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Volume Five


Introduction

She sat and observed herself in the mirror as her two servants attended to her. She was preparing for the ceremony, the ritual which gave her body such life. And as she observed her skin in the mirror, she felt sure it was working. Every inch of her creamy skin was smooth and soft, every inch a tribute to perfection. A gentle hand lifted her chin slightly higher, and one of her servants leaned in closer. The woman was beautiful, that was for sure, her hand steady as she applied eyeliner in careful, sweeping movements, her body a treasure any man would covet. Yet here, compared to the woman she served, she seemed plain.

The woman sat at her feet, carefully applying nail polish was, if anything, even more stunning. But again, her beauty seemed almost to wilt in comparison. She let out a sigh, an inward one, for she wanted not for her servants to think that something was wrong, for it was not at all. But still, sometimes she wished she could trade places with these women, to walk the streets as they do, to be admired and coveted by every man whose eyes fell upon their beauty.

She was sure they would trade places with her in an instant. For who would not covet the riches and glory of such a position? Who would not trade the leering men for a single man, respectful and courteous? One whose devotion to Her pleasure was unquestioned? Who, in short, would not want to get fucked like a princess?

She smiled inwardly, her lips still as her heart beat faster, her body heating as thoughts of the ensuing ceremony approached. She pressed her legs together as her body reacted as if the ceremony were about to begin, as if He were here, ready and willing to pleasure her.

“Is everything alright, ma’am?”

The princess looked down at the woman at her feet, who looked back with genuine concern. She nodded softly, and the woman went back to work. She looked back at the mirror, her naked body perfect, and wondered what it would be like when He was finally there with Her.

But she knew she did not need to wonder, for it would be exactly as she desired, as her body demanded. And He would be all too willing to oblige.


Last Train Home

The last train home was surprisingly empty.

I had to run to make it, throwing myself between the closing doors just in the nick of time. I walked to the back of the carriage and collapsed into the seat. As I looked out of the window, a red-faced guy, breathing heavily, stared back at me. I ran my hand through my hair, and so did he, him watching me as I watched the empty train pull away from the empty station.

It had been a hell of a night, but now it was time to get home, get into bed and go to sleep, alone. I tried not to think about it, tried to ignore the creeping melancholy as the reverie of the evening began to melt away. This always happened, but I never knew how to deal with it.

“Tickets, please.”

I turned and saw the train conductor standing in the aisle, waiting expectantly. I rummaged in my pocket, looking for my ticket, his expression one of thinly-veiled annoyance. I could feel in his glare, the constant disappointment of people who didn’t have their ticket ready for inspection, as if it were some new procedure people were still getting to grips with. Finally, I fished it out with two fingers and held it up for the conductor to see.

“Thank you,” said the conductor, not taking more than half a second to glance at the creased piece of cardboard. Not that I blamed him in the least. No one wants to make a fuss at this time of night.

The darkness brings out the weirdos.

As the conductor moved on down the empty train, I noticed for the first time that the train was not as empty as I had first thought. There was, in fact, another passenger on board.

Where did she come from, I wondered, as I took in the image of the woman sitting in the seat across from him. She was Korean, early twenties, with long dark hair flowing over her bare shoulders. My eyes moved down, taking in the tight red dress that clung to her body, barely holding in her large breasts, and which ran down only to the top of her powerful thighs; her long, toned legs crossed high, with matching heels, one of which hung elegantly from her toes, balancing as her foot hung in the air.

I looked at her face, in profile, as she looked out of the window. Her skin was soft and smooth, her cheek round, and her nose came to a cute point. The train went through a tunnel, and in the darkness I saw her reflection in the glass more clearly. She was so beautiful, I thought I was going to die. Then I saw her looking at her reflection, looking at me. Her eyes locked onto mine for the briefest of moments before I turned away, not daring to even look out the window in case my reflection saw hers.

There was a whoosh as the train came out of the tunnel, and the lights of the city, now in the distance, shone like fallen stars that had forgotten how to fly. The city was so magical, so full of possibilities. I never liked to leave, but it was never the same in the morning. It was all too much, so I simply enjoyed my time, appreciated the wonder of the experience, and left before I outstayed my welcome.

“It’s so beautiful, isn’t it?”

My heart skipped a beat as the words she spoke so softly floated over to me. She was close, sitting right next to me, in fact. I could feel her energy.

