
        
            
                
            
        

    
Contents

His Supermodel Harem
Copyright
Book One 
Chapter One
Chapter Two
Chapter Three
Chapter Four

Book Two 
Chapter One
Chapter Two
Chapter Three
Chapter Four
Chapter Five

Book Three 
Chapter One
Chapter Two
Chapter Three
Chapter Four
Chapter Five
Chapter Six

Book Four 
Chapter One
Chapter Two
Chapter Three
Chapter Four
Chapter Five
Chapter Six
Chapter Seven

Book Five 
Chapter One
Chapter Two
Chapter Three
Chapter Four
Chapter Five
Chapter Six
Chapter Seven

Book Six 
Prologue
Chapter One
Chapter Two
Chapter Three
Chapter Four
Chapter Five
Chapter Six
Chapter Seven
Chapter Eight

Free Ebook!
More Books For You



[image: His Supermodel Harem logo]


Copyright © 2025 O. L. Tyme All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Author's note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.


Book One


Chapter One

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

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

How did I get here?

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

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

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

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

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

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

Instead, he slid his hands down to her hips.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rrrrriiiiiiiiiiinnngggg!

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two

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

Which was the whole point.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“May I come in?”

“Of course.”

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

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

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

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

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

“What for?”

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

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

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

“But I got really carried away.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thanks,” said Joe, teasingly.

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

“I’m glad I could refresh you.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

This is mine.

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She gasped with surprise as he touched her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you ok?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m going to cum!” he growled.

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

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

“Oh fuck,” he cried, “I’m cumming!”

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

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

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

And then, it was over.

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

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

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

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

Work.

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

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

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

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

“...this is the best job I ever had.”

She giggled in his ear, kissing his lobe.

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


Chapter Four

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

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

She turned quickly and saw him watching her.

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

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

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

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

“Yeah?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

“Tell me what?”

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

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

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

“Cuter than you?”

“Much.”

“I find that hard to believe.”

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

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

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

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

*

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

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

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

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

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

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

And Ami was right, she was so freaking cute.


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.


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.


Book Four


Chapter One

“Oof!”

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

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

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

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

We can’t wait to work with you.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

There was no one there.

Not a single soul.

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

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

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

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

“Oh, you think so, huh?”

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

“Err, hi, err…”

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

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

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

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

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

“I guess not,” he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Excuse me?”

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two

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

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

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

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

They both laughed, and Kazuko straightened up.

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

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

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

“A classic,” she said. “You got it.”

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

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

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

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

“Good.”

Click.

“Can I get a little more smile?”

She smiled.

Click.

“Ok, cock a hip.”

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

“Lovely.”

Click.

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

Click.

Click.

Click.

“Now, turn around.”

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

Click.

“Now, look at me.”

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

Click.

She bit her lip.

Click.

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

Click.

Click.

Click.

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

Click.

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

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

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

“You saying I’m bad at my job?”

“What? No,” he blurted, panicked.

She laughed.

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

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

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

“No?”

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


Chapter Three

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

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

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

“You ready?” she said.

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

“Good.”

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

Click.

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

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

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

“Thinking,” he said.

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

“Scared.”

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

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

“Sexy.”

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

“Like this?” she asked, confidently.

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

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

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

She smiled and backed away from the camera.

“On the floor,” she said.

“Excuse me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four

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

“How about this?” asked Kazuko.

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

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

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

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

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

“Is something wrong?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Five

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I do, so badly.”

“How badly?”

“So fucking badly.”

“Then show me.”

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

“That’s it,” she gasped, “show me.”

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

“Show me,” she whimpered, “please.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh fuck, I’m cumming!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Six

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

Click.

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

Click.

Click.

Click.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m sure they’re worth every penny.”

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

“That wasn’t deluxe?”

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

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


Chapter Seven

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

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

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

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

He took a deep breath and calmed himself.

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

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


Book Five


Chapter One

“So, how are you finding the whole experience, darling?” asked Sayaka, her British accent particularly pronounced, as she lounged on the long couch in his apartment, stretching her long, smooth legs out.

“Good,” said Joe, watching her from the kitchen as he prepared some drinks. “Intense, but in a good way.” Sayaka kicked off one designer heel and then the other, sending them both clattering to the floor.

“Mmm,” she said dreamily, “that’s how we like it; intense, in a good way. Although,” she continued, eyeing him as he walked over with two glasses in his hands, “a little badness never went amiss, either.” She smiled wickedly at him, then reached out and took one of the glasses from him. “Oh, thank you, darling,” She cradled it with both hands, just above her chest, not relinquishing her position on the sofa.

“Is this one mine?” asked Ami, as she came out of the bathroom.

“All for you,” said Joe, holding out the glass. She smiled at him as she approached, her bare feet nearly silent on the wooden floor, then silent as they sank into the plush rug that sat in front of the couch, in the middle of the communal area of the penthouse. There, she stopped and frowned at Sayaka.

