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Book Six


Prologue

“Careful, careful,” said Ami as she led him by the hand up a vertical ramp, his eyes blindfolded. He could tell from the sound underneath their feet that it was made of wood. And from the feel of the breeze which carried the salty tang of the sea, he knew they must be close to the water.

All around him, the other size women chattered and giggled, their heels clicking on the ramp as they moved further up and up.

“Careful,” said Ami, her grip tightening on his hand as they stepped off the ramp and onto more level ground. He heard the clatter of feet as the other six women rushed all around him.

“It’s a surprise,” Sayaka had said as Yuuki tied the white fabric around his eyes, tying it a little too tightly around his head.

“Can’t we do this later?” he had asked, preferring not to be blindfolded right then. But when seven stunning women bundle you into a stretch limo to take you on a surprise trip to celebrate the end of a successful modelling session, you obey.

“Ta-da!” proclaimed Nanami as Tomoka removed the blindfold. Joe blinked hard, the sudden bright light and the loosening of the fabric around his head making him feel light-headed. Slowly, he managed to blink the world into focus and there he saw it, the most beautiful sight in the world; his seven lovers standing and smiling at him. Sure, the sea and sun behind them were stunning, and the super yacht they were standing on, which he noted, had begun to move from harbour, was mighty impressive. But as long as he was with these women, he could be anywhere in the world, and he would be in the most perfect place that had ever existed.

“Now come on,” said Meika, “you can’t sail out to see dressed like that.”

“Why not?”

“It’s not particularly nautical, is it?”

“Well, I didn’t bring my captain’s whites,” he said, “not knowing I was going to be sailing out to sea today.”

“Lucky for you,” said Sayaka, “we’ve taken care of everything.”

“Yes,” said Yuuki. “We wanted to do something for you, to say thank you for everything you’ve done for us.”

Joe thought of the myriad experiences he had had since he had won the chance to model with these women, of the unbelievable experiences he had had with each and every one of them. They had nothing to thank him for, and he owed them everything. They had all, individually and collectively, changed his life forever.

But then again, if seven beautiful women wanted to drag him aboard a super yacht and sail out to sea in order to show their appreciation, who was he to argue?


Chapter One

This is the life.

Joe looked out over the ocean, the pale blue waters rippling gently, clear and fresh and pure. In the distance called the horizon, that ephemeral target of so many sailors, pirates, and bounty hunters. The best part of having an unreachable finish line of adventure is that it meant the adventure would never end. There was always further to go, more to discover, the promise of new experiences just around the corner.

But not for him.

“Penny for your thoughts, darling?”

Joe didn’t need to turn to know it was Sayaka leaning against the railing, her back to the horizon, confident that for her that the adventure was to go on for as long as she wanted.

“Not sure they’re worth that much,” he said, watching the sun sparkling on the broken surface of the water.

“Oh my god, darling,” she said, softly, “now is absolutely not the time to be throwing yourself a personal pity party. Especially when you’re at a literal party just for you!” He could feel her eyes on him, and though he tried to resist, he soon submitted to her will and glanced at her.

Fuck, she was beautiful.

And smart.

And funny.

And… fuck.

Her body was perfect, her slim figure almost completely revealed in her slight, two-piece bikini, the colourful wrap around her waist offering a flash of colour against her flawless, pale skin, whilst still being thin enough to see everything underneath.

“Don’t give me those eyes,” she said, “I will not tolerate it.” He looked away. “Look,” she said, gently, “don’t be sorry it’s over, be happy it happened. You’ve had an experience that most men could never even dream of. You’ve got to live a life of luxury surrounded by some of the most beautiful women in the world as you were shaped into a fashion icon, and you got paid for it!”

It was true. The last couple of weeks had been a dream. A chance encounter at a mall had propelled him into a world so alien from his own that everyone might as well have green skin. Even then, they’d still be incredibly stunning, more so, possibly. The women, the parties, the penthouse with the city view, the women, the dinners, the dancing, the photoshoots, and most of all, the women.

They were all incredible, and they had made him feel right at home, even though he was clearly an outsider. But then again, that’s what they seemed to like most about him; that he wasn’t a male model, that he wasn’t ridiculously good looking, that he didn’t feel entitled to sleep with whomever he wanted because he won the genetic lottery.

It had been amazing, a dream. No, that wasn’t correct. It wasn’t a dream, because this felt too real. It felt too right. For the first time in his life, he had finally found a place where he felt he belonged, where he stood out, where he was something more than an average Joe. But now that time was coming to an end, and he was, literally and metaphorically, sailing away from it.

Just then, he felt Sayaka’s soft hand on his cheek, turning his head to face her. Before he could say anything, he felt her soft lips on his, her kiss slow and tender. He felt his heart rate elevating as she slipped her tongue into his mouth, moving against his in slow, controlled laps, her breathing elevated, her moans soft and desperate. She leaned in and turned him away from the sea, pressing his back against the railing. Behind him, the seas rolled gently as his blood boiled and raged in his veins, his desire for the woman with her body pressed against him making him feel more alive than ever.

Click.

A light flashed, taking them both by surprise, and Sayaka slowly broke off the kiss. Joe looked towards the light and saw it was Kazuko, holding her camera towards them.

Click.

“You got everything you need, darling?” asked Sayaka, her body still pressed against Joe’s.

“For now,” said Kazuko. “But looks like you two need to get a room.”

“With weather like this?” she said, pressing herself away from Joe and glancing up at the clear blue sky. “It’s al fresco all the way.”

Sayaka strolled away, her see-through wrap blowing gently in the wind, her perfect ass hypnotising as she swayed her hips.

Click.

Joe blinked and turned to Kazuko, who was grinning widely over her camera.

“Got everything you need, darling?” he asked, teasingly.

“Not quite,” said Kazuko, lowering the camera and letting it hang between her breasts, which were barely contained within her black bikini top. “But I’m sure I’ll get what I need in the end.” She slid her hands into the pockets of her denim shorts, the pockets sticking out below the leg, her fingers waggling inside, making them flap like white flags surrendering to him.

“I’m sure you will,” he said, stepping closer and gently pushing her camera to the side as he pressed himself against her. He leaned in and kissed her, and she let out a soft moan as his tongue massaged hers, his hands moving down her arms to her hips, pulling her close to him, then sliding down to her ass, feeling her firm cheeks in his grip as his fingertips slid underneath the denim shorts.

She tried to take her hands out of her pockets, but he tightened his arms around her, keeping them pinned to her sides. She gasped and kissed him harder, submitting to him.

“We could,” she said in between kisses, “have – a – party - of our – oh god – of our own.” He leaned back and looked at her, his hands still on her ass. “A private party. Downstairs.” She fixed him with a stare, and suddenly, he could think of nothing else but taking her below decks and fucking her brains out. She smiled and rocked her hips against his, rubbing herself against his hard cock, barely contained by his swimming trunks.

“That sounds good,” he said, remembering how good it had felt to slip into her body, to feel how badly she had wanted him on the studio floor, how she had posed for him, teased him, driven him wild with desire before begging him to fuck her brains out. Now, here they were again. His cock ached as he craved her sweet body once more.

“Hey, Kazuko! We need you!”

They both laughed softly, the moment broken, though his desire for her by no means diminished.

“I’m in the middle of something,” Kazuko shouted back.

“But we need your expertise.”

They both turned to see Yuuki standing at the top of the stairs, holding a large white box, her breasts resting gently on the top, her long, dark hair tied into a ponytail and hanging over one shoulder, covering the strap of her red bikini top.

“Pleeease.”

“Alright,” said Kazuko, rolling her eyes. Yuuki smiled and scurried across the deck as Joe willed with his entire being that she didn’t slip and drop whatever was in the box. “I guess my skills are needed elsewhere.”

“They’re needed here, too,” he said.

“Don’t I know it,” she said, rubbing herself against him. She slipped her arms out of his grasp and slid one into the top of his shirt, stroking his chest as the other cupped his hard cock through his trunks. Then, with a final passionate kiss, broke free of his grasp and turned and walked away.

Joe watched her ass in her denim shorts and wanted nothing more than to pull them down and tongue her sweet asshole. At that moment, as he imagined spreading her asscheeks and sliding his tongue deep inside of her, she turned and snapped a shot of him, a look of pure desire on his face for her to keep forever.


Chapter Two

Joe walked the length of the yacht, feeling the sea breeze on his face, his white, linen shirt blowing gently. He breathed slowly, long, deep breaths as he tried to calm himself down, his encounters with Sayaka and Kazuko still sending shivers through his body.

He could still feel their hands on his body, their lips on his.

“Hey, Joe.”

Joe looked and saw Ami sitting on the side of the pool, in a stunning one-piece bikini, shining silver in the sun. He smiled as he saw her, a mixture of pleasure and perplextion. They were on a yacht, in the middle of the sea. Yet somehow that was not enough water for whoever built this boat. Not that Joe was complaining. After all, having a place for beautiful women to lounge around in their swimwear was not a bad thing at all.

She waved at him, as if he could miss her stunning figure, and he waved back.

“Hey, Ami,” he said. “How’s things?”

“Good,” she said, kicking her legs in the water, sending small ripples across the surface. “Looking forward to your big party?”

“I thought this was the big party?” he said, waving his arms in the air and gesturing to the luxury around him.

“Oh no,” she said, “the party hasn’t started yet. We’re barely out to sea.” Joe looked around at the blue all around him. From sky to water and in every direction, there was nothing to be seen but shades of blue.

“We seem pretty far out to me,” he said as he sat next to her, letting his legs sink into the warm pool water.

“The farther out the better,” she said, “it gives us all more privacy.”

“Privacy to do what?”

She giggled, then looked at him. “Whatever we want.” She kicked her legs harder, her toes breaking the surface of the water, sending splashes of water into the air before dropping back down.

“It’s all fun and games outside a nightclub,” said a voice from behind them, “but you can’t really party without a sense of privacy.” Joe and Ami turned and saw Meika, his redheaded devil, and Tomoka, his golden-haired angel, standing behind them in red and white bikinis, respectively. “Right, sweetie?”

“Right,” said Tomoka. “Privacy is fun, but then again, there is something to be said about having fun in public.” She smiled at Joe, and he felt something inside him melt, as his angel teased a more risque side of her that he had yet to experience. He tried to think of a response, but there were no words. So instead, he sat and watched as they turned around and flapped their towels into the air, laying them on the sunloungers and bending over to straighten them out, their perfect asses sticking out, their sweet mounds barely covered by their skimpy bikini bottoms.

“Look good enough to eat, don’t they?” whispered Ami, her lips on his ear as her hand slid down the front of his trunks. He moaned in assent as her fingers wrapped around his hard cock and began to slowly stroke him. He watched as they lay down on the loungers, stretching their bodies along them, and began rubbing sunscreen into their soft skin. Meika leaned forward and ran her hands down her smooth legs, rubbing herself sensually as she watched Joe getting a handjob from Ami. She smiled and slid her hands down to her feet, massaging her toes, pressing her breasts together between her arms, showing him her ample cleavage, before sliding her hands back up, then all the way down her other leg to her other foot. Then she leaned back and squirted some more cream into her hands, then proceeded to rub the creamy lotion into her skin, moving across her slim body and up and into her bikini top, moaning softly as she massaged the cream into her breasts.