“So beautiful,” I said, seeing her reflection in the window. She was looking through me, out to the night sky, her body curling in closer to mine. I could smell the sweetness of her perfume floating up from her soft skin, intoxicating me.

“And so much potential,” she said, “anything can happen on a night like tonight.” She leaned in closer, her body pressed against me, brought her lips to my ears and whispered, “anything.” I took a slow, deep breath as I tried to keep my composure. Then she sat back into the seat next to me and sighed. “Well, almost anything.”

I turned to look at her. She caught my gaze and rolled her eyes. They were large and expressive, deep and dark enough to dive into and get lost forever.

“Is everything alright?”

She looked at me. “Why don’t you tell me?” I tried to think of a response to what felt like an unanswerable question, she answered for me. “Well, I’m going home alone, and I look like this.” She swooped a hand up and down her body. “Do you know how much effort it takes to look like this?”

I looked her up and down. It didn’t seem to me like it would take that long for her to look that good, but before I could think of a polite way to phrase it, she answered for me.

“A long time. I’ve been stretched, toned and sweated. Stripped, styled, trimmed, straightened, threaded, filed, painted, treated, and waxed. Every inch of me has been prepared for tonight.” She looked me in the eyes. “Every. Single. Inch.”

She rubbed her honed thighs together, and I wondered just how much of her had been waxed.

“I am so fucking ready, and what does he do?”

I don’t need to say a word to answer.

“That’s right!” she said. “He stands me up. Can you believe it?”

“No,” I said, trying to imagine the fool who would choose not to go on a date with the goddess sitting next to me, “I really can’t. Maybe he’s dead?”

She laughed loudly. I flinched at the sudden sound, her demeanour changing so quickly that it took me by surprise.

“He better be,” she said, smiling, the last chuckles escaping between the words, “that’s the only excuse I’d accept.”

“I don’t think I’d even let that stop me,” I said.

“Aww,” she said, “that’s so sweet.” She reached towards me and gently stroked my cheek. “I’m not sure I’d want to go on a date with a corpse, but still, so sweet.”

“I’d rather be alive too,” I said, as her thumb gently moved over my face.

“You’re alive right now, aren’t you?”

“Very,” I said, feeling every drop of hot blood pumping through my veins, my skin prickling with sensation, each of my senses heightened to bursting point.

“Good,” she said, leaning in closer, “I like my men to be warm.” She moved in closer and pressed her lips to mine. The faintest taste of her cherry lip gloss washed over my tongue as she slipped her tongue into my mouth. She reached over and took me by the wrist, guiding my hand to her smooth, bare thigh. My hand glided across her soft skin, up to her firm, tensed ass. She moaned and leaned in closer, throwing her leg over me, then straddled me. She pulled her lips away from mine, her eyes locked on me as she licked her lips. Both my hands were on her ass now, holding her steadily on top of me as she reached behind me and pulled my head towards her, burying my face in her sweet-smelling cleavage. She moaned as my lips kissed the tops of her breasts, my lips moving further down as I buried my face deep in the front of her dress. She grabbed my hair and pulled my head back, then leaned in and kissed me hard.

As we kissed, she reached behind and grabbed one of my wrists, pulling my hand around between us and sliding it between her thighs. Her skin was hot, and as my fingers brushed the delicate inner thigh, she shuddered. She pushed my hand deeper, moaning as the tip of my finger brushed against the warm, wet lace of her panties. She rocked on top of me, sliding herself against my fingertip, her warmth increasing.

“See?” she asked in between kisses. “See what he’s missing?”

“I see,” I said, my hand wedged firmly between her thighs.

“No,” she said, pulling my hand up and sliding it back down, my fingers sliding underneath the band of her panties. “See.”

“I see,” I said, as my fingers slid down her soft skin, her pubic region waxed completely smooth, and down between her wet lips. She squeezed her thighs together as my hand slid deeper, my finger slipping with ease through her wetness, until I found her tight hole.

“Who would turn this down?” she moaned as I fingered her.

“I don’t know.”

“Would you turn this down?”

“Never.”

“Never.”

She pushed down and pressed the tip of my finger into her. She moaned with pleasure, and I could only imagine how good it would feel to fuck her tight body. Then she raised herself on her knees and pulled my hand from between her legs. My fingers glistened with her wetness, and I could smell her arousal mixing with her perfume. She looked me in the eye and guided my fingers towards her mouth, taking two of them between her lips and sucking tightly. She rocked on top of me as she sucked, one hand between my legs, rubbing my now rock-hard cock through my trousers as she sucked and licked her juices from my fingers.