“Are you going to move your legs, or what?”

Sayaka took a careful sip of her drink.

“Or what, darling.”

Ami frowned harder, then placed her drink on a side table, before reaching down and lifting Sayaka’s legs.

“Careful now,” said Sayaka, as her friend tried to get a firm hold on her legs, “I’ve got a beverage here. You wouldn’t want to get me all wet now, would you?”

“Wouldn’t be the first time,” said Ami, holding on as Sayaka wriggled her legs in her grasp. “There!” Ami proclaimed proudly as she dropped onto the couch, her breasts bouncing softly as her ass hit the cushion, Sayaka’s legs clamping down along her waist, like a safety rail on a fairground ride. “Well, close enough.”

Ami ran her hands through her hair as if that brief moment had been some indomitable struggle. “Such a gentleman,” she said as Joe picked up her drink and held it out to her. “Mmm,” she sighed, taking the glass from him and taking a sip of the sweet liquid.

Joe returned to the kitchen area to get his own drink. He picked it up, and as he turned, he took a moment to appreciate the two beautiful women sitting together on his large couch in his penthouse suite.

That it was a hotel room someone else was paying for was neither here nor there. At this moment in time, it was all his. He watched the women for a moment; Ami’s hand moved gently up and down Sayaka’s leg, as Sayaka continued to lounge there, leaning her head back, eyes gently closed. Joe wondered how close the two women really were. Sure, they were friends, close friends. And sure, they were physically comfortable around one another, but that was part of being a model, wasn’t it? There’s no room for modesty when you’re backstage, hurriedly getting out of one outfit and into the other. He imagined the scene: Ami, Sayaka, and all their friends, running around half-naked, or more, pulling off clothes and pulling on others, an army of dressers helping them prepare their outfits, their hair, their make-up. He imagined long, slim legs stepping into ridiculously short skirts and outrageously high heels, imagined firm asses in skimpy underwear wriggling as a sheer dress was pulled up over it, imagined small, pert breasts reflected in perfectly illuminated mirrors as they sat there topless, a make-up artist deftly adding the finishing touches to the look. He could hear the hustle and bustle, the shrieks and calls for missing items, the laughter at a shared joke, and the playful slap of a bare asscheek.

“Mmm,” moaned Sayaka, bringing him back into the room. She had pulled her legs back a little, and her feet now sat in Ami’s lap. Ami’s drink was once again on the side table, and now she had both hands on one of Sayaka’s feet, massaging carefully. Both women had their eyes closed, and it was almost as if they were asleep, which struck him as funny. He had met them a few times now, and they had always seemed so full of life, even after a whole day of working and a whole night of partying. But now, after a low-key evening meal at a fancy restaurant, they seemed exhausted.

He wondered if it was the last few days catching up with them, but realised it was probably more that they were in a food coma.

“I can’t remember the last time I ate carbs,” Sayaka had cooed, buttering up a piece of bread before devouring it damn-near whole. Ami had said something in response, but he didn’t understand what it was, given that her mouth was already full of bread. But, it seemed clear to him, to be a strong statement of support.

He smiled at the memory.

It was only a couple of hours ago, but it already felt like a lifetime. Time moved in strange ways when he was with these women. It was as if their very presence altered his whole perception of reality. He felt a swell in his chest as he remembered the restaurant. He remembered how fancy it had felt, how powerful he had felt, ordering from a menu without prices, knowing cost didn’t matter. He remembered how comfortable he had felt in the company of Ami and Sayaka, and how weird that didn’t feel, given they were supermodels and he most definitely was not.

But most of all, he remembered how he had walked in with them, one on each arm, and how every head in the place had turned. He felt the surprise, the jealousy, the envy of the other men as he turned up with these beautiful women. He had made a quiet joke, and both women had laughed loudly, bringing even more attention to the threesome, more eyes unbelieving of what they were seeing, wishing they were in his place, uncomprehending of how such a sight could have occurred. He wondered if they thought he was rich, perhaps some new tech billionaire, but they would be quickly dismissed. He didn’t have that kind of personality, that kind of look. He was, to everyone there, a mystery.

Joe took a sip of his drink and put it back down on the kitchen counter. Then he walked over and kneeled at Ami’s feet. He gently lifted one foot from the rug and could see the red marks from where her highly uncomfortable, but highly fashionable shoes had pressed into her delicate skin, leaving its imprint.

He ran his hands gently over her feet, and she giggled softly, wriggling her immaculately-pedicured toes and stretching her legs out towards him. He took one in his hands and, kneeling before her, began to massage her foot. She sighed with pleasure as he slowly ran his hands over her foot, his fingers stroking her heel, then sliding up and over the top of her foot, holding her steady as his thumbs massaged her sole.

