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Chapter One

“Thanks,” said Jack as he got out of the taxi and onto the street. He stood there a moment, gazing up at the wonders of the city, the almost miraculous feats of engineering that saw these temples to capitalism rise high into the heavens, higher than the Tower of Babel, architects, laughing in the face of The Almighty with their bravado and ability to bring forth miracles from the dirt.

“Watch it,” huffed an old woman as she barged past, ramming her pointy shoulder into Jack’s back, then blaming him for it.

“Sorry,” he muttered instinctively as he started moving, stepping forward and back as streams of pedestrians powered down the street in both directions, hardly any space in between them, dancing to the sounds of the city, trying to learn the moves as he went, the city dancing around him, until he managed to press his back against the wall of one of these temples, people continuing their well-rehearsed routine, moving around him as if he wasn’t even there.

Seizing his moment, he jumped into the crowd and began walking down the street, matching the pace of others around him as he made his way to his destination, feeling his body heating up in precisely the way he didn’t want it to, until finally, he found a small space as the buildings receded from the sidewalk and could breathe once again.

He flapped his jacket gently, trying to cool himself off without creasing the material. He felt like a small bird flapping its wings for the first time, leaving his mother’s nest then instantly regretting it.

He had gotten out of the taxi a short distance from his destination. He wanted to give himself an out, an opportunity to turn around should he feel the need. But now, he wished he had gone that little bit further.

But still, he reminded himself, there were worse options. It was, for example, better than taking the bus. At least he managed to avoid the stench of public transport descending upon him as he made his way to what was evidently one of the trendiest areas of the city, which happened to border the financial district.

He couldn’t imagine how much the rent for these places must cost, and how much the people who frequented them must have. Just being here made him feel uncomfortable, like a vagabond in a fancy restaurant. And he, he thought, was a pretty average kind of guy. He couldn’t imagine how unbearable it must be to someone who already made no effort to fit into modern society, whose attire was almost theatrical in nature, whose entire existence was antithetical to everything places like this stood for.

Yes, how exactly was Eve managing being here?

There was only one way to find out, so he ran his hands down his suit jacket, adjusted his tie, and headed into the gallery.


Chapter Two

He hadn’t seen or spoken to anyone in two days.

Not Morika or Asami, nor Danuja. Not even Belle, the supposed cleaning lady. Although what her schedule was, was anyone’s guess.

And not Eve.

Especially not Eve.

Not that he had expected to, but since she (or one of her acolytes) had slipped the invitation to her latest exhibition under his door, she had been on his mind constantly. She was so sharp, both in her tone and her mannerisms, that she had managed to get under his skin in a way he hadn’t thought possible.

Sure, she was beautiful, and her neo-gothic all-black stylings awoke all sorts of yearnings from when he was younger, when a moody, alternative girlfriend was a seemingly unattainable dream (for him, at least, it was completely unobtainable).

But now, he was a fully grown man, so such shallow attractions shouldn’t hold any power over him anymore, right?

Right?

He swallowed as he shifted on the desk chair, his cock hard, standing proudly in his naked form. He pushed back from the desk and walked around the apartment. Whilst he had been glad for the lack of interruptions, he was somewhat secretly disappointed that one of his neighbours hadn’t popped around to see how he was doing. He had only been here a few days, but it already felt part of his routine, as if having mind-blowing sex with a string of stunning Asian women half his age was just a part of everyday life.

But in his heart of hearts, he knew he needed a break.

Not just physically (although having a series of women milking him dry at every opportunity had taken a physical toll), but also mentally. It was a lot to take, a rapid shift in lifestyles that had left his head spinning, with no idea of what was actually happening or why, or where things were going from here.

He also had his book to write.

And write, he did.

For two whole days, he had sat at his desk, typing furiously, his cock throbbing, as he recounted tale after filthy tale, noting every precise detail of the trysts encountered by his male protagonist and the series of stunning women who wanted to sleep with him.

So many stories did he have, that he was afraid he was going to start forgetting them, or at least, some of the important details, that his writing would take on a less impactful manner if he had to stray too far into the world of fiction, rather than recounting the events as he remembered, as he felt them.

But finally, he had managed to write them all down, catching up to his life even as he anticipated things would spiral out of control at any minute. He stood and looked at the pages, piles of typewritten text, rough and ready, littered with typos and spelling mistakes, the raw materials that would become his next novel. Even though he hadn’t been sure if it would be anything other than a series of random stories, he felt it was taking shape, that the story was evolving and that it was heading somewhere, even if he didn’t know where that was!

Not that was unusual, he very much considered himself to be a “pantser”, the kind of writer eager to just sit down and let the story go wherever it needed to, letting it tell itself, before going through it, painstakingly fixing every mistake, every continuity error, and loose plot point. Sometimes he did wish he could sit down and plan a novel from start to finish, before executing it perfectly (or near enough) first time, but he always felt the planning to suck the life out of writing, that the act of writing was intimately linked with that of creation. It was, he imagined, like planning out an evening of sex, with every last detail precisely timed, rather than finding a general place to start and then going for it, seeing where the feeling took you, reacting to the events in real-time and riding the wave of feeling rather than sticking to a precise schedule.

The more he thought about it, the more he felt that writing was a lot like fucking; an expression of self, the spilling of the soul, of deepest desires into the act of creation, leaving you both drained and satisfied.

Not that he was yet fully satisfied, aside from the ending there was a lot of work that needed to be done. There was a lot of material needed to connect the scenes, not so much “filler”, as connective tissue, so that it didn’t end up a series of loosely connected vignettes. No, it needed a throughline, and the more he wrote, the more he could feel it arising within him, even if he wasn’t sure what form it would take yet.

But there was still plenty of time for that, and plenty of time for more inspiration. Which is precisely where he was heading next.

He walked into the bedroom – his bedroom, as he now thought of it – and opened the wardrobe, flicking through the rows of outfits hanging up. He had started to think of them as his clothes, even though they were all tailored to fit Harvey. But, he found, it was the only way he could wear them with any sense of comfort. Still, he felt it important to remember that this was all temporary, that he was not taking Harvey’s place, nor was he turning into Harvey, and that once his novel was completed, he would leave this world and head back to his own, distinctly less luxurious one.

He wondered what would be the best sort of outfit to wear to a gallery. Perhaps a similar smart-casual outfit he wore to dinner with Morika and Asami a couple of days before? Or perhaps something more artistic.

His hands stopped on an all-black affair, a turtleneck sweater and black trousers. He imagined turning up in that, a black beret tilted to the side just to top things off, looking like a French intellectual from the 1960s. He laughed at the idea and kept on scrolling. Whilst it would be funny to him, he doubted anyone else would think so. Besides, he had long since abandoned the idea that he was the sort of guy who could pull off a turtleneck, despite having tried several times over the years, only for the item to be returned to the back of the wardrobe, lying in wait, until he had forgotten how bad the results were previously.

In the end, he settled in a simple grey suit. Nothing too fancy, but not too shabby either. He knew it was over the top for what was likely an informal affair, but he decided it was better to be overdressed rather than underdressed. Besides, he didn’t know when (if ever) he would have an opportunity to wear a suit like this again.

So he took out the suit, hung it up and headed to the shower to get ready for his big day.


Chapter Three

He had no idea what to expect at the gallery, but it certainly wasn’t anything like this!

He looked around at the art hanging on the walls, at the pieces on pedestals, encased in glass, in the middle of the room, at items dangling from the ceiling.

The space was largely empty with only a smattering of people floating around, who stopped at one piece or another, and stood there thoughtfully for a moment before moving on to the next piece and doing the same. It felt to him like a buffet, picking up a small piece and tasting it before tasting the next dish, never fully satiated by any individual offering, but stuffed to bursting by the end of it.

He’d never fully understood art galleries, but perhaps that was because he didn’t really understand art. How can you fully appreciate a piece by looking at it for less than three minutes? How can you subsume the meaning of a piece that took days or weeks or months or even years to finish within less time than it takes to boil an egg?

You couldn’t possibly, could you?

Or perhaps, that was the point.

Was art meant more for the artist? The act of creation more important than the finished product, the latter being merely a means to an end, a byproduct of processes designed to cleanse the psyche, intellectual faeces bought for obscene sums by those who were unable to digest their own psychological waste?

“I love it,” said a woman in her early thirties as she gazed upon a painting hanging on the wall, “it really speaks to the tragedy of the human condition.”

Jack gazed past her, taking in the painting, a series of seemingly random splodges of paint across a white canvas. He wondered for a moment if he could do something similar and get his work displayed here, but quickly dismissed the idea. Whilst it seemed very simple, he was acutely aware there was a method behind it, much like churning out bestselling potboilers with seemingly little merit beyond sales. There was a precise process to the production of these things, even if he didn’t fully understand what that process was.

“Yes,” said a man in his late forties who was standing next to her, “I really feel the artist’s pain pouring out in these dark crimson streaks.”

Jack couldn’t help but grin.

He knew nothing about art or the couple in front of him, but he knew when a guy was bullshitting as he tried to get laid.

“Exactly,” said the younger woman, touching the man’s arm as she turned to face him, “that’s exactly what I was thinking.”

Jack’s grin widened. He also knew when a woman was bullshitting as she tried to get laid.

“It’s just so moving,” said the man, his eyes still glued to the piece, “it really makes you want to grab life with both hands and never let go.” He turned to the woman. “You know what I mean?”

“I really do,” said the woman, her hand still on her companion’s arm, the sexual tension practically sizzling in the air between them.

Jack turned and walked away before they started fucking in the middle of the gallery.

He wondered for a moment if that public intellectual foreplay was part of the exhibition, if the two soon-to-be-lovers would relive this moment, fucking on the hour every hour, for the artistic fulfilment of the watching crowd, cocks hardening and pussies becoming wet as they discussed the meaning of the man unloading his ejaculate over his partner’s tits.

He continued to walk around the space, looking at the pieces.

Eve was nowhere to be seen, but he wasn’t sure if he was actually expecting her to be there or not. Sure, she had invited him (probably), but that didn’t mean she wanted to actually see him. For all he knew, this was some power play or some part in an elaborate moment where the people viewing the art were the exhibition.

But he doubted that very much. In fact, he was even having doubts about whether or not this was actually Eve’s work, or if it had anything to do with her at all. After all, he had only surmised that to be the case due to the invitation marked with his name on it and that he knew no other artists, certainly none who knew he was there. It had made no direct mention of Eve. It was the ornate handwriting and the faint smell of her perfume that made him sure it was her.

This initial conclusion became less solid in his mind as he looked at each piece. None of them were photographs, which was Eve’s medium, at least, as far as he knew. It seemed unusual there would be no photos here at all, even if she did experiment with other forms.

Was this a practical joke?

Did Eve have a sense of humour after all, even if it was a bad one?

He began to feel foolish. Not only for being tricked, but for spending time getting ready, of playing dress up in his rich friend’s fancy clothes. He suddenly had the urge to flee, turning to go.

“Hey you!”

Jack jumped, surprised by the two women suddenly standing in front of him.

“Err, hi,” said Jack, his heart pounding, blood pumping in his ears.

“I didn’t know you liked art,” said Asami, her arm wrapped around Morika’s. They were both dressed far more casually than he was, but he still got a sense they had spent a bit more time than usual getting ready.

“You should know by now that he’s full of surprises,” said Morika, smiling mischievously, as Asami’s pale face turned a bright red. “So,” she said, turning her attention back to Jack, “what brings you to a place like this?”

“Oh,” said Jack, suddenly feeling the need to hide his true intentions, “I just wanted to get out of the apartment, see some of the city. You know, the usual.”

“Tell me about it,” said Morika, “I swear, if I didn’t drag this one outside every now and then, we’d never leave the apartment.”

