like, the other nought point one percent.

He threw open the bathroom door, towel dragging on the floor as it hung loosely from his hand, and sauntered into the open-plan living area. As the sun shone through the windows of his new home and onto his naked body, he stood there, eyes closed and shoulders back, allowing the warmth to caress his skin, exposing himself freely to the world as he had never done before. And as he did so, he smiled to himself, unsure of the last time he felt so refreshed, so relaxed, so at home.

Knock. Knock.

He looked at the door. He wasn’t expecting any guests. No one except Harvey knew he was here, and he certainly wasn’t going to be home any time soon! A wave of nerves shot through his body. Perhaps Harvey was back, perhaps his business trip (whatever that consisted of) had been cancelled and he had returned early, scuppering all of Jack’s grandiose plans.

But why would he knock?

It’s probably just a delivery, he thought, as he wrapped the fluffy white towel around his waist, and walked to the door. He opened it, expecting to find a box or parcel of some sort Harvey had ordered before he left. Or, at worst, some delivery guy who needed a signature.

Jack wasn’t too worried about that. He was, he considered, in relatively good shape, certainly better than most men his age, not that that was saying a lot. Besides, these delivery guys probably saw far, far worse on a daily basis, so they wouldn’t be in the slightest bit phased by a half-naked middle-aged man.

But when he opened the door, Jack found neither a waiting package nor a delivery guy. Instead, he found a petite Japanese woman with spectacularly large breasts which bounced with fervour as she jogged on the spot, who Jack estimated, was in her early twenties.

“You’re not Harvey,” she said, looking up at him, her eyes moving over his naked torso before focusing on the towel, then moving back up to his face.

“No,” he said, still holding the door open, “I’m not.”

She shrugged and jogged into the apartment, as if it were hers.

“Harvey?” she called out, her high-pitched voice echoing through the wide-open space.

“He’s not here,” Jack said to her back, too perplexed to know how to respond.

As she stood there looking around, he noticed she had long, black hair which had been tied into a long ponytail and fed through the hole in the back of her baseball cap. Even so, it still flowed halfway down her back, over her lycra sports crop top, which showed off her toned back, and swished softly over the exposed skin as she stood with her hands on her hips. He also couldn’t help but notice her ass, which was surprisingly thick compared to her diminutive frame, and was outlined perfectly in her lycra leggings.

“Right,” she said, swinging around to face him. As she did so, he raised his gaze to her face, but couldn’t help noticing her breasts bouncing in her top, her nipples poking prominently against the fabric. He was sure she had noticed, but said nothing about it. “So who are you?”

“I’m Jack,” he said, still holding the door open, “I’m staying here whilst Harvey’s away.”

“Oh,” she said, as if tiring of the conversation, her eyes moving around the room, settling on the pile of bags near the door he had yet to unpack, and probably never would. “He didn’t mention he was going away.” She looked back at him, her eyes locked on his face, as if he had burst into her apartment and started interrogating her.

“Oh,” he said, unsure of how to respond.

“Or maybe he did and I wasn’t paying attention,” she said, shrugging and turning, walking deeper into the apartment. “That happens a lot.”

“Please,” muttered to himself as he tightened the towel around his waist, praying that his twitching cock would remain sufficiently flaccid until after she left, “come on in.” He closed the door and walked into the apartment, still trying to figure her out.

“So…” he said, looking at her.

She turned and looked at him for a moment, as if trying to figure out what he wanted.

“Oh yes,” she said, as if struck by the realisation, “I’m Morika.” She stepped forward quickly and held out her hand and he stepped forward to take it, again wondering why he was allowing her to lead the conversation. Her hands were small but her grip was firm. “I’m your new neighbour. Or, I suppose you’re my new neighbour.”

“Nice to meet you,” he said as she continued to hold his hand, her soft fingers wrapped around his.

“Yes,” she said, staring deeply into his eyes, “it is.” She held his hand for a little longer, then released him from her grasp.

“So,” he said, “is there something I can help you with?” She looked up at him, eyes narrowing. “Not that I’m trying to rush you out or anything,” he said, “but you have me at a slight disadvantage.” He indicated to the face he was still only wearing a towel.

“That’s ok,” she said, “that’s how I like it.”

He smiled politely as he tried to control his breathing. Her flirtatious, playful attitude was not helping matters. The last thing he wanted was an obvious erection poking up underneath his towel, leading to him getting thrown out of the building for being a pervert on the same day as he arrived!

Besides, she wasn’t flirting with him, was she?

Was she?

He dismissed the idea out of hand. She was a gorgeous stranger, nearly half his age. She was beautiful and every inch of her body was perfect. There was no way that would happen. Besides, with the way she was acting, he wasn’t sure he could read her intentions about anything, let alone about something like that.

“Is there anything I can help with?” he said, “seeing as Harvey isn’t here?”

“Not really,” she said, shrugging.

“Oh, ok,” he said, becoming increasingly unsure how to respond when she didn’t elaborate and made no moves to leave. He suddenly got very worried that there was a reason Harvey hadn’t told Morika that he was going away.

“Unless you want to go jogging?”

“Sorry?” he said, snapped from his thoughts.

“Jogging,” she repeated, “you know, like running but slower. Or, walking, but faster. Basically, you just put one foot in front of the other at a steady speed and keep moving until you get back to where you started, only sweatier and out of breath.” She jogged on the spot briefly, her breasts bouncing hypnotically, barely contained by her tight top. “Like that,” she said, stopping, her breasts taking a couple of extra seconds to steady themselves.

Right,” he said, trying not to stare at her heaving breasts, trying not to imagine her top covered in sweat, the fabric clinging to her body, outlining her perfect shape, hardening her nipples further, making them even more prominent, “jogging. Yes, I remember now.”

“Well?”

“I’m afraid I’m not much of a jogger,” he said, “although I could probably do with getting into the habit.”

“You look pretty trim to me,” she said, eyeing his body. For a second, he thought she was going to reach out and touch his chest and run her fingers down his abs. That she was going to snatch his towel right off of him and conduct a thorough examination of the rest of his body.

“I do workout a fair bit,” he said, trying to dismiss the image of her carefully examining his exposed member, his cock resting in her palm as she knelt in front of him and inspected it, “but I’ve really let my cardio slip by the wayside.”

“Maybe that’s something I can help you with,” she said, “seeing as we’re neighbours and all.”

“That sounds good,” said Jack, trying not to think about all the ways they could improve their cardio together, “maybe when I’ve settled in.”

“You seem pretty settled,” she said, glancing at his clothes scattered all over the floor.

“I just got here,” he said, feeling the need to apologise for the mess in what was now his home, “I needed a shower because I stank of bus.”

He looked at her in her high-end exercise clothing and brand-name running shoes, and wondered if she had ever rode on a bus, let alone gone cross-country on a coach.

“Guess I should have knocked a little earlier,” she said. Before he could respond, she began moving towards the door. “Oh well, maybe next time. See you later, neighbour.” She looked back as she opened the door, giving him a quick smile before leaving the apartment, slamming the door behind her.

Jack stood there, staring at the door, dumbstruck, his head still spinning from the whirlwind that was Morika.

Oh well, maybe next time.

She meant jogging, right?

She wasn’t suggesting that she wanted to shower with him, right?

Right?


Chapter Three

Your neighbour was looking for you.

Jack, now fully dressed, his previously discarded clothes now stuffed in the hamper in the bathroom, sat on the leather couch and stared at the blue sky hanging over the city. Images of Morika flashed through his mind, her petite frame moving through the park, her breasts bouncing majestically as she jogged, weaving her body with ease through the crowds of tourists, hordes of men turning their heads as she passed as if she was the main attraction, committing her perfect ass to memory as she disappeared into the distance.

His phone vibrated as it sat on the couch next to him. He picked it up and opened the awaiting message from Harvey.

Nice. Which one?

Nice? Which one?

Morika, Jack responded. He thought about adding a physical description, the stunning young Japanese woman with the big tits, but decided against it. He was sure Harvey didn’t need reminding who she was.

No reply.

She wanted to go jogging???

As far as Jack knew, Harvey had never been much of a jogger, or into physical exercise at all. Truth be told, that had always pissed Jack off because Harvey was one of those assholes who looked like he worked out just by existing.

Harvey had always eaten too much and drank too much, yet he always looked like he must have spent a couple of hours every day in the gym.

“Pure luck,” Harvey had said as he’d finished his second double cheeseburger, “good genetics, I guess.” This humbleness about his impressive physique did nothing to assuage Jack’s irritation, and, if anything, only inflamed it. Still, he tried not to dwell on it. Harvey could never do what Jack did. Sure, Harvey was good-looking and charming, he was in great physical shape and had a way with words which made everyone (men and women) want to be around him, but putting seventy, eighty, ninety, one hundred thousand words together to create an insightful and cohesive narrative whilst simultaneously musing on the inherent contradictions of the human condition? No chance.

But then again, lacking that particular skill hadn’t seemed to do Harvey any harm at all. And having it didn’t seem to have done Jack that much good either.

You’re welcome lol

“Welcome for what?” Jack muttered to himself, a sinking feeling rising in his stomach. He began typing a response, but as if he had already anticipated the follow-up question, Harvey sent another message.

Thought it was better for Morika to introduce herself rather than waiting for you to never do it.

Jack couldn’t help but feel a little insulted. He didn’t need Harvey pulling the strings to get him to talk to his new neighbours. If Jack wanted to do that, then he would have done it himself. He wasn’t some anti-social hermit who walled himself off from all human contact when at all possible.

Well, not anymore. Not really.

But even as the indignation rose up in him, his hurt pride causing his heart to beat faster and his blood to boil in his veins, he knew that was not something he ever would have done, outside of a direct emergency. Not because of any lingering antisocial tendencies, but because he was here to focus on his craft, not to mingle with strangers in the corridors and make awkward small talk in the elevator.

Still, there were worse ways for him to go about it. Knowing Harvey’s impulsive behaviour and flare for the dramatic (“showmanship,” he had called it), Jack was just thankful Harvey hadn’t arranged for the building to catch on fire so he and his neighbour could have a meet-cute as they fled the flames.

I’m not saying you’re antisocial or anything, but I didn’t want you spending the next few weeks jerking off on my leather couch as you wait for “inspiration” lmao

Jack couldn’t even be mad at this. Harvey had him bang to rights. Whilst he was here to write his magnum opus, the reality was that he’d probably spend most of that time jerking off out of a mixture of boredom and frustration. Not that he ever set out for that to happen, it was just that anytime he tried to do anything remotely focused, that was the way things seemed to go.

At least now he had someone to speak to, sort of. He still wasn’t sure if he would ever see her again. Perhaps, after answering the door in a towel she would do her very best to avoid him for the rest of his time here.

