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Chapter One

“So,” said Morika, her delicate hands cupping her oversized coffee mug, her nails precisely tinkling on the ceramic, “you written any more naughty stories?” She pursed her lips and blew gently over the hot liquid inside, causing the thick foam to vibrate slightly.

“Sort of,” said Jack, his hands firmly gripping his mug as he tried not to think about how good it would feel for his neighbour and coffee companion to purse her lips and blow like that on something entirely different, “it’s a process.”

“Well, let me know if you need some inspiration,” she said, bringing the cup up to her plump lips and taking the slightest of sips, leaving an alluring pink lipstick mark on the rim, her eyes locked on him the whole time.

“Will do,” said Jack, taking a sip of his coffee. “Ow, fuck,” he said, pulling the mug away from his mouth and putting it on the saucer, the spoon already sat on it tinkling as if a warning siren.

“Careful,” she said, lowering her mug carefully to her saucer, her spoon sliding silently aside, “it’s hot stuff. That’s why you’ve got to blow on it first.”

She pushed her mug to the side and leaned over the table, her low-cut top hanging open and giving Jack a perfect view of her majestic cleavage.

Sure, he thought, struggling to maintain eye contact as she leaned in further, the view from the penthouse apartment was nice and all, but it’s nothing compared to gazing upon Morika’s body.

He knew this to be true, even though he had not yet seen her naked. And she knew he knew.

“Like this,” she said, pursing her lips once again and gently blowing on his coffee, the foam on top stirring ever so slightly, as his cock did the same under the table. “See?”

“I’ll keep it in mind for next time.”

“Good,” she said leaning closer, “now come here.”

She reached over the table and grabbed him by the collar, pulling him closer to her and she kissed him, her tongue massaging the burnt tip of his, then her lips closed around it as she began to suck on the tip of his tongue. His cock began to throb as she sucked and licked his tongue, then she let go and quickly sat back in her seat.

He looked around, stunned, but none of the other patrons seemed to notice, or at least, they pretended not to. They were all engaged in something else. Most had their eyes glued to their phones, whilst others typed on laptops or continued conversations, and one person was even reading an actual book!

“Better?” she asked.

“Much,” he said, his tongue still throbbing as if she was still sucking on it.

“Good,” she said, “I’m eager to make sure our new writer friend feels as good as he can.”

He felt her foot running up his leg under the table and his cock throbbed in his trousers. He looked around the coffee shop to try and calm himself, noting the intricacies of the place as her foot slid further up his leg. It was a rather hipster-esque affair to be sure, but they certainly seemed to know how to make a good cup of coffee. At least, he assumed so from the number of customers and the briefest of tastes when he burnt his tongue.

It was certainly better than the instant monstrosity he had been forced to drink in the apartment. Why Harvey even had something that cheap and nasty was beyond him. But then again, it was buried deep in the back of the top cupboard, behind boxes and boxes of pods of various flavours for the high-end espresso maker in his apartment. If only he could work out how to use the damn thing!

“So,” she said, her foot still stroking his leg, “to what do I owe the pleasure?”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s not every day a famous author knocks on a girl’s door and invites her to coffee.”

Jack laughed.

“I’m hardly famous,” he said, “‘barely known’ would be a more accurate description.” It was the truth, but he couldn’t deny that her words gave him a rush.

“You’ve been published, haven’t you?” she asked.

“Well, yes. But they’ve not exactly flown off the bookshelves.”

“But they are on bookshelves. In proper shops and everything.”

“I mean, technically…”

“Therefore, you are, to all intents and purposes,” she said, banging her hand on the table, her spoon rattling against her coffee mug, “a famous writer.”

“I guess,” he said, his brain less convinced than his cock, which was revelling in her praise.

“Certainly more famous than all those people self-publishing online where no one will read their work.”

He thought about explaining about the world of self-publishing and how the most successful of them made far more money on a single book than he had during his entire career as a “traditionally published” author, but decided against it.

“I just needed a break,” he said, instead, “and you’re the only person I know.”

“Thanks for the compliment,” she said, laughing.

“Sorry,” he said, “I meant I only really know you and Asami,” he decided not to mention Danuja, his spunky next-door neighbour, for the time being, given he’d only had one interaction with her so far. “Not that that’s a bad thing, at all, but I thought I’d see if you wanted to get a cup of coffee with me, especially as I’m sure you know all the best places in town.”

“I’m not sure that’s much better,” she said, sipping her coffee, “but I’ll take it.”

“Sorry,” he said again, “it’s just I’ve been so focused on writing that I don’t have much mental capacity left for anything else at the moment, like actual human interaction. It’s like, when I get into a story, like really into it, it’s all I can think about, which is exhausting, even if it is rewarding.”

“Yes,” she said, her foot pressing into his crotch, her toes rubbing against his rock-hard cock, “I like to really get into a story myself, if you hadn’t noticed.”

He thought of Morika on the leather sofa, one hand holding the pages of his latest story, the other down her shorts, fingers moving rapidly as she devoured page after page, until she reached the satisfying conclusion.

“I can’t wait to read the next one.”

“Well, actually,” he said, “I have been working on something, but it’s not finished yet.”

The truth was Jack had been writing non-stop all through the night. He was exhausted, driven on only by inspiration, adrenaline, and god-awful coffee, as he continued to write in a frenzy of clacking keys and fluttering sheets of paper. It was an intense episode of inspiration, one that verged on manic, and he was sure the pages were littered with typos and half-formed thoughts that had come spilling out of his brain and onto the page in a stream-of-consciousness expulsion, a literary ejaculation that he was sure captured the intensity of the events he was recording but that still needed to be reworked before they were ready for anyone to see.

“Does it need a happy ending?” she asked, “because I can lend a hand with that.” She squeezed his cock with her toes and winked.

“It’s more structural,” he said, “the stories are more or less complete.”

“Stories?” she said working his cock with her toes, “More than one? You’ve been holding out on me, you bad boy.”

He had two stories more or less completed. In one, he had written about Aratani (who bore only a passing resemblance to Asami), who comes to visit Jacob (who bore only a passing resemblance to Jack) and essentially demands that Jacob fucks her like the full-blooded woman she is.

What happens next, after an impassioned speech brought on by reading Jacob’s story of a fragile “pillow princess” based on Aratani, is a full-on fuckfest where Jacob and Aratani proceed to fuck one another’s brains out, until Aratani is full to the brim with Jacob’s cum and both are completely exhausted.

The second involved Jacob meeting Dai, Jacob’s spunky, manic pixie dream girl of a neighbour (who bore only a passing resemblance to his manic pixie dream girl of a neighbour, Danuja). In this story, Jacob and Dai meet at the elevator. They get to talking and when Dai discovers Jacob is a writer, she describes what would happen between the two of them, in intimate detail, if this were one of his novels which, as everyone knows, are always about writers and fucking.

This story he felt worked as a stand-alone event, but as it all happens as part of a fantasy, he felt there was more that was needed to really round off the encounter. The note that had been slipped under his door sometime during this writing frenzy would, he hoped, provide a suitable climax to their encounter.

“Are they as hot as your last story?” she asked. “If you want, I can come over and give you my professional opinion on them, whilst you watch.”

“I’d like that,” he said, “but as I said, they’re not quite done yet. In fact, I’m thinking about combining them all into a novel.”

“Ooo,” she said, “a whole book of smut? Count me in!”

Suddenly, Morika stood up, picked up both cups of coffee, and walked over to the counter.

“Where are you –?” began Jack, before accepting this was just Morika, and settled back, watching her hips sway as she moved through the coffee shop, her ass perfectly outlined in her skin-tight jeans.

He sat there, wondering, as he often did, if this would be a scene in his novel.

The whole thing, if ‘whole’ could be a descriptor for what was so far a series of unrelated scenes, was a disjointed mess with no obvious plot or story other than “writing and fucking”. But still, it was early days and he wondered if he could pitch it as a “slice of life” story. Not everything needed high stakes and some ridiculously convoluted plot. Sometimes writing and fucking was enough.


Chapter Two

“I thought a change of scenery might feed your inspiration,” said Morika as she and Jack walked through the park.

“I’m new to the city,” said Jack, sipping on his coffee which was now in a takeaway cup, somewhat distorting the flavour, “everything feeds my inspiration.”

Morika laughed.

“Alright then,” she said, “maybe I just wanted to get out of there.”

“The coffee shop?”

“Yes.”

“The one you suggested?”

“That’s right.”

“Oh, ok,” he said, as they continued walking.

It was wonderfully hot and as the sun shone down from the clear blue sky above, Jack wished he hadn’t brought a jacket. He had seen how sunny it had been from his apartment, the endless blue skies reaching to the horizon, as long beams of sunshine shone through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting lengths of warmth across the floor, but he had always lived in places where the climate was so rarely ever above “frosty” that even a sunny day seemed to be little more than a trap for the uninitiated.

“It’s a great place,” she said, “and the coffee is to die for, except when it’s in these cups.”

She held up the cardboard cup for emphasis, then took a sip of her coffee and grimaced, then took another. “But I didn’t really want to spend my day off cooped up inside, especially when there is a whole world out here to explore.”

“Your day off? That’s lucky for me,” he said, taking a sip of coffee.

“Yes,” she said, “it is.”

“I just realised,” he said, “you never told me what you did.”

“That’s right,” she said, “I didn’t. Look, ducks!”

She pointed at the pond where a group of ducks, a couple of adults and a swarm of tiny yellow ducklings, which looked more like floating balls of feathers than birds, were bobbing gently on the water near the edge of a large pond.

It was a pretty obvious way to change the topic, but given it was so brazen he decided not to push the matter, and followed her to the edge of the water.

“Aren’t they just so cute?” She asked as she crouched down by the edge of the water, digging through her bag. As she rummaged at that tight angle, her jeans rode down her body, showing the strap of her underwear, a hot pink thong. He imagined how good her ass must have looked in it, watching her peel off her tight jeans, the bright thong contrasting with her pale skin, her ass tensing as she reached up as she peeled off her top, which he knew, thanks to her display in the coffee shop and her hard nipples poking against the fabric, there was nothing underneath.

“Got it!” she said, pulling out a crumpled brown paper bag, then reaching inside and pulling out half a bagel. “Here you go,” she said in a high-pitched voice, crushing the stale bread in her hand and crumbling it into the water, squealing with delight as the bright yellow balls of feathers floated across the top of the water and began pecking at the crumbs.

As he watched her feeding the ducks, her squeals of pure delight as the ducklings accepted her offering, he felt a warm glow rise up inside him. It was such a pleasant scene that he almost forgot about her hot pink thong on display. Almost.

He wasn’t sure this sort of moment would make it into his novel which was quickly becoming, as Danuja had so succinctly put it, about writing and fucking, but he didn’t really care.

There would, he sensed, be plenty of opportunity for the kind of inspiration he would need to keep the story going, so this was just a moment where he could relax and enjoy.

“Look!” she said excitedly, pointing towards the water.

He crouched down next to her, thankful he didn’t have a hot-pink thong to show off.

“I am,” he said, watching the look of pure bliss on her face, her whole aura exuding a wholesome energy he hadn’t previously associated with her.

“Here,” she said, turning to him, “hold out your hand.”

He did and she ripped off a piece of bagel and dropped it in his palm. She looked at it and then at him and then at the ducks, as if this absolutely had to happen at the soonest possible moment or else calamity would ensue.