Images flooded Jack’s mind of Morika and Asami in their apartment, Asami using every means at her disposal to keep her flatmate inside, their naked bodies entwined as Asami’s tongue worked diligently, thoroughly convincing her friend she was better off where she was.

“Hey now,” said Asami, “this was my idea. It was you who wanted to stay home and…” Asami trailed off, her face reddening once again. “Anyway,” she said, “it would be rude to turn down an invitation, right Jack?”

“Oh, yes,” said Jack a little too quickly, a sense of relief rushing through him as Asami accidentally granted him permission to be here, “it’s rude to turn down an invitation.”

“That’s good to know,” said Morika, “there’s a few things I’ve been thinking of inviting you to. Good to know how you’ll RSVP.”

Now it was Jack’s turn to feel his face getting hot.

“So,” said Asami, sensing his discomfort, “are you excited for the exhibition?”

“Well, actually,” he said, “I think I’ve seen everything.”

“Already?” asked Morika.

“But it hasn’t started yet,” said Asami.

Jack looked at her, confused, then around at the space, the art on display, the people milling around, then back at the two women.

“Aww, bless your heart,” said Morika, gently stroking his face, “is this your first time?”

Jack thought back to the last time he had gone to the opening of an art exhibition, and realised he had never actually been to one. Sure, he’d been to galleries and exhibitions, but never on the first day, and never someplace that wasn’t one of the big names with internationally renowned masterpieces on display.

“Oh my god,” said Morika excitedly, “we get to pop your art cherry!”

“My what?” asked Jack, hurriedly.

“Your art cherry,” said Morika, slowly, “you know, we get to take your gallery virginity.”

“As much fun as that sounds,” said Jack, “I have been to art galleries before.”

“On the opening day?” asked Asami.

“Maybe not quite that eagerly,” he admitted, “but close enough.”

“Then it doesn’t count,” said Morika, wrapping her arm firmly around his, as Asami did the same on the other side. “Don’t worry, we’ll be gentle.” With this, she and Asami led him deeper into the gallery.

“So what is all this?” he asked, looking around at the art surrounding them.

“This is just foreplay,” said Morika, kissing him on the cheek.

“These are pieces by other artists,” said Asami by way of explanation, “a display you pass through on your way to the main exhibition.”

“Kind of like a gift shop,” added Morika, “you can buy any of these, if you want.”

“Maybe another time,” said Jack, trying not to think about how much any of these pieces would cost.

“Come on,” then said Morika, pulling Jack and Asami along with her as they headed deeper into the building, “let’s see what all the fuss is about.”


Chapter Four

“Oh wow,” said Jack as they passed through the doors at the back of the room, the three of them moving into the larger space he would have completely missed without Morika and Asami.

This is more like it, he thought, surveying the photos on the walls, this is definitely Eve’s handiwork.

As the three of them moved through the space, his eyes moved from image to image, unsure where to start.

The walls were lined with a series of black and white photographs, some almost the height of the room, whilst others so small they had magnifying glasses next to them so you could actually see them.

“Look at this,” said Asami.

Jack turned to see what she was looking at and saw a giant image of a pussy, her wet lips glistening between her spread legs, her fingers poised, ready to pull her lips apart. But as he got closer, he found it was not a single photo, but a collage of tiny images, all working together to create the larger image.

“Oh my,” said Asami as she leaned in closer.

“Ha!” said Morika as she did the same, “I love it.”

Jack moved forward, the two women pulling at his arms as they took a closer look, and it was then he saw it. The images were not, as he first imagined, a series of random photos Eve had taken. Rather, there were thousands of pictures of vaginas. Close-up shots of pussy after pussy, in various states of openness and arousal.

Some appeared as nothing more than tight slits, whilst others were shiny and wet. Others were held open by slender fingers, exposing themselves fully to the camera, their pink holes shiny on the black and white film.

He wondered which, if any, of these belonged to Eve, imagining her in her black corset, legs spread, fingers working herself as she strove to get the perfect shot of herself for the collage. Then, he realised, hers was probably the composite, the larger image, as she put herself on display for all to see.

He found himself wondering how many women had exposed themselves to her, how many must have felt comfortable enough in her presence to spread their legs for her, showing themselves at their most vulnerable as she snapped away, knowing these most intimate of photos would appear in an exhibition just like this, ready for people to study intently.

He looked across at the two women who were both staring intently at each of the tiny images and began to wonder whether they were actually looking for something in particular? Had these two women spread their legs for Eve, had they, like him, acted as her muse?

It was at this moment that he first realised that when Eve had been taking photographs of him and Danuja, not only had she been inspiring him, but he had been inspiring her!

He had been so wrapped up in the moment, in the events of that particular evening, of having his head buried between Danuja’s legs, or having her on her knees, worshipping his cock, that he hadn’t realised that they were living out Eve’s vision, that they were her playthings that evening, even if he did find a great deal of inspiration from it himself.

“Holy shit,” said Morika, as she turned from the wall and looked deeper into the room, “look at these.”

She let go of Jack’s arm and moved across the room. He looked at Asami, who smiled politely and followed after her friend, leaving Jack standing in front of the pussy collage. He smiled at the thought of Morika, Asami, and Eve knowing one another, then turned and followed them deeper into the exhibit.

“Oh my god,” said Jack looking at the photo which was on the back wall, the centrepiece of the exhibit.

“I know, right?” said Morika, her eyes glued to the giant black and white photo.

“It’s amazing,” said Asami, just as transfixed.

Jack stood behind them and looked up at the photo.

It was one he’d recognised, not least because it was a photo of him. Or, more precisely, of his cock.

His rock-hard cock, there in black and white, the image blown up to take up nearly the entire wall, every vein of his throbbing erection part of this work of art, his semen caught mid-flight as it was propelled from his body through the air, destined to land on the waiting tongue of the woman knelt in front of him.

It was him and Danuja, although it would be almost impossible to tell if you didn’t know. Danuja’s face was mostly obscured, her part of the image comprised mostly of her lips and her tongue, her cheek covered in semen, her eyes out of shot, her long black wig flowing down, changing her look as it obscured her face.

“What do you think, Jack?” asked Morika, her eyes glued to the image, “is this art?”

“It’s a masterpiece,” said Asami, her fingers tracing her cheek, the same spot where Jack’s cum hand landed on Danuja, and he felt his cock throb at the idea that Asami wanted the same, to be on her knees, mouth open, waiting patiently for him to paint her beautiful pale face with his thick load.

“Maybe we can reenact it later?” said Morika, winking at Jack. “Would you like that, sweetie?” she asked, looking past him now, to her roommate. Asami said nothing, turning away as her face turned red.

“I’m going to look at these,” said Asami, walking swiftly away.

“That’s what I thought,” said Morika, smiling softly, following Asami across the room, leaving Jack standing in front of his own, giant ejaculating phallus.


Chapter Five

“Excuse me, sir?”

Jack looked from the photograph of his cock to the large man standing beside him. He was wearing a dark suit, with an ID badge pinned to the chest, and an earpiece in.

For a moment, Jack thought the man was going to ask him for an autograph, handing him a picture of his own cock to sign.

“Yes?” asked Jack, unsure what was happening.

“Would you come with me please?” said the man, then turned and walked away, as if compliance was a foregone conclusion.

“Sure,” he said to himself as he followed the man.

He glanced around the room, but Morika and Asami were nowhere to be seen, doubtless taking in some other part of the exhibition, and he would have to catch up with them later.

“Through here,” said the man, holding a door open. Jack thought about how much the guy looked like a secret service agent, and smiled bemusedly at the idea that photos of his cock would need elite-level protection.

“Thank you,” said Jack as he walked through the door, into an empty corridor. He turned to the man who was still holding the door open.

“Second door on the right,” he said, closing the door, and standing guard in front of it.

“Alright,” Jack said to himself, turning back to the corridor and walking down it.

It was colder than the exhibition room, and even though he could still hear the faint murmurs from the main exhibition space, it felt as if he was someplace else entirely. As he walked, his heels clicked on the tile floor, echoing through the empty space and for a moment he felt as if he was in a hospital.

He reached the door.

There were no markers or indicators to suggest what was on the other side.

He knocked, wrapping his knuckles on the painted white wood, the sound echoing in the corridor as his footsteps had.

There was no response.

He stood there a moment, waiting.

When there was still nothing, he raised his hand again, ready to knock, but from inside he heard the words preempting his actions.

“Come in.”

He tried the door and, even though he shouldn’t have been, was surprised to find it was unlocked, and walked into the room.

“You can close that now,” she said, fixing her make-up in what seemed to Jack to be a 1930s-style make-up mirror, the kind used by old-timey stage actors, with a series of lightbulbs around the frame, illuminating her features perfectly as she applied her black make-up to her pale features.

He closed the door and stood there, transfixed.

He thought for a moment that she was looking at him in the mirror, but he wasn’t sure.

The room was dark, the lightbulbs casting her in a halo of light, illuminating her pale skin as she sat there, wearing nothing but a pair of black panties, stockings, and her trademark high heels.

Her skin looked impossibly soft, her breasts, small but firm, her dark nipples contrasting sharply with her breasts, her nipples hard and pointed.

He stood there, trying not to stare at her perfect naked body, trying to ignore his throbbing cock as she continued to work with deft, sweeping movements as she applied black swishes around her eyes.

Finally, she put down the eyeliner and tilted her head slightly, judging her handiwork, then turned on the rotating stool to face him.

“Cum,” she said, sharply.

“Excuse me?”

“Come here,” she said.

Jack swallowed, his mind abuzz with thoughts he tried to put out of his mind as he walked towards her.

“Hi,” he said, standing near to her, but not too near, keeping a respectable distance between himself and the naked woman in front of him.

“Your cock,” she said, looking him in the eye.

“My cock,” he said, unsure what else to say.

“It’s the centrepiece of the exhibit.”

“I thought I recognised it from somewhere,” he said, smiling.

She did not return the expression.

“It left quite an impression on me.”

He said nothing.

“I was quite surprised,” she continued, still looking up at him from the stool, “how much of an impression. Normally, a cock means nothing to me. They have little artistic merit, but yours…” She trailed off, as if lost in thought.

“But mine?” he prompted after a few moments.

“Yes,” she said, “but yours.”

She stood up and walked across the room, her heels clicking on the floor, her pert asscheeks moving as if in a dance.

She turned suddenly and his eyes darted up from her waist up to her eyes, as she stood in front of him with her hands on her hips.

“It is important for me,” she said, “as an artist, to become intimately familiar with my subjects, to know them inside and out.”

“I see,” he said, having no idea where she was going with this, but desperately hoping for one thing in particular.

“I was not expecting it to become one of my subjects, yet something about it stirred something in me.”

“It?”

“Your cock,” she said, simply, tiring of his inability to follow. “It was a favour for Miss.”

Miss?

He wondered precisely what the relationship between Danuja and Eve was. He knew it was physical, but the dynamics seemed to shift as she spoke.

“Miss is the centre of much of my work,” she said, “as she should be.”

“Of course,” he said, trying to ignore his throbbing cock, imagining Danuja dominating her protege.

“But there was something about your cock, your ejaculate, how it soared through the air, how it landed upon Miss’s face, how warm it felt upon my tongue as I licked her porcelain skin clean.”

Jack remembered Danuja on her knees, her skin covered in his fresh semen, watching as Eve ran her tongue across Danuja’s hot body, licking up every last drop from her bare skin.

As he looked at her, he saw she had drifted off again, and he wondered if she was imagining the same thing as him.

“Right,” he said.

“Undress.”

“Excuse me?”

“Take off your clothes.”

“I’m not sure I…” he began, cut off by her clicking heels as she walked towards him, her nearly naked body, slim and firm, silencing him.