She wriggled on the sofa as he continued, and he heard Sayaka moaning slightly louder as Ami pressed her thumbs into her friend’s foot. He looked at Sayaka’s long, slim body stretched along the couch, her arms above her head now, hanging off the edge, as she enjoyed Ami’s touch. Sayaka gasped, arching her back as Ami pressed her thumb harder into her foot.

“Oh yes,” sighed Sayaka, “you really know where I need it. And I really need it tonight.”

“Mmm,” moaned Ami, “me too.” She gasped as Joe ran his thumb down the middle of her sole. “Do you need it tonight, Joe?”

Joe looked at the two glamorous women relaxing on his couch, sighing and moaning with pleasure. He wasn’t sure what it was, but he was sure he needed it. But before he could respond, there was a knock at the door.

“Ooh, they’re here,” said Ami.

“Who’s here?” asked Joe, looking from one woman to the other.

“The after-dinner entertainment, darling,” said Sayaka, her eyes still closed, focusing on Ami’s touch. “Be a dear and let them in. I’m afraid we’re both currently preoccupied.”

“You know this is my place, right?” he said, gently placing Ami’s foot on the plush rug.

“Of course,” replied Sayaka, “which is why you must do the honours of entertaining your guests.”

“I thought they were supposed to be the entertainment?” he said, as he got up and headed for the front door. “Whoever they are.”

“It’s all tit-for-tat, darling – just a little lower, sweetie – oh yes, that’s it – you scratch their back, and they’ll scratch yours.”

“I’m not sure I want my back scratched,” said Joe, looking at Sayaka as he opened the door.

“That’s a shame,” said a voice from the corridor, “I just had my nails done.”


Chapter Two

Joe turned towards the voice and was surprised to see not one, but two women standing in the corridor. Both were wearing plush fur coats that nearly touched the floor, and each held an innocuous-looking bag at their side.

The woman standing slightly ahead of the other had long, red hair, and a touch of pinkness in her otherwise pale cheeks, whilst the other, who stood slightly behind the redhead, had long blonde hair and a bright smile.

“Long time, no see,” said the redhead, whom Joe recognised, but couldn’t quite place. “Can we come in?”

“Uhh, sure,” he said, stepping aside and ushering them inside, “mi casa, su casa.”

“You’re so funny,” she said, smiling but not laughing as she stepped towards him and gave a quick peck on the cheek as she passed. He watched them walk into the room, and he closed the door behind them.

“Hi, guys,” said Ami, brightly.

“Glad you could finally make it,” added Sayaka, making no effort to move.

“Don’t get up,” said the blonde.

“Wasn’t intending to,” said Sayaka, stretching her body out even further. The redhead leaned over Sayaka’s legs and gave Ami a hug, then the blonde did the same.

“So,” said Joe, walking towards the four of them, “what’s all this?”

“Well, this,” said Sayaka, waving her arm in the general direction of the two women, “is Meika and Tomoka.”

“We’ve met,” said the redhead, “unofficially. And now we finally get to work with you.”

Joe stared at her a moment, then his eyes widened as he remembered where he had seen her before.

“The nightclub,” he said. The redhead beamed. “I’m sorry, I didn’t catch your name that night.”

“That’s alright,” she said, “it was a bit of a whirlwind. I’m Meika.” She held out her hand, and he saw her perfectly manicured nails, naturally long and painted bright red. He took her hand gently in his and kissed the back of it, as he strongly suspected she had wanted him to do.

“Such a gentleman,” she said, giving a slight faux-curtsey.

“Which makes you,” said Joe, turning to the blonde, “Tomoka.”

“A pleasure,” said the blonde woman, reaching out her hand and giving him a firm handshake. Her skin was so soft, and her hand felt slight in his. He looked at her for a moment and realised she had also been at the nightclub, sitting next to Meika, alongside several other models in the VIP room.

“So,” said Joe, “to what do I owe the honour?”

“You didn’t tell him?” said Meika, looking at the two women. She sighed with frustration as she slumped into the large armchair next to the couch. Joe tried not to laugh as she sank into the oversized chair, which made her look like she had shrunk as she sat down.

“We told him you were coming,” said Ami. “Sort of.”

Meika rolled her eyes and held out her arms towards Tomoka, who walked over and sat on her lap.

“What are we going to do with them?” asked Tomoka, wrapping her arms around Meika.

“They need to be punished,” said Tomoka. “Firmly.”

“We told him you were on the way,” said Sayaka, “we just said it was for his entertainment.”

“This is a serious business meeting,” said Meika, as Tomoka wrapped her arm around her friend’s neck, snuggling into the soft fur coat.

“So serious,” confirmed Tomoka. “We are very serious people.”

“Evidently,” said Sayaka.

“So,” said Joe, not wanting the conversation to derail whatever was happening here, “what precisely is this business meeting about?”

“It’s a presentation,” said Tomoka. “We have some ideas we thought you might be interested in.”

“What kind of ideas?” he asked, his mind swimming with possibilities.

