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Book Two



Chapter One

“Wonderful,” said Kazuko, the camera in her hand clicking with every shot. “Raise your head a little.”

Joe obeyed, raising the back of his head off the floor, wheezing slightly as the silver boot on his bare chest pressed down a little harder.

“Perfect,” she said, lying down on the ground, capturing the image in all its glory.

“Are you alright down there, sweetie?” asked Sayaka, the posh British accent coming from her mouth, an unexpected but not unpleasant juxtaposition with her Japanese features “I find some men can be a bit… sensitive about this sort of thing.”

“I’m fine,” he said, wheezing again as the pressure on his chest increased.

“Nice,” said Kazuko, capturing the moment and then jumping back to her feet. “Let’s try something else, shall we?”

As she walked away, dusting down her skin-tight, torn jeans, the boot lifted from Joe’s chest, and Sayaka, the Japanese supermodel wearing it, reached down and offered him a hand up.

The boot that had been on his chest was silver, thigh-high and widened at the top so that it came away from the leg. Just above was a very short black skirt, which barely covered anything, and a silver bikini-style top, covering her small but perky breasts. Over all of this was a plush white fur coat, open at the front, which swayed elegantly as she moved.

“Oh dear,” she said, her finger tracing along his chest, “it seems I may have gotten a little carried away.” He looked down and saw the red imprints on his chest where the toe and the heel had pressed into his skin. “I do that sometimes. I do hope you can forgive me?”

She pressed his hand to his chest, and he winced. He was sure she could feel his heart racing.

“I’ll try,” he said, trying to play it cool, “but I can’t promise anything.”

“That’s unfortunate,” she said, her lips nearly touching his, “I suppose I’ll have to find a way to make it up to you.”

As they stood there, their bodies nearly touching, the camera began clicking once again as Kazuko circled the pair, and he found himself wondering once again,

How the hell did I get here?

*

Joe had never considered himself to be an interesting guy. Sure, he wasn’t boring either, but he wasn’t exactly the life of the party. He was a guy who went to the party, occasionally, had some low-key fun, sometimes, and then went home, usually at a relatively reasonable hour. In other words, he felt himself to be rather average.

He had wondered over the years whether, in fact, his name had made him so. After all, the phrase isn’t ‘party animal Joe’, or ‘completely unhinged Joe’, but ‘average Joe’. Was it a self-fulfilling prophecy? Had his parents named him that precisely because they wanted him to be average? There were, after all, far worse things you could be.

Being average meant that he didn’t stick out all that much, that he was never really noticed by people, that he never attracted all that much attention, either the good or the bad kind. It was a good name, a solid, dependable name, the name of someone you can rely on to help, but not the sort of guy you could take advantage of. Joe was just as comfortable saying ‘yes’ as ‘no’.

Or perhaps he was just overthinking it. Perhaps that inability to go with the flow and be in the moment was why he was average. Perhaps, he thought, the name was just a coincidence.

These were the sort of thoughts that ran through his mind often. So, when he was walking through the mall and saw the sign which read, ‘Are You Our Average Joe?’, it was little surprise that his name was on his mind.

Still, he couldn’t help but think this was more than a simple coincidence (not that he believed in extraordinary things such as fate or destiny). Beneath the sign stood the most handsome man Joe had ever seen in his life. He was well-built and wearing a perfectly-tailored tuxedo. He looked about as far away from average as you could imagine.

“Hello, sir,” said the tuxedoed man, “how are we doing today?”

*

“I’m fine.”

“Are you sure?” Sayaka asked. “I feel terribly bad.”

Her eyes were wide, sincere, but there was something behind them that made Joe think she liked it, even if just a little bit.

He had returned to his dressing room, ready to head off back to the five-star hotel where he was staying, when Sayaka had knocked on the door, offering penance for her overenthusiastic performance that had left a bootprint on his chest.

He had invited her in and sat himself down on the sofa where he had earlier fucked Ami, the model’s ‘bestie’. He could still feel the heat of her naked body beneath him, or perhaps that was just him heating up. He was still shirtless, the red marks on his chest more pronounced with time.

“Worse things happen at sea.”

“Tell me about it,” she proclaimed, taking off her fur coat and hanging it up, as if he had invited her to stay. “I recall, this one time we were on a super yacht, so-called – it was more like the size of a small fishing vessel, but that’s by the by – and they ran out of champagne! Can you imagine?”

“Who’s ‘we’?” he asked, picking up his t-shirt and putting it on.

“Oh, you know,” she said, waving her hand dismissively as she walked into the room, “just me and a few friends from work.”

“So just a boat full of supermodels? Sounds dreadful.”

“You jest, but it was incredibly boring. Honestly, the girls are lovely, but it’s like being a pot of honey in a room full of bees.”

“Bees?”

“Men, darling. Powerful men, all looking to see what they can get from you. They don’t get anything, of course, but honestly, you make a couple of billion or win a few prestigious trinkets for acting or singing or what have you, and suddenly they act as if they’re entitled to your time. It’s really quite tiresome. Although I will admit,” she said, as she stood in front of Joe, her hands on her hips, “it was quite rewarding to tell the Prime Minister of a small, but influential country, to ‘jog on’.”