She stopped directly in front of him, her bare skin nearly touching him, the scent of her perfume rising up, enveloping him. He looked down at her. Even with the heels, she was still shorter than he was. She looked up at him, her lips a deep dark red, almost black, her wide eyes masked in dark eyeliner and mascara.

“You want to fuck me,” she said, a statement rather than a question. “You want to know what it feels like to press your cock deep into my body, to feel my tight pussy gripping you, to hear my moans as you stretch me out, pumping away as I hold myself close to you, my body opening up, giving itself to you and you alone as you fuck me like a man should fuck a woman, giving it all to me even as I beg for more, desperate to feel you spill your seed inside me, to have my tender, fertile body awash with your essence, holding you tight as you pump me full, letting it slide deeper and deeper into my body, as nature intended.”

His cock throbbed as he listened, and it was only when she finished did he realise her hand was already on his cock, rubbing him slowly through his trousers as she spoke.

“But of course,” she said, stroking him slightly faster, “that comes later.” She leaned in and pressed her lips against his, warm and soft as she kissed him slowly as he returned the motion. She moaned softly, then broke away.

Even though her face was as impassive as always, he was sure he could see a glint in her eye, something telling him that this was more than a purely artistic endeavour. She was, he was sure, genuinely excited at what was about to happen.

She turned suddenly and walked away, throwing back just one word.

“Strip.”

He said nothing, instead choosing to obey, taking off his jacket and hanging it on an old-fashioned coat rack, before taking off his tie and hanging it up too. He turned and faced her, taking in her soft skin and firm ass, her toned legs in those stockings and heels, and quickly unbuttoned his shirt, taking it off and placing it next to the jacket.

“Faster.”

He undid his shoes and took them off, before removing his socks and trousers, the tiles cool on his bare feet, then hung the trousers up as well, leaving him in nothing but his boxers.

She turned around and studied him, eyeing his throbbing cock pressed against his thigh.

“Completely.”

He reached for the boxers, ready to slide them down.

“Wait,” she said, changing her mind. He watched as she walked over, each step deliberate, and stopped in front of him. She ran her hand over the outline of his cock as she looked him in the eye, her fingers tracing the shape and contours of it under his boxers, then slipped her fingers into the sides of the waistband and slowly pulled them down, causing him to sigh with relief as his cock sprung free.

“Come,” she said, walking across the room, stopping in front of a sofa on the side wall, “sit.”

He walked over and sat on the soft sofa, leaning back as she towered over him now, looking down at his naked body, then lowered herself down to her knees, placing her hands on his knees as she spread his legs, taking her place between them.

She ran her hands up and down his thighs, her touch soft even as her glare hardened. She ran her hands up, her fingers tracing the front of his hips, then slid down to his inner thigh, teasing the sensitive skin on either side of his cock and balls, two slender fingers sliding underneath his balls, before running gently over them.

Her soft pink tongue poked through her dark lips, wetting them slightly. She looked down at his cock, then gently kissed the top, causing it to twitch. She repeated the motion, then a third time, this time sliding her lips over the tip, taking it in her mouth.

He moaned as she held it there, looking up at him as her tongue moved slowly over the tip, her saliva wet and warm as she allowed it to dribble down his shaft.

She let the wet tip slip out of her mouth, took a deep breath and took him in her mouth again, sliding her lips down his shaft, her hands gripping his thighs. He moaned as she slid her lips up and down his shaft, pressing him deeper into her warm mouth.

He took in a deep slow breath as she moved faster, and stroked her long, jet-black hair as it tumbled down onto his lap.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned as she gripped his thighs tighter, her nails digging into his skin as she pushed herself further down, pressing his cock into the back of her throat. He felt her swallow, the muscles in her throat contracting as she did so, causing them to massage the tip of his cock.

He tensed his body, the thought of cumming down her throat almost too appealing to resist. But then she pushed herself up and he sighed with relief as she took a deep breath.

“I was barely able to take it all,” she said, brushing her hair back with one hand, exposing her pale face, now slightly flushed. With the other, she ran one finger around the base of his shaft, tracing the line of dark red lipstick she had left there. “But I guess I did.”

She ran her finger over the top of his cock, her finger sliding easily over his wet shaft, and began teasing the tip of his cock with the tip of her finger.

“Looks like,” he said, hands gripping the sofa as she loosely took his cock in her hand and began slowly working him as she watched him with her big dark eyes.

“Do you like my body?” she asked, her free hand, cupping her pert breast. “Do you think about me when you touch yourself?” Her hand began to move faster.

“Yes,” he said, watching as she twisted her hard nipple between her fingers.

“Do you imagine fucking me?”

“Yes.”

“Tell me.”

“I imagine fucking you.”

“How?”

Her hand began to move faster on his cock.

“I imagine you on your back,” he said, his cock throbbing as she continued to stroke him, “I spread your legs.”

“What do I look like?”

“Exactly like this.” He swallowed.

“I thought so.”

Her hand moved faster.

“I press myself into you.”

“Do you imagine how tight I am?”

“So tight.”

“So fucking tight.” Her grip on his cock tightened, her hand moving faster. “Do you imagine you could last long in a pussy as tight as mine?”

“I…”

“Really?”

“No,” he confessed, thinking about how tight she would be on his cock, how easy it would be to cum inside her.

“Do you imagine me moaning, telling you how big your cock feels inside me?”

“Yes.”

“Gasping with pleasure as you stretch me out?”

“Yes.”

His cock twitched as she worked him quickly.

“Do you want to cum in my tight pussy as I beg you to fuck me harder?”

“Yes,” he moaned, barely holding on.

“Then do it,” she said, pumping his cock furiously, “real men take what they want.” He tensed his ass, holding back from cumming as she kept pumping him. “Are you a real man?”

“Yes.”

“Then take what you want.”

He reached down and grabbed her by the wrist, stopping her from working his cock. She didn’t resist as he pulled her hand away, the tip of his cock glistening with precum.

He grabbed her firmly by the hair and gently guided her up towards him, kissing her hard as he took control as she submitted to him, his tongue sliding into her warm mouth, as she moaned into his. He felt his cock rub against her flat belly, his precum leaving a trail along her skin, as she placed her hands on his chest.

He pulled her back and guided her back to her knees, his hand still in her hair. She looked up at him with her big eyes, her lips parted, ready and waiting. He guided her down as she took his cock in her mouth, moving up and down, his hand still in her hair.

She moved faster as he moved his hand faster, her lips firmly wrapped around his cock, her tongue sliding across the underside of his shaft, his hips bucking as he went, pressing his cock deep into her throat, feeling the muscles contracting as he fucked her mouth.

“Wait,” he said, pulling her up. Her black makeup was running as she gasped for breath, saliva dribbling down her chin.

He stood up in front of her, his wet cock in front of her face. He could see in her eyes she was desperate for it.

“Good girl,” he said, gently stroking her hair, then took it in his grasp again, and guided his cock into her waiting mouth.

She moaned with pleasure as her lips slid down his shaft, further and further, until they met the lipstick mark at the base once again. He held it there, feeling the warmth of her mouth, then began moving his hips, fucking her mouth as she knelt obediently in front of him, her hands on his ass, desperate for him to go deeper.

He fucked her mouth, moving faster, looking down at the artist on her knees, getting to intimately know her subject, giving her a taste of the inspiration she had been so desperate for.

He kept going, fucking her harder and faster, taking what he wanted as he gave her what she needed, his cock throbbing with the desire to unload into her mouth, his balls aching with the need for release, taking himself to the brink before pulling himself out of her mouth, his cock dripping wet from her throat.

She gasped for air, her makeup even more smeared, black trails down her face, her eyes wet as she looked up at him.

He let go of her hair, stroking her hair gently, then reached down, taking her small hands in his as she reached up, and helped her to her feet.

“You didn’t finish,” she said, her breathing still heavy. “Real men…”

“Finish when they want to,” he said, leaning in and kissing her hard as he pulled her close to him, his hard cock slipping between her legs, rubbing against her black panties, feeling how warm and wet they were. He pulled away. “And I’m nowhere near finished.”

He turned them both around, her heels clicking as she moved in a small circle, then watched as she fell back onto the sofa, letting out a grunt as she landed. She sat there, her stockinged legs pressed together at the knee, her feet resting on the insteps, the heels of her stilettos poking out from either side.

He moved closer to her and dropped to his knees, his hands running over her stockinged legs, feeling the soft material under his fingers, moving up and down as he kissed the tops of her knees.

He continued to kiss as he gently parted her legs, his lips moving up her inner leg as he went, moving from one side to the other, kissing her inner thighs as he listened to her moan, the scent of her arousal mixing with her perfume.

She arched her back, moaning as he kissed deep between her legs, at the exposed skin on either side of her panties, his nose brushing over the wet fabric as he moved from side to side, feeling her heat as he teased her.

He felt her fingers run through his hair, stroking as he kissed, his hands sliding up her outer thighs, feeling the exposed skin at the top of her stockings, his fingers slipping underneath the fabric, holding onto it as he pulled her legs further apart.

She moaned and rocked her hips as he kissed up the wet fabric, his hands holding her legs apart as they struggled to close on his face. Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding firm as he kissed her panties, inhaling deeply her scent.

He kissed up and took the waistband of her panties in between his teeth, tugging at them, eyeing her tight slit as they parted from the body. She reached with one hand and pulled at them, moving from side to side as she tugged them down, lifting her ass from the sofa, as he slowly peeled them off her wet lips with his teeth.

She let go of his hair and pulled at both sides of her panties, sliding them down as she pulled her legs closer to her body, her legs rubbing against his face as he continued to pull the wet material down, until her knees were pressed into her chest and he slid her panties off both of her feet.

He knelt there a moment, looking at her, her smooth wet lips poking out from between her thighs, her wide eyes staring at him as she held her legs close, making no effort to hide herself from him.

He took the panties out from between his teeth and put them to his face, inhaling deeply.

He leaned in and pressed his naked body against hers, feeling the warmth of her skin, kissing her gently as her firm breasts pressed into his chest, her hands gently caressing his back.

“Real men,” he said softly but firmly, “take what they want.”

She stared at him, saying nothing as he spoke her words back to her. He held up her panties, warm and wet with her desire, and she opened her mouth, knowing what came next.

“Good girl,” he said as he gently pressed the wet material into her mouth, leaving only the smallest piece hanging between her lips. He kissed the soft material, then kissed down her body, taking one nipple into his mouth and sucking gently, his tongue swirling around it, before moving on to the other, listening to her moan into the pussy-soaked fabric as he did so, his hands sliding over her soft, smooth skin, cupping her breasts as he sucked on them.

He kissed down her body, over her flat stomach and the thin strip of dark pubic hair between her legs, as he knelt in front of her once again.

He ran his hands up her thighs as he pressed his mouth between her legs, kissing around her pussy, his cock throbbing as he listened to her whimper, desperate for more. Then, wrapping his arms around her thighs, he moved in closer and ran his long, flat tongue slowly up between her lips.

She moaned loudly into the panties, her back arching and hips rocking as his tongue slid over her for the first time, the sweet taste of her desire flooding his mouth. She was so delicious he could hardly stand it, licking at her again and again, lapping up her wetness as she rocked on the sofa.

She cried out as his tongue flicked over her sensitive clit, then slid down to her entrance, teasing her pink hole, moving his tongue in circles over it, before pressing deep into her, tasting her. Her grip on his hair tightened, holding him close as she rubbed herself on his face, her legs wrapping around his back, her cold stilettos resting on his bare skin, the tips of the heels pressing into him as he pressed his tongue into her.

As he continued to move his tongue in circles inside her, he pressed his lips to her skin, forming a tight seal around her entrance, sucking at her. He felt the heels scratching against him as she pulled him closer, her thigh squeezing his head as he continued to lick at her, the soft fabric of her stockings rubbing against his cheeks as she rode his face.