Still, he couldn’t help but dream and as he sat there on the leather couch, images of Morika popped into his mind. He saw her standing in front of him, sweaty from her run, peeling off her top and freeing her majestic breasts, her nipples firm and pointed. He pictured watching her peel off her leggings in front of him, looking out at the sunset as she bent over and pulled them down over her perfectly toned ass, the smooth lips of her pussy protruding from underneath, inviting and wet. He imagined her walking through the apartment, swinging her hips as she strode naked towards the bathroom, beckoning him with a single finger. He imagined following her into the shower, the hot, powerful water running down both of their bodies, saw her large breasts pressed against the glass as he took her from behind, his thighs slapping on her ass as his hard cock slid in and out of her tight pussy. He could hear her begging him to cum inside her, to fill her up, her cries of pleasure echoing in the small space as he shot his thick load into her body, then saw her bent over further, her hands pressed against the glass, holding herself in position as he knelt behind her and spread her asscheeks, burying his face between them and tonguing her tight asshole as she squealed with pleasure, his hot cum dripping out of her well-fucked pussy as he ate her asshole until her anal orgasm ripped through her body.

Jack moaned as he came, his cock freed from his trousers, thick spurts of cum shooting out all over himself as he pictured the scene, dollops of hot semen landing on his fresh t-shirt as he sat on the leather couch.


Chapter Four

He awoke a couple of hours later, still lying on the couch, his cock tucked into his still unzipped trousers and his cum-covered t-shirt balled up on the floor. He looked down at the ball-up item in amazement. He honestly couldn’t understand what had happened.

Was he really that horny for his twenty-something Japanese neighbour that he couldn’t take the time to take off his top before cumming all over himself?

Apparently so.

Well, at least he had gotten it out of his system once and for all.

He sat up on the couch, his bare back peeling from the hot material as he did so. Standing, he stretched and yawned, his open trousers hanging precariously as he pushed his hands into the air. He ran a hand over his face and gave himself a gentle wake-up slap on both cheeks and then did up his trousers, before picking up his t-shirt and throwing it in the bathroom hamper.

It had been a long night and day of travelling, and jerking off had knocked him out for the count. But he was awake now, sort of, and there were things to do. Important things, like writing the novel he had felt so inspired to pen when he first arrived.

He stood there, looking at the city, the sun beginning to set, waiting for the feeling to rise up in him once again. But as he waited, he realised the feeling rising within him was not inspiration, but hunger, confirmed at last, by the violent rumbling of his stomach.

He walked over to the fridge and opened it, where he found, to his complete and utter non-surprise, that it was completely and utterly empty. It was, however, remarkably clean.

“Takeout it is,” he said, closing the fridge door, wondering whether Harvey’s fridge was always like this, or whether the cleaners he had hired before Jack arrived had been particularly eager to dispose of anything that might go bad whilst he was away. Or perhaps, he thought, Harvey never cooked.

He walked over to the pile of bags and picked one up, flat and rectangular. He unzipped it, took out his laptop, and headed back to the couch. He sat down, leaning forward so his back didn’t press against the hot material, and opened the device.

After a few clicks, he had the entire city’s food options literally in his lap. He began to scroll, but as the burger places and pizza places and Chinese places and Thai and Vietnamese and Korean and Indian and Iranian and Turkish and Italian and Brazilian places kept piling up, he began to feel a sense of panic, the number of options too many for him to take, so he slammed it shut and sat there, breathing deeply.

All he had to do was go down to the street, pick a direction and walk. Then, the first takeaway place he got to would be his go-to until he found his footing.

Sure, it was probably going to be pricey, especially given the area, but it would only be a temporary measure until he could get some actual food in the apartment. He wasn’t the world’s greatest cook, but he knew enough to get by.

He flipped open his suitcase filled with clothes that now needed to be ironed, thanks to the coach driver who seemed determined to hit every single pothole on the way, grabbed another t-shirt at random, gave it a shake to get the worst of the creases out, then popped it on, grabbed a hoodie, and left the apartment.

He thought for a moment whether he should knock on Morika’s door and see if she would like to grab some food with him. He was, after all, new in town and she was still the only person he knew.

He was slightly concerned she would think he was trying to perve on her, the strange older guy hitting on a woman half his age. But then again, she had been the one to barge into his apartment when he was dressed in nothing more than a towel, so who was the real pervert?

On the other hand, maybe she would actually want to go. She had, after all, invited him to go jogging. Clearly, she didn’t feel threatened by him. So it might actually be a good idea.

But as soon as he had settled on the idea, he realised that he didn’t actually know where she lived, and he didn’t much fancy knocking on all of them to look for her. The only alternative would be to message Harvey and ask, and he didn’t feel much like doing that either.

That felt too much like proving Harvey right, and he had no intention of doing that.

She probably has plans anyway, he thought, as he headed for the elevators.

◆◆◆

He didn’t have to go far before he found the first food place. Technically, he had walked past a couple to get to this one, but they were across the road and he hadn’t factored that into his very sophisticated and intricate plan of “walking down the street.”

As he’d walked, he’d tried to get a sense of the city, the sights, the sounds, the smells, the crowds of people who, from their outfits and general demeanour, were noticeably well-to-do. He couldn’t help but feel a little out of place, with his faded jeans and worn-out hoodie over a nondescript t-shirt. He didn’t feel particularly writerly either.

He felt he should have taken the opportunity to embrace the city and its quirks, to embody the life and spirit of the creative, the dandy. He should, he felt, be living out his literary aspirations in a city where such expressions would be embraced, or at least ignored.

But truthfully, all he wanted to do right now was dress comfortably, get some food, get home, unpack a bit, and go back to sleep. Because even after his afternoon nap, he still felt worn out.

He walked into the pizza place, noting the large neon signage out front. Inside was more like a diner than an Italian eatery, which suited him down to the ground.

The place was crammed full of booths and tables and chairs, with groups of people, mostly young and vibrant, chatting and socialising. Normally, he would have taken the opportunity to sit at one of the tables and listen to the lives of the people, getting a sense of their identities as he liked to do, collecting the scraps of personality floating in the air and reconstructing them into new and vibrant forms, giving the characters in his novels an added sense of authenticity. But not today.

“What can I get’cha?” asked the man standing behind the counter.

Jack glanced up at the menu behind him, a smorgasbord of pizzas, breads and calzones, with more fillings and toppings than he could handle right now.

“Pepperoni, please,” he said, going for the simplest pizza he could think of.

“Single, extra, or double extra?”

“Single, please.”

“Stonebaked, regular, thick crust, stuff crust, double–”

“Regular is fine.”

“Cheese. Regular, extra, double extra or–?”

“Regular is fine, thank you. Everything regular, just a regular-sized, regular toppings pepperoni pizza, thanks.”

The guy told him the price and Jack nearly jumped back with shock. He dreaded to think what a Double Extra Pepperoni Double Stuffed Crust with Double Extra Cheese would cost, let alone if he had a large or more than one topping.

Jack tapped his mobile phone on the card reader and made a mental note to go shopping at his earliest convenience. He may not be paying rent, but that didn’t mean he had money to burn!

“Jack!”

Jack turned and scanned the room on instinct, then felt a rush of embarrassment as he quickly realised no one would be calling him. He didn’t even know anyone in the city. But then his heart leapt into his throat as he saw a hand waving furiously from the far end of the room and realised who it was.

“Hi,” he said as he approached, making his way awkwardly through the crammed space.

“Oh my gosh,” said Morika, practically jumping out of her seat, “it’s so good to see you.”

She was no longer in her skin-tight jogging outfit. Instead, she was wearing a pair of loose-fitting sweatpants and a crop top hoodie that hung loosely over her breasts, but still showed off her trim midriff. Her hair, now freed from the tie, flowed freely over her shoulders.

She wrapped her arms around him and hugged him as if he were an old lost friend, her breasts pressing against him as the sweet smell of her perfume enveloped him.

“It’s good to see you, too,” he said, holding her loosely, trying to figure out whether he should place his hands on her bare back, exposed further as she stood on her toes to hug him, or whether he should put them on the back of her shoulders, which would inevitably press her body closer into his.

Neither seemed particularly helpful, especially considering his growing erection as she held onto him tightly, her hot breath on his ear.

“I nearly didn’t recognise you with clothes on,” she exclaimed as she finally let him go, and he felt the eyes of every person in the place land on him simultaneously. “What are you doing here?” she asked, looking up at him as she took her hands in his and swaying his arms gently.

“Just getting a bite to eat,” he said, looking down at her, but trying to avoid staring straight down at her breasts, still ample even under the loose material, “fridge is empty.”

“That’s unusual for Harvey,” she said laughing as Jack tried to decide if she was joking or not. “Come sit with us,” she said, more of an order than an invitation.

“Err, ok,” he said.

“Yay,” she said, letting go of her hands and clapping softly, as if this was the best news ever, then squeezed him once again.

“Regular-sized regular pizza,” said the guy at the register, “regular toppings, regular pepperoni, regular cheese, regular crust, regular filling, regular pizza,” he looked down at the label on the top of the box then back up at the room, “regular.”

“I think that’s for me,” said Jack, gently prying Morika’s arms from around him, something he was loath to do.

“He sure says ‘regular’ a lot,” said Morika as she let Jack go and took her seat. Jack shrugged and made his way to the counter.

“Thanks,” said Jack as he picked up the pizza box from the counter and headed back to the table, feeling the guy’s eyes burning a hole into the back of his head.

As he went he noticed the label on the box actually did say “regular toppings, regular pepperoni, regular cheese, regular crust, regular filling, regular pizza, regular”. That was a level of passive-aggressiveness he both admired and was intimidated by.

“Come,” said Morika, pulling out the chair next to her, all four legs scraping across the floor, “sit.”

“Alright,” said Jack as he sat at the table and put his pizza box down in front of him. As he did so, he noticed for the first time that there was another person at the table. She sat there quietly and smiled politely.

“This is Asami,” said Morika, as if she had only just arrived.

“Hi Asami,” said Jack, offering a polite wave.

“Hi,” said Asami, quietly, offering a small wave in return.

She was, Jack sensed, the exact opposite of Morika. Whereas Morika was loud and confident, Asami seemed shy, almost timid. She didn’t seem to speak much, although with Morika around, he wasn’t sure she ever had much of a chance to do so.

They were also physically different.

Morika’s hair was black and long, Asami’s was a light brown, cut into a bob which framed her face, accenting her facial features which were sharper than Morika’s.

He also noticed her breasts were smaller, not unexpected given Morika’s ample chest, as was the rest of her. Even though Asami seemed a little taller than Morika, she was thinner and a similar size breast would have seemed out of place, if not downright comical.

She seemed to be dressed more conservatively, with a simple white blouse and a grey cardigan, the rest of her outfit obscured by the table. If he had to guess from her clothes, he would have said she was a librarian, or a student who enjoyed studying just a little too much.

“You live in the building as well?” asked Jack.

