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Book Three


Chapter One

Joe stood in his penthouse suite and gazed down at the world he had at his feet. It was already getting dark, but the city seemed more awake than ever. Every window, every street; everywhere there might be life, lights shone brightly, stretching as far as the eye could see. There was an energy, a vibrancy. He wondered what all the people were doing at that moment, what kind of lives they had been living whilst he had been asleep.

Asleep.

That’s how he felt he had been living his life. He had been so concerned with just getting through the day that he had forgotten to wake up to the possibilities of the world. But since he had met a handsome man in a tuxedo in a shopping mall, his life had changed forever.

I’ve got a good feeling about you.

It was just a line to make people feel better about giving up their private information for the chance to dream a little longer, to imagine a life that wasn’t their own without actually risking anything. The man was offering the chance for people to remain asleep for just a little longer.

And yet, he had won.

Against all the odds, he had one, and he was awake now, for the first time in his life. And as he stared out at the vibrant city, he could see his own reflection looking back at him. Now he was the handsome man in the tuxedo. Well, the average-looking guy in the nice suit, sans tie.

They were just clothes, he knew that. And despite the saying, the clothes most certainly don’t make the man. But he couldn’t deny they made him feel powerful, confident. They made him feel like he could achieve anything. Or maybe, he mused, that was because he had fucked two Japanese supermodels earlier in the day. Yeah, that might have had something to do with it, too.

But still, the clothes definitely had an amplifying effect. So too did the expensive cologne. It was powerful but not overwhelming, distinct but not chemically. It was the good stuff. It, like the clothes, had been waiting for him in his all-expenses-paid luxury hotel suite when he returned home from his first day of shooting, just another perk of the life he was now living. He wondered if the scent had been hand-selected for him, or whether it was part of the package. Either way, it suited him perfectly. As did the suit.

One of the first things that had happened when he arrived the day before the shoot was that he had his measurements taken by an incredibly beautiful seamstress, who took precise measurements of his entire body. As he stood there, he felt a strange peace at being, not quite the centre of attention, but from being the object of someone’s complete attention.

He had assumed the measurements she was taking were in preparation for some of the outfits he would be wearing for the photoshoots, but when it came to it, he was provided a rack of casual-looking (but extremely high-end) clothes and told to pick what he felt most comfortable in.

Then he was directed to the actual photoshoot, which is where he first laid eyes on Ami, the cute woman in the loose, blue summer dress, and thoughts of anything other than her were expelled from his mind.

But now, standing in this perfectly-tailored outfit, he realised it was for more than just the photoshoot. He hadn’t expected the suit and cologne, and assorted high-end cosmetics and toiletries to be there when he had arrived back at his hotel room, but there they were; precisely what he needed, when he needed them.

This, he thought to himself, as he gazed out at the world that was his for the taking, is what it feels like to have it all.


Chapter Two

“Woo! Joe!”

“Whoa, watch the suit,” Joe shouted as the women grabbed him by the arms and pulled him into the back of the limo. He stumbled as pulled at him, laughing at his protestations, and fell back into one of the plush leather seats running along the side of the interior. “Creases, ladies,” he said, mock-seriously as he straightened out the arms of his jacket.

“Lived-in chic, darling,” said Sayaka, her British accent sending shivers down his spine, “it’s all the rage.” She and Ami laughed loudly, kicked their legs in their air, long and smooth and perfect for wrapping around his body.

“That’s easy for you to say,” he said, straightening up in the seat. “You both look like you just came out of the box.”

“Flattery will get you everywhere,” said Sayaka, wiggling her exposed shoulders, her slim body wrapped in a sparkly silver dress, which came down to the top of her thighs, with a pair of matching silver (but not sparkly) heels on her feet. “Now, let’s get this show on the road, shall we? We’ve been waiting for you for ages.”

“Well, about five minutes,” said Ami, whose slightly fuller figure was poured into a tight-fitting red dress, her shoulders covered, but with a plunging neckline that exposed her cleavage, and red heels to match.

“That’s five whole minutes," said Sayaka, “that we could have spent partying!” She reached up and pressed a button on the ceiling of the limo. “Mr Limo driver, sir, you can proceed to our desired destination now.”