“You are so bad,” said Tomoka, giving Meika a playful tap on the arm.

“He loves it,” she said, “clearly. Besides, we’re pretty far out now, time to have a little fun.” She slipped her hand out of her bikini top and reached over, sliding it into Tomoka’s white bikini top. Tomoka moaned with pleasure as Meika massaged her breast, her fingers moving slowly and deliberately underneath the white fabric. Tomoka leaned back against the lounger, her body swaying softly as Meika continued to touch her, then gasped as Meika tweaked her nipple, causing Meika to laugh.

“Sorry, sweetie,” said Meika, “but your nipples are just so fucking pinchable.” She slid her hand out of Tomoka’s top and, smiling, lay down in the sun. Joe moaned as Ami’s grip tightened on his cock as she sucked on his earlobe, gently holding it between her teeth as she tugged and licked at it. He watched as Tomoka finished applying her sunscreen, then lay down, her pale body shining in the sunlight.

Joe felt the heat rising in his body, the insatiable desire for all of these women, not least of all Ami, whose touch was driving him wild. He pulled his head away from her, and his lobe slipped out of her mouth. She gasped with surprise, and he turned and kissed her, his hands sliding up the side of her one-piece, as her hand worked faster in his trunks. He cupped her breast through the tight fabric, and she moaned into his mouth. She leaned into him and swung her leg over him, straddling him on the side of the pool, her hand working quickly in between them as they kissed and his hands explored her body, as her free hand wrapped around the back of his head, running through his hair, gripping it as they kissed. Then she wrapped her arm around his neck and, without warning, pulled him towards her as she leaned backwards, sending them tumbling into the water. They disappeared underneath the surface, their bodies still entwined, still kissing and pawing at one another, as Ami slid her feet up his legs and hooked her toes into the top of his trunks, pushing them down and freeing his cock. They both gasped as they broke the surface of the water, Joe treading water, keeping them both afloat as Ami clung to him, his trunks now lost to the water.

He could feel his cock rubbing against the swimwear between her legs as she wrapped herself around him, kissing his neck as her hands disappeared underneath his shirt. Then she pulled back, smiled and disappeared underneath the water. He looked down and could only see the hazy figure of her black hair floating above her silver bikini, then groaned as he felt her lips wrap around his cock. He continued treading water, floating in the pool as the sun shone high above him, as Ami, the first Japanese supermodel he had ever worked with, and then the first he had ever fucked, sucked his cock beneath the surface. He felt Ami’s hands on his body, holding onto him as she slid her lips up and down his cock, bubbles slowly rising and popping on the surface as she worked herself further down his shaft.

“Oh god,” he groaned, tilting his face to the sun as Ami took him deep into her throat. He felt her tugging at his shirt, wrapping her hands into the material as she held herself beneath the water, her legs wrapped around his, holding herself close to him as she sucked his cock under the water. He groaned as he felt his cock hit the back of her throat time and time again. Her warm mouth enveloped him quickly and deeply, her tongue lapping at the underside of his cock as she worked him. He began to rock his hips, fucking her mouth, and she bobbed under the water, feeling himself getting closer and closer. He felt her hands untangle from his shirt and reached behind him, her fingers digging into his asscheeks, holding herself in place as she sucked at him.

“Oh fuck,” he growled, as she brought him to the edge of ecstasy. He wanted nothing more than to watch her blowing him, to stare into her wide eyes as she sucked his cock, desperate, hungry for his seed, giving everything to him as she took him to the edge, her eyes begging him to cum as as her lips and her throat and her tongue worked his cock, her perfect body shimmering and wet, her bathing costume showing off every curve, her hard nipples prominent beneath the wet fabric, clinging to her magnificent tits as he fucked her mouth as she knelt in front of him, bringing him closer and closer until…

He cried out as he came in her mouth, his hips rocking as her lips clamped to his shaft, holding him deep in her throat as he pumped his load into her. He felt her grip on his ass tighten, her throat contracting as she swallowed time and again, coaxing every last drop of cum out of his balls.

As soon as he was done, she pushed up and broke through the surface of the water, gasping for air, as behind them, Meika and Tomoka clapped. She swung her arms around his neck, clinging to him as she gasped for breath, his hard cock rubbing against her mound.

“You can’t do that with an audience,” she whispered breathlessly into his ear. Part of him wanted to point out they very much did have an audience, but he figured that wasn’t the kind of audience she was talking about. She had, after all, watched both Meika and Tomoka sucking his cock together, before he fucked them both and came on their faces at the same time. She moaned as his cock twitched between her legs. Some things were just better with an audience. The right type of audience, at least.

After a few moments, when her breathing had steadied, she looked at him and kissed him, slowly. Her legs tightened around him, squeezing him as her tongue slipped into his mouth once again, moving slowly against his. Then she broke it off and, with a smile, swam to the edge of the pool. He watched in awe as she pulled her slim body out of the water, her silvery swimsuit sparkling in the sun, her pale, wet skin shining as the water ran off it, her costume clinging to her perfect ass. She turned and sat on the edge of the pool, giving the water a final kick and laughing as the water splashed over him, before standing up and walking off.

“Need to go freshen up before the party,” she said, with a final wave behind her, before she disappeared around a corner. Joe watched the spot where she had disappeared, his mind racing as he floated in the water.

“Now that you’ve finished with your dip in the pool,” said Meika, “you can come over here and help us get all creamed up.” Joe looked over at the two women who were watching him from the sun loungers, their bikini tops on the deck beside them, their pert breasts fully exposed to the sun. Then, with a smile, they both turned onto their fronts.

“Don’t make us wait,” said Tomoka, “we don’t want to burn.”

“Be right there,” said Joe, as he began swimming to the edge of the pool.

“Don’t forget your trunks,” added Meika.

“Wouldn’t want to do a thing like that,” said Joe, reaching out and grabbing the trunks as they floated on the surface of the pool. “Can you imagine?”


Chapter Three

“Mmm,” moaned Meika as Joe massaged the suntan lotion into her back. She gasped as he pressed his palms into her muscles, working them as he rubbed her soft skin.

“What about me?” cried Tomoka, as she lay on the next sun lounger and watched. “I’m going to burn!”

Joe ran his hands down Meika’s back and applied more lotion to his palms, rubbing them together as he turned to Tomoka.

“That’s more like it,” she said brightly, “now get to work!”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said, with a grin that matched hers, then leaned over and began massaging the lotion into her bare back.

“Oh yes,” she cried, “mmmm.”

He felt a stirring in his trunks. Even though he had only just cum down Ami’s throat as she sucked his cock in the pool, he could feel his desire stirring once again. But then again, if two Japanese supermodels cooing as you massaged cream into their nearly-naked bodies couldn’t turn you on, what else could?

“I think you missed a spot,” said Meika.

“I think so too,” said Tomoka. “Lower.” He slid his hands down to the small of her back. “Mmm, that’s it.”

“I meant on me,” said Meika.

“Well, it isn’t your turn,” said Tomoka.

“It was until you stole him!”

“I didn’t steal him! I just politely asked him to do me next.”

“But I can’t wait!”

“Well, he can’t do us both at the same time, so you’re going to have to!”

Joe looked over his shoulder at Meika. Part of him certainly enjoyed having two stunning women arguing over who he was going to touch next, but part of him very much did not enjoy the shouting that came along with it.

“Maybe I can,” he said, squirting more lotion into his hands and rubbing them together.

“What do you mean?”

He lowered himself to his knees and knelt between the two loungers, which weren’t too far away from one another. He looked from one woman to the other, then reached out for both of them, placing his hands on the smalls of their backs and began gently rubbing them both at the same time. The women cooed in stereo, satisfied by his one-handed lotion application technique. He slid his hands up their backs and back down, first leaning one way he massaged their right shoulders, then the other way, as he massaged his left.

“I would prefer all of your attention,” sighed Meika, “but this is adequate.”

“Quite adequate,” confirmed Tomoka. “But I could do with some coverage a little lower down.”

“Mmm,” agreed Meika, “me too.” His hands slid down their backs, leaning this way and that as he ensured total coverage. “Maybe a bit lower.” His hands continued to descend, down to the smalls of their back.

“Just a little lower,” said Tomoka. “Mmm, that’s it,” she sighed as his hands slid down over their firm asscheeks. He massaged the lotion into them, their bodies moving as he caressed their asses, Meika’s juicier than her friend’s, which was slimmer but more toned. Each perfect in their own way. He moved from one cheek to the other, letting their sighs dictate his speed and rhythm.

“What do you think, sweetie?” asked Meika. “Could he do to go a little lower?”

“Maybe a little,” said Tomoka. Both sighed as his hands slipped from their asses onto the back of their thighs, sliding down and stroking the inner softness, both women reacting to his touch.

“Oh my god!” cried Tomoka, as Meika gasped, as he slid his fingers upwards and stroked their mounds through their bikinis. He could feel their heat through the fabric and when neither raised any suggestion other than the occasional gasp or moan, he continued to stroke them. He moved his fingers faster, stroking both of them at the same speed, then slid his hands up their bodies to their asses, causing both of them to let out moans of frustration. Then they gasped as he carefully worked his fingers underneath the straps of their bikini bottoms and slid his fingers underneath the soft fabric. Tomoka shuddered as Tom’s finger slid between her legs, the tip of his finger sliding between her dripping-wet lips. Meika moaned with satisfaction, her own arousal less than her easily-enthused friend, but no less eager for what was happening. He stroked both women, feeling the uniqueness of their folds and desire, the angles his fingers stroked them at, their asses changing the position of his hand. They both gasped as he slid his hands down further, his wet fingertips sliding through their lips and to their clits. He could hear Meika’s heavy breathing as Tomoka let out a low, sustained moan, as his slick fingertips moved in small, light circles around their clits. He could feel their wetness on his palms as he massaged their slits as his fingers worked. His cock twitched in his shorts as he pleasured both women, moving his hands faster over them, causing them to moan and twitch on the loungers, their bodies shaking as he fingered them. Then quickly, he slid his fingers up their slits and carefully worked two fingers into each of their tight holes.

They both cried out as he worked his fingers slowly in and out of their bodies, sliding in deeper and deeper as their pussies adapted to being penetrated by his fingers. He felt both women gripping his fingers as he slid them in and out, their slickness coating them and making it easier for him to move freely in and out of them. Tomoka began to rock her hips, riding his fingers as he finger-fucked her, whilst Meika remained still, letting him do all the work, letting him set the pace of penetration.

He moved his fingers faster underneath their bikini bottoms, and could hear the faint, wet fap as his fingers slid in and out of them. He could feel their tightness on his fingers as he curled inside of them, and their wetness on his palm, could smell their desire for him, could practically taste them.

“Oh fuck!” cried Tomoka, her body shaking uncontrollably, as she rocked her hips wildly. Joe turned to watch her, the side of her face planted against the lounger cushion, eyes closed tight as she focused on his fingers inside of her, her wet blonde hair sticking to her angelic face. She had one hand reached out above her, holding the top end of the lounger for support, as the other snaked its way beneath her body, her fingers buried in the front of her bikini bottoms as she fingered herself furiously. She cried out as she rocked her hips, pumping his fingers as he pounded them into her tight hole, her wetness running down his hand.