Finally, she pulled her fingers out of her mouth and dropped my hand. She licked her lips, which were shiny with our saliva and her juices and leaned in once again.

“Never,” she whispered as our lips met and the taste of her pussy exploded in my mouth. I grabbed her with both hands and pulled her close to me, kissing her hard as we shared the taste of her desire, our tongues thrashing as she rocked wildly on top of me, my hands gripping her ass as her dress rode higher and higher up her body.

She pulled away and gasped. Her perfect lipstick was smudged, giving her innocent smile a dangerous edge. The tip of her pink tongue peeked out from between her lips, searching for another taste of herself, as she casually pulled down the front of her dress and freed her amazing tits.

I audibly gasped as they bounced softly, her dark nipples hard and high, her hair draped gently over them. She smiled at my reaction.

“It’s alright,” she said, “you can touch.”

I let my hands drift up her body, cupping her soft breasts, my fingers sinking into their softness. She moaned softly, then inhaled sharply as my fingers found her nipples, gently rolling them between my thumb and forefinger, then louder as I increased the pressure. She ran her fingers through my hair and held onto the back of my head.

“Oh yes,” she moaned as she pressed my face into one of her heaving breasts, my lips parting to take in her nipple. “Just like that.” She gasped as I began to suck at her hard nipple, my tongue flicking over the sensitive bud. She rocked on top of me, her fingers digging into the back of my head as she pressed my face deeper into her breast. Then she gasped as she pulled my face away from her body, my tongue still desperately searching, then finding her other nipple as she pressed my face back into her body, her other breast becoming my mouth’s plaything.

She rocked on top of me, moaning and swaying as I licked and sucked at her, her other breast, wet from my mouth, brushing gently against my face. Then abruptly, she pulled my head back and, smiling, dropped to the floor. I watched as she effortlessly crouched between my spread legs. The space between the seats was tight, but her slim body fit perfectly, her exposed breasts pressing gently against my inner thighs. She ran her hands up and down my body, then between my legs, tracing over my hard cock, before unzipping my trousers and reaching inside. I moaned as her fingers wrapped themselves around my cock, so soft and warm on my shaft as she carefully manoeuvred it out of my underwear until it sprang free.

I gasped as it jumped out, throbbing in her hand as her fingers gently stroked me. I looked down at her and saw she was looking at me, her hand moving carefully up and down my shaft as she pursed her lips and let a slow trickle of saliva drip from her mouth onto the tip of my cock. The fluid was warm on my sensitive head, and I shivered, twitching in her hand, and she smiled, then licked her lips as her saliva trickled over the tip of my cock. Then, with eyes still locked on mine, she leaned forward and parted her lips, her pink tongue slipping from between them and ever so slowly moving around the tip of my cock in small circles. I gripped the sides of the seat as she teased me with her tongue, spreading the wetness from her mouth over me as her hand continued to move casually up and down my shaft.

Then she took me in her mouth, her lips sliding over the wet tip as her tongue continued to move, her hand moving faster, her strokes longer as she twisted her wrist. She kept going, her long hair flowing down the sides of her face, brushing against her bare arm, until she let go of my cock and, tip still in her mouth, pulled her hair back with both hands, pulling it to one side, out of the way. As she moved her hair, she exposed her pale shoulder. I reached out and touched her; her skin was as soft as between her legs, and I could imagine holding onto her from behind, pulling her naked body up to mine as I fucked her, causing her to moan as I kissed the sensitive area leading towards the base of her neck.

A sensation snapped me back to the present, her hands gripping my thighs. I looked down and saw her lips were looser on the tip of my cock as she allowed her saliva to run down my shaft, coating me from tip to base, before she slid her lips all the way down my cock, spreading her lubrication all over my shaft as she began to suck me fully. I groaned as I felt the tip of my cock hit the back of her throat, but she didn’t even flinch. She kept bobbing up and down, her rhythm matching that of the train as she sucked the entirety of my cock with ease.

I realised at this time, I was holding her hair in my other hand. I wasn’t sure when she had passed it to me, but I was holding it out of the way, giving her the freedom to suck my cock without distraction, giving herself over to pleasuring me.