He looked up at her perfect body, muscles tensed, her free hand gripping her small, firm breast, twisting the nipple between her slim fingers, her black-rimmed eyes squeezed shut, the edge of her panties sticking out between her dark red lips, head tossing and turning, her black hair sticking to her face with sweat as he licked inside of her.

She moaned as he pulled his tongue out of her and licked up her again, his tongue teasing her clit once more, before settling there, moving in slow circles over her swollen bud. She kept rocking, rubbing herself against his face as he licked her, smearing her wetness all over his mouth.

He kept going, his tongue circling her clit, moving faster as she responded more forcefully, her body writhing under his touch. She let out a high-pitched yelp, short and sharp, as he took her clit in his mouth, sucking rhythmically at her as his tongue continued to work, his nose buried in her tuft of dark pubic hair.

His cock throbbed as he tasted her, felt her reacting to what he was doing, listening to her muffled moans as he sucked at her wet pussy between her legs. He had never wanted to fuck someone so bad, to press himself into her tight body, all the way in, pumping in her tight hole until he flooded her body with everything he had.

She squealed as he sucked her faster, his mouth and tongue working in tandem, her thighs rhythmically tightening and loosening on his head, her hips grinding against his face, her grip on his hair firmer than ever, desperate to keep him there, to keep him pleasuring her in exactly this way.

So he kept at it, sucking and licking, his arms wrapped around her thighs, pushing her body closer and closer to the edge, feeling her muscles tighten as she got closer, listening to her whimpers through her dark, wet panties, seeing the red marks on her breast where her fingers had firmly pinched the delicate flesh.

She gasped as he sucked harder as her heels dug into his back, and he knew she was getting close. He kept going, watching her, listening to her sharp breathing, feeling her body rocking faster against him, the movements sharper, as she got closer, desperate for relief.

He felt her wetness running down his chin, down his neck, onto his chest, warm trails of her desire on his skin, as she pressed her clit deeper into his mouth. Then with a cry, she came. She began thrusting wildly, her slender frame surprisingly strong as she pushed her ass up off the sofa, rocking and thrusting as he ate her out, sucking on her clit, holding her firmly, giving her what she needed as he took what he desired, her body shaking, muscles tensed, as wave after wave of pleasure shot through her, rocking her body, tensing her to the point where he thought she might splinter into thousands of tiny pieces, her perfect body pushed to the brink of sexual ecstasy and beyond, shaking and writhing and moaning as he pushed her further and further, driving her harder and harder, past pleasure, past desire, to the world of pure experience, lost entirely to the sensation flowing through her body, the world ceasing to exist except for that feeling, pushing it further and further until finally, she came back to earth.

Her body collapsed back onto the sofa, limp, helpless, shaking as the aftershocks of her orgasm shot through her. He sat there a moment, her clit still in his mouth, watching her spasm, then released her, ducking down to let her pull her leg over his head and curl up on the sofa, her knees pulled into her chest.

He watched her shivering, her swollen pink lips sticking out behind her, her thighs coated in her wetness and his saliva. He sat down next to her and wrapped his arm around her, holding her close, gently stroking her hair as he softly kissed her cheek. Then, he reached forward and took the soft piece of fabric poking out between her lips. He pulled softly and she opened her mouth, letting the panties slip from between her lips. She breathed deeply, sucking in air as he held her.

Eventually, she turned her head to face him, her eyes wide and wet, and leaned in to kiss him. He leaned in and their lips met, gently, moving slowly, her moans increasing as she tasted herself on him, her movements getting more animated, her tongue exploring his mouth for her juices, as she turned to face him, fully touching his wet face as they kissed.

As she did so, she straddled him, her wet pussy rubbing against his cock as she rocked on top of him, both hands on his face, holding him steady as she kissed and licked at his mouth, before moving down and licking the strands of wetness from his chest and neck, finding every drop of her desire before kissing him again. She moved faster on top of him, rubbing her lips against his cock, the tops of her shoes pressed against the side of his knees.

His hands slid down her soft back, feeling the smoothness of her skin, moving down to her ass, feeling the firm muscles and grabbing them, guiding her as she slid her wet pussy over him.

“You want me?” she whispered, in between kisses.

“More than anything,” he said, gripping her ass more firmly, rocking her faster.

“Then take me.”

He lifted her ass and she rose to her knees, waiting obediently as he reached underneath and took hold of his wet cock, guiding it towards her entrance. She moaned as she began to lower herself onto it, the tip pressing into her tight hole.

He held her ass, moving her gently up and down, holding the tip inside of her as she worked her way down his shaft.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, as she slid further down, his thick cock stretching her tight pussy as she took more and more of him, “I didn’t realise you were so big.”

“Maybe you’re just really tight,” he said.

“So fucking tight,” she said, moaning loudly as she pressed herself down firmly on his cock, sliding all the way down until she was sitting on his hips, her pussy gripping his cock as it sat deep inside her.

She leaned forward and kissed him, her arms wrapping around his neck, her breasts pressed against his chest, as she began to slowly rock on top of him, pulling his cock around inside her as she moved.

She began to raise herself up and down, sliding her tight pussy up and down his cock, up to the tip and then taking it all back inside her, moaning as she went, moving faster and faster, until she was riding him as quickly as she could, panting hard as she bounced on him. He held onto her ass, helping her up and down, feeling her pussy gripping his cock as she pumped her body on top of him, grunting loudly each time he pushed fully inside her, as if she was making as much noise as possible to make up for being silenced by her panties.

As her warm wetness ran down his cock and balls, he felt himself getting closer, her perfect body desperate for his seed.

“Fuck,” he moaned, looking at her sweat-covered face as she bounced furiously on top of him, “I’m going to cum soon.”

“Yes,” she moaned, “I want you to cum inside me.”

She stopped and leaned in to kiss him, then manoeuvred him onto his back, his cock still inside her. She leaned into him, pressing her body on top of him, and began rocking her hips, riding him as she kissed him, her hands pressed onto his chest, as his hands gripped her ass, raising her quickly up and down his throbbing shaft.

“Oh yes,” she cried as she bounced on his cock, “you want to cum inside me like this, watching me give everything to ride you, to pleasure your big white cock with my tight Asian pussy?” She cried out and he felt her pussy tightening on his cock. “Or do you want to take control?”

She kept riding him, taking him closer and closer to the edge, then she cried out as he sat up, pushing her back, kissing her hard before taking her nipple in his mouth, sucking hard at one tit and then the other as she continued to rock on top of him.

He pushed himself up, swung his feet to the floor and stood up, holding her petite frame, his cock still deep inside her. She wrapped her legs around him, and held onto him as he carried her across the room, kissing him as they went.

He placed her on the make-up stand, her body perfectly illuminated by the halo of lightbulbs, his cock still in her angelic body. She held herself close to him, kissing him as her hands explored his skin.

Slowly, he pulled his cock out of her and stepped back. Instinctively, she pushed herself off the makeup stand and stood in front of him. She turned around and bent over, moaning as he caressed her firm ass and ran a finger over her wet pussy, then gasped as he pressed himself firmly inside her, sliding back in with one firm stroke. He held himself there, feeling her pussy gripping him, as she took hold of the makeup stand.

He watched her face in the mirror as she watched his, as he began to fuck her with long, hard thrusts, her perfect face illuminated. He moved faster, fucking her tight body hard and fast as he watched her watching him fuck her. Her head dropped and he ran his fingers through her hair, taking hold and lifting her head up, Her face was contorted with pleasure, her mouth a tight ‘o’ shape as he pounded her from behind, his thighs slapping against her firm ass with every thrust.

She grunted and moaned as he fucked her, her walls fluttering on his cock, bringing him to the edge of climax.

“I’m going to cum,” he moaned.

“Yes,” she cried, “please, cum. I want to see what you look like when you unload in my body.”

A grunt in reply was all he could manage without cumming. He kept pounding her ass, holding back as he savoured the magnificence of her pussy.

“Cum for me,” she begged, panting heavily, “I need to feel you cum for me.”

As she begged and panted and tightened on his cock, he couldn’t resist any longer and with a deep growl, he started to cum.

“Yes,” she cried, grunting as he fucked her with short, sharp thrusts, “use me like your little cumrag, use me like a man would use me.”

He kept thrusting, cumming deep inside her, pumping load after load of his seed into her slender body, filling her like his personal fucktoy as she begged to be used, to be filled with his semen.

“More,” she cried, “give me every drop.”

His cock twitched inside her as he flooded her fertile body with his seed, coating her walls, as her contracting pussy milked every last drop out of him, not letting go until his balls were completely emptied inside of her.

Finally, completely spent, he stopped. He held himself deep inside of her, panting deeply, as she panted. He let go of her hair, which dropped downwards, her hair flopping down over her face and hiding most of her reflection. He gently stroked her back, feeling the heat of her body as she panted with him still inside her, then he slowly pulled himself out of her.

“I’m so full,” she moaned, as she continued to lean over the desk. “So fucking full.” She stood and turned to him, her face flushed, her pupils dilated, her lips almost breaking into a smile. She leaned in and kissed him softly. “I can feel your cum dripping out of me,” she whispered, before breaking away.

He watched as she moved across the room, picking up her panties and sliding them on. She sighed with satisfaction as she pulled them tight to her body, the wet material filling with his seed as it dribbled out of her tight hole.

“Don’t want to miss a drop,” she said, turning to face him.

“For what?” he asked.

“Why,” she said, walking slowly towards him, her heels clicking in the quiet room, “for the big show, of course.”

With that, she leaned in to kiss him, one hand resting on the back of his head, the other gently squeezing his still-hard cock.


Chapter Six

“Thank you for coming today.”

A ripple of applause moved through the audience.

Jack was sitting next to Asami, with Morika on her other side, whilst Dai sat on his other side.

He had recognised her from behind immediately, her dyed-red pixie cut a dead giveaway. It had been a surprise to see her here, even though it shouldn’t have been. It was even more of a surprise to see her here talking to Morika and Asami, although that shouldn’t have been much of a surprise either. They were, after all, neighbours. And the one thing he knew about the three of them, was that they were all too ready to get to know the people living around them.

“There you are!” exclaimed Morika, as he walked towards the three of them. “Where have you been?”

He had tried his best to freshen up, washing his face in the washroom and straightening his suit which, thanks to Eve’s no-nonsense instructions, still looked pretty good.

“Err, looking for you,” he said, “guess we’ve all been going around in circles.”

“We thought you’d ditched us,” said Asami.

“Never,” said Jack, trying not to focus on the rising guilt he felt. Even though he had no reason to be, he felt uncomfortable for having left the two of them to go have sex with Eve, even if he hadn’t planned on doing so!

Besides, it wasn’t like they had come together, right? They weren’t an item, were they?

Were they?

“I must say,” said Danuja, “you certainly clean up well.” She stepped towards him and took his tie in her hands adjusting it firmly, the scent of her perfume rising from her, bringing forth memories from a couple of nights ago, with his photoshoot with Danuja and Eve, the one that culminated with the centrepiece of the current exhibition.

“Thank you,” he said, as she took a half-step back, admiring her handiwork as she ran her hands down the front of his jacket, flattening it out. He felt his cock twitch as she gave him a private smile.

“Do you know each other?” asked Morika.

“We had a brief encounter, didn’t we?” Danuja asked Jack.

“Oh, umm,” he stammered, unsure that was how he would have described their evening together.

“In the elevator,” she clarified.

“Right,” said Jack, somewhat relieved, “the elevator.”

“We were both going down at the same time, eager to get off as quickly as possible.” Danuja smiled at him. “So, are you a fan of the arts?”

“I’m not an expert or anything,” he said, “but I do try to see some interesting things from time to time.”