Oh fuck,” she cried, “oh fuck oh fuck I’m gonna – don’t stop – please please – I’m gonna – I’m gonna– aaah!”

She came hard on his fingers, her pussy pulsating as he thrust them in and out of her, her walls fluttering as she climaxed.

“I’m cumming!” Tomoka cried.

“That’s it,” cried Meika, “make her cum like a little slut on your thick – oh fuck – on your thick fingers.” He turned and looked at Meika, whose body was now shaking, her long, red ponytail swinging wildly by the side of the lounger, as her hips rocked in sharp motions, pushing herself back onto his fingers as she watched her friend writhing and moaning and cumming hard on Joe’s fingers as she fingered herself at the same time. Meika slid her hand underneath her body and grabbed one of her juicy breasts, tweaking the nipple hard as Joe pounded her pussy as hard as Tomoka’s.

“So fucking thick,” she moaned, “I can feel you stretching out my tight pussy – oh fuck,” she growled as Tomoka let out a high-pitched wail, “how wet is she?”

“So wet,” said Joe, his cock throbbing in his trunks. “So fucking wet.”

“I bet she is – fuck, I just wanna taste her sweet pussy as you – you – oh fuck – oh fuck, fuck me!”

Meika cried out as she came on his fingers, and Joe continued finger fucking both women, the heat and wetness of their desire coating his fingers as they shook and climaxed and pulsed on his thick fingers buried deep in their bodies, stroking their G-spots as they curled inside the nearly-naked women, driving their orgasms harder and faster, until finally, they were finished.

They both collapsed onto the loungers, gasping and sweating and breathing hard, moaning intensely as Joe slid his fingers out of their trembling bodies and out of their bikini bottoms. He looked from one to the other, both smiling, satisfied, fulfilled.

“That was – wow,” gasped Tomoka.

“Really wow,” confirmed Meika.

“Happy to make sure you ladies were fully covered,” said Joe, still kneeling between them.

“Mmm,” sighed Meika, “we loved to be covered, don’t we?”

“Love it,” confirmed Tomoka. “There’s nothing we like more.”

“I bet,” said Joe, hoping later to have an opportunity to cover both of them in their favourite way.


Chapter Four

Joe sighed as he entered his cabin below deck. After his dip in the pool with Ami and his creaming up of Meika and Tomoka, he felt the need to freshen up. His shirt, although almost completely dry now, felt stiff, and his skin was sticky. He walked through the room, which had been designated to him for this brief jaunt, and unbuttoned his shirt. He groaned as he peeled it off and draped it over the back of a chair, then slid his trunks off and placed them on top of the shirt. He stretched and headed over to the shower.

As he opened the door, he realised that the noise of water he could hear wasn’t the lapping of the waves against the side of the yacht, nor was it the internal plumbing of the vessel. Instead, it was his shower.

“Hello?” he said as he walked into the bathroom, which was full of steam. “Is anyone there?” He walked further into the room, wondering if someone had left the shower on by mistake.

“Oh, good,” came a voice through the steam, “I thought you’d never get here.” Joe could see a figure, a vague figure with curves in all the right places.

“Kazuko?”

“You were expecting someone else?” she asked, placing a hand on her side and cocking her hip.

“I wasn’t expecting anyone,” he said, “let alone…” He approached her, her figure becoming firmer as the distance between them narrowed. She was naked, completely, her body soaked, her colourful hair slicked back over one side. Water from the powerful showerhead above rained down on her body, running down her curves, sending small waterfalls propelling over her hard nipples.

“Been for a bit of a dip, have we?” she asked, as she ran her hands through his hair. “Looks like we’re going to have to get you all cleaned up.”

“What about you?” he asked.

“Oh, I’m plenty clean,” she said. “Except for the parts of me that are really dirty.” She pulled him towards her and their bodies came together in a wet thwomp. Her fingers dug into his back as she pulled him close, kissing him hard, his throbbing cock sliding between her legs, rubbing against her wet slit. She gasped as he pushed her back into the glass wall and kissed her hard, then down her neck, his hands moving up her body, cupping her breasts, playing with her nipples, as he lifted one up and kissed over the soft skin until his lips found what he was looking for, and sucked hard. She wrapped a leg around one of his, her hand gripping his hair as he sucked at her tit, clinging to him as if she would otherwise fall off the edge of the earth.

“That’s it,” she said, pushing her face into his chest, “that’s it.”

He sucked hard until she cried out and then let her nipple fall from his lips, her dark areola marked from his mouth. She looked down at him as the water fell over them both and watched as he kissed down her body, over her flat stomach, until he was crouched between her legs. He leaned in and ran his tongue over her slit. She gasped as his tongue slid between her lips and threw a leg over his shoulder. He felt the heel of her foot pressing into his back as she pulled him closer, as he pushed his tongue deep inside of her. She moaned as he formed a seal over her, sucking her entrance as he thrust his tongue inside of her, tasting her, feeling her warmth in his mouth. His hands grabbed her ass, gripping it tightly as he worked her pussy, her hand still in his hair as she moaned and rocked against the glass wall, rubbing herself against him.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned, as he slowly and powerfully ran his tongue up between her lips and lapped at her clit. He continued to lick at her, feeling her desire on his face even as the water washed over both of them. She shivered as he took her clit in his mouth, sucking rhythmically at it as his tongue moved in small circles. “Oh yes,” she moaned, “suck me good.”

He sucked at her clit, slightly harder and slightly faster, his fingers digging into her asscheeks as he pressed her deeper into his mouth. She gasped as he sucked harder and rocked against his face.

“That feels so good,” she moaned, “you’re so fucking good at that. But…” He looked up at her, her perfect body shimmering in the shower, her tits bouncing as she rocked her body against the glass wall. She looked down at him, then looked away. “Oh fuck, I can’t even say it! But – oh god – oh god, I need it so bad. Oh fuck, I need you to eat my ass!”

Joe wasted no time. He pulled his mouth away from her clit and stood. He kissed her hard, sliding his pussy-coated tongue into her mouth, letting her taste herself, then grabbed her by the hips and spun her around. She grunted as he pressed her body against the glass, his cock pressing between her legs from behind, his hands moving over her body as he kissed her neck and shoulders, then worked his way down onto his knees once again.

“Bend over,” he said, and she obeyed, spreading her legs as she stepped back and bent over. Joe moved back and admired her tight holes, her sweet pussy, and her quivering asshole. He ran his hands over her asscheeks, his fingers tracing the marks they had already left, then leaned in and kissed first one and then the other. Her skin was soft, but the muscles underneath were firm, tensed, ready for action. He kissed in deeper, his hands sliding up and down her legs, then onto her ass, gently spreading her asscheeks as he moved further inside.

“Oh fuck!” she gasped as the tip of his tongue flicked across her asshole for the first time. She pulled her hips inwards, then pushed her ass back into his face. He felt her hot cheeks on his face as he pressed his tongue harder against her, swirling across her quivering asshole, hot water running over their naked bodies, steam rising from their skin. He felt her ass muscles tense under his grip as he continued to tongue her, as she rocked her hips, gently riding his face.

“Mmm,” she moaned, her hands planted against the glass wall, her body bent at a nearly 90-degree angle, her legs spread wide as she gave him full access to her body, “your tongue feels so good on my asshole. I – oh god – I knew it would.”

He continued licking her asshole, then began to suck at it, his mouth forming a tight seal between her cheeks as he applied pressure with his mouth. She gasped as he sucked at her, then cried out as he plunged his tongue deep into her ass.

“Oh yes!” she cried, as her asshole pulsated on his tongue, “eat me deep!”

He kept going, feeling her body already shaking, the sensation of his mouth on her ass already too much for her to stand. She whined as he slid his tongue in deeper, sucking harder, his fingers digging into her asscheeks as he tongue-fucked her tight little asshole. She began panting, her breaths sharp, the pleasure of her asshole and the heat of the shower combining to suck the air out of her lungs.

“Ugh!” she grunted, her legs shaking, as if she was about to collapse onto his face. “That feels so good – oh yes – it's like your tongue was – ooohmygooooooood – like your tongue was made to fit – oh god, yes! – in my ass – eat me, eat me please, don’t stop eating my ass – it feels so good – I’m so close – oh fuck – I didn’t think I could cum like that – you’re gonna make me cum from my – my – my asssssssssss!”

She rocked her ass wildly against his face, his tongue buried deep in her asshole as it twitched and spasmed in pleasure, as he licked her deep, sucking at her tight hole, his face planted between her cheeks. The hot water splashed off her body as she shook, sending hot splashes onto the shower floor as her entire body spasmed and shook as he tongued her asshole, her moans of pleasure subdued by the steam of the shower.

Then, with a final cry, she was done.

He continued to kneel behind her, giving her a moment to compose herself, leaving his tongue deep inside her ass, cautious that any sudden movement might be enough to send her crashing to the shower floor. Then, slowly, he eased the pressure of his mouth and slid his tongue out of her. She gasped, and her knees nearly buckled, but she managed to remain upright, his hands on her ass helping support her. She shivered as he gave her asshole a final kiss, then stood up behind her, his hands running up her body, supporting her as she stood upright. She stumbled forward and grunted as her body pressed against the glass wall. Joe stood behind her, his hard cock between her legs, his hands on her hips, holding her gently but firmly.

“I don’t,” she stuttered, “I don’t know why I wanted that so badly. I didn’t even know I could – not like that!”

“You seem to be an expert at doing it like that.”

“Oh fuck – you’re the expert! I think – oh god – I think it was when I turned and saw you staring at my ass earlier. I knew you’d be so good at it.”

“I’m not normally much of an ass guy,” he confessed. “But watching you walk away, there was something…”

She moaned as his cock twitched between her legs, rubbing against her wet slit as they stood there, the hot water running down their bodies as they basked in the glow of what was, for both of them, a new experience.


Chapter Five

He lay on the bed naked, watching her get dressed, his cock hard. He wondered what it would be like to fuck her in her ass. She bent over as she picked up her bikini bottoms, and he watched as she slid them up her legs and tight to her body, but not as tight as his face had been just minutes before. He wanted nothing more than to bend her over and work his thick cock into the hole that had felt so tight on his tongue that she had wailed with pleasure.

Fuck, he would love to cum in her ass.

“Are you thinking about what I think you’re thinking about?” she asked, turning as she pulled on her denim shorts, smiling knowingly as she buttoned them up.

“Maybe,” he said with a grin. “What do you think I’m thinking about?”

“My ass, and how tight it is.” She crawled onto the bed, her magnificent breasts bouncing softly as she moved closer towards him. “How very tight.” She leaned in and kissed him, her tongue moving slowly in his mouth, moving with purpose.

“Or is that just what you want me to be thinking about?” he asked.

“Why not both?” She moaned with pleasure as he grabbed her ass.

“Why not now?”

Her hand went to his cock and started stroking him softly.

“Mmm,” she purred, “I would love nothing more than that, truly, but you know I have to get ready for the party.”

“You look plenty ready to me.” He was telling the truth. Even now, with no make-up on, her hair uncombed and still damp from the shower, she was still one of the most desirable women he had ever seen. Perhaps more so than ever, her lack of perfection making her all the more authentic, and therefore, all the more perfect.

“It’s my party,” he said, pulling her closer, “don’t I get to decide how to celebrate?”