She bobbed her head up and down, her lips tightening around my shaft, her mouth and lips wet, her fingers digging into my thighs. Her hair was silky smooth between my fingers, as was the skin of her shoulder beneath my other hand. I wanted to pull her up, to bend her over the seat opposite, the one where she had looked so appetising, and fuck her from behind. I imagined slamming my cock into that tight, smooth pussy, imagining her grip on my cock to be even more intense than her mouth. But there was no way I could stop her now; she was just too fucking good at sucking my cock.

I smiled, pitying the poor bastard who had turned down this phenomenal woman. I nearly laughed, but she sucked my cock even harder, her tongue massaging the underside of my shaft, and my entire body tensed.

“Easy,” I said. I didn’t want this to ever stop.

She slid her lips to the tip of my cock, her tongue moving quickly over it, daring me to cum in her mouth. She looked up at me, her wide eyes shining, then plunged down, slamming my cock into the back of her throat as she rapidly and powerfully sucked at my throbbing shaft.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped, my grip on her hair tightening as every muscle in my body tensed. “Easy,” I said again, but she ignored me, sucking as hard and fast as she could, desperate for me to finish. Even as I tensed again, delaying the inevitable for as long as possible, I knew it was only a matter of time.

“You’re gonna–,” I moaned, “you’re gonna mae me – oh fuck – I’m gonna, gonna – fuck!”

I growled as I started to cum, my hips thrusting into her mouth as my cock spurted with release. I heard her moan with pleasure as she pushed her mouth fully down onto my cock, wrapping her lips around the hilt, pressing the tip of my ejaculating cock into the back of her throat, massaging me with it as she swallowed load after load with ease, each contraction of her throat muscles causing another surge of pleasure for me and another load of cum to devour for her.

She kept going, driving my orgasm far beyond anything I’d ever experienced as she drained every drop from my balls, until I was completely spent.

“Oh fuck,” I said, gasping as my body relaxed and I leaned back in my chair. “I…” I had no words. She had worked me so thoroughly that she had managed to suck the ability to form coherent sentences out of my body.

She bobbed her head up and down slowly on my spent cock, carefully sucking up and swallowing down every last drop of saliva and cum from me, then let the tip fall from her lips. She took a deep breath and licked her lips, shiny and wet now, like her glorious nipples, then pressed her hands into my thighs and got to her feet, before falling into the seat next to me, her still-freed breasts bouncing.

She turned to me and said one word. “See?”

I nodded. I had never seen anything so clearly in all my life.

She reached in and stroked my face. “Of course you do,” she said, leaning in and giving me the softest of kisses. “Of course you do.”

Then, as the train pulled slowly into the station, she tucked her breasts back into her dress and stood, as I tucked my cock back into my trousers and did them up.

I watched from my seat as she adjusted her dress, her hands smoothing out the fabric, then tugging the ass straight. Then, without so much as a glance or a word goodbye, she stepped into the aisle and began to walk away. Her heels clicked on the train floor, and I watched her through the seats as she moved towards the doors, her finger toying with the button until it went green and she pressed it, sending the doors open with a satisfying hiss.

She stepped onto the platform, which was on my side of the train, and as she got to the window, she stopped and looked at me, another world of possibilities dancing in her eyes. She tilted her head and asked the words so faintly I could barely hear them through the glass.

“Are you coming?”

I saw her laughing as I scrambled from my seat, barrelled down the aisle and, in the same manner I had boarded, threw myself through the closing doors. I cursed as I tripped and stumbled into the fencing in front of me.

“Oh dear,” I heard her say, and turned to look. She was nearly doubled over in laughter. “Are you ok?”

“I’m fine,” I said, “but I think I need to sit down.” As I spoke, I felt the pins and needles shooting through my legs.

“My poor boy,” she said, walking over and wrapping her arm around my waist, “don’t worry, we’ll get you lying down soon enough.”

I wrapped my arm around her slim shoulders, her skin smooth under my hand, and as we began to walk down the platform, I couldn’t help but think of the city full of possibilities, and smiled.


The Bath

She lay in the bath of milk, holding onto the sides with perfectly manicured fingers, her body floating just below the creamy surface whilst her breasts bobbed gently just above, her dark nipples hardened from the cool air. Her neck rested on a pillow on the edge of the bath, her dark hair was tied high on her head, and her make-up was pristine. Her large, bright eyes, outlined with dark eyeliner, wisps moving from the corners, highlighting them even further. Her cheeks had the faintest amount of blush, giving her pale skin a hint of colour, and her lips were ruby red.

She looked like a Japanese princess, and I was ready to serve her however she pleased. Then, with the slightest of nods, she beckoned me closer to the bath.

