

    
        
          Fertile Asian

        

        
        
          Kasumi Lee

        

        
          Published by Kasumi Lee, 2022.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FERTILE ASIAN

    

    
      First edition. June 1, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 Kasumi Lee.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1005033903

    

    
    
      Written by Kasumi Lee.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

1

2

3

4

Sign up for Kasumi Lee's Mailing List

Further Reading: Thai Cuckcake

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

1


[image: ]


It was just past midday as a black Mercedes drove up the winding road. Near the top of the hill was an imposing wall with a security gate at the end of the road. On the other side, right at the hill’s summit, stood a large building painted almost entirely white.

It looked like just another luxury house. They were still in California, but the car had been driving for an hour into the wilderness until they could see the desert. This sprawling mansion was in the middle of nowhere, and its location was kept out of the public domain.

As the Mercedes approached, a sensor scanned the license plate and the security gate opened automatically. The car drove on through, slowing down and turning onto a roundabout as it approached the front of the house.

In the middle of the roundabout was a gorgeous fountain shaped like a bowl and decorated with carvings of cherubs. In the middle was a plinth with a carved statue of a man and a woman intertwined in naked union.

The car stopped in front of the house and the driver climbed out, dressed in a crisp suit and wearing dark sunglasses. She walked to the passenger side and opened the door.

Out of the car stepped an elegant woman dressed in a white business suit. She was also wearing dark shades and had a broad-brimmed hat to keep the harsh desert sun off her features. While the driver collected her bag, the passenger admired the house.

The façade was decorated with Greek-style pillars and lined with statuettes in scandalous poses. The front door was flanked by nude carvings, but featured only a simple lock and handle.

The driver handed the woman her bag before getting back in the car and driving off.

She felt apprehensive as she approached the entrance. She had flown more than six thousand miles for this, but now that she had actually arrived, her heart was beating like a drum. Still, the car had driven off and there was no going back now.

She walked up to the front door and looked for the doorbell, only to find that there wasn’t one. Then she saw a security camera glaring down at her with a single red dot of light.

There was a buzz and a click. Nervously, she gripped the door handle and pushed it open.

She found herself in a salubrious lobby with a distinctly East Asian architectural feel. The color scheme was red and gold, with wooden pillars and paneling. The lobby was dominated by another water feature, this time covered in carvings of dragons.

Her high heels clicked audibly against the marble floor as she circumvented the imposing water feature, approaching the front desk with her roller bag behind her.

Emblazoned on the far wall in English and Chinese calligraphy was written: “Fubao Wellness Center”. Seated behind the desk was a woman dressed in an elegant black qipao and her hair styled into a braid. She looked up at the woman as she approached.

“Welcome to the Fubao Wellness Center,” the receptionist said with a beaming smile, speaking in fluent Mandarin, “may I take your name please?”

“Tiffany Zhou,” the woman replied, taking her eyeshades off and folding them away.

There was a wedding ring on her finger.

“Thank you, Ms. Zhou,” said the receptionist, gesturing to the camera, “please take off your hat and look straight into the camera. This is part of the check-in process.”

Tiffany removed her sunhat, standing to attention as she looked into the camera lens.

The camera didn’t flash, but the receptionist seemed satisfied with the results.

“Thank you, Ms. Zhou,” the receptionist said, pulling out a flexible bracelet, “please wear this at all times during your stay. It contains a security chip which will allow you access to your room as well as other areas of the center.”

“Thank you,” Tiffany replied, accepting the bracelet and slipping it on.

“The bracelet will also tell you which room you will be staying in,” the receptionist added.

“Thank you,” Tiffany said with a polite smile.

“You’re welcome,” the receptionist replied with a beaming smile, “please enjoy your stay.”
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The room featured a king-sized bed with gorgeous satin sheets and soft red carpeting. The opposite wall was dominated by a plasma screen TV above a well-stocked mini fridge. There was also a wardrobe and a set of drawers carved from cedar wood.

Tiffany parked her roller bag in the corner and put her sunhat away before hanging up her business jacket. She then removed her high heels and sat down on the bed, nursing her sore feet. She wanted to lie down, but first she ought to change into something more comfortable.

She stripped off her clothes before opening her bag and pulling out some casual wear, deciding on a summer dress with a floral pattern. The dress stopped halfway down her thighs and left her shoulders bare. Having her bare legs out felt liberating.

She was quite tall for a Chinese woman and had a slender, feminine waist. Her hair was like black silk, flowing over her shoulders, while her eyes were almost as dark as her hair.

After admiring herself in the mirror, she looked around to admire her room. The wallpaper was East-Asian themed, with golden dragons swirling up and down on a bright crimson background. There were also landscape-style paintings on the walls.

