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Book Five


Chapter One

“So, how are you finding the whole experience, darling?” asked Sayaka, her British accent particularly pronounced, as she lounged on the long couch in his apartment, stretching her long, smooth legs out.

“Good,” said Joe, watching her from the kitchen as he prepared some drinks. “Intense, but in a good way.” Sayaka kicked off one designer heel and then the other, sending them both clattering to the floor.

“Mmm,” she said dreamily, “that’s how we like it; intense, in a good way. Although,” she continued, eyeing him as he walked over with two glasses in his hands, “a little badness never went amiss, either.” She smiled wickedly at him, then reached out and took one of the glasses from him. “Oh, thank you, darling,” She cradled it with both hands, just above her chest, not relinquishing her position on the sofa.

“Is this one mine?” asked Ami, as she came out of the bathroom.

“All for you,” said Joe, holding out the glass. She smiled at him as she approached, her bare feet nearly silent on the wooden floor, then silent as they sank into the plush rug that sat in front of the couch, in the middle of the communal area of the penthouse. There, she stopped and frowned at Sayaka.

“Are you going to move your legs, or what?”

Sayaka took a careful sip of her drink.

“Or what, darling.”

Ami frowned harder, then placed her drink on a side table, before reaching down and lifting Sayaka’s legs.

“Careful now,” said Sayaka, as her friend tried to get a firm hold on her legs, “I’ve got a beverage here. You wouldn’t want to get me all wet now, would you?”

“Wouldn’t be the first time,” said Ami, holding on as Sayaka wriggled her legs in her grasp. “There!” Ami proclaimed proudly as she dropped onto the couch, her breasts bouncing softly as her ass hit the cushion, Sayaka’s legs clamping down along her waist, like a safety rail on a fairground ride. “Well, close enough.”

Ami ran her hands through her hair as if that brief moment had been some indomitable struggle. “Such a gentleman,” she said as Joe picked up her drink and held it out to her. “Mmm,” she sighed, taking the glass from him and taking a sip of the sweet liquid.

Joe returned to the kitchen area to get his own drink. He picked it up, and as he turned, he took a moment to appreciate the two beautiful women sitting together on his large couch in his penthouse suite.

That it was a hotel room someone else was paying for was neither here nor there. At this moment in time, it was all his. He watched the women for a moment; Ami’s hand moved gently up and down Sayaka’s leg, as Sayaka continued to lounge there, leaning her head back, eyes gently closed. Joe wondered how close the two women really were. Sure, they were friends, close friends. And sure, they were physically comfortable around one another, but that was part of being a model, wasn’t it? There’s no room for modesty when you’re backstage, hurriedly getting out of one outfit and into the other. He imagined the scene: Ami, Sayaka, and all their friends, running around half-naked, or more, pulling off clothes and pulling on others, an army of dressers helping them prepare their outfits, their hair, their make-up. He imagined long, slim legs stepping into ridiculously short skirts and outrageously high heels, imagined firm asses in skimpy underwear wriggling as a sheer dress was pulled up over it, imagined small, pert breasts reflected in perfectly illuminated mirrors as they sat there topless, a make-up artist deftly adding the finishing touches to the look. He could hear the hustle and bustle, the shrieks and calls for missing items, the laughter at a shared joke, and the playful slap of a bare asscheek.

“Mmm,” moaned Sayaka, bringing him back into the room. She had pulled her legs back a little, and her feet now sat in Ami’s lap. Ami’s drink was once again on the side table, and now she had both hands on one of Sayaka’s feet, massaging carefully. Both women had their eyes closed, and it was almost as if they were asleep, which struck him as funny. He had met them a few times now, and they had always seemed so full of life, even after a whole day of working and a whole night of partying. But now, after a low-key evening meal at a fancy restaurant, they seemed exhausted.

He wondered if it was the last few days catching up with them, but realised it was probably more that they were in a food coma.

“I can’t remember the last time I ate carbs,” Sayaka had cooed, buttering up a piece of bread before devouring it damn-near whole. Ami had said something in response, but he didn’t understand what it was, given that her mouth was already full of bread. But, it seemed clear to him, to be a strong statement of support.

He smiled at the memory.

It was only a couple of hours ago, but it already felt like a lifetime. Time moved in strange ways when he was with these women. It was as if their very presence altered his whole perception of reality. He felt a swell in his chest as he remembered the restaurant. He remembered how fancy it had felt, how powerful he had felt, ordering from a menu without prices, knowing cost didn’t matter. He remembered how comfortable he had felt in the company of Ami and Sayaka, and how weird that didn’t feel, given they were supermodels and he most definitely was not.

But most of all, he remembered how he had walked in with them, one on each arm, and how every head in the place had turned. He felt the surprise, the jealousy, the envy of the other men as he turned up with these beautiful women. He had made a quiet joke, and both women had laughed loudly, bringing even more attention to the threesome, more eyes unbelieving of what they were seeing, wishing they were in his place, uncomprehending of how such a sight could have occurred. He wondered if they thought he was rich, perhaps some new tech billionaire, but they would be quickly dismissed. He didn’t have that kind of personality, that kind of look. He was, to everyone there, a mystery.

Joe took a sip of his drink and put it back down on the kitchen counter. Then he walked over and kneeled at Ami’s feet. He gently lifted one foot from the rug and could see the red marks from where her highly uncomfortable, but highly fashionable shoes had pressed into her delicate skin, leaving its imprint.

He ran his hands gently over her feet, and she giggled softly, wriggling her immaculately-pedicured toes and stretching her legs out towards him. He took one in his hands and, kneeling before her, began to massage her foot. She sighed with pleasure as he slowly ran his hands over her foot, his fingers stroking her heel, then sliding up and over the top of her foot, holding her steady as his thumbs massaged her sole.

She wriggled on the sofa as he continued, and he heard Sayaka moaning slightly louder as Ami pressed her thumbs into her friend’s foot. He looked at Sayaka’s long, slim body stretched along the couch, her arms above her head now, hanging off the edge, as she enjoyed Ami’s touch. Sayaka gasped, arching her back as Ami pressed her thumb harder into her foot.

“Oh yes,” sighed Sayaka, “you really know where I need it. And I really need it tonight.”

“Mmm,” moaned Ami, “me too.” She gasped as Joe ran his thumb down the middle of her sole. “Do you need it tonight, Joe?”

