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Her last scheduled day at NTT — or so she still believed, that morning — ran long, the way closing days always did, everyone at the table suddenly remembering three more things they needed her opinion on before she disappeared back to Singapore. She sat through it with the particular patience of someone counting down hours, nodding at the right moments, asking the questions a good consultant asks, while some other part of her sat off to the side, replaying a version of the elevator moment from the day before that hadn't actually happened — the one where Shinya finished his sentence instead of getting pulled back into a meeting. She didn't know what he would have said. She wasn't sure she wanted to, not yet, not while she still had a client relationship to protect and a flight home supposedly waiting at the end of the week.

That was the trouble with him, she was starting to realize. Ashish had never required this kind of management. He was easy in the specific way a stranger is easy — no history to account for, no version of herself she had to keep consistent for him, nothing that followed her back to the office in the morning except a pleasant kind of soreness and a story she'd probably never tell anyone. Shinya kept following her back to the office. That wasn't supposed to happen.

She'd never actually given Ashish her number — it hadn't come up, that first night, and by the time it might have, there'd been other things to attend to. So when Shigeru dropped her back at the Imperial in the gold-hour traffic, it was the concierge who stopped her before she'd made it three steps into the lobby — a folded note, left at reception that afternoon, her name written across the front in a hand she recognized instantly.

*Dinner? 7pm. I promise no gyms this time. — A.*

She brooded over the note for a while — she needed time alone, but this might be exactly the distraction she needed from all the noise in her head — and read it twice more before letting herself put it away. She sat on the bed for a moment before lying back and undressing. She knew that if she showed up in the lobby at seven, they'd end up having sex that night, and she contemplated the thought for a moment before walking over to her luggage to pick out a piece from Alice + Olivia, a house known for its affordable office attire — a taupe satin cowl-neck thong bodysuit.

"It's my last night here — what the heck," she said, setting it aside and stepping into the shower, letting the cold water wash away the awkwardness that had been building all day.

She put on the bodysuit, skipping a thong or nipple covers altogether, feeling the fabric pull snug against her as she adjusted it — she might as well prepare herself for the night to come, she thought. She pulled out a dark green midi skirt to pair with it, so Ashish would have easy access to her if he pleased.

Dinner was a simple affair — a yakitori counter in Umeda, low-ceilinged and smoky, nothing that tried too hard, which suited them both. She wasn't there for conversation, not really, and he seemed to sense it, keeping things light and quick over a couple of drinks. Truthfully she just wanted the one thing sex reliably gave her: an hour or two where none of the rest of it — Shinya, the client account, the version of herself she had to keep consistent for people who mattered — existed at all.

By the time they left, the decision had more or less made itself, the way it usually did with him — no elaborate seduction required, just two people who already knew exactly what this was.

"Your room or mine?" he asked in the cab, this time letting his hand rest on her inner thigh, stroking her skin gently.

"You like the tub," she said.

"Don't forget the counter," he joked, his hand moving inward to find her through the fabric, kneading her through it until she was almost dampened immediately. She covered her mouth to muffle a soft whimper.

Back at the hotel, she didn't linger over it the way she had the first time — she wanted it fast, a little rough, something to burn through the noise in her head rather than savor. He seemed happy enough to oblige. The moment the lift doors closed, he reached under her skirt to grip her backside and pulled her flush against him as they began making out. With his palms on her peach-shaped cheeks, he spread them and slid his fingers into her thong, searching out her moistened lips before easing a finger inside, his tongue invading her mouth at the same time.

The lift bell chimed as the two of them stumbled out, her skirt riding up to expose her from the waist down to the empty corridor while they carried on furiously making out toward her room door. As they entered, he began undressing himself, lips still locked on hers — he'd been thinking about their last night together since she'd left him to himself, replaying everything he wanted to do to her the next time he got the chance.

With a tug, off came her skirt, leaving her clad only in the bodysuit, one breast nearly spilling free of the deep-cut neckline. He savoured the disheveled look of her as she climbed onto the hotel bed, moving to the head of it and sitting upright, legs kicked wide, her sex visible through the damp patch of fabric.

"Ready for dessert?" she asked, as he climbed onto the bed on all fours like a predator stalking its prey. He reached for her parted legs and pulled her toward the edge, then planted his knees on the floor as her hips settled at the bed's edge, and dived in between her legs.