“We have a shoot tomorrow,” said Meika.

“Who is ‘we’?” asked Joe.

“You,” said Tomoka, pointing at him, “me,” she added, pointing to herself, “or her.” She gently tapped her finger on the edge of Meika’s nose and laughed.

“Oh, I wasn’t aware,” said Joe. “I know there’s a shoot tomorrow, but they don’t really tell me about it.”

“They like it to be a surprise,” said Tomoka. “Keeps you on your toes. The problem is, there’s been a bit of a disagreement about who gets to do the shoot tomorrow.”

There’s no disagreement,” said Meika, “it’s clear it should be me.”

“We’re not getting into that again,” said Sayaka, “it is soooo dull.”

“So what we’re doing,” said Meika, “ is a little bit naughty.”

“How so?” asked Joe.

“We’re going to let you decide!” said Tomoka, brightly. “We’re going to put on a little show for you, and whoever you like best, they get to do the shoot tomorrow.

“But,” said Meika, seriously, “if you want to proceed, you have to swear not to tell anyone.”

“And if I don’t agree?”

“Well, then I’m afraid we’ll just have to leave, and you’ll never know what we had in store.”

“And tomorrow, we’ll just do the same old boring things you’re used to.”

“No offence taken,” said Ami.

“Actually, much offence taken,” interjected Sayaka.

“You know what we mean,” said Meika, rolling her eyes. “So how about it, are you in or are we out?”


Chapter Three

Tomoka clapped her hands.

“Yay,” she said, “I told you he’d be a good sport.”

“You’re a real Nostradamus,” said Meika, “your powers of deduction are infallible.”

“That’s right,” said Tomoka, hopping off her friend’s lap, either missing, or choosing to ignore, the light sarcasm.

Meika pushed herself up from the chair, as if she were freeing herself from a giant marshmallow, then picked up her bag and followed Tomoka, who already had hers in hand, across the room.

“Where’s the bedroom?” asked Meika.

“First door on the right,” said Sayaka, waving a hand in the general direction. “There’s an en-suite, so you’ll have everything you need.”

“Once again,” said Joe, “you know this is my place, right?”

“Su casa, mi casa,” said Sayaka indifferently, causing Ami to giggle. “Just take a seat and enjoy the presentation.”

Joe sank into the large chair, closed his eyes and let out a deep breath. He had no idea what was coming, what ‘ideas’ they might want to present, nor what was in the bags they had brought with them. A whole host of possibilities ran through his mind, each more outlandish than the last, but he tried not to focus on any of them. The last thing he wanted to do was to build up this strange encounter in his mind, only to be disappointed. Instead, he turned and looked at the two women on his couch. Sayaka’s legs were once again fully elongated, her petite feet hanging over the side of the couch, but Ami was no longer underneath them. Instead, she was curled up next to Sayaka, one arm draped over her body as she snuggled into her friend’s shoulder. Joe smiled at the peaceful image, the two slim women resting comfortably together on the oversized furniture. Sayaka’s arms were wrapped around her friend, and he was half-wondering if they had fallen asleep. Not that he was particularly bothered about that, he found the silence comforting, their company not requiring words to fill the awkward silences. Instead, he felt so at peace that he could almost drift off to sleep himself.

Almost.

*

“Wakey, wakey,” a voice cooed softly.

As he roused from his slumbers, he felt a soft hand gently stroking his cheek.

“I can’t believe he fell asleep!” said another voice, not so gently.

Joe tried to speak as he opened his eyes, but his words came out as nothing more than a stuttering yawn. Then he blinked a few times as the image before him came into focus. It was Meika, kneeling in front of him, but something about her seemed different.

“You look…” he began, starting to find his words. “Wow.”

“You like it?” she asked, softly.

“Of course, he likes it,” scoffed Meika, “all men love an innocent woman to defile.”

“I’m not an innocent woman,” said Tomoka, “I’m an angel.”

“You sure are,” said Joe, without thinking.

“See?” said Tomoka, triumphantly, sticking her tongue out at Meika.

“That’s not very angelic,” said Meika.

“Neither are you,” said Tomoka.

“Yes,” replied Meika, “but I’m not supposed to be. I’m a devil.”

The image solidified in front of Joe. Tomoka was crouched in front of him, trying to gently wake him. He could see her face clearly now, the bright white makeup around her eyes, the feather white eyelash extensions, her pale cheeks, and the halo headwear that actually lit up. She smiled and stood up.

Joe’s eyes moved over her body, taking in the rest of her costume. She was wearing a lacy white corset, partially transparent, which pushed her pert breasts together. Her shoulders were bare, save for a couple of straps holding up her top. She was also wearing a frilly white skirt, also partially transparent, which floated airily over the tops of her thighs. His eyes travelled further down, taking in her knee-high stockings, white, and her white stilettos, which added several inches to her diminutive height.