“She lives with me,” said Morika, not giving Asami a chance to reply for herself, “well, we live together.”

“Oh,” said Jack, “ok.”

“Not like that,” added Morika quickly, “not that there’s anything wrong with that, but we’re not in a relationship or anything. We’re not lovers,” she glanced at Asami then back at Jack, “or are we?” She gave Jack a wry, suggestive smile and reached over to take Asami’s hand, who gave it freely. “Nah, we’re just friends. For now.” She kissed the top of Asami’s hand and the quiet girl smiled, before Morika let her friend's hand go.

Morika laughed and Asami smiled and Jack sat there, unsure what the hell was going on. He looked at Asami and she looked at him as if this was the most normal thing in the world.

“Let’s look at this remarkably regular pizza, then,” said Morika, flipping the lid of Jack’s pizza box open. “Wow, it looks delish.”

As much as Jack hated the guy’s attitude (which he realised was partially his fault), he had to admit the pizza did look, as Morika had so eloquently put it, delish. Then, before he could even think, Morika reached into the box and helped herself to a slice.

Mmmm,” moaned Morika as she took a bite, cheese hanging down the sides like she had stretched into a TV and taken it straight from a commercial, “this is so good, you should try it.” She held out the slice of his own pizza for him. “It’s ok,” she said, “I don’t have cooties. You can ask Harvey.”

He wondered just how friendly Harvey and Morika were, but suddenly his mouth was full of pizza and that was all he could think about.

“Oh my god,” he said, covering his mouth as he chewed, “that’s amazing.”

“I know, right?” she said, offering the slice to Asami, who leaned over and took a surprisingly large bite from it. Jack watched as Asami sat back in her chair, moaning softly as her eyes rolled back in her head, her eyelids closing as she savoured the taste.

“No takeaway at the table,” shouted the man, “take out means get out.”

“What difference does it make,” shouted Morika, “if it’s in a box or on a plate? He’s still going to eat it.”

“He can shove it up his ass for all for all I care,” said the man, “but he’s gotta do it someplace else.”

“It’s alright,” said Jack, closing the box, “I had it to go anyway. I was just going to go back, eat this, and then go to sleep.”

“That sounds like a great idea,” said Morika, “let’s go.” With that, she closed the pizza box, picked it up and moved effortlessly through the crowded tables towards the door. “You coming?” she asked, looking back at Jack. He turned and saw Asami was waiting patiently behind him, and saw the guy behind the counter was staring at him, eager for him to leave.

“Lead the way,” said Jack as he made his way through the tables towards her.


Chapter Five

“So yeah, he’s an asshole, but they make great pizza,” said Morika as she popped the last bite of pizza crust into her mouth.

Morika, Asami, and Jack were sitting in the middle of the living area of his apartment. Settled nicely in the space between the couch and the TV, they each sat on a pillow, legs crossed, the empty pizza box in the middle of them.

He wasn’t sure why this was the case when there were plenty of chairs and a whole area specifically for eating, but Morika had decided how this should be, so Asami and Jack went with it.

“God damn,” said Morika, leaning back on her hands, her long hair brushing the floor as she tilted her head back, her fabulous breasts noticeable even under the loose-fitting hoodie, as she huffed, “I’m so fucking full.”

“I guess two pizzas was a bit much,” said Asami, laughing as she leaned forward and took a deep breath. Her hands were in her lap, Jack noted, pressing her black skirt in between her legs, doubtless to ensure her modesty. Her legs, he had noted, were also slim, and currently covered in a pair of black leggings.

Jack looked at her and smiled, then closed his eyes and tilted his head to the ceiling. It was one of the few things she had said and the first where Morika hadn’t been speaking at the same time. There was something about the tone of her voice that soothed him, and he wanted to hear more from her.

“Sometimes,” said Morika, still facing the ceiling, “you gotta go double or nothing. And if that means you end up getting completely filled, then so be it.”

Jack tried not to take Morika’s words the way they sounded and turned to Asami as a distraction. But as he did so, he was sure he saw her staring at Morika the way he had been trying desperately not to do, eyes full of longing as they devoured her perfect body. She saw him looking at her and smiled slightly before turning away from him, her face slightly red, as if she’d been caught doing something naughty, and Jack realised there might be more to her than there first appeared.

“So Jack,” said Morika, “you a Crypto-bro, too?”

“Do I look like a Crypto-bro?” he asked, signalling to his outfit.

“Crypto-bros come in all shapes and sizes,” said Asami. “You never can tell when someone is a secret billionaire.”

“Ok, you got me,” said Jack, holding his hands in the air, “I am, in fact, a secret Crypto-bro billionaire. I’m just staying in my friend’s apartment because I like to keep in touch with the common man.”

Morika and Asami laughed.

“Harvey is anything but the common man,” said Morika, “but I guess from your ivory tower, anyone who doesn’t own a superyacht in the Mediterranean is the ‘common man’.”

“Actually,” he said, feeling his confidence growing, “I consider anything less than three superyachts to be living in poverty.”

“Well then,” said Morika, looking at Asami, “I guess we’re broke as fuck.” Both girls broke out into a fit of giggles.

“You can come stay on mine,” he said, “I’m sure the help can find you a spare cabin.”

“Why can’t we stay with you?” asked Morika. “Your master suite can’t accommodate a couple of stowaways?” She leaned forward and placed her hands in her lap, which caused her arms to press her breasts together.

“I mean, it would be somewhat of an inconvenience to have you both in my sleeping quarters,” he said, his cock twitching in his trousers. “I’m not sure what would be in it for me.”

Morika scooted across the floor towards Asami and sat next to her, throwing her arm around the girl and pulling her close until Asami’s face was resting on Morika’s breast.

“Pleeeese,” said Morika.

“We can earn our keep,” said Asami.

“However you want us to,” said Morika, kissing the top of Asami’s head. Morika smiled suggestively at Jack and he felt his cock hardening as he pictured the three of them together aboard his superyacht, both women kneeling in front of him in the master suite, their warm, wet mouths running up and down his shaft as they licked his shaft, taking it in turns to suck his cock as the other sucked on his balls, both women determined to show him how appreciative they were of his generosity.

“So what do you actually do?” asked Asami.

“Oh,” said Jack, broken from his daydream, his cock now firm in his trousers, “I’m a writer.”

“Ooo,” said Morika, excitedly, “anything we’ve heard of?”

“I doubt it,” he said, “nothing I’ve written has sold particularly well.”

“So far,” said Morika, “but I’m sure your next novel will be a big hit.”

“Really?” asked Jack.

“Of course,” said Morika, “because now you’ve got us!”

Jack looked at Morika and Asami and could honestly say he had no idea what he had.

“Oh yes,” said Asami, “we can be your inspiration.”

They were certainly inspiring something in him, he had to admit that.

“More than that,” said Morika, “we can be your muse. Muses?” She looked at Asami, who shrugged. “Anyway, we can provide you with that creative energy as we get your creative juices flowing.”

Jack had no doubt precisely what kind of juices Morika and Asami could get flowing from him, but he also realised their idea wasn’t a bad one. After all, they knew the city far better than he did.

“That sounds like a good idea,” said Jack, “I feel more creative already.”

“See!” said Morika, “your juices are flowing already, and we haven’t even started yet!”

“Start what, exactly?” asked Jack.

“Inspiring you,” said Morika.

“But how?”

“If we told you, it would be less inspiring when it happened,” said Asami.

“She’s right,” said Morika, kissing the top of her head, “she’s always right.”

Asami’s face beamed with pride and then she sighed as she snuggled into Morika’s breast, her eyes closing softly as she rested peacefully there. Jack couldn’t deny he felt a bit of envy of her at that moment.

“What do you say, princess,” said Morika, looking down at Asami, “you ready to hit the hay?”

“It is getting late,” said Asami, making no effort to move.

“Alright then,” said Morika, gently stroking Asami’s hair, “let’s get you to bed.” With that, Morika gave an almighty yawn, and stretched her arms into the air, pressing her breasts out and lifting Asami’s head with them, her navel once again exposed.

Asami sat back up straight and looked at Morika’s heaving breasts then at Jack, then at the floor as she stood up.

“Thank you for being such a wonderful host,” said Morika as she got to her feet.

“Thank you for being such wonderful guests,” said Jack, as he started to stand, trying to subtly rearrange his erection at the same time. As he did so, Morika quickly stepped towards him and he found his face momentarily pressed between her breasts as he got to his feet.

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” he said, taking a step back, “I didn’t mean to.”

“It’s alright,” she said, taping the underside of her breasts, causing them to bounce, “they’re always getting me into some kind of trouble. Usually the good kind.”

She gave him a knowing wink and leapt forward and kissed him on the cheek before holding out her hand for Asami, helping her quickly to her feet, and tugging her across the room.

“Nice to meet you,” said Asami, waving as Morika dragged her through the front door, and then, just like that, they were gone.


Chapter Six

Tom walked around in a daze, picking up the pillows they had been sitting on and putting them back on their respective chairs.

He picked up the empty pizza box, now containing nothing but crumbs, emptied those into the bin, and folded the box for recycling.

There were things he had wanted to do before bed, but all he could focus on was Morika and Asami, of Morika’s breasts pressed into his face, both soft and firm at the same time, of Asami’s stolen glances at her friend, of her head resting gently on her friend’s breast, of the unspoken desire she felt within.

Or was it spoken?

Morika had already alluded to them being lovers in the pizza place, but then she had also dismissed it in the same breath. Whatever the truth, the two women made his head spin, and he had no doubt they would provide all sorts of inspiration to get his juices flowing.

Yet at the same time, he began to wonder if it was just the writer in him, the part of him that worked constantly beneath the surface, taking disparate parts of people and events and rearranging them into works of narrative fiction, of taking things completely unrelated to one another and forging bonds where none had existed before. Was that what he was doing here?

Not only were these two women almost complete strangers to him, they were nearly half his age and completely out of his league!

Even at his peak, he would never have been a target for their affections. But that again, when he was at his “peak,” he was an out-of-shape neurotic, convinced that generalised anxiety disorder and a myopic view of the world were vital if he was going to become one of The Greats.

He visibly cringed at the thought and was glad no one was there to witness it.

Dostoevsky.

Kafka.

Nietzsche.

Sartre.

Camus.

Whilst his fellow college students were going out to parties and getting laid, he was sitting at home alone, reading Being and Nothingness, making notes and pretending he understood any of it, before masturbating whilst thinking of his female classmates or some of the hotter female faculty, all of whom found nothing more sexually arousing than a man who could quote whole lengths of Thus Spoke Zarathustra.