Joe looked at the two glamorous women relaxing on his couch, sighing and moaning with pleasure. He wasn’t sure what it was, but he was sure he needed it. But before he could respond, there was a knock at the door.

“Ooh, they’re here,” said Ami.

“Who’s here?” asked Joe, looking from one woman to the other.

“The after-dinner entertainment, darling,” said Sayaka, her eyes still closed, focusing on Ami’s touch. “Be a dear and let them in. I’m afraid we’re both currently preoccupied.”

“You know this is my place, right?” he said, gently placing Ami’s foot on the plush rug.

“Of course,” replied Sayaka, “which is why you must do the honours of entertaining your guests.”

“I thought they were supposed to be the entertainment?” he said, as he got up and headed for the front door. “Whoever they are.”

“It’s all tit-for-tat, darling – just a little lower, sweetie – oh yes, that’s it – you scratch their back, and they’ll scratch yours.”

“I’m not sure I want my back scratched,” said Joe, looking at Sayaka as he opened the door.

“That’s a shame,” said a voice from the corridor, “I just had my nails done.”


Chapter Two

Joe turned towards the voice and was surprised to see not one, but two women standing in the corridor. Both were wearing plush fur coats that nearly touched the floor, and each held an innocuous-looking bag at their side.

The woman standing slightly ahead of the other had long, red hair, and a touch of pinkness in her otherwise pale cheeks, whilst the other, who stood slightly behind the redhead, had long blonde hair and a bright smile.

“Long time, no see,” said the redhead, whom Joe recognised, but couldn’t quite place. “Can we come in?”

“Uhh, sure,” he said, stepping aside and ushering them inside, “mi casa, su casa.”

“You’re so funny,” she said, smiling but not laughing as she stepped towards him and gave a quick peck on the cheek as she passed. He watched them walk into the room, and he closed the door behind them.

“Hi, guys,” said Ami, brightly.

“Glad you could finally make it,” added Sayaka, making no effort to move.

“Don’t get up,” said the blonde.

“Wasn’t intending to,” said Sayaka, stretching her body out even further. The redhead leaned over Sayaka’s legs and gave Ami a hug, then the blonde did the same.

“So,” said Joe, walking towards the four of them, “what’s all this?”

“Well, this,” said Sayaka, waving her arm in the general direction of the two women, “is Meika and Tomoka.”

“We’ve met,” said the redhead, “unofficially. And now we finally get to work with you.”

Joe stared at her a moment, then his eyes widened as he remembered where he had seen her before.

“The nightclub,” he said. The redhead beamed. “I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name that night.”

“That’s alright,” she said, “it was a bit of a whirlwind. I’m Meika.” She held out her hand, and he saw her perfectly manicured nails, naturally long and painted bright red. He took her hand gently in his and kissed the back of it, as he strongly suspected she had wanted him to do.

“Such a gentleman,” she said, giving a slight faux-curtsey.

“Which makes you,” said Joe, turning to the blonde, “Tomoka.”

“A pleasure,” said the blonde woman, reaching out her hand and giving him a firm handshake. Her skin was so soft, and her hand felt slight in his. He looked at her for a moment and realised she had also been at the nightclub, sitting next to Meika, alongside several other models in the VIP room.

“So,” said Joe, “to what do I owe the honour?”

“You didn’t tell him?” said Meika, looking at the two women. She sighed with frustration as she slumped into the large armchair next to the couch. Joe tried not to laugh as she sank into the oversized chair, which made her look like she had shrunk as she sat down.

“We told him you were coming,” said Ami. “Sort of.”

Meika rolled her eyes and held out her arms towards Tomoka, who walked over and sat on her lap.

“What are we going to do with them?” asked Tomoka, wrapping her arms around Meika.

“They need to be punished,” said Tomoka. “Firmly.”

“We told him you were on the way,” said Sayaka, “we just said it was for his entertainment.”

“This is a serious business meeting,” said Meika, as Tomoka wrapped her arm around her friend’s neck, snuggling into the soft fur coat.

“So serious,” confirmed Tomoka. “We are very serious people.”

“Evidently,” said Sayaka.

“So,” said Joe, not wanting the conversation to derail whatever was happening here, “what precisely is this business meeting about?”

“It’s a presentation,” said Tomoka. “We have some ideas we thought you might be interested in.”

“What kind of ideas?” he asked, his mind swimming with possibilities.

“We have a shoot tomorrow,” said Meika.

“Who is ‘we’?” asked Joe.

“You,” said Tomoka, pointing at him, “me,” she added, pointing to herself, “or her.” She gently tapped her finger on the edge of Meika’s nose and laughed.

“Oh, I wasn’t aware,” said Joe. “I know there’s a shoot tomorrow, but they don’t really tell me about it.”

“They like it to be a surprise,” said Tomoka. “Keeps you on your toes. The problem is, there’s been a bit of a disagreement about who gets to do the shoot tomorrow.”

There’s no disagreement,” said Meika, “it’s clear it should be me.”

“We’re not getting into that again,” said Sayaka, “it is soooo dull.”

“So what we’re doing,” said Meika, “ is a little bit naughty.”

“How so?” asked Joe.

“We’re going to let you decide!” said Tomoka, brightly. “We’re going to put on a little show for you, and whoever you like best, they get to do the shoot tomorrow.

“But,” said Meika, seriously, “if you want to proceed, you have to swear not to tell anyone.”

“And if I don’t agree?”

“Well, then I’m afraid we’ll just have to leave, and you’ll never know what we had in store.”

“And tomorrow, we’ll just do the same old boring things you’re used to.”

“No offence taken,” said Ami.

“Actually, much offence taken,” interjected Sayaka.

“You know what we mean,” said Meika, rolling her eyes. “So how about it, are you in or are we out?”


Chapter Three

Tomoka clapped her hands.

“Yay,” she said, “I told you he’d be a good sport.”

“You’re a real Nostradamus,” said Meika, “your powers of deduction are infallible.”

“That’s right,” said Tomoka, hopping off her friend’s lap, either missing, or choosing to ignore, the light sarcasm.

Meika pushed herself up from the chair, as if she were freeing herself from a giant marshmallow, then picked up her bag and followed Tomoka, who already had hers in hand, across the room.

“Where’s the bedroom?” asked Meika.

“First door on the right,” said Sayaka, waving a hand in the general direction. “There’s an en-suite, so you’ll have everything you need.”