“Well, it doesn’t get more interesting than that, does it?” she asked, indicating to Jack’s ejaculating phallus.

“I guess it’s all a matter of taste,” he said, “but I must say I enjoyed it.”

“Enjoyed it?”

“Enjoyed looking at it, I mean. It’s very evocative.”

“I must say I agree. I feel myself very moved by it.” She turned to Morika and Asami. “What do you think, ladies?”

“I think,” said Asami, “that it’s a testament to life and the experiences found within, a moment of honesty capturing not just our desire to reproduce but to find meaning through the sexual act, salvation through personal gratification, if you will.”

“Very nicely put,” said Danuja.

“That was lovely, sweetie,” said Morika, “I just like it because it’s a big old cock cumming on a pretty face. Makes me jealous!” She laughed and so did Danuja, as Morika smiled, blushing as she tittered.

“That’s the great thing about art,” said Danuja, “it means different things to different people.”

“What does it mean to you?” asked Morika.

“A few things,” Danuja said, “the power of sexuality is one of them, obviously. But there’s something else in the act, an intimacy, a closeness, if you will. Not just the act of allowing a man to cum on your face, but an eagerness, a primal urge to receive his seed, down on your knees, waiting patiently. Of course, having a camera there to capture the whole thing, adding an element of voyeurism to the experience, a third party taking inspiration from the act of faux-procreation, of climax as an end in itself, but still comfortable enough to allow it to be captured and displayed in a manner like this.”

“Wow,” said Morika.

“And,” added Danuja, “maybe I have a thing for cumshots too!”

The three women laughed again. Jack smiled and tried not to think of his throbbing cock as he imagined the three women on their knees in front of him, waiting patiently as he worked himself, them begging him to cover their pretty, waiting faces with his semen, moaning with pleasure as her finally unloaded over them, his cock tensing as he ejaculated thick creamy streams of cum through the air, coating them one at a time as he moved along the line, back and forth and until the three of them were covered, laughing and smiling as they turned to one another, kissing with cum-covered lips, licking precisely at their coated faces, collecting up and swallowing down his tribute to the three of them until they were completely clean.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” came an announcement over the speaker system, “please take your seats, the Q&A session is about to begin.”


Chapter Seven

“I find inspiration in all sorts of places,” said Eve.

She was sitting on a slightly elevated stage, in front of which were several rows of chairs, laid out specially for the Q&A. Opposite her was another woman. She too, was Japanese, and Jack estimated her age to be around early-thirties. She was dressed in a more conventional manner, the respectable-length black pencil skirt and jumper (Which, Jack noted, was particularly tight fitting, highlighting her curves perfectly), with a pair of black, thick-rimmed glasses. Her black hair was short and she looked to Jack to be the perfect embodiment of the kind of woman who would work in an art gallery.

Which is probably why it was all the more disconcerting to see her sitting in front of a photograph of his jizz flying through the air, the giant globules in between her and Eve looking like they might unfreeze any moment and envelop her entire body.

“Fascinating,” said the woman as Eve finished whatever point she was making. “And what are you trying to say with your art, if that’s not too trite of a question?”

“Nothing,” said Eve, sitting in front of Jack’s massive ejaculating cock, her chair placed right in the middle of his tensed balls, causing him to wonder if it was intentional, or just a coincidence. “I let the work speak for itself. Creation is a personal act, a lot like fucking. You can do it with a roomful of people and it will mean something different to each one, but it will never mean the same as what it means to you.”

Jack watched her as she sat there, now in her trademark black garb, her tight-fitting black corset and ruffled skirt, her black stockings and ridiculously high black stilettos. She hadn’t bothered to sort her makeup and the long black streaks from taking his cock deep in her throat remained on her cheeks. He shuffled in his seat, feeling the scratch marks on his back where her heels had scraped across his skin as her legs tightened around him, squeezing his head as he worked diligently between her thin legs.

“What did it mean to you?” whispered Danuja, her hand resting on his thigh.

Jack swallowed, thinking about the moment. Danuja on her knees, begging him to cum on her face, as Eve prowled, camera in hand, snapping every moment of their shared sexual frenzy.

“I’m happy to give you a reminder,” she continued, her hand sliding further up his thigh, closing in on his hardening cock, “any time you want.”

“Speaking of which,” said the interviewer, adjusting her glasses, “perhaps now might be a good time to discuss the centrepiece of the exhibition.” She smiled as she indicated to the photo behind them, causing a titter of laughter through the crowd.

Eve did not laugh.

“What inspired you to not only take this photograph but make it the main focus of the room? It was, as I understand, a late addition to the exhibit?”

“Lust,” said Eve, simply.

“Yours or theirs?”

“Is there a difference?”

“You tell me.”

“Art is lust for meaning, understanding, expression. It is spiritual masturbation.”

“Then I must be the most artistic person in the world,” muttered Danuja.

“The generation of an orgasm is a creative act, the creation of something from nothing, a feeling of release born inside and expressed outwardly in the form of physical reactions. In men, this is most commonly associated with ejaculation.”

“And with women?” prompted the interviewer.

“The female orgasm is something different altogether. It is more ephemeral, less concrete. For most women, there are little if any physical signs that they have climaxed. Even the most exquisite of orgasms leaves little physical trace outside of the body, whilst even the most lacklustre of orgasm for a man will leave a spilling of seed wherever he may lie.”

Jack thought about the seed he had spilt, the copious amounts of semen he had unloaded onto Danuja’s waiting face, how good it felt to finally find release as she waited on knees, begging for him to finish on her face, of Eve, how she had begged him to finish inside her, how even now, sitting on the stage in front of all those people, his semen was still inside her, slowly dribbling out of her pussy, his hot load pooling in her panties, the audience and the interviewer unaware of what had happened backstage, and what was now happening in front of their eyes.

“Isn’t she amazing?” whispered Asami, her hand on his thigh, her hot breath on his earlobe.

“So amazing,” he agreed.

“She has such a powerful sense of desire, of the need for sexual fulfilment,” she continued, “beyond sex, beyond fucking, to a primal instinct, an explosive need for the physical satisfaction of the reproductive act, whatever form that takes.”

“Yes,” was all he could manage to mutter, his cock throbbing as he watched the artist on stage, as Danuja and Asami stroked his thighs, Morika’s fingers playfully teasing the back of his neck, her arm wrapped around her roommate as she teased him. “Explosive.”


Chapter Eight

“She’s amazing,” cooed Asami, sandwiched between Danuja and Morika in the back seat of the taxi.

“She certainly is something,” said Morika, a hint of irritation in her voice.

“Aww,” said Danuja, reaching across Asami and stroking Morika’s chin with the tip of her index finger, “is someone jealous?”

“You’re jealous,” said Morika, pulling her face away.

Jack, sitting in the front of the taxi, saw the taxi driver smile as the three women bickered in the backseat.

“Fun afternoon?” the driver had asked, admiring the three women in the back of his taxi.

“Was very enlightening,” said Jack.

“There’s no need to be like that,” said Asami, “I just like her work is all.”

“I bet you do,” said Morika.

“What is that supposed to mean?” asked Asami, defensively.

“It means she’s a sourpuss who hates not being the centre of attention,” said Danuja. “She wants everyone to fawn over her, hanging off her every word. And by ‘everyone’, I mean ‘you.’”

“I don’t care,” said Morika, “go live with Eve. You can play house and have her babies and make weird sexual art, taking photographs of one another as you have mind-blowing orgasms.”

The driver raised his eyebrows and glanced at Jack, who shrugged his shoulders in the universal gesture of it’s a whole thing.

◆◆◆

Morika was still pouting when they got to the building, her arms folded tightly across her body, sulking in the corner of the elevator as the four of them rode in silence.

“Well,” said Danuja, as they reached her front door, “that was fine. We should do it again sometime.”

“It was nice to get out,” said Jack, trying to find a diplomatic way to answer without further upsetting Morika.

“We really don’t take enough advantage of living in the city,” said Asami.

“Maybe you should ask Eve,” growled Morika, “I’m sure she’d be happy to take advantage of you wherever you want.”

The three of them looked at one another as Morika stomped off into her apartment, slamming the door behind her.

“Is she ok?” asked Jack, concerned.

“She’ll be ok, in a bit,” said Asami, “she just needs to cool down a little.”

“Why is she so upset?” he asked.

“She can be a little… insecure,” said Asami.

“What does Morika have to feel insecure about?” asked Jack, struggling to think of any reason she might have.

“She doesn’t like being upstaged,” said Danuja. “It’s a whole thing.”

“Sounds like you know her well?” asked Jack.

Danuja and Asami shared a look.

“It’s a long story,” said Danuja.

“Definitely not one for now,” agreed Asami. “Maybe another time.” They stood there for a moment, the silence becoming awkward for the first time that day. “Anyways, I should get going. It was fun though.”

Jack and Danuja said their goodbyes and Asami went into her apartment, closing the door quietly behind her.

“She seems remarkably ok,” said Jack, “given how upset Morika is.”

“I’m sure she’ll be fine,” said Danuja with a smirk.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” asked Jack.

“It means,” said Danuja, tracing her finger softly down Jack’s cheek, “that she’s about to get her brains fucked out.”


Chapter Nine

Jack breathed as he stepped into the shower.

He had felt confident in his suit, but with it now lying on his bed, he felt liberated.

He ran his hands over his face as the hot water flowed from above. It was still the afternoon, but it felt like he had been out for days. His session with Eve had been far more intense than he expected, even though he had ostensibly been in control. But even then, he knew that had been an illusion, part of her artistic vision for how she wanted to be fucked by him. She had given him all the power, because she wanted him to feel powerful, to feel in control, to fuck her like she was his Japanese gothic fucktoy.

Which is precisely how she wanted it.

But even as visions of Eve bent over the makeup desk, her sharp features perfectly illuminated as he watched her cum in the mirror, begging him to fill her up, he couldn’t stop his mind from wandering to what Danuja had said earlier.

It means that she’s about to get her brains fucked out.

He wondered how true that was and how Danuja would know.

He had gotten the sense that the three of them were more than neighbours, but that would be something to think about later. Right now, as the hot water ran down his naked body, dripping off the tip of his rock-hard cock, all he could think about was Asami fucking Morika’s brains out.

Was that something that regularly happened?

Was Morika really the type to get all worked up about something so minor? Her jealousy boiling over, sending her into a rage, her blood pumping in her veins as she got more and more worked up, only to assert her position of strength through complete sexual gratification of her partner?

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

He absolutely could see Morika doing that.

But what about Asami?

Was this all a deliberate move on her part? Was her gushing over Eve and her erotic works all part of an elaborate act, a sex game hidden in plain sight? Was she winding Morika up with the express knowledge that this would happen? Were even Asami’s attempts to calm Morika down (which seemed to have the opposite effect, justifying Morika’s righteous anger), just another ploy?

“Fuck,” said Jack to himself as he realised this whole afternoon had been an elaborate round of foreplay, Asami edging Morika further and further, until they both got home and Morika unleashed her pent-up frustrations, ripping both their clothes off and pinning Asami to the bed, licking and sucking at Asami’s petite body, her fingers working deep inside her, as she poured all her energy into fucking Asami into an exhausted, panting, mess on the bed, the sheets soaked through with sweat and saliva and their bodily fluids as she made her climax time and again, until she couldn’t take any more.

