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Book One



Chapter One

“What if I sit on him?” asked Ami, waving the edges of her sky-blue summer dress around her slim thighs, her delicate toes practically bouncing on the floor as if it was made of cushions. She spun quickly and sat on his lap, her slim frame feeling almost weightless. She wriggled her ass against his crotch as she got comfortable, then wrapped an arm around his neck and threw herself back, stretching out her other arm as she kicked her long, smooth legs in the air as he sat bewildered, the beautiful Japanese supermodel used him as a prop.

“Perfect,” said Kazuko, the photographer. Her hair was multi-coloured and shaved on one side, and with her ripped skin-tight jeans and torn band t-shirt clinging to her slim body, she was a sharp contrast to Ami’s perfectly styled image. Kazuko adjusted the lens and the angle, and captured shot after shot of Ami’s perfect beauty, made all the more beautiful Joe was sure, by contrast of appearing next to his distinctly average features.

How did I get here?

The thought had been rattling through his mind all morning, the sheer improbability too vast to comprehend. And yet here he was, being used as a cushion by the most beautiful woman he had ever seen in his life. Even now, it didn’t feel real. But, his body reminded him, also all too real.

Ami gracefully sat up, tucking her feet under the side of the chair and wrapped both of her arms around his neck. She gave him the most wholesome smile and then leaned in and kissed his cheek. He could feel his face heat up as her juicy lips touched his skin for the first time, warm and soft and lingering. He took a subtle deep breath to calm himself down, but he only managed to capture more of her fragrance, the doubtless expensive perfume that floated from her skin, mixing with the slight scent of her body as the lights and her energetic movements warmed her up.

“Mwwwah!” she said, giggling at the kissing noise as she pulled her lips from his cheek, leaving, he was sure, a bright red mark. Then she spun around on his lap so they were both facing the same way, then again wriggled her ass against his crotch, his cock hardening beneath her. If she could feel it, she let on, continuing to make herself comfortable on his lap as she reached down to his sides, grabbing his arms and pulling them towards her body.

“I want you to hold me,” she said. He obeyed and wrapped his arms around her slender body, his hands gripping his wrists in a conscious effort not to touch her, as she smiled for the camera, one arm reaching behind them both, her hand resting on the back of his head. The camera continued to flash as she struck a variety of slightly different poses on top of him, as he barely moved at all.

“Now like this,” she said, taking his hands and gently prying them apart. “I want you to touch me, like you can’t resist me.” He couldn’t resist her. Whatever she said, that’s what he’d do. He was completely under her spell. So, as she guided his hands to her slim waist, he followed her lead, letting his hands settle where she placed them. 

“Don’t be afraid to touch me,” she said, holding his arms and sliding his hands up and down her body, “let me be your prop, like you’re mine.” She wriggled her ass, and he was absolutely sure she could feel his cock pressing against her. But still, she made no sign. God, he wanted to touch her, wanted to touch every part of her, to run his hands up her perfect body, to cup her firm breasts through the flimsy dress, to kiss her bare neck as she writhed on top of him, rubbing her ass into his hard cock, moaning and gasping until she was begging him to fuck her, to pull out his cock and hitch up her skirt, to puller her panties to the side and let her slide down until he was fully inside her, her tight Japanese pussy gripping him as he stretched her out, her perfect features twisting and contorning as she moaned in ecstasy as she took every inch of him, this histori moment immortalised forever as Kazuko captured every orgasmic moment on celuloid.

Instead, he slid his hands down to her hips.

“There we go,” she said, “just like that. Maybe a little harder.” He gripped her more tightly. “I like it. Take control, show me what you want.”

“Oh, that’s good,” said Kazuko, as Ami leaned forward, “give it to me, babe.” From Kazuko’s reaction, he had no doubt Ami was eye-fucking the camera, her loose summer dress falling open at the front, exposing a tantilising amount of perfect, creamy skin. Ami rocked on top of him, almost imperceptibly, but he could feel it in his cock, and he had no doubt she could too.

Then she sat back up, flicking her hair and giggling as it hit him in the face, causing him to cry out in surprise.

“Ooo, sorry babe,” she said, looking over her shoulder as she stroked his cheek, “I didn’t mean to be bad.” She smiled and stood up. He was worried his erection would be noticeable, but before anyone even had a chance to see, she turned around and straddled him, her arms wrapped around his neck. She looked him in the eye in the exact way he’d imagined she was looking into the camera, looking into Kazuko’s soul, and moved her body closer, her blue dress flowing behind her, her panties pressed against his crotch. He wondered if they matched.

“Oh, wait,” she said, reaching down and grabbing the bottom of his t-shirt, “this might be fun.” She tugged the t-shirt up, and he lifted his arms instinctively, letting her undress him, before throwing his top across the room.

“Ooo,” she said, running a finger down his bare chest, “you’re not quite as average as you led us to believe, are you?” He tried to think of something to say, to explain he had started working out again in the few weeks since he’d won. But before he could form the words, she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled her body close to his. “I guess,” she said, pressing her forehead against his, “I’m not the only one who’s been bad.”

“Yo, Average Joe,” shouted Kazuko, “over here.” Joe looked over Kazuko’s shoulder and saw Kazuko aiming the camera, taking shot after shot. “Come on,” she said, looking over the viewfinder in between shots, “give me a little more.”