Joe tried to imagine the scene, the models and actors, the singers and businessmen, the politicians and their entourage, on this ‘small’ super-yacht in the middle of the Mediterranean, or wherever the seas and skies were bluest. He had a hard time believing it was quite as chaste as she was making it sound.

“So you never…?” he began.

“That would be telling, darling. A girl’s got to have some secrets, and some fun.” She winked. “There are, of course, some very charming individuals in any group like that, but it’s the sort of thing you go into with your eyes wide open. I can assure you, I’m not looking to snag a rich husband.” She turned and let herself fall into the sofa, her slim frame barely making any impact on the plush piece of furniture.

“Sure, the extravagant wealth would be a fun novelty for a moment, but I’m hardly struggling, as you can imagine. And being some ageing billionaire’s eye candy is hardly the life I’m looking to cultivate. I don’t want to stand in the shadows, being wheeled out for photo opportunities as my husband spends more time worrying about getting his wibbly little rocket to Mars, than exploring what’s right in front of him.” She leaned into him and looked him in the eye. “That would feel like such a waste.”

Joe couldn’t agree more. Sayaka was stunning and clearly intelligent. She needed someone who appreciated her for who she was, someone who wanted (and knew how) to satisfy her, as she deserved.



Chapter Two

Joe’s eyes had nearly popped out of his head when he saw her for the first time.

“Let’s get this show on the road, shall we, chaps?”

He had turned at these words in a perfectly spoken English accent.  

“She was sent to boarding school. In England,” whispered Kazuko, by way of explanation. “Although I’m not sure she picked up the accent ‘naturally’.”

Sayaka walked into the room as if she owned it, slipping her fur coat off her slender shoulders, naturally expecting someone to catch it. Joe watched in awe as a young woman quickly ran up behind her, moving silently, as she caught the hefty coat, struggling with it as if it were a live bear, before disappearing just as quickly as she had arrived.

“Now, where’s the lucky guy who gets to feel me up for the afternoon?”

Joe fought the urge to raise his hand, and any other body part that might be interested in raising. He listened to Sayaka and Kazuko as they spoke, trying to gauge what would be happening next, but he found her accent to be surprisingly alluring. He wondered if it was the mixture of cultures, the unexpected and assured tones of her accent, expressed by this beautiful Japanese model. It wasn’t so much that people of Japanese origin couldn’t have an accent like that. He was sure there were many people who did. It was just that he had never heard it before.

Sayaka eyed him over Kazuko’s shoulder, sizing him up. She smiled slightly, and he didn’t know if that meant she thought him a ridiculous choice or whether she was preparing to eat him for lunch. Then she walked to the shooting area, her high-heeled boots clicking confidently, her skirt clinging to her tight ass, the ends of her asscheeks exposed as if it was nothing at all.

“Well?” she said to Joe, looking over her shoulder from across the room. “Aren’t you coming?”

*

“I, err…” stammered Joe.

“It’s not a trick question,” said the man in the tuxedo, his tone soothing. “Do you consider yourself to be an average Joe?”

“I mean,” began Joe, “my name is Joe.”

“Hey, that’s a great start,” said the man, flashing his perfectly white teeth as he smiled.

“I’m not sure about average, though.”

“Ok,” said the man, “then why don’t you let me explain why I’m here, and you can tell me if you think you’re average enough to be interested?”

*

“I know you must think it awfully naive of me,” said Sayaka as she sat on the sofa next to Joe. “But I’m not looking for a man who can take care of me. I can look after myself, as you well know.”

“I have no doubt,” said Joe, the marks on his chest burning.

“The thing is,” she said, turning into him, as if they were old friends about to share a confidence, “I have a bit of a thing for men who are, without being rude about, not in my league.”

“Thanks,” said Joe, without thinking.

She leaned back slightly and raised her eyebrows.

“I must say,” she said, “that’s both boldly presumptuous and simultaneously self-deprecatory of you.”

“I mean,” he began, trying to think how to backtrack without being obvious about it, “I am Average Joe.”

“But that doesn’t mean you are out of my league,” she said. “There are plenty of things women find attractive other than looks.”

“Thanks again,” he said, grinning.

“Oh, you know what I mean,” she said, giving his arm a slight slap. “Women like men who are funny and charming, who know how to treat them right. And you,” she said, leaning in again, “seem like someone who knows how to treat a woman right.”

“I certainly try,” he said, trying to play it cool.

“Yes, I suspected as much,” she said. “That’s what I like about regular men, they can be very… generous. You see, a man who thinks he can fuck a model isn’t all that bothered about his performance. Because he can always find another model to fuck. But a man who thinks he’s punching? Now there’s a man who is going to take his time.”

“Is that so?”

“Indeed it is, darling,” she said. “After all, who wolfs down a Michelin star meal that they’ll only ever experience once in their life?”

“A very hungry man,” he said, feeling his own appetite growing.