Using his teeth, he undid the clasp of the bodysuit and stared at her bare sex for a moment. He noticed the baby hair growing just above her vulva, and thought of the many pussies he'd had in his life, but he was most fond of this one. He thumbed open her vulva to expose the moist clit between her lips and ate her, moving his hands up to her thighs and holding her legs up, spreading her further, kneading at her clitoris with his mouth, tongue beating at it and sending waves of rapture into her brain. He moved his mouth further down and ate her at the opening, tasting her fully, chin pressed against her as his tongue reached in and lashed at her walls. She gripped hard at the sheets, grabbing fistfuls of them as she thrashed at the feeling of being eaten out from inside, the sound of her wet snatch and his tonguing filling the room by now. He pulled his tongue back and dragged it from her pussy up to her anus, and when he reached the opening, blew air against the puckered skin, teasing, before pressing his tongue against it. When the tip entered, a squeal escaped her lips — she was loving the stimulation of her rear more and more this trip.

Sensing his pace slowing, she pulled herself inward and helped him up. As he stood, she motioned for him to spread his legs slightly, and once he did, she lay back onto the bed, head hanging off the edge, and reached to pull him in.

"Wow — you sure?" he said, half amused at her position, half excited at the idea of fucking this beautiful Asian face of hers.

"Just let me lead this time," she said. She kissed the head of his manhood, lubricating it with her saliva, gently easing him in as he leaned in, watching her lie back, her mouth wrapped around his flaccid shaft.

Almost to make up for the amateur gagging from their previous session, she knew he'd have better control this time, and with her throat lined up straight, he could go deeper — she regulated her breathing in sync with his shaft entering her, which kept her gag reflex from kicking in.

She guided him in, pushing him in and out gently, while he looked down at her breasts. He slowly parted his legs further, reached down, pushed the satin fabric apart, and began fondling them.

As she started to take more of his shaft into her mouth, eventually his length passed her tonsils and into her throat, her breathing still under control. He leaned in slowly, and now he could see her snatch; he palmed her pelvis and slid his middle and ring fingers into her, fingering her while he felt his length buried in her throat.

Eventually he grew restless, his mind fixated on ramming into her the moment he had the chance. She eased him out of her throat, his length exiting coated in her saliva, well lubricated for entry.

She wiped the saliva from her mouth as he helped her up, only to playfully toss her further up the bed as a bit of power play. She laughed it off as she landed. He climbed on top of her, positioning his now fully hardened length at her tight, drooling entrance, pressing the head against it, savoring the moment before easing it in.

Feeling his massive head pushing into her, she let out a deep moan — exactly what she'd bargained for — as his shaft stretched her out. He drove himself further into her, her body feeling skewered by his size.

The past two nights, her image had stayed in his mind while he lay lusting for another chance. He wanted her completely to himself tonight, pushing his weight into her like a jackhammer, his sack slapping against her with a resounding smack.

She wrapped her hands around his rear and squeezed his cheeks as his first few thrusts found their mark, deep at the vault of her hole, both of them trying to register the feeling before looking into each other's eyes and locking lips and tongues.

He thrust into her almost like he was venting the past two days onto her, his length exiting and entering her faster with each stroke, her stretched vaginal walls feeling the press of him against the vault of her pussy, until she felt herself nearing her first orgasm.

She arched her back, bringing her breasts to his chest, her abdomen against his, feeling the pressure of her pelvic muscles contracting, her brain seizing into a climax. He paid little mind to her moaning — he wanted to be selfish tonight, wanted her to feel his frustration, wanted to break her into wanting him wholeheartedly. The savage pounding only stopped when he shifted their position for deeper penetration.

He sat her up into one of his preferred positions with the women in his life, pulling out and rolling her onto her right side, straddling her as he knelt with one of her legs between his own.

Excited at the new position, she looked at him with the look of an innocent girl and asked,

"What are you going to do to me?" she said, resting her head on the pillows.

"We call this the *Shanka* where I'm from — you may like this," he panted, re-entering her, sliding her left leg over his side as he pushed in.

"Ooooh," she moaned, feeling the penetration in this new position, looking at him while her free hand moved to caress his backside.

Shifting his hand to her pelvis, searching for her clit, determined to give her pleasure she'd never forget, he found the flesh and rubbed it between his thrusts. She moaned at the added stimulation as his thrusts found a more consistent tempo. He switched from stimulating her clitoris to holding her peach-shaped buttocks instead, to strengthen his thrusts, while she adjusted herself to find the angle that brought the most pleasure, moving from kneading his buttocks to stimulating his
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