They would, he fantasised, beg him to let them suck his cock, to feel the strength of his throbbing phallus pressed into the backs of their open throats before pleading for him to fuck them, presenting their naked bodies to him, giving themselves to him to use as he pleased, crying out with pleasure as they took his cock deep inside their bodies, their pussies pulsating on his shaft as he filled them full of his philosophically-enlightened ejaculate, the release of which was so intense it would cause them to climax with such ferocity that they would effectively return to a primaeval state of being, existing for nothing but the most base of desires, eat, drinking, hunting, fucking.

Especially, fucking.

Then, once he had wiped the plentiful semen from his soft belly, he would fall to sleep alone, once again.

Suddenly, he burst into laughter.

He kept laughing, full belly laughs as he bent over double, holding onto the kitchen worktop for support, the marble cool to the touch, the idea of him at that age being so absurd as to be almost satirical. He thought about telling Morika and Asami, of unburdening this memory, which he now realised to have placed a heavy psychological burden on him for so many years, and for what?

He laughed at the ridiculousness of it all, of the pretentiousness of it, of the self-righteousness, of the absolute lack of self-awareness of someone who openly proclaimed themselves to be A Seer of Things.

A Seer of Things.

He cried out again, falling to his knees and laughing until tears rolled down his face.

Then, finally, exhausted, the demons of his youth exorcised, he pulled himself to his feet, washed his face with cold water in the bathroom sink and headed off to bed, thinking about how funny Morika and Asami would find this.

◆◆◆

As he got into bed, he marvelled at how soft the sheets were against his skin, genuine silk. He usually wore some form of pyjamas to bed, but after an evening in his new apartment with his new hot-as-fuck friends, he forewent the traditional nightwear in favour of sleeping absolutely bollock naked.

The maids have been, Harvey had messaged, everything is spotless. You won’t need to do a thing.

He wondered what type of maids Harvey employed. He imagined a bevy of beauties, dressed in French maid's outfits, dusting ineffectually as Harvey watched, their skirts rising over their perfect asses as they reached for the high spots, their lacy panties barely covering anything.

It was images of these women that ran through his mind as he lay in bed, more comfortable than any he had ever slept in, certainly more comfortable than the leather couch, his hardening cocking pressing against the soft sheets, as he began to drift off to sleep.

But then, he heard it.

It was faint at first and he wasn’t sure he could hear anything at all. But then it gradually got louder and there was soon no mistake. There, on the opposite side of the wall, mere inches away from him, was the sound of a woman getting fucked.

He tried to drown it out, to cover his ears with his pillow, to focus on other things, but it was so loud, so pervasive, so performative, that he couldn’t ignore it. So he lay there, in his silk sheets, his cock hard, listening as the woman moaned with pleasure. As he did so, he couldn’t help but wonder whether it was Morika or Asami who was moaning, and which of the two women he met tonight was giving the other so much pleasure.

His hand moved down to his cock, moving slowly as he imagined the scenario; of Asami laying naked on her back, legs spread, a pillow shoved under her small but firm ass, her small hands caressing her petite breasts, her slim but long body arching as Morika lay between her legs. He didn’t know why, but he felt Morika was a giver, eager to please. He saw her naked, laying on her stomach, her ass raised in the air, her hands wrapped around her roommate’s thighs, licking excitedly at her friend’s tight slit, her tongue sliding between her lips, dripping wet with her desire, a wet spot forming on the sheets directly beneath them, as he watched with excited eyes as Asami writhed with every flick of Morika’s tongue, every kiss, every brush of her BFF’s adorable nose against her over-stimulated clit.

His hand moved faster as the moans got louder, as he imagined Morika sliding her tongue deep inside Asami, working her entrance as her pussy rubbed her face wet, her chin soaked with her lover’s desire. He imagined her licking Asami’s clit, slowly at first, but building up speed, moving rapidly in circles around her swollen bud, causing her to cry out louder and louder as she began to rock so hard that the headboard began to bang softly against the wall, just loud enough for the neighbours to hear, for him to hear.

An invitation.

He imagined being there, now part of their friendship group, imagined Morika’s perfect pussy on display, her ass in the air, her face buried deep between Asami’s legs. He moaned as he stroked his cock, imagining what it would be like to slip inside Morika, to feel her tight body envelop him, to take him in and hold him inside her, her warm wet hole clinging to his cock as he began to fuck her, slowly at first, but faster, until he was fucking her hard, his thighs slapping against her ass as he took her from behind, feeling her pussy on his cock as he watched Asami’s naked body writhing on the bed, the force of his thrusts shaking her body as Morika continued to suck on her clit, as she slipped first two, then three fingers into her friend’s tight hole, Asami crying out with unbridled pleasure as her friend stretched her out as she fingerfucked her, curling her fingers inside to hit just the right spot, causing her to moan louder and louder, the headboard banging against the wall harder and harder as she got close to climax.

He felt Morika’s pussy tightening on him, her body reacting to Asami’s cries of pleasure, of her body as it began to shake, her thighs closing upon Morika’s head, holding her in place. And as he kept going and going, he felt himself getting closer as he watched her shaking and moaning and crying out as she rubbed her hips furiously against Morika’s face, riding her soaking-wet fingers, until she cried out as she came, her face contorted with pleasure, her back arched, her nipples pinched tightly between her slender fingers, as her friend continued to work between her legs.

As he watched Asami cum, he felt Morika’s pussy tightening on him, massaging his cock as she started to climax, her friend’s orgasm as well as having his thick cock inside her triggering her own pleasure, and he watched as both women came, Morika’s moans muffled between Asami’s legs, as Asami moaned out enough for both of them, Jack holding on until he couldn’t take it anymore, finally crying out as he came, his cock throbbing deep inside Morika as she sucked on Asami’s sweet cunt, tasting her desire, bathing in her wetness as she kept going, driving her friend’s pleasure ever higher even as her own began to peak, as the throbbing cock inside her continued to pound her ass from behind, filling her up with load after load of his thick cum, filling her fertile body with every last drop of his seed, until, finally, all three of them were completely done.

Jack lay there, breathing deeply, the bed covers pulled back, the room now silent, his naked body covered in thick ropes of semen.

He breathed deeply, the sounds coming from the other apartment now silenced, and as he used some of the tissues from the box on the nightstand to clean himself up, he knew in the morning he would have plenty to write about.


Chapter Seven

It was still dark when he got up. Unable to sleep with the urge to write flowing through his veins, he threw back the covers and got out of bed with an energy he had almost forgotten ever having.

Despite wearing absolutely no clothes, he didn’t feel in the least bit cold. The temperature was steady, the underfloor heating keeping everything level. This was a marked contrast to his own home, where the temperature fluctuated wildly depending on the time of day, the time of year, and seemingly, the vagaries of whatever the Gods of Weather permitted.

He would awaken in the mornings to temperatures so cold he was afraid to breathe in case the water he exhaled crystalised before his very eyes, only for the afternoons to turn the entire place into a sauna with the controls locked at maximum.

But none of that mattered here, where everything was just as it should be.

He marched through the apartment, still naked, and grabbed one of his bags. It was the solid, rectangular box, much thicker than his laptop bag, and certainly much heavier. He heaved as he lifted it and lugged it over to the desk on the other side of the apartment, the one pressed against one of the glass panels, which gave it the perfect morning view of the city as the sun began to rise.

He stopped a moment to take in the majesty of it all. It felt like he was in another world, which, in a way, he supposed, he was. This was the life, he realised, that he had imagined for himself as he wrote his first novel, when he still had dreams of being a literary superstar. Not that he wanted the stardom, of course. God forbid. He had no interest in fortune or fame or literary awards or hordes of eager young women throwing themselves at his feet, begging him to let them suck his cock.

Perish the thought!

No, he would be one of those famous recluses, spoken of as if a mythical creature. He would venture out only occasionally, eschewing all press and media duties, preferring instead to sit patiently in one of his homes (which one depended on the tone of whatever he was writing), working diligently on the next masterpiece, the perfect blend of critical and commercial appeal, as the world waited with bated breath.

But his debut novel didn’t set the world alight. In fact, it was barely noticed. He had an agent and a publishing deal and still needed a full-time job to support himself. It had hurt his pride. There was no fortune, no fame, and certainly no groupies queueing up to blow him.

But, undeterred, he had managed to shrug off the disappointment to produce a follow-up, firmly believing his sophomore effort, a more complex and mature work, would be the one to shoot his star firmly into the sky. His debut would be looked back as a curioso, a promising if flawed work where the fledgling seeds of his brilliance had been planted, ready to sprout fully in his acclaimed follow-up.

Which made the response even worse.

If anything, the second was met with less enthusiasm than the first. But still, he kept plugging away, producing work after work, building a small following and making enough money to quit his day job (just about), but the success he craved (purely for the opportunity to reject it, of course) never came.

He even tried writing a couple of works “to market,” pulpy thrillers created with the express purpose of being sold in airports, with titles like Midnight Thunder Knocks and The Raven Crows At Dusk. He even tried tapping into the “reclusive alcoholic woman witnesses a murder, or did she…?” genre that had taken off. Unfortunately, The Woman On the No. 49 Bus, came too late to miss the trend and got lost in the deluge of similar, albeit vastly inferior, titles.

But this was different.

He didn’t care about sales or accolades or writing to market or chasing trends or any of that bollocks, he only cared about the writing, the words. And as he sat there, bollock naked, hammering away at his antique Remington typewriter (a pretentious affectation he had picked up in college and had never been able to shake), the words flowed through him, spilling onto the page as fast as he could write them.

He wrote in a frenzy, a fury, almost a panic, going as fast as he could, afraid if he slowed down, even for a moment, the words would escape him. He felt not so much that he was writing the story, but rather there was a story being told to him and he was transcribing it as he heard it. He was just a typist, a stenographer for someone else’s words, and if he lost track of the story then that would be it, there would be no repeating and the thread would be lost forever.

Knock. Knock.

There was someone at the door, but he ignored it. This was too important. Sure, it wasn’t high art, but it was something true, something real, visceral, primal. He had tapped into an emotional truth and planned to work it until the seam was completely drained.

Knock. Knock.

Louder this time. He continued to ignore it, the words still flying onto the page as he typed vigorously, his cock throbbing with literary acumen.

KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK.

He pushed his chair back and cursed under his breath. He stomped towards the door and flung it open, determined to dismiss the interloper and immediately get back to work.

“Hi,” said Asami, “I know you didn’t have any food, so I made you some – oh my god!”

It was at this moment that Jack remembered he was naked, bollock naked, his hard cock throbbing. The blood drained from his face as he stood in front of the young woman, her eyes scanning his naked body, looking for somewhere else to look, before casting them to the ceiling.

“Asami,” he said, “oh god, I’m so sorry,” he stepped behind the door, hiding his nakedness, “I didn’t – I forgot–”

“It’s my fault,” she said, “I can come back later.”

“No, please, sorry,” he said, a sense of shame rushing through him, “please, come in. I’ll just go get dressed.”

“Ok,” she said, her voice trembling, and walked into the apartment, eyes still fixed on the ceiling.