“Yes,” she said, “but a very hungry man will always want more. So even if the main course is a little rushed, he’ll certainly come back for dessert.”

“There’s always room for dessert,” agreed Joe.

*

“Give me a little more,” said Kazuko.

“Like this?” Sayaka asked, grabbing Joe’s belt and angling his hips towards her.

“Perfect,” said Kazuko, “now Joe, lean back like you’re trying to resist.”

Joe leaned back, letting his nerves kick in a little bit. He had a button-up shirt on now, the sleeves rolled down, the buttons at the wrist undone, the marks on his chest hidden.

“That’s it,” said Kazuko, “just a lil more.”

Joe thought about the model holding his belt, her confidence, her desirability, and how he was just some guy off the street. This wasn’t his world, and he didn’t belong. He let the feeling bloom, letting the nerves flow through him as she tugged his belt harder, he resisted a little more.

“Yes, Joe!” cried Kazuko, snapping from numerous slightly different angles. “I wish all my clients could take direction so well.”

“Charming,” said Sayaka, giving Kazuko the side eye.

“Offense very much intended,” said Kazuko, smiling. The model pouted, unimpressed, and Kazuko quickly swung her camera up and caught her in mid-pout.

“That’s cheating,” said Sayaka, slipping her hand out of Joe’s belt and planting her hands on her hips. Joe, not expecting the sudden change in forces, stumbled back, barely staying on his feet. But neither of them noticed as Kazuko fired off a few more shots of the half-pouting, half-posing model.

“No,” said Kazuko, “that’s why they pay me the big bucks. Well, the bucks. Now, how about we try something different?”



Chapter Three

“How different?”

“Very different. A man who wants it is very different to a man who thinks he deserves it. So, which are you?”

“A man who is happy to take whatever someone wants to give.”

Sayaka laughed loudly, throwing her head back, exposing her long, slim neck as she did so.

“I must say,” she said, wiping a tear from her eye, “I do appreciate a man who doesn’t know his own worth.” She suddenly straddled him and sat on his lap, her ass resting gently on his crotch, his legs pinned in between hers. “They always feel like they have something to prove.” She shuffled on top of him, making herself more comfortable as she ran her hands through his hair. So tell me, Average Joe, what do you have to prove?”

He thought of Ami, of her sitting on the sofa in nothing but a t-shirt, moaning with pleasure as he went down on her perfect, and perfectly smooth, pussy. He thought of how enthusiastically she had sucked his cock, and how eager she had been to climb onto him and to ride him until he came inside of her. He thought of her moans of desperation as she begged him to let her cum, that she would let him do anything, anything, if he just let her cum. He thought of cumming inside her as she came on his cock, begging for more as he found sweet release in her body.

“Nothing,” he said, his hands confidently cupping her asscheeks.

“Is that so?” she said, slightly taken aback by this sudden confidence.

“Yes,” he said. “And I can prove it.”

“Mmm,” she cooed, “maybe I underestimated you.”

“There’s only one way to find out,” he said, his grip on her ass tightening.

“Yes,” she said, leaning into him, “there is.”

She moaned softly as their lips met, the kiss slow but confident. She shuffled her hips closer to him, rocking softly on his lap as her hands cupped his face. He slid one hand up her bare back, feeling her soft skin beneath his fingers, tracing the curves of her spine until his fingers found the string on her bikini. She kissed him faster as his fingers toyed with the string, playing with the knot until it came undone. He pulled at it gently, until the strings parted completely, then ran his hand upwards to the back of her neck. He held her firmly, kissing her as he pressed his tongue into her mouth. She moaned with pleasure as their tongues met, his confidently massaging hers in her mouth, as she rocked faster on top of him, her hands sliding from his face and down to her sides, shimmying off her bikini top as their mouths continued to meet. She pulled the bikini top from between them and wrapped it around the back of his neck, pulling at it as he leaned into her.

Sitting forward slightly, he ran his hand around her neck and down her body, cupping her breast for the first time. It was small, but pert, and she gasped into his mouth as he began twisting her hardened nipple between his forefinger and thumb. She rocked on her knees, her body rolling on top of him, and as she did so, he slid his hand down from her asscheek, moving over her panties, feeling her heat beneath them. She whimpered as he took control, fingering her wet entrance through the thin material.

She gasped as she pressed her torso away from him, pressing her ass back and rubbing herself harder against his finger. She smiled and leaned back, planting her hands on his knees as she closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensation. He took the moment to absorb her perfect body, her slim frame, her small but perfectly proportioned breasts. He ran his hand over her body, over her toned stomach and up to her other breast, cupping and caressing it, before continuing to explore. She opened her eyes and smiled at him, biting her bottom lip as he continued to finger her through her panties, her bikini top hanging over his shoulders. She grabbed the string of the bikini and threw it over her shoulder, then grabbed at the front of his t-shirt and began to tug it up. He went to raise both hands, but she reached back and grabbed his wrist, holding his fingers against her pussy as she continued to tug at it with the other.