Then, slowly, after holding Asami, letting her recover from cumming so many times, Asami would turn her focus to Morika’s pleasure, returning the favour not with the same urgency, but no less passionate. She should kiss and caress her lover, her hands moving slowly, her kisses sensual, as she explored Morika’s body, soothing even as she built the desire up in her, moving down her body and settling between her legs. She would lay there, softly kissing and licking at the wetness between her legs, working passionately, letting Morika’s desire build as she pleasured the other woman slowly, calmly, giving her the intimacy she craved, the lack of which had driven her into a frenzy. And Morika would take it, submitting completely to Asami’s will, giving herself completely to the woman between her legs, letting her pleasure her how she knew she needed, giving just enough to make her know she was loved, desired, then more, building up, giving that love, that desire back a hundredfold, working her clit with a passionate intensity that only comes from being the subject of someone’s undivided adoration, sucking and licking as she edged her partner closer and closer, giving every part of herself to pleasuring her, until finally, Morika cried out in ecstasy, pleasure and desire and love and release flowing through her body as Asami continued to shower her lover’s clit with attention and affection, prolonging her orgasm as long as possible, until they were both exhausted and completely satisfied, two bodies laying as one in a warm sticky mess of fulfilment and love.


Chapter Ten

When Jack awoke, it was late.

He’d stayed up until the early hours of the morning, typing furiously as the story continued to flow from him. He wrote about Jacob’s invitation to the gallery, his surprise at seeing his hard cock blown up to almost comical proportions and presented to the world as the centrepiece of the exhibit, of the cloud-sized globules of semen flowing from the tip onto Dai’s expectant face. He wrote how Jacob had been summoned to Ava’s room backstage and the two of them had engaged in their own personal art project, which ended with him ejaculating in her tight body, the results of which slowly seeped into her panties as she sat on stage and took questions from the adoring audience.

He also wrote of Makaira and Aratani’s tiff on the way home, and their explicit and passionate fuck session fuelled in equal parts by anger and love. True, he’d had to take some artistic licence with this moment, but having experienced both women first-hand, he felt intuitively how things would go.

He sat up and pulled back the covers, yawning as he sat on the side of the bed, stretching out his tired body, his cock rock hard from early morning daydreams about the women who were now part of his everyday life.

He got up and walked out of the bedroom and towards the kitchen.

As the kettle boiled, he walked over to the typewriter and checked the last page. He noted more than a couple of typos in the stream-of-consciousness blurb describing the climax of Makaira and Aratani’s lovemaking, but the essence of the moment was there.

He pulled the page from the machine, which dinged as mechanisms whirred, and smiled as he read over it once again, surprisingly happy with the results. It wasn’t a feeling he had often when writing, but this he felt was something special. Not just the page, but the whole manuscript, so far at least.

But that didn’t stop that familiar vague fear creeping up inside him, a voice in the back of his mind whispering doubts about finding an ending, about the work so far being worth nothing without it, but as the kettle clicked he put the last page on the pile with the others with a thump, knocking the thoughts out of his mind and returned to the kitchen.

He grimaced as he drank the bitter coffee, still not adapting to the taste as he had hoped he eventually would.

He paced the apartment, slowly waking up, taking his time as he prepared to tackle the next part of the writing process. He didn’t have any more stories to tell, but he still had the connecting material to write in between them, as well as a more satisfying opening.

It was then that he noticed the note on the floor.

His heart raced when he saw it, his mind instantly going to thoughts of Eve, of her on her knees, her dark lips wrapped around this thick cock, his hand gripping her hair as he fucked her inviting mouth.

But hopes of a repeat encounter quickly faded as he took in the rough and ready nature of the note. He bent down to pick it up, acutely aware of the hot coffee in one hand and his throbbing erection, neither of which he wanted to meet the other.

The note was scribbled in messy handwriting, almost illegible, on a piece of paper torn out of a notebook, the edge made up of sharply torn pieces of paper. He could see it already, Morika hurriedly scribbling the note, taking little time for either language or care of presentation, the essence of the note more important than the presentation note or what it actually said.

It was an invitation to her apartment – their apartment – this evening.

He wasn’t sure why she had done it this way, but given some of the language of the note, it seemed she was somewhat contrite about yesterday and her surly behaviour after the exhibition, which, he had little doubt, had been fucked out of her by Asami soon after.

He smiled, his cock throbbing as he thought of the possibilities that lay ahead.


Chapter Eleven

He knocked on the door, far less reticent than the other night. But that didn’t mean he was any less excited. He was, if anything, even more excited, knowing full well the possibilities that awaited inside.

“Hi,” she said, as she opened the door, her curves perfectly displayed by the tight-fitting jeans, showing off the strap of a thong, her tight crop-top t-shirt highlighting her exposed breasts and the fact she wasn’t wearing a bra.

“Oh, hi,” he said, taken aback by the sight of Danuja standing in the doorway. “Did I knock on the wrong door?”

“Gee,” she said, a smile appearing on her face, “I sure hope not.”

She turned and walked away, leaving Jack standing there, stunned, his eyes fixed on her firm ass.

“You coming or not?” she asked, not turning around.

Jack, realising he hadn’t been breathing, inhaled deeply and walked into the apartment, closing the door behind him.

“Sorry,” he said as he followed her into the apartment, “I didn’t know you were coming.”

“Not yet I’m not,” she said.

“Is anyone else invited?” he asked.

“Nope,” she said, standing in the middle of the living area, “just the four of us.” She smiled. “Please, make yourself at home.”

Jack smiled nervously and sat on the sofa.

Danuja walked up to him and slowly sat next to him, her body pressed up against his, her arm lying languidly on the back of the sofa behind him.

“Where are the others?” he asked.

“Just getting ready,” she said, “they won’t be long. So, did you enjoy the show yesterday?”

He felt her fingers playing softly with the hair on the back of his neck, his cock twitching as her fingers teased his skin, her perfume rising up from her body.

“I did,” he said, “it was really something. To see… that, so large.”

“You should imagine how I felt experiencing it first-hand,” she said, smiling. “But then, I heard you were involved in another piece of performance art.”

“Is that right?” he said, wondering just how much Eve had told her, if anything at all.

“Yes,” she said, “it is. She’s so sweet, really. Underneath it all, but then, you did get underneath it all, didn’t you?”

He felt his cock hardening as his face heated up.

“I must say,” she said, her fingers of her other hand gently stroking his cheek, “putting her panties in her mouth, using her own underwear, dripping with her desire, to stifle her moans was quite the artistic statement.” She leaned in closer, her breast pressing into his arm, her lips close to his ear. “And watching her on stage, those same panties filling with your hot seed as I sat next to you, I can’t say I wasn’t a little envious.”

“Hey guys,” said Morika as she burst out of the bedroom, the hem of her dress bouncing across her pale thighs as she moved, her breasts barely contained by the low-cut in front.

“Hey you,” said Danuja, jumping up from the sofa and practically skipping across the room to embrace her neighbour, moaning as she pressed the other woman’s body tight to her own.

“You going to come give our host a hug?” asked Danuja, knowing full well Jack’s cock was hard as fuck.

“Come on, don’t be shy,” said Morika, “I won’t bite.” Jack got up, trying to adjust himself subtly, then walked over and gave Morika a hug, the young woman pulling herself tightly towards him, her lips pressed to his ear. “Unless you like that sort of thing.”

She let go and smiled, her hands resting softly on his arms.

“Sorry I took so long,” said Asami, as she walked out of the bedroom. She was wearing a more modest skirt and leggings, with a buttoned-up white shirt.

“No need to apologise on our behalf,” said Danuja, “we were just getting warmed up.”

Warmed up?

Jack cast a glance at Danuja, but she was focused on Asami, which he took to be a deliberate avoidance of his gaze.

“Please,” said Morika, “take a seat, all of you.”

The four of them moved into the living area and took a seat. Jack sat back on the sofa with Danuja on one side and Asami on the other, both their bodies pressed close to him as Morika stood in the middle of the room.

No one spoke. Jack looked to Asami and then Danuja, but they were both looking at Morika, waiting expectantly.

Finally, Morika broke the silence.

“I…” she began, hesitatingly, drifting off and silence took over once again. “I just wanted to apologise for my behaviour yesterday. It was rude of me to be so childish and to ruin what had been a perfectly wonderful afternoon up until that point.” As she spoke, the words tumbled out of her, like a tap that had been turned to full and left running. “There was no need for it and no excuse, either. I was simply being jealous when there was absolutely no need. Eve is clearly a wonderfully talented artist and is due all the respect and adoration that is bestowed upon her.”

Jack watched her, keeping his expression as neutral as possible. There were many things he had been expecting this evening, but a full-blown apology was not one of them. Indeed, he didn’t think Morika was the kind of woman who even did apologies.

“But even as I was fuming at the attention she was getting, I was still annoyed about how utterly captivating I found her, how I completely understood why everyone else was just as attracted to her as I was. I suppose I was jealous of both the attention she was getting and that the attention I was giving her wasn’t all that she was getting. God, I don’t even know if that makes sense.”

“It’s ok,” said Morika softly, “sometimes we like to think of things as only for us, even if they’re not ours at all.”

“And sometimes,” said Danuja, reaching over and putting her hand on Morika’s hand, “it’s more fulfilling to share those things which are most important to us.”

“Yes,” said Morika, a smile rising on her face, “sharing is caring.”

“Right,” said Danuja looking directly at Jack, “so what do you think?”

“About what?” he asked, confused.

“About sharing,” said Morika, “the three of us. Tonight.”

“I, umm…” he stammered, unsure how to respond. He had already slept with all three women, including Morika and Asami at the same time. As far as he was concerned, he had made his feelings about sharing more than clear.

“It’s ok if you don’t want to,” said Asami, her hand resting on his thigh. “We just thought it would be a nice way to make it up to you.”

“There’s really no need,” he stammered, “not that I wouldn’t love to…”

“Look,” said Danuja, “how about we cut to the chase? You have three, even if I do say so myself, fucking stunning women asking you to fuck them. Do you really care why?”

“Well, when you put it like that…” he said.

“That’s what I thought,” she said triumphantly.

“So,” he said, sitting perfectly still, “what do we do now?”

“Now,” said Asami, turning in her seat to face him, one hand on his thigh, the other gently stroking his hair, “you let Morika make it up to you.”

“What about…?”

“Oh,” she said, pressing her lips to his ear, “she’s already made it up to me. Twice.”

He felt a weight on his thighs and looked down to see Morika’s hands on his legs as she lowered herself to her knees.

“Just relax,” whispered Asami, kissing his ear as her hand slid up under his shirt, gently caressing his abs, “we’ll take care of the rest.” She moaned softly as she took his lobe in between her lips and gently sucked, as he felt Danuja kissing the side of his neck, her hand sliding up underneath his shirt, both women now gently fingering his nipples as Morika stroked his legs.

He watched as Morika slid her hands up further, one hand gliding over the hard cock underneath his trousers, then up to his belt, carefully undoing it, as the other two women kissed at his face and neck as they continued to stroke his chest.

Morika licked her lips as she undid the top button of his jeans and took the zipper in between her fingers. She looked up at him, eyes wide, the top of her dress hanging open giving him a perfect view of her breasts, and slowly undid the zipper, moaning softly as she slid her hand into them, her fingers finding his cock still underneath his boxers.

He moaned as she gently stroked him, raising his arms as Asami and Danuja pulled his t-shirt up, laughing as it got stuck on his head, then cheering as they managed to pull it off.

“Nice teamwork,” he said, looking from one to the other.

“Oh yes,” said Danuja, her hand moving freely over his exposed chest, “we definitely work best as a team.”

“Yes,” said Morika, “the more the merrier.” She smiled and he began to wonder if that meant…

“Oh god,” he moaned as Morika began working his cock quickly beneath his boxers as the two women leaned in and kissed his body as he stroked their soft hair. He closed his eyes and tilted his head back, breathing slowly but heavily as they licked his nipples, their hands moving over his abs, as Morika let go of his cock and began to tug at his trousers.

He lifted his ass off the sofa, shifting his body to let her pull them down. Morika let out a sigh at the effort, then pulled them off, one leg at a time.