With that, the limo pulled off, moving almost imperceptibly. Joe could see the movement through the tinted windows, indicating they were moving. But so smooth was the ride that it felt like the world was moving around the stationary vehicle.

“You are so rude,” said Ami, playfully slapping her friend’s bare arm.

“I thought I was very polite!” proclaimed Sayaka.

“I mean,” said Ami, “we haven’t even done the introductions yet.”

“I thought I’d let them make their own introductions when they feel ready to do so.”

At this, Ami rolled her eyes.

“Joe,” she said, indicating down the limo, “this is Yuuki, and this is Nanami.”

Joe turned and looked down the limo, and saw there were, in fact, two other women sitting there.

“Hi,” said one, offering her slim hand, “I’m Yukki.”

“Nice to meet you,” he replied, leaning forward to shake her hand.

“And I’m Nanami,” said the other, offering her hand, which Joe then shook.

“Hi Nanami,” said Joe. He felt he should take their hands and kiss them, offering the sort of deference their beauty deserved. But that would, of course, be a little over the top. Instead, he released her hand and leaned back in his seat. They were, of course, Japanese supermodels, their bodies slim and elegant, their faces the picture of beauty. They were, he noted, wearing similar, but not identical, white dresses, with thin straps on the shoulders, and a hem which ended at the top of the thighs.

“Now that the introductions are out of the way,” said Sayaka, “let’s get this party started, shall we?”

Without waiting for a response, Sayaka pressed another button on the limo ceiling, and music started blaring. It was almost deafening, but no one else seemed to mind. He watched as she pressed a second button, and suddenly the back of the limo was filled with flashing, coloured lights, and he couldn’t help but laugh at the ostentatiousness of it all.


Chapter Three

As the limo continued to roll down the street, Joe began to wonder if this was the party Sayaka had mentioned when she invited him out.

Are we really going to drive around like this all night? He wondered. Not that he was complaining about being in a stretch limo with four stunning women, but it didn’t exactly seem like the sort of night out these women would have.

But soon enough, the limo came to a halt (or did the world come to a halt around the limo?). The music stopped and the lights returned to normal, and, as the ringing in his ears began to subside slightly, the rear door opened and Ami and Sayaka jumped out.

“Come on,” shouted Sayaka, leaning back in and grabbing Joe by the wrist, pulling him out of the limo, almost causing him to take a tumble in the street. As he fell into the new world, he was hit by a blinding flash, then another. He raised one arm to his face, covering his eyes from the flashes as he tried to figure out what was going on. As his eyes adjusted to the light, so too did his ears adjust to the noise, which he realised were cries of the name of the women he was with.

He lowered his arm and, looking around, realised he was on a section of roped-off red carpet, paparazzi and photographers bending over the velvet ropes that lined both sides, shouting and snapping shot after shot of them with big cameras and bigger flashes.

“You look very handsome,” said Ami, standing in front of him and brushing down the front of his jacket and adjusting his shirt collar, as Yuuki and Nanami got out of the limo.

“Very,” said Nanami, softly brushing her hands down his arm as she passed.

“Thank you,” he said, her sweet smile putting him at ease, even as the evening rushed towards him at breakneck speed.

“Just one more thing,” she said, eyeing him for a moment, then undoing one more button on his shirt. There, perfect.” She smiled, and he smiled. “Come on,” she said, taking him by the hand and leading him down the red carpet towards the entrance of whatever this was, “let’s get inside and away from all of this.”

The inside of the building was as overwhelming as outside, only on a much larger scale. As they passed through the lobby into the main hall, Joe was amazed by the sight before him. It was an ocean of people stretching back for what felt like miles. Whilst the outside of the building had been unassuming, a nothing brick entrance that would go unnoticed if it were not for the paparazzi and literal red carpet, inside was like another world.

The dancefloor spread out endlessly, a sea of bodies swaying to the thumping music, the strobe lights flashing more intensely than the paparazzi's cameras, painting the crowd in a kaleidoscope of colours, flashing in time to the music. At the back of the room, on an elevated stage, stood a figure, in some sort of costume he couldn’t quite make out, standing behind a set of DJ decks. The figure, flanked by two giant screens, had their image on display for the whole crowd, and was dancing along as they hit buttons and flicked switches, either creating the perfect dance mix on the fly, or just providing a sense of atmosphere as they hit buttons that did nothing as a pre-recorded mix played over the PA.