As he fingered her, he guided his other hand out of the t-shirt, and with some effort, they managed to get it over his head, so that it hung on the one arm that was currently preoccupied.

“That’s better than nothing,” she said, pulling the t-shirt down to his elbow, the top rubbing against her thigh, with nowhere else to go. “At least I get something to play with.” She ran her hands over his chest, then gently scraped her nails down his front. She leaned in and began gently kissing his chest, her soft lips moving delicately over the marks she had left during the photoshoot, the forward angle giving him better access between her legs.

“I was just thinking the same thing,” he said, sliding his fingers up from her panties and then back down, sliding underneath. She shuddered as his descending fingers gently peeled the wet fabric from her body, her lips forming a seal on his chest where she was kissing him, and began to suck hard.

That’ll leave a mark, he thought. Another one. It’s almost as if she’s trying to mark her territory.

But before the thought could go any further, he felt her hot wetness on his fingers, the tips sliding across her entrance, then further to her lips, parting them gently, spreading them as he stroked her, before moving back. She sucked harder, moaning into his chest as he began to finger her entrance, moving in small, slow circles before pressing his middle finger gently into her. She gasped, her lips breaking from his chest, before attaching even harder, sucking more intensely as he worked his way in. He rocked his own hips against her as he felt her pussy clinging to his digit, her juices lubricating her tight hole, her body adjusting to let him get deeper.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, pushing herself upright and sitting down, pressing his finger fully inside of her. She sat there, rocking her ass against his thighs as he curled his finger inside of her, stroking her G-spot, her heat running down his knuckles. She dragged her nails down his chest, harder this time, leaving faint red lines down his body, then ran her hands up over her own body, cupping her breasts, twisting her nipples slightly, before sliding her hands up over her face and into her short hair, moaning with pleasure as she rode his finger.

“Fuck,” she moaned, “if this is what you can do with your finger…”

She cried out as he stroked her faster, her hips bouncing in response. Then he leaned forward and took her breast in his mouth, sucking at her hard nipple, his tongue flicking over it, her pussy tightening on his finger as he did so.

He kept sucking at her, moving from one breast to the other, teasing one nipple and then the other, his free hand running up her back and settling between her shoulder blades, holding her in position, as if she might lose control and fall back and onto the floor.

She began to raise herself on her knees, riding his finger, sliding up and down as he continued to stroke her inside. Then, as she raised herself up, he slid his index finger upwards, the tip pressing into her, and she cried out with pleasure as she lowered herself down onto both fingers. They slid into her with ease, her wetness facilitating her penetration, but he could feel how tight a fit it was. He couldn’t wait to feel her tightness on his cock. She bounced harder and faster on his fingers, both stroking her as she rode them.

“Oh my god,” she cried, riding his fingers faster and faster, “you’re going to make me cum, and I haven’t even taken my panties off yet!” She rode his fingers harder and faster, her body contorting on top of him, her torso moving like a belly dancer, flowing in waves as she gave herself over to the feelings running through her.

“You like that?” he asked, knowing the answer already.

“You’ve no idea,” she said, her body shaking as she got closer and closer. “You’ve no – oh fuck!” She cried out as he leaned forward and began sucking on her nipple again, as his tongue spun around it. She arched her back and leaned forward, pressing her nipple deeper into his mouth, pressing her shoulders back as she presented her body for him to do what he wanted.

What he wanted was to fuck her, to bend her over and hear her moans as he buried his cock in her tight pussy, feeling the magnificence of her body as he penetrated her for the first time, as she begged him to fuck her harder, giving it all to her until she came on his cock and he came inside her, pumping her perfect body full of his cum, as she begged him for more.

He groaned as his cock pressed against his trousers, desperate to feel her. But as she rode his fingers, panting and slightly sweating from the exertion, the scent of her body mixing with her perfume, he knew he had to make her cum first.

“Oh god,” she moaned, body shaking, “I’m so close – oh god, I’m so so – yes just like – just like – aaaah!”

She cried out as she came on his fingers, her pussy quivering as she bounced up and down on them, her wetness increasing as he stroked her inside as he finger-fucked her tight hole, his mouth clamped onto her nipple, sucking and licking, his other hand stroking her shivering body, reaching down and grabbing her ass, pulling it to the side and letting her sink ever so slightly deeper onto his fingers. She bounced and rode and moaned and gasped, giving herself over completely to her orgasm, letting the sensations take over her body, riding the waves of pleasure until finally, they subsided.

She fell forward with a gasp, holding onto his bare body, her wet nipples pressed against his chest, her face pressed into his neck and shoulder. He could feel her hot breath on his skin, her hand holding onto his shoulder, her nails digging in as she tried to hold herself steady. She shivered from a post-orgasm tremor, and again as he slowly slid his fingers out of her.

“Oh my god,” she muttered, “oh my god.”

Her breasts felt good against his skin, her nipples wet from his mouth, rubbing against his chest. He ran a hand up her back, gently stroking her as she recovered.

“You,” she gasped breathlessly, “are full of surprises.”