“I’ll be right back,” he said, rushing to the bedroom, casting a glance back as he entered, wondering if she was watching him, which, to his dismay, she didn’t seem to be. He pushed the door closed and it slammed, causing Asami to let out a surprised squeak, which was so cute it caused Jack to smile, even as the adrenalin continued to course through his veins.

He took a moment, taking a deep breath as he leaned against the bedroom door and then hurriedly got dressed.

Clothes on, he took another moment to take a deep breath and compose himself, before leaving the bedroom as casually as he could.

“Hey Asami,” he said, trying to inject some levity into his voice, “sorry about that, some people lose their heads they’re so forgetful, I seem to lose my clothes!”

He stopped when he noticed Asami wasn’t in the kitchen, the homemade lasagna she had brought with her sitting alone on the counter. A sense of dread ran through his body as he saw from the corner of his eye that she was standing by his desk. Right then, he knew he was fucked.

He turned and looked at her fully, confirming what he already knew to be true, that she was reading his story. He thought of rushing over there and grabbing the papers from her, of tearing them to shreds before stuffing them into his mouth and swallowing them down. But it was too late for that.

“I can explain…” he began.

“This is…” she said, her eyes glued to the page, reading intently, “...us.”

“It’s not like that,” he said, “they’re not – they’re characters loosely based on interactions and experiences – an amalgamation of moments to create something new.” But she wasn’t listening.

He thought about trying to explain that it was fiction grown from a single moment of truth, that it wasn’t about the words on the page, it was all about the subtext.

“I have to go,” she said, putting the pile of papers back on the desk and rushing across the room. He had an urge to reach out to her, to stop her and explain, but thought better of it. “Enjoy the lasagna,” she said as she rushed out of the door, which slammed closed behind her.

“Fuck.”


Chapter Eight

He sat on the couch for the rest of the day in a stupor. There was nothing to eat but the lasagna, but he couldn’t even think about eating that, not after what he’d done. He felt so sick. He couldn’t even write anymore, couldn’t even think about writing. He had placed the lid back on the typewriter and put the pages in the desk drawer, trying to forget about them. But he could still feel them, hear them calling, like the shameful beating heart buried under the floorboards, a reflection of his own guilt.

They were good, really fucking good.

But he knew that they belonged to a story that would now never be told.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

Jack’s stomach turned. He had been waiting for this all day. Whether it was the landlord here to kick him out, the police investigating a sexual pervert exposing himself to other residents, or simply Morika here to chew him out, he knew it wouldn’t be fun.

Whoever it was knocked again as Jack, hungry and lethargic, pulled himself up from the couch and shuffled over to the door.

“Hey Morika,” he said as he opened the door, bracing himself for what came next, “I can explain…”

She marched into the apartment without so much as a word. Even in his exhausted state, he noted how amazing she was, her ass tucked into a pair of tight shorts, her smooth legs on display, her breasts constrained by a tight-fitting t-shirt.

“I spoke to Asami,” she said, looking into the apartment as he stood by the door.

“Yeah,” he said, closing the door, “I thought you might have.”

“She said you answered the door, in the nude.”

“I forgot…” he stammered, “I was in the middle of…”

She turned to face him, a great big smirk on her face.

“That’s freakin’ hilarious,” she said, laughing heartily, her breasts bouncing as her body rocked.

“It is?” he said, trying to work out if she was being sarcastic, or if her laughter contained a jolt of bitterness which he was having trouble detecting.

“Of course,” she said, walking up to him and slapping him on the arm, “she said she nearly dropped the lasagna. That was all her by the way.”

“Oh, right,” he said, watching as she walked back into the apartment, “like I say, I didn’t mean to.”

“Of course you didn’t,” she said, matter-of-factly.

“What does that mean?” he asked, unsure if he wanted to hear the answer.

“You’re a writer,” she said, as if surprised she had to explain it to him, “you guys are all a bit out there.”

“We are?”

“Sure you are,” she said, “you spend your lives creating fantasy worlds where you take the role of a God, playing with your characters like puppets.”

“It’s a bit more like I just watch and write down what they’re doing,” he said, feeling the need to defend his creative process.

“Sure thing,” she said, “but at the end of the day, it all comes from you, right? What you write is a reflection of you, or at least, some part of you.”

“I’m not sure it all comes from me.”

“Sure,” she said, “not all, but a lot. Like those pages you showed Asami.”

Jack felt a surge of adrenalin shoot through his body, his urge to flee rising.

“I didn’t show Asami any pages,” he said, quickly, “they were just sitting on the desk and when I got back from getting dressed, she was… I never intended for her to read them, for anyone to read them necessarily.”

“That’s a shame,” she said.

“They were just a writing exercise,” he lied, once again feeling the power of the words flowing through him, then pausing as he processed her words. “Why a shame?”

“Because she said they were good.” Jack watched as Morika ran a finger over the top of the typewriter case, then ran it down the side and lifted it up, admiring the antique machinery underneath.

“Really?” he asked, wary this might be some kind of trap.

“Yeah,” she said, lowering the lid and turning to him, “really good, and Asami should know. She likes all that literary stuff.” She stood there a moment, as if searching for the courage to ask a difficult question. “Can I see them?”

“I, umm…” he stammered, trying to think of a reason why she couldn’t.

“They’re about us, right?”

“No, no,” he said, “they’re…”

“Yes, yes,” she said, waving her hand in the air, “they’re entirely fictional characters and all resemblance to any persons living or dead is entirely coincidental. Now that’s out of the way, can I please see the pages you wrote about us fucking?”

He walked over to the desk and opened the drawer. He thought about grabbing the papers and running off with them, never to return. But Asami had already seen them, and a whole lot more, so he was already fucked, so why not? He took the pages out of the drawer and handed them to Morika.

“The thing to keep in mind,” he began, before she pressed an index finger to his lips and silenced him.

Once she was confident he wasn’t going to say another word, she took her finger from his lips and began to read the pages.

He stood there, watching her read, her hands gripping the stack as her eyes moved quickly across the page, before peeling it away and putting it at the bottom of the pile.

They told the story of Jacob, a middle-aged, down-on-his-luck writer who gets a call from an old friend, inviting him to stay at his apartment. When Jacob arrives, he finds that his friend, Henry, is actually going out of town, but is happy for Jacob to stay a few weeks to work on his next novel. Of course, Henry insists on leaving some housekeeping money as a thank you and an apology for putting Jacob in this position at such short notice.

Jack watched on as she kept reading, doubtless onto the segment where Jacob meets his neighbours, Makaira and Aratani, two stunning Japanese women in their early twenties, who immediately take a shine to Jacob and his salt-of-the-earth approach to life.

Morika laughed sharply and he wondered if she was at the part where the three of them reach the burger place and Makaira argues with the manager about their takeaway policy, before the three leave and head to Jacob’s apartment to finish their meal in peace.

Morika went silent as she read about Aratani’s eyefucking of Makaira, of Jacob imagining the two women together, the naked bodies pressed into one another as they made love in front of Jacob.

She remained silent, her tongue pointing out slightly and moistening her lips, before slipping back into her mouth, her teeth biting her lower lip as she continued to read. He watched as she fell back onto the couch, landing with indifference, as if she wasn’t aware of the fact she had moved at all, an absent-minded sigh escaping from her mouth. Whether it was coincidental or a result of the impact, he wasn’t sure, but her second moan let him know exactly where she was at. She was at the point where Jacob was in bed listening to Makaira and Aratani fuck, the sounds of their sexual activities, which he is sure are intended to tease him are driving to him the point where he absolutely has to stroke his cock to the sounds of their fucking, if for no other reason than his own sanity.

Morika let out another sigh and Jack noticed that Morika’s cheeks were looking flushed. She wriggled on the couch, her back arching as her eyes devoured the scene, her knees pulled up to her body, her thighs pressing together, her toes curling as she read about Makaira sucking at Aratani’s clit, of Aratani’s lithe body arching and tensing with every flick of her friend’s tongue, of Jacob pressing into Makaira from behind, his fat cock stretching her tight pussy as he works his way into her welcoming cunt.

Jack watched in disbelief as Morika’s hand ran across her chest, squeezing her breast through her tight top, gasping as she pinched her nipple through the fabric, her eyes still locked on the page in front of her.

He kept watching as the top page fluttered through the air and fell to the floor, sliding across the ground as Morika focused on the new page, her hand sliding down from her breast, down her body, and into her shorts.

He watched as her hand worked under the material, moving in circles as she as her hips rocked as she read about Jacob fucking Makaira, about him pounding her petite body from behind, her firm ass slapping on his thighs as her wetness ran down his cock, of Makaira’s moans of pleasure into Aratani’s pussy as filled her tight hole.

Morika’s fingers moved faster as she read about Jacob fucking Makaira so hard that the vibrations brought first Aratani, then Makaira, and finally Jacob to a climax, all three cumming at the same time, all moaning with pleasure as Jacob’s fat cock filled up Makaira’s soaking-wet pussy as it squeezed his cock, milking his balls of every last drop of his thick creamy cum as he fired it deep into her bent over body.

“Fuck!” she cried out, dropping the pages as she came, her eyes squeezed shut, her fingers working furiously between her legs as she rocked on the couch, moaning loudly, until she was completely satisfied.

“Fuck,” she said again, whispering this time, her eyes still closed, her fingers moving slowly in her shorts as she breathed heavily.

The pages lay between her and the couch, including the ones she hadn’t read, the one where Makaira and Aratani work together to clean Jacob’s throbbing cock of his cum and Makaira’s pussy juices, before they clean themselves up and the three of them go to sleep.

“You wrote this?” she asked Jack, pulling her hand from out of her shorts before opening her eyes. Her fingers glistened with her slick juices.

“I did, but…”

“You wrote this,” she asked, seriously picking up the pages, “since last night?”

“Well, this morning,” he said, “I was working on it when Asami…”

“No wonder you were naked,” she said, picking up the pages and fanning herself with them, “this shit is hot.”

“I noticed you like them,” he said, his cock throbbing in his trousers.

“Mmmhmm,” she said, wriggling on the couch, “I more than liked them. Were you afraid I wouldn’t?”

“Honestly, I thought you’d be mad.”

“Why would I be mad?” she asked, “we’re all allowed to fantasise a little, right?”

“I guess,” he said, “but this is a little more than…”

“Literature is just fantasies written down,” she said, “they’re not real. I’m not Makaira, right?”

“No,” he said, “you’re not.”

“And Asami isn’t Aratani, is she?”

“No,” he conceded.

“And none of this happened, did it? At least, none of the sexual stuff. It’s just a bit of fun, hot as fuck fun, but fun nonetheless. Besides,” she said, “you can’t possibly have heard us fucking from your bedroom.” She stood up, the papers in her hand, and walked towards him.

“No?” he said, standing his ground.