“Who said it was your party?” she said with a smile. “It’s a group celebration.” With that, she gave him a final kiss and bounced off the bed. He watched as she hopped across the room, grabbed her bikini top and popped it on, then sped towards the door, her breasts bouncing. “See you soon,” she said, blowing him a kiss before bounding out of the room, leaving him speechless and rock hard.

He lay there, stunned, his body throbbing with desire, his mind spinning with possibilities.

A group celebration.

He tried to dismiss the possibilities running through his head. Even with everything he’d been through recently, everything he’d been through today, it was an outlandish thought. But still, the words continued to echo through his mind. And his body also, already wound up from his encounter in the shower with Kazuko, was raring to go. He stroked his cock slowly, caught in two minds between satisfying the strong urge that had built up inside of him or cooling off and waiting for whatever the day brought with it. But before he could commit to either form of action, his cabin door swung open and in burst Yuuki.

“Yuuki!” he cried, startled, instinctively grabbing the duvet and covering his naked body and his throbbing erection. “What are you doing?!”

She was breathing heavily, her pale cheeks flushed almost as red as her bikini. Her breasts rose and fell as she sucked in air.

“I’m sorry,” she said, closing the door.

“What’s the matter?” he asked, a sense of concern growing.

“I –” she looked at him.

“It’s ok,” he said. “It’s ok. Just take your time. It’s ok. Just slow, deep breaths.”

Yuuki nodded and breathed slowly, taking deep breaths as she calmed herself down.

“Now,” he said, as she finally seemed to regain some self-control, “what’s the matter?” She looked him dead in the eye as she spoke.

“I need you to fuck me.”

He stared back at her, the space between them filled with silence.

“I’m sorry?” he said, sure he had misheard.

“Oh no,” she cried, “this was a mistake, I’m sorry.”

She went to turn for the door, but he leapt up off the bed and gently took her by the arm, and the door stayed closed. She stopped, and they stood there, their eyes fixed upon one another, neither mentioning, but both fully aware, of Joe’s complete state of undress.

“I was umm,” he said, trying to think what to say, “I just had a shower.”

“Seems like you really liked it,” she said, not breaking away from his eyes. “Really liked it.” She began to laugh, and so did he, the absurdity of the moment taking them both by surprise.

“I guess so,” he said, “one second.” He skipped quickly into the shower, grabbed a spare towel and wrapped it around his waist, tucking up his hard cock, as if it wasn’t already completely obvious how he currently felt.

“That’s ok,” she said, as he stepped back into the room. “It’s kind of why I was here in the first place.”

“You want…” he began, wanting her to finish the sentence to make sure he still hadn’t gotten the wrong end of the stick.

“I want you to fuck me,” she said, calmly. “Or I want to fuck you. Or I want us to fuck. Yes.” She nodded decidedly, happy with the final wording.

“You want to fuck.”

“Yes.”

“You and me?”

“Yes.”

“Now?”

“Uh-huh.” She nodded her head.

“Don’t you want me to buy you dinner or something first?”

She laughed.

“I think we’re way past that after the other night, don’t you?”

She ran a finger down his chest, the same one that she had slid under her dress that first evening they had met, the one that had plunged between her wet folds, causing her moan and pant as waves of pleasure moved through her, her hungry eyes locked on Joe and Nanami as he fucked her best friend’s brains out on the table of the nightclub VIP room.

“But I thought,” he began, struggling with how to put it, as she slid her finger down his abs, carefully stroking the line where his skin met the white towel wrapped around his waist, the one his hard cock was tucked into. “I thought you only liked to watch?”

She smiled coyly and bit her lip, and he couldn’t tell whether she was embarrassed or encouraged.

“Sometimes,” she said, softly, “I like to watch. But…” she slid her fingers down the front of his towel, her fingertips brushing against the tip of his cock, loosening the towel as they slid down further, stroking the underside of his shaft, until it came fully undone and fell to the floor. “Sometimes, I like to play.” She took his cock in her hand, stroking it slowly as she pressed herself against him, looking up at him as he looked down at her.

“I can see that now.”

“No,” she said, grinning, “you can’t.”

She leaned in and kissed his chest, soft touches from her soft lips. He tried to control his breathing as she gripped his cock harder, kissing down his chest in the same place her finger had just traced. She lowered herself down, kissing over his stomach and further, over his pubic region to the edge of his shaft. She loosened her grip, letting his cock sit in her open palm as she turned and peppered kisses over the top of it, working her way closer to the tip. He groaned as she wrapped her tongue around the tip, licking it as she kissed it, sucking it between her lips, then turned her body once again, so that she was on her knees facing him.

She looked up at him, her eyes wide, her breasts held by the cups of her red bikini top, pressed together between her arms.

“Do you want me to take it off?” she asked. He nodded once, and she gave an almost shy smile, then gently reached up and slid one red strap from her pale shoulder, then repeated it with the other. They hung there, loosely on her crossed arms, her breasts pushed together, her pale cleavage plunging between the red cups of her bikini top. She sat there patiently, as if waiting for the instruction.

“Take it off.”

She complied without comment, her hands on the red cups, sliding them slowly down to reveal her pert breasts and her dark nipples. He watched as she slid the straps fully down her arms and dropped the top on the floor next to her. She was the image of perfection, her freed breasts firm and pert. Again, she did not move, her hands now resting gently on her thighs, waiting patiently as his eyes devoured her exposed body for the first time. His eyes returned to hers, and she smiled as he smiled, but still did not move. He reached out and stroked her long, dark hair, and she smiled wider, then opened her mouth, his hard cock swinging gently just inches away from her lips. He moved forward and slid his cock into her waiting mouth, moving almost all of the way in before she closed it and wrapped her lips around him. He let out a soft moan of pleasure as her hot, wet mouth enveloped his cock. He held it there, his shaft resting on her still tongue, as she remained still on her knees.

She looked so beautiful with his cock in her mouth, her lips wrapped tightly around it, her soft breasts hanging gently below the scene. He stroked her hair again, then rested his hand gently but firmly on the top of her head and began to slowly fuck her mouth. She knelt there patiently, her eyes fixed on him as he rocked his hips, sliding his cock between her lips, careful not to go too deep, but focusing on how good her mouth felt.

He began to move faster, fucking her mouth faster, as her hands slid up from her thighs up up her body, to her breasts. He watched as she fondled them, cupping them and pressing them together as she massaged them, her slim fingers teasing her nipples, making them hard between her fingertips as she rolled them, her moans of pleasure sending rumbling waves up from her throat and through his cock. He moved faster, going deeper, and she moaned harder, the sound muffled by his cock in her throat, her hands gripping her tits more firmly, her eyes watering as she leaned forward, stretching her neck and giving him better access.

Fuck, he thought about how it would feel so good to cum down her throat, to fill her belly with his seed, to fuck her mouth until he exploded so hard it dribbled out of her mouth and coated her luscious breasts. Fuck, he could cum right now. But he couldn’t. She had come here for a reason, and it would be ungentlemanly to ignore the lady’s wishes, especially when she was so accommodating to his own desires.

He fucked her throat, feeling her warm saliva coating his shaft and tip, the tight grip of her lips taking him right to the edge. And just as he was about to explode in her mouth, he pulled out of her. She gasped for breath, her saliva dripping down her chin, as his coated cock shiny from her throat.

He leaned down and kissed her, and she grabbed him, pulling her close to her, her breathing ragged even as she slid her tongue deep into his mouth, lashing inside, as if she needed more than she could even get.

“On the bed,” he said, as he broke off the kiss. He watched as she crawled on all fours across the room and onto the bed, her pert ass presented to him, the underside of her bikini bottoms now a dark crimson. She turned and lay on the bed, her long, dark hair fanning out behind her, her breasts rising and falling gently as her breathing steadied, her pale cheeks now flushed pink. She licked her wet lips and squirmed on the bed, eagerness on the brink of frustration, her desire overwhelming her. She slipped her fingers into the thin straps of her bikini bottoms and began to pull them down, exposing just the briefest of glimpses of her dark, trimmed pubic hair, before he spoke.

“Leave them on.”

She looked at him a moment, confused, then slid them back into position and slid her fingers out of the straps, running them over her body and stretching out gently to the sides as she offered herself to him.

He climbed onto the bed and on top of her, his cock rubbing against her bikini bottoms as he pressed his body against hers. She wrapped her arms and legs around him as she kissed him, rocking gently underneath him, moaning as his cock rubbed against her wet mound.

“I need you,” she gasped, “I need you to fuck me.” They rolled on the bed, and suddenly she was on top of him, but he held her close, his strong arms wrapped around her slim frame. “I need you to fuck me,” she repeated. “Please, please.”

She yelped with surprise as he rolled her onto her back once more and pinned her arms above her head. He leaned in and kissed her, then slid his hands down her arms. She left them above her head, moaning as his hands found her breasts, caressing them and teasing her nipples, then down further. She moaned softly as his hand moved over her mound, then two fingers slid into the sides of her bikini bottoms, gently peeling them from her wet lips and pulling them to the sides.

“Please.”

With the other hand, he reached down and took hold of his cock, and guided it gently to her entrance. She let out a high-pitched whine before he had even penetrated her, her wet slit so sensitive, so hungry for his cock, so desperately needing to be fucked. She gasped as he pressed the head into her, feeling how tight she was, working slowly to ease himself into her body.

She winced as he pressed deeper, but sensing his concern, whispered two words,

“Don’t stop.”

He worked slowly, moving in and out of her, pushing a little deeper in each time, stretching her out a little more, feeling her pussy enveloping him as she adapted to his thickness. She continued to gasp and moan, a mixture of pain and desire, her legs wrapped around the back of his, holding him tightly in position as he fully penetrated her. She gasped as he pushed in the final inch, their hips pressed together, and he held himself there, his cock deep inside her tight, throbbing pussy.

“Are you ok?” he asked Yukki. She looked at him, her eyes wide and wet, her mouth moving into a smile as she nodded, before she began breathing deeply. “Are you su-?” he began before being interrupted as she wrapped her arms around him and pulled herself to him, pressing her lips against his and kissing him hard, before falling back to the bed with a gasp. All his questions answered, he began moving slowly, pulling his cock almost all the way out of her tight body, before slowly pressing himself back in. Yuuki whimpered underneath him as he fully penetrated her, then again as he repeated the motion, but softer this time. As he continued to fuck her, her body relaxed, though it continued to grip his cock, and her whines became soft moans, then louder as he fucked her faster, fucked her harder, until he was pounding her tight pussy as hard as he could.

“Oh yes,” she begged, her fingernails digging into his back, “just like that. Fuck me like you fucked Nanami – oh my gooood – fuck me like you need my pussy to live.”

He kept fucking her as hard as he could, his cock sliding in and out of her dripping-wet pussy with ease, her body clinging to him as he pounded her. She gasped as he got to his knees, his cock still deep inside of her, and lifted her legs onto his shoulders and grabbed her by the hips, her ass lifted off the bed, and began to fuck her from the tighter angle. She cried out with pleasure, her fingers digging hard into her breasts, her body shaking as he thrust hard and fast into her body, giving everything to fucking her. She groaned and grunted, panting with each thrust deep inside her, cries of pleasure fucked out of her body as she took his whole cock in her tight slit.