“I’m only getting started,” he whispered into her ear, sending another shiver through her body. She pressed herself up and looked at him, eyes bleary, ready to kiss him. Instead, he presented two wet fingers to her. She looked at him wide-eyed, then, maintaining eye contact, took them into her mouth. She moaned as she sucked at them, sliding her lips slowly up and down, licking at them in her mouth, tasting herself on him. He moaned slightly himself, thinking how good that would feel on his cock. As he thought this, she slid her lips down to the end of his fingers, holding them there for a moment, then slid them back up, letting them fall out of her mouth. She licked her wet lips, then leaned in.

“I’m only getting started, too,” she whispered as their mouths met again, the taste of her pussy shared between them. The taste of her drove him wild. He pulled her closer to him, kissing her hard and fast, desperate to fuck her, but suddenly she pushed back.

She shuffled off of him and stood there in nothing but her thigh-high boots and her short skirt. She licked her lips again and took his shirt from his arm and tossed it across the room.

“Take them off,” she said, glancing down at his trousers. “I want to see what I’m working with.” He went to stand, but she raised a boot and pressed it against his chest, pushing him back down onto the sofa. He landed with a thump and began undoing his trousers, pulling them off as he sat there, flicking off his shoes and taking his trousers off completely.

“And the rest.”

He shuffled and pulled his boxers off, throwing them after his trousers and sat there, his rock-hard cock on full display. Her eyes widened as she took in his size.

“Oh my,” she said, “I certainly have a lot to work with. Maybe a little too much.” She took a couple of steps forward, her heels clicking on the floor, then dropped to her knees. She stroked his thighs, her hands sliding inwards, her fingers stroking his inner thighs, causing his cock to twitch.

“We are eager, aren’t we?” she said. “I like that.”

She leaned in and slowly ran her tongue up the underside of his shaft, licking a drop of precum from the tip as her tongue flicked over the top.

“Mmm,” she said, before licking him again.

He sat there, hands gripping the sofa, watching as the Japanese supermodel licked at his cock, her long tongue sliding up his shaft, coating him with her saliva.

“Do you like that?” she asked, taking his cock in her hand and slowly stroking him with a loose grip. Joe nodded. “Of course you do.” She smiled and took the tip of his cock in her mouth. Joe moaned as her tongue slowly moved over the tip, her warm saliva coating him as she continued to stroke him, her hand moving faster, her grip tightening.

Then she slid her hand down to his balls, her fingertips warm and wet as she caressed them, as her lips moved further down his shaft. He moaned as her saliva dribbled down his cock, her lips spreading it over him as they slid further down. He watched as she sucked his cock, taking him deeper and deeper into her mouth, her head moving faster as she went deeper each time, until he felt the tip of his cock bumping against the back of her throat, causing her to coat his cock in saliva. She held him there for a moment, then loosely slid her lips up and let his cock slip out of her mouth. Her lips were shiny and wet, and she looked at him, licking them as her fingers continued to play with his balls. Then she dropped her head down quickly, sucking him hard, her lips wrapped tightly around his cock as she slid all the way up and down. He groaned as her middle finger slid down and began tickling his taint as she cupped his balls, her lips wrapped around the base of his shaft. She sucked hard, her mouth tightening on his cock, her tongue sliding over the underside of his shaft, then suddenly pulled up, letting his cock fall out of her mouth with a wet pop.

She took hold of his wet cock and began stroking him furiously, her slender fingers sliding up and down his wet shaft with ease, her small tits bouncing as her body shook as she stroked him.

“You like that?”

“Yes,” he groaned, trying to control himself as he worked him eagerly.

“Do you prefer my hand,” she asked, “or my mouth?”

I –,” he stammered, trying to focus despite her hands on him, “your mouth.”

“Do you want to fuck my mouth? Do you want to stick your big white cock in my mouth and fuck it until you cum down my throat?”

He nodded, the thought causing his balls to ache with desire.

“Of course you do,” she said, letting go of his cock and shuffling back on her knees slightly. “So let’s see how you do.”

He looked at her for a second, barely able to understand the words, his body feeling like there was electricity shooting through him. Then, as she knelt in front of him, mouth open and tongue hanging out, inviting him in, he stood up quickly and entered her. She wrapped her lips around him tightly and knelt there as he began to fuck her mouth. She moaned as he moved slowly, thrusting in and out, her hands sliding up and down his legs.

Her hands slid up to his ass, holding him tightly and pulling his hips towards her, encouraging him to fuck her throat faster and deeper. He complied, feeling her lips sliding up and down his shaft as he fucked her mouth, her fingers digging into his asscheeks as she demanded more. He ran his fingers through her short, dark hair, taking a handful and taking control, fucking her mouth as if he owned it. Her mouth felt so good on his cock, and as he looked down at her, he saw she was looking up at him, her eyes wide, desperate for him to keep fucking her mouth. So he kept going, his cock throbbing, desperate for release.

As he did so, he imagined letting go and shooting his load down her throat, feeling her swallowing it down as he continued to cum, coating the back of her throat as she continued to swallow his huge load, her body teasing his orgasm out even further as she did so.