Bath.

The word didn’t do it justice. It was much larger than that. Closer to a small pool, room enough for several people, if so desired. Plenty for me and her.

“Undress.”

Her voice was soft and calm. Almost bored. The kind of tone of someone whose authority is never questioned, and the novelty has long worn off. I was standing off to the side in an ornate silk robe, tied at the waist. I reached for the tie and began to undo it.

“Slowly.”

I paused for a second, my hands holding the knot but not moving. Then slowly, I began to undo it, letting the loose ends fall as my robe opened down the front. My Japanese princess moved her head ever so slightly as she eyed the sliver of body from my chest to my cock, her eyes lingering for a moment longer there before turning away.

“Adequate,” she said. “You may enter.”

I slipped the robe from my body and stood there completely naked. I waited for a moment, wondering if she would turn and evaluate my entire body, but she evidently deemed this unnecessary.

I ascended the steps to the rim of the bath. The tiles were heated and warm on the soles of my bare feet. From the edge, I saw her long, slim legs moving languidly, her perfectly manicured toes occasionally breaking the surface before disappearing under once again.

I sat on the edge of the bath, feeling the heat of the tiles on my ass now as I slid my legs into the milk. It was heated but not hot, and gave off a sweet, creamy scent, like a bedtime treat to help you sleep. But sleep was the last thing on my mind as my Japanese princess floated in the revitalising fluid. I pushed myself off the edge and sank further than I expected. The bath was much deeper than it had appeared from the side. Although it was raised a short distance from the floor, it sank down much further. I too sank, the liquid reaching my chest before my toes reached the bottom, and I bounced gently back up, wading on the surface, awaiting instruction.

My Japanese princess continued to float, seemingly with no effort. Her head was still resting gently on the small pillow placed behind her for comfort. Her eyes were now closed as she floated there, the outline of her slim body just about visible under the surface, her long, smooth legs floating gently under the surface, her perfectly manicured toes curled as her feet kicked gently under the surface.

“Closer,” she whispered, the surface tension of the milk broken by a single foot. I moved closer, until her foot was right in front of me, closer enough for the faintest of brushes against my chest. She said nothing for a moment, letting her fingers brush the damp hairs on my chest, drawing small patterns on my skin, before she finally spoke.

“You may begin.”

I moved closer, gently taking her foot in my hands, feeling my princess’s skin for the first time. It was softer than I had ever imagined, which was what the milk was for. I let my fingers carefully explore the curves of her foot, my touch as soft as I could manage, afraid I might break her. But she was not for breaking.

“More,” she said, lifting her foot higher out of the water, exposing her toned calf as she pointed her toes towards my mouth, tiny waterfalls of milk trickling back into the bath. I moved closer and kissed the tips of her toes. She moaned softly, and I kissed again, both hands carefully holding her foot, my fingers stroking her as I kissed up and over to the top of her foot, then across, taking her big toe into my mouth and sucking, the taste of her skin and the milk mixing in my mouth. She moaned again, louder this time, her body arching in the water, sending ripples across the surface.

She pressed her big toe deeper into my mouth, and I sucked harder, my tongue massaging the underside of her toe as I cradled her soft heel and slid one hand up her wet leg. I felt the calf muscles tense under my touch, the back of my hand dipping in and out of the milk as her body swayed on the surface. My eyes travelled up her leg, over her silky thighs and saw between them a tuft of dark, damp pubic hair flattened to her body. She pushed her hips up, her perfect body rising from the milk for a moment, the liquid shimmering on her smooth skin, running from her flat stomach and down her slim sides, before she submerged herself once again.

“More,” she moaned, pulling her leg in towards her, her knee and the bottom of the thigh breaking the surface. I followed her, sucking on her toe as I moved, feeling her other foot caressing my hard cock, her toes wrapping around it as she stroked my shaft. My hand moved from her heel to her ankle, and from her calf to her knee, then to her outer thigh. Her toes tightened around my cock and then let go, then wrapped her leg firmly around the backs of my thighs and pulled me in closer.

As her legs parted, she pulled her toe from my mouth, dipped her foot in the warm milk and splashed me, sending a trickle of warm liquid running down my face. She laughed, looking at me directly for the first time, then stroked my cheek with her foot, before sending it down my body as it disappeared beneath the surface. Her toes brushed over my hard cock before suddenly gliding effortlessly through the liquid and wrapping around the back of me, her legs interlocking as she held me firm. As she pulled me closer, I saw her dark tuft of pubic hair once again, this time floating just below the surface, her royal slit just visible in the nearly-opaque liquid.