He closed his hand around the piece of bagel, surprised by quite how dry it was, and crushed it between his fingers. It felt like sand or dirt as it crumbled in his grasp, the sharper pieces of the crust digging into his skin as he felt the dry crumbs embedding themselves in the lines of his palm. He tried not to think about how old the bagel must have been.

Morika watched with bated breath as he held his hand out and began sprinkling the crumbs into the water. He smiled as she squealed with delight as the balls of feathers floated towards him, once again relentlessly devouring the stale crumbs.

“How was that?” he asked, dusting the last of the crumbs from his hands.

“Perfect,” she said, grabbing him by the front of his shirt and pulling him towards her. Their lips met and she kissed him, slow and passionately, her tongue sliding into his mouth as she moaned softly.

She pulled back suddenly, a look of horror on her face.

“What’s wrong?” he asked. This was their first moment of intimacy and he was concerned he had messed it up somehow.

“We can’t,” she said, “it’s wrong.”

Jack’s mind raced back to the previous night, the night he had spent with Asami.

Fuck me like you mean it.

Her words rang in his ears and a sudden wave of guilt washed over him. Morika was right, this was wrong. He had just fucked her best friend (and possibly more) and now here they were making out in the park. They shouldn’t be doing this.

But then why did it feel so right?

“You’re right,” he said, “I don’t think we should –”

“Absolutely,” she said, “not in front of the D. U. C. K. I. E. S. They’re far too young to be witnessing such things.” She jumped to her feet with ease, her twenty-something body far more fit and flexible than his forty-year-old body, even if he was in great shape for his age.

He stood and she immediately grabbed his hand and marched him away from the water, through the crowd of visitors which had gathered around them (presumably to see the ducks, not Jack making out with a woman half his age), and deeper into the park.


Chapter Three

“Here,” she said, breathing heavily, finally coming to a stop.

She let go of Jack’s hand and he immediately grabbed both his knees as he gasped for breath. One minute, they had been walking down the path, hand in hand as Morika led the way, then suddenly she had pulled him from the beaten path into the treeline, running as she weaved through the trees, ducking and diving, her hand firmly gripping his as she dragged him deeper into the foliage.

“Where?” said Jack, his eyes fixed on the floor. She said nothing, and after a few moments, he looked up. They were in a small clearing surrounded by trees and shrubbery. He looked around and saw the foliage was dense around them, the birds chirping in the branches overhead as rays of sun broke through from on high.

If it hadn’t been for the faint rumble of traffic, and the occasional prolonged blast of a car horn from some disgruntled taxi driver or other, they could have been in the middle of the wilderness.

“See?” said Morika, twisting her hips, her hands held behind her back, “there’s plenty of places for adventure in the big city.”

“And what sort of adventure,” he asked, moving towards her, placing his hands on her hips and pulling her body into his, “would a stranger to the big city expect in a place like this?”

“The best kind,” she said, leaning in to kiss him.

She moaned into his mouth as her lips met his, kissing him harder this time, a ferocity behind her moves. She groaned as his hands slid over her hips to her ass, squeezing her cheeks through her tight jeans.

He could feel her breasts pressed against him, and kissed down her neck, desperate to be closer to them. He dropped to his knees and lifted her shirt up, exposing her perfectly-toned stomach, kissing over her soft, warm skin, his lips circling her belly button, before he began to move upwards.

She moaned as his lips moved across her body, her hand running through his hair as he moved further up, her other hand pulling her shirt up over one breast. He became still, taking a moment to marvel at her breast’s perky majesty before kissing over the soft flesh and all the way around her areola, before taking her nipple in his mouth.

“Oh fuck,” she said as sucked at her, his tongue swirling over her hard nipple, “I knew you’d be good at that.”

His hands slid up her body and under her shirt, cupping her other breast and caressing her other nipple between the tips of his forefinger and thumb.

She moaned, her body gyrating as he worked her breasts, then she pulled her shirt up on the other side, freeing her second breast, allowing him to caress it in the open air. She gasped as his mouth moved from one breast to the other, sucking on her as his fingers found her wet nipple, teasing it as she took the bottom of her t-shirt in between her teeth, holding up to give him full access to her breasts and freeing her other hand.

As her one hand continued to run over his hair, the other ran down the back of his shirt, grabbing it and pulling it up. He moved back and stretched his arms out, letting her pull it off his body, then looked up, taking in every detail of her exposed chest, her t-shirt clamped between her teeth, then launched himself back at her, kissing and licking and stroking her exposed skin.

She dropped his t-shirt to the floor, her hands exploring his exposed back, his tensed arms as they moved over her body, sliding down them and then over his chest, moving down, reaching for his hard cock, her fingers only managing to reach his abs.

He stood up and pressed his naked body into her, her wet nipples rubbing against his bare chest, kissing her as she sighed with relief, her hand finally reaching his hard cock and began stroking him through his trousers.

As she kept going, she dropped her shirt from her mouth as she leaned in to kiss him as his hands slid around her body and grabbed her ass, pulling her closer to him.

After a few moments, she stepped back, her lips still on his, breaking away at the last second, then stood there, her shirt bunched up above her breasts, her nipples hard and wet. Then, with one smooth motion, he watched as she pulled her top off over her head and dropped it at her feet.

He stood there, speechless, as she stood exposed to him, her hands resting on her jeans button. He watched as she carefully undid the button, then slowly pulled the zipper down, her eyes fixed on him as she wriggled her hips and she slid her jeans to the floor.

She was so fucking beautiful he could barely contain himself. He devoured her with his eyes. She stood in front of him in nothing but her Converse, her jeans now around her ankles and a hot pink thong, her lips outlined as the wet material clung to her.

His hands went to his trousers, undoing them down as he stepped towards her. Before he could pull his cock out, she had slid her hand into his trousers, into his boxers, pumping him quickly as he pressed his body into hers and kissed her.

His hands moved down her back, sliding over the thin waistband of her thong and grabbed her bare ass, his fingers holding her smooth cheeks firmly as she rubbed herself against him.

“Fuck,” she said as she let go of his cock and began pulling at his trousers, Jack helping as he continued to kiss her, until his trousers and boxers were around his ankles, his hard cock springing free. She moaned as cock slipped between her legs, rubbing against the thin material of her thong, caressing her lips as he felt the wet heat of her desire on the fabric. She moved back and forth, rubbing herself on the top of his cock as her hands explored his body, her lips kissing his neck and then his chest.

As she kissed lower, his cock slipped from between her legs, rubbing against her breast, leaving a smear of precum along her nipple as she kissed slowly down his body, her hands moving over his abs, until she was crouching right in front of his cock.

She looked at it for a moment, then took it in her hands and began to slowly work him.

“Asami was right,” she said, “you do have a great cock.”

His cock twitched and she smiled, stroking him faster, her hot breath on the tip as her lips sat just out of reach. He imagined Morika and Asami curled up in bed, Morika listening intently as Asami recounted her evening with Jack in minute detail, Morika’s hand sliding under the covers and into the shorts of her pyjamas, the other sliding between Asami’s legs, moving slowly at first then speeding up as she listened to how Jack and Asami had fucked, how he had taken her hard and fast, giving her the cock that was now in front of Morika’s face, thrusting it deep inside her body until he came in her tight, quivering pussy.

He groaned, the image of Morika fingering herself and her best friend fleeing his mind as he felt Morika’s warm mouth on his cock. He looked down and watched as she looked up at him, her lips sliding further and further down his shaft, taking him all the way into her throat. He felt her swallow, her neck muscles contracting, rubbing the tip of his cock which was now firmly lodged in the back of her throat, then slowly sliding her lips back up and off.

She smiled as she breathed deeply, his cock covered in her saliva.

“I’m not fragile,” she said, looking up at him, licking her wet lips, “but you already knew that.” She smiled and quickly took his cock back in her mouth, sliding her lips quickly up and down it, licking and slurping and sucking at his shaft as she took his balls in her hand, caressing them quickly but delicately.

“You like that?” she asked, breathing heavily as her hand quickly pumped his slick cock.

He nodded sharply, the famous writer seemingly lost for words, finding his vocabulary consisting of nothing more than a long moan as she took him back in her mouth and pressed him deep into her throat, bobbing her head as she kept her lips wrapped around the base of his shaft.

He ran his hand over her hair, his fingers running through it as he took a grip. She looked up at him with wide eyes, his cock buried deep in her throat, as she became perfectly still. He held himself there a moment, then began to rock his hips, slowly fucking her mouth. He moved carefully at first, but as she grabbed his ass and pulled him closer, he moved faster, her saliva dribbling down his cock as he sped up, quickly fucking her mouth as she moaned with pleasure.

As he kept going, he felt the breeze on his naked body and felt, for the first time in his life, close to nature. It was as if he had entered a primal state of being, animalistic, raw, uncensored. They were fucking like animals in the woods. No pretext, no shame, no guilt, just pure unadulterated lust, the satisfying of carnal desire, just like nature intended. Well, not quite.

He pulled his throbbing cock out of her mouth, seconds away from cumming, his body tensing as he focused hard on delaying his orgasm. He looked down at her, her eyes wide, hungry, her lips dripping wet, her chin splashed with her saliva, and he knew she could feel the call of nature too.

Without having to say anything, she stood up, her breasts heaving and she breathed heavily, then leaned in and kissed him, pumping his wet cock with her hand before pushing away and moving with small, careful steps to the nearest tree. She turned and placed both hands on the old bark and looked over her shoulder at him as she bent over, then turned to the tree lowering herself further, her hands walking slowly down the trunk as she pushed her perfect ass out, the thin string of her thong running between her firm, smooth cheeks.

He moved behind her, his hands caressing her firm cheeks before one hand slid down, his fingers moving over the wet fabric covering her lips, causing her to moan. His cock throbbed for her, with his need to be inside her, but first he had to taste.

He crouched down behind her, kissing her ass as his fingers slid up and found the band of the thong, pulling it slowly down over her cheeks. She moaned as he gently peeled her thong down, pulling the material from her wet lips, and dropped them down her toned legs into her jeans.

“Fuck,” he whispered as he gazed at her beautiful cunt, her smooth, wet lips glistening. He moved closer and inhaled deeply, her scent flooding his senses, then slowly ran his tongue up between her lips. She cried out as his tongue pressed between her lips, lapping up her desire, the taste flooding his mouth. He licked her again and again, feeling her smoothness on his tongue, the heat of her desire on his face, then plunged his tongue deeply into her, licking at her as he sucked her wet hole, his lips firmly sealed around it.

Morika rocked back and forth, pushing her ass back as he tongue fucked her pussy, sucking on her entrance as his hands caressed her ass, his eyes firmly locked on her pulsating little asshole. He imagined pushing his cock into her ass, feeling her tight ring gripping his cock, a whole other private spot to be explored in full. But not today. Today’s adventure was all about Morika’s glorious pussy.

He slid his tongue out of her and pressed his mouth against her, taking her pussy in his mouth as his tongue reached for her clit, the tip of his tongue circling her before he ran his tongue up from her clit to her entrance, and then stood.

She moaned as she kept pushing back, desperate for more. He took hold of her hips firmly and she stopped moving. Then he took hold of the base of his cock, throbbing and wet from Morika’s mouth, and pressed it into her. She gasped as he worked his way into her tight hole, her walls squeezing him as he slowly moved in and out, getting deeper and deeper, her body easing to let him penetrate her fully.

She was tight but wet, and as Morika pressed her ass back, forcing him deeper and deeper, he felt her body gripping him even as she opened up for him.