“No,” she said, firmly.

“Why not?” he said, expecting her to tell him their relationship wasn’t like that, that she was just fucking with him last night when she hinted at such a relationship.

“Because,” she said, pressing her lips to his ear as her body pressed against him, “we don’t share a wall.”

Jack looked at her, confused.

“Here,” she said, pressing the papers into his chest, “you should really keep writing this. I want to see more.”

“You do?” he asked, taking hold of the papers as she gave him a peck on the cheek, the sweet scent of her perfume overwhelming him. “But I thought…”

“Shh,” she said, pressing her index finger to his lips. He could feel her wetness on it, could smell her desire, “save the thinking for the page.” She ran the tips of her wet fingers across his lips, spreading her wetness over them, then turned and headed for the door.

“And if you need some more inspiration,” she said, swinging the door wide open, “you know where to find us!”

Morika walked out of the apartment, leaving his front door open as she moved towards the door across the hall. He watched as she unlocked it and stepped inside, waving with her pussy-soaked fingers, then sliding them into her mouth and sucking them clean as she closed the door.

Jack stood there in the middle of his apartment, manuscript in hand, his cock throbbing in his trousers, his mind racing from his interaction with Morika, as all the while a singular question ran through his mind.

If that wasn’t Morika and Asami last night, who was it?


Chapter Nine

“Hi, I’m Danuja. I live next door.”

“Hi Danuja,” said Jack as he stood in the hallway and locked his front door, “I’m Jack.”

“Did Harvey move?”

“Oh no,” he said, putting his keys in his pocket, “I’m just looking after the place whilst Harvey’s away on business.”

“Oh, I see,” she said, as they both walked down the corridor, towards the elevators.

“So you won’t be here long?” she asked, as she pressed the “call elevator” button.

“Just a few weeks,” he said, “I’m not sure precisely how long.” Jack smiled politely and looked up at the floor indicator panel above the elevator. He tried not to look at Danuja, the third Japanese woman in her early twenties he’d met who lived next door to him. He wondered if this was a coincidence or one of the reasons Harvey chose to move in here.

Her hair was short, a pixie cut was the best way he could think to describe it, he wasn’t up-to-date with the latest fashion trend. It was dyed a bright red, almost copper, although given the shine, he was fairly certain it wasn’t her natural colouring.

She wore a pair of tight-fitting jeans that showed off her toned legs and ass, and a tight t-shirt with an ornate band logo on, which hugged her body. From her nipples poking against the material, he could tell she wasn’t wearing a bra. Over that, she wore an unzipped hoodie. From the look of her, Jack thought, you’d never guess she could afford a place in a building like this.

“So, what do you do, Jack?” asked Danuja, “if you don’t mind my asking?”

“I’m a writer,” he said, trying not to imagine her naked, her slim body laying on her bed, her fingers sliding down over her trimmed dark mound, her pubic region betraying her natural hair colour, then working between her legs as she moaned loud enough for him to hear through the shared walls of their bedrooms.

“Anything I’ve heard of?”

“Probably not,” he said. If he had to guess, he would have said she only read epic fantasy and science fiction, not genres he’d ever dabbled in, along with some of the spicer erotic fiction which was becoming increasingly popular.

“I’ve written a few novels, but none of them were exactly bestsellers. Which is why I’m squatting here rather than buying a place of my own.”

He smiled to indicate it was a joke, but she didn’t seem to find it all that funny.

“I mean, I’m not squatting,” he said, “it was just a joke, which clearly didn’t work, which is probably why my books don’t sell.”

Stop talking, now, he told himself in his head.

She looked at him for a moment, then laughed, which caused him to laugh.

“So,” he began as the laughter died down, only to be interrupted by the ding of the elevator arriving.

“Here we go,” she said and stepped into the elevator. He stood there a moment, looking into the small space which only she occupied. “You coming?”

“Oh right, of course,” he said, stepping onto the elevator.

“So what do you do?” he asked, as the doors closed and the elevator began to descend.

“Graphic design,” she said.

“A fellow creative,” he said, and cringed inwardly.

“Yeah,” she said, “I mean, my main passion is photography, but I picked up some design skills as I worked on my photos. Then I started doing some odd projects here and there for a little extra cash, and then before you know it, it was bringing in more cash than my actual job.”

“That’s cool,” he said, “maybe you could design my next book cover, that is if you’re not too fussed about your work appearing on books that don’t sell!”

She laughed quickly this time.

“My work appears on all sorts of things that don’t sell,” she said, “it’s the stuff that pays the best! People seem to think they can get away with producing trash as long as it has a fancy cover.”

“Can they?”

“For a moment, but that sort of success never lasts, because once people realise they’d been had, they won’t buy your stuff again.”

“Once bitten, twice shy,” he said.

“Exactly,” she said. “They think they’re buying a bunch of sales for their first book, but they’re actually losing far more on the books that come after them.”

“You’re not worried about that hurting your brand?”

“Not in the least,” she said, “my brand is about producing the right image to sell the product, what’s inside has nothing to do with me. Speaking of which, what is your current book about?”

“Oh,” said Jack, “it’s just a slice of life story.”

“About a writer?”

“How did you…?”

“Writers always write about writers, it’s their favourite topic. Well, that and fucking.”

“Well…” His face began to go red.

“Do you write about fucking, Jack?”

“I, uhh…”

“Of course you do, you’re a writer. I mean, come on! If we were characters in one of your books, we’d probably be fucking right now.” She turned to him and stepped closer. “A world-weary older man and an ideologically-torn younger woman. A struggling writer and a corporate sell-out graphic designer. Two perfect strangers thrust into a confined space together. They know nothing about it, but they can feel the energy between them. They know that it’s there, the spark.

“They can’t help themselves and all of a sudden they’re all over one another. He has her pinned to the wall as he kisses her. No, she has him pinned to the wall, her hoodie slipping off her shoulders, revealing her t-shirt is actually a tank top. He grabs her ass through her tight jeans as she presses herself onto his leg, rubbing herself against him as he squeezes her asscheeks and kisses over her neck and exposed shoulder, feeling the softness of her supple, youthful skin on his lips, tasting the vitality of her body.

“Things get hotter and hotter as she rides his leg faster, rubbing against his trapped cock as she keeps going, desperate to get off in the elevator. But their destination is getting closer and every floor is an opportunity to be caught, a thrill for sure, but neither of them wants to stop. For all they know, this moment may never come again.

“So they reach out, arms pressed together as their fingers grope for the emergency stop button, both hitting it at the same time. The elevator grinds to a halt and that’s when things get wild. First the hoodie is thrown to the floor and he pushes her across the elevator, slamming her back into the other side and lowering himself down, pulling up her shirt and sucking on her tits, which whilst a little on the smaller side, are the perfect size for his mouth.

“So he sucks one and then the other, as she reaches down and undoes his trousers, pulling out his cock and stroking him until he can’t take it anymore and has to pull himself up, kissing her hard as she keeps stroking, his precum spreading over the edges of her fingers, before he pulls back and watches as she undoes her jeans and slides them to her ankles.

“Then she walks over to the handrail in front of the mirror on the back wall of the elevator, just like this one, grabs it with both hands, and bends over. She moans as he strokes her tight ass, then pulls down her panties, stroking his throbbing cock as he marvels at how beautiful her pussy is, the meaning of existence contained within her wet slit, then slides it in.

“He’s so big and she’s so fucking tight that she moans far louder than she intends to, but she’s so fucking wet for him, so desperate to get fucked by this man twice her age, that he slips in with ease. And although he starts slowly, he’s soon fucking the fucking fuck out of her, both of them panting as he thrusts into her as she throws her fine ass back onto his cock, begging him to get deeper and deeper, her body shaking as she takes his cock like no cock she’s ever taken before. This cock will change her life, this Big White Cock will make it so no other man can ever satisfy her the way that he can. And any time in the future she is getting fucked, she will think back to that moment, as she took his great big cock in her tiny Japanese pussy, begging him to cum inside her, to pump her full of his semen, until it’s leaking out of her body, until she’s full to the fucking brim of his sperm.”

The elevator dinged and the doors began to open.

“Or something like that,” she said, shrugging, “you’re the writer.”

They had reached the building lobby.

“I…” he began, every drop of blood in his body now in his cock.

“But I guess that proves we’re not in one of your books,” she said. “A pity,” she added as she turned and went to leave.

He stood and watched her, utterly dumbstruck.

“It was nice to meet you,” she said as she walked away from the elevators and towards the front doors of the building, not looking back.

“The pleasure was all mine,” he said quietly as he stood in the elevator alone, his mind focused on filing every second of the encounter away for later, until the elevator doors closed once again.


Chapter Ten

He stumbled into the apartment, weighed down by shopping bags, and pushed the door closed behind him with his foot.

SLAM.

He winced at the sound of the door slamming shut and made a mental note to try not to do it again. He was, after all, determined to be a good neighbour.

He shuffled to the kitchen, placed the bags on the floor and began to unpack. He’d bought far too much stuff for one person to carry, but by the time he realised what he had, he was already packing everything in bags at the checkout. Still, he thought, it would be good exercise.

Knock. Knock.

He looked from the fridge towards the front door, as if he would be able to see who was there, then closed the fridge and walked over.

He thought for a moment about pretending not to be in, but the noise from the door slamming made that difficult to do.

“Hi,” she said as he opened the door, standing there in a white buttoned blouse and a dark skirt, which flitted over her bare thighs.

“Hi,” he said, standing, one hand on the door, blocking the way. It was Asami. They stood there a moment in silence. “Do you want to come in?”

He stepped out of the way and she walked into the apartment, and he closed the door.

“I want to apol–” he began before she cut him off.

“I’m sorry,” she said, turning to face him.

“What are you sorry for?” he asked, confused.

“I feel so bad.”

He stood there, looking at her. What was she talking about?

“I should never have read your story, it was a violation of privacy. It’s just, the other night you said you were a writer, so when I saw the stack of papers there next to the typewriter, I just couldn’t help myself.”

“It’s ok,” he said, “I’m the one who should be apologising, I’m the one who wrote…”

“It’s just fiction,” she said, “it isn’t real. It’s not like I haven’t fantasised about – the point is, I shouldn’t have read it and I apologise.”

It’s not like I haven’t fantasised about… what?

“Do you forgive me?”

“Of course,” he said, “there’s nothing to apologise for and nothing to forgive. I should have been more considerate. It’s just… I can’t remember the last time I felt that when writing, you know?”

She looked at him, silently.

“It’s like I could feel it, like I was there, living it in the moment, like I was transcribing every detail, every moment, every feeling as it was happening. It was like it was happening to me.”

Jack stopped talking as he noticed Asami had gone bright red, her pale cheeks flushed.

“I’m sorry,” I said, “I didn’t mean to make it sound so…”

“Physical?” she finished.