But he wasn’t quite ready for that.

She gasped for breath as he pulled his cock out of her mouth, her saliva dripping off her wet lips and down between her breasts. He reached down, and she took his hand as he helped her to her feet. As she stood, he reached with the other hand and undid the zipper on the side of her skirt, letting it fall to the floor, leaving her in her panties and boots. He looked down at her and could see the outline of her wet lips, puffy and swollen, beneath the fabric. The top half was sheer, and he could see her pubic hair, a thin, dark landing strip, directing him exactly where he needed to go. He pressed himself against her and kissed her, sliding his tongue into her mouth as his cock slid between her legs. She moaned as their tongue met and his cock rubbed against her pussy through her thin panties.

She rocked her hips, sliding herself against his wet cock, as he did the same. He wanted to fuck her so badly, but he had only had a taste of her and needed more. He slid his hands to her hips, holding her firmly as he guided her backwards and around the sofa. She moaned into his mouth as her ass hit the armrest and she sat on it. He leaned forward, kissing her and then let her fall the last little bit onto the sofa cushions. She laughed as she looked up at him, her spread legs in the air, as he took hold of the top of her boots as he leaned in, kissing her inner thighs, smelling her scent between her legs as he lowered himself onto his knees. He let go of her boots, and one leg slipped to the side, dangling off the edge of the armrest, as the other rested on the back of the sofa. He moved in and pulled her panties to the side, gazing upon her glorious slit for the first time. She was glistening with desire, her lips coated with arousal, and as he buried his tongue between them and ran it upwards, she moaned beneath him.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, as his tongue slid up between her wet lips, flicking off her clit. She moaned again as he repeated the motion, licking her faster and faster, the taste of her filling his mouth, her wetness spreading across his face. “Oh fuck!”

He kept licking at her, her wet panties hooked between two fingers, her hot body writhing on the sofa, her one boot heel clicking against the floor as she thrust her hips into his face, rubbing herself against him. He slid his tongue down to her entrance, teasing her tight hole with the tip of his tongue, feeling her shiver as he licked at her, his hot mouth pressed against her slit, sucking gently, his nose rubbing against her clit. She groaned and reached down, grabbing his hair and holding him in place, keeping his mouth between her legs, where she desperately needed it. He kept licking and sucking at her as his hands stroked her hips and slim waist, touching every inch of her that he could.

He kept licking at her entrance, then lapped at her, running his tongue up over her, parting her lips and flicking over her clit, before covering her clit with his mouth.

“Oh my god!” she cried as he began to lick and suck at her clit, his tongue moving in small circles over it as she gripped his hair harder and fucked his mouth, pushing herself harder against him as she pressed her clit into his mouth.

She squealed and moaned on the sofa. “You’re so good at that,” she moaned, her tone shifting as pleasure overtook her.

He kept sucking and licking at her, pushing her further and further, her breathing getting faster and shallower, her wetness increasing on his face. He knew she was getting close again, and his cock throbbed at how well he could pleasure this Japanese model’s perfect pussy.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, “you’re going to make me cum again!” She gasped and rocked against his face. “Oh, yes – please – don’t stop – your mouth feels so good on my pussy – show me how badly you want it – show me how you need it – oh fuck – show me how you deserve to fuck my tight Japanese pussy – oh fuck – just like that – just like, like – like that!”

She cried out, her body shaking violently on the sofa, her hips pressed high, her hand gripping his hair as he sucked and licked at her, her clit deep in his mouth, her pussy rubbing hard against his face, her wetness dripping down his chin as he continued to pleasure her.

“Don’t stop!” she cried, bucking wildly beneath him, one boot over his shoulder now, the heel dragging across his back as she wrapped her leg around him. “Don’t fucking stop!”

He kept going, keeping her pinned to the sofa as he devoured her pussy, her moans and gasps driving his desire for her even higher than he thought possible. He could have eaten her sweet pussy forever, spent a lifetime devouring her perfect body, but as she gasped and her ass fell back to the sofa, he eased off.

He held her in his mouth for a moment or two, as she shivered on the sofa, then eased back, gently moving his mouth from her clit, which was now dripping wet with saliva. It seemed to him like she was trying to say something, but it just came out as a wordless moan, her body shaking and shivering, twitching as the aftermath of her second orgasm sent her nervous system into overdrive.

He slid his fingers out of her panties and leaned over the sofa. She moaned underneath his body, reviving slightly as he kissed her, tasting her own wetness covering his mouth and face. She moaned as their tongues met, sharing her taste more powerfully than ever before.

“Well,” he asked, as the kiss ended, “do I have anything left to prove?”

“You never did,” she panted, her pupils dilated, her damp hair sticking to her face, “but there’s one thing I have left to prove.”

“What’s that?”

“How good my pussy is.”



Chapter Four

She wriggled on the sofa and turned around, presenting her ass to him. It was round and smooth, and her panties clung to her lips once again. He ran his hands over her cheeks, causing her sensitive body to shiver. He leaned in and kissed her cheeks.