“Once again,” said Joe, “you know this is my place, right?”

“Su casa, mi casa,” said Sayaka indifferently, causing Ami to giggle. “Just take a seat and enjoy the presentation.”

Joe sank into the large chair, closed his eyes and let out a deep breath. He had no idea what was coming, what ‘ideas’ they might want to present, nor what was in the bags they had brought with them. A whole host of possibilities ran through his mind, each more outlandish than the last, but he tried not to focus on any of them. The last thing he wanted to do was to build up this strange encounter in his mind, only to be disappointed. Instead, he turned and looked at the two women on his couch. Sayaka’s legs were once again fully elongated, her petite feet hanging over the side of the couch, but Ami was no longer underneath them. Instead, she was curled up next to Sayaka, one arm draped over her body as she snuggled into her friend’s shoulder. Joe smiled at the peaceful image, the two slim women resting comfortably together on the oversized furniture. Sayaka’s arms were wrapped around her friend, and he was half-wondering if they had fallen asleep. Not that he was particularly bothered about that, he found the silence comforting, their company not requiring words to fill the awkward silences. Instead, he felt so at peace that he could almost drift off to sleep himself.

Almost.

*

“Wakey, wakey,” a voice cooed softly.

As he roused from his slumbers, he felt a soft hand gently stroking his cheek.

“I can’t believe he fell asleep!” said another voice, not so gently.

Joe tried to speak as he opened his eyes, but his words came out as nothing more than a stuttering yawn. Then he blinked a few times as the image before him came into focus. It was Meika, kneeling in front of him, but something about her seemed different.

“You look…” he began, starting to find his words. “Wow.”

“You like it?” she asked, softly.

“Of course, he likes it,” scoffed Meika, “all men love an innocent woman to defile.”

“I’m not an innocent woman,” said Tomoka, “I’m an angel.”

“You sure are,” said Joe, without thinking.

“See?” said Tomoka, triumphantly, sticking her tongue out at Meika.

“That’s not very angelic,” said Meika.

“Neither are you,” said Tomoka.

“Yes,” replied Meika, “but I’m not supposed to be. I’m a devil.”

The image solidified in front of Joe. Tomoka was crouched in front of him, trying to gently wake him. He could see her face clearly now, the bright white makeup around her eyes, the feather white eyelash extensions, her pale cheeks, and the halo headwear that actually lit up. She smiled and stood up.

Joe’s eyes moved over her body, taking in the rest of her costume. She was wearing a lacy white corset, partially transparent, which pushed her pert breasts together. Her shoulders were bare, save for a couple of straps holding up her top. She was also wearing a frilly white skirt, also partially transparent, which floated airily over the tops of her thighs. His eyes travelled further down, taking in her knee-high stockings, white, and her white stilettos, which added several inches to her diminutive height.

Joe’s eyes travelled back up her body, and it was only then did he notice she was also equipped with a pair of wings.

“Pathetic,” said Meika, catching Joe’s attention. “She might be what you want, but I’m what you need.”

She stood there, hands on her exposed hips. Her red hair, equipped with devil horns, was tied into a tight ponytail, which hung over one bare shoulder. Her outfit, what little of it there was, consisted mostly of a figure-hugging one-piece body suit, which ended barely above her breasts, the edge of which was designed like flames licking her body. Her breasts were much larger than Tomoka’s, and they looked as if they were about to burst free any second. Her long legs and juicy thighs, fully exposed by the costume, were only partially covered by thigh-high red stockings, with the outfit finished off by a pair of shiny red high heels. These, he noted, had a smaller heel than Tomoka’s, making them both roughly the same height.

“So, which is it?” asked Meika. “Angel or devil?”


Chapter Four

Light or darkness. Good or evil. Angel or devil.

Man was duplicitous, made up of good impulses and bad impulses. They were the driving force of humanity, the clashing desires that drove society. They were the very bedrock of civilisation.

And here he was, being asked to choose between the two, to reject one inherent aspect of his being as he gave himself over to one only. It felt wrong, more than wrong; it went against human nature, to wholly reject one and try to embrace only the other.

It was these philosophical musings that ran through his mind as he pondered one of the oldest questions known to humanity, and shaped his response as he weighed up the hefty implications of the decision he was being forced to make.

“Why not both?”

“Ha!” laughed Meika. “Typical man answer.”

“I mean it,” said Joe. “How am I supposed to choose between the two of you? It’s a literally impossible task.”

“How about I make it easy for you?” said Tomoka as she hopped onto Joe’s lap and wrapped her arms around his neck.

“I think that’s going to make things harder for him,” said Meika, a sly grin on her face.

“Nonsense,” said Tomoka, wriggling her ass into his crotch as she made herself comfortable. “Now,” she said, turning to Joe, “you have a photoshoot with one of us tomorrow, and you have to decide which. So, we’ve decided to put on a little performance for you, to see which of us you have better chemistry with.” She sighed softly, and he realised one hand was resting on her hip, the other on her bare thigh, her skin soft to the touch. “And once we’ve performed for you, you,” she said, tapping the tip of his nose, “get to decide who you’d rather work with. Clear?”

“Crystal,” said Joe.

“Good,” said Tomoka, giving him a kiss on the cheek and hopping off his lap. “Then we can begin.”

“Begin what, precisely?” asked Joe, eagerly awaiting the answer.

“Ava,” Sayaka said loudly to the room’s voice-activated assistant, “give us some lighting and music for our sexy angel to dance to.”

“One moment,” replied the artificial female voice from the speakers built into the ceiling. There was a brief pause, after which the lights dimmed, and music began to play.

It was slow and sensuous, and as Tomoka began to move to the music, the lights around the room began to pulsate; different shades of white causing the room to feel as if it was shifting all around him. Joe sat there and watched as Tomoka ran her hands over her body, swaying her hips as she did so. She turned around and continued swaying as she lowered her ass to her stilettos, then effortlessly rose back up and turned to face him. She stepped closer, placed her hands on the armrests of the chair, and leaned in, planting one knee on the cushion he was sitting on, she pressed herself up, his face inches away from her perfect body. He could smell her sweet perfume, her scent increasing as she planted her other knee on the chair, straddling him, then pressed herself closer.

“Do you like my wings?” she asked, pressing her lips to his ear. “They’re all for you.”