Joe’s eyes travelled back up her body, and it was only then did he notice she was also equipped with a pair of wings.

“Pathetic,” said Meika, catching Joe’s attention. “She might be what you want, but I’m what you need.”

She stood there, hands on her exposed hips. Her red hair, equipped with devil horns, was tied into a tight ponytail, which hung over one bare shoulder. Her outfit, what little of it there was, consisted mostly of a figure-hugging one-piece body suit, which ended barely above her breasts, the edge of which was designed like flames licking her body. Her breasts were much larger than Tomoka’s, and they looked as if they were about to burst free any second. Her long legs and juicy thighs, fully exposed by the costume, were only partially covered by thigh-high red stockings, with the outfit finished off by a pair of shiny red high heels. These, he noted, had a smaller heel than Tomoka’s, making them both roughly the same height.

“So, which is it?” asked Meika. “Angel or devil?”


Chapter Four

Light or darkness. Good or evil. Angel or devil.

Man was duplicitous, made up of good impulses and bad impulses. They were the driving force of humanity, the clashing desires that drove society. They were the very bedrock of civilisation.

And here he was, being asked to choose between the two, to reject one inherent aspect of his being as he gave himself over to one only. It felt wrong, more than wrong; it went against human nature, to wholly reject one and try to embrace only the other.

It was these philosophical musings that ran through his mind as he pondered one of the oldest questions known to humanity, and shaped his response as he weighed up the hefty implications of the decision he was being forced to make.

“Why not both?”

“Ha!” laughed Meika. “Typical man answer.”

“I mean it,” said Joe. “How am I supposed to choose between the two of you? It’s a literally impossible task.”

“How about I make it easy for you?” said Tomoka as she hopped onto Joe’s lap and wrapped her arms around his neck.

“I think that’s going to make things harder for him,” said Meika, a sly grin on her face.

“Nonsense,” said Tomoka, wriggling her ass into his crotch as she made herself comfortable. “Now,” she said, turning to Joe, “you have a photoshoot with one of us tomorrow, and you have to decide which. So, we’ve decided to put on a little performance for you, to see which of us you have better chemistry with.” She sighed softly, and he realised one hand was resting on her hip, the other on her bare thigh, her skin soft to the touch. “And once we’ve performed for you, you,” she said, tapping the tip of his nose, “get to decide who you’d rather work with. Clear?”

“Crystal,” said Joe.

“Good,” said Tomoka, giving him a kiss on the cheek and hopping off his lap. “Then we can begin.”

“Begin what, precisely?” asked Joe, eagerly awaiting the answer.

“Ava,” Sayaka said loudly to the room’s voice-activated assistant, “give us some lighting and music for our sexy angel to dance to.”

“One moment,” replied the artificial female voice from the speakers built into the ceiling. There was a brief pause, after which the lights dimmed, and music began to play.

It was slow and sensuous, and as Tomoka began to move to the music, the lights around the room began to pulsate; different shades of white causing the room to feel as if it was shifting all around him. Joe sat there and watched as Tomoka ran her hands over her body, swaying her hips as she did so. She turned around and continued swaying as she lowered her ass to her stilettos, then effortlessly rose back up and turned to face him. She stepped closer, placed her hands on the armrests of the chair, and leaned in, planting one knee on the cushion he was sitting on, she pressed herself up, his face inches away from her perfect body. He could smell her sweet perfume, her scent increasing as she planted her other knee on the chair, straddling him, then pressed herself closer.

“Do you like my wings?” she asked, pressing her lips to his ear. “They’re all for you.”

“They’re beautiful,” he said, her wings the last thing on his mind, as she pressed her body against his, rocking on top of him as she wrapped her arms around his neck and leaned back. She threw her head back, tossing her long, blonde hair behind her as she pressed out her chest, her dark nipples partially visible through the material. Her soft skin shimmered in the light, and he realised she was wearing body glitter, giving her soft skin an otherworldly vibe.

“It’s alright,” she said, looking him in the eye, “you can touch, if you want.”

He did want, very much so. She moaned with satisfaction as he rested his hands on her thighs, stroking her soft skin as she rocked her body on top of him. Quickly, she pressed herself up and pulled his face into her chest. He felt the warmth of her body on his face, and as his hands rose up underneath her dress and cupped her ass, he had an urge to grab her top with his teeth and pull it down, exposing her small but pert breasts and suck at her nipples. But, even as she rubbed herself against his cock, he felt that would be against the rules of the game. So he contented himself with the feel of her body against his, the scent of her skin, the smoothness of her skin under his touch.

He felt her hands running down his arms and to his waist, untucking his shirt and sliding up underneath. Then she slid back off the chair and onto her knees on the floor. She looked up at him with wide eyes as her hands stroked his thighs, running up to his crotch, her fingers agonisingly close to his hard cock, her fingertip nearly touching the tip before sliding back down. Then she pushed herself up and turned around and sat in his lap. He groaned with pleasure as she ground her ass into his cock, her feathery wings flapping gently, tickling his nose as she moved her body against him.