“Oww!” she cried, looking over her shoulder. “Did you just bite my ass?”

“Yes,” he said, laughing, pointing to the big mark on his chest where her mouth had been.

“That was different,” she said.

“How so?”

“That was me biting you. Hey!”

He laughed again as he moved his mouth from her ass again, the faint imprint of his teeth on both cheeks now.

He slid his hands up the back of her thighs and slipped his fingers into the edges of her panties, pulling them down as she shifted on the sofa, getting as far as the top of her boots before they got stuck.

“You can take my boots off,” she said.

“Absolutely not,” he said, massaging her wet lips with his thumb, then sucking her wetness from the tip. “The boots stay on.”

“Then rip them off, please,” she begged, “I need to be wider than this.”

He grabbed her panties and pulled at them. She gasped as he ripped them from her body with one tug, the flimsy material tearing from her body with ease.

“Oh my god,” she said, looking back at him, her torn panties in his hand. He pressed them to his face and inhaled her scent before dropping them on the floor and positioning himself behind her. She spread her legs wide, her legs bent at the knees, her heels scraping against her asscheeks as he placed one hand on the small of her back and guided himself into her with the other.

She groaned as he pressed himself into her, her hot desire coating him, helping ease him into her relaxed, but still tight, body. He could feel her gripping him as he pressed deeper into her.

“You feel so big inside me, right now,” she moaned, her heels digging deeper into her asscheeks as she presented herself to him. He continued working himself into her, pressing deeper and pulling out slightly before going back in. She groaned as he stretched her out, her perfect pussy living up to the hype as she gripped him tightly, hot and wet as he slid fully inside of her.

He held himself there a moment, his eyes moving over her naked back, then began to slowly fuck her. She groaned, low and slow as he slid almost all the way out of her and then all the way back in.

“So fucking big,” she gasped as he repeated the motion, giving her the full length of his cock. He began to move faster as her body accommodated him, opening to take his full length and girth. He watched as her lips gripped his shaft, desperate for him not to pull out of her. He fucked her harder and faster, her panting becoming ragged as his thighs slapped against her ass, her prone body, bent over the side of the sofa, perfectly positioned for him to take her.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “can you feel how good this pussy is?”

“So fucking good,” he growled as he fucked her from behind, fully aware of how she felt on his cock. He slid his hands up her cool, silver boots and grabbed the long heels.

“Oh yes,” she moaned as he held onto them as he fucked her, “show me how you want it. Take it, it’s all yours.”

He groaned as her pussy fluttered on his cock, and fucked her faster, the sounds of her grunts mixing with the sound of the wet fap as he pounded her from behind.

She was so fucking sexy he could barely stand it. Her moans, the shape of her body, her tight ass and even tighter pussy, all begging for him to fuck her. He could feel how badly she wanted his cock. How, even after two orgasms, she desperately needed to be fucked.

“Don’t stop! I need you to keep fucking me!”

His body shivered with the need for release, as if his entire life had been building up to cumming inside this woman. He could feel his balls tightening as he got closer, as the desire to cum got harder and harder to resist, as her pussy worked his cock to the point of no return.

“I’m getting close,” he growled, gripping her heels tighter as he bent her legs back a little more, feeling her tighten on his cock as he did so.

“Oh fuck, don’t pull out. I need to feel you cum inside me. I need you to feel how good it feels to cum inside me, how fucking magnificent this pussy is.”

He groaned as he held back, drawing out the moment for as long as possible, holding himself back even as every fibre of his body screamed for release, screamed for permission to do what it was designed to do, screamed for permission to cum deep inside this fertile young woman and knock her the fuck up.

“I’m so close!”

“Don’t pull out!”

“So close!”

“I need to feel it. I need it!”

“So fucking close!”

“Please, please, god, I’m begging you. Do it, cum inside me, please, cum inside me now, I want to feel your hot cum in my tight body. I need you to use me like your personal Japanese fucktoy, to cum inside me and claim me for your own. Please, please, cum inside me! Please!”

He cried out as he came, his cock throbbing as he released inside of her, thick ropes coating her tight walls, her pinkness turning a creamy white as he filled up her tight hole with his cum.

“That’s it,” she cried, “cum indie me. Oh fuck, fill me up like you deserve – oh fuck – you earned the right to claim this pussy!”

He came harder as she begged him to cum inside her, her walls fluttering as he did so, her moans and pleas driving him harder as he pounded her from behind, pressing himself deep inside her as he shot his load into her fertile body, his cock throbbing as it squirted his entire load into her desperate, insatiable pussy.

He cried as he fell forward, his cock still deep inside of her, her heels slipping from his hands, his body completely spent.

“Oh my god,” she said, as she lay underneath him, sweating and panting. “Oh my god.” He could feel the heat of her body, could smell her beneath him. He leaned in and gently kissed her back, feeling her shudder as his lips brushed against her skin.

He held her for a moment, then pressed himself up, easing his cock out of her pussy, and watched her pinkness throb as his cum began to drip out of her.

“Oh my god,” she moaned as she pushed herself from over the sofa, “how hard did you cum?”