Once fully in, he held himself there, feeling her pussy contracting on his cock, now buried deep in her warm, wet hole. He moved slowly, sliding his cock fully in and out of her tight body, watching her lips gripping his shaft as he slid in and out of her. She moaned as she relaxed, his cock sliding in and out of her body more easily, but she felt just as good.

He moved faster, fucking her quickly as she took the full length of his cock, as she once again threw her ass back onto it, desperate to take him as deeply as possible into her. She grunted as he fucked her, his thighs slapping hard against her ass, the smacking sound reverberating in the secluded space. He wondered briefly if it would travel much further, if other people in the park could hear the sound of him pounding her ass, of the wet slap as she took his cock deep inside her. But then she moaned and her pussy tightened around him and all he could think about was fucking her forever.

He groaned as the majesty of her pussy massaged his throbbing cock as he fucked her as hard as he could, pounding her from behind, banging her ass like tribal drums, as she let out high-pitched, guttural moans, like some mystical, ritualistic mating cry.

He kept going fucking her harder, her ass reddening as her cheeks slapped against his thighs, her warm pussy juices coating his cock and running down his balls. He could feel himself getting close and he tried to imagine anything that wasn’t fucking her amazing cunt, but couldn’t. All he could think about was Morika opening her perfect body up for him.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, through ragged breaths, “I think I – I think I’m going to cum. Oh Christ!”

He kept fucking her, keeping the same rhythm that has brought both of them to the brink of climax.

“Your pussy is so fucking beautiful,” he moaned.

“Yeah?” she asked.

“Yeah,” he replied.

“You want to cum in my beautiful pussy? You want to – oh fuck – you want to feel what it feels like to cum inside me?”

“More than anything,” he said, even as every muscle in his body was working to delay that for as long as possible.

“Then do it,” she said, “cum in me right now. I know you want to fill me up. I know you want to feel your cock throbbing inside me as your cum explodes into my body. I want to feel it too.”

“Fuck,” he cried, her pleas for him to fill her tipping him over the edge, “I’m going to cum.”

“Do it,” she cried, “I want to feel you cum inside me, I want to feel what it’s like to have your cum dripping out of my tight, wet pussy.”

“I’m cumming,” he moaned.

“Yes,” she cried, “that’s it cum for me, fill me with your inspiration, Mr Big Author Man.”

He cried out as he came, his cock throbbing as he pumped her beautiful pussy full of cum, holding himself deep inside her ripe body, inside her fresh and fertile cunt, as he shot load after load of his seed in her, coating her walls with his semen as she cried out, the feeling of him cumming inside her, her g-spot covered in his hot, sticky semen triggering her own orgasm, and he kept pumping, filling her with more cum than he had thought possible, his cock twitching with each release, going and going until he was spent and then more still, ploughing his hard cock into her as she rode him to ecstasy, her body shaking and tensing as he let her ride out her orgasm to completion, fucking her into a state of pure primal bliss.

When they had both finished, they stayed here, Morika still bent against the tree, Jack still balls deep in her throbbing pussy. He gently ran his hand up her back, feeling her soft skin, now covered in sweat, the scent of their primal rutting enveloping them. Then slowly, he pulled his cock out of her and she gasped.

“Is my pussy still beautiful?” she asked, her stretched hole turning creamy as his thick load began to drip out of her.

“More beautiful than ever,” he said as she leaned back and he watched his seed dribble out of her slick pussy and into the grass.

Really?” she asked, as he kept his eyes on her as she bent over and pulled up her thong, the damp material darkening further as the rest of his semen began to pool inside them.

“Really,” he said, watching as she pulled her skin-tight jeans up over her legs, which once again, perfectly outlined her ass. And as she did up her jeans, still facing the tree, he reached down and pulled up his trousers, fastening them. “It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

She turned and leaned against the tree, a hint of uncertainty in her eye, the first time he had seen anything other than complete and utter confidence there.

“But then again,” he said, moving closer to her, “I could say that about literally every part of you, inside and out.”

He leaned in and kissed her slowly as she leaned against the tree, her hands taking hold of his, holding them firmly as his body pressed against hers.


Chapter Four

They emerged from the trees, peering through the foliage to make sure the path was clear before they did so.

“Go,” whispered Morika, pulling him towards the path, “no, wait!” she entreated urgently, pulling him back into the greenery.

They crouched there, Morika with a finger to her lips, entreating Jack to stifle his giggles, even as she struggled to maintain hers as she watched a couple of old women walking past, then ducked as one of the women turned to the spot Morika and Jack were hiding.

“What’s the matter?” asked the other woman.

“I thought I heard something in the bushes,” she said.

“Probably just a squirrel,” she replied. “Or some young people getting it on. Now hurry up.”

“Disgraceful,” said the woman as they both walked away. “What’s so funny?” she asked as her friend laughed.

“They didn’t call you ‘Harriet the Whoreticulturalist’ because of your love of plants, you know,” she said, bursting into a full-on cackle. “Although you always were fond of bushes!”

“Mary!” cried Harriet.

Jack and Morika continued to crouch, waiting for the bickering ladies to disappear before finally stepping out onto the clear path.

“Finally,” said Morika, giggling as she brushed down her creased clothes, clearing off as many bits of leaves and moss as she could as Jack did the same, their hair bedraggled despite their best efforts to make it otherwise.

And as they continued to walk through the park there was, for the first time, a true moment of tenderness between them. There was no eagerness or excitement, no need to fill the air with unnecessary words, there was just peace.

As they walked in silent, hand in hand, their grip loose but secure, giggles long since dissipated, he felt for the first time that he was really getting to know her, that the walls between them had fallen away and they existed as two people fully exposed to one another, their true selves laid bare in the most intimate way possible, through the pure, honest, unadulterated act of fucking.

Connection at a carnal level, honest, raw, uncensored by polite society, just two people and their most base desires. Driven by nothing but the overwhelming urge for physical satisfaction.

But as he looked at her and she looked at him, a twinkle in her eye that he hadn’t seen before, he knew it was something more, that through the carnal act, they had formed a deeper connection than he had ever felt possible, one that made him feel both blissful and concerned. For after all, where did this leave him and Asami, or for that matter, Morika and Asami?

The whole situation was far more complicated than he could have ever imagined and, with no experience of anything like this before, he had no idea where things would go from here.

“Ooh,” said Morika, as if she had heard his deepest thoughts and had the perfect answer for him. He looked at her and waited for her words of wisdom to spill forth from her lips to make everything clear. “We should get ice cream!”

He looked at her and then followed her gaze across the park to where an ice cream truck was parked, the driver serving a long queue of waiting customers with exactly what they needed on such a sunny day.

“Perfect,” he said, smiling, ready to take things one step at a time and ready to enjoy each new adventure as it came.

◆◆◆

“What?” asked Morika, as she looked at him, her lips covered in creamy white ice cream.

“Nothing,” he said, watching her pink tongue lick her lips, scooping up the creamy substance and swallowing it down.

“Men,” she said, rolling her eyes, “you’re never satisfied.”

“Sure we are,” he said, running his tongue through the sweet folds of his ice cream, “it’s just being with a woman like you quickly builds up our appetites.”

She gently punched him on the arm.

“Hey!” he said, his hand grabbing the spot she had punched. “I can’t help it that you’re so tasty.”

“Hmm,” she said, thinking about it for a moment, “that’s fair. I am really tasty.” She reached up and touched his face as she leaned in to kiss him with her cold but sweet lips. She moaned into his mouth as her tongue slid into his and he wondered if she could still taste herself on his lips, the flavour of her pussy mixing with the creamy sweetness of the vanilla ice cream. His cock throbbed at the thought of licking ice cream from her body, melting streams running down her body, dripping off her hard nipples, the creamy liquid trickling over her flat stomach, curving around her navel as it made its way towards her red-hot pussy, as he waited between her legs, ready to lap up every drop from her hot skin.

“Speaking of tasty,” she said as they continued to walk along, “do you fancy coming over for dinner tomorrow night? I’m not much of a cook, but you know Asami has all sorts of hidden skills.”

His cock twitched as he thought of Asami the night before, down on her knees, taking his cock deep into her throat with surprising ease.

“Yeah,” he said, “that sounds great. I was going to have some of the lasagna, I’ve not had a chance to taste it yet.”

“You’ll love it,” she said. “But we’ll make something extra special tomorrow.”

“We? I thought Asami was the chef in your place?”

“I’m not too shabby in the kitchen,” she said, a glint in her eye, “given proper direction and a firm hand.”

He imagined Asami directing Morika with a firm hand, bending her over the kitchen table and spanking her friend’s perfect round ass, leaving white handprints in flour on her skin.

Asami had seemed so meek and mild upon first sight, but after last night he knew differently, and now he wondered just how misleading that initial impression really was.

“Shit,” said Morika as the church bells chimed, “what time is it?”

“Two o’clock,” he said.

“I gotta go, got things to do.”

“I thought it was your day off?”

“Oh sweetie,” she said, “women never get a day off. You think it’s easy to look this good?”

He looked her up and down, taking in her perfect body.

“I guess you got me there.”

“Yes,” she said, “I do.” She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek, then turned and began to walk briskly back the way they came.

“Don’t forget,” she said, turning and walking backwards as she called out to him, “dinner tomorrow. Don’t make me have to chase you!”

Wouldn’t mind that one bit, he thought, as he watched her turn and sprint through the park, disappearing into the crowd, as his mind drifted elsewhere making him completely oblivious to the melting ice cream running down the wafer cone and over his sticky fingers.


Chapter Five

He continued to walk through the park for a bit, his hands sticky from the melted ice cream. Soon he found himself heading back towards the gates of the park, circling around the pond where they’d fed the ducks.

He’d thought about quickly dipping them in there, but wasn’t sure others would take too kindly to the strange man washing himself in the park. Besides, he wasn’t at all confident the water would actually make him cleaner.

So he walked, his jacket over his elbow as the afternoon sun shone down, trying not to think about his sticky fingers and trying not to touch anything. It had been, so far, a perfect day, thanks, in no small part, to Morika and her thirst for adventure, and other things.

Don’t forget, dinner tomorrow!

The thought excited and terrified him in equal measure.

He was more than happy to spend time with both Morika and Asami, both separately or together, but he couldn’t help shaking the feeling of uncertainty.

What was their relationship? Was there a relationship? Or were they just two friends who had happily fucked the same guy on consecutive days? Was that a deal they had? Was that even a thing?

He kept walking, trying not to think about it, trying to distract himself with the old writer’s trick of people watching, noting their actions and characteristics, their looks and what it said about them, what it might be hiding about them. But as much as he tried to avoid the thought, they kept appearing in his mind. They were both stunningly beautiful, albeit in completely different ways, and their personalities were just as contrasting. Yet they seemed to complement each other perfectly, and what’s more, they both seemed to want him.

Him!

What two women like that saw in a man like him, relatively unsuccessful and nearly twice their age, he had no idea. But they had both made their intentions very clear, so that was the end of that.

Or was it?

His mind raced with possibilities of what ‘dinner’ meant. Was it simply an invitation from one neighbour to the other, a ‘welcome to the building’ kind of thing? Or were Morika and Asami on the menu?

Or, was he?

His cock throbbed in his trousers as he thought of the potential evening ahead, even as he tried to convince himself it was nothing but a wild fantasy. But then, hadn’t Morika and Asami already proven themselves to be just that?

He took a deep breath of the fresh park air and cast his glance high, taking in the bright green foliage cast against the clear blue sky, as the birds zipped through the treetops, proving the perfect soundscape for this natural paradise in a concrete jungle.