As I moved closer, I felt the bath getting deeper, my body sinking further into the milk, her legs sliding from around my thighs to my ass to the small of my back. My hands slid up her thighs as she pulled me further between her legs, sliding under and cupping her ass. I feared for a moment I may have gone too far too fast, but her only response was to tighten her legs, her asscheeks firming under my grip. She groaned loudly as she held me as tightly as she could, her legs around my chest, buried in my armpits now, rocking her hips, rubbing her royal slit against me. I slid my hands up her back, feeling her body arch under my touch, then around to her breasts, milk splashing as my hands broke through the surface to cup them.

She rubbed herself against me faster as I, feeling bolder, caressed her breasts, my fingers twisting her hard, dark nipples, rolling them as if they were the secret controls to her body. Concentric waves of pleasure spread out from around our bodies as ripples in the surface of the milk, getting larger as I gripped her breasts tighter.

She pressed her breasts high out of the milk, and I leaned forward, kissing her soft skin, running my tongue up between her breasts, lapping at the milk sitting in small pools on her body. I felt her fingers in my hair, ruffling it, trying to find purchase, before finally gripping a handful and pulling my head up to face her. She looked into my eyes for the first time, her own eyes wide with intensity, a princess with as-yet unmet demands. She pressed my head down to her breast and cried out as I took her nipple into my mouth, sucking hard as my tongue flicked over it. She pressed my face harder into her breast, so I took more of her into my mouth, sucking at her warm tit, my tongue moving in rapid circles, warm milk lapping at my face as her body swayed in the milk.

After a few moments, she pulled my head up and studied my wet face for a moment. I took a breath and licked my wet lips, hiding a smile before she pressed my mouth down to her other breast. I sucked harder this time, immediately taking as much of her into my mouth as I could, burying my face into her, forcing out an even larger cry as my other hand slid underneath her, both hands moving up her back and holding her beneath her shoulders, supporting her light frame in the milk, feeling her writhing in my arms until she pulled my head from her breast and pressed my lips to the skin in between them.

I kissed and licked at her chest as she pushed against the top of my head, her grip never loosening, moving my lips further down her body, over her flat stomach as it emerged through the surface. She stopped me as my lips reached just above her navel, the small indent filled to the brim with milk. She tilted my head to face and spoke.

“Drink.”

I kissed around her navel in a small circle, watching the milk shake as I kissed underneath it. She moaned, frustrated, unused to getting what she wanted exactly when she wanted it.

“Drink.”

I continued kissing slowly, moving up the side, back to where I started.

“Drink!” she cried, and I finally moved my lips to her navel, sucking out the liquid from her small indent, lapping at it. “Drink,” she squeaked, her voice soft, high-pitched, a mixture of desperation and relief as I drank the milk from her body. Once empty, she pushed me down further again, my body sliding deeper into the liquid, my hands sliding down her body until I was holding onto her hips. I continued kissing, my lips finding her pubic hair, coarse and wiry, then down further until my face was half-submerged in the milk. I breathed through my nose and looked at her body, the creamy liquid lapping at the shores of her creamy body, pools forming and running away as her body submerged and through the surface.

“Drink,” she cried, pressing my face between her legs, her hips gyrating beneath my touch, my Japanese princess asserting her authority to claim what was rightfully hers. I opened my mouth and felt the warm milk upon my tongue. I licked up her royal slit, the sweet taste of milk mixed with the salty taste of her arousal. My cock throbbed as these conflicting tastes danced upon my tongue, her milk-soaked labia as soft and smooth as any part of her body I had so far explored. She rubbed up and down my smooth face, moaning as I slid my tongue between her lips, exploring her tight slit, both of our bobbing floating in the milky ether. I gripped her hips tighter, too tight for a princess, but she made no complaint, only whined with pleasure as I pressed my mouth to her tight hole and pressed my tongue deep inside her. I could taste her more fully, the fluids of her royal pussy coating my tongue, tasting sweeter than anything I had ever tasted. I sucked at her hole, feeling her walls throbbing on my tongue as I pressed in deeper still, her taste overwhelming me. Her hand was still holding my hair, her hips still gyrating against my face, the milk splashing up my cheeks as her bobbing hips and ass sent waves over the surface. I embraced every second of it, the refreshing, soothing feel of the milk upon my body, the heat of her arousal in my mouth, the passionate desire as she gripped my hair. It was my pleasure to serve her.