“I guess,” he said, rubbing the back of his neck, feeling the warmth rising up his spine. “I was just inspired.”

“Yeah, she can do that.”

“Who?”

Asami looked at him, a hint of confusion on her face, making her look more adorable than ever.

“Morika, of course. I’m sure lots of guys have written stories about her, or songs, or thought about…”

“It wasn’t about Morika,” he said, “not really. It was about,” he swallowed as he tried to force out the word, “us.”

“Us?”

“The three of us, I guess. It is a work of fiction, but I’d be lying if I said it didn’t start off as a fantasy. I’m sorry if that’s distasteful or creepy, but…”

“But you were fucking her.”

“But it all started with you, lying there, like that.” She said nothing. “I heard the moans through the wall and I thought, hoped, it was you. Then it came to me. The image of you, naked, moaning with pleasure as Morika…”

“And then you came in…”

“And then I came in, and, well, I would never want to interrupt.” He saw a wry smile flicker on her lips before it disappeared. “Especially as you seemed to be having such a great time.”

“In your fantasy.”

“In my fantasy.”

She let out a big sigh, one he didn’t think her diminutive frame would be capable of.

He stood there as she turned away from him and stared out of the window. He wasn’t sure if he had pushed it too far, if admitting it was his fantasy rather than literary inspiration, nothing more than an intellectual exercise in creative writing, had made things worse.

“I’m not a prude, you know.”

“Sorry?”

“I’m not a prude,” she repeated, turning to face him. “Just because I’m quiet and let Morika do most of the talking, that doesn’t mean I’m some sort of pillow princess.”

“No,” he said, “I never imagined…”

“Yes,” she said calmly, “you did. The whole story I just lie there, like a delicate flower, letting everyone else do the work, like I’m too fragile to fuck properly. Like I have to be touched in just the right way or else I’ll turn to dust.”

“I never meant it like that…”

“No,” she said, “no one ever does. But that’s how you see me, that’s how everyone sees me. And I’m tired of it.”

“I’m sorry,” he said, as she approached him, fire in her eyes.

“Don’t be sorry,” she said, “just fuck me like you mean it.”

She kissed him hard, her tongue sliding into her mouth as her hand moved over his crotch, rubbing his rapidly-hardening cock, before she pulled back and took a deep breath, then dropped to her knees.

He looked down and watched as she undid his belt buckle and unzipped his trousers before sliding her hand inside and looking up at him as her hand caressed his hard cock through his boxers.

She smiled and pulled her hand out and grabbed his trousers, pulling them down, and then kissed along the outline of his shaft. She licked her lips gently and slipped her fingers into the sides of his boxers, pulling them down slowly.

Asami gasped as his boxers slid down his legs and his cock, now free, sprung up in front of her face. She looked at it from one side and then the other, as if studying it, then looked up at him. Her eyes were wide, a hint of concern like he might actually break her. Then she smiled and took him gently in her hand, her fingers wrapped loosely around his shaft and began working him slowly, her eyes fixed on the tip, the first drops of precum emerging.

She looked up at him and began working him faster, spreading the precum all over the tip of his cock, and he moaned as her soft fingers tightened on him. She worked him faster and faster, and she began to breathe harder from the exertion.

Then just as suddenly, she stopped. He looked down at her and as she looked him in the eye, she stuck out her tongue and slowly ran it up the underside of his shaft, causing him to moan as her tongue flicked across the tip of his cock. She smiled at this and did it again, slower this time, harder, forcing a louder moan out of him. She smiled wider and licked all the way up one side of his shaft and then the other, coating his cock in her saliva.

“It’s bigger than I expected,” she said, holding it at the base, the tip close enough to her lips that he could feel her hot breath as she spoke, “I like that.”

“You don’t have to,” he said, desperately hoping that she wanted to.

“I know,” she said, then pushed her head forward, taking his cock in her mouth and wrapping her lips around it. He moaned as she slid her lips up and down his cock, her wet lips tight around his shaft, her tongue running up and down him as she moved.

She kept going, moving deeper, until he could feel her lips around the base of his shaft and the tip of his cock pressed into the back of her throat. He felt her swallow, the muscles contracting in her throat, massaging the tip pressed into them and pictured himself cumming down her throat, holding himself in her mouth as she eagerly swallowed his load. His cock twitched in her throat and she moaned then pulled his cock out of her mouth. It was covered in her saliva, with thin strands running from the tip of his cock to her red lips.

“I’m sorry,” he said, “are you ok?”

She nodded her head, a wide smile on her face as she gasped for breath.

“I want you,” she said, her hand stroking his wet cock.

“I want you,” he replied.

She shook her head.

“No,” she said, stroking him faster, “I want you… to break me.”

She took his cock in her mouth again, sucking faster, pushing deep onto it, her hands on his ass, pulling him deeper into his throat, until he got the message. She moaned as he began to rock his hips, pressing his cock deeper as he fucked her mouth. She moaned, her grip tightening on his ass, her fingernails digging into the cheeks as she pulled harder. So he fucked her harder and faster, his thick cock sliding in and out of her mouth, pressing into the back of her throat as he fucked it.

She moaned with pleasure as he fucked her mouth just as she wanted him to, his cock pressing deep into her.

He ran his hand over her hair and she purred into his cock, causing him to twitch in her throat and her eyes to water, but still she held onto him, her eyes wide, pleading for more. He ran his hand over her hair once again, then ran his fingers through it, taking a handful and holding her head still, keeping her in place as he rocked his hips and fucked her.

Her mascara ran as he fucked her mouth, leaving dark lines down each of her pale cheeks, giving her innocent face a darker edge.

He kept going, feeling himself getting close, his cock throbbing at the thought of cumming directly down her open throat, watching her swallow it as he continued to fuck her. But he didn’t want it to end just yet.

He slowed down and softly pulled his cock out of her mouth. She continued to kneel in front of him, gasping for breath, but even as she did so, she leaned forward and tried to take his cock in her mouth again, her tongue reaching out to lick the wet tip. But his hand still had a firm grip of her hair and he held her back, knowing just one more flick of the tongue might be enough to send thick ropes of cum shooting from his cock all over her pretty face.

“You said you wanted me to break you,” he said, looking down at her. He let go of her hair, now as ragged as her make-up, and she nodded. “Are you broken?” He shook her head.

He held out his hand and she took it as he helped her to her feet. He leaned down and kissed her wet lips, their tongues meeting one another as his hands slipped under her dress, gripping her ass. She moaned as his fingers slid further down over her and between her legs, finding the underside of her panties, the material damp from her pussy. She moaned louder as his fingers began to move over the wet fabric, teasing her entrance.

She took his other hand in hers and walked him across the room to the couch, and he stepped out of his trousers as he did so. She turned him around and pushed him hard, causing him to stumble and fall back onto the couch.

She stood in front of him as he sat there, his hard cock throbbing. She reached forward and took hold of his shirt and tugged it over his head, throwing it across the apartment.

“I think we’re a little unbalanced,” he said, now completely naked.

“Oh dear,” she said, “you’re right. We really should make things a bit more even.” With that, she reached under her skirt and wriggled, moaning softly as she peeled her panties off her wet pussy and pulled them down her legs, before letting them fall to the floor.

“There,” she said, stepping out of her plain white panties, “better?”

“Much,” he said.

She smiled and stepped towards him, straddling him and rocking on top of him, his hard cock pressed against her wet pussy, her warm juices spreading over the underside of his shaft. She wrapped her arms around the back of his neck and kissed him, as his hands slid under her dress and gripped her firm ass. She moaned and rocked faster over his cock, her kisses getting wilder.

He moaned as he tensed his body, the feel of her wet lips pressed against his cock almost enough for him to cum all over the inside of her skirt.

She pressed back and sat still on him for a moment, then looked him in the eye as she unbuttoned her shirt, one button at a time, teasing him. He watched with anticipation as her delicate fingers worked the buttons, exposing just a little more skin each time, until the final button was undone and her blouse sat on her body, unbuttoned, exposing a strip of pale skin from her neck to her navel.

Slowly, she took it off, exposing her body to him, and dropped the blouse at his feet.

He sat there stunned, taking in every inch of her body. Her figure was slim, that much he’d been able to tell, but her breasts were larger than he’d imagined. Not big, certainly not by Morika’s standards at least, but a nice handful that perfectly suited her lithe frame.

“Is something wrong?” she asked, a hint of nervousness in her voice.

“Not a damn thing,” he said as he leaned forward and took one of her dark nipples into his mouth.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as he sucked at her tit, his tongue swirling around her nipple. She began to rock on him again, her pussy sliding over his cock as she held his head to her chest. He slid his hands up her bare back, feeling her smooth skin for the first time, then slid back down and under her skirt, grabbing her ass and moving her faster on top of him.

She moaned in frustration as he took his mouth from her breast, then moaned with pleasure as he took the other in her mouth, sucking hard as if to make up for lost time. She ran her fingers through his hair, and took a handful, holding him in place as her free hand explored his torso.

She pulled his head back from her breast and kissed him hard, raising herself on her knees as she did so. He felt her free hand slide down his body and take hold of his cock, her fingers sliding easily over his wet shaft.

She angled his cock up and lowered herself down slowly, rubbing the tip of his cock over her warm, wet pussy, coating the tip before she moved it to her entrance. She lowered herself down further, moaning as the tip pressed into her.

“Fuck,” she moaned, holding him in her tight hole, “you really might break me.”

Before he could reply, she began to move, moaning, her eyes clamped closed as she guided her body up and down slowly, sliding deeper onto his cock as he stretched her out. He placed his hands on her ass, helping her as she moved up and down on his cock, moaning each time she went a little lower.

“I feel so full,” she said as she took him all in, sitting on his lap with his cock fully inside her. She leaned in and kissed him, rocking her hips as she did so, pulling him around inside her warm body, her skirt brushing against his stomach and the tops of his thighs.

Slowly, she began to move up and down, gasping as his cock slid out of her and then all the way back in. She wrapped her arms around his head again for support, his hands still on her ass to help her move.

She began to ride him faster, her tight pussy gripping his shaft as she rode him, her wet nipples rubbing against his chest as she leaned into him, her face buried in his shoulder, small moans escaping with each thrust.

As she kept going, he lifted her ass higher, letting her ride his cock fully. He could feel her wetness running down his cock and onto his balls, doubtless dripping onto the expensive leather couch.

She moaned loudly, riding him fully, rocking so hard on his cock that he wasn’t sure who was supposed to break who. But right then, with his cock deep inside her tight body, he didn’t care. She kept riding him and he kept tensing every muscle he could as he tried to last as long as possible.

“Fuck,” he moaned.

Not only did her tight pussy feel so good gripping his cock, but she was also so beautiful, her body slim and graceful. He never thought he’d ever have the chance to fuck someone so beautiful, let alone someone this beautiful in their early twenties.