“Ahh!” Joe shouted as Ami buried her face in his neck and bit him playfully.

“That’s right,” she said, “give me some emotion. You’ve just won the fucking lottery here.”

Joe stared at the camera, his body burning with desire as she rubbed herself on top of his cock, her mouth on his neck, her hands stroking his bare arms, her nails gently scraping the skin. He felt like he’d won a lottery ticket he couldn’t cash.

“That’s it,” she cooed into his ear, “you’ve just won the fucking lottery.”

He ran his arms up her body and up her back, feeling her bare shoulders under his touch, fingering the flimsy straps of the dress. He pushed one to the side, and she gasped as it slid off her shoulder and down her arm.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, moving her head and kissing the other side of his neck. He slid the other strap off her shoulder. “Show me how you want me.” He ran his hands over her shoulders, one sliding up the back of her neck, causing her to shiver, as his fingers slid into her dark, silky hair, causing her to kiss his neck with more force.

Then she pushed up and looked him in the eye, his fingers still in her hair, her expression difficult to read as she slid one arm out of the strap and then the other, the flimsy dress hanging precariously on her body. Then she leaned forward and loosely pressed her body against him. Their faces were nearly touching, and as she looked him in the eye, gently tugged at the front of her dress, letting the material slip between their bodies until her bare breasts were pressed against him.

“Perfect,” cried Kazuko, snapping the half-undressed pair, his hands now her bare back, Ami’s summer dress pulled down to her waist. Joe saw Kazuko in his peripheral vision, moving around them, guiding the camera up and down and side-to-side as she hunted for the perfect side-angle. But he didn’t care about that anymore; all he cared about was Ami, the beautiful, half-naked Japanese model who was straddling him, her pert breasts pressed against his naked chest, her eyes locked on his.

“Yes, yes,” she said, the excitement in her voice rising as she surveyed the scene from a crouched position. “Kiss him.” Ami stayed perfectly still, almost as if she didn’t hear the words. “Kiss him.”

Ami leaned in slowly, her body barely moving as her lips edged agonisingly closer to his, her eyes still locked on his. He could feel the heat of her breath as she closed in, letting her lips linger agonisingly just out of touch. Then she pressed into him, pushing her bright red lips against his mouth, kissing him hard and fast, taking him by surprise as her tongue slid into his mouth. Then he kissed her back, his fingers pressing into her back, holding her body close to him as their mouths and lips tongues caressed one another, an explosion of passion that meant they were going to fuck, the kind of kiss that was the universal signifier of ‘we are going to fuck, hard.’ 

He didn’t care if it was caught on camera. Hell, he wanted it caught on camera, every single second from this kiss to the moment he pumped her perfect body full of cum, the lens zoomed in close, lingering on her quivering pussy, stretched out and throbbing as his hot load trickled out of her satisfied body.

None of this felt real, and yet here he was. He needed visual evidence just to prove to himself that this was happening. Even though all his senses were on fire, he would still need to be shown proof. She was just too perfect to be true.

She rocked on him harder, her breathing increasing as she kissed him energetically, her perfect teeth nipping playfully at his lip, teasing him, daring him to put her in her place. He could already hear her moans as he spanked her, her dress pulled up over her perfectly toned ass as he bent her over his lap and spanked her cheeks until they were bright red and she was begging for his cock.

Rrrrriiiiiiiiiiinnngggg!

“And that’s lunch.” Kazuko stood and walked away. “Good job, guys, see you in an hour.”

Joe snapped back to reality, as if woken from the best dream ever. Yet Ami was still there, still straddling him. But her body still, relaxed, as if they’d just been talking about the weather and not getting ready to fuck each other’s brains out.

“Wow,” she said, licking her lips, her perfect lipstick smeared across her mouth, “that was so good. I really thought you wanted to fuck me.” She smiled and lifted her leg off him, giving him a flash of her perfect breasts, their nipples dark on her pale skin, and walked away, pulling her dress up in the middle of the room as if it was nothing at all, the hem of her summer dress swaying playfully around her ass as she adjusted her outfit.

As the crew rushed about getting ready to go on lunch, Joe sat there, unable to move, his throbbing cock the price he paid for his art.



Chapter Two

Joe paced around his dressing room, his cock and his brain throbbing. He could barely comprehend that he was in this situation; it was all so surreal. It was just a photoshoot, but he wasn’t a model; he was just a regular guy. An average Joe.

Which was the whole point.

But even so, this was harder than he expected. It was tiring, striking poses with a spunky photographer shouting instructions at you whilst red-hot spotlights shone down upon you from numerous angles. And whilst he had expected the photoshoot to be a bit of fun and possibly, in his wildest dreams, a little flirtatious, he hadn’t expected anything like that.

His cock was aching as he thought of the ridiculously good-looking Japanese supermodel straddling him, half-naked, kissing and biting him as she ground her panties into his crotch, like she wanted to desperately fuck him.

And then, with the lunch bell, instantly switching off.