She cried out and pushed herself up, one hand grabbing his arm for support as the other grabbed the back of his head. She pulled herself close and looked him in the eye as he continued to fuck her.

“I need you,” she cried, “I need you to fuck me.”

“I’m gonna fuck you forever,” he gasped, the idea of doing anything other than being inside her body being absurd. She looked at him, hard, her eyes locked on him as she spoke again.

“In the ass.”

He grunted, almost cumming on the spot, then recovered himself.

“Now?”

“Now.”

She let go of him and fell back to the bed with a grunt. He kept pounding her, watching her tits bouncing for a few moments, before slowing down and stopping. He held himself inside her for a moment, both of them breathing heavily, then slowly slid himself out of her, watching as strands of her desire ran from the tip of his cock to her dripping-wet slit. She gasped as he slid out of her, her pinkness throbbing between her dark lips, her bikini bottoms moving back into place.

“Now you can take them off,” he said.

She smiled with relief and slid her thumbs into the sides of the bottoms, wriggling her hips as she worked them down, fully exposing her slit as she slid them down to her knees, and pulling her legs up to her chest, off over her dainty feet, her toes curled. She held them out to him, and he took them and threw them across the room, as if they were something she would never need again. She lay there, completely naked, her legs pressed together, every inch of her soft and perfect. He ran his hands up her smooth legs, desperate to know what her pussy tasted like. He licked his lip instinctively, then spoke.

“Turn over.”

She giggled and rolled onto her front, and as he stroked the back of her thighs and firm ass, she raised herself onto her hands and knees, presenting herself to him. She whined as he ran a finger over her wet slit, watching over her shoulder.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped as she watched him sucking her wetness from his wet fingertip. “That’s so fucking hot.”

“So are you, now bend over.”

Her eyes widened, then a smile broke out on her lips, before she turned away and buried her face in the bed covers, presenting her ass to him. She groaned as he ran his cock over her wet slit, further coating the tip of his cock with her wetness, then slid up to her asshole and moved in small circles over it, coating it with her own arousal. He wanted to make sure she was well lubricated. He could only imagine how tight her asshole would be if that’s how tight her pussy was. She moaned into the covers as he pressed the tip of his cock into her asshole.

Fuck, she was tight.

He took a breath and held it there a moment before moving slowly and working himself deeper and deeper into her asshole, her wetness coating his cock, helping him to slide into and stretch out her tight asshole. He kept working, getting deeper and deeper, as Yuuki whined beneath him, muttering words of encouragement as he pushed his cock deeper and deeper into her asshole.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned as he fully penetrated her.

“You feel so big in my ass,” she moaned, “I love it.”

He held himself there, stroking her spread asscheeks, admiring the contours of her arched back, her soft skin, then began slowly pulling out of her, then back in. She groaned as he began fucking her asshole, her grip so tight could barely stand it.

“That feels so good,” she moaned as he fucked her asshole, with long, controlled strokes, giving her the full length of his cock time and again, “I love the feel of you in my ass.” She began to rock gently on her knees, and he began to move faster, picking up the pace as her body demanded more. She gasped as he fucked her faster, harder, his thrusts getting more intense as she rocked more on her knees, throwing her ass slapping back onto him as they moved together towards a singular goal.

“That’s it,” she cried as he began fucking her hard, his hips slamming against her spread cheeks, “fuck me in my asshole, fuck me like you own me.” He fucked her harder, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded her tight asshole, thrusting deep inside her as she gasped and begged for more.

“Just like that!” she begged as he fucked her as hard as she could. “Ruin my tight little asshole! Ruin me and then cum deep inside me!”

He groaned with pleasure, her ass gripping his cock tighter as she spoke, her body tensing at the thought of him cumming in her asshole, of his seed dribbling out of her ruined hole, as she lay there, helpless and spent. He pounded away, grunting heavily, his breathing laboured, both their bodies shining with sweat as they gave their everything to the physical act.

“Oh yes!” she cried. “That feels so good. Fuck my ass, it’s all yours.”

He growled as he tried to contain himself.

“You’re going to make me cum,” he said, “with that dirty mouth of yours.”

“So dirty,” she agreed, “that’s why it feels so good to fuck my dirty mouth.” He groaned, and his cock twitched inside her asshole. He was getting close; there was no doubt about that. “Now please cum, I want to feel you cum in my ass. I want to – oh fuck – I want to feel you fill up my asshole as you stretch me out. I want you to fill me up until it’s dripping out of me. I want – oh god – I want you to fuck my asshole, until I’m a shivering, whimpering wreck. Oh, please, don’t stop fucking my asshole! Don’t stop fucking me until you cum!”

“I’m gonna cum!” he cried.

“Oh yes!” she cried. “Cum in my asshole, please!”

He cried out as he came, his cock twitching violently in her asshole as he pumped her full of his seed.

“I can feel it!” she cried as he continued to pound her. “Oh, fuck, I can feel you cumming in my ass!”

He growled as he continued to cum, pounding her tight hole, spurting his seed deep in her ass, holding himself deep inside her quivering hole as he coated her insides, thrusting powerfully as his cock twitched and released another load and then another, filling her up, until he was spent.

Yuuki let out an exhausted gasp as Joe finished inside of her. He could feel the tightness of her asshole gripping his cock, which tightened each time he twitched inside of her, causing her to shiver. She whimpered as he slowly and carefully pulled his cock out of her asshole, watching as her well-stretched hole quivered and shrank to its normal size, pushing out thick globs of his cum.

“I can feel it dripping out of me,” she moaned into the duvet, “it feels so good to have your seed coming out of my ass.”

She rolled onto her side and moaned with pleasure as his cum coated the inside of her asscheeks as they pressed together. He walked over to the side of the bed and knelt down.

“So fucking good,” she said, smiling.

“I’m always happy to help a woman in need,” he said, returning the smile.

“Yes, you are,” she purred as she reached out and stroked his face with her fingertips “, and I needed it really badly.” He leaned in and kissed her softly, happy to have been able to help so thoroughly.


Chapter Six

Knock. Knock.

“Come in,” he groaned sleepily, rolling over in bed, his eyes still closed.

“Hey, you,” said Ami, softly as she opened the door and entered the cabin. “I didn’t wake you, did I?”

“Nope,” he said, rolling onto his back, eyes still closed. “I’ve never been more awake.”

He had no idea how long he had been asleep, but after he and Yuuki had gotten cleaned up, then had lain in bed together, holding one another, their fresh, naked bodies gently pressed against one another. It was peaceful, something he desperately needed after his adventures on board so far, especially given the party that was planned for later. He still didn’t know what that entailed, and Yuuki was keeping tight-lipped, but he guessed he would probably need his strength.

He reached an arm out under the blankets, just to check if Yuuki was there, but he was alone.

“I thought you might need a nap,” Ami whispered into his ear as she bent over by the side of the bed, “and not just because of our bit of fun in the pool.” He felt his body stir and began to wake up a bit. He began to slowly open his eyes and saw Ami smiling down at him. Gone was her sparkling, silver bathing costume, and her care-free, pool-soaked hair. Instead, she looked immaculate. Her make-up, perfect, her long, dark hair combed and straightened to the final strand, her bathing costume replaced by an equally sparkly, yet elegant, silver dress, which clung to her slim body and ended high up the thigh.

“You look,” he began, blinking his eyes repeatedly to focus clearly on her, “you look… wow.”

She giggled.

“You’re so sweet,” she said, “but you should see the others.” He went to get up, but she reached out and gently touched his bare chest. “There’s no need to rush,” she said. “Everyone else is still getting ready. I just wanted you to know that the party will be starting soon, so you might want to get ready too.”

“Ready?”

He looked across the room to the chair where his swimming trunks and chlorine-stiffened shirt lay in a pile.

“You didn’t think we’d let you attend in those, did you?”

“I didn’t give it much thought,” he said honestly. “I thought we were just going for a bit of a cruise.”

She smiled and turned. Joe admired the curves of her ass, her dress clinging to her body as she moved across the room, her slender legs moving with a model’s grace. She stopped and slid open a compartment he didn’t even realise was there. Inside was a tuxedo.

Of course, there was.

“Now, if you’ll excuse me,” she said, moving towards the door, “I have to help the others get ready.”

“When’s the party?” he asked, pushing himself into an upright position.

“In about,” she began, looking at an elegant silver watch that hung loosely on her slim wrist, "precisely one hour.” She smiled. “Is that enough time for you to get ready?”

“Plenty,” he said, smiling.

“Great,” said Ami, opening the door and looking over her shoulder. “We’ll be waiting.” With that, she walked out of the room and closed the door, leaving Joe in bed, feeling more awake than he had ever felt before.

*

Joe stood at the front of the yacht, staring out over the waters. They were calm, and the sun, now notably lower in the sky, shone over the rippling waves. It was a beautiful sight, but nowhere as beautiful as the women on board with him.

In theory, at last.

It had been one hour since Ami left, more than, and it had only taken him a few minutes to get ready. So he had spent most of the time hanging around, simply wondering what the party would involve. But when he had finally wasted enough time and came to meet everyone, there was no one in sight. They were, he presumed, still getting ready. Either that, or they had secretly boarded a speedboat and abandoned him on board a luxury yacht for no discernible reason.

“There you are, darling.”

“Hey, Sayaka,” said Joe, still staring out to sea. “I was beginning to think you’d abandoned me.”

“Oh heavens no. We were just getting ourselves all prettified for you.”

“Can’t imagine that would have taken long,” he said, “it's not like you need time to –” He turned to face her and was once again stopped in his tracks. Gone was the revealing bikini and see-through wrap. Instead, she wore a near-transparent, long-sleeved, white linen halter top with a plunging neckline, showing off her cleavage and the top of her flat stomach, as well as the fact she wasn’t wearing (and didn’t need) a bra. Along with this, she had a pair of loose, white linen trousers that flared from her legs, but still managed to suggest the perfect figure underneath.

“I was going for a nautical vibe,” she said. “Do you think I managed it?”

“All aboard,” he said, and immediately regretted it.

She laughed a little.

“I’ll take that as a ‘yes’. Now come on, we don’t want to keep the rest of the party waiting.”

“Perish the thought,” he said.

Sayaka held out her arm for him to take, and he hooked his around it.

“Such a gentleman,” she said, as they walked arm in arm along the deck towards.

“I aim to please,” he said.

“I know you do,” she said, “and you’re doing exceedingly well at that.”

He was about to ask what she meant, but then he heard in the distance, laughter and giggles. Then, as they turned the corner, he finally saw all of them.

“He’s here!” shouted Tomoka.

“Finally,” said Kazuko.

“Let the party commence!” cried Meika, throwing her arms in the air, causing all the women to whoop and cheer at his arrival.

What a greeting, he thought, gazing across the crowd of women cheering for him. What a greeting.


Chapter Seven

“Cake! Cake! Cake!”

The six supermodels surrounded him, touching him and laughing as they chanted, as Kazuko stood to the side, snapping shots of the moment.

He stood there, knife in hand, looking down at a photo of himself. He recognised it as one of the first ever shots taken on that first day. He looked so nervous, so out of place. Even now, he could feel the nerves of that moment, even though it felt like a lifetime ago, and he felt like a completely different person. And, he realised, he was different. He was standing on a fucking yacht, celebrating the end of his short stint as a fashion model, with six Japanese supermodels and a smoking hot photographer, all of whom he had fucked in ways he could never have dreamed of.