She reached back and took his hands, placing them on her thighs, then slid them up her body, over her silky costume, until he was cupping her small breasts through the thin fabric. She held his hands there as she leaned her head back, one strap sliding off her shoulder, as she exposed her long neck to him, begging him to kiss the soft skin.

She let go of his hands and placed one hand on the back of his head, holding her body close to him as she continued to grind on his cock, gasping as she felt his hardness pressing against her, her other hand disappearing beneath her skirt. She gasped louder and moved her ass faster, her fingers tightening on the back of his head as she pressed his lips to her neck.

“Oh yes,” she moaned as he kissed her neck, tasting her sweet body for the first time. Then, just as Joe felt this was the moment things were going to change, the lights turned on fully, and Tomoka hopped out of his lap.

“How was that?” she asked brightly, turning to him for his appraisal.

Joe sat there a moment, his mind buzzing, his heart racing, the part of his brain used to form coherent thought taking time to reboot and take over from his currently dominant primal instincts.

“Yay!” cheered Ami, as she and Sayaka both clapped at their friend’s performance.

“Quite the show, sweetie,” said Sayaka.

Joe turned to the two women still curled up on his couch, clearly enthralled by Tomoka’s moves. He turned back to Tomoka and tried to formulate his response.

“Wow,” was all he could manage.

“Oh my,” said Tomoka as she took a few small steps towards him and leaned into him. “You’ve got some glitter, right here.” She ran her finger over his lips, then leaned in further and kissed him. He moaned into her mouth as he felt her tongue slide into his, massaging his tongue, her lips tasting so sweet.

“Hey,” said Meika, sharply, grabbing her friend by the shoulder and pulling her out of the kiss, “that’s cheating!”

“Trust the devil to play by the rules when it suits her,” said Tomoka, winking at Joe. She turned to Meika. “You know what they say about if you can’t stand the heat…”

“You want some heat?” asked Meika. “I’ll give you some heat. Ava?” The AI system beeped in response. “Give me something fucking sexy.”

“You got it,” said Ava.

The lights went out completely, and he heard Ami yelp as they were plunged into sudden darkness, but everyone’s eyes quickly adjusted to the light coming from the wall-to-ceiling windows that made up the outside walls of the penthouse. Then the lights started flashing a deep, blood red as a low bass rumbled through the floor, pumping and fizzling like electricity as Meika strode forward confidently.

She stopped in front of him, feet spread wide and reached forward and grabbed the front of his shirt. She pulled him forward and leaned into him, kissing him hard, pressing her tongue powerfully into his mouth.

“Hey!” cried Tomoka. “That’s cheating!”

Meika took Joe’s bottom lip between her teeth and pulled at it, making him wince as she let it go.

“Why would you expect the devil to play fair?” said Meika, looking at Tomoka as she straddled Joe. She turned to face him. “I play by my own rules.” She grabbed the back of his head and pressed it between her large breasts, rocking on top of him as she took his hand and placed it on her ass, then took the other and slid it between her legs. She moaned as Joe’s fingers dug into her ass and moved over the thin fabric between her legs.

“You like that?” she moaned. “Because I like that.” She gasped as his fingers continued to stroke her, and he gasped as she grabbed him by the hair and pulled his face from between her breasts, and kissed him hard, her tongue in his mouth once again, as she rocked on top of him.

She gasped as she pulled her mouth away from his, licked her deep red lips, and slid off the chair. She strode around the side of the chair, her finger on the top of his head as she moved, then stopped behind him. She slid her hands down his shirt, her nails gently scratching down his skin, until her fingertips found his nipples, and began slowly circling them as she kissed his neck. He could smell her perfume, strong and sharp, and felt his blood heating up in his veins. She kissed at his neck, sucking at him as she sank her teeth into his skin, marking her territory. He cried out, and she let go, laughing.

“So you know you’re mine,” she whispered in his ear, before circling back around to the front of the chair. She turned and sat on his lap, grinding her ass into his cock, and leaned back, and whispered…

“As if you’d ever forget.”

She took hold of her red ponytail and teased his nose with the ends, then held it out for him. He took her ponytail in his hand, and she moaned with satisfaction as she worked her ass firmly against his rock-hard cock.

“Even the devil needs to be put in her place from time to time.”

Then she stood up and bent over, flicking her ponytail over her head as she reached down and grabbed her ankles, before dragging her nails up the back of the legs, scratching against her red fishnet stockings, up her thighs and to ass, grabbing her asscheeks firmly and letting the nails dig into the firm flesh, before pulling back and giving both her asscheeks a solid spanking. With that, the show was over. The lights returned to normal, and the music stopped, replaced with the sound of clapping and whooping from the crowd.

“That was smoking hot,” said Ami, “I feel a little warm myself.” She wriggled her body against Sayaka, whose own pale cheeks seemed somewhat flushed.