It’s just her job, he told himself as he tried to cool down. He had an hour for lunch and was trying to decide whether he should jerk off before the final shoot of the day to help clear his mind. But then he would have to see her and look into her eyes, knowing he had just thought of her in the most depraved terms as he touched himself. And he knew that she would know it too. If it wasn’t from his look of shame, then from the reduction in sexual tension between them. She had worked him good. She was a pro.

But then again, without some form of release, how could he possibly go through another hour of that?

He collapsed on the sofa in the middle of the room, resolving to satisfy his primal urges and worry about what came next at a later point, a point where he could think clearly. But just as he began to undo his trousers, there was a knock on the door.

“Just a second,” he said, jumping up from his sofa and hastily doing up his zipper. He ran his hand through his hair and tried to straighten his clothes, trying to look like a guy who wasn’t about to pull his cock out and jerk off to mental images of his stunning so-worker. “Come in.”

The door opened, and Ami popped her head around the door. She smiled, and he felt the rush of endorphins in his body, an overwhelming sense of well-being enveloping him like a soft blanket. There really was something special about her.

“I just wanted to check you were alright?” she asked.

“Me?” he asked stupidly, as if there was anyone else in his dressing room.

“Yes,” she said, laughing gently, “you.”

“I’m fine, thank you.” He tried to casually strike a ‘ I’m fine, thank you’ pose, which exuded calmness and confidence, but every part of his body felt like it was in the wrong place.

“May I come in?”

“Of course.”

Her smile widened, and she walked into the room, quietly closing the door behind her. She had changed from her photoshoot clothing, her blue summer dress replaced by a tight, white crop top with ‘I <3 Joe’ emblazoned on the front, her nipples clearly visible through the soft cotton, and a pair of almost comically oversized jogging trousers, the bagginess of which made her slim waist seem even slimmer, and a pair of the comfiest-looking sneakers he had ever seen in his life. Even in this simple outfit, she looked stunning.

“Do you like it?” she asked, tugging at the edge of her crop top, pulling it even tighter against her chest. “It’s for the campaign.”

“Oh, err, it’s great,” he said, both of them pretending it had been the t-shirt he had been admiring. “Really great.”

They stood there for a moment, the silence lingering between them.

“I wanted to apologise,” she said, finally.

“What for?”

“I think I got a little carried away, you know, during the shoot.”

“It’s alright,” said Joe, thinking of his rock-hard cock as her perfect body pressed against him as they kissed, “I think I got a little carried away, too.”

She smiled and looked bashfully at the floor, pushing her long dark hair behind her ear.

“But I got really carried away.”

She walked closer to him, and he just stood there. She stopped, their bodies close together. She gently touched the edge of his lip, and he flinched. He hadn’t noticed until then that as she had nipped at his lip, she had actually caused a small bruise.

“Can you forgive me?” She asked, her finger lingering on his lip as she placed her other hand on his chest.

“Of course,” he said, knowing he would have forgiven this goddess of a woman if she had bitten his entire head off. It would have been totally worth it.

“I’m so used to working with professionals that I forgot you…”

“I’m just an average Joe?” He smiled and she laughed gently.

“Maybe not so average,” she said, looking him in the eye, “not from where I was sitting.” She moved closer to him, pressing her body against his, her lips nearly touching his. “There’s something about you, Joe,” she said. “Everyone here is so good looking, but you…”

“Thanks,” said Joe, teasingly.

“You’re honest. Everyone I meet is so obsessed with image. They only care about how they look or how the person they’re with looks. I know it’s part of the job, but it’s so exhausting. So to spend some time with someone who is just… nice. It’s refreshing.”

“I’m glad I could refresh you.”

“Don’t get me wrong, I know you want to fuck me.” Joe’s heart began to race, unsure of what to say. “I could feel that in your kiss, the way your body reacted to mine. But it wasn’t ego or image. It was pure, honest biology.”

He tried to control his breathing whilst ignoring the throbbing in his trousers, but found he could only do one of these at a time.

“And as you can see,” she said, touching the bruised spot on his lip, “my body liked that very much.” Her hand slid down from his chest and took him by the wrist, guiding his hand to her perfectly toned stomach, running his fingers along her body, then down into her joggers. His fingers slid over her panties, and he could feel the heat of her desire, her wetness seeping into the soft material. “See?”

“I see,” he said, as she guided his hand back and fore slightly, his fingers running up and down over the wet spot on her panties as she leaned into him, her chin on his shoulder, her hot breath on his neck, gasping with every stroke of his finger.

Her breathing got faster as she guided his hand to move faster, her wetness increasing under his touch. She yelped as his hand slid down further, teasing the wet spot over her entrance.

“Fuck,” she purred, “I wanted you to touch me like this when I was sitting on your lap. I wanted to feel your hand slide up my pretty dress and finger me under my dark blue panties as I spread my legs for the camera. I wanted,” she moaned, pulling his hand up from between her legs, “you to feel how badly I wanted you.” She cried out as she pushed his hand down once again, this time sliding his fingers underneath her panties, the wet material peeling away from her as his fingers slid over her smooth pussy and his fingertip spread her wet lips. She let go of his wrist and pulled her hand out of her joggers, wrapping both arms around his neck, rocking gently as he continued to finger her.