When Ami had sat on his lap in that first photoshoot, he felt like he was going to cum right on the spot. Now, he could happily fuck all of them and actually last. He was a guy who regularly fucked supermodels.

“Cut! Cut! Cut!”

He pressed the knife into the cake, and the women cheered as he sliced through the photo of his own face, and he realised that his life had peaked. Nothing that would happen to him beyond this point was ever going to compare to what he had experienced over the last few weeks. Once this was all over, he would go home, richer and wiser, with a whole host of life experiences no one could possibly believe (not that he would tell anyone), and after perhaps a slight flurry of attention when the campaign came out, things would settle back down, and his life would return to normal. Not that he wanted that, but he knew that would inevitably happen, so he had long ago made peace with it, in theory at least. But now that the moment had arrived? Well, now he wasn’t so sure.

Fuck it, he thought to himself as he sliced through his face once again, feeling the symbolism was appropriate if a bit on-the-nose, let’s go out with a bang.

“Eat! Eat! Eat!”

The women surrounded him as they chanted, as he held the first slice of cake in his hand. He took a bite, and they cheered.

“It looks so good,” said Tomoka.

“Yuuki made it,” said Nanami, brightly.

“How is it?” asked Ami.

“So good,” Joe mumbled, his mouth full of cake, his fingers coated in icing. “It’s the best thing I’ve ever eaten.”

“Ever?” asked Sayaka, raising an eyebrow.

“Foodwise,” he clarified, memories of having his face buried between her legs rushing back to him.

“I wanna taste,” said Meika.

“Go ahead,” he said, “there’s plenty to go around.”

“Yes, there is,” she said, stepping up to him and taking him by the wrist and lifting his hand up to her lips. She looked him in the eye as she took his icing-coated finger fully into her mouth, sucking and licking and moaning with pleasure as she slid her lips up and down. She sighed with satisfaction as she slid his finger out of his mouth, now cleaned of icing.

“Delicious,” she said. “The best thing I’ve had in my mouth all day.”

“So far,” said Tomoka, laughing. Meika gave her a playful slap on the arm.

“Anyone else want a try?”

“I do,” said Ami, bouncing forward.

“I wouldn’t say no to a taste,” said Sayaka. “But just a smidge.”

“Alright,” said Joe, “how about a little taster?”

He turned and swiped a fingerful of frosting from the top of the cake and turned to Sayaka. She went to suck it from his finger, but he pulled it away.

“We are feeling a bit of a tease today, aren’t we?”

He smiled and said nothing as he reached toward her open mouth, deftly avoiding it and drawing a wavy line of frosting between her breasts.

“Oh my god!” cried Sayaka.

“I got it!” cried Ami, bouncing forward and slowly running her tongue up between her friend’s breasts. Sayaka moaned with pleasure as Ami worked her tongue up over her bare skin, cleaning up the mess had made on her chest.

“That looks like fun,” breathed Nanami.

“Why don’t you find out?” asked Joe, taking another finger of frosting and turning around, looking for a volunteer. Tomoka stepped forward.

“I’d like to,” she said, “but…” Tomoka was wearing a long-sleeved, black dress that ran up to her neck, capturing her form all the way down to the top of her thighs, perfectly showing off her long, smooth legs.

“I’ve got an idea,” said Yuuki, bouncing forward and scooping up some frosting on her own finger, before bouncing over to Tomoka and taking her by the hand, pulling her close and then whispering in her ear. Tomoka’s eyes widened, then she looked at Yuuki and nodded. Joe watched as Tomoka hopped up onto the table, holding the cake and spread her legs, revealing just a hint of her black panties beneath her dress. Yuuki knelt between her legs and then carefully ran her frosting-coated finger tip over the inside of one of Tomoka’s thighs, and then the other. Tomoka shivered as Yuuki stroked her sensitive skin as she knelt between their legs. Yuuki bounced up and sucked the frosting from her finger, moaning with pleasure.

“I’m soooo good,” she moaned, “I think–”

Her comment was interrupted by Meika stepping forward and kissing her. Yuuki seemed surprised for a moment, then leaned into it, kissing Meika back, her clean hand going to her friend’s ass, then running down her bare thigh.

Meika broke off the kiss and licked her lips.

“Mmm,” she cooed, “you are good. And the cake’s not too bad either.” She laughed, but Yuuki didn’t. Her slips were parted, and she was leaning forward slightly, eager for more.

“I thought I was supposed to be the one tasting,” said Nanami.

“Be my guest,” said Meika, presenting Tomoka’s bare thighs with her hand.

Nanami walked over to Tomoka and leaned in, kissing the woman softly. Then, she placed her hands on Tomoka’s bare thighs and lowered herself onto her knees. They all watched as Nanami spread Tomoka’s legs and stroked them, kissing her thighs, moving from one side to the other, as she made her way to the creaminess between her legs.

Tomoka threw her head back and gasped as Nanami slowly ran her tongue up Tomoka’s thigh, licking the sweet frosting off as she worked her way up higher. She leaned back slightly and licked her lips.

“So sweet,” said Nanami, smiling up at Tomoka, then leaning back in for seconds. Tomoka moaned again, louder this time, as Nanami ran her tongue up, pressing harder, moving slower, moving deliberately as she licked the sweetness from her thigh, her tongue continuing to move up and flicking over the lacy fabric covering her mound, causing Tomoka to gasp and instinctively wrap her legs around Nanami’s back. There were giggles, but neither Tomoka nor Nanami were laughing. Instead, Nanami wrapped her arms around Tomoka’s thighs and leaned in, kissing and sucking at her mound through her panties.

“Oh fuck,” moaned Tomoka, breathing heavily as Nanami sucked at her. Then she reached down with one hand and pulled her panties to the side, crying out as Nanami immediately ran her long, flat tongue up between her lips, lapping at her like she was covered in frosting.

Tomoka let her panties go, letting them brush against Nanami’s face, and placed her hand on the back of her head, holding Nanami steadily between her legs.

“You know,” whispered Meika into Joe’s ear from behind, “I’d say you look good enough to eat, too.” She sucked on his earlobe as she reached around and rubbed his cock through his trousers, already hard from watching the scene between Nanami and Tomoka unfold. Joe moaned as Meika untucked the front of his shirt and undid his belt, unbuttoning his trousers before sliding her hand down the front, her soft fingers stroking his cock as Nanami continued to eat out Tomoka, and, to the side, he noticed that Sayaka had her hand up Ami’s dress, fingering her slowly as they kissed.

I guess this isn’t just my party, he thought, as Meika’s grip on his cock tightened. Not entirely, at least.

“Need a hand?” asked Yuuki. Before Joe could answer, she grabbed his trousers and pulled them down, freeing his cock, allowing Meika to stroke him more easily. “You know,” she said, “this cake really is delicious. I could eat all of it.” She gathered more frosting onto her finger and rubbed it on the tip of his cock. “All of it.” She lowered herself to her knees and licked her lips as she looked up at him. Then, as Meika stroked his shaft, she leaned in and took the tip of his cock in her mouth. He moaned as he entered the warmth of her mouth, her soft tongue lapping the frosting from the tip of his cock. He watched as she moved her lips further down, taking more of his cock in her mouth, until Meika let go completely, kissing his neck with both her hands, stroking his body as Yuuki sucked his cock. Joe stroked Yuuki’s hair and rocked his hips, fucking her mouth as she sucked at him. Meika slid around and dropped to her knees next to Yuuki, guiding her mouth from his cock, before kissing her, their tongues pressing against one another, before they broke off, and both returned to his cock, kissing up both sides as he watched them, their tongues sliding up and down his shaft, brushing over his glans and then back down.

“I need to fuck you,” he growled.

“Who?” asked Yuuki.

“Both of you.”

“Who first?” asked Meika.

“You,” said Yuuki, smiling at Joe.

Sometimes I like to watch.

Joe had no complaints, helping Meika to her feet, kissing her as Yuuki undid his shoe laces and slid off his shoes, before taking off his trousers fully, leaving him in nothing but his tuxedo jacket and shirt, then stood to the side as Meika took her place in front of him, his cock sliding between her legs. She moaned as she rubbed herself against him, her panties warm on his cock. Then he turned her around and pressed her against the wall, kissing her hard as her hands slid up the back of his shirt.

“Turn around,” he growled, and she complied, bending over and presenting her ass to him. He ran his hands over her smooth skin and peeled her panties from her wet slit, sliding them down her thighs and dropping them down her smooth legs. She stepped out of them with one foot and spread her legs wider. She gasped as he ran a finger over her wet slit, feeling her slickness and holding it out for Yuuki to taste, as he guided himself into her with his other hand. Yuuki moaned as she tasted Meika on his finger, as Meika moaned as Joe worked his cock into her tight hole. She was tight, but wet, and so aroused that he slid into her relatively quickly, her tight pussy accommodating his thick cock. She groaned as he began to fuck her with long, fast strokes.

“I missed this,” she moaned, pushing her ass back into his cock as he fucked her.

“You look so pretty,” whined Yuuki, “when he’s got his cock inside you.” She leaned against the wall, watching intently, her fingers working between her legs as she watched Joe fuck Meika.

Sayaka cried out as her back hit the wall next to them, Ami pawing at her, her hands in her top, caressing her breasts. One hand slid out and down into Sayaka’s trousers, causing her to moan as Ami fingered her. Sayaka reached out and stroked Meika’s hair, then grabbed Yuuki by the wrist and pulled her close, kissing her hard, before guiding her mouth to Ami’s.

“That’s it,” moaned Sayaka softly, “no need to be an observer at your own party.” She gasped as Ami’s fingers slid deeper, penetrating her tight hole as Ami moaned, Yuuki’s fingers sliding under her dress from behind and fingering Ami as Yuuki’s other hand continued to work between her own legs.

Joe watched the women kissing and fingering one another, and when Meika moaned, she realised she was doing the same. He felt her pussy tighten on his cock as he pounded her.

“More,” she begged, “please.” He continued fucking her as hard as he could, turning when he heard the cries of pleasure from Tomoka, as Nanami continued working between her legs, bringing the woman to climax next to the cake with a picture of his face on it.

He fucked Meika harder, the woman grunting with pleasure.

“Keep fucking me,” she begged, “I’m so close.” He turned and spanked her, causing her to cry out and her pussy to tighten on his cock. He gripped her hips firmly and thrust deeply into her until she cried out with pleasure.

“I’m cumming!” she cried as she came on his cock, her walls fluttering, gripping him tightly as he penetrated her time and again, her fingers working her clit just how she needed, panting heavily as she held herself up against the wall, until she was finally done.

“Oh my god,” she cried, as her body relaxed, and Joe slowed down, keeping himself inside of her for a moment. Slowly, he pulled himself out, helped Meika stand up and leaning her against the wall, leaned in and kissed her.

“My turn,” said Nanami quickly, turning him around and kissing him with a mouth that tasted just like Tomoka. She pulled him back until they slammed into another wall and, wrapping one leg around him, reached down and she guided his cock into her. She moaned as he stretched her out, but he was quickly inside of her and had his arm hooked under one thigh, causing her to gasp as he pounded her.

“Oh yes,” she cried, grabbing her tube top and pulling it down, freeing her amazing breasts, pinching one nipple as she held onto the back of his neck with her other hand. She was so wet, so ready, so aroused from going down on Tomoka that it seemed like she was on the verge of cumming just from him penetrating her. She kissed him again, the taste of pussy still on her lips, and as his cock twitched inside of her, she started to cum.

“Oh yes,” she cried, “oh my god, I’ve never cum this quickly. Your fucking cock is magic. Keep going, I’m nearly there, nearly nearly!”

She came hard, her pussy gripping his cock as her leg tightened around him, her fingers digging into her breast as she gasped and growled as he continued to fuck her against the wall, driving her climax harder and harder until she was done.

She gasped and pulled his lips to hers, kissing him long and hard before she unwrapped her leg from around him, and he slid out of her.

“This seems a bit silly,” said Sayaka, unbuttoning his shirt.

“Where are the others?” he asked.

“Busy,” she said, smiling. He turned and saw Ami and Yuuki kissing and fingering one another where he had left them. He turned as Sayaka began pulling off his jacket and then his shirt. “Honestly,” she said, pulling the shirt from his arms, “I don’t know what we were thinking.” She stood back and admired his naked body, his pussy-slick cock. “And what was I thinking? Trousers?! But we must all make do.” She turned around and stuck out her ass, presenting herself as she pulled them down, her lacy white panties dark with desire. He moved forward and pulled them to the side, sliding into her as she groaned with pleasure.

“That’s it,” she moaned as he fucked her. “You know what I like.” He gripped her hips and fucked her harder, giving her what she needed. She moaned and grunted loudly as he fucked her from behind, her pussy wet, warmed from Ami’s fingers. Then, deep inside of her, he wrapped an arm around her body and pulled her upright. They both moaned as her pussy tightened on him from the tight angle, and he pressed her against the wall fucking her upright body from behind, unable to pull out if he wanted to. Then he slid his hand around her slim body and into the front of her panties, fingering her clit as he fucked her.

“That’s so fucking hot,” he heard from behind, Ami’s voice as she watched him fuck her best friend, and occasional lover.

“I love it when you watch me getting fucked,” cried Sayaka, “it’s so dreadfully naughty.” She moaned as Joe fingered her faster as he fucked her. As he did so, he heard the unmistakable moans of Yuuki, cumming as Ami fingered her.

“She’s so good at that,” moaned Sayaka, clearly able to hear it too. “And that mouth!” Joe thought about Ami sucking his cock in the pool earlier and nearly nutted in Sayaka there and then, but he managed to hold on and continued to fuck her as she panted with each thrust.

“That’s it, darling,” she moaned, “I’m nearly there, don’t stop, just don’t – oh fuck – don’t stop!”

Her accent broke as she cried out, her British tone with Japanese inflections as she cried out with pleasure, Joe pounding and fingering her, making her cum as hard as he could for as long as he could, until she was finished.

He pulled out of her and stumbled back, breathing heavily.

“Here,” said Tomoka, “lie down.” She led Joe to a sun lounger, and he lay down, watching as Tomoka slid her wet panties off and dropped them on the deck before climbing on top of him and sliding his cock into her.

“Mmmm,” she cooed, riding him. “It feels good to be on top for once.” She leaned in and kissed him, riding his cock in long, slow strokes as his hands gripped her ass. She built up speed, taking his full length inside of her. Then, before he knew it, Yuuki was kneeling on one side of him and Ami on the other. He watched as Tomoka kissed Yuuki, as Ami slid a hand up Tomoka’s back and undid her dress, peeling it forward and freeing her breasts. Tomoka moaned as her sensitive nipples rubbed against Joe’s bare chest. She turned and kissed Ami, moaning into her mouth as Yuuki slid a hand between Tomoka and Joe and began playing with her breast. Tomoka broke the kiss off with a gasp and turned to face Joe, riding his cock faster as he gripped her ass, bouncing her on his cock as she pressed her hands into his chest and lifted herself up, allowing her tits to bounce freely, before Yuuki and Ami leaned in and caressed them, taking one of her nipples in their mouths and sucking at them as she fucked Joe.

Tomoka bounced on his cock, panting and moaning, her pussy fluttering as she got closer and closer.

“Your cock feels so good inside me – and these – oh fuck – these considerate ladies, they know – ahh!”

Joe kept fucking Tomoka as Ami and Yuuki continued to work her tits, the three of them teaming up until she cried out with pleasure, cumming hard on his cock before collapsing on his chest.

“Oh my god,” she muttered, breathing heavily, his cock still deep inside of her. Slowly, she climbed off him, kissing Ami, before Ami took her place. But instead of riding him as Tomoka had, she sat on him reverse cowgirl style, guiding his cock into her and lying back on him. She turned and kissed him as his hands explored her body, cupping her tits through her dress as she began to rock her hips on top of him. She moaned as he rocked his hips, both of them working together to slide his cock fully in and out of her, as Yuuki watched from the foot of the lounger, Ami giving her the perfect view of how she liked to be fucked.

Joe moved faster, fucking Ami as her slim body bounced easily on top of him, her tits in his hands, as Yuuki stroked his legs.

“That feels soooo good,” moaned Ami, her words broken as Joe pounded her tight pussy. Then she cried out, and as Joe looked down her body, he saw that Yuuki was no longer at the foot of the lounger, but leaning forward, her mouth clamped to Ami’s clit, sucking and licking at her as Joe fucked her reverse cowgirl style.

Ami let out a high-pitched whine as Joe and Yuuki double-teamed her, the onslaught too much for her to take, and within moments she was cumming hard on his cock. He could feel her wetness growing as he pounded her tight hole, as Yuuki sucked and licked her swollen clit, causing Ami to cry out into the sea air. She kept cumming and cumming, and Joe felt himself getting close to the edge, but just before he came, Ami finally relented and almost fell off his cock.

Joe lay there, breathing deeply, taking a moment before Yuuki grabbed him by the hand and dragged him to the side of the boat.

“I want you to fuck me here,” she said, lifting up her skirt and grabbing the railings as she bent over. Joe wasted no time sliding into her and fucking her as she desired. He ran a hand up her back and grabbed her long, dark hair, holding up her head as he fucked her, both of them getting the perfect view of the sea stretching out endlessly before them.

“I love the sea,” she gasped, “it’s so liberating. You can be whoever you want to be out here.” Joe, balls deep in his sixth woman in a row, could not disagree. His cock was wetter than the ocean, and the waves inside his balls felt more powerful than any tsunami that had ever existed. He felt that if he came right now, he could wipe out an entire city.

Yuuki grunted as he fucked her hard for the second time today, but in very different circumstances.

“More,” she begged, “I want you to fuck me until I can’t speak.”

He fucked her harder, and she grunted her approval, her tight hole dripping wet with desire, as his hips slammed against her tight ass, forcing a grunt from her lungs each time.

“That’s it,” whispered Nanami, “show her how she likes it. She thinks she likes to watch, but I know she likes to take it hard and fast from behind.”

“Oh god,” moaned Yuuki, “I do.”

“You know where she likes it most, right?” Joe said nothing, focusing on not cumming inside Yuuki. “Right in her tight little asshole. Nothing gets her off faster than something thick and long pressing deep into her ass. Especially when her sweet pussy is getting filled.”

As if to demonstrate, Nanami ran her hand over Yuuki’s ass and slid her long, slender finger between her cheeks. Yuuki whined as Nanami played with her asshole, then cried out as she slid her finger inside.

“Oh fuck!” cried Yuuki. “What are you doing to me?” You gonna make me – make me – aaaah!”

She came hard on Joe’s cock and Nanami’s finger, the sensation of being double penetrated too much for her to take. Joe wondered whether Yuuki preferred being fucked in the ass or having her ass eaten out. It was something he would have to discuss with her. He would love to eat her ass as she sat on his face.

Yuuki whined and moaned, throwing her ass back on Joe’s cock and Nanami’s finger, riding both of them, watching the waves roll across the top of the sea, crying out with pleasure until she was spent.

Joe let go of her hair, and her head slumped forward, her pussy pulsating as Nanami slid her finger from her ass, then as Joe slid his cock from deep inside of her. He stumbled back, and Nanami embraced Yuuki, holding the unsteady woman as she recovered from her orgasm.

“That’s all of them,” said Kazuko.

“Not quite,” he corrected. “You think I was going to forget about you?”

“I’m just the photographer,” she said, “I’m just here to record things.”

She aimed the camera down and took a photo of his dripping-wet cock, then crouched down and ran her tongue over the tip.

“It’s like eating the pussies of six women at the same time,” she said. “I approve.”

“I prefer seven,” he said.

“Is that so?”

“Yes,” he said, “it is.”

He slid a hand under her dress, and she moaned as his fingers found her exposed pussy.

“I was hoping you’d say that,” she said. “All of this watching has gotten me a little bit horny as fuck.” She leapt forward, and he caught her and lowered them both to the deck. He watched as he pulled her top down to expose her juicy tits, then slid her pussy over the underside of his shaft, before rising up and reaching underneath, moaning as she guided his cock inside her.

She worked her way up and down, moving deeper onto him until she was fully sitting on top of him. She moaned as she rocked her hips, pulling him around inside of her, before beginning to ride him. They both moaned as she rose and fell on his cock, moving faster and higher, until she was bouncing on top of him, grunting furiously, her tits bouncing wildly. She leaned forward and pressed her hands on his chest, digging her nails into his chest as she searched for purchase.

Click.

He looked up and saw Sayaka smiling from behind the camera.

“For posterity,” she said.

Click.

“And that one?” Joe asked.

“For my personal collection.” Sayaka grinned. “Hey!” she shouted as Ami took the camera from her, taking a photo of Sayaka, then lying down next to Joe, and taking a selfie of Ami, Joe and Kazuko, as the two of them fucked.

“That’s not fair,” said Sayaka, lying down on the other side of Joe, smiling as Ami took another photo.

“Yoink,” said Meika, as she took the camera from Ami and knelt above Joe’s head, giving him a perfect view of her pussy as she snapped photos of all of them, then aimed the camera up. He saw Nanami with her arm around Yuuki, on one side, with Tomoka watching from the other.

“Be careful!” Kazuko scolded them. “That’s – oh fuck! – that’s expensive.” She grunted, but made no effort to get off Joe’s cock. She moaned as Nanami and Yuuki knelt behind her, lifting her upright and began fondling her breasts as she rode Joe’s cock.

“No one ever thinks of the woman behind the camera,” said Sayaka, leaning down and kissing Kazuko, who moaned into Sayaka’s mouth as Ami slid a hand between Kazuko’s legs and began fingering her pussy, as Meika and Tomoka moved in, kissing and stroking every inch they could reach

Kazuko moaned, her senses overwhelmed as Joe, Ami, Sayaka, Nanami, Yuuki, Meika, and Tomoka worked together to pleasure every inch of her body.

“Oh my god,” moaned Kazuko, as seven bodies worked relentlessly to pleasure her one. “I’ve never felt anything like – oh my god – anything like this. I’m gonna – I’m gonna – oh my god, I’m cumming!”