“Rather,” said Sayaka, in agreement. “I must say,” she continued, “I think our judge has quite the conundrum. How can one possibly choose between two such irresistible performances by two such irresistible ladies?”

Joe turned his attention from Sayaka back to the two women standing in front of him, and found himself agreeing with Sayaka’s pronouncement.

Quite the conundrum indeed.


Chapter Five

Joe looked at the two women as they stood in front of him; one angel and one devil, but both equally tempting.

“So,” said Meika, one hand on her cocked hip, her red ponytail hanging over her shoulder, “which one of us will it be?”

“Don’t rush him,” said Tomoka, “it’s a big decision.”

“I’m…” he started, weighing up the pros and cons of each woman, but found they were equally matched. Both were sexy in their own way, and neither had any flaws that he could see. Except, perhaps, their inability to share.

“Perhaps we need a tie-breaker?” suggested Ami. “Something that would let them show you what they can really do?”

“I’ve got an idea,” said Tomoka, walking up to him and kissing him quickly.

“Hey!” cried Meika.

“You’ve both kissed him,” said Sayaka dismissively. “That’s not going to help him decide.”

Tomoka slid a hand down his body and cupped his cock through his trousers. He moaned as she rubbed her hand against him, then slowly dropped to her knees.

“Who said anything about kissing?” she said, undoing Joe’s trousers and sliding them down to his ankles. “Not there, at least.”

She ran her hands over his thighs and kissed the outline of his cock through his boxers, causing him to twitch underneath. She kissed up further until she was at the waistband, which she took in her teeth and pulled back, before letting it snap against his skin.

“Oww!” he cried.

“She’s not the only one who can be naughty,” said the angel on her knees, looking him in the eye as she slid her hands up his thighs and into the edges of his boxers, pulling them down and freeing his cock.

Joe sighed as his hard cock sprang free, and Tomoka eyed his full length for a minute, then leaned in and began to gently kiss it, teasing him with flicks of her tongue as her lips moved up and down his shaft. She leaned back and smiled at him as she took it in her hand. She began slowly stroking him, sighing gently, then loosening her fingers, ran her tongue up the underside of his cock, pressing her tongue against him, cupping his shaft whilst she licked up him, then ran her tongue over the sensitive tip. Joe moaned, and she did it again, faster this time. He watched as she looked at him and stuck her tongue out, and moved it slowly around the tip of his cock. Then she licked her lips and let out a slow trickle of saliva from her pursed lips, letting it coat the tip before she took it in her mouth. He moaned again as she slid her lips up and down slightly, her tongue swirling over him in her mouth, her hand beginning to quickly pump his shaft.

She kept going, releasing her warm saliva and letting it trickle down his cock and over her fingers as she stroked him, as her lips sank further down. Her head moved quickly up and down, taking more of his cock into her mouth, her hand moving from his shaft to make way, her wet fingers tickling his balls. Soon she was sliding her lips up and down his whole length, and he groaned as his cock repeatedly hit the back of her throat. He sat and watched this angel sucking his cock, her light wings flapping gently as her head bobbed up and down, her mouth tightening on his cock as she held him deep in her throat, before resuming sucking, her fingers still working his balls.

“Oh my god,” she gasped as she pulled up, letting his wet cock fall out of her mouth, “you’re so big.” She looked at him, eyes wide, cheeks flushed as she breathed heavily.

“Clearly, it’s too much for you,” said Meika, kneeling next to her and nudging her out of the way. “Let me show you how it’s done.”

“But I wasn’t finished,” protested Tomoka.

“Fair’s fair, sweetie,” said Sayaka. Joe turned and saw the two women on the couch watching eagerly as their two friends argued over who got to suck his cock. Then, he noticed Ami’s hand sliding up Sayaka’s thigh, and underneath her short dress. He looked at Ami, who was looking directly at him, making sure she knew he knew what she was doing.

“Mmm,” Sayaka moaned softly as Ami’s fingers began to work slowly between her legs. But his attention was suddenly taken by someone’s mouth on his cock. He looked down and saw Meika kneeling between his legs, sucking him hard and fast, coating his cock in her saliva as she gave him the messiest blowjob of his life.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned as she worked him expertly, her hands gripping his thighs, her nails digging into the skin as she used the leverage to move her whole body as she sucked him off. Instinctively, he reached down and grabbed her devil horns, using them to guide her mouth up and down his cock, groaning as this woman worked his cock in the most devilish of ways.

Not to be outdone, Tomoka stood up and kissed him, pressing a hand down the front of his shirt as she took one of his hands and pressed it underneath her dress.

“You feel that?” she asked, his fingers moving over her hot, wet panties. “You feel how badly I want you all to myself?”

Joe groaned into her mouth as Meika pressed his cock into her throat, holding him there, as Tomoka slid her hand out of his shirt and began unbuttoning.