She moaned into his ear as his cock twitched inside her as she rode him furiously, desperate for him to fill her up, panting harder with each thrust.

She kept riding him and he knew he was getting close.

“I’m going to cum soon,” he whispered in her ear.

“Good,” she moaned, “I want to feel your cum inside my body.”

“Are you sure?” he moaned, the tension building in his body.

“So sure,” she moaned, “but first…” She stopped riding him, holding his cock deep inside her, “you have to break me.”

She kissed him hard and began riding him again, but cried out as he stood up quickly, her petite body clinging to him, her legs wrapped around his waist, her hips bucking as she kept trying to fuck him even as he held her in the air.

“What are you doing?” she asked between kisses as he carried her across the apartment.

“Breaking you,” he said, as he carried her into the bedroom.

She cried out as he tossed her onto the bed and she laughed as she bounced on the bed, her skirt lying raised on her flat stomach, her legs spread. He looked down at her smooth pussy, a dark, trimmed tuft of pubic hair, her lips soaking wet, her pink entrance throbbing from taking his cock.

He grabbed her legs and pulled her over the silk sheets until her ass was on the edge of the bed, then knelt in front of her.

“I thought,” she began, letting out a deep moan as he ran his tongue up her wet slit. He cock throbbed at how good she tasted and he licked her again.

She pressed her thighs against the side of his head as he continued to lick her, his hands gripping her legs. She rocked her hips as he ran his tongue over her, as she looked for the friction of his face. He could feel her wetness covering his mouth as he continued to lick her, her cries muffled by her thighs pressed against his head, as he flicked his tongue over her clit.

He did it again, then began moving in quick circles over it, feeling her body react as he licked her swollen bud. He felt her fingers running through his hair as he kept licking, her body writhing on the bed as he watched from between her legs, her other hand playing with her breasts, just as he’d imagined. He wondered for a moment whether this is how she normally was or whether she was reenacting his story, then realised he didn’t give a fuck.

She cried out, her back arched as he took her clit in his mouth and began to suck at her as his tongue continued to move in circles.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “just like that.”

He kept sucking at her clit, her legs tightening on his face, her body rocking more forcefully, spreading her wetness all over his face. He felt a trickle of her warm juices run down his neck and chest and kept sucking.

She moaned louder and louder, her body bucking wildly on the bed, her fingers tightly gripping his hair, holding him in place.

“Oh fuck, I’m – don’t stop – I’m gonna – yes – I’m gonna cum – that’s so good – so fucking good – you’re gonna – I – I – I…”

She cried out as she came, her body tensing, her clit pressed deep into his mouth, her back arching so much her ass rose off the bed, her legs pressing down on his shoulders as she lifted herself into the air, thrusting her hips as he continued to work her. She pulled his hair harder as her legs tightened, her soft heels pressing into his back, her moans turning into a single, high-pitched whine, getting higher and higher as her orgasm ran through her body, until with a final cry, she collapsed back to the bed, her body limp.

She breathed heavily as she let go of his hair, her hand running across the top of his head, as if she were trying to smooth him, but her nervous system was in a state of shock.

Slowly, he removed his mouth from her clit and slid her legs off of his shoulders. She whined softly as she curled into a ball, her ass and wet pussy sticking out from underneath her skirt as she did so.

“What the fuck?” she gasped quietly as he pressed in behind her, “you – you broke me.”

“Not yet I haven’t.”

“No,” she agreed, “ not just yet.”

He reached forward and placed two fingers on her chin. He gently turned her head to face him and she looked at him through bleary eyes, then moaned softly as he kissed her, his mouth full of her taste. She moaned again as her tongue pressed into his mouth, caressing his that had been so busy between her legs, savouring her own flavour.

“I taste so good,” she sighed, kissing him again, turning her whole body to face him, then straddling him, kissing him as his legs hung off the edge of the bed, his feet firmly planted on the floor. She began to rock on top of him, her soaking wet pussy rubbing against his cock once again.

“So good,” he agreed, his hands running up over her toned stomach and cupping her breasts. She moaned as he caressed them, playing with her wet nipples as we rolled them between his fingers.

“Are you ready for some more?” he asked.

“I’m not sure,” she said, “but I need it.” He sat up and kissed her then lifted her again and turned around. He climbed onto the bed, crawling on his knees as he kissed her, then lay her down softly, placing her head on the pillow.

“I’m not a pillow princess,” she said, “you don’t have to treat me delicately.”

“I won’t,” he said, reaching down for his cock.

She gasped as he pressed himself against her entrance, then began to work himself into her. He slipped in more easily this time, her body ready to take his thick cock. Still, he felt her warm pussy gripping her as he began to fuck her.

He moved slowly at first, making sure she was ok, then moved faster, kissing her as he did so.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, her legs spread wide, her hands pressed against his back as he fucked her. He held himself up on his hands, watching her face as he fucked her hard, pounding her tight pussy with the full length of his cock.

She grunted with each thrust, her eyes closed, her hands gripping the silk bed sheets, pulling at them as he pounded her tight pussy.

He kept going, finding himself quickly getting close, the grip of her pussy was just that good.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, as he pushed himself upright on his knees, and wrapped his arms around the backs of her legs, holding them in the air as he kept fucking her, watching his cock disappear into her slender body as her skirt flapped on her stomach, her small breasts bouncing with each thrust. “I’m so close.”

Quickly, he pulled out and flipped her onto her stomach.

“On your knees,” he said, and she obeyed, presenting her ass to him, her face still buried in the pillow. He watched a second as her tight asshole quivered between her tight cheeks, then pressed his cock into her from behind.

“Oh fuck,” she cried, “I didn’t think it could feel even bigger!”

He moved slowly at this new, tighter angle, letting her get used to it as he watched his cock penetrating her, her lips gripping him as he pulled out before plunging back in.

“More,” she cried, “I need you to break me.”

He moved faster, fucking her harder and deeper as she rocked on her knees, throwing her ass back onto his cock, her cheeks slapping on his thighs as he pounded her from behind.

He kept fucking her, watching her asshole quivering, as if begging for his cock, as he listened to her moans, muffled as she cried out into the pillow. He saw one of her hands still gripping the bed sheets whilst the other was now buried under her body, her fingers, he realised, playing with her clit as he fucked her from behind.

“I’m so close,” he moaned as his thighs slapped her ass, her pussy taking the full length of his cock.

“Me too,” she moaned, “don’t stop.”

As he kept going, he felt her pussy tightening on him, gripping his shaft as if trying to milk him. He gritted his teeth and tightened every muscle in his body, holding onto the feeling of being in her body, delaying the inevitable for as long as possible until he could take no more.

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

“Please,” she begged, “please cum. I want to feel you fill me up as you break me.”

He fucked her as hard and fast as he could, determined to break her as she had begged him for, pounding her tight ass as she fingered her pussy, until with a cry, he came.

“Yes,” she cried, “ cum for me, fill my tight pussy.”

He continued to moan as he came, fucking her hard and fast as he shot his load inside her, firing thick ropes of semen into her fertile body, angled down to take them deep inside her.

“Fuck,” she cried, “I can feel you cumming in me. Oh fuck, I’m cumming!”

He kept fucking her, cumming hard as he kept thrusting, pumping her full as her pussy contracted on his cock, squeezing every last drop out of him.

He kept fucking her until he was completely spent, then kept fucking her, letting her ride his cock as her second orgasm rocked her body, her pussy convulsing on his cock until finally, she finished.

Slowly, he pulled his cock out of her, thin strands of her juices running between them.

He watched her roll onto her side as she lay on the bed, eyes closed, body shivering as post-orgasm shivers ran through her body.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, breathing heavily, “I’ve never – not like that.”

“Are you ok?” he asked, lying next to her and gently wrapping an arm around her.

“You broke me,” she whispered, shivering, “I love it.”

She turned to look at him and smiled, kissing him gently, their bodies pressed together on the large bed.

◆◆◆

They lay there a while, basking in the afterglow of their own pleasure, before they finally got up, cleaned up, and got dressed.

“Sorry to disturb your unpacking,” Asami said, pointing to the shopping bags on the kitchen floor.

“No problem,” he said, “they’re just things for the cupboards anyway.”

He looked at her, once again fully dressed. No one would ever have suspected her capable of the things they’d just done. Although, if you knew the signs, the flattened hair, the cleaned up make-up, you might have half an idea of what had happened. He was certain Morika would know.

He moved in and kissed her, his hand gently cupping her face as she pressed into him, his cock already stirring.

“You ready to go again, already?” she asked between kisses.

“Must be because of my inspirational muse,” he said, “want to stay and find out?”

“One of your inspirational muses,” she moaned as he kissed her neck, “and yes, I’d love to, but I’ve got things I need to do. Besides, I’m not sure I’m recovered enough to be broken again!”

“Ok,” he said, still kissing her neck, his hands cupping her ass.

“But I hope I’ve given you some ideas for your story,” she said.

“So many.”

“I’d love to read it,” she said.

“You would?” he asked, looking at her.

“Of course,” she said, “although I’ve not had a chance to read the whole of the other story yet.”

“Would you like to?”

“Absolutely,” she said, “but I really do have to go.” She moved away from him and towards the door. “And you,” she said, looking at him from the doorway, “really have to write whilst you’re full of inspiration.”

“What if I need more inspiration?”

“Well,” she said, “you know where to find us.” With that, she smiled and left the apartment, leaving Jack alone with a hard cock and head full of ideas.

You know where to find us.

“I certainly do,” he said to himself, heading towards the typewriter, inspiration from his latest muse flowing through his veins. “I certainly do.”


Chapter Eleven

As Jack sat at the typewriter the words just flowed out of him, his fingers dancing over the keys, pounding them with the force and intensity Asami had begged for as she lay on the bed, legs spread wide just for him.

He recounted it all in lurid detail, every moan, every thrust, every pulse, every feeling as he fucked her until she broke, until she cried out in ecstasy as he came deep inside her.

His cock throbbed as he typed, the memory causing his body to react like it was happening all over again. But he ignored the urge for release, instead channelling the feeling into his writing, expounding that raw sexual energy into every word, filling the work with a vibrancy and urgency that only came from the immediate expression of emotional truth.

As he wrote about watching her asshole twitching, he gave no thought for commercial viability. This was not a story written for the market, for the masses. This was a story written for him, from the heart, no, from the soul.

No.

From the cock.

He had no idea what this story was or where it was going, only that he had to get it down, had to get it out of him. He was not trying to write high literature, not trying to appease the literary gatekeepers. He was writing filth.

Pure, unadulterated filth.

And there was, he felt, his cock throbbing in his trousers, nothing more human than that.


Chapter Twelve

As Jack typed, inspiration flowing through him, the sun setting on the city he would call home for the next few weeks, he did not notice the handwritten note that slipped under his door, the one with a very tempting invitation.


Looking for more?

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




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