“They’re beautiful,” he said, her wings the last thing on his mind, as she pressed her body against his, rocking on top of him as she wrapped her arms around his neck and leaned back. She threw her head back, tossing her long, blonde hair behind her as she pressed out her chest, her dark nipples partially visible through the material. Her soft skin shimmered in the light, and he realised she was wearing body glitter, giving her soft skin an otherworldly vibe.

“It’s alright,” she said, looking him in the eye, “you can touch, if you want.”

He did want, very much so. She moaned with satisfaction as he rested his hands on her thighs, stroking her soft skin as she rocked her body on top of him. Quickly, she pressed herself up and pulled his face into her chest. He felt the warmth of her body on his face, and as his hands rose up underneath her dress and cupped her ass, he had an urge to grab her top with his teeth and pull it down, exposing her small but pert breasts and suck at her nipples. But, even as she rubbed herself against his cock, he felt that would be against the rules of the game. So he contented himself with the feel of her body against his, the scent of her skin, the smoothness of her skin under his touch.

He felt her hands running down his arms and to his waist, untucking his shirt and sliding up underneath. Then she slid back off the chair and onto her knees on the floor. She looked up at him with wide eyes as her hands stroked his thighs, running up to his crotch, her fingers agonisingly close to his hard cock, her fingertip nearly touching the tip before sliding back down. Then she pushed herself up and turned around and sat in his lap. He groaned with pleasure as she ground her ass into his cock, her feathery wings flapping gently, tickling his nose as she moved her body against him.

She reached back and took his hands, placing them on her thighs, then slid them up her body, over her silky costume, until he was cupping her small breasts through the thin fabric. She held his hands there as she leaned her head back, one strap sliding off her shoulder, as she exposed her long neck to him, begging him to kiss the soft skin.

She let go of his hands and placed one hand on the back of his head, holding her body close to him as she continued to grind on his cock, gasping as she felt his hardness pressing against her, her other hand disappearing beneath her skirt. She gasped louder and moved her ass faster, her fingers tightening on the back of his head as she pressed his lips to her neck.

“Oh yes,” she moaned as he kissed her neck, tasting her sweet body for the first time. Then, just as Joe felt this was the moment things were going to change, the lights turned on fully, and Tomoka hopped out of his lap.

“How was that?” she asked brightly, turning to him for his appraisal.

Joe sat there a moment, his mind buzzing, his heart racing, the part of his brain used to form coherent thought taking time to reboot and take over from his currently dominant primal instincts.

“Yay!” cheered Ami, as she and Sayaka both clapped at their friend’s performance.

“Quite the show, sweetie,” said Sayaka.

Joe turned to the two women still curled up on his couch, clearly enthralled by Tomoka’s moves. He turned back to Tomoka and tried to formulate his response.

“Wow,” was all he could manage.

“Oh my,” said Tomoka as she took a few small steps towards him and leaned into him. “You’ve got some glitter, right here.” She ran her finger over his lips, then leaned in further and kissed him. He moaned into her mouth as he felt her tongue slide into his, massaging his tongue, her lips tasting so sweet.

“Hey,” said Meika, sharply, grabbing her friend by the shoulder and pulling her out of the kiss, “that’s cheating!”

“Trust the devil to play by the rules when it suits her,” said Tomoka, winking at Joe. She turned to Meika. “You know what they say about if you can’t stand the heat…”

“You want some heat?” asked Meika. “I’ll give you some heat. Ava?” The AI system beeped in response. “Give me something fucking sexy.”

“You got it,” said Ava.

The lights went out completely, and he heard Ami yelp as they were plunged into sudden darkness, but everyone’s eyes quickly adjusted to the light coming from the wall-to-ceiling windows that made up the outside walls of the penthouse. Then the lights started flashing a deep, blood red as a low bass rumbled through the floor, pumping and fizzling like electricity as Meika strode forward confidently.

She stopped in front of him, feet spread wide and reached forward and grabbed the front of his shirt. She pulled him forward and leaned into him, kissing him hard, pressing her tongue powerfully into his mouth.

“Hey!” cried Tomoka. “That’s cheating!”

Meika took Joe’s bottom lip between her teeth and pulled at it, making him wince as she let it go.

“Why would you expect the devil to play fair?” said Meika, looking at Tomoka as she straddled Joe. She turned to face him. “I play by my own rules.” She grabbed the back of his head and pressed it between her large breasts, rocking on top of him as she took his hand and placed it on her ass, then took the other and slid it between her legs. She moaned as Joe’s fingers dug into her ass and moved over the thin fabric between her legs.

“You like that?” she moaned. “Because I like that.” She gasped as his fingers continued to stroke her, and he gasped as she grabbed him by the hair and pulled his face from between her breasts, and kissed him hard, her tongue in his mouth once again, as she rocked on top of him.

She gasped as she pulled her mouth away from his, licked her deep red lips, and slid off the chair. She strode around the side of the chair, her finger on the top of his head as she moved, then stopped behind him. She slid her hands down his shirt, her nails gently scratching down his skin, until her fingertips found his nipples, and began slowly circling them as she kissed his neck. He could smell her perfume, strong and sharp, and felt his blood heating up in his veins. She kissed at his neck, sucking at him as she sank her teeth into his skin, marking her territory. He cried out, and she let go, laughing.

“So you know you’re mine,” she whispered in his ear, before circling back around to the front of the chair. She turned and sat on his lap, grinding her ass into his cock, and leaned back, and whispered…

“As if you’d ever forget.”

She took hold of her red ponytail and teased his nose with the ends, then held it out for him. He took her ponytail in his hand, and she moaned with satisfaction as she worked her ass firmly against his rock-hard cock.

“Even the devil needs to be put in her place from time to time.”

Then she stood up and bent over, flicking her ponytail over her head as she reached down and grabbed her ankles, before dragging her nails up the back of the legs, scratching against her red fishnet stockings, up her thighs and to ass, grabbing her asscheeks firmly and letting the nails dig into the firm flesh, before pulling back and giving both her asscheeks a solid spanking. With that, the show was over. The lights returned to normal, and the music stopped, replaced with the sound of clapping and whooping from the crowd.

“That was smoking hot,” said Ami, “I feel a little warm myself.” She wriggled her body against Sayaka, whose own pale cheeks seemed somewhat flushed.

“Rather,” said Sayaka, in agreement. “I must say,” she continued, “I think our judge has quite the conundrum. How can one possibly choose between two such irresistible performances by two such irresistible ladies?”

Joe turned his attention from Sayaka back to the two women standing in front of him, and found himself agreeing with Sayaka’s pronouncement.

Quite the conundrum indeed.


Chapter Five

Joe looked at the two women as they stood in front of him; one angel and one devil, but both equally tempting.

“So,” said Meika, one hand on her cocked hip, her red ponytail hanging over her shoulder, “which one of us will it be?”

“Don’t rush him,” said Tomoka, “it’s a big decision.”

“I’m…” he started, weighing up the pros and cons of each woman, but found they were equally matched. Both were sexy in their own way, and neither had any flaws that he could see. Except, perhaps, their inability to share.

“Perhaps we need a tie-breaker?” suggested Ami. “Something that would let them show you what they can really do?”

“I’ve got an idea,” said Tomoka, walking up to him and kissing him quickly.

“Hey!” cried Meika.

“You’ve both kissed him,” said Sayaka dismissively. “That’s not going to help him decide.”

Tomoka slid a hand down his body and cupped his cock through his trousers. He moaned as she rubbed her hand against him, then slowly dropped to her knees.

“Who said anything about kissing?” she said, undoing Joe’s trousers and sliding them down to his ankles. “Not there, at least.”

She ran her hands over his thighs and kissed the outline of his cock through his boxers, causing him to twitch underneath. She kissed up further until she was at the waistband, which she took in her teeth and pulled back, before letting it snap against his skin.

“Oww!” he cried.

“She’s not the only one who can be naughty,” said the angel on her knees, looking him in the eye as she slid her hands up his thighs and into the edges of his boxers, pulling them down and freeing his cock.

Joe sighed as his hard cock sprang free, and Tomoka eyed his full length for a minute, then leaned in and began to gently kiss it, teasing him with flicks of her tongue as her lips moved up and down his shaft. She leaned back and smiled at him as she took it in her hand. She began slowly stroking him, sighing gently, then loosening her fingers, ran her tongue up the underside of his cock, pressing her tongue against him, cupping his shaft whilst she licked up him, then ran her tongue over the sensitive tip. Joe moaned, and she did it again, faster this time. He watched as she looked at him and stuck her tongue out, and moved it slowly around the tip of his cock. Then she licked her lips and let out a slow trickle of saliva from her pursed lips, letting it coat the tip before she took it in her mouth. He moaned again as she slid her lips up and down slightly, her tongue swirling over him in her mouth, her hand beginning to quickly pump his shaft.

She kept going, releasing her warm saliva and letting it trickle down his cock and over her fingers as she stroked him, as her lips sank further down. Her head moved quickly up and down, taking more of his cock into her mouth, her hand moving from his shaft to make way, her wet fingers tickling his balls. Soon she was sliding her lips up and down his whole length, and he groaned as his cock repeatedly hit the back of her throat. He sat and watched this angel sucking his cock, her light wings flapping gently as her head bobbed up and down, her mouth tightening on his cock as she held him deep in her throat, before resuming sucking, her fingers still working his balls.

“Oh my god,” she gasped as she pulled up, letting his wet cock fall out of her mouth, “you’re so big.” She looked at him, eyes wide, cheeks flushed as she breathed heavily.

“Clearly, it’s too much for you,” said Meika, kneeling next to her and nudging her out of the way. “Let me show you how it’s done.”

“But I wasn’t finished,” protested Tomoka.

“Fair’s fair, sweetie,” said Sayaka. Joe turned and saw the two women on the couch watching eagerly as their two friends argued over who got to suck his cock. Then, he noticed Ami’s hand sliding up Sayaka’s thigh, and underneath her short dress. He looked at Ami, who was looking directly at him, making sure she knew he knew what she was doing.

“Mmm,” Sayaka moaned softly as Ami’s fingers began to work slowly between her legs. But his attention was suddenly taken by someone’s mouth on his cock. He looked down and saw Meika kneeling between his legs, sucking him hard and fast, coating his cock in her saliva as she gave him the messiest blowjob of his life.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned as she worked him expertly, her hands gripping his thighs, her nails digging into the skin as she used the leverage to move her whole body as she sucked him off. Instinctively, he reached down and grabbed her devil horns, using them to guide her mouth up and down his cock, groaning as this woman worked his cock in the most devilish of ways.

Not to be outdone, Tomoka stood up and kissed him, pressing a hand down the front of his shirt as she took one of his hands and pressed it underneath her dress.

“You feel that?” she asked, his fingers moving over her hot, wet panties. “You feel how badly I want you all to myself?”

Joe groaned into her mouth as Meika pressed his cock into her throat, holding him there, as Tomoka slid her hand out of his shirt and began unbuttoning.

“So badly,” he moaned, stroking her through her lacy underwear.

Meika resumed sucking Joe’s cock, and Tomoka finished unbuttoning his shirt, and let her hand run down to the base of his cock, running her fingers through his pubic hair, before reaching up and taking hold of Meika’s ponytail.

“That’s right,” she said, wrapping the hair around her hand, then pulling Meika’s mouth from his cock and leaning down and kissing her, hard. Meika moaned as the angel kissed her, reaching out with one hand for his cock and the other for her ass. Joe continued fingering Tomoka from behind as she bent over and made out with her friend, who had his cock in her hand, stroking his wet shaft quickly. Tomoka broke off the kiss and, ponytail still in her grip, guided Meika’s mouth back to Joe’s cock. Meika gratefully took it back in her mouth, sucking it as Tomoka guided her.

“Sometimes you need a real good girl to show you how to be real bad,” she said, kneeling next to the devil, who moaned into Joe’s cock as the angel began fingering her through her red body suit.

“Oh fuck!” cried Meika, as Tomoka pulled her head back and Joe’s wet cock fell out of her mouth. She gasped for breath, holding Joe’s thighs tightly as Tomoka continued to finger her from behind. Tomoka unwrapped the ponytail from around her fingers and swung it around Meika’s body, causing it to fall and hang between her friend’s heaving breasts.

Meika groaned with pleasure as Tomoka continued fingering her, and he watched as Tomoka leaned in and began sucking the top of his cock. Meika whimpered as she watched, then leaned in and started kissing the side of his shaft, wrapping her juicy lips around it and sucking and tonguing it. Joe groaned as the two women worked his cock at the same time, both eager to please him.

Tomoka let his cock fall from her lips, and Meika kissed up his shaft, licking the tip of his cock. As she did so, Tomoka leaned back in and began licking it as well, their soft, warm tongues brushing against one another as they worked. He groaned and gripped the armrests, controlling his breathing as both women licked his cock. As he watched them, they looked up at him and kissed down the sides of his cock, before running their tongues up and down the sides.

“Oh god!”

Joe turned to the sounds and realised they had come from Ami, whose hand was still between Sayaka’s legs, and now had Sayaka’s hand between hers. Both were watching Meika and Tomoka sucking his cock, enjoying the show as they fingered one another.

“Time for a tie-breaker,” said Meika. As Joe turned, he saw the devil climbing onto his lap, straddling him, the hot underside of her leotard rubbing against his saliva-coated cock. She raised herself onto her knees and reached underneath, pulling her devil costume to the side and guided him into her pussy. Joe groaned as he pressed into her tight slit, so warm and so wet.

Meika groaned as she moved slowly on top of him, working carefully to take his thick cock into her body. She placed her hands on his shoulders, keeping herself steady as she worked her way lower onto his cock, groaning with pleasure as he stretched her out.

“Sometimes you need a devil,” she gasped, sliding his whole length inside of her, “to show you a real good time.” She groaned as she raised herself up, letting his cock slide almost entirely out of her, before plunging back down fully onto it.

“Oh fuck!” she gasped, riding the full length of his cock, the soft fabric of her costume rubbing against his shaft as she moved. She gripped his shoulders tighter, her nails digging into him as she rode his cock faster, her tits bouncing in her costume as she moved. He ran her hands over her thighs and around to her ass, cupping her cheeks and guiding her up and down for a few moments. Then he slid his hands up her body and cupped her breasts through her costume. She moaned as he caressed them through her outfit, then slipped her hands into her costume and freed them.

“Oh yes!” she moaned, bouncing on his cock, her big tits bouncing freely.

“They’re so sweet, aren’t they?” whispered Tomoka into his ear from behind. “Don’t you just want to suck on them?” He really did. “Go on,” she encouraged, “suck on her big tits.”

Joe leaned forward and cupped both breasts, moving his mouth to one. Meika moaned loudly, her body shaking as Joe sucked at her nipple, his tongue moving in small circles around it. As he did this, he felt Tomoka’s hands moving over his body, stroking him up and down, then pulling his shirt off his shoulders and down his back. He let his hands fall from Meika’s bouncing breasts for a moment, moving his mouth from one breast to the other as he let Tomoka undress him. Shortly, he was shirtless, and he felt Tomoka’s hands stroking his bare chest as Meika rode his cock, felt her soft lips on his neck, as his hands returned to her breasts.

Joe felt Tomoka’s hand in his hair, pulling his mouth from Meika’s breast as she pulled his head back, and she kissed him hard from behind. Then she let him go and walked around the chair, to behind Meika. He watched as she ran her hands over her friend’s body, cupping her breasts, her slim fingers playing with Meika’s hard, wet nipples, causing the woman to moan, her body trembling as she continued to ride his cock.

He watched as Tomoka stared at him, her lips pressed to Meika’s ear, whispering.

“Oh fuck,” groaned Meika, “yes, please.” She groaned, and he felt her pussy convulsing on his cock, tightening around his length as she rode him. Tomoka kept whispering, one hand still on Meika’s breast, the other sliding between her legs, playing with Meika’s clit as her ass bounced off Joe’s thighs as she rode him faster. “Yes – please – oh fuck – yes, yes – oh fuck!” Her fingernails dug deeper into his shoulders, and he could feel her body getting closer and closer.

“Ohfuckohfuckohfuck!”

She cried out as she came on his cock, riding him furiously, her wet pussy slapping against him as she took his full length time and again, her body convulsing, her moans increasing as Tomoka continued to whisper in her ear, continued to play with her big tits and hard nipples, continuing to finger her clit, encouraging her to cum harder as she rode his cock.

Then, with a final moan that became a whimper, she slumped forward.

“Oh my god,” she whimpered, her breathing unsteady as she gently rocked on his cock, “oh my god.” She slumped forward, her arms around his neck, her face pressed into his shoulder, her hot breath on his neck as she gasped for air. She shuddered as he gently stroked her body, then looked at him and gently kissed him.

Tomoka leaned in and whispered something in her ear, and Meika nodded, groaning as she climbed off his cock, now dripping wet with her juices. Tomoka knelt down at Joe’s feet and took off his shoes, then pulled off his trousers from around his ankles, as behind her, Meika curled up on the plush rug on the floor. Then Tomoka stood up and took his hands and gently pulled him to his feet.

She pressed herself against him, kissing him softly as his cock slid under her dress and between her legs, rubbing against her warm, wet panties, as she moaned softly. Then she stepped back and looked him in the eye as she slid her hands under her dress and worked her panties down her thighs, before letting them fall to her feet. She stepped out of them and picked them up with one foot before grabbing them with her fingers.

She held them there for a moment, then placed them in his hand. He felt her heat on the soft material. She leaned forward, closing her eyes and opening her mouth wide. He hesitated for a moment, then slipped the wet panties into her mouth. She closed her mouth, with only a hint of white fabric poking between her lips, then straightened up and turned around. He watched as she got onto all fours, lowering her head to the rug and presenting herself to him. Her slit was wet and smooth, glistening with her desire, and as she wiggled her ass in his direction, she slid one hand between her legs and ran a finger between her wet lips, moaning softly.

Joe fell to his knees and ran his hands over her bare ass, watching carefully as she fingered herself. He leaned in and kissed her asscheeks, moving along and took the tip of her finger in his mouth. She moaned as he sucked the wetness from it, then slid it out and held herself steady as she prepared for his mouth on her pussy.

“Oh fuck!” she moaned into her panties, as he placed his mouth on her wet lips, running his tongue deeply up her, kissing and sucking at her pussy as he tongued her. She rocked on her hands and knees, rubbing her wetness across his face as he spread her asscheeks with his hands and continued to lick at her pussy.

“I want that,” moaned Ami, watching Joe licking Tomoka out from behind. Out of the corner of his eye, he watched as Sayaka slipped her fingers out from between Ami’s legs and slipped them into Ami’s mouth. Ami moaned as she sucked her wetness from her friend’s fingers, then kissed Sayaka as they slipped from her lips. Sayaka guided Ami onto her hands and knees on the couch, pushing her friend’s head into one of the pillows as she knelt behind her and hitched up her short dress. Ami let out a high-pitched whine as Sayaka, now positioned behind her, buried her face between her asscheeks and began to eat her out, as Ami watched Joe do the same to Tomoka.

Joe continued licking Tomoka’s pussy from behind, tasting her as her wetness spread across his face and a single droplet trickled down his neck. Tomoka moaned with pleasure, rocking furiously on her knees, rubbing herself against his face, desperate for more than his mouth on her pussy. He knew from her cries, from her body language, from her heat, that she needed him to fuck her, now.

Still, he continued to lick at her, holding her asscheeks wide, making her beg more and more until finally, he pulled his face away, stood up and pressed his cock into her dripping-wet pussy. Tomoka cried out with pleasure as Joe worked his thick cock into her tight body, getting deeper and deeper with each thrust as Tomoka rocked gently on her hands and knees, pushing back a little deeper each time, until he was buried fully inside of her. He stood there a moment, admiring her firm ass, his cock deep inside her, feeling her body quivering as she whined softly, then slowly pulled out most of the way and thrust back in. She groaned as he penetrated her fully, and began rocking on her knees as he picked up speed, throwing her ass back onto his cock as he began to pound her pussy.

“She moaned into her panties, loud enough to hear over the wet fap as he slammed into her pussy time and again, her lips gripping his shaft as he moved in and out of her. She shrieked as a hand came down hard on her ass.

“That’s for being a cheating little whore,” shouted Meika, spanking her angelic friend again. “For saying such disgusting things that you made me cum on his cock.” She spanked the angel again, and Tomoka cried out in a mixture of pleasure and pain.

“That’s it,” the devil whispered into Joe’s ear as she stood behind him, running her hands over his naked body, her large breasts pressed into his back, “pound her angelic pussy. Show her what it’s like to be bad.”

Joe groaned as the devil teased him, his body tensing, aching for release.

“Show me!” cried Meika. “Fuck the goodness out of her. Turn her into your dirty devil whore!”

Joe groaned as he felt Tomoka’s angelic pussy tighten on his cock.

“Give me that pussy,” cried Ami. As Joe turned, he saw Ami lying on her back, Sayaka straddling Ami’s face, her own dress pulled around her waist, lowering her ass onto Ami’s face. Sayaka moaned as she felt Ami’s mouth on her pussy, then, with a wink to Joe, buried her face between Ami’s legs.

Tomoka cried out with pleasure, capturing Joe’s attention once again.

“That’s it,” encouraged Meika, “ruin that innocent pussy!”

Joe fucked Tomoka hard and fast, pounding her reddening ass as she threw it back, Meika’s hands and lips exploring his body from behind, her nails scraping across his skin, her teeth nibbling at his neck and shoulders.

Tomoka began moaning loudly, her body shaking, and he felt she was getting close. He kept fucking her, both of them grunting as he pounded her from behind, her body shaking and sweating, her angelic wings flapping wildly, her halo askew as her body shook.

He could hear muffled moans, and even though she couldn’t speak, he could still hear the words she was desperate to say:

“Yes – oh yes – just like –oh fuck – you’re so fucking big – fuck – your big cock in my tight pussy feels so so good – I can feel you stretching me out – ruining me – making me yours! Oh fuck – I need your cock – all of it – forever – I’m gonna cum – don’t stop – don’t stop fucking me - please please, ruin me with your big cock – please please – oh fuck – I’m gonna – I’m gonna cu–oh fuck – I’m gonna cuuuuummmmm!”

She let out a high-pitch wail as she came on his cock, his thickness stretching her tight pussy as he pounded her ass, her walls fluttering on his cock, pushing him close to the edge, her moans mixing with the furious fapfapfap as he thrust repeatedly into her wet hole, pounding her as he drove her orgasm onwards with his cock.

Then, with a final cry of delight, she went limp on the floor. She lay there, face buried in the rug, her wings flapping gently as she lay exhausted. He leaned forward and gently took the piece of lacy white fabric sticking out from between her lips and gently pulled her panties out of her mouth.

“Oh my god,” she cried weakly, gasping for breath. He stroked her long, blonde hair, then slowly pulled his cock out of her tight pussy, and she gasped again, rolling onto her back and staring at him, wide-eyed, her pussy gaping between her legs, dripping wet, her pinkness throbbing between dark lips.

“Time to decide,” said Meika into his ear, before walking around and kneeling next to Tomoka, kissing her slowly. Joe watched the two women kissing, and his hand went to his cock, working his slick shaft quickly, as the two of them knelt before him. “Show us who you want the most.”

Tomoka moaned softly, biting her bottom lip as she watched Joe working his cock quickly as she got to her knees next to Meika, the two stunning women kneeling before him, their faces flushed from taking his cock, waiting eagerly for their tribute.

“Cum on me, please,” begged Tomoka, her eyes wet and wild. “You know how badly I want it.” As she begged him, she slipped the straps of her top off her shoulders and pulled down the front of her top, exposing her small but pert breasts, her hard and dark nipples. She ran her hands over them, pressing them together and moaning with pleasure. “I need it.”

“No,” cried Meika, “I didn’t bend over and take it, I showed you how a bad girl rides a good cock.”

Joe groaned as he pumped his cock faster, his hand sliding over his pussy-slick cock, as both of them begged him to cover their beautiful faces with cum. He could hear from the side, Ami and Sayaka, moaning with pleasure, both on the verge of their own orgasms. He worked himself faster and faster, his orgasm getting closer as he tried to choose between the angel and the devil.

Cum on me.

I want it on my face.

I want it in my mouth.

I want to taste you.

Give me your hot seed.

Cover me with your hot cum.

Make me yours.

I want it.

I need it.

Use me.

Please.

Oh yes.

Cum for me,

Just like that.

Keep going.

Just a little more.

That’s it, cum for me, cum for me now!

Please!

Joe cried out as he came, shooting his hot load thick and fast at the two women, both of their faces pressed together, their tongues hanging out, desperate for his seed. His first load splashed across both of their faces, coating their cheeks pressed together, then his body jerked, and he turned to the side, shooting a load across his angel’s pale face then turned and gave a load to his red-cheeked devil. He moaned as he continued to cum, thick ropes coating the women’s faces in quick succession, ropes dripping from their cheeks and lips and mouths, dripping from their chins onto to their chests, landing between their heaving tits as they begged for more, moaning as each fresh load shot across their soft skin, coating him as he marked his territory, until he was completely spent.