Either way, he didn’t think that anybody cared. They all seemed too engrossed in the vibe to worry about technicalities like that.

“GET REDAAAAAAY!”

The voice boomed over the PA, and the crowd went wild, cheering and throbbing as the music began to swell, anticipation building, the air buzzing with electricity. Then it happened.

The beat dropped, and the place went mental. The lights, strobing before, flashed brilliant white as if trying to give the entire room a seizure. The crowd moved as one, jumping and dancing and giving themselves over completely to the music, which was more rhythm than melody, a guide of how to move, rather than something to listen to. And as the lights illuminated the room for a millisecond at a time, he saw that the building went not only back, but up. All around the dancefloor were gangways, all full of people dancing and raving, their bodies moving like freeze-frame animation in the flickering lights.

So engrossed was he in the scene that he didn’t sense Sayaka’s presence until she was next to him, one hand on his arm and her lips pressed to his ear, saying something he couldn’t quite make out.

He turned to her and pointed to his ear, indicating, as if any were needed, that it was too loud to hear her.

“I said,” she said, shouting, “you like what you see?” He looked at her and nodded, then leaned into her ear.

“I’ve never seen anything like it,” he said. It was certainly a long way from a pint down his local pub.

“You haven’t seen anything yet,” she shouted, then grabbed his wrist and guided him eagerly into the heaving throng.

As they moved through the crowd, his eyes wandered in every direction, trying to make sense of the scale of the event, how such a thing could be happening without him ever knowing.

How the other half lived.

The words floated through his mind before he realised he was the other half now. Well, for a moment at least, and this was the kind of thing he could expect, so he’d better make the most of it.

Sayaka moved effortlessly through the crowd, her slim body passing easily through the narrow spaces between people, her movements practised and effortless. Joe, meanwhile, after a couple of near misses, decided he needed to focus his entire being on not bumping into each and every person in his path, which he just about managed.

“Sorry,” he said as he bumped into the arm of a woman. She turned and looked at him. But instead of looking angry, she seemed nonplussed, pleased almost, her smile bright, her eyes intrigued. She was, he noticed, in the brief moment they made eye contact, absolutely stunning. But before the thought could be fully processed, he was moving through the crowd once again. It was then he realised that everyone here was stunning. Every single person he passed had model good looks, or looked like movie stars and actors he’d seen in countless billion-dollar movies. Hell, he realised, they probably were the actors in those billion-dollar movies.

He was here with a gang of supermodels. Women like that don’t just go and party in any old rundown nightclub. They’re all about the exclusive. He wondered whether that was because they could, or whether because being around other rich and famous and beautiful people made them stand out less and made them feel more normal. It’s hard to feel normal when the public is gathering around you, demanding autographs and selfies.

Then, before he knew what was happening, he felt Sayaka let go of his wrist, move around him and, placing her hands on his shoulders, guide him into a booth. So rapid was the movement that he barely had time to register the bouncer standing in front of the private room, holding the rope open to allow them to pass into the VIP area.

“You sit here for a moment, darling,” said Sayaka, “I’m going to find Ami and the others.” Joe watched as she gave him a perfect smile and then headed off, wiggling her equally perfect ass as she strode confidently back into the club.

“Hi there.”

The music was quieter here now, still loud, but dimmed enough that he could hear voices with almost no effort, even as the bass continued to pulse through the seats. Joe turned to see who was speaking to him, and was surprised to see he was actually sitting next to someone else.

“Hi,” he said, the woman’s beauty taking his breath away.

“Are you friends with Sayaka?”

“I think so,” he said. “We work together.”

“Us too.” She smiled brightly.

“I’m Joe.”

“Oh my gosh, Joe!” she exclaimed. “We’ve heard so much about you!” He wondered precisely what she could have heard and when, since he had only met Ami and Sayaka that morning. But he figured things move fast in the world of fashion. “We’re really looking forward to working with you.” She leaned in and pressed her lips to his ear as her hand rested gently on his thigh. “Me in particular.” She kissed his ear and sat up, giggling. Then turned and shouted to the rest of the table, whom Joe, in the flurry of activity, hadn’t registered.