He felt the wet material of her panties rub against the back of his hand as his fingers slipped further between her legs, her wetness coating them as he slid further down and found her entrance. She gasped as his finger pressed against her tightness, then moaned into his neck as he eased into her. He worked his finger slowly, moving in and out, sliding his finger deeper into her, her pussy as tight as the rest of her body, her walls gripping him as he moved. She rocked more on her knees, desperate for more, riding his finger as he slid fully inside of her, curling as he stroked her inside, imagining how tight she would feel on his cock.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, riding his finger faster.

His free hand slid up her back, feeling her bare skin, then up further, into her hair. He took hold of her hair gently and guided her head back. She looked at him through bleary eyes, the pleasure of riding his finger nearly too much for her. He leaned in and kissed her, and she kissed him back, their tongues meeting, powerfully but slowly, moving with intent, as if trying to memorise what the other felt like. She rocked faster.

“Please,” she moaned through the kisses, “I need more.”

He turned her around, his finger still deep inside her, still stroking her where she needed it most. Then he gently slid his finger out of her and out of her trousers. He could smell her desire on his fingers, which were slick and wet. Before he could say anything, she grabbed him by the wrist and brought his fingers to her mouth, sucking on them greedily as she stared at him. He groaned as she sucked, her juicy lips sliding up and down them, her tongue teasing them in her mouth, and he could only imagine how good that would feel on his cock.

Once cleaned, she slipped them out of her mouth and kissed him. He moaned as he tasted her on her lips, and knew he wanted more. He leaned forward and guided her into a seated position on the sofa. He slid to his knees, kissing her bare stomach as his fingers slid into the sides of her joggers and began to tug them down, as she kicked off her trainers, exposing her petite feet. She shuffled on the seat, lifting her ass to let him slide the joggers off her, then pulled them off her legs, leaving her in nothing but her wet, black panties. She moaned as he stroked her beautiful, long legs, kissing them as he moved upwards, taking his time as he savoured the chance to touch such a naturally beautiful woman. She cried out as he kissed her inner thighs, the scent of her desire overwhelming, and ran her hand through his hair. He kissed higher, right to the edge of her panties, savouring the softness of her skin. Then he pulled back and slipped his fingers into the waistband. She moaned softly as he pulled them down, peeling the soft fabric from her wet lips and slid them carefully down her legs, which she pulled closer to herself as she allowed him to take them off her body completely.

He dropped her panties to the floor and looked at the woman sitting in front of him. She was wearing nothing but her I <3 Joe t-shirt, her nipples hardened underneath, her legs spread, exposing her completely waxed pussy, and her dark wet lips, hints of her pinkness showing as she rocked on the sofa, desperate for him to bury his face between her legs.

He placed his hands on her legs, stroking them as he leaned in between them. She reached forward and grabbed his t-shirt, tugging at it wildly. He raised his arms and let her pull it off, immediately returning his attention to her, without a thought of where his clothing would end up. She moaned as he kissed her inner thighs, inching his way up to her wet slit. She ran her hand through his hair and took hold, trying to pull him closer, desperate to feel his mouth on her, but he held back, kissing the innermost curve of her thigh, his mouth moving in in a semi-circle around her waxed slit, kissing across her smooth mound and down the other side, getting as close as possible without touching where she needed it the most. He pulled back slightly, and she cried out as he pursed his lips and blew gently along her lips, taking a moment before running his long, flat tongue up her. She cried out, her grip on his hair tightening as his tongue slid between her lips, her wetness coating his tongue, flooding his mouth with her taste. She gasped as his tongue flicked over her clit, then he repeated the motion, her wetness covering his face as he continued to lick her.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, rocking on the sofa, “I knew you’d be so good at that. I could just tell.” As he kept licking at her hot slit, he wrapped his arms around her thighs and pulled her legs onto his shoulders. She moaned as he increased the pressure of his tongue on her, and she squeezed his head with her thighs, her soft, bare heels pressing into his back. He licked her faster, his nose wet with her desire, rubbing against her clit. He looked up at her and saw her eyes were closed, her face contorted with pleasure, somehow even more beautiful. She gasped and slid her other hand under her top, the fabric clinging to the back of her hand as she played with her tit, her hips rocking as she rode his face.

She cried out as he plunged his tongue deep inside of her, her tight pussy throbbing on his tongue, his lips pressed tight against her, forming a seal, sucking at her wetness. Her legs tightened around him, her moans muffled as her thighs clamped against the side of his head. She rocked harder, her wetness increasing as she rubbed her exquisite pussy against his perfectly average face.

“That’s it,” she moaned, “eat me out. Show me how much you want to fuck me.”

At this, his raging cock felt like it was going to rip through his trousers. He had never wanted to fuck anyone more in his entire life, and this stunning Japanese goddess, with her perfect pussy in his face and her long, toned legs wrapped around his body, knew it too.

A high-pitched whine escaped her lips as her body began to shudder. He pushed his face up, sliding his tongue out of her entrance just enough to slide it up between her wet lips and then clamped his lips onto her swollen clit. Her whine got even higher in pitch at this sudden attention on her swollen bud, his tongue moving in quick circles as he sucked rhythmically at her.

“Oh Jesus,” she cried, “no one’s ever sucked at me before. I – I –”

Her words melted away as ripples of pleasure ran through her body, her breathing turning into short pants, her perfect skin glistening with a light film of sweat as the intensity of his mouth between her legs began to build. He could feel her wetness trickling down his chin, running down his neck and into his chest hair, her scent coating him as if marking her territory, as if saying,

This is mine.