She pulled my hair, guiding me upwards. I slipped my tongue out from her hole and slid it, long and slow, up between her lips, spreading them as I worked my way up to her clit. She cried out as I flicked my tongue over her royal bud, then moaned and shivered as I wrapped my lips around it, sucking and licking as she tightened her legs around my back. One hand in my hair and one on the side of the bath, she bucked furiously, her legs squeezing me, locked behind my back, her soft heels digging into my spine. I kept on going, sucking and licking, worshipping her royal pussy, holding on for dear life as she lost control, making waves in the creamy liquid, sending it splashing over her body and my face. I could hear in between her moans, the milk going over the sides of the bath, splashing over the tiles and down to the floor, spilling everywhere. Still, I kept sucking at her clit, my tongue moving in quick circles, my hands holding firmly to her hips.

Her moans got louder and sharper, less refined and more primal. I could hear my Japanese princess turning from royalty into one of us, a grunting, lustful, fucking animal, but still so elegant. Her body began to shudder, her breathing becoming increasingly harsh and sharp, her grip in my hair tightening, the grip of her legs pressing the last breath out of me, but still I kept going. It was my duty to serve at her pleasure.

“Oh,” she moaned, “oh my god. Don’t – don’t – don’t stop!”

She cried out with an animalistic release, my Japanese princess fully transformed, her wetness spreading across my face, mixing with the milk as her body jerked in the royal bath, the contents of her speciality bathing ritual spilling across the bathroom floor, as I continued to drink from her royal cup, it runneth over.

She seemed to cum forever, her pleasure, as her power, extending for eternity, to the point that no man could travel. But then, finally, she returned to earth. She gasped, breathless, her legs loosening around my body, her fingers now running through my hair rather than gripping it. I released her clit from my mouth and continued floating between her legs, the contrasting tastes still on my tongue. Her body shook, and her hips continued to gyrate on the surface of the water, whether through waves or a desire for more, I was not at liberty to presume.

Finally, she gently ran her hand to the back of my head, guiding me forward rather than pulling me, as her feet sank down into the milky depths. I suddenly found myself face-to-face with my Japanese princess, our naked bodies pressed together for the first time. She wrapped her arm around me, and I felt her legs wrap around the back of mine.

“That was… adequate,” she said.

“Thank you, your majesty,” I said, noting her hair and make-up were still impeccable.

“So very adequate.”

She pulled me closer and kissed me, moaning softly as her tongue slipped into my mouth, the taste of the milk and her arousal shared between us. She pulled back and ran her tongue up my cheek, lapping at the fluids on my face, moving from one side to the other, then licked her lips. Her legs tightened around me, pulling our bodies closer together, and I moaned as I felt my cock slip between her legs, her hot pussy rocking gently back and forth over the top.

She pulled back with her arm on the wall, gasping as her back hit the tiles. She unwrapped her arm from around my neck and grabbed onto the wall, spreading her arms out wide as she pushed me back, legs still wrapped around me and floated in the water once again. She didn’t tell me what she needed next, nor did she need to. I ran my hands up over her body, then slid one down between us, gripping my cock and guiding it into her. She moaned as I slipped into her with ease, her tight pussy more than prepared to take my cock, sliding up to the hilt, to the point my hips were pressed against hers. I felt the warm, secure grip of her body on my cock and began to slowly move myself in and out of her, creating ripples on the surface of the liquid, listening as they turned into waves, throwing yet more milk over the edge of the bath. My Japanese princess moaned as I fucked her royal pussy, my body swaying in the liquid, long, deep thrusts into her perfect, silky smooth slit. I held her tightly as her pussy held my cock, her walls throbbing as I fucked her, my cock throbbing, desperate for release.

“Yes,” she cried, “give it to me, give me your tribute!”

I moved faster, thrusting deep, giving her the full length of my cock, her moans mixing with the splashing of the milk as the creamy waves increased, splashing against both our bodies and the edges of the bath, waves slapping down to the hot tiles as I fucked her in the milk. She moaned and cried out, my princess submitting to my cock as I pounded her, her body shaking, breaking through the surface of the milk, her tits pressed into the air as waterfalls of creamy liquid ran down her creamy skin. Her pussy felt so good on my cock, truly, she was chosen by divinity, a pure and perfect form that my humble mind could barely comprehend.