“Much better,” she said, running her hands over his bare legs, kissing the inside of his thighs as the other two ran their hands over his boxers, taking it in turns to trace the outline of his cock.

“I agree,” he said, his hands sliding up underneath the backs of Asami and Danuja’s shirts, feeling their soft skin underneath his fingers, “but I am feeling a little underdressed, comparatively speaking.”

“I think we can help with that,” said Danuja to Morika, “what do you think?”

“Oh, absolutely,” said Morika, surprising Jack as she leaned forward and kissed Danuja, the two women making out directly in front of his face as their hands traced his hard cock. He could hear the sound of their soft moans and the movement of their wet lips, their tongues slipping out to explore one another, before they turned to him and kissed him at the same time. He moaned as he felt both sets of lips on his face, one taking dominance and then the other, tongues flicking and teasing as their three mouths pressed together.

Then they broke away, giggling, embarrassed almost, then turned their attention to Morika, whose wide eyes were filled with lust.

“You know what to do,” said Danuja, and Morika raised her hands in the air, letting the two slip her top off over her head with no effort, leaving her kneeling there in nothing but her panties. She shook her hair from her face and lowered her arms, kneeling in front of him, her perfect breasts exposed, her nipples hard.

“Better?” asked Danuja, looking at Morika’s body even as she began to kiss Jack’s chest.

“Much,” he said, taking in Morika’s magnificent figure as she ran her hands over her breasts, “but I’m still feeling a little outnumbered.”

Morika looked to Asami, which caused Jack to turn for her.

“Ok,” she said, “but only because you asked so nicely.”

He watched as Asami began to unbutton her top, smiling as it opened wider, exposing her chest, the item hanging onto her firm nipples as it opened wider down the middle. He watched as she slowly slid it off her slim body and dropped it behind the sofa.

“Getting warmer?” she asked, as she leaned in, her smaller but pert breasts pressing into him as she stroked and kissed his face.

“Much warmer,” he said, “but I still think we’re a little too cool.”

“Wow,” said Danuja as the three of them turned to look at her. “Is everyone ganging up on me?”

“Not yet,” said Asami, causing Danuja’s eyes to momentarily widen.

“Alright,” she sighed, “I guess it’s only fair.”

The three of them watched as Danuja peeled her t-shirt from her body, exposing her breasts and laughing as she ran a hand through her short red pixie cut then draped her top over Jack’s head. He inhaled deeply, breathing in the scent of her perfume and her body.

As he sat there, unable to see through the dark t-shirt, he felt a pair of hands tug at his boxers, and he shuffled to let them slide down his legs and off.

“No fair,” he said, “we were just getting close to – oh fuck.”

He moaned as he felt Morika’s warm mouth on his cock, sliding halfway up and down his shaft, sucking him slowly as her warm saliva trickled down his shaft, her tongue slowly moving over the tip of his cock.

“Close to what?” asked Danuja as she kissed his chest.

“I can’t remember,” he said, wrapping an arm around her body and taking her breast in his hand, caressing it as his fingers teased her nipple.

“Maybe it will come back to you later,” said Morika, kissing his neck.

“Maybe,” he said, wrapping his arm around her and playing with her breast in the same manner.

He moaned as Morika moaned into his cock, pressing it deeper and deeper into her throat until her lips were wrapped around the base of his shaft. She held it there, swallowing as the tip pressed into the back of her throat, the other two women watching admiringly.

“She’s so good at that,” said Danuja.

“So good,” said Jack, trying not to cum down her throat as she sucked him hard.

“Yes,” said Asami, softly stroking Morika’s dark hair, “she’s good at so many things, when she’s not being bad.”

Jack moaned as Asami pressed gently on the back of Morika’s head, pressing her deep down, pushing his cock further into her throat.

Asami held her there for a moment, then let go. Morika slid her lips back up his shaft and breathed in deeply, her eyes wet from the effort.

“Are you ok, sweetie?” asked Asami, softly.

Morika said nothing, breathing deeply as she nodded confirmation.

Asami leaned down and kissed Morika, her breast brushing against the underside of his wet cock as their wet lips met.

“Waste not, want not,” said Danuja, as she leaned over and gently nudged Asami out of the way with the top of her head as she took Jack’s cock in her mouth, the pixie-cut redhead bobbing quickly, her breasts pressed into his leg.

Jack moaned as Danuja sucked his cock, his hand instinctively resting on the back of her head, guiding her speed and depth, as Morika’s hand rested on the back of Asami’s head, holding her close as they kissed, whilst her other hand slid between his legs and began to gently massage his balls.

Asami moaned into Morika’s mouth as Jack’s free hand slid down her bare back and down over her skirt, then up and under, cupping her firm ass through her leggings as she bent over. He ran his hands over her cheeks and then slipped his fingers between them, following the soft material down, until his fingertips found the warm wet spot between her legs. Asami moaned, rocking gently as she kissed Morika, as Jack ran his fingers over the wet material, teasing her pussy underneath.

“Oh god,” moaned Asami as Jack continued to tease her as she broke away from the kiss, and as Asami continued to bend over Jack, Morika rose herself up on her knees and stroked her flatmate’s hair, before guiding her large breasts into her friend’s waiting mouth. Morika and Asami both moaned as Asami began to suck on Morika’s breast, her nipple deep in her mouth.

“Oh yes,” muttered Morika, stroking Asami’s hair as she continued to play with Jack’s balls, Danuja’s warm saliva dribbling down his cock and over her fingers, “just like that.”

Jack groaned as Danuja took his cock deep in her mouth, pushing him into the back of her throat, her lips wrapped firmly around the base of his shaft, before slowly raising herself up.

“Like that?” she asked, between breaths, her hand slowly stroking his wet cock.

Jack nodded, focused on keeping his composure with the three women around him.

“That looks like fun,” said Danuja, pressing herself closer to Jack, one hand cupping her breasts towards him, “wanna try?”

Danuja cried out as Jack lurched forward, taking her breast in his mouth, sucking on her greedily as his tongue swirled around her nipple, his hand on her back, pulling her closer. She leaned forward, her hand still on his cock, pumping faster as he sucked on her breast. She moaned as his hand slid down her back and over her jeans, grabbing her ass through the denim, pulling her closer, even as his other hand worked between Asami’s legs, the wetness of the fabric increasing.

“And the other one,” said Danuja, “don’t want her to feel left out.”

Jack opened his mouth and Danuja pulled her breast away, before pressing the other in between his lips. He sucked just as hard as before, feeling the warmth of her wet nipple rubbing against his chest as he worked the other, as she pumped his cock furiously.

Morika, her breast still in Asami’s mouth, leaned over to her, and whispered something in her ear. At this, Asami released Morika’s breast from her mouth and turned to Jack. She looked at him and then at Danuja, who let go of his cock, smiling as Asami slowly ran her tongue up the side of it.

“That’s it,” said Morika, “nice and slow.”

As Asami continued to enthusiastically lick Jack’s cock, Morika moved behind Asami, lifting her skirt and caressing her firm ass, kissing and biting at it, causing the suction of Asami’s mouth to increase.

“Easy,” said Danuja as she stood up, sensing Jack’s tension, “we don’t want our guest to get too excited too early.” But even as she spoke, she knew she was adding to it, slowly unbuttoning her jeans, letting them stay open, teasing the pink thong underneath. She smiled at him and turned around and slowly peeled her jeans off, pulling them slowly over her tight ass, her skimpy underwear buried beneath her asscheeks as she bent over, then down her toned legs, before pulling them off.

Jack moaned as Asami moaned into his cock, and as he turned he saw Morika was directly behind Asami, whose leggings were now pulled down around her knees and her panties were pulled to the side by Morika, whose face was buried deep between her asscheeks, her tongue buried in her friend’s dripping wet pussy.

As Morika licked at Asami from behind, Asami began sucking Jack’s cock faster. Danuja, now only in her thong, curled up next to Jack, kissing him as she guided Asami’s head with her hand, pressing the girl deep before letting go.

Asami slid her mouth up off Jack’s cock, and moaned as she breathed deeply, saliva hanging from her wet lips down to the tip of his cock, as Morika continued to eat her out. Danuja raised Asami’s head with two fingers under her chin and leaned in and kissed the girl.

“Want to share?” Danuja asked, to which Asami nodded.

Danuja smiled and dropped to her knees on the floor, turning her head and sucking at the side of Jack’s shaft, kissing and licking as her mouth moved up and down, as Asami took the tip into her mouth, her tongue swirling slowly around it as her lips worked just that sensitive part.

As they worked, Asami began to moan, softly at first, but louder, the reverberations running through his cock as she began to rock on the sofa, pushing her ass back as Morika continued to eat her out from behind, her mouth pressing further down his cock until, with a cry, she came, deepthroating him as Danuja moved out of the way, stroking the orgasming girl’s hair as she pressed his cock deeply into her throat, her body shaking and convulsing, cumming hard with his cock in her mouth, sucking wildly, until her orgasm peaked.

Finally, Asami pulled Jack’s cock out of her mouth and sat back on the sofa, her knees pulled into her chest as Morika crawled up beside her, holding her from behind and stroking her hair as the girl shivered from her post-orgasm tremors.

“Lucky girl,” said Danuja, “hopefully I get one of them later. But I guess I can’t be greedy. Besides, it looks like I’ve got you to myself, for the moment, at least.” With that, she got up and straddled him, her wet underwear pressed against the underside of his shaft as she rocked on top of him, kissing him as she pressed both hands to his face.

He reached down and grabbed her ass, guiding her as she rocked on him, listening to her moan as he slid his fingers between her legs and found the wet spot. She moaned as he teased her through the wet fabric, moving faster on top of him, before leaning in and whispering in his ear.

“I want you inside of me.”

She raised herself on her knees and he slid two fingers underneath her thong, listening as she moaned in his ear as he peeled the wet fabric from her lips, pulling it to the side. She moaned softly and reached underneath herself, finding his saliva-coated cock and directing it underneath herself, pressing the tip into her exposed, wet hole.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as she slowly lowered herself onto him, moving up and down as she took more and more of his cock, riding him faster as she looked him in the eye, until she finally sank all the way down, his cock fully inside of her. “It feels so good to have you inside of me,” she moaned, rocking her hips, pulling his cock around inside her body as she moved.

She leaned in and kissed him, her wet nipples rubbing against his chest as she began to slowly rock on his cock, sliding herself up and down, her tight lips gripping his shaft. She moaned as he ran his hands over her body then down to her ass, taking hold and helping her ride him, moving her further up and down his cock as she began to rock on her knees, bouncing on top of him, her firm body bouncing off his thighs as she rode him faster and faster.

She wrapped her arms around his neck, holding herself steady as she leaned back, bouncing harder and faster on his cock.

“Isn’t she such a good fuck?” whispered Morika into his ear, her breasts pressed against him. She turned his head to face her and he could see her face was wet from working between Asami’s legs. She leaned in and kissed him, moaning softly as her tongue slid into his mouth, transferring the taste of Asami’s pussy from her to him, and he moaned as he tasted Asami and knew he needed more.

“We need more space,” he moaned, trying to hold himself back from cumming deep inside Danuja’s glorious pussy.

“How about we take this into the bedroom?” suggested Morika.

“Great idea,” said Danuja, huffing as she continued to bounce on his cock, crying out as Jack pushed himself up, holding Danuja by the ass as he stood, her legs instinctively wrapping around his back. She leaned into him, rocking as he carried her petite body across the apartment, his cock still deep inside of her.

In the bedroom, lit with a series of low-level atmospheric pink lights, he lay her on the bed and she spread her legs as he leaned in to kiss her.