He kept sucking and licking at her clit, happy to be claimed by this woman he had only known for a couple of hours, but felt like he had known for a lifetime. Kneeling between her legs, servicing her tight pussy, this was exactly where he was supposed to be. She cried out loud, her grip in his hair tightening, her hips rocking powerfully against his face, pressing her clit deeper into his mouth as he continued to suck and lick at her, taking her closer and closer to the edge.

“That’s it,” she moaned, her voice desperate with desire, “just like that. Oooooh gooood, that feels soooo good. You’re so fucking good at eating my pussy. Fuck, I want you to do this every day – please say you’ll eat me out like this every day and I’ll do anything you want – aaah! – please just don’t stop – you can fuck me however you want – you can fuck me raw – oh god – you can cum inside me every night – you can cum in my mouth, in my pussy – oh fuck – you can cum in my ass – oh yes, deep in my tight asshole – wouldn’t you like that? – to cum deep in my tight, tight asshole? – just please, please, please…”

She cried out as she came, the heat of her desire growing on his face, her body spasming uncontrollably as she bucked on the sofa, rubbing herself wildly against his face, her ass rising from the cushions as she lifted her slim body up, her heels digging into his back, her wet pussy pressed tight to his face, her clit firmly in his mouth as he sucked and licked and teased her to climax. He held firmly onto her thighs, keeping calm as she lost control, holding her just where he needed her to be to push her orgasm as far as he could. He felt an ache in his jaw, the good kind, the one that comes from a job well done, and pushed through, his mouth and tongue working overtime to make sure she never forgot what it was like to have him between her legs. And as he worked, her orgasm seemed to stretch out forever, her moans and wails and twisting body on the brink of falling apart, but holding on just long enough to squeeze out every last drop of pleasure before she finally collapsed back onto the sofa.

She lay there, her breasts rising and falling with her heavy breathing, her black hair stuck to her sweat-coated face, her legs, still on his shoulders, completely limp. He moved slowly, letting her clit fall from his mouth, causing her entire body to shudder. Her smooth pussy was dripping-wet, glistening, and he was sure he had never seen anything so beautiful in his life.



Chapter Three

“Oh my god,” she gasped, as he sat next to her on the sofa. “Oh my god.”

“Was that ok?” he asked, trying not to smile.

She looked at him, her eyes bleary, watering from the intensity of her orgasm, her pale cheeks flushed, her damp face shining. In this moment of bliss, with her post-orgasmic aura radiating from every inch of her body, he was sure she had never looked so beautiful. Not on the catwalks in Milan, not with the finest costumes and hair and makeup, not with the most elegant of gowns on the red carpet of the latest movie premiere. No amount of primping and preening and styling could ever compare to how she looked right now.

“Ok?” she asked, breathlessly. “Ok?” She lunged for him, her lips pressing against his, her tongue plunging into her mouth, moaning with desire as she tasted herself on him, her wetness on his face smearing over hers. He moaned into her mouth as she continued to kiss him, her hand sliding down and cupping his hard cock.

His hips pushed forward, and her grip on his cock tightened. He reached forward and put a hand to her face, their lips and tongues exploring one another. He felt her t-shirt rubbing against his bare skin, her soft breasts underneath, and had the overwhelming desire to suck on them. Suddenly, she straddled him, her bare, wet pussy rubbing against his trousers as she worked his cock through them, her body pressed against him as they continued to kiss.

He cupped her perfect ass, the muscles tightening under his touch as she rocked her hips on top of him. Then he slid his hands up over the small of her back and underneath her t-shirt. She moaned in approval as he slid his hands around her slim body and cupped both of her breasts beneath her t-shirt, playing with her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. She broke off the kiss, gasping, her mouth damp with her own juices, licking her lips and watching him intently as he continued to play with her tits. Without breaking eye contact, she reached down and began to undo his belt, pulling it open and undoing his flies.

“Take it off,” she said, raising her hands in the air, the t-shirt pulling his hands tightly to her breasts. “Please.” He slid his hands out and lifted her t-shirt, exposing her perfect breasts as he slipped it over her slim arms and dropped it on the sofa next to him. She lowered her arms and rested her hands on his bare chest and stayed there, completely naked, every inch of her body the definition of perfection. Then he thrust forward and took a nipple into his mouth, sucking and licking at her as she cried out in surprise.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, as she held his face to her breast, “you really want me.”

More than anything, he thought to himself, moving his mouth from one breast to the other, sucking as enthusiastically as her wet nipple rubbed against the side of his face, his hands now on her ass, one sliding between her cheeks and gently circling her wet entrance.

She gasped with surprise as he touched her.

“Aren’t you going to let a girl rest?” she asked.

“Never,” he said, his face still buried in her chest.

“Good boy,” she said, leaning back, gasping as his finger slid into her tight hole. She began to rock there, riding his finger, sliding it deeper inside as it curled and stroked her G-spot, her moans increasing as he pleasured her again. “But it can’t all be for me.”