“As hard as your pussy could make me,” he said.

“That must have been really hard.”

“Really hard,” he confirmed.

“Oh goodness, it’s running down my thigh,” she said, “and I don’t even have any underwear to catch it!”

“I have a bathroom if you’d like to clean yourself up,” he said.

“All in good time,” she said, lowering herself to her knees, “but first, let’s clean you up.”



Chapter Five

If he’d had anything left, he would have cum in her mouth as she knelt in front of him and sucked his cock clean. But instead, he watched in wonder as this Japanese supermodel sucked the last of his cum, and her plentiful juices, from his body. It was a divine sight, and watching her lick her lips when she was finished was the icing on the cake.

He had gotten dressed whilst she had gotten herself cleaned up in the bathroom, and when she strolled out confidently in nothing but her boots, he was once again taken aback by how beautiful she was, how stunning her body.

“So,” asked Sayaka, as she bent over and picked up her skirt, “was that everything you ever imagined?”

“And more,” he said, truthfully. “And what about your theory about men who want it and who think they deserve it?”

“Truthfully?” she asked, zipping up her skirt and walking over towards him. “I think I need to revise that a little bit.”

“How so?”

“Because now I need a third category: men who want it, but who also deserve it.”

“Is that good?”

“A desperate desire to fuck me with the confidence to do it right. What do you think?” She leaned in and kissed him, her hand sliding down to his crotch and cupping his cock through his trousers.

“I think that’s the perfect combination.”

“Mmm,” she cooed, “me too. So good, in fact, it makes a girl want to share.” Joe’s mind went to Ami, her ‘bestie’, he had fucked this morning, who had told her to ‘look after him’. “And I don’t mean one at a time.” He looked at her, trying to take in her words as she smiled at him and turned away.

He tried to ask her what she meant, but as she bent over and picked up her bikini top, her exposed pussy sticking out from underneath her skirt, knocked the wind out of him a second time.

“What are you doing tonight?” she asked, as she straightened up and tried to do up her bikini. “Me and some girlfriends are going out. Do you fancy tagging along?” She looked over her shoulder. “A little help?”

He walked over and took the strings, carefully doing up her bikini.

“Well, I was thinking of going back to my hotel and binge-watching something as I doomscrolled on my phone until I fell asleep, but I guess I could move some things around.”

“Perfect,” she said, gasping slightly as he tightened the bikini top. “I’ll send a car for you.” She walked across the room and picked up her fur coat, throwing it loosely around her slim body. “Then I can show you just what perks this industry has to offer. How does that sound?”

*

“That sounds good,” said Joe, “although I’m not sure how good of a model I would make.”

“That’s the point,” said the tuxedoed man, “you’re not supposed to be a model. You’re just supposed to be you.” He flashed his winning smile at Joe and handed him the tablet. “Just fill in your details and you could find yourself surrounded by stunning supermodels in no time.”

Joe raised his eyebrows in the universal sign for ‘not bloody likely’, but continued to fill in the form. At the very least, it was something to keep him entertained for a minute. And even if he didn’t win, which he wouldn’t, there were always some vouchers he could win, even if the clothes they sold were still too expensive for him.

“There you go,” said Joe, as he handed the tablet back.

“Perfect,” said the man, double-checking everything had gone through. “Well, good luck.” He offered his hand, and Joe shook it. The handshake was firm and confident, but not the kind of power move unconfident people use to pretend, not the kind of jerker that would leave you requiring shoulder surgery. “And between you and me,” he said conspiratorially, “I’ve got a good feeling about you.”

Joe, despite himself, found him smiling a bit too broadly.

“I bet you say that to everyone,” he said.

“That I do,” said the man, smiling widely, “but in this case, I mean it. But I say that, too!” He laughed loudly, and Joe couldn’t help but follow suit.

As he walked off to continue the rest of his mundane day, Joe gave the idea of winning and being surrounded by supermodels as part of a fashion campaign the briefest of thoughts, smiling at the idea, then just as quickly forgetting about it. Sure, it was a fun idea, but what were the odds of him actually winning?

He laughed at the ridiculousness of the scenario and how out of place he would be, even if he did win. After all, what would a guy like him do in a world like that?

Oh well, he thought to himself, I guess I’ll never know.
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Pledge. Love. Satisfy.

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

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

Fortunately for him, Sorority Sisters Chinatsu, Mizuki, Ha-Yun, Soo-ah, and Ha-Yun, are all more than willing to help him prove his dedication to the cause, ensuring the initiation ceremony comes to a thoroughly satisfying conclusion.
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A once-in-a-lifetime luxury cruise and three stunning Japanese women to share it with. What more could a man ask for?

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

Yet that's exactly what happens when Ichika, Hitomi, and Keiko take an interest in him. From fun times by the side of the pool to adventures in exotic lands, Scott and his trio of lovely ladies live life to the fullest, as they come together to leave the past behind, and sail towards a future beyond their wildest dreams!
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The music industry isn't the cash cow it once was.

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

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

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

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

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

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