“That’s more like it,” she muttered, as she rocked underneath him. He began to rock his hips, moving his cock in and out of her as she continued to hold onto him. From behind, he felt a pair of soft hands on his body and was surprised to find that it was Asami.

“She tastes so good,” she whispered into his ear, “you should really taste her.”

“Oh fuck, yes,” said Danuja, “wait.”

Jack stopped and Danuja rolled him onto his back. She sat on top of him, rocking her hips as her hands explored his chest.

“It feels so good to have you inside of me,” she said, “but I think it’s only fair that we share.” With that, she slowly raised herself up, letting his cock slip out of her and bounce off his stomach.

She crawled up his body, kissing his chest, then his mouth, moving further until she was kneeling over his face. He could smell her desire, her pussy dripping wet, and grabbed her hips, pulling her down, listening as she cried out as he began to lick at her wet slit.

“Just like that,” she murmured as she rocked on top of his face, holding the headboard as she rode him.

Jack moaned into her pussy as her taste flooded his mouth, her warm wetness trickling down his cheeks as he ran his tongue up between her wet lips, holding her ass firmly.

As he licked at her, he felt two pairs of hot, wet lips kissing up and down either side of his shaft, their tongues sliding up and down as they went, as the bodies of Morika and Asami pressed into his legs.

Danuja rocked faster on his face as he slid his tongue deep inside her entrance, tasting her fully, pressing his lips around her hole and sucking as he did so, moaning into her as he felt a body climb up on top of him, a hand holding his cock as one of the women lowered herself down onto him.

“Oh god,” moaned Morika as the tip of his cock slid into her. She continued to moan as she rocked on top of him, lowering herself further and further, until he was fully inside of her, then began slowly riding him, quickly picking up speed as she steadied herself with her hands on his chest.

She moaned loudly as she rode him full pelt, leaning forward as she pushed herself up and down on his cock, her ass bouncing off his thighs as she rode him.

He felt her hands slide down to his hips, the angle of her body on him changing as she leaned back whilst continuing to ride him. He couldn’t see what was happening, but the view of Danuja’s perfect body writhing as she grabbed her breasts as he sucked at her pussy was more than sufficient a view.

But then he felt it, Asami straddling his chest, moving up and pressing her body into the back of Danuja’s, her hands sliding over her neighbour’s naked body and up, cupping her breasts over Danuja’s hands then replacing them, playing with her nipples and kissing her neck as Danuja continued to ride Jack’s face.

“Oh sweetie,” Danuja moaned as Asami played with her nipples, “that feels so good. You too, honey,” she said, reaching down and stroking Jack’s hair. “So fucking good.”

Danuja cried out as Jack slid his tongue out of her and ran it up between her lips, finding her clit and circling it quickly as he took it in his mouth and sucked on it.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as he kept sucking at her clit, taking her closer to orgasm as Asami whispered in her ear as she played with her tits.

Jack kept going, feeling the warmth of Asami’s pussy on his chest as she rocked on top of him, pushing the girl in front of her closer and closer, until finally, Danuja cried out, her body shaking as she suddenly came, her movements wild as she rode his face with reckless abandon, her wetness smeared across his mouth as he licked and sucked at her throbbing clit. He kept going, prolonging her orgasm as she kept rocking above him, her pale body a shiny pink as her sweat glinted in the ambient lighting, moaning with pleasure, until she collapsed on the side of the bed, quickly followed by Asami, who was now the one doing the holding as Danuja enjoyed the after-effects of her orgasm.

“Mmm,” moaned Morika as she leaned into Jack, running her tongue slowly up his face as she rode him, tasting Danuja on him, “you always make them cum so hard, and get them so fucking wet.”

Jack smiled and in one smooth motion rolled Morika onto her back. She moaned as he kissed down her body, sucking on one breast and then the other as he moved down her body, slipping off the bed and kneeling between her spread legs.

He admired her slick pussy, her entrance shining with desire, her tight hole stretched out from taking his thick cock, her bright pink flesh glistening between her dark lips.

He kissed up her inner thighs slowly, moving closer, smelling her desire, until he reached her sweet spot. She moaned as he ran his tongue up between her lips, then slid into her hole, tonguing her as his nose brushed against her clit. He felt her hand in his hair, holding him in place as he tongue fucked her, before sliding out and up to her clit, sucking and licking as she rocked on the bed, writhing and moaning as he did so, his arms wrapped around her legs.

She gripped his hair tighter as she rocked more wildly, her legs pressing against the sides of his head as he continued to work her clit, her moans of desire making his cock ache for release.

He watched her as she rocked on the bed, her large breasts moving through the air as she arched her back, moaning as she pinched a nipple with her free hand. He saw Asami crawling up to her, kissing her, tasting herself in Morika’s mouth, then moving down, sucking at her other breast as Jack continued to work her.

“Oh fuck,” cried Morika, “I’m fucking cumming.”

She cried out, rocking wildly as she came, the two of them working her as she writhed with pleasure, her wetness running down Jack’s face, down his neck, a warm wet trail of desire running down his body, as if trying to find his cock.

She continued to rock until she went limp, swung her leg over Jack’s head and curled up into a ball. Asami became the big spoon again, holding her roommate, whispering gently in her ear as she too recovered from her orgasm.

Jack continued to kneel there, licking her wetness from his lips, waiting for his moment.

Finally, Asami crawled back over to him and leaned over the bed, kissing him softly, the taste of all three women shared between the both of them.

He sat up and pressed her back, and she crawled back across the bed until she was on her back and Jack was on top of her. She moaned as he kissed her, his body on top of hers, her legs spread, waiting for him. He reached down and grabbed his cock, guiding it towards her wet hole, the sound of her moaning as he pressed the tip into her, almost enough to make him cum by itself.

She groaned with pleasure as he worked his way into her tight, wet hole, moving slowly, getting deeper with each thrust until he was fully inside of her. He held himself there, feeling the glory of her body and leaned in to kiss her. She moaned as their lips met and he began to move, going in and out of her, slowly at first, but picking up speed until he was fucking her hard and fast.

“Oh fuck,” she cried, “don’t stop.”

He kept going, fucking her as hard as he could, her body shaking as he did so, her tight pussy gripping his cock, desperate to cum inside her. But he didn’t, instead holding back, savouring her body as long as possible, as she wrapped her arms and legs around him, holding him closer, holding him deep inside her as he fucked her senseless.

She cried out as her hand slid down her body and found her clit, her fingers circling it wildly as he continued to fuck her.

He kept going and soon found Morika and Danuja on either side, their hands on his body, encouraging him to fuck their friend as they kissed his bare skin and stroked her naked body.

Asami moaned as her body reacted to their touch, hers and theirs, and began shaking, her pussy tightening on his cock as he continued to fuck her.

“I’m–” she stammered, “I’m gonna – oh god – I’m gonna…”

She cried out as she came again, her wall fluttering on his cock as he continued to fuck her tightening body, watching her shake as the three of them worked her, her eyes closed as her head flipped from side to side, pleasure coursing through her body, until with a final cry she went limp.

He kept going, getting closer and closer until he could hardly take it any more.

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

Just then, Danuja whispered in his ear and with all his might, he pulled out of Asami’s tight pussy, his cock throbbing on the edge of release, and no sooner had he done so than the three women crawled off the bed and onto the floor.

He turned and admired their beautiful faces, their naked bodies glistening with sweat, and he began to work himself furiously, his cock thoroughly lubricated from being inside the three of them.

“That’s it,” moaned Danuja, “just like before. Show them how good it feels.”

“Please,” begged Asami.

“Show us,” pleaded Morika, “give us everything you’ve got.”

He kept working himself as the three young women begged for him to cum on them, their pretty faces desperate to feel the warmth of his powerful release.

He kept going, holding back, letting the feeling build, the anticipation rising as his balls began to tighten, holding himself right on the edge, bringing himself closer and closer, every fibre in his body working to prolong the feeling until finally, with a cry he let go.

He roared as he came, unloading powerfully onto Morika’s waiting, face, causing her to scream with surprise then laugh, begging for more as the second load landed moaning with satisfaction as he turned to Asami, her mouth open, tongue out ready, catching part of his creamy load as the rest squirted across her pale cheek, then turned to Danuja, mouth and eyes closed, offering her face for him to coat, which he gladly did so, cumming over her tight lips and closed eyelids.

He kept moving from one to the other, cumming and cumming, covering their pretty faces with his load, marking his territory, signalling they all belonged to him as they begged for more of his seed, desperate for him to coat them further, taking every drop onto their soft skin, until he had nothing left in him.

Finished, he dropped back, sitting on the bed, breathing heavily as he admired his masterpiece, the three stunning women continuing to kneel at his feet, smiling and giggling, their faces covered in his semen. Then the laughing stopped as Morika turned and kissed Asami, their cum-covered tongues meeting, sharing his load, before Morika turned to Danuja, kissing her as Asami ran her tongue up Morika’s coated face, licking up Jack’s cum.

Jack watched as the three of them kissed and licked at one another, collecting and sharing his load, until their faces were clean and their mouths full of his tribute. They turned and smiled at him, sticking out their tongues, showing their appreciation for his efforts, before swallowing it down and showing their mouths, now empty.

“Quite the artist,” said Danuja, a wry smile on her shining face.

“I’ll say,” said Morika, her hand resting on Asami’s knee.

“But every good artist needs to keep his tools nice and clean,” said Asami.

“Well put,” said Danuja, “let’s make sure our artist’s tool is nice and clean.”

“If you insist…” he said.

“We do,” said Morika, “we really do.”

Jack watched as the three of them crawled up to him and as they set to work. He lay back on the bed, eyes closed, focusing on the sensation of all three women working him with their mouths, licking and kissing and sucking to make sure his well-used tool was as clean as possible.


Chapter Twelve

When Jack awoke, he was alone, the bedding cooling but still retaining some of the heat from their bodies.

Morika, Asami, Danuja, and himself.

The four of them curled up together in bed, their naked bodies pressed together, warm and soft and comforting.

He had wondered whether they would wake in the night, overcome with lust and repeat the act they had just performed, whether he would have another opportunity to paint another masterpiece on the adoring faces of the women he was sharing a bed with.

But it wasn’t to be.

The four of them had slept soundly through the night, utterly exhausted and satisfied by their previous activities. At least, he knew he had been.

He got up and walked out of the bedroom, completely naked, confident the apartment was empty, which it was. The others, he figured, had gone to work. Or perhaps they were just getting on with the things they needed to do.

He smiled at the realisation he didn’t have to do anything at all. Sure, at some point he would have to sit down and write, but that wasn’t a job, or at least not a job job. He could write whenever he wanted, letting the mood take him where he fancied. Of course, it required a bit more discipline when you don’t have someone compelling you to do it, but he had enough desire to continue writing that he never shied away from his work for too long.

And boy, did he have something to write about today.

He found his clothes back in the bedroom, neatly folded and placed on a chair. He half considered picking them up and walking to his apartment without putting them on, but he just knew that if he did that something would happen in the four-second trip to make him immediately regret it.

So, he got dressed and headed to his apartment without incident, before promptly stripping off again and hopping into the shower.

The water was warm and he could still feel their bodies pressed against him, holding him, riding him, opening up and giving everything they had as he did the same in return, pouring himself into the task of pleasuring each and every one of them, bringing them to orgasm one after the other, working until they were all satisfied, before finally reaching his own climax, the pent up tension of the evening eased in one throbbing release.

◆◆◆

He dried himself off and walked into the bedroom, drying his hair with a towel, enjoying the peace and quiet of the morning.

He looked at the typewriter, ready for action, then at the kettle.

“Not today,” he said to himself, deciding to head out to his regular coffee place (where he had been maybe twice) and get something a bit more refined.

There were days when you needed to work and days when you needed to be rewarded.

And boy, he had earned his reward.
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