Joe was about to disagree. He could spend the rest of his life exploring this woman’s body, making her cum in every way he could think of. He moaned into her breast as the thought of eating her ass until she came made his cock throb beneath her.

“See?” she said, feeling the bulge underneath. “That’s no good at all.” She raised herself up on her knees, and his finger slipped out of her pussy. She shimmied back off the sofa and stood in front of him, her naked body on full display to him for the first time. She stood there, hand on one hip, the definition of perfection, assessing the man sitting before her, then smiled enigmatically. He watched as she lowered herself down onto her knees, her expression serious as she reached up and took hold of his undone trousers and pulled them down to his ankles, then off completely. She leaned in and stroked his legs, her fingers moving up his thighs, the tips sliding underneath the edge of his boxers.

“God,” she said, looking at the bulge in his underwear, “I could feel you pressing against me in the photoshoot. I knew you’d be big, but my god.” She leaned in and kissed the tip of his cock, causing it to twitch in his boxers. She looked up and smiled at him, then slid her hands up his thighs to his hips, hooked her fingers into the waistband of his boxers and began to tug them down. He shimmied on the sofa, letting her take them off, holding himself up as she slid them down with agonising slowness, his cock pushing against the material, desperate to be free. She pulled them down over his ass first, then slowly pulled the front down, exposing more and more of his hard cock, but kept the end trapped.

“Don’t tease me,” he said as she stopped pulling them down, the tip trapped underneath. “I can’t take it.” She smiled and paused for a moment before pulling them down the last little bit and laughing as his thick cock sprang free, slapping against his stomach, then wobbling as it came to a firm halt. She pulled his boxers from his ankles and dropped them to the side, stroking his bare legs as she moved in closer, her thumbs lightly tracing his inner thighs as she spread his legs.

She licked her lips as she eyed his cock, then looked up at him and slowly ran her tongue up the underside of his shaft. He groaned and grabbed the sofa cushions, gripping them tightly as he watched her slowly licking his cock, her body rising on her knees as she moved upwards. Her tongue felt so good as it moved slowly up him, curling as it enveloped the underside of his tip, slowly lapping over the end, licking the drop of pre-cum that had formed on the tip. She lowered herself back down and giggled slightly, her warm breath sending shivers through his wet cock. She repeated the motion, faster this time, her body bouncing as her tongue ran up his shaft time and again, the angle of approach shifting as she licked one side and then the other, coating half his cock in her warm saliva, her tongue flicking off the sensitive head with each lap. He gripped the cushions tighter, his cock feeling like it was ready to explode. Visions of him cumming all over her supermodel face raced through his mind, thick ropes coating her perfect features, dripping down over her slim body, over her firm and fuckable tits.

Then the licking stopped, and he took a slow, deep breath. He looked down at her, and she smiled at him, giving him a moment to recover. He sighed with relief, then moaned as she quickly leaned forward and took the tip of his cock in her mouth, sliding her lips up and down it as her tongue moved in quick circles. He groaned as he felt her slender fingers wrapping around his shaft and pumping him as her mouth continued to work the tip.

He watched as she looked up at him, her dark eyes wide, her hand pumping with shorter, faster strokes as her lips moved further up and down his cock, taking more of him into her mouth each time. Then she let go and pressed down, taking over half his cock into her mouth. He moaned as he felt her warm saliva coating his shaft as her lips slid further and further down. She groaned as her lips reached the hilt of his shaft, sending a rumble through his cock, her mouth full of saliva as he rubbed against the back of her throat. She held him there, eyes watering as she looked up at him, then pulled back quickly, his cock slipping out of her mouth with a wet pop. She gasped for breath as she stroked his wet cock, her fingers sliding over him with ease, then she took the top of his cock in her mouth again, quickly sucking him as her tongue swirled around in her mouth.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, “ you’re so good that that.”

“I know,” she said, letting his cock slip out of his mouth. She pursed her lips and let a small trickle of saliva trickle down onto his cock as her hand pumped him furiously.

He wanted to cum so bad, wanted to watch her pump his cock until his thick cum was shooting out of him, over her chest and coating her slender fingers as he exploded at her expert touch. But right when he thought he was about to pass the point of no return, she let go of his cock, and his body cooled down slightly.

“Easy, babe,” she said, “I know you don’t want to finish in my hand. Not when there are so many other wonderful places for you to cum.” She winked and gave his cock a quick lick before standing with grace and ease. She was right, there were so many other places he could cum, and any one of them would be perfect.

She straddled him and kissed him slowly, her arms wrapped gently around his neck. Her tongue slipped gently into his mouth, and she moaned softly as she moved against him, their naked bodies pressed together for the first time, her hot slit rubbing against the underside of his cock, their lubricated bodies moving effortlessly against one another. He moaned as his hands returned to her ass, grabbing her firm cheeks and lifting her body. He knew precisely where he wanted to cum, and he couldn’t wait much longer.

“I know where I want to cum,” he said.

“Show me,” she said. “Show me where you want to cum.”

He reached down with one hand and took hold of the base of his cock, feeling the wetness from Ami’s mouth and pussy on it, and guided it towards her entrance.

“That’s it,” she moaned as she lowered herself onto his cock, the tip pressing inside of her, “show me exactly where you want it.”