The paintings were covered in Japanese script written in a cursive calligraphy that she couldn’t read. But what really drew her attention were the explicitly sexual scenes in the paintings. Each one featured a man and a woman, dark haired and pale faced, entwined in a sexual embrace.

Tiffany was transfixed by the images. Several showed the act of penetration, an oversized penis thrusting into the woman’s vagina, while others hid the coupling behind a robe. One was a scene between two women, half undressed as they scissored.

The one hanging above the bed was the most bizarre of all.

It depicted a naked woman lying on her back with her legs apart and a small octopus fondling her breasts and kissing her mouth while a much larger octopus performed cunnilingus on her. Her back was arched and her eyes closed as a silent gasp of ecstasy escaped her lips.

The painting was called: “The Dream of the Fisherman’s Wife”.

The doorbell chimed.

Tiffany flinched, then stood up and hurried to open the door. On the other side was a woman dressed in a black qipao with gold trim and decorative patterns.

“Ms. Zhou,” the woman said in Mandarin with a smile, “my name is Cindy. May I come in?”

“Of course,” said Tiffany, welcoming Cindy into the room.

As Tiffany closed the door behind her, Cindy sat down and pulled out an iPad.

“Have you settled in well?” Cindy asked as Tiffany sat down opposite her.

“Very well, thank you,” Tiffany replied, “it’s quite...out of the way.”

“It’s a necessary precaution,” Cindy explained, “but it’s all to guarantee your privacy during your stay, not to mention our other guests.”

“How many other women are here right now?” Tiffany asked.

“About thirty at any given time,” Cindy answered, “and there’s quite a waiting list.”

“I saw...” Tiffany noted, her gaze drifting back to the scandalous union with the octopus.

“Do you know about Japanese Shunga?” Cindy asked with a smile.

“No, I don’t,” said Tiffany.

“‘Chunhua’ in Chinese,” Cindy explained, “Japanese erotic art from the 18th and 19th centuries, although the artistic style goes back much earlier.”

“What about the one with...” Tiffany hesitated to describe the painting, pointing to it instead.

“‘Tako to Ama’?” Cindy asked, “that’s one of the genre’s most famous paintings.”

“But why would...it’s so...” Tiffany’s inner prude recoiled from asking the question.

“The first Westerners to arrive in Japan were shocked by this kind of art,” Cindy noted, “that one is still controversial, but it’s not the only one like that.”

“I see...” Tiffany said uncertainly.

“It’s good for the theme to match the setting,” Cindy remarked, “speaking of which, there are some things I need to go over with you.”

She turned back to her iPad and pulled up a file.

“You’ve selected Christoph Larsson as your companion,” Cindy noted.

“That’s right,” Tiffany confirmed.

“Good choice,” Cindy remarked with a more casual smile, “just to confirm formally, is this the man you selected during your application?”

Cindy turned the iPad around, showing the screen to Tiffany.

The face on the screen was a ruggedly masculine face, with a strong, square jaw and prominent cheekbones. His hair was a dark blond color and his eyes were crystal blue.

Those entrancing eyes stared directly ahead with a detached seriousness that Tiffany found both intimidating and alluring. His expression was serious, too. No fake grin for the camera or narcissistic smirk playing around his lips. It was strictly business with him.

“That’s definitely him,” Tiffany confirmed.

“Excellent,” Cindy said, turning the iPad back around, “he’ll be here in about 15 minutes, after I’ve finished taking you through the orientation.”

“I suppose you’ve got a lot of rules for me to follow,” Tiffany mused.

“All the rules are listed in a booklet in the drawer,” Cindy replied, “we trust that you don’t need to be told most of them, but the most important ones do need going over.”

“Such as?”

“Number one,” Cindy began, trying not to be overly serious, “please do not leave the premises under any circumstances until your stay is over. If you do need to leave early for any reason, call the front desk and they’ll arrange transportation for you.”

“Ok...” Tiffany acknowledged, feeling disconcerted by that rule.

“Number two,” Cindy continued, “no partner swapping. As you know, we charge not just on a per night basis, but also a fixed fee for each companion.”

“One companion per guest, per visit?” Tiffany guessed.

“Exactly,” Cindy confirmed.

“Has anyone ever...requested more than one man?” Tiffany asked, her curiosity piqued.

Cindy appeared to think it over. Tiffany noticed the corners of her lips curl ever so slightly, as if she were picturing the scene in her head.

“There’s no rule against it but...I’m not aware of anyone doing so,” Cindy responded, “also, I don’t imagine the women who
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