Chapter Six

Jack wiped his now-clean hands on his trousers as he left the washroom of the coffee shop Morika had taken him to earlier. It was a lovely place for sure, but like most places, the hand dryer didn’t actually dry his hands.

As he walked from the back of the place, he was debating whether to get another cup. It was (like everything in the neighbourhood) a bit on the pricey side, especially multiple times per day, but this was only a one-off, besides, he couldn’t face another cup of instant coffee right now, not after having already had one of these.

But then, as he continued to debate whether or not to get one, a voice caught his attention and decided for him.

“Hey, Jack!”

“Hi, Danuja,” he said, turning to the queue of patrons and seeing his next-door neighbour at the end of the line. His jaw nearly hit the floor as he saw the casual but tight-fitting clothing she had been wearing yesterday in the lift, had been replaced by something completely different.

Today, she wore a pair of skin-tight yoga shorts that perfectly accentuated her smooth, toned legs and her firm ass, and a skin-tight lycra crop top underneath an oversized zip-up hoodie that hung open loosely, showing off her tight body.

“What are you up to?” she asked.

“Not much,” he said, trying not to stare at her stunning form, “just getting a coffee.”

“Me too, obviously.”

“You on a lunch break?”

“I wish,” she said. “I was just down at the gym burning off some excess energy. Sometimes, you just need to get out of the house and go at it ‘til you’re physically exhausted, you know?”

“Yeah,” said Jack, thinking about Morika in the clearing, his hand resting on her back as she bent over against the tree, both of them panting heavily, his hard cock still inside her quivering body, “sometimes that’s the only thing to do.”

“But…” she said, “I forgot I’d arranged to meet someone this afternoon, so I had to rush from the gym to here. And, obviously, I didn’t bring a change of clothes, so that’s why I look like this.” She swished her hand in front of her, inviting him to inspect how awful she looked. He glanced down, pretending to notice her tight-fitting gym attire the first time, making a note not to linger too long on any part of her perfect body, then looked back up to her face.

“You look fine to me,” he said.

“Just fine?” she asked, running a hand through her short red hair, then wiping her sweat-dampened hand across her breasts. Yeah, maybe fine is about,” she added, laughing.

“I mean, obviously you look great,” he said, feeling emboldened by his afternoon with Morika, “but maybe this isn’t what I’d be expecting someone to be wearing for a business meeting. Not that I’d be complaining, at all.”

“Well, then I wish my meeting was with you, Mr Writer. Although,” she said, a wry smile on her face, “if this were one of your stories, I’d probably be wearing a lot less than even this.”

She laughed as he felt his cheeks flush, keeping his eyes focused on her as he pretended not to see the other people in the queue looking at them.

“I’m just kidding,” she said, gently touching his face, “sort of.”

“Hi, what can I get you today?”

“Hi there,” said Danuja, turning to the young woman behind the counter and ordering two coffees.

“It’s ok,” he said, “I can get my own.”

“I know you can,” she said, “these are for me and my associate.” She laughed again.

“Oh right,” he said, “sorry.”

“You are too cute,” she said, “actually,” she turned to the young woman, “can we get a third, please?”

“Really,” he said, “I wasn’t angling for a free coffee.”

“Well, too bad, because now you’ve got one. Although,” she said, angling her body towards him as she leaned her elbow on the counter, her hoodie opening as her pert breasts pushed out further, “it does come at a price.”

At that moment, he would have agreed to pay any price just to have coffee with her, let alone anything else.

“What’s that?” he asked, trying to sound indifferent.

“You have to drink it with us.”

“Oh,” he said, “I’m not sure I’d be much use at a business meeting. Particularly not one about graphic design.”

“Nonsense,” she said, “you’re just what I need.” The young woman behind the counter read out the price and Danuja swiped her phone against the card reader. “Besides, we already have a business meeting booked, don’t we? I’m just moving up the schedule a little.”

“Do we?” he said, trying to work out what she meant. “Oh, right,” he said, remembering the note that had been slipped under his door earlier.

My place, tonight, 8pm.

Dress sharp, be sharp.

C

xxx

“Don’t sound too excited,” she said, picking up two of the coffees the young woman had placed in front of her. “Grab yours, will you?” she said as she began to make her way across the room. He picked up his coffee, took a sip to make spilling it less likely and cursed as it burnt his tongue again.

“I never learn,” he said to himself as he followed Danuja through the crowd, trying not to stare as her lycra shorts hugged her ass.

“This is my friend, Jack,” said Danuja as she settled at one of the tables, which was already occupied.

Friends?

They’d only met on two occasions, including this one, neither of which had so far lasted more than a few minutes, even if they had both been very memorable.

“Hi,” said Jack, taking the third seat as he placed his mug of coffee on the table. He caught a glance of her and his cock twitched in his trousers.

“Hi,” said the young woman, eyeing him sceptically with a cold glare. She was Japanese as well and he estimated her to be slightly younger than Danuja, perhaps twenty-one or twenty-two, where he thought Danuja was a year or two older.

“Sorry to interrupt,” he said, offering a weak smile.

“You’re not interrupting anything,” said Danuja, resting her hand on his, although the young woman’s continued gaze suggested otherwise. “This,” she said, indicating to the young woman, “is Eve.”

“Nice to meet you, Eve,” he said, reaching out his free hand. He held it there a moment, unsure if she would take it, but then she finally did, wrapping her long, slender fingers around his and shaking limply.

She was much paler than Danuja, her light skin accented by her thick black eyeliner and dark lipstick which at first he thought was a shade of black, but the more he looked at it seemed to be a deep dark shade of red. Her hair was long and black, compared to Danuja’s red pixie cut, but her outfit was where they differed the most.

Eve was sitting in the coffee shop on what must have been one of the hottest days of the year so far, wearing a black corset dress with string ties fastened tightly across the front, which pressed her breasts up into a hefty cleavage, which Jack had to fight from staring at.

“So,” he said, trying to fill the awkward silence, “are you a graphic designer as well?”

“Actually,” said Danuja, “Eve works for me.” Eve cast a glance at Danuja. “Well, she works with me, collaboratively, on certain projects that I think could use her very specific eye. She’s a photographer. Right, right,” she said, as Eve cast another look her way, “she’s a…”

“I’m a visual artist specialising in the still-film medium, capturing socially transgressive moments that undercut the heteronormative hegemony of repressive bourgeois morality and conformity whilst exposing the hypocrisy of existing social systems, stripped down to the most basic components to emphasise the inherent contradictions within.

“I see,” he said, not seeing at all.

“Black and white photos of cool shit,” offered Danuja, as a way of translation.

“To the layman,” said Eve looking at Jack, “yes.”

“So photos,” said Jack.

“Yes,” said Eve.

“Of socially transgressive moments?”

“Yes.”

“Like?”

“Things that would blow your mind.”

“A lot of her work, which is fabulous, by the way,” said Danuja, turning to Eve and then back to Jack, “really captures the conflicting wants and needs that are, in many ways, the true essence of the human experience, in a lot of ways you might not expect.”

“I see,” said Jack, not really seeing at all.

“It’s what the average person on the street might consider avant-garde,” said Danuja, which caused Eve to snort with derision.

“What the average person on the street knows about avant-garde art could be written on the tip of a spermatozoa and ejaculated into a tube sock.”

“Is that the sort of thing you photograph?” asked Jack, trying to lighten the mood.

It did not.

“Anyway,” said Danuja, sensing things were not going quite to plan, “it is quite fortuitous that we met you here this afternoon, because that was what we were intending to discuss.”

“Photographs?” he asked, genuinely confused.

“In a manner of speaking,” she said, “but more precisely, photographs of you.

“Of me.”

“Specifically, with regards to your next novel.”

My next novel?

“I’m afraid I haven’t actually written it yet,” he said, thinking about the disjointed pages in his apartment. “In fact, I’m not even sure what it is going to be about.”

“Which,” said Danuja, “is where Eve comes in.”

Jack looked from one woman to the other, still none the wiser.

“I’m going to strip you bare,” said Eve, her tone completely flat, “and show your naked body to the world.”

Jack sat there, his head spinning with confusion, but still, he found Eve’s indifference and aloofness captivating, his cock twitching as he imagined posing for her, her cold eyes on his naked body as she took photo after photo, bending him into whatever shape satisfied her creative spirit. And he was eager to satisfy her in every way possible.

“Metaphorically speaking, of course,” said Danuja, laughing.

“Yes,” said Eve, taking a sip of her coffee, “metaphorically speaking, mostly.” As she placed the cup down, he noticed the dark lipstick mark on her cup and tried hard not to imagine the same shade around the base of his cock.

“I thought it would be a mutually beneficial arrangement between the three of us,” said Danuja, placing her elbows on the table as she rested her chin on her hands.

“I’m happy to help,” said Jack, “but I’m not quite sure how.”

“Eve wants to photograph you.” Eve looked at her. “Alright, I want Eve to photograph you. Just some shots of the author, to build her portfolio to pay the bills whilst her authentic work continues to be underappreciated in the art world.”

“Philistines and perverts,” spat Eve, “every last one.”

“And not in the good way,” added Danuja, winking at Jack, who was sure he saw the briefest glimmer of a smile appear on Eve’s dark-red lips.

“They would be free of charge, naturally, as you would be paying with…”

“My soul?” asked Jack, smiling.

Eve did not smile.

“I was going to say,” said Danuja, repressing a snigger, “with your time. But soul works too.”

“Do you accept payment in souls, Eve?” asked Jack, trying to get a laugh out of her.

“The human soul is a filthy, degraded mass of foetid desires and impure lusts,” she said, her expression just as stony as ever, “so, yes.”

“Perfect,” said Jack, “now that we’ve got payment sorted, care to tell me more? I get the feeling this is about a little more than simple headshots. Especially as you mentioned my next novel, whatever that is.”

“Come, come,” said Danuja, “you must have some ideas what it will be about? Even now, I can see the wheels churning behind your eyes, working on it as we speak.”

“Well,” he said, wondering just how close her imaginings of his thoughts were to the ones really rattling around in his mind, “I do have the beginnings of something.”

“Perfect,” said Danuja, “we can use that to generate further inspiration, one work of art inspiring the other.”

“I’m not sure I’d call it art, exactly,” he said.

“Does it have a title?” asked Eve, much to the surprise of both Jack and Danuja.

“It’s a bit soon for me to be thinking about a final title,” he said, “but I do have a working one. It helps to keep my focus on what I’m trying to achieve with the work.” He looked from Eve to Danuja, both pairs of eyes locked on him, waiting for this morsel of information.

“It's called, Writing and Fucking.”


Chapter Seven

“I like it.”

Those were Eve’s last words as Danuja dragged her off to “get to work.”

What that “work” was, Jack wasn’t precisely sure. It might have had something to do with the photoshoot they had planned for him, or it might have been something completely different.

I like it.

The words swam around in his head like an intoxicating elixir. It was only the slightest hint of praise, but coming from Eve it felt as if she had taken him in her arms and lavished him with affection.

Why he felt so strongly about a stranger’s approval was something he would have to make a note of to discuss in therapy. Or a theme to explore in one of his books, which to him was basically the same thing.

He’d watched Danuja drag her protégé out, his eyes flickering between both of them, from Danuja’s perfectly shaped ass in her yoga shorts to Eve’s outfit, her corset hugging her body tightly, giving way to a dress comprised of a series of ruffles, a mixture of black and white layers, that bounced around the top of her thighs as she moved with small, quick steps, her legs long and thin and covered in fishnet stockings, the outfit completed by a pair of ridiculously high heels, black of course.

She reminded him of a character from a Tim Burton movie, one of the good ones. It was as if she had fallen right out of the screen and into a completely different world, one where her heightened aesthetic made her stand out like a sore thumb. So it was strange to him, that as she wobbled out of the store on her precariously high heels, no one else seemed to bat an eyelid.

Well, he thought to himself, sipping his coffee, that’s the city for you.

◆◆◆

He sat there and finished his coffee, ruminating on his latest run-in and the implications of it all, before heading back to the apartment. He still had a few hours before his photoshoot, which was good because he hadn’t meant to be out for very long, an hour at the most. Not that he was anything other than delighted with the way his afternoon had gone, but he was also glad to be back before his next meeting, which meant he still had some time to write.

He walked over to his typewriter and picked up the handwritten note.

My place, tonight, 8pm.

Dress sharp, be sharp.

C

xxx

He placed it to his nose and could smell faint hints of her perfume on the paper. His cock twitched with excitement even as he began to yawn, his head spinning.

He hadn’t, he realised, slept at all last night. And now, having managed to navigate through the day on a combination of caffeine, adrenaline and testosterone, was completely spent.

He walked into the bedroom and let himself trust fall onto the mattress, arms spread out as he collapsed back onto the soft duvet. But even as he lay there, he felt the urge to get up and get down all the ideas swirling around in his mind. There were so many, all fighting for attention, like women pulling him in every direction, each deeply desirous to solely occupy all his attention and affection, that he needed to get them down on paper as soon as possible, before they started to get bored of him and to wander off looking for another soul for whom to become a muse.

Yet even with this sense of urgency running through his veins, the will is only as strong as the body containing it, and within seconds, he was asleep.


Chapter Eight

KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK.

Jack sat up on the bed. It was dark now and he was still in his clothes. He tried to orient himself and remember where he was.

KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK.

The hammering continued, knocking from his grasp any sense of centre. He pushed himself up, his brain completely fogged by sleep and exhaustion, then got up off the bed and walked in a zig-zag towards the infernal noise.

KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK.

“Alright,” he said, his voice dripping with irritation, “I’m coming, I’m coming.”

“I hope not,” said Eve, standing in the hallway like a being from another world, “it’s far too early for the spilling of seed.”

He squinted his eyes, trying to focus on the pale figure clad all in black, standing perfectly still in front of him.

“Shit,” he said, “what time is–?”

“Yes,” she said, then turned and walked off down the corridor, her heels clacking precisely on the tiled floors. “We won’t be waiting for you.” She opened the front door to Danuja’s apartment and walked inside, closing the door with a thud.

Jack closed his front door and stumbled back into the apartment, moving this way and that, uneasy on his feet and unsure which direction to go in first, until finally he stumbled into the bathroom, stripped off and jumped in the shower.

“Shit,” he cried as he jumped right back out of the shower, the water cold.

“At least it woke me up a bit,” he said to himself as he stood with his arms folded, shivering as the icy water dripped down him. Even as he stood there, shaking with cold, thoughts of Eve ran through his mind, his cock hardening as he pictured the cold glare of his gothic Japanese nightmare upon his naked body, then he stepped back into the water and sighed as the hot water battered his tired body.

◆◆◆

A few minutes later, he jumped out of the shower, now fully awake, dried himself and ran into the kitchen. He pulled out the lasagna Asami had made from the fridge, cut himself a healthy portion and chucked it in the microwave. It felt sacrilegious to heat such a delicious-looking home-cooked meal like that, but time was of the essence.

He hadn’t eaten all day, planning to get home and enjoy some of Asami’s lasagna before getting back to work. But after his extended afternoon with Morika and his unexpected encounter with Danuja and Eve, the day had gotten away from him, but no matter.

A day well lived is a day well written.

He smiled at the line, unsure whether it was a profound moment of insight from one of the great writers of yesteryear, or some bollocks he just thought up to justify an entire day of not writing.

As the microwave hummed, the lasagna rotating in the illuminated cooking box, he ran back to the front door, where his bags were still sitting in a pile. He flipped on the lights for the room and unzipped the main suitcase, digging carefully for a set of fresh clothes.

Everything was still creased, no wonder given he hadn’t bothered to unpack let alone iron anything, but there were still a few items that looked vaguely salvageable. He wondered if Harvey had an ironing board then laughed at the idea, then laughed at himself for laughing, because he didn’t know how to iron either. But then that was one of the perks of being an unknown writer, no one recognised you, and if they did no one expected you to look anything other than a dishevelled husk.

He pulled out a pair of trousers and a shirt and gave them both a bit of a shake before hanging them in the wardrobe, hoping gravity would help sort things out as he dealt with other things.

The microwave dinged and he rushed into the kitchen area, popping open the microwave and taking out the steaming hot lasagna. He put it on the side as he rummaged for a knife and fork, still bollock naked, as he tried to do too many things at once.

“Ah ha!” he said, pulling a fork from one of the drawers then returning to the lasagna. He took a piece and blew on it carefully, thoughts of Morika running through his mind, then tasted it.

“Mmm,” he moaned, the texture and the flavour were amazing, especially considering it was over a day old now and reheated.

He felt bad as he rushed the food, scoffing it down as if he’d never eaten, hunger and time pressure working together to make him a glutton.

Once finished, he put the fork on the plate and rushed to get dressed, throwing on his fresh clothes and adding some product to his hair, before adding a splash of cologne (from Harvey’s personal collection), just to create the aura of being a grown-ass man.

He was An Author, An Adult, A Seer of Things.

He laughed to himself, then rinsed out his mouth with mouthwash, took a moment to compose himself, and headed out the door for his professional photoshoot with his stunning neighbour and her captivating sidekick.


Chapter Nine

He stood outside Danuja’s door for a moment building up the confidence to knock. He didn’t know why he felt nervous all of a sudden, but he felt his stomach churning like he was an awkward teenager again. Excitement, fear, anticipation, dread, hope, despair, a cauldron of churning emotions and raging hormones as new experiences churned up new emotions and new desires in the brave new world of adulthood.

Yet despite the rush of conflicting emotions, it was a nice feeling, one he didn’t realise he had missed, one he had all but forgotten about. The intensity of it all made him feel alive, really alive for the first time in a long time, and he felt like her was once again on the precipice of some grand change in his life, a shift into the next stage of being, of growing into a more matured, evolved version of the person he had been, metamorphosing just like the butterflies in his stomach.

He ran his hands down his clothes, over his trousers and his shirt and his good jacket, the one he thought made him look like an intellectual, but probably, he realised, only made him look like someone trying to look like an intellectual.

But no matter, he looked good enough for a few photos that no one important was ever going to see. It’s not like they would be on the front page of news websites worldwide or placed in the windows of every bookstore in the city. Or any bookstore, for that matter.

He raised his hand to knock when the door flew open and there stood Eve.

“Sorry, I’m late –” he said, grunting as she grabbed him by the arm and pulled him towards her. She wasn’t particularly strong, but she had taken him by surprise and he stumbled into the apartment.

“Well, hello there, neighbour,” said a woman standing in the middle of the room.

“Hi,” he said, his head spinning, as he looked around for Danuja, who was nowhere to be seen. But as he fixed his eyes on the woman in front of him, he realised it was Danuja. But not his Danuja, rather a Danuja, as if she too had fallen into this world from an alternate dimension.

But wherever she had come from, it was certainly a different world than the one which had spawned Eve.

The Danuja that stood in front of her was not the graphic designer with a pixie cut, but a secretary. A sexy as fuck secretary.

A Sexretary, he thought, wondering if that could be the title of another book.

Gone was her dyed-red pixie cut. Instead, her hair was long and black, flowing down her shoulders, which could only have been a wig, unless Danuja had an identical twin, which although appealing, seemed unlikely.

Whilst her hair was now black, her lips were bright red. She had on black thick-framed glasses and a tight white blouse which clung to her body, several buttons undone, exposing a noticeable amount of cleavage which almost distracting enough for him to not notice her dark, hard nipples poking against the near-sheer material, and a short and tight black pencil skirt, which hugged her legs, exposing just a bit of flesh between the hem of her skirt and her stockings, which followed down to her feet, seeing the outfit was completed with a pair black heels, the size of which rivalled Eve’s.

“I thought it would be best if we got into character a little this evening, just to get our creative juices flowing,” she said, flicking her hair playfully. “What do you think, Sir?”

“I think that was a great idea,” said Jack, his cock twitching.

“Good,” she said, slowly stepping towards him. “I’m glad you came in costume, yes,” she said, her hands reaching up and adjusting her shirt collar, her body close to him, her perfume rising from her skin, “this will do nicely for your role as Writing.”

“And what is your role?” asked Jack, swallowing hard as her thigh rubbed against his hardening cock.

“Isn’t it obvious?” she asked, pressing her lips to his ear, her hot breath sending shivers through his body, “tonight, my role is Fucking.”

She ran her soft, warm tongue over his ear lobe, her body pressing tightly against his.

“Get in position,” said Eve.

Danuja pushed back from Jack, giving him a cheeky smile before walking away, one heel in front of the other, her skirt riding just under her ass, which swayed to perfection.

Jack turned to look around the room, searching for any clue this might be an incredibly vivid dream, then decided even if it was, he had no intention of waking up any time soon. His eyes settled on Eve, who was standing in the corner of the room behind a camera on a tripod, a series of lights and photographer’s equipment (which he recognised but had no idea about,) were placed behind her.

She looked from him to the spot directly in front of the camera, then at the camera itself, adjusting various settings, or at least he presumed that’s what she was doing.

Danuja smiled and walked over to Eve and Jack walked into the middle of the room, ambling awkwardly in front of the camera.

“Sit,” said Eve.

He looked at Eve and followed her gaze to a spot behind him.

“Here?” asked Jack, pointing to the small wooden steps placed in the middle of the floor.

“Sit.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said as he sat on top of the steps, the surprise nearly causing him to tumble back. “Woah,” he said as a bright flash illuminated the room. Then another. “Hang on a second.” Then a third.

The flashes stopped as Eve and Danuja consulted a tablet on a stand next to the camera. From what he could tell, they were inspecting the photos Eve had just taken.

“Those were for your soul,” said Eve, “as agreed payment.”

Sure thing,” said Jack, blinking, his vision nothing but a brilliant white.

“Just a few testers,” said Danuja, “just to make sure they look ok.”

“Do they look ok?” he asked, still blinking.

“They’re adequate,” said Eve, moving back to the camera.

High praise, thought Jack, only half-jokingly.

“Should I smile?”

“No.”

“Just look natural,” said Danuja.

Jack put one foot on the bottom step, planted his elbow on his knee and rested his chin on his closed fist, his face contorted into his best ‘thinker’ face.

Danuja laughed as Eve took the shot, then another.

Jack continued to strike pose after pose as Eve took shot after shot, adjusting the camera and lighting to get just the image she needed. After a few silly poses, he sat up straight, giving his best ‘dustjacket’ face, trying to look both authorly and approachable, but not too approachable. But he wasn’t too worried about it, he knew that 90% of the work would be done after the fact, his face being tweaked and filtered until he looked however would best sell his books.

“There,” she said after what felt like no time at all, “we’re done.”

“How do they look?” he asked.

“Predictably mundane and void of artistic merit.”

“Which is exactly what we were going for,” said Danuja. “Now,” she said, turning to Jack, “time for the fun stuff.”

“The fun stuff?”

“You see,” said Danuja as she walked slowly towards him with perfectly choreographed steps, “as we were setting up, were thinking about Writing and Fucking. And so, as you might have gathered, we decided to take those two ideas and have a little fun with them.”

“I see,” he said, his cock hardening.

She leaned down, her blouse falling open, giving him a perfect view of her breasts.

“Do you know how much fun can be had with just writing and fucking?”

He thought back to his stories, to Morika fingering herself as she read it, to Asami ready to prove she knew how to fuck.

“I think I have some idea,” he said.

“Good boy,” she said, placing her foot on the top step, her skirt riding up, exposing her inner thigh, “then we can have some fun.” She kissed him and the camera flashed, blinding him as she took over the rest of his senses.


Chapter Ten

She pressed her crotch into his face, the darkness under her skirt hiding mysteries he was desperate to uncover. He could smell her skin, the faintest hint of perfume rising up, mingling with the scent of her desire. Her thigh was pressed to the side of his face, the edge of her stocking rubbing against his cheek as her hand gripped his hair in position.

“Touch her,” said Eve from behind the camera, followed by a click and a flash.

He ran his hand up her leg, caressing her calf, the muscle held taught by her stiletto heels. He felt the softness of her stockings under his fingers as Danuja purred above him.

“Higher,” commanded Eve, the camera still clicking.

He ran his hand up higher, over her knee and up to her thigh.

“Tighter.”

He dug his fingers into the firm muscle and felt Danuja shuffle slightly, as if she were enjoying this more than a simple photoshoot.

“Higher.”

He slid to the top of her thigh, his hand tracing her bare skin where her stocking ended, his fingertips tracing the bottom of her asscheek.

“Higher,” said Eve, the slightest hint of exasperation entering her voice.

Jack was surprised to hear the young woman express any emotion at all, but was reluctant to grab Danuja’s ass without some sort of permission.

“It’s alright, sweetie,” she said, “you can grab my ass. This is, after all, just art.”

He slid his hand up under her skirt, grabbing her asscheek firmly, her moans of pleasure causing his cock to throb as Eve continued to photograph them.

“Hitch it up.”

Danuja reached back with her free hand and pulled her skirt up, exposing the bottom of her asscheeks.

“Higher.”

“Sorry, darling,” said Danuja, looking over her shoulder, “I’m afraid such attire was not designed to be quite so accommodating to your artistic vision.”

“Then lose it.”

Jack’s hand slid from Danuja’s ass as she stepped back. She looked at him and smiled, then reached back and undid the skirt’s zipper, letting it fall to the floor. She laughed softly.

“See something you like?” she asked, her lower half now covered only in her black heels, stockings, and a pair of sheer, lacy black panties.

“It’s very… artistic,” he said.

“I’m glad you agree,” she said, her heels clicking on the floor as she approached him once again, “I did hear you were a big patron of the arts. Very big.”

She planted her foot on the top step again and pulled Jack’s face deep between her legs, moaning as his nose brushed against her clit through her panties. He felt the heat of her body on his face, the wetness of the fabric and realised she was as excited as he was. Well, maybe not as excited, but she was certainly thoroughly enjoying herself.

Her black panties were sheer and he could see her lips outlined perfectly, her tuft of trimmed dark pubic hair, sitting above her smooth pussy.

She moaned as she pulled him closer, his face rubbing against her panties, the heat of her desire on his face, the scent of her invading his senses. He would have given anything at that moment to take her pussy in his mouth, to suck and lick and taste her as Eve watched dispassionately, capturing the moment for posterity.

He imagined the book cover for Writing and Fucking, an image of Danuja’s tight thigh, his hand gripping her firm ass, holding her close to him as he sucked on her sweet pussy, her hips tilted inwards, desperate for more, her long black hair flowing down her back as she tilted her off-camera face to the sky in pleasure.

“Don’t be afraid,” said Danuja, her hips rocking slightly, “to let the artistic spirit take you wherever you feel.” Her pussy rubbed against his lips as his cock raged with artistic spirit. “We’re all creatives here. We all know the importance of giving in to your instincts when the muse beckons. Oh fuck,” she cried as he pushed his mouth against her wet mound and began to suck rhythmically at the soft material, “such good fucking instincts.”

He brought his hands up to her ass, gripping both cheeks firmly as he continued to suck at her through her panties, the taste of her trickling into his mouth, the flash and click of the camera only making his cock harder as Eve watched him suck on her mentor’s cunt.

“More,” said Eve.

Jack ran his hand over Danuja’s thigh, his fingertips teasing the sensitive skin on her inner thigh as it slid up. He fingered the edge of her panties as he sucked on them, then pulled his mouth back and slipped his fingers underneath the wet material. Danuja moaned as he gently peeled the panties from her pussy and pulled them to the side, exposing her tight slit, then cried out as Jack buried his face deep between her legs, running his tongue between her wet lips, sliding it through her, her taste flooding his mouth.

He pulled back, his lips wet and looked up at her, her breasts heaving as she breathed heavily. She looked down at him, locking eyes with him as her fingers tightened in his hair, then pressed his face deep between her legs. She moaned again, rocking her hips, rubbing herself against his face and he licked and kissed and sucked at her, his tongue sliding between her lips, the tip flicking against her clit, causing her to shiver. She began to rock harder, faster, her knees nearly buckling as he pressed in and slid his tongue deep inside her.

“Fuck me,” she cried, as he pressed his tongue deep inside her, lapping at her tight hole.

That’s the plan, he thought as he began sucking on her entrance, both hands now holding her ass firmly, pulling her closer to him, her lace panties rubbing against his face as he licked deep inside her.

He became aware of the click and flash of the camera changing angle, moving around them. He looked to his side and saw Eve standing right next to him, her camera aimed at him, getting a close-up of him sucking on Danuja’s pussy, without her thigh to block his face. This was definitely not going to be appearing on any book covers, but he couldn’t care less.

He pulled his tongue out of Danuja slowly, holding it out as thin strands of his saliva and her wetness trailed from her pussy to his tongue. He felt Eve shift as she captured the moment, then his face as he looked at her through the camera, the strands breaking as he licked his wet lips. Her constrained breasts heaved even as her face, mostly hidden by the camera, let out no emotion.

Eve lowered the camera, looking him dead in the eye.

“The chair.”

Her eyes flicked briefly from him to a leather comfy chair in the corner of the room.

“Got to follow the muse,” he said to Danuja, running his tongue over her once again, then standing and kissing her, her tongue sliding into his mouth as his had slid into her pussy, moaning as she tasted herself on him, her heels clicking rhythmically as he guided her backwards to the chair.

She let out a surprised yelp as her legs hit the chair and she fell into it.

“Well, this certainly is more comfortable,” she said, her hands on the padded armrests, her legs spread wide. Jack dropped to his knees and ran his hands up her legs as he kissed his way up her stockings.

“Get the man something for his knees, please, sweetie,” she said to Eve, before diverting her gaze down to Jack, “he might be down there a while.”

Eve dropped a cushion on the floor and Jack manoeuvred it under his knees as he continued to kiss up Danuja’s legs, to her thighs, until he was once again where he needed to be.

“Take them off,” said Eve, and Jack reached up, taking the band of the panties in his fingers and sliding them down her legs as Eve photographed it. He pulled them down to her feet, letting one high-heeled foot out, but not the other, instead lifting her legs and placing them on his shoulders, her wet panties hanging from one foot, feeling a sense of achievement as Eve focused the camera on the dangling panties.

He kissed up Danuja’s thighs to her now exposed pussy, her lips dripping wet, and buried his nose in her pubic hair as he began to lick her again. Danuja moaned and groaned, writhing on the comfy chair as she lounged luxuriously, her legs on his shoulders, her heels pressed against his back.

“No,” said Eve, “this is wrong.”

“But it feels sooo right,” purred Danuja, her eyes closed.

“Get up.”

Jack looked at Eve, her camera no longer snapping. She looked right at him.

“Get up.”

“Won’t be second,” he said, sliding her legs from his shoulders and standing.

“You better not be,” she said, her legs closing as she rubbed them together.

“Lose the jacket,” said Eve, the camera hanging on a strap around her neck as it bounced gently between her breasts.

“Mmmm,” moaned Danuja, as Jack took off the jacket. “And that,” she sneered, eyes on his shirt. He began to unbutton it, but clearly not fast enough for Eve’s liking, who grabbed it and began trying to tear it open. But, thankfully for Jack’s shirt, her rage did not equate to her physical strength and the tugging did little other than slow him down.

Once the shirt was finally unbuttoned, he began to take it off and Eve walked behind him, pulling it firmly down his arms and throwing it across the room.

“Back to work.”

“You’re the boss,” he said, his cock throbbing as he took instruction from the petite gothic Japanese artist. He turned back to Danuja, who was still sitting there, only now one hand was buried between her legs, working her clit as she waited for him.

“Just keeping myself warm for you,” she said, spreading her legs, her fingers sliding down through her wet lips and then back to her clit, her wetness lubricating her fingertips as they glided effortlessly over her.

Jack dropped to his knees again and Danuja quickly planted her legs on his shoulders. He moved back in licking at her pussy as she fingered herself, her fingers moving rapidly in front of his face as Eve resumed her work.

“Let him service you,” said Eve, and Danuja removed her fingers, which were instantly replaced by Jack’s tongue.

“Such good service,” said Danuja, as Jack’s tongue moved in quick circles over her clit.

“Your fingers,” said Eve, and Jack looked up to see Eve moving in for a close-up of Danuja’s wet fingertips, capturing the moment, then capturing the next as the fingers slid in between Danuja’s plump lips as she sucked her own wetness from her fingers, sighing contentedly as she tasted herself.

She cried out as Jack took her clit in his lips, sucking on it as he continued to lick her, his cock throbbing harder as he watched Eve lean into Danuja, tilt her head up by her chin and kiss her. It was slow and passionate, lips pressing together and parting, tongues brushing together in the space between, the two women sharing the taste of her pussy, driving Jack into a frenzy.

He kept sucking at Danuja as she rocked her hips, as Eve resumed photographing her, as Danuja’s wet fingers slid underneath her blouse, finding her nipple and playing with it. As he watched Danuja playing with her breast, he slid his hand between her thighs and teased her entrance. She gasped as his fingertips traced circles in the wetness of her pussy, before sliding into them.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as he pressed two fingers into her, her back arching as he slowly worked them deeper and deeper into her, moving them in and out as her body adjusted to accommodate them, “yes, just like that.”

Finally, deep inside her body, he held his fingers there, letting her walls flutter over them, before slowly beginning to move them in and out, building up speed as her body reacted more powerfully, curling them inside her and stroking her inner wall as Eve captured every moment.

Eve moved in close and he looked at her and caught her looking at him, her large eyes slightly wider, pupils dilated, a desire for the same burning in them. She saw him looking and instantly returned her gaze to the camera, so he began to move his fingers faster, quickly finger fucking Danuja as he sucked her clit, his neighbour rocking and moaning and thrusting her hips, her hand deep in her shirt now, fingers gripping her breast as she cried out for more. He kept going, giving her exactly what she needed as her dark protégé captured every moment of truth exuded by her body.

Danuja’s body moved more wildly, her cries getting louder and less contained, as Jack continued to work between her legs. She moaned and Jack looked up, seeing Eve leaning over her shoulder, looking down at Jack as he pleasured her, her eyes locked on him as he sucked at Danuja’s clit.