“Hi Joe!” the row of Japanese supermodels shouted in unison, waving and smiling at him. “We can’t wait to work with you.”

Just then, as Joe was convinced his life couldn’t get any better, Ami appeared as if out of nowhere and sat on his lap.

“Hey, stranger,” she said, wrapping her arms around his neck. “Long time, no see.” Before he could respond, she placed her lips on his, kissing him slowly, letting her tongue slip into his mouth, as she rocked gently on his lap.

She sighed with satisfaction as she broke off the kiss, gazing into his eyes as she hung from his neck.

“Now,” said Sayaka, her lips next to his ear, “you ready to have some real fun?”


Chapter Four

The bass throbbed through his body as he moved across the dancefloor, washed along helplessly in a sea of Japanese supermodels. One minute, he had been sitting in the private VIP booth, the next, Ami and Sayaka had pulled him out of his seat and, closely followed by the rest of the women at the table, had guided him into the heaving throng of revellers. And as they propelled him closer and closer to the music, one thought ran through his mind.

I am not a dancer.

But, fortunately for him, that didn’t matter. This wasn’t dancing. This was barely moving. As they manoeuvred into the middle of the dancefloor, the women surrounded him. Everywhere he looked, there was a stunning Japanese woman next to him, her body pressed up against him, moving seductively as they danced with effortless ease, somehow finding space in the crowd to move in just the right way.

“Hey,” mouthed Ami, wrapping her arms around his neck and pressing herself close to him, grinding her hips as she moved. He stood there, dumbstruck, then felt her hands slide down his arms, gently take his hands, and guide them to her ass.

She smiled and nodded as he held her ass, wrapping her arms around his neck once again and moving against him. She leaned in and whispered something in his ear, but he couldn’t make it out, but as she licked and nibbled at his earlobe, he started to get the idea.

Then, from behind, he felt a pair of hands on his hips as another body pressed against him, guiding his movements as a hand slipped between his body and Ami’s, and cupped his cock. He didn’t need to turn around to know it was Sayaka, but as he did, he saw her leaning over his shoulder as Ami leaned in, and watched the two women kissing as they pressed their bodies against him. He felt his cock getting hard and reached back with a hand, grabbing Sayaka’s ass as the other remained firmly on Ami’s ass. Sayaka squeezed his cock tighter, stroking him in the middle of the crowd.

He felt a set of soft lips on the side of his neck, moving slowly up to his earlobe, where soft lips gently tugged at it before letting it go. He turned and saw Yuuki, who smiled at him, her hand on his chest. Her body swayed to the music, and as he watched her, she circled around in front of him, Ami flashing him a smile as she made way for this new woman.

Yuuki bit her lip as she stared deep into his eyes, then turned and pressed her back against him, working her ass into his crotch, as Sayaka’s hand slipped out of the way. She rubbed herself against his hard cock, swaying her hips as she bent forward. He ran his hands up her smooth thighs and held onto her hips as she grinded against him, causing his cock to throb as intensely as the music. Then she shot up quickly, flicking her long, dark hair in his face. She rested her head on his shoulder and looked back at him, smiling teasingly. He ran his hands up over her waist, resisting the urge to cup her breasts. She sighed slightly as his hands moved over her body, and her lips parted as she closed her eyes, inviting him to kiss her.

He leaned forward and kissed her upside-down mouth, his hands continuing to explore her slim frame as she rocked her hips and rubbed her ass against his cock, her hands reaching back to his hips, guiding his body in rhythm with hers.

She broke off the kiss and turned, resting her hands on his chest as their bodies continued to sway. Then, out of the crowd, appeared Nanami. She moved towards them and pressed herself against Yuuki, placing her hands on Joe’s, guiding the movements of the woman sandwiched between them.

The two women seemed to move in perfect unison, Nanami resting her chin on Yuuki’s shoulder, gazing at Joe, maintaining eye contact as she began to kiss Yuuki’s neck. Yuuki gasped, and her hands slid down Joe’s body, to his ass, pulling him closer to her as she kissed him once again, Nanami’s eyes locked on his the whole time.

So enamoured had he been with his new dance companions that he hadn’t noticed Sayaka appearing at his side, dancing with Ami, who was bent over, working her ass into Sayaka’s crotch, as Sayaka ran her hands up Ami’s back.