“So badly,” he moaned, stroking her through her lacy underwear.

Meika resumed sucking Joe’s cock, and Tomoka finished unbuttoning his shirt, and let her hand run down to the base of his cock, running her fingers through his pubic hair, before reaching up and taking hold of Meika’s ponytail.

“That’s right,” she said, wrapping the hair around her hand, then pulling Meika’s mouth from his cock and leaning down and kissing her, hard. Meika moaned as the angel kissed her, reaching out with one hand for his cock and the other for her ass. Joe continued fingering Tomoka from behind as she bent over and made out with her friend, who had his cock in her hand, stroking his wet shaft quickly. Tomoka broke off the kiss and, ponytail still in her grip, guided Meika’s mouth back to Joe’s cock. Meika gratefully took it back in her mouth, sucking it as Tomoka guided her.

“Sometimes you need a real good girl to show you how to be real bad,” she said, kneeling next to the devil, who moaned into Joe’s cock as the angel began fingering her through her red body suit.

“Oh fuck!” cried Meika, as Tomoka pulled her head back and Joe’s wet cock fell out of her mouth. She gasped for breath, holding Joe’s thighs tightly as Tomoka continued to finger her from behind. Tomoka unwrapped the ponytail from around her fingers and swung it around Meika’s body, causing it to fall and hang between her friend’s heaving breasts.

Meika groaned with pleasure as Tomoka continued fingering her, and he watched as Tomoka leaned in and began sucking the top of his cock. Meika whimpered as she watched, then leaned in and started kissing the side of his shaft, wrapping her juicy lips around it and sucking and tonguing it. Joe groaned as the two women worked his cock at the same time, both eager to please him.

Tomoka let his cock fall from her lips, and Meika kissed up his shaft, licking the tip of his cock. As she did so, Tomoka leaned back in and began licking it as well, their soft, warm tongues brushing against one another as they worked. He groaned and gripped the armrests, controlling his breathing as both women licked his cock. As he watched them, they looked up at him and kissed down the sides of his cock, before running their tongues up and down the sides.

“Oh god!”

Joe turned to the sounds and realised they had come from Ami, whose hand was still between Sayaka’s legs, and now had Sayaka’s hand between hers. Both were watching Meika and Tomoka sucking his cock, enjoying the show as they fingered one another.

“Time for a tie-breaker,” said Meika. As Joe turned, he saw the devil climbing onto his lap, straddling him, the hot underside of her leotard rubbing against his saliva-coated cock. She raised herself onto her knees and reached underneath, pulling her devil costume to the side and guided him into her pussy. Joe groaned as he pressed into her tight slit, so warm and so wet.

Meika groaned as she moved slowly on top of him, working carefully to take his thick cock into her body. She placed her hands on his shoulders, keeping herself steady as she worked her way lower onto his cock, groaning with pleasure as he stretched her out.

“Sometimes you need a devil,” she gasped, sliding his whole length inside of her, “to show you a real good time.” She groaned as she raised herself up, letting his cock slide almost entirely out of her, before plunging back down fully onto it.

“Oh fuck!” she gasped, riding the full length of his cock, the soft fabric of her costume rubbing against his shaft as she moved. She gripped his shoulders tighter, her nails digging into him as she rode his cock faster, her tits bouncing in her costume as she moved. He ran her hands over her thighs and around to her ass, cupping her cheeks and guiding her up and down for a few moments. Then he slid his hands up her body and cupped her breasts through her costume. She moaned as he caressed them through her outfit, then slipped her hands into her costume and freed them.

“Oh yes!” she moaned, bouncing on his cock, her big tits bouncing freely.

“They’re so sweet, aren’t they?” whispered Tomoka into his ear from behind. “Don’t you just want to suck on them?” He really did. “Go on,” she encouraged, “suck on her big tits.”

Joe leaned forward and cupped both breasts, moving his mouth to one. Meika moaned loudly, her body shaking as Joe sucked at her nipple, his tongue moving in small circles around it. As he did this, he felt Tomoka’s hands moving over his body, stroking him up and down, then pulling his shirt off his shoulders and down his back. He let his hands fall from Meika’s bouncing breasts for a moment, moving his mouth from one breast to the other as he let Tomoka undress him. Shortly, he was shirtless, and he felt Tomoka’s hands stroking his bare chest as Meika rode his cock, felt her soft lips on his neck, as his hands returned to her breasts.

Joe felt Tomoka’s hand in his hair, pulling his mouth from Meika’s breast as she pulled his head back, and she kissed him hard from behind. Then she let him go and walked around the chair, to behind Meika. He watched as she ran her hands over her friend’s body, cupping her breasts, her slim fingers playing with Meika’s hard, wet nipples, causing the woman to moan, her body trembling as she continued to ride his cock.

He watched as Tomoka stared at him, her lips pressed to Meika’s ear, whispