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Book Four


Chapter One

“Oof!”

Joe grunted as he bounced off the wall and sprinted down the next corridor, his heart pounding in his chest as he gasped for breath.

His shoes squeaked on the floor as he sprinted as fast as he could to where he should be, like he was late for class and wanted to avoid detention. And like most of those times, it had started with him sleeping late. Not that anyone could blame him, of course. The day before had been crazy, and the night even crazier.

He had spent all day at the photoshoot, posing under the blaring, white hot lights, which was far more physically demanding than he had expected. Then there had been his mid-shoot and post-shoot interactions with Ami and Sayaka, respectively, the two Japanese supermodels he had been paired with for the morning and afternoon shoots. As if that wasn’t enough, they had dragged (well, politely invited him to go) dancing at an exclusive nightclub, where he was introduced to their friends, Nanami and Yuuki, whom he got to know intimately in the private VIP room.

Although he had finally gone home alone and fallen straight to sleep, his dreams were filled with these women, their eyes desperate for him, their bodies craving his touch. And as they demanded everything from him in the best way possible, they were surrounded by yet more stunning women, all equally desperate for him, women he recognised from the club; friends of Ami and Sayaka.

We can’t wait to work with you.

The words rattled around in his mind as he floated in this sea of women, overwhelmed by their physical needs, their insatiable desire for him. So it was no surprise that when he finally woke up, he was just as exhausted as when he went to sleep. And it was no surprise that he had overslept.

He’d jumped out of bed, quickly showered and gotten dressed, throwing on any old thing, knowing they had plenty of outfits for him at the studio. Then he’d rushed down the stairs to meet the limo that was supposed to pick him up, only for the concierge to tell him there wasn’t one.

He panicked and ran out of the hotel without waiting for the concierge to explain further. They had, he’d figured, gotten tired of waiting for him. The image of the disappointed Japanese supermodels looking glumly at the hotel as their limo drove off rushed through his mind, as he’d run into the street, waving his arms wildly until a taxi pulled over.

He’d jumped in and given them the address, and sat in the back trying to tidy himself up and calm himself down, a largely futile effort. He noticed the taxi driver glancing back at him in the rear-view mirror, and he was well aware he seemed like a lunatic.

Then, finally at the studio, he’d bounced out of the taxi and ran into the building, fumbling with his pass as he passed through the security barriers, then pelted down the corridor, swerving this way and that as he propelled himself towards where he needed to be, apocalyptic images of being replaced with someone more punctual, more reliable, more average, running through his mind until, finally, he burst through the studio doors.

“Sorry… I’m… late…” he panted furiously, his hands on his knees as he gasped for breath, “I… Over… Slept…”

He waited for a response, but none came, and he remained there, bent over, gasping for breath as spots danced before his eyes, he could tell something wasn’t quite right. Finally, finding the courage to look up from his bent over position, still gasping for breath, he realised what that something was.

There was no one there.

Not a single soul.

He straightened up and sighed. He walked deeper into the mostly empty room, past the tables and chairs, all empty save for a few loose items here and there, and a box of props that sat in the corner, undisturbed.

The lights and tripod from the previous day’s shoot were still there, still pointed at the white background and the cushioned flooring that had been placed to allow them to horse around on with less chance of getting bruised (which would cause work for the makeup team).

He looked around the room, taking it all in. It seemed simultaneously bigger and smaller than before; the lack of life, the absence of people running around, the silence except for the quiet echo of his footsteps and his beleaguered breathing, all changing the dimensions of the space. He walked over to the tripod and looked at the shooting gallery, where he and Ami, and later, he and Sayaka, had posed for the camera.

“Doesn’t seem that hard,” he said to himself, holding an invisible camera in front of him, taking pretend photos of pretend people. “Just point and click.”

“Oh, you think so, huh?”

Joe straightened up as he quickly turned, surprised to no longer be alone and a little embarrassed to be discovered speaking to himself. Then a lot embarrassed when he realised the person who heard him talking to himself about how easy it was to be a photographer was the photographer.

“Err, hi, err…”

“Kazuko,” she said, eyeing him from across the room, hands firmly placed on her hips, exposed by her low-rise jeans.

“I knew that,” he said, “Kazuko. Sorry, I’m just – I ran all the way…”

“I’m guessing no one told you there’s no shoot today?” A wry smile flashed across her face for a moment, then she began walking towards him. She was certainly no model. She was shorter for a start, her figure fuller, her tight t-shirt stretched across her large breasts, and her skin-tight, knee-ripped jeans clinging to her thighs showed that clearly.

Yet despite that, her cropped t-shirt (the ends ragged, suggesting she had cut it herself) showed off her flat stomach. As she approached, she ran a hand through her multi-coloured hair, which flowed over one side of her face, the other side of her head given a buzzcut.

She was as far from the immaculately prepared, camera-ready supermodels he had been hanging out with. But even so, she still had a strong, personal sense of fashion about her and was alluring in a completely different way.

“I guess not,” he said.

“You’d have thought the lack of limo might have given it away, but apparently not?”

“I err, overslept,” he said, a flush of embarrassment rushing through him. “It was a long day.”

“I bet,” she said, breezing past him. “They can be quite a handful, but I don’t need to tell you that.”

He tried to think of a response, but as she walked across the room, his eyes went to her juicy ass in those tight jeans.

“You think it’s so easy, huh?” she said, turning on one of the lights, then walking across the staging area towards the other.

“No, no,” he said, “I was just kidding around. I’m sure this whole thing is a lot harder than it looks.”

“I bet it is,” she said, turning on the second light. “Do you want to see how hard it can get?”

“Excuse me?”

“Photography,” she said, turning to face him. “It’s really quite the artistic endeavour, even if I do say so myself. The timing, the lighting, the settings, the emotional manipulation of subjects to get just the right reaction. So, yeah, it’s a little more than point and shoot. Well,” she continued, breezing past him as she returned where she had come from, “most of the time.”

He stood there, watching her disappear through a door into some back room or other, then continued to stand there, looking helplessly at the closed door, half-wondering if he was supposed to follow her, but then realising that too much time had elapsed for that, and to walk in now would be a bit weird, as if he was following her, rather than joining her. So he just stood there, waiting for her to come back, if she ever would.

After a few moments, she returned. Only this time, she had a large camera hanging from a strap around her neck. Holding it steady between her large breasts with one hand holding underneath, she walked towards him, then almost through him as he stepped to the side, as she took the camera off and fastened it to the tripod.

“Go stand over there,” she said, and he obeyed, walking over and taking his place between the lights, his feet bouncing softly on the cushioned floor, as she watched through the lens finder. He stopped and turned, watching as she adjusted the lens and changed some settings on the camera, then rushed across the room, adjusting one light, then the other, and then bounced back toward the camera. She quickly snapped a shot of him, then another, and another.

“Alright,” she said, looking over the top of the camera at him. “Your turn.”


Chapter Two

“Tell me how you want me,” said Kazuko.

Joe looked at her over the top of the camera, which he was now standing behind, then through the lens finder.

“I err…” he stumbled, unsure how to proceed.

“Do you want me like this?” she offered, hunching her shoulders and slumping forward, an exaggerated frown across her face. “Or this?” She slumped forward even further until her back was bent like an old lady. “Or this?” She looked up and scrunched her face up, her tongue sticking out wildly as she contorted her features as much as possible.

They both laughed, and Kazuko straightened up.

“Why don’t we start with something simple?” he suggested.

“Alright,” she said, what were you thinking?

Well,” he said, feeling a bit more at ease, “how about you just put your hands on your hips?”

“A classic,” she said. “You got it.”

Joe looked through the lens finder once again and saw her with her fists on her hips, chest pressed out as she looked up and to the side. The camera clicked as he took the picture.

“How’s this?” she asked, maintaining the pose.

“Good,” he said, “but I was thinking less ‘superhero’ and more, you know, ‘model’.”

“Oh, right,” she said, smiling. “Like this?” She loosened her arms and rested the back of her hands on her hips, relaxing her body as she looked into the camera.

“Good.”

Click.

“Can I get a little more smile?”

She smiled.

Click.

“Ok, cock a hip.”

She obeyed, her angled body accentuating her flat stomach and her thick hips.

“Lovely.”

Click.

She cocked the other hip, then swayed from one to the other, looking this way and that.

Click.

Click.

Click.

“Now, turn around.”

She turned away from him and posed, her tight jeans perfectly accenting the curve of her ass.

Click.

“Now, look at me.”

She turned and looked at him over her shoulder, her eyes boring into the camera.

Click.

She bit her lip.

Click.

She closed her eyes and let out a pleasured moan through her slightly parted lips. He noticed the shine and wondered if she’d put on a little more make-up whilst she was fetching the camera.

Click.

Click.

Click.

He let out a soft sigh, calming himself as she performed for the camera, and for him. He looked over the camera and saw her jogging towards him, her large breasts bouncing as she approached.

Click.

She laughed and moved behind him, pressing herself close as she looked over his shoulder, her large, soft breasts pressing gently into his back.

“Let’s take a look,” she said, reaching around him towards the camera and turning the screen to gallery mode. “Mmm,” she mused, as she inspected the photos. “Not bad.”

“You picked the wrong side of the camera to be on,” he said, looking at the photos.

“You saying I’m bad at my job?”

“What? No,” he blurted, panicked.

She laughed.

“Relax,” she said, “I’m just teasing. Modelling is fun for a minute, but I could never do it full-time. Besides, I’m not exactly model material.”

“I think you are.” He felt his face go red, instantly regretting the words that popped out of his mouth.

“But you’re sweet,” she said, giving him a kiss on the cheek. “And new to the industry. It’s not all photoshoots and parties.”

“No?”

“No,” she said, moving to the camera and undoing it from the tripod. “Now come on, let’s try something a bit more adventurous.”


Chapter Three

Joe watched as Kazuko strode back to her spot between the lights, swaying her hips in a faux-catwalk style, moving her juicy ass in her tight jeans.

“You coming?” she asked, not looking back. “Or are you going to look at my ass all day?”

Joe cleared his throat to say something, but then didn’t, choosing instead to just silently follow after her, camera in hand. She had removed it from the tripod and handed it to him. It felt heavy in his hands – expensively heavy. Even with the strap around his neck, he was nervous to be put in charge of something so delicate and valuable.

“You ready?” she said.

“Err, yeah,” said Joe, pointing the camera at her, unsure what he was doing.

“Good.”

She turned and leaned into the camera, her eyes closed and her lips pursed, as if she was about to give him a kiss.

Click.

As he focused on her face, he realised how pretty she was. Despite the colourful hair and the spiky personality (which weren’t things he considered unattractive), she was also genuinely pretty. He imagined her with curly blonde locks which tumbled over her bare shoulders as she laughed and posed in a loose summer dress, the exact opposite of her current style, and he still would have found her attractive. He realised just how right he was when he said she could have been a model.

“So,” she said, looking into the camera, “how do you want me?”

He stepped back, taking in the top half of her body, her impressive breasts, and flat, exposed stomach.

“Thinking,” he said.

She put her hand to her chin and furrowed her brow as she looked off into the distance.

“Scared.”

She opened her eyes fully, her mouth pulled into an ‘o’ as she placed both hands on the sides of her face.

He paused for a moment before giving his next instruction, weighing the pros and cons, then deciding to hell with it.

“Sexy.”

She lowered her head slightly and stared up into the camera. He felt a surge of desire moving through him with just one look.

“Like this?” she asked, confidently.

“Err, yeah,” he said, trying to keep his voice level.

Then she bit her bottom lip, and he could feel his cock stirring in his trousers.

“Perfect,” he muttered, letting her gaze bore into his soul.

She smiled and backed away from the camera.

“On the floor,” she said.

“Excuse me?”

“On the floor,” she repeated. “It’s time to learn about the power of angles.”

He lay on the soft floor, and she stood at his feet. He snapped a few shots as she stood there, then a few more as she stepped forward slightly and reached out her leg, placing one grey Converse on his chest. Her leg stretched out in front of her, she looked taller, more powerful, like she was dominating him.

“You get the idea?” she asked, as she looked down at the man under her foot.

“I think I do,” he said, taking another photo.

She took her foot from his chest and placed it by his side, then stepped forward so she was standing over him, her feet planted on either side of his chest, as she looked down at him. There was a look of disapproval on her face, her arms crossed under her big breasts, and he took a few more photos, the angle giving her all the power. Then she looked up and off to the side, hands by her sides as she pressed her chest out in a power pose. From this angle, the camera saw right up her cut-off t-shirt, exposing her lack of a bra, and capturing the underside of her soft, large breasts.

She looked down and he panicked for a moment, then she squatted. He felt her ass resting on his hard cock. He knew she had to feel it pressing against her, but neither of them said anything. Instead, she placed her hands on his chest and looked directly at him.

He shot off a couple more snaps, her large breasts front and centre, her hard nipples clear through the tight t-shirt. Then she looked up, leaning her head back as she arched her back, the angle pulling her t-shirt tighter to her breasts as it rose up, exposing the underside of her breasts once again, holding it there as he took a few more snaps.

Then, without warning, she jumped up and off him.

“Alright,” she said, “time to get a little more advanced.”


Chapter Four

He scrambled to his feet, trying to subtly adjust his erection in his trousers.

“How about this?” asked Kazuko.

Joe turned, and all the blood in his body rushed to his cock. She was standing there, looking at him as she reached around her body and gripped her t-shirt under each arm, lifting it partially up, exposing the edges of her breasts.

“Perfect,” he said, aiming the camera and taking shot after shot, her eyes following him as he circled her, capturing her curves from every angle.

“Wait,” she said, as he moved behind her. She lifted her shirt higher still, exposing almost all of her back, her breasts fully freed, but just out of sight. He took a few shots, moving slightly to the left and right, capturing a hint of sideboob. He stopped, stunned as she pulled the shirt off over her head and let it dangle at her side from one hand, as the other wrapped over her breasts, barely covering them.

He continued to photograph her, moving closer and further away, capturing as she shook her colourful hair, and looked at him over her bare shoulder. He knelt down and captured her from a low angle, her ass looking perfect in those low-rise jeans as she stood there topless.

“Turn around,” he said, as he lay on his back. She obeyed and turned to face him. “Good girl.” She smiled at this, but as he stared at her through the lens finder, not taking any photographs, he saw her smile fade.

“Is something wrong?” she asked.

“Sorry,” he said, “you’re just so fucking beautiful, I forgot what I was doing.”

She smiled again, and he took a series of quick shots. She stood there and posed for him, one arm over her large breasts, barely covering them as she struck a series of different poses. Then she threw the t-shirt playfully at him, covering the camera. When he pulled it off and looked at her again, she had both hands on her breasts, cupping them as she held them. He continued to snap shots as she pressed them together, then leaned forward, giving him a shot of cleavage as she gave him ‘fuck-me’ eyes. She lowered herself to her knees, straddling him as she continued to hold her breasts, pressing her ass into his cock and rubbing herself against him as he photographed her, her face contorted in pleasure as she rocked on top of him, moaning softly as her fingers dug into her breasts.

He let out an involuntary groan as she rubbed her ass against his hard cock, and she sped up, moving faster against him as he continued to photograph her, before laughing as she hopped off him.

“Was that ok?” she asked, turning away from him and letting go of her breasts.

“Fantastic,” he said, his cock throbbing painfully in his tight trousers.

“And this?” she asked, undoing her jeans and bending over as she slid her jeans down over her ass.

“Perfection,” he said, focusing the camera on her firm, juicy ass, and her black underwear.

“So what about this?” she asked, pulling her jeans down to her knees and bending over fully, giving him a perfect view of her mound, her underwear pulled tightly against her, outlining her lips as she posed.

“I have no words,” he said, as he continued to take snaps.

She reached back and grabbed her asscheeks, digging her fingers into them, as she looked over her shoulder at him. Then she straightened up and took off her Converse, slipped off her jeans, and stood there, still facing away from him. Her legs were slim and smooth, and he pressed himself into a sitting position and took a few snaps.

She turned and faced him, hands on her breasts, massaging them as he photographed her, then cupping one, ran a hand down her body, letting the other hang free and exposed as her fingers slid down her flat stomach and between her legs. She moaned softly as she stroked herself through the thin material, caressing her breast as she did so. Joe sat there, snapping away, continuing to do so as she looked at him, and then lowered herself to her knees, her hand still between her legs. She gasped with pleasure, then let go of her second breast, rubbing her hand over her stomach as she fingered herself, her eyes locked on him through the camera.

She leaned forward and planted both hands on the floor, her firm breasts hanging freely, and she crawled towards him. She moved like an animal hunting its prey, her eyes hungry as she licked her teeth, her movements elegant and purposeful, moving until she was close to the camera. She looked through the lens at him and then pushed him onto his back, straddling him once again, running her hands through her hair as she rocked on top of him, her ass rubbing against his cock, her perfect breasts on display for him and his camera, letting him capture every moment.

Then quickly, she reached forward and took the camera, turning it upon him and taking a series of photos of his shocked reaction, before placing the camera on the floor and leaning in to kiss him.


Chapter Five

She moaned into his mouth as his hands ran up her bare back. Her skin felt so soft under his touch; he could barely stand it. She cupped his face in her hands and slid her tongue into his mouth, massaging his. She rocked faster on top of him, her breasts rubbing against him as she leaned in closer.

“Show me how you want me,” she moaned, pushing herself up and rocking on top of him, her hands on his chest, her breasts pressed between her arms, swaying gently as she moved, her ass rubbing against his cock. His hands slid down to her ass, then up her body.

“Mmm,” she moaned as he finally cupped her breasts, feeling their weight and softness, massaging them with his palms as he watched the pleasure on her face. “I’ve been waiting all day for this.”

“Me too,” he said, teasing her hard, dark nipples.

“And this,” she said, leaning forward and pressing her breasts into his face. She moaned as he kissed at her chest, caressing her breasts as she buried his face in between them. He turned to the side, kissing along her soft skin until his mouth found a nipple. She moaned as he licked at her, gasping at the sudden sensation, rocking faster.

“That’s it,” she moaned, “suck on my big tits. You know you love it.”

He really did, and she gasped as he took as much of his breast into his mouth as he could, sucking hard as his tongue swirled around her nipple.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped, one hand sliding up the bottom of his t-shirt, rising up as her hand slid up his body, as the other worked at his belt. “Oh fuck!” she cried as he took her nipple gently between his teeth, tugging playfully before letting go. She sat up, one breast wet from his mouth, one nipple reddening from where he had sucked it. She pulled her hand out of his shirt and started pulling it up. He pressed himself up and helped take it off. No sooner had it slipped over his head, was he on his back once again, Kazuko’s lips on his, her breasts pressed against his naked torso.

His hands ran down her back and cupped her ass. She moaned into his mouth as he slid a hand between her cheeks, fingering the edges of her panties, feeling her heat, before sliding inwards, fingering her lips through the thin material, feeling her wetness on it. She kissed him harder, faster, moaning with pleasure as he stroked at her, then cried out as he slid a finger underneath her panties and between her smooth, wet lips.

“Oh, Christ,” she moaned, as he stroked her, sliding his finger up to her clit and then down to her entrance, teasing her. “Put it in,” she begged, “please.”

She cried out as he worked his finger into her tight pussy, moving in and out, getting deeper and deeper, until he was fully inside of her. She rocked against him, gasping as she moved up and down the digit, which curled and stroked her inside.

She pushed her hands against his chest, rising herself up and rocking on his finger, gasping as she did so, her fingernails digging into his chest.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, “I need you to fuck me. I need you to fuck me right fucking now!”

He placed a hand on her back and pulled her towards him, kissing her hard as he rolled her onto her back, his finger still inside her. He lay on top of her petite frame, fingering her as she wrapped her legs around him, desperate for him to keep going even as she needed more. He looked her in the eye as he slid his finger in and out of her, moving faster as he controlled her pleasure, then slipped his finger out and slid it into her mouth. She took it greedily, sucking hard and fast, cleaning her juices from him.

He slipped it out, and she gasped for breath, watching helplessly as he knelt between her legs and undid his trousers.

Her eyes widened as he pulled his trousers down to his knees and freed his cock. Her hand went to it instinctively, stroking him slowly, the tip glistening with precum.

“It’s so big,” she said, breathlessly. “I knew it would be.”

He leaned in and kissed her as she wrapped her legs around his thighs, her socks soft against his skin, her hand still working his cock. He stroked her face with one hand as he held himself up with the other. Her hand moved faster on his cock.

“I thought you wanted me to fuck you,” he moaned.

“I do,” she moaned, “but I also want to do this.” He groaned as she squeezed his cock, laughing as she did so. “Do you want to fuck me?” she asked, looking in his eyes as she pumped his cock.

“I do, so badly.”

“How badly?”

“So fucking badly.”

“Then show me.”

He reached down and grabbed her by the wrist, pulling her hand from his cock and pinning it to the floor.

“That’s it,” she gasped, “show me.”

Holding her there, he reached down with his other hand and took hold of his cock and guided it towards her pussy. He hooked his little finger underneath her panties, pulling them to the side and slid the tip of his cock between her wet lips, feeling her hot wetness coating him. She moaned and pressed her hips up, his cock twitching at the sensation. He slid his cock further down and pressed the tip against her entrance. She whined softly, rocking underneath him, desperate for him to penetrate her.

“Show me,” she whimpered, “please.”

She gasped as he pressed the tip of his cock into her. She was so fucking tight he wasn’t sure he would fit, but she continued to beg for his cock, rocking underneath him as he slowly worked his way inside of her.

“Fuck,” she moaned as he began to press his length into her, “I can feel you stretching my tight pussy out.” He moved back and forth, moving slowly as he penetrated her deeper and deeper, letting her panties slip from around his little finger, the wet fabric rubbing against him as he penetrated her.

She felt so good on his cock, and he had to concentrate on going slow, even as she begged for more.

“Give it to me,” she begged, “give it to me all, I need it. I need to feel you fully inside me.” He leaned in and kissed her, her mumbled pleas for his cock continuing throughout. “Oh fuck!” she cried as he pressed himself fully into her, her tight pussy clamping onto his whole length.

He held himself above her and looked down at her eyes, wide and wet, crazed with desire.

“Please,” she begged, “I need you to fuck me.” She gasped as he began to move, sliding his cock out of her and deep back into her tight body. “Oh yes,” she panted, “just like that.” He moved slowly, sliding in and out of her, letting her body accommodate to repeatedly taking his full, thick length. “But more.”

He breathed slowly, controlling himself as he began to move faster, feeling every inch of her pussy on his cock, feeling her tightness and wetness as he fucked her. She whimpered underneath him, her hands on his back, holding onto him, her nails digging into his skin, her legs tightening around the backs of his, holding him close to him, desperate for more.

He moved faster, her pussy easing as it got used to his cock, but still gripping him deep inside. She breathed faster as he fucked her, her wet panties rubbing against the side of his cock as he slid in and out of her, the backs of her feet, on the backs of his knees.

He moved faster, fucking her hard on the cushioned studio floor, the bright lights illuminating her beautiful face, now shining with perspiration.

“That’s it,” she grunted breathlessly, “fuck me like this pussy is all yours. Show. Me. How. You. Want. It.”

He groaned as he felt her pussy throbbing on her cock, her wetness growing as he fucked her harder, her big tits bouncing as he pounded her tig.t body. She grunted with each thrust, pleasure building inside of her as it built inside of him.

“Keep going,” she begged, “I’m so close.”

“Me too,” he groaned, holding back from cumming inside her.

“Just a little longer,” she pleaded, “I want – oh fuck – I want to cum – mmmm – I want to cum I want to cum I want to cum – oh fuck – I want to cum on your big fucking cock. Let me cum please oh god just let me cum on your cock – I need it I need I – oh fuck – oh yes oh yes – I’m gonna I’m gonna – oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck I’m fucking cumming – I’m cumming!”

She cried out as she came on his cock, her walls fluttering on him as waves of pleasure shot through her. She cried and moaned and thrashed, her body tightening around him, desperate for more. And as she cried and pleaded and moaned for more, he groaned himself, unable to hold back any longer.

“Oh fuck, I’m cumming!”

“Yes!” she cried. “Cum inside me! Oh fuck!”

He grunted powerfully as he came, thrusting deep inside of her, pounding her firmly with short, sharp thrusts, pumping his seed into her awaiting body.

“I can feel you cumming inside me!” she cried, her body shaking violently as he continued to shoot thick ropes deep into her pussy, coating her fluttering walls as they hugged his spurting cock. “Don’t stop!”

“Your pussy feels so fucking good,” he cried, “I’m going to fill you up.”

“Yes!” she cried. “Use me! Fill me up with your cum! I want it all!”

He kept cumming, hard and long, deep inside her as she begged for more – more cock, more cum, more pleasure – her body wrapped around him as her pussy milked him completely and utterly dry.

“Oh fuck!” she gasped as he finished, his body pressed against hers, both of them breathing heavily as they basked in the aftermath of their simultaneous orgasms. “Oh fuck.”

She held herself close to him, her pussy shimmering on his cock, still deep inside of her. He looked at her, stroking her cheek gently, as carefully brushed her wet hair from her face. Her eyes were shiny and soft, and locked on him. He leaned in and kissed her slowly, their mouths meeting carefully, tongues gently caressing one another as they basked in the glow of one another’s bodies.

“I think,” she said softly, a faint smile on her lips, her breathing easing, “we have time for one more photoshoot.” And as she handed him the camera, she smiled.


Chapter Six

She looked glorious in the photos, at least, he presumed she did. She had looked glorious as he had taken them. He could still see her naked body spread out on the floor, her legs spread, wet panties pulled to the side with two slim fingers, as two others held open her dark lips, the pink flashes of her pulsating pussy showing as it throbbed, pushing his creamy cum out of her body.

Click.

He had taken close-ups of her wet, shiny body, her flushed face, still glowing from cumming on his cock. Then more, as she got onto her knees, presenting her ass to him, her hands spreading her cheeks for the camera, both her asshole and cum-filled pussy on display, her panties pulled down to her knees, stretched tightly as she spread her legs as wide as they would allow. Then, finally, a handful more as she faced him and took his cock in her mouth, cleaning her juices and his cum from his length, as she looked directly into the camera.

Click.

Click.

Click.

“You’ve got quite the knack,” she said, flicking through the images on the camera, still topless but now wearing her jeans, her panties underneath filling with his cum. “You might have a future behind the camera, as well as in front of it.”

“I hardly think I’ve got much of a future in front of the camera,” he said, fastening in trousers. He walked over and placed his hands on her shoulders, but she turned the camera away.

“These are for my collection,” she said. “My private collection.”

“What about my collection?” he asked, turning her around to face him, his hands resting on her waist, his fingers stroking her soft skin.

“That’s what you’ve got this for,” she said, tapping him on his forehead. “And this.” She reached between his legs and cupped his cock.

“But what if I need a refresher?” he asked, pulling her closer so that her soft breasts were pressed against him.

“Then you’ll have to book another session,” she said. “But be warned, my services aren’t cheap.”

“I’m sure they’re worth every penny.”

“Oh, you better believe. Next time, I’ll book you in for the deluxe package.”

“That wasn’t deluxe?”

“That was just a taster session,” she said, stroking his face as she kissed him. “There’s a lot more to come, believe.”

“I believe,” he said, sliding his hands down to her ass and pressing her hips against his. “I believe every word.”


Chapter Seven

Joe walked serenely through the busy city streets, in his own little bubble as the world rushed on around him. He crossed the road and walked towards the city park, the sounds of the world fading as he walked further into the lush greenery.

He had nowhere to go and nothing to do. It was, after all, his day off, and he was going to enjoy every single moment of it.

As he walked through the park, he took a moment to enjoy the sun on his face as it shone through a break in the foliage overhead. He turned his head skyward as it shone down upon him, closing his eyes as he basked in the heat and light.

His thoughts immediately went back to Kazuko and the flash of the camera as they photographed one another. He could still feel the heat of her body on him, the grip of her pussy on his cock, how amazing it had felt to cum deep inside her trembling body as she came on his cock, begging him for his seed.

He took a deep breath and calmed himself.

He smiled and continued walking. It had been a wild day already, and it was still morning. He wondered what else might be in store for him, but didn’t worry too much about that. It had been a crazy couple of days, and what he needed to do right now was relax, let his body recover, and get prepared for whatever came next.

And as he continued to wander aimlessly, enjoying the relative peace and quiet, he was sure that there was something – or someone – coming next.


Thank You!

I hope you enjoyed reading this story!

To be kept up-to-date with new releases and receive a FREE EBOOK, please sign up for my Mailing List.

Thanks, O. L. Tyme.


More Books For You

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.

His Summer Cruise Harem: The Complete Collection

A once-in-a-lifetime luxury cruise and three stunning Japanese women to share it with. What more could a man ask for?

When Scott, forty and newly divorced, decides to forget his troubles with a luxury holiday, the last thing he imagined was that he would become the plaything for three Asian women, all half his age.

Yet that's exactly what happens when Ichika, Hitomi, and Keiko take an interest in him. From fun times by the side of the pool to adventures in exotic lands, Scott and his trio of lovely ladies live life to the fullest, as they come together to leave the past behind, and sail towards a future beyond their wildest dreams!
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