“I need it,” she cried desperately, “I command you to give it to me.” She gasped as I tightened my grip on her hips, holding myself as close as I could, thrusting deeply inside her as her pussy gripped my cock, throbbing as her body tried to milk me, desperate to be filled with my seed, pushing me closer and closer until I could resist her demands no more.

I cried out as I came as she commanded, her royal pussy too glorious to resist, my cock flooding her body with my creamy seed, her legs tightening around me each time I unloaded inside of her, as if she was squeezing every drop of cum out of me, my milky release mixing with her warm arousal, our fluids converging deep inside her creamy body as I pumped my Japanese princess full of my tribute, an offering from my body to her figure of perfection.

I came harder and harder, my cum flooding her system, her body demanding ever more, massaging me as thick ropes coated her insides, my cock twitching time and again, until I was completely spent. I loosened my grip on her hips. There were red marks on her pale skin, an indicator of my desire to please. I held myself deep inside of her, cock twitching a few final times, then slowly and reluctantly pulled out. She released her legs, and I floated away from her, watching as her body floated on the milk, her glistening pussy breaking the surface, my hot load floating out of her well-fucked, royal hole, bobbing gently on the surface, an indication of my dedication to her pleasure.

“You may leave me now.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said, swimming back to the edge of the pool and climbing out. The tiles were still heated, and although they were covered in milk, the surface was rough to avoid slipping. I picked up my robe and wrapped it around my body, the hot milk running down my legs, pooling at my feet as the silky material clung to my wet body, outlining every inch underneath as I fastened it to me. I bowed respectfully and moved towards the door.

“Wait.”

I turned to look at her, still floating in the milk.

“Come.”

I walked over to the edge of the bath, where her head was resting on the pillow. I looked down at her as she looked up at me. She reached up and grabbed the edge of my robe, pulling my face down to hers.

“Thank you,” she whispered, letting go of my robe and stroking my much-softened face, “for all of your service.” She arched slightly, and I leaned in and kissed her. She moaned softly as the milk ran from my face to hers, leaving streaks in her previously-perfect makeup, her mouth carrying hints of the milk and her pussy.

“My pleasure, ma’am,” I said as she broke off the kiss. “I’m always happy to serve.”

“Good,” she said, a thoughtful look on her face. “For I bathe regularly, and it is so hard to find someone who knows how to properly prepare me for my treatments.” She closed her eyes and rocked her body in the milk, memories of what just transpired sending shivers through her satisfied body. With that, she removed her hand from my face and held onto the side of the bath again.

As I left, I stopped and took one final look back, watching for a moment as she continued to float there, her perfect body luxuriating in the milk, bathing in the glow of the beauty treatment every Japanese princess deserves.
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I hope you enjoyed reading this story!
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Thanks, O. L. Tyme.
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His Supermodel Harem: Book Five

One angel, one devil, endless possibilities.

Relaxing at home, Joe is surprised when two stunning women show up at his front door with a proposition for him:

Pick one.

With only room for one of the women to participate in Joe's next photoshoot, they've arranged a little friendly competition to let him choose whom he wants to work with.

Overseen by Ami and Sayaka, the women give Joe the performance of a lifetime, as he tries to decide which woman he has the strongest connection with, whilst also wondering if he can't possibly end up with both of them?

His Witches Harem

A spellbinding encounter with three witches changes his life forever.

When his car breaks down in the middle of the forest, he thinks things can't get any worse.

But there are always greater fears lurking in the dark.

Fleeing for his life, he finds himself in the home of three enchanting witches.

It is here that they offer him a lifetime of pleasure in exchange for something only he can provide. And if he can satisfy their needs and give him the one thing they require to make their elixir of life, they will repay him in some truly magical ways.

His Sorority Harem: The Complete Collection

Get the full college experience, with His Soroity Harem.

When he ditches the laptop for the toolbox, corporate drone-turned-handyman, Noah soon finds his hands full as he deals with a set of very demanding customers; the ladies of Kappa Sigma Psi, an all-Asian Sorority House.

Read along as he gets better acquainted with Chinatsu, Mizuki, Ha-Yun, Soo-ah, and Ha-Yun, as well as Sorority President, Ms. Xi, who demands nothing less than his absolute dedication, which he is more than happy to demonstrate.

From the tentative first steps to the explosive finale, this experienced handyman will stop at nothing to show these stunning Asian women just how handy he can be.
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