“Oh yes oh fuck oh yes that’s it just like ooooooh my gooood just  like don’t stop just yes yes oh keep please keep fuuuuuck oh god im cumming im cumming oh fuck I’m gonna – ahh!”

Danuja cried out as she came, her thighs clamping on Jack’s face, squeezing him like a vice, her stockings rubbing against his cheeks as he kept working on her, kept sucking on her, working relentlessly to keep her orgasm going, to keep her writhing and moaning and begging, to keep her body shaking and throbbing and cumming as he fingerfucked her slick cunt, her wetness dribbling down his hand, her heels digging deep into his back, every scratch a mark of victory as he kept her orgasm going and going, every moment recorded for history by Eve, one hand on the camera, the other now in Danuja’s shirt, teasing her boss’s nipple as she climaxed.

With a final yelp, Danuja went limp in the chair, her legs easing from Jack’s face, her body lowered into the chair. She was breathing heavily as Eve gently stroked her hair, whispering in her ear, her eyes firmly locked on Jack. Danuja whimpered and shivered as Jack slowly slid his fingers out of her pussy and then released her clit from his mouth. He sat back, gasping for air, gazing upon her magnificent slit, soaking with his saliva and her desire.

“How was that?” he asked.

“Am-az-ing,” wheezed Danuja.

“Not awful,” said Eve.

Jack laughed.

“What could I have done better?” he asked. Eve walked around the chair and he, still on his knees, turned to face her. She stopped inches from his face, the ruffles of her skirt fluttering directly in front of him and for a moment he thought she was going to lift them up and expose herself to him, ready to instruct him in all the ways he could have done it better. Instead, she squatted directly in front of him, her ass nearly touching the floor, showing a surprising amount of flexibility and balance, even with the ridiculously high heels, then leaned in and kissed him. She moved slowly, her tongue exploring his mouth precisely, moaning softly, then pulled back and ran her tongue up his cheek, licking Danuja’s pussy juices off him.

She worked methodically as she licked Danuja’s wetness from his face, her hand gripping his hair as she did so, turning his head this way and that, whilst the whole time his cock throbbed with the need for release.

Once satisfied, she stood up with remarkable ease, turned and clicked away as Jack knelt there, watching her ruffles sway around her perfect ass.

“Five minutes,” said Eve, “then we go again.”


Chapter Eleven

Jack continued to kneel shirtless in front of Danuja, who wore nothing but her blouse (excluding her stockings and heels, of course).

“Are all your photoshoots like this?”

“Not at all,” said Danuja, her legs closed, the tuft of dark pubic hair poking out, a sharp contrast to her pale skin, “some of them can get quite wild.”

Jack took a deep breath.

This isn’t wild?!

“Time,” said Eve as she clicked back into the room. “Stand.”

Jack stood as Danuja continued to sit there.

“What do you think, sweetie?” asked Danuja, looking at Eve, “some full-length shots?”

Eve smirked ever so slightly.

“Acceptable.”

“I thought you’d like that,” she said, pushing herself up from the sofa and kneeling in front of Jack, her knees now supported by the cushion. “Like this?”

Eve walked up to Danuja, angling the pillow and gently guiding her body so that Danuja was positioned just the way Eve needed. Then she grabbed Jack and pulled him around positioning as if he was nothing but a prop, so that he was standing directly in front of Danuja.

“This is the bit you’ll really enjoy,” said Danuja as she looked up at him.

Jack, still tasting Danuja on his tongue, was already really enjoying himself, so he could only imagine how good the rest of it would be.

“Undo the belt,” said Eve.

Jack reached for his belt, but Eve quickly walked over and grabbed his wrist, pulling it away.

“Real men,” she said, still holding his wrist, “expect to be serviced.”

Her grip was firmer than he expected, but her skin was just as soft as he had imagined. Her hand on him was warm and he wondered if her entire body felt like that.

He found her words to be strange and he certainly didn’t agree with them. After all, he had just spent a not inconsiderable time servicing Danuja, which he found thoroughly enjoyable and manly. Still, this was Eve’s photoshoot, her artistic project in which she made the rules, so he would acquiesce and expect to be serviced.

He looked down at Danuja who was looking up at him. She glanced at Eve, who was once again looking through the camera. Eve nodded and the photos began, capturing every moment of it, of Eve reaching up to Jack’s belt, her hands running over the leather, tugging out the one end, holding it out then undoing the buckle, slowly opening his jeans, posing as she held both ends in her hands, then letting go and finding the top button. She undid it and slowly undid his zipper, letting his trousers hang open as her hands traced his hard cock underneath.

He moaned as she reached in and found his cock, rubbing him through his underwear as Eve watched through the camera.

She ran her other hand up over his chest, her fingers tracing along his abs.

“She’s your pet,” said Eve, “reward her.”

He reached down and stroked her hair as she knelt in front of him.

“Free him.”

Danuja pulled her hand out of his trousers and pulled his trousers down, moaning as she saw the outline of his throbbing cock in his boxers. She leaned in and kissed it, her long hair covering her face as her red lips kissed up and down his shaft, her hands caressing his thighs as her lips kissed over the tip of his cock.

“Fully.”

Danuja leaned back and looked up at him, her fingers hooked in his boxers and then pulled them down slowly, gasping as his hard cock sprung free.

“Pleasure him.”

She took him in her hand, stroking him slowly as Eve moved in closer, the camera close enough to capture every vein, every drop of precum on the tip of his cock as Danuja’s hand slid up and down his shaft.

“More.”

She moved her hand faster, her breathing increasing as she began to pump his cock, his precum coating the tip of her index finger as her hand slid up and down him.

“Tongue.”

Danuja pulled her hand from his cock as Eve crouched down right beside them, her camera angled upwards as Danuja stuck her tongue out inches from his cock. Then she placed the warm tip of her tongue on the underside of his shaft, holding it there for Eve to record. He moaned as he felt her warm saliva dripping down her tongue and over his balls, then moaned again as she slowly licked up the underside of his shaft, her warm, wet tongue moving agonisingly slowly over him, then stopping as the tip of his cock rested on her tongue, her warm breath teasing the tip. He tensed himself, aware a heavy sigh from her inviting mouth might be enough for him to cum.

Then she flicked her tongue over the tip and sat back.

Jack sighed, thankful for the moment of relief before without warning, she took the tip of his cock in her mouth. She held it there a moment, then began to move her lips up and down it, her tongue swirling over it as she did so.

“Real men expect to be serviced,” said Eve, not looking at him.

He moaned again, fists curled into balls at his side as she took him in her mouth, her bright red lips slowly sliding down his shaft, taking him deeper and deeper into her throat until her lips were wrapped around the hilt.

She looked up at him, her eyes wide, then slowly slid her red lips back up his shaft, leaving a red ring of lipstick around the base of his cock. She pulled him out of her mouth, gasping deeply, thin strands of saliva running from the tip of his cock to her shiny wet lips. She licked her lips, snapping the strands of saliva.

He breathed deeply, trying to calm himself, his fingernails digging into the palms of his hand, trying to distract himself from the stunning young woman knelt at his feet, her salvia covering his cock, as the other watched every moment with a keen eye. But his relief was short-lived as she quickly took him back into her mouth, her lips sliding quickly up and down his shaft, her tongue licking the underside as her hand reached for his balls, taking them carefully in her fingers and caressing them, her wide eyes fixed on his.

“Take her,” said Eve.

Jack looked up from the woman sucking his cock to the woman with the camera.

“Take her.”

He looked back down at Danuja, then took a firm grip of her hair. She stopped instantly, his cock half in and half out of her mouth. She knelt there obediently as he began to thrust his hips, fucking her mouth. She moaned with pleasure as he slid it in and out, her lips wrapped firmly around it as she sucked him, flicking at him with her tongue as he thrust in and out.

“Take her.”

He moved faster, fucking her mouth deeper, feeling the tip of his cock pressing into the back of her throat, feeling the contracting muscles as her lips maintained their firm grip.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, his balls contracting in Danuja’s palm, “I think I’m going to cum.”

“Too early,” said Eve. “Real men last.”

He didn’t know what Eve knew about ‘real men’ but he knew what it felt like to get his dick ‘really sucked’ and Danuja was a fucking master. He kept going, bringing himself to the edge, feeling how good it would be to fill her mouth, to pump his cum right down her throat, but then stopped, pulling his cock out of her mouth, her saliva running down his shaft and over his balls.

He was breathing heavily, his cock twitching, desperate for release.

“I didn’t say stop,” said Eve.

“Real men,” said Jack, “know when to stop, and know when to fuck.” He looked down at Danuja. “Take it off.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, smiling as she undid her blouse. “You’re Writing, it’s your story.”

“Yes,” he said, taking his trouser off fully, “it is.”

“And I…” said Danuja, her fingers methodically working at the buttons of her blouse.

“You’re Fucking.”

She stood in front of him, her shirt flapping gently open.

“Take it off.”

Danuja went to remove it.

“Not you,” he said, “her”. He kept his eyes fixed on Danuja. Nothing happened for a moment, then he heard the click of heels on the floor until Eve was standing behind Danuja. He kept his eyes locked on Danuja as Eve ran her long, elegant fingers down Danuja’s arms and then back up, taking hold of her shirt and sliding it off her, pulling it off her arms, leaving Danuja standing there in nothing but her stockings and heels.

He stepped forward and kissed her, pressing his body into hers, his slick cock slipping between her legs, her wet slit sliding along the top. She moaned, her hands moving over his back as she slid her pussy along the top of his cock, as his hands explored her bare skin, before sliding down to her ass, holding her cheeks firmly as she rocked her hips.

“Oh god,” she moaned as he kissed down her neck, sucking at the delicate skin, flicking his tongue as he did so moving down across her shoulder and down along her chest, finding her breast and taking one of her nipples into his mouth, sucking hard as his tongue swirled around it. She pressed her hands into his back, her fingernails digging into him as he sucked at her, and wrapped a leg around the back of his legs, holding herself close to him as his other hand slid up her body and found her other breast, feeling its weight and heft, caressing it as he teased her other nipple between his fingers.

She cried out as he sucked her nipple hard and then released, bringing his free hand to her wet breast as he took her other nipple in his mouth, sucking just as hard, tongue moving just as quickly.

She rocked her hips faster and faster over his cock, coating him in her juices, desperate for him to be inside her.

“Please,” she whispered in his ear, her breath hot on his skin as she gasped, “take me.”

He pulled his lips from her breast and kissed her, pulling her close as he did so, pressing her nipples, wet and firm, to his chest. He ran his hands down her body and grabbed the back of her thighs and she yelped as he picked her up, her petite body easy to move around. She quickly wrapped both legs around his back and both her arms around his neck, rocking on his cock as he carried her, before he dropped her into the comfy chair. She gasped as she hit the chair, her breast bouncing from the impact, then moaned as he ran his hands up her stockinged legs, lifting them high in the air as she sank lower into the chair, bending forward as her ass rose higher, her calves planted firmly on his shoulders.

He reached down with one hand and took the base of his cock in his hand, then looked at Eve, making sure she was capturing the moment, before guiding his cock to her entrance. She moaned as he rubbed the tip up and down between her wet lips, teasing her until she couldn’t take it anymore, then slid down to her entrance and guided himself into her.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as he began to slowly work his cock in and out of her, his shaft thicker than the two fingers he had penetrated her with earlier. He felt her pussy squeezing him as he moved in and out and watched as her lips gripped his shaft as he worked his way deeper into her, her pussy warm and wet and tight, Eve leaning in close to capture every detail.