He groaned as he felt her tightness on his cock for the first time, the sweet heat of her body as she lowered herself onto him. She groaned as she pressed down, pushing him deeper inside of her, then sliding back up, taking a little more of him every time.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her eyes closed, her face twisted in concentration, “you feel so big inside me, like you’re filling me up and – oh god – stretching my tight body to its limits.”

“Are you ok?”

She smiled and nodded, her face glistening as she moved up and down on his cock, her pussy gripping him.

“I’ve never felt anything like – oh fuck!” She cried out as she pressed down onto him, his cock slipping all the way inside and filling her completely. She sat on top of him, breathing heavily, his cock fully inside of her. She looked at him, a wry smile on her face, then began rotating her hips. He groaned as she moved, pulling his cock in every direction, letting him feel every inch of her pussy as she guided him. “Feeling you inside of me,” she moaned, “it’s so intense. In the best way.” She rotated her hips faster, moaning with pleasure as his cock rubbed against her, getting louder as she started bouncing on her knees slightly, pulling him around as she began to move up and down. He groaned as she rode his cock, her perfect tits bouncing as she moved up and down the full length of his shaft, continuing to rock her hips. He looked at her face, contorted in ecstasy, then down her shimmering body twisting as she moved on top of him, to her smooth pussy, glistening with desire, watching her lips grip his cock as she rode him.

He slid his hands up her body and cupped her breasts, caressing them as she rode him, feeling them bounce in his palms. She was panting loudly, her breaths turning into moans as she bounced on his cock, crying out each time she took his thick shaft fully inside her, her toned asscheeks bouncing on his thighs, making a slapping sound which mixed with the soft fap of her dripping-wet pussy. Her moans got higher in pitch, desperate wails of pleasure which only served to bring him closer to the brink. Still, he tensed his body and tried to control himself, his moans low and steady as he let the pleasure of having this beautiful woman ride his cock go on for as long as possible.

He groaned gutturally as he held back his orgasm, leaning back and letting his hands slide to her hips, holding her as she rode him.

“Your cock feels so good inside me,” she moaned, “I could ride you forever.” She cried out with pleasure, her walls contracting on his cock, letting him know she was getting close as well and that forever was not that far away for either of them.

His grip on her hips tightened, guiding her pace gently, slowing her down slightly, letting him gather a little composure. Her moans grew sharper as each thrust into her body got more pronounced, her pulsating pussy gripping his cock each time she sank down on him.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, trying to ride him faster, “I’m so close. I want to – oh god – I want to cum on your cock – please let me cum, I need to cum so bad.” He knew the feeling. His balls were aching as they cried out for release, his cock throbbing inside her supermodel pussy. “Please,” she cried, her eyes locked on his, her voice trembling with desperation, “please, let me cum.”

As she begged him, he couldn’t take any more.

“Oh yes,” she cried as he gripped her hips firmly and bounced her on his cock as hard as he could, “fuck me until I cum.”

He kept going, bouncing her on his cock as she cried out with pleasure, grunting intensely every time her ass bounced off his thighs, her wetness growing on his cock as she got closer and closer.

“Oh fuck, yes, just like that – give me your cock – I need it, all of it – oh fuck – I need you inside me so bad – please, fill me up – oh fuck, yes – fill me up and make me yours – aaah! – do what you want to me – please – I want to feel you cum inside me – I need it, I need it, I – aaaahhh!”

She cried out as she came on his cock, her body shaking as she rode him wildly, her ass slapping on his wet thighs, her breasts rising and falling as she panted, begging for more. And as he felt her pussy pulsating all around him, enveloping him, holding on, desperate to keep him inside of her climaxing body, he felt himself begin to peak.

“I’m going to cum!” he growled.

“Please,” she cried, “I want you to cum inside me. Don’t pull out, please god, don’t pull out! I want you to –yes, yes – oh god – yes!”

He let out a harsh grunt as he came, every muscle in his body tensing as he finally let go.

“Oh fuck,” he cried, “I’m cumming!”

She cried out with pleasure, still bouncing on his cock as it throbbed inside of her, pulsating and twitching as he filled her perfect body with cum.

“That’s it!” she cried. “Cum inside me! More, give me more! Knock me up if you want, I’m yours to do whatever you want!”

He kept cumming, her orgasming walls fluttering on his ejaculating cock, massaging out thick ropes into her perfectly breedable body, her tight pussy built to take his seed. He kept thrusting as he felt her cumming still, the sensation of his semen filling her body driving her wild, her cries and moans getting louder with every spurt, her body desperate for every last drop he was capable of, causing him to cum even harder as his body desperately gave her everything she needed.

And then, it was over.

“Oh god,” she moaned, slumping forward, her hot, sweaty body pressed against his, her heavy breath on his shoulder as she gasped for breath. “Oh my fucking god.”

“I know,” he gasped, his hard cock still deep inside her body, feeling the post-orgasmic shudders moving through her body, tensing herself on his cock. “I know.”

His hands were resting gently on her ass, which in turn rested gently on his thighs. She stroked his damp hair with one hand and tenderly kissed his neck, gasping as his cock twitched inside of her.

He could have stayed like that forever, their exhausted bodies entwined, basking in the glow of their shared climax. But in the back of his mind, he knew they would have to move; there was still more work to be done after lunch.