“Are we not enough for you?” said Nanami into Joe’s ear.

“More than enough,” said Joe.

Nanami looked at him and smiled. He couldn’t hear her as she spoke, but he could tell from watching her juicy lips as she slowly shook her head that she said three words.

No. Such. Thing.

With that, she took his hand and slid it under her dress, her moans swallowed by the crowd as his fingers found her wet pussy, her lack of underwear giving him direct access.

She leaned into him, rocking against his hand as the crowd pulsed around them. He felt her hot breath on his ear as his fingers slipped between her wet lips, parting them. Nanami continued to pant in his ear as his finger slid further down, teasing her entrance as she rocked her body. She gasped, her grip on him tightening as she pressed her body down, pushing two fingers into her tight entrance. His cock throbbed as he felt her pussy convulsing on his fingers, her heat increasing as she rocked up and down, pressing them deeper and deeper into her, until they couldn’t go any further. She rocked her hips in time to the music, brushing her leg, buried between his, against his hard cock, her expression contorting as he curled his fingers inside of her, stroking her G-spot.

As he continued to finger Nanami, he felt Yuuki behind him, one hand on his ass, the other sliding over his shirt and inside his open shirt, stroking his chest underneath as she kissed his neck. He gasped as her fingers found his nipple and began to move around in small circles over it as she sucked and nibbled at his neck.

Nanami held herself close to him, swaying to the music as she rode his fingers, moving faster as the beat increased, the bass pulsating through their bodies. He watched her face as she moaned in ecstasy, the lights flickering on her face capturing her pleasure in one frozen image at a time. He felt her warm wetness dripping down his fingers, down to his knuckles, as her pussy contracted around him.

He could feel her getting close, her movements becoming more ragged as she rubbed up against him, her features contorted with pleasure, and then, as the song reached its crescendo, she came. He felt her walls fluttering around his fingers as she moaned with pleasure, the sound lost to the crowd. He continued to stroke her inside as she rode his fingers, riding out her orgasm for as long as possible, her wetness running down his knuckles. Then, as the one song began to morph into the next, she collapsed on him, her hands gripping his shoulders as she kept herself from falling to the floor. He reached around and grabbed her ass to stop her from falling. He felt her hot breath on his neck, then her lips, kissing gently as Yuuki did the same on the other side. He felt her suck at the soft skin as the aftershock of her orgasm shot through her, causing her to contract on his fingers once again.

As she recovered, she straightened up, and he slid his fingers out of her, watching her gasp as he did so. He felt her hand slide down his chest and over his hard cock, teasing him, before taking him by the wrist and lifting his hand in front of her. He watched as she looked him in the eye and, without a word, took his two wet fingers in her mouth. He moaned as she sucked her juices from them, sliding her lips all the way down, and he could only imagine how good that would feel on his cock. She bobbed her head as she continued to suck, only letting them fall from her lips once fully cleaned. Then, without a word, she leaned in and kissed him, the taste of her pussy flooding his mouth. He kissed her back, hard, his tongue pressing against hers, seeking out more of her taste, as she cupped his cock and stroked him through his trousers in the middle of the dance floor.

As the kiss ended, Nanami looked at Yuuki over his shoulder, then, without another word, the two women unravelled themselves from his body. Before he could say anything, they took him by the hands and, with Nanami in front and Ami behind, guided him out of the crowd.


Chapter Five

Joe grunted as his back hit the sofa in the VIP room. The bouncer had let the three of them into the empty cubicle, no questions asked, and as Nanami pushed him into his seat, Yuuki pulled the privacy drapes fully closed.

Then, as Joe caught his breath, he watched from his seat as Namami grabbed Yuuki by the arm, pulled her around and kissed her hard. Yuuki moaned with pleasure as she slid her tongue into Nanami’s mouth, just as Joe had, doubtless tasting her pussy on her friend’s lips.

“Mmm,” moaned Yuuki delightedly, as the kiss ended and she stared into her friend’s eyes. She smiled, and Nanami planted a quick kiss on her friend’s face before turning to Joe.