He moaned as he felt her pussy contracting on his cock, now fully inside of her, then moved slowly in and out, taking his time, bracing himself as he began to fuck her glorious pussy. She moaned as he moved faster, stretching her out as she tightened her legs around him, rocking her hips, pushing her legs down on his shoulder as she lifted herself higher as he fucked her from the tight angle in the comfy chair, moving faster and faster until he was pounding her pussy as hard as he could.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “write your fucking story.”

He kept fucking her, running his hands up and down her legs, feeling the stockings covering her tensed muscles, her body given over completely to the task of being his possession, his fucktoy, his muse.

He kept going, her wetness and saliva running down his balls, dripping onto the floor.

“Oh yes,” cried Danuja, “don’t stop. Don’t fucking stop.”

He kept going, his cock twitching, his balls tightening, every fibre of his being crying out for him to cum, to fill her fertile body with his semen, but he resisted, holding on for as long as possible, even as her pussy contracted on his cock, desperately trying to milk every drop of semen out of him.

“Oh fuck,” she cried, “I’m gonna – oh my god – again?! Ohfuckmefuckmefuckmefuckme, oh fuuuuck!”

She cried out as she came again, her body shuddering as he kept fucking her hard and fast, his cock penetrating her deeply as her pussy gripped him, squeezing him, desperately trying to milk him, desperate for him to fill her up like the real man he was.

He kept going, giving her his entire cock as she rode out her orgasm, making her wait for his load, which was his right, until her entire body was shaking with pleasure, then pushing further, fucking her tight body until she was finally finished.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, “oh fuck.”

He stroked her hair and gently tilted her face up. Her eyes were wet and glassy, the look on her face a mixture of surprise and satisfaction.

“Come on my sweet muse,” he said softly, “we’ve got one more moment of inspiration.”

Slowly, he pulled his cock out of her tight hole and took a step back. Without saying a word, she knew what she had to do and knelt on the cushion still on the floor. She looked up at him, eyes wide, her face flushed, lipstick smeared from his cock in her mouth, her eyes not breaking away as he began to quickly pump his cock.

“Please,” she said, looking up at him, her perfect naked body on display for his inspiration, “give it to me, please.”

He kept going, ready to cum, but holding back, savouring the moment as she knelt in front of him, begging for what came next.

“You tongue,” he said, working rapidly pumping himself.

She obeyed, sticking out her tongue, wet and pink and ready. As he worked himself, he saw Eve watching intently, camera clicking, ready to capture the moment.

He kept going, the feeling building and building.

“Please,” she whispered. Not Danuja, but Eve.

He looked over and saw it on her face, the look of anticipation, the desire for what came next, the need for release.

“Please.”

As he heard his gothic Japanese photographer beg him again, her wide eyes desperate and pleading, he had no other choice.

He turned back to Danuja and cried out loud as he came, pumping his cock furiously as load after load of thick creamy cum pumped out of him, painting Danuja’s beautiful face. He kept going, his body on fire, a sense of release shooting through his body as his semen shot out of his cock and landed on her lips, her nose, her chin, thick pools splashing on her waiting tongue, settling in her mouth as he continued to paint her like a canvas, every drop of semen captured for posterity by the eagle-eyed Eve.

He kept pumping, thinking he would never stop cumming, Danuja’s face already covered in more cum than he had ever released, until finally, with a final spurt, he was finished.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, stumbling slightly, feeling light-headed as the rush from his orgasm rocked his entire body. As he steadied himself he saw Danuja’s beautiful face covered in his cum, as Eve leaned in and photographed her from every angle, watching as the semen and saliva dripped down from her tongue and landed between her breasts, trickling down over her flat stomach, his seed desperate to reach the holy land of her glorious pussy.

Danuja looked him in the eye, her gaze intense as she closed her cum-filled mouth, carefully swallowing his load down then sticking out her tongue again, showing she had taken his artistic creation with appreciation.

“Fuck,” she said, as Eve took the final photo, “you certainly know how to tell a story.” She reached up with a single finger and wiped a drop of cum from her cheek and held it out for Eve.

Eve, the camera now resting on the steps, lowered herself to her knees and sucked his cum from Danuja’s finger, before proceeding to clean every drop of cum from Danuja’s face and chest, using nothing but her lips and her tongue.

“See,” said Danuja, gently stroking Eve’s jet-black hair as the young photographer’s tongue ran up between Danuja’s breasts, “I told you he could create a masterpiece.”


Chapter Twelve

“Wouldn’t that make the perfect book cover?” said Danuja, as she stepped back to admire the photo on the tablet. She ran her hand through her short red hair, her long black wig now sitting on the seat of the comfy chair, her high heels sitting on the floor in front.

“Very impressive,” said Jack admiring the photo on the tablet as he finished buttoning up his shirt, “but I’m not sure anyone would actually be willing to use it.”

“Philistines,” sneered Eve.

He nodded in silent agreement, even though it was clearly a non-starter, regardless of how great of a shot it was.

For starters, it showed the tip of a cock – his cock –, the edge of his index finger just visible, the digit blurring slightly as it quickly slid back down his shaft as he worked himself vigorously, midway through pumping his full load onto Danuja’s waiting face, her wet tongue sticking out in desperation, the first drops already splashing on her shiny wet lips as a thick rope of semen sprayed out of the tip of his cock, flying through the air towards her.

The following photos he thought were just as good, particularly one of his cum landing on her face, a thick line running along her cheek, his seed already pooling in the middle of her cupped tongue.

There was also another that caught his attention. It was simpler, cleaner, nothing but her mouth, open and wet, her clean tongue sticking out, not a drop of semen to be seen as she let it be known that she had swallowed it all down.

He imagined the three books sat next to each other, The Cum, The Coating, and The Clean-Up.

The Ejaculation Trilogy.

He wondered if they could be released as a special edition, the highly graphic covers available to specialised collectors.

“What’s funny?” asked Danuja as Jack laughed.

“Oh nothing,” he said, the idea of his ejaculating cock being the cover of a special edition release tickling him. “These are all great, really.”

“Yes,” said Eve, “they are.”

“She really is very talented,” said Danuja.

“Yes,” said Eve, “I am. Even with limited resources.” She looked at Jack, her face expressionless. He wasn’t sure, be he sensed she was fucking with him, that this deadpan comment was her version of a joke.

Danuja must have thought so too, because she broke out into fits of laughter that seemed otherwise inexplicable.

Jack smiled, then laughed along with Danuja, whilst Eve watched stoically.

He kept laughing, until exhausted, he broke out into the biggest yawn of his life.

“You seemed exhausted,” said Danuja, “not that I’m surprised.”

“It’s been a long day,” he said. It felt strange to think that his encounter in the park with Morika was just earlier today. It felt like a lifetime ago. “Very long.” He yawned again. “I should probably get going.”

“I’ll see you out,” said Danuja.

“Nice to meet you, Eve,” said Jack as he and Danuja moved towards the front door.

“Yes, it was.”

“And great work with the photos and everything, perhaps we can work together on another project sometime?”

Yes,” said Eve, her eyes glued to a close-up photo of Jack’s ejaculating cock, “we will.”

“Thank you for this evening,” said Danuja as she opened the front door, “it will be a big help to Eve.”

“My pleasure,” said Jack, “literally.”

“Mine too,” said Danuja, “I find your work to be very inspiring.”

“Oh,” he said, “you’ve read my books?”

“No,” she said, “but I enjoyed helping to write the next one.” She took hold of his shirt and pulled him down towards her, her height severely diminished with no footwear.

She kissed him long and slow as she pressed herself up and against him. He felt his cock twitch even so soon after that session, and placed his hands on her hips, feeling her curves as he lifted her slightly, and thought about asking if she was interested in round two. But then their kiss was interrupted but another mighty yawn and he accepted that he wouldn’t be able to stay awake, even with Danuja’s help.

“Goodnight,” he said, stepping out into the corridor.

“Sweet dreams,” she said as she began to close the door, “and who knows, maybe inspiration will strike when you’re lying in bed, with nothing but your imagination and the moans of a neighbour or two.”

He stood there looking at her, bewildered.

“Goodnight, Mr Writer,” she said, closing the door, “see you soon.”


Chapter Thirteen

Jack lay in bed, naked, his clothes in a pile on the floor outside the bathroom, his skin warm and soft from the shower. He hadn’t wanted to shower, but given the physical exertion and the swapping of bodily fluids that had just taken place, he felt it necessary before he crawled into bed.

Maybe inspiration will strike when you’re lying in bed, with nothing but your imagination and the moans of a neighbour or two.

The words swirled around in his mind.

Those moans of pleasure he heard that first night, the ones that passed through his bedroom wall like an apparition, starting the whole cycle of events that led to him sleeping not only with Danuja, but with Morika and Asami, too.

Had they always been for him?

Was it a deliberate act?

Was this all part of one of Harvey’s mad plans? Was he trying to inspire Jack to greatness through fucking?

Letting Jack use the apartment had been enough to start to get him out of his funk, giving him a new space in a new city to really focus on the work. He was genuinely grateful to him, but what about everything else?

Were the three of them in on it as well?

Were they all working with Harvey to achieve the same goal? To inspire him to greatness?

Or, was it all just a big coincidence?

Either way seemed just as unlikely. And, intentional or not, he was certainly enjoying the inspirational activities of his neighbours. And that was without mentioning his new sharp-tongued, gothic Japanese photographer acquaintance, who, he felt certain, was not yet done with him.

As he thought of Morika and Asami, and Danuja and Eve, he felt his hard cock pressing against the silk sheets of the bed, surprising him somewhat after the exhausting day he had. But regardless, he was too exhausted to do anything with it. Truthfully, he was amazed he hadn’t fallen asleep in the shower!

Then he heard it.

The moans of pleasure through the wall.

They had started out slow and quiet at first, but as they got louder, there was no mistaking that sound. But even so, there was something different this time. They were higher-pitched, shorter, sharper. His hard cock throbbed as the sounds pierced the wall and he had no doubt that they were not the moans of Danuja, but of Eve.

His hand moved to his cock, slowly stroking himself as his neighbours provided yet more inspiration, the moaning getting louder, wilder.

As he lay there in the darkness, he pictured Eve, still fully dressed in her neo-gothic attire, her breasts pulled out of her corset, bouncing freely as she sat on Danuja’s face, the older woman working busily under the various ruffles of her skirt, lapping at her pussy in the dark, hands under the ruffles caressing the cheeks of her pale ass, bringing her protégé closer and closer to orgasm as she rode her face, her pussy dripping wet with desire built up from watching the whole photoshoot without release.

As Eve got closer to cumming, to the sweet release she had craved all evening, evident in the look in her eye as she watched him cumming all over Danuja’s face, he pumped his cock more furiously, battering his hand against the silk sheets as kept going, body tensed as he held off his release.

He kept going, getting closer and closer as she got closer and closer, timing himself to perfection as he held off, waiting until she gave the sign.

She moaned and moaned until finally, she let go and as she cried out with release, her body giving in to the sweet pleasure of Danuja’s mouth. He cried too, albeit much quieter, pulling the sheets back as he came for the third time that day, releasing the last of his seed all over his torso, Eve’s orgasmic moans ringing in his ears as she rode Danuja’s face to ever higher levels of pleasure, until she could take no more.

And, as lay there, basking in yet another bout of post-orgasmic bliss, his hot semen sitting on his abs, his mind drifted to the dinner date with his two other stunning neighbours on the cards for the following evening, and he smiled, knowing that the next instalment of his novel was going to be the best yet.


Looking for more?
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