“Oh fuck,” he grunted as he stumbled back and fell into his chair, breathing heavily. He looked at the two women still kneeling on the plush rug, their beautiful faces covered in his cum, and continued watching as they turned to one another and kissed, no longer caring about who the winner was, simply content to share his load between them, as Ami and Sayaka moaned on the sofa, finding satisfaction in their own release.


Chapter Six

“So,” said Ami, “ did you make a decision?”

“Weren’t you supposed to be keeping an eye out?” asked Joe, smiling.

“I err…” she stammered, “got distracted.”

“My bad,” said Sayaka.

“So very bad,” said Ami, kissing Sayaka.

Meika and Tomoka were sitting on Joe’s lap now, still half-dressed, their faces and chests cleaned of his cum, which they had done for one another, before teaming up to clean their juices from his cock.

He looked from one to the other.

“Well?” asked Sayaka. “What was the decision?”

“Well,” said Joe, “the winner was decided by whose face I came on first, right?”

“Right,” said Meika.

“Which was me,” said Tomoka.

“Excuse me,” said Meika, “I think you’ll find it was me.”

“Actually,” he said, sheepishly, “it was both of you.”

“You came on both of them at the same time?!” asked Ami.

“How is that even possible?” asked Sayaka.

“Well,” he said sheepishly, “they kinda had their faces pressed together, and I kind of came in the middle of them, so it kind of hit them both at the same time.”

“I’m sure it hit my face first,” said Tomoka.

“You can’t possibly know that,” said Meika.

“Well, I can,” Tomoka insisted.

“Ok,” said Sayaka, trying to calm the mood. “We’ll say for the sake of argument that you managed to cum on both of them at the same time. The obvious question then is, who did you mean to cum on first?”

“Truthfully,” he said, looking from one to the other, “I couldn’t pick.” They looked at him, dumbfounded. “How could I? It’s literally impossible! Besides, you complement each other so well, it would be unfair to split you up.”

“So what,” asked Meika, sternly, “you just want to work with us and fuck us as a pair?”

“I didn’t mean…” he began. “I wasn’t suggesting…”

“Sounds good to me,” said Tomoka.

“Me too,” said Meika.

With that, they both gave him a kiss on the cheek and hopped off his lap.

He looked at them, dumbfounded, as they picked up the remains of their costumes and clothes and clicked off towards the bedroom.

Sayaka laughed, and he turned to her as the bedroom door clicked closed.

“What’s so funny?” he asked.

Sayaka and Ami looked at him for a second, then burst into laughter.

“Oh no,” said Ami, “you didn’t think that was for real, did you?”

“What was for real?”

“That you would have to choose,” said Sayaka. “They were just having you on.”

He stared at them.

“It’s a joint photoshoot for tomorrow,” said Ami. “They’re well-known for appearing in promos together. It would actually be weirder if they weren’t together!”

“So what was all that?” he asked.

“We told you,” said Sayaka, “the night’s entertainment. “And very entertained we were.”

“I noticed,” he said. Sayaka smiled, and Ami blushed.

“I get a little carried away sometimes,” said Ami, curling into Sayaka.

“I noticed that, too,” he said.

“Oh well,” said Sayaka, “no harm done. All’s well that ends well, and all that. And things ended very well for you.”

“That they did,” said Joe, still feeling the heat of the two women on his body, “that they did.”


Chapter Seven

“That was fun,” said Tomoka, and gave him a peck on the cheek.

“You sure you can’t stay a little longer?” asked Joe, addressing the two women once again in the corridor, once again in the plush fur coats.

“That sounds like it would be a lot of fun,” said Meika, “but we need our beauty sleep, and I don’t think we’d get much of that if we stayed here.”

“You’re both beautiful enough,” he said.

“We know,” said Meika, “and we intend to keep it that way. Laters.” She leaned in and gave him a kiss on the other cheek, then both of them began to walk down the corridor.

“See you tomorrow,” said Tomoka, turning to give him a little wave, before they both disappeared around the corner.

Joe waved to the space where they once stood, then closed the door and sighed. He hardly knew them, but felt like he missed them already.

“Penny for your thoughts, darling?” said Sayaka, as she walked out of his bedroom, wearing a pair of oversized pyjamas, the arms of which were rolled fashionably up to her elbows.

“Where did you get those?” he asked.

Sayaka shrugged. “One of the multiple drawers of goodies that come with a place like this. Heaven forfend some elite guest should have to sleep naked.”

“That sounds awful,” he said.

“I’m sure it does,” she said, “so I’m sure you’re delighted we found something to sleep in.”

“I don’t know how I would have lived with myself,” he said, “but also, I don’t remember asking you to stay over?”

“Oh, you didn’t,” she said, walking towards the kitchen, “but we thought you were just being shy.”

“We know how indecisive you can be,” said Ami, appearing behind him and wrapping her arms around him, wearing another pair of oversized pyjamas, the arms most definitely not rolled up on her pair.

“Exactly,” said Sayaka, getting herself a glass of water, “so we decided to make the decision for you.”

“And where did you decide you’d be sleeping?” he asked.

“In your bed,” said Ami, squeezing him tightly.

“And where will I be sleeping?” he continued.

“Between us, obviously,” said Sayaka, before taking a long drink of water, then letting out a satisfied sigh. “Now, if you wouldn’t mind, I think it’s time to hit the hay.” Ami yawned and rested her head on his back. “So why don’t you go freshen up, and you can join us shortly?”

Sayaka took Ami’s hand as she walked past Joe, and both of them headed into the bedroom.

“Oh yes,” I nearly forgot,” said Sayaka, “I’m afraid there aren’t any pyjamas left for you.”

“But we can share,” said Ami, smiling as she played with the top button of her oversized pyjama shirt.

“I’m sure we can figure something out,” said Joe, knowing full well that neither of them would be wearing anything for very long.

“Are you sure?” asked Sayaka.

“Very,” he replied.

“That sounded very decisive,” said Sayaka, “maybe you’re learning how to make the big decisions, after all.”

“There’s only one way to find out,” he said.

They smiled at him and walked into the bedroom, as Joe headed to the second shower. There, as he got cleaned up, he thought about how he needed his beauty sleep far more urgently than Meika and Tomoka, but unlike them, he wasn’t going to get any.

That, he could say for certain.
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