“Now, Joe,” she said, walking slowly toward the table and slinking into the booth, “that we’ve finally got some privacy, I think we have some unfinished business.” She scooched up over the seat until the side of her body was pressed into him. She ran her hand up his thigh and ran her fingers over the outline of his hard cock. “Some big unfinished business.” She leaned in and kissed him, her hand slowly stroking him through his trousers. She placed her hand on his chest, sliding under the collar of his shirt, then up the side of his neck and onto his face, as the other hand began to undo his zipper. He reached down and undid his belt and trouser button, and she gasped as she slid her hand inside and gripped his cock through his boxers.

“Take them off,” she moaned through the kiss, “take them off now.”

He pulled his trousers and boxers down as they continued to kiss, her fingers wrapping around his newly-freed cock with vigour, working him slowly but firmly. Then she broke off the kiss, smiled and disappeared under the table.

“Oh, God,” he groaned, as he felt her take him in her mouth, her tongue swirling over the tip of his cock as her lips moved slowly up and down over it, her one hand slowly stroking his shaft, as the other squeezed his bare thigh. He planted his hands on the cushions and breathed deeply and slowly, still feeling the muted vibrations of the bass running through his body.

She continued working under the table, her hand moving from his cock to his other thigh, as her lips slid further and further down his shaft, moving up and down, until he let out a gasp as the tip of his cock hit the back of her throat. She held him there, and he felt her warm saliva dribbling down his shaft as her fingernails dug into his thighs. He heard a gasp, and he remembered they weren’t alone. Looking up, he saw Yuuki in the corner of the room, her back pressed against the wall, one hand hitching up the front of her skirt, as her fingers, buried deep in her panties, worked slowly between her legs.

They locked eyes as she fingered herself. He groaned as Nanami’s lips slid up his cock and then all the way back down, picking up speed as she sucked his whole length, and in the corner of the room, spurred by his reactions, Yuuki fingered herself faster.

“Show her,” moaned Yuuki. “Show her how you like it.” At this, Joe reached under the table and rested his hand on the top of Nanami’s head, guiding her depth and speed as she slid her lips up and down his wet cock. She didn’t need his guidance to know how to pleasure him, but as he did so, Yuuki let out a large moan, and for a moment, thought her knees were going to buckle. But she held herself up, her back pressed hard against the wall, and she continued to watch, her fingers moving rapidly over her clit, as her friend sucked his cock.

Nanami moved faster and faster, her fingers on his balls, playing with them as he guided her mouth over his cock. He could feel himself getting close already, her lips on him, the taste of her in his mouth, the scent of Yuuki’s arousal as she fingered herself in front of him.

“Get up,” he said to the Japanese supermodel on her knees, sucking his cock, “I need to fuck you.” The words surprised him and her, for she instantly began sucking his cock harder and faster. He groaned as he got closer, then, grabbing hold of her short hair, raised her from him. He felt his cock slip out of her mouth, then her hot, rapid breath on his cock as she gasped for air.

He let go, and she climbed out from under the table, pulling herself up his body until she was straddling him.

“I thought you’d never ask,” she said, wriggling her hips on top of him as she hitched up her dress. As she lowered herself onto him, he felt her wet pussy rubbing against his cock. “I guess I forgot my panties,” she said, slowly rubbing herself against him, “but you already knew that.”

He wondered whether she had forgotten her panties or, more specifically, had decided not to wear any. He wondered if she had been without them in the limo, one leg spread away from showing him her tight slit or whether she had taken a moment in the club to slip them off, ready for the dancefloor.

But all thoughts left his mind as she leaned in and kissed him, rocking against his cock, moaning as his hands went to her firm ass. “That’s it,” she moaned with delight, “show us what you like.” She broke off the kiss, smiled at him and then kissed him hard, as Yuuki watched from across the VIP room, eyes locked on the pair of them as they prepared to fuck.

Nanami grabbed Joe’s face and forced him to look at her as she slid her wet pussy over the underside of his cock, gasping as she slid over it. She let go of his face and shrugged her shoulder, pushing the loose strap along and sliding it down her arm. She smiled, and without looking, Joe ran his hand over her other shoulder, pushing the strap off. Her skin was so soft, and he just wanted to touch her all over. As she bounced on top of him, the front of her dress began to slide down, showing more of her cleavage. Joe slid his hands up to her shoulders and down the front of her body, hooking his fingers into the front of her dress and carefully pulling it down, exposing first one small but pert breast, then the other. Her nipples were dark and hard, and whilst her breasts weren’t large, they were the perfect size for her slim frame.