Work.

He laughed softly to himself, at the idea that spending the day with a beautiful woman like Ami draping herself over you could ever be considered ‘work’.

“Is something funny?” she asked, kissing his earlobe.

“Nothing,” he said, “nothing at all. It’s just…”

“Yes?” she said, whispering into his ear.

“...this is the best job I ever had.”

She giggled in his ear, kissing his lobe.

“Oh sweetie,” she whispered, “you’ve no idea.”



Chapter Four

Joe watched as Ami stepped into her black panties, her ass sticking out as she bent over and pulled them up her toned legs. He watched in amazement as she pulled them tight to her body, his hot cum gently trickling out of her pink pussy, seeping now into her underwear. She sighed with satisfaction as she adjusted them against her body and walked over to her trousers.

He stood up and pulled on his boxers, noticing her ass was bright pink from slapping against his thighs. He reached for his trousers, watching as she pulled up her baggy joggers, their flair making her slim waist look even slimmer, like he could hold her with one hand.

She turned quickly and saw him watching her.

“You like what you see?” she asked, planting her hands on her hips and giving them a little wiggle.

“Very much,” he said, doing up his trousers as he watched her pert breasts jiggle slightly. “Very much indeed.” She giggled and picked up her t-shirt, pulling the tight-fitting top over her body, the outline of her breasts almost as majestic as seeing them exposed.

“That,” she said, walking towards him, “was exactly what I needed.”

“Me too,” he said, placing his hands on her waist as she pressed herself against him.

“Yeah?” she asked.

“Yeah,” he replied, his body feeling entirely at peace.

“Yeah,” she repeated, smiling. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him slowly, gently. For a moment, he thought they were going to go for round two, her body reacting to his touch, but then she broke it off.

“Mmmm, I can’t,” she said, “I have an appointment across town.”

“But,” he said, confusion in his voice, “we have the rest of the photoshoot?”

“Oh,” she said, surprised, “didn’t they tell you?”

“Tell me what?”

“I’m only here for the morning shoot.”

“So I’m here by myself for the rest of the day?”

“Of course not, silly. I wouldn’t let them do that to you. You’ll be working with my bestie. You’ll love her. For starters, she is so freaking cute.”

“Cuter than you?”

“Much.”

“I find that hard to believe.”

“You don’t have to believe it, you’ll see for yourself soon enough.” She looked at him for a moment, trying to read his expression. “But don’t worry, she’s super nice, and I’ll make sure she is super, super nice to you.”

“What does that mea–?” He began to ask before she cut him off with a kiss.

“Any further questions?” she asked with a smile. He shook his head. “Good.” With that, she broke from his arms and headed for the door. “See you soon,” she said, blowing him a kiss. “And don’t forget to get tidied up before the next shoot. You’ll want to make a good impression, believe me.”

“I believe you,” he said as she walked out of the room. He believed her entirely.

*

“Sorry, I’m late,” said Joe as he rushed back to the set, now fully showered.

“Don’t worry about it,” said Kazuko, “we’re still waiting on the next model. Yeah, between you and me,” she whispered, faux-conspiratorially, “she’s a bit high maintenance.”

“I’m sure it’ll be fine,” said Joe, more to himself than anything. At that, the main door clattered open.

“Let’s get this show on the road, shall we, chaps?” came a voice from the back of the room. “Now, where’s the lucky guy who gets to feel me up for the afternoon?”

“Finally,” muttered Kazuko. “Welcome, sweetie,” he bellowed, “always a pleasure to see you.”

Joe turned and looked in the direction of the voice, and when he saw her, his jaw nearly dropped. She was completely different from Ami in almost every way, but there was nothing wrong with that. After all, variety is the spice of life.

And Ami was right, she was so freaking cute.
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His Sorority Harem: Book Five

Pledge. Love. Satisfy.

Anything goes in the explosive final entry, as Noah pledges his allegiance to Kappa Sigma Psi.

Under the watchful eye of Sorority President, Ms. Xi, and an audience of masked Sorority Sisters, Noah must demonstrate his dedication to the all-Asian Sorority House, but he can't do it alone.

Fortunately for him, Sorority Sisters Chinatsu, Mizuki, Ha-Yun, Soo-ah, and Ha-Yun, are all more than willing to help him prove his dedication to the cause, ensuring the initiation ceremony comes to a thoroughly satisfying conclusion.


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!




Rockstar Harem: Book One - Fall & Rise

The music industry isn't the cash cow it once was.

As royalties dry up and debts mount, I have no choice but to emerge from my self-imposed exile, only to discover the entire landscape has changed.

Lucky for me, I'm now considered a "legacy" artist and have attracted the attention of current pop sensation, Clarissa Lovegood.

Desperate to shake off her "pop princess" image, she wants to work with me to write a classic rock album, but she is more enigmatic and elusive than a pop star has any right to be.

As I try to track her down, I continue offering my services at a local recording studio, which is where I meet The Ladies; a bluesy noise-rock duo who make a hell of a noise.

But our shared interests extend beyond the musical when I invite them to stay in my mansion as they finish their record, and we quickly find our rhythm as a three-piece.

Together, we try to navigate this brave new world, tracking down the hottest woman in pop, making one hell of a noise along the way!
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