She moaned into Sayaka’s mouth as she kissed the orgasming photographer, her tight pussy bringing Joe to the brink of orgasm as Kazuko writhed and thrashed on top of him. He felt himself getting close, but right at the death, Kazuko went limp, and everyone let her go. She collapsed onto Joe’s chest, gasping for breath, her skin sticky.

“I’ve never,” she whispered, “not like that.”

“Then there was one,” said Sayaka. The women helped Kazuko off Joe, and she groaned as his cock slid out of her. Joe picked up the camera from the deck.

“What are you doing?” asked Ami.

“Time for a group photograph,” Joe replied. “Come on, get together.” He watched through the lens finder as the seven of them prepared themselves and huddled up, tits out, skin shining with sweat, hair messed up from being pounded to oblivion and back.

“Say cheese.”

“Cheeese,” they cried out as one.

Click.

“Perfect,” said Joe, “except for one final thing.”

“Oh yes, please,” said Sayaka, knowing exactly what was on his mind.

“What’s that?” asked Ami, and Sayaka whispered it to her, her eyes going wide. Joe watched as the idea spread through the women, and suddenly, without him specifying what it was, they had all agreed that they needed it.

He smiled and began working his rock-hard cock, his hand sliding over it with ease, the lubrication of seven stunning, aroused women coating him providing a frictionless experience.

“Please,” they begged as they remained on their knees.

“We need it.”

“Give it to us.”

“It’ll look so good on us.”

“We can start the next fashion trend.”

“Please,” they begged as one, “please.”

Joe kept working his cock, his balls throbbing as an evening of fucking seven stunning women came to a climax, just as they had on his cock.

He felt the pulses of pleasure roar through him, his cock harder than it had ever been as the seven of them knelt before him, pale cheeks flushed, hair bedraggled, tits bouncing, their perfect bodies offered to him as a target for his tribute, a harem of beautiful women begging for his seed. He worked himself furiously, getting closer and closer until, with a final growl, he came hard. The women screamed and yelped, begging for more as he shot his semen over their stunning faces, swinging this way and that, unleashing thick loads over their mouths, over their lips and tongues and cheeks and noses, over their eyes and foreheads, over their chins sending thick globules of cum dripping down between their tits, all the while they begged for more, his cock happily complying, shooting out load after load until finally, he was done.

He stumbled back, cock in hand, as the women heaved and gasped, trying to comprehend what had just happened, then turned to one another, laughing and giggling as they kissed, cum-covered lips meeting, tongues licking up his tribute.

“Wait,” he said, and they turned to him, a mixture of confusion and excitement, then big smiles as he held up the camera for one final time, one final memory; seven cum-covered angels posing for him as he captured this moment for eternity.

Click.


Chapter Eight

We’ll miss you.

It was really great working with you.

I hope we can do it again.

The words of their goodbyes rattled through his mind as he walked through the park near his apartment. His real apartment, not the penthouse suite he had been put up in whilst working with the models.

Work.

He laughed. Yes, it was hard, but it was the farthest thing from work he had ever done in his life.

Now it was all over. All he had were memories and a collection of photos, some he could show people, others he most definitely couldn’t. The promotional tour had been fun, although he hadn’t been able to meet up with any of them, sitting instead by himself, discussing the photos taken during the shoot. But that soon had ended, and he had returned home, as he always knew he would.

He tried to think about what he would do next. He could easily return to his own line of work, but that held no interest for him. Similarly, for dating. The events of the last few months had changed him forever. He was more confident in himself around women, but no one he had met could even compare to one of the women he had left behind, let alone seven of them!

It wasn’t just a looks thing. Some of the women he had met had been very beautiful, which was just one of the perks of having your face plastered everywhere, regardless of whether you had model-level looks or not. But none of them had the energy or the appeal of them, none of them made him feel as they had made him feel. These women were perfect on paper, but there was one thing missing: a connection.

A stranger passing stared at him, as if trying to remember where they knew his face. That happened a lot, so he simply smiled and continued on his way. He didn’t exactly enjoy it, but it didn’t bother him either. But still, he suspected he would miss it when it went away. Fame, he had come to realise, was addictive. He had only the smallest of tastes, and now everything in his old life felt drab and lifeless. No wonder people were chasing attention so desperately; it was the only thing that made them feel alive.

But that wasn’t the sort of person he wanted to become.

He’d started going to the gym more regularly and was walking a lot more. He had lost a few pounds of fat and gained a bit of muscle. His body had more shape than it ever had, and though he was nowhere near model-level lean, he was proud of how good he looked. He had found exercising helped take his mind off everything, and walking made him feel better, even if it did give his mind time to ponder all that had happened. But better to do that on your feet than on the couch, he had decided.

But the couch was where he inevitably ended up each evening, watching something not particularly challenging on his new, big-ass TV, often falling asleep there rather than his empty bed.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

He awoke on the couch, head thumping from a poor night’s sleep, eyes burning and closed. Still, the knocking continued. He tried to get up but ended up rolling off the side of the couch and hitting the floor with a thud.

“I’m coming,” he grumbled, dragging himself up and making his way across the room, the infernal knocking continuing unabated. “I’m coming,” he said, irritation in his voice. He unlocked the door, the knocking still continuing, and pulled it open, ready to unleash on whoever was knocking. Instead, he had the wind knocked out of him, metaphorically, at least.

Ami smiled at him.

Before he could say anything, she rushed forward and hugged him, as six other women pushed into his small apartment and surrounded him, wrapping their arms around him and one another, embracing him entirely in a way he hadn’t realised how much he had needed.

He could have stayed in their embrace forever, existing off their body heat and good vibes indefinitely. But one by one, they broke off and descended further into his room, looking and touching everything, throwing a million questions at him as his sleep-deprived brain tried to process what was happening.

“You seem surprised, darling,” said Sayaka.

“I–” he began, words not coming.

“We’ve missed you so much,” said Yuuki, taking his hands in hers and squeezing them tightly.

“Don’t let it go to your head,” said Meika.

“I’m sorry,” he said, finally. “I’m really happy to see all of you here, but what are all of you doing here?”

“We came to see you,” said Tomoka.

“And to do a little work,” said Nanami.

“What work?” he asked, confused.

Click.

“What work do you think?” asked Kazuko, grinning over her camera.

Click.

“Well, darling,” said Sayaka, “it turns out people love you. So much so, in fact, that the company would like to do a follow-up campaign.”

“A follow-up campaign?”

“Yes,” said Ami brightly, “they liked you so much they want to bring you back for another photoshoot.”

“I’m not sure I’m cut out to be a professional model,” he said. “One time was fun, but I don’t think I could…” His words trailed off as the thought of losing them all again filled his heart.

“Oh, don’t be a spoilsport,” said Meika, “when do people like you get offered another opportunity like this?”

“It was just a lot,” he confessed, “leaving that behind and coming back to this life.”

“Well, you won’t have to,” said Yuuki, “you can stay with us!”

“I’m not sure I’m model material,” he said. “I’m sure people will get tired of me soon enough.”

“Tell us about it!” said Nanami, causing the rest of the women to laugh. “That’s part of the job. Besides, this isn’t a one-and-done thing.”

“I’m not a model,” he began.

“They don’t want you to model,” said Tomoka, “not after this at least.”

“So what do they want? Someone to sweep the floors?”

“How about Creative Advisor?”

“Advising what?”

“Us, of course,” said Sayaka. “They were very impressed with your work and think your insights to the common man could be very useful to the company.”

“Why would they think that?” he asked.

“Maybe because we kinda told them it was all your idea,” said Yuuki.

“What was?”

“Everything,” said Ami.

“The shots, the costumes, the poses,” said Nanami. “In short, everything that made the promotion such a success.”

“But they’ll soon find out I don’t know anything,” he said.

“What’s to know?” asked Kazuko. “You just point and click. Easy.”

“You’ll get the hang of it,” said Sayaka, dismissively. “Besides, you’ll have a whole team to plan these things, and of course, we’ll all be in very close contact with you.”

“But why are you doing this?” he asked, his brain refusing to accept what was happening.

“Isn’t it obvious?” asked Ami, taking his hands.

“We care about you, Joe,” said Tomoka. “We’ve shared something very special together, and we want to continue to explore that with you, together.”

“Plus,” whispered Yuuki into his ear, “you’re great at eating ass.” She giggled and moved away.

“I’ve missed you all so much,” he said, on the verge of tears. “I didn’t think…”

“Well, we’re here now, darling,” said Sayaka, “so no need for all of that. This is a celebration, after all.”

“And a place of business,” added Kazuko. “The team will be here any minute.”

“What team?” Joe asked, right before a team of interns burst in through the door carrying tripods and costumes and lights.

“It’s a reunion shoot,” said Kazuko. “A sort of ‘back to where it all began’ sort of thing, before we whisk you off into the sunset.”

“I liked the penthouse,” he said, “but I’m not sure I want to live in a hotel again.”

“Good,” said Meika, “because you’re not going back there.”

“I’m not?”

“Oh, heaven’s no, darling,” said Sayaka. “Why would you stay there instead of the mansion?”

“What mansion?”

“For the photoshoot,” said Yuuki. “We’ll all be there, together!”

“It allows for a more cohesive theme,” explained Kazuko. “We’ll all be staying in the same place, working together and living together…”

“...and fucking together,” said Sayaka. “Not to put too fine a point on it.” Joe stared at her blankly. “Oh, you didn’t think this was purely a business thing? Sweetie, this is all about pleasure, so you’ll have to keep in shape. Although,” she said, stroking his shoulders, “I can see you’ve been preparing already. Good, because we’re going to put you through your paces.”

“How can I say no to that?” asked Joe.

“You can’t,” said Meika. “We won’t let you.”

“Good job we’ll never have to find out then,” said Joe, smiling. “Where’s the mansion?”

“Oh, some little island,” said Yuuki, “next to a beach. It’s really lovely and quiet and…”

“Private,” said Nanami. “Just how we like it.”

“Just how we like it.”

“Alright, come on,” said Kazuko, setting the camera on a tripod and aiming it towards Joe, “let’s get this show on the road. Perfect.”

“Hang on,” said Ami, rushing forward and jabbing at the camera’ controls.

“How do you know how to do that?” asked Kazuko.

“She’s a woman of many talents,” said Sayaka. “Now, both of you get your talents over here.”

The two women rushed over and joined everyone else.

As Joe stood there, surrounded by the seven stunning women, he smiled the most authentic smile of his life, waiting for the timer to go off and for his new life to begin. It was there, in that moment, that he realised he not only adored these women and found them to be the most attractive and sexually compatible women he had ever met, but that he loved them, each and every one of them, and he would from this moment on, dedicate the rest of his life to loving, caring for, and satisfying each and every one of them, until the day he died.

At that moment, the camera flashed, causing his vision to go white, and he could see nothing but his bright future with these women, his glorious, loving, supportive, supermodel harem.
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I hope you enjoyed reading this story!
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Experience two new mind-blowing encounters in this short-story duology, where Asian women meet the white men of their dreams.

Consisting of two 3,000+ word stories, this collection brings the heat and immediacy of previous releases, but condensed into two unforgettable encounters:
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His Witches Harem

A spellbinding encounter with three witches changes his life forever.

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

But there are always greater fears lurking in the dark.

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

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

His Sorority Harem: The Complete Collection

Get the full college experience, with His Soroity Harem.

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

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

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