She gasped as he leaned in and took one in her mouth, licking at her nipple, as he cupped her other breast, teasing her other nipple between his thumb and forefinger. She moved faster on top of him, her wetness increasing as he teased both her nipples. She placed a hand on the back of his head and pressed his face into her breast.

“That’s it,” she moaned, as he sucked at her tit, her other hand moving from one side of her dress to the other, tugging it down further and further until it was bunched around her slim waist.

He pressed back against her grip and moved to her other breast, taking it in her mouth and sucking and licking as her hand clamped his face back to her body. She was so hot, and he could feel her heart beating in her chest, just as he felt the bass beating through the floor. She moaned with pleasure as he sucked at her, and he felt her raising herself rising up on her knees. Then, still sucking at her breast, he felt her take hold of his cock and guide it towards her entrance. She gasped as he moaned into her breast, sucking harder as the sensation of the tip of his cock pressing against her entrance made his whole body shudder. Her grip tightened on his head, and she let out a short, sharp squeak as she pressed herself down on his cock.

He groaned as she pressed down further, her tight, wet pussy gripping his cock as she descended, then slid up before pushing down even further. He continued sucking at her breast as he slid one hand down to her ass and the other up her bare back, holding firmly between her shoulder blades, securing her as she focused on riding his cock. He felt her body’s grip on him, her thighs squeezing and releasing his as she moved up and down, her pussy stretching out to accommodate his thick cock.

“Aahhh!” she cried as she sank fully onto his cock, her body taking in his full length. She grabbed his hair and pulled him from her chest, looking him in the eye as she rotated her hips, pulling his cock around inside her body, then leaned in and kissed him, her tongue massaging him in time to the movement of her hips. She moaned into his mouth, kissing him faster as she began to rock on her knees, lifting and lowering herself on top of him, his grip on her ass tightening as he helped lift and lower her slim frame.

She pulled back and gasped, riding his cock faster, then reached forward and began unbuttoning his shirt, pulling it open and running her nails down the front of his body.

“Fuck,” she gasped, “I didn’t expect your cock to be that big!”

She rode him faster, pulling his shirt down his arms and resting her hands on his shoulders, her nails digging into his skin as she held on to him, panting as she took his thick cock time and time again.

From across the room, he heard Yuuki whining loudly, one hand still working between her legs, the other caressing a breast she had freed from her dress. His attention was brought back to Nanami as he felt her nails digging harder into his shoulders.

“That’s right,” she said, “eyes on me. She can take care of herself.” As if in response, Yuuki let out another pleasured moan, which sent a shiver through Joe’s body. He kept his eyes on Nanami’s face, her small breasts bouncing in his peripheral vision, her skin shining with perspiration in the dim light, her scent rising from her body, causing his body to ache for release.

“Do you want to cum inside me?” she asked, wrapping her arms around his neck and leaning back, pulling his cock in a new direction. “Do you want to feel my pussy gripping your cock as you fill my tight body with your seed?”

Joe could do little more than nod and grunt, the pressure of not finishing inside her taking all of his attention.

“Good,” she said, pulling her body into his, her wet nipples rubbing against his chest as she continued to ride him, “because I want that too.” She gasped in her ear, as if the thought was enough to bring her to climax, then leaned back and rode the full length of his cock as fast as she could.

He slid his hand down her back and to her ass, holding both of her cheeks and raising and lowering her petite frame on his cock, bouncing her exactly as he needed it, her pussy pushing him closer and closer to the end.

“Oh god,” moaned Joe, trying to hold himself back, “I’m going to cum soon.”

“Yes,” cried Nanami, breathlessly, “I want to cum, want to feel you cum inside of me. I want to watch the pleasure on your face when you feel how good it feels to cum inside this body that everyone wants, but only you can have.”

Yuuki whined in the background, her own orgasm getting close, as Joe tensed his entire body, determined to enjoy Nanami riding his cock for as long as possible. But as he watched her body move on top of him, listened to her panting and Yuuki’s whines of pleasure as she watched her friend fucking him, he couldn’t hold back any longer.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, “I’m gonna cum.”

“Yes,” cried Nanami, “Cum for me. I want to feel your big cock explode in my tight pussy, I want to feel your cum as it shoots up into my fertile body. I want to feel your cock twitch as you unload, want to feel it rubbing against me as I keep riding you, milking your cock until I have every last drop. Do you want that, too?”

“More than anything,” he gasped.

“Then do it,” she moaned, “cum for me, please, please!”

He held back a second, then a second longer, holding off, letting the pleasure build as high as possible until, with a growl, he exploded inside of her.

“Oh fuck,” she cried as his thick cock twitched inside of her, shooting thick ropes into her dripping-wet pussy, “I can feel you cumming inside me!”

She cried out as he gripped her ass and bounced her on his cock, moaning loudly as he came deep inside of her, her pussy gripping him as he shot his load deep into her tight body, her pussy quivering with pleasure as he used her as nature intended.

“More,” she cried, “give me more!”

He continued bouncing her on his cock as he continued to cum inside of her, his balls contracting, as the feel of her pussy on his cock drove him to drain his balls completely, fucking her until he had nothing left to give.

He grunted one last time he finished, his grip on her ass loosening.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, as she continued to slowly ride his cock, her words coming out in breathless gasps. “Oh my god.” She leaned in and kissed him slowly, twisting her hips and pulling his cock around inside of her, then pressing her lips to his ears, whispered.

“Lift me up.”

He gripped her ass and lifted her up, and she reached back with one arm, pressing her hand onto the table, and then the other. She moved herself backwards as he stood, planting her ass on the table, and moaned as he slowly slid his cock out of her. He gazed at her glorious slit, dripping wet and stretched out, her pulsating hole filled with his thick load. He felt a hand on his shoulder, pressing down gently, and saw it was Yuuki, her face flushed, her damp hair sticking to her face, one juicy breast still sticking out of her dress. He sat and watched as she slipped two fingers into his mouth and bent over him. He moaned as he tasted her pussy on his fingers, and moaned again as she took his cock in his mouth, sucking slowly and methodically, as she cleaned her friend’s pussy juices and his cum, from his length.

Once clean, she raised herself up, slipped her fingers from his mouth, and leaned in to kiss him, slowly. Then, smiling softly, she turned around and ran her hands up Nanami’s long, smooth legs, kissing at her inner thighs, causing her friend to moan, before running her tongue over Nanami’s well-fucked pussy. Joe watched in amazement as Yuuki licked his cum from Nanami’s pussy, sliding her tongue deep inside her friend, then climbed on top of the table and straddled her, leaning in to kiss her. Nanami moaned as she and Yuuki shared his cum, before swallowing it down and kissing once again, Yuuki’s tight ass and wet lips on display through her soaked panties.

Joe had the overwhelming desire to peel them to the side and eat her pussy out as she straddled Nanami, but he resisted, suspecting there would be plenty of time for that later. Instead, he decided to just relax and enjoy the show.


Chapter Six

“So,” asked Sayaka, as she settled into the seat next to Joe in the limo, “how did you find the party?”

“It was err,” he said, trying to think of the right words, as he looked at Nanami and Yuuki, whose head was resting on Nanami’s shoulder as she slept, “quite the experience.”

“I bet it was,” said Sayaka.

“I love going dancing,” said Ami, as she wrapped an arm around Sayaka’s shoulders and hugged her. “I always have so much fun.”

“That you do, my dear,” said Sayaka, “that you do.”

Joe wondered precisely what type of ‘fun’ Sayaka and Ami had been having when he, Nanami, and Yuuki had been in the VIP room having their own kind of fun. He thought of the two of them on the dancefloor, touching him and each other, suggesting a closeness that might be beyond friendship. But now wasn’t the time for him to think about that. Sayaka had well and truly drained his cock, and it was late. He could still feel the beat of the music pumping in his head, or perhaps that was his heartbeat.

Either way, there was no doubt that supermodels really did know how to party, and, as far as he was concerned, he definitely wanted to try it again.

He looked around the limo once again and realised the four women he had arrived with were all soundly asleep. He smiled to himself, allowing himself to bask in the glow of his pleasure, happy for how the evening had ended, and more certainly eager to see where this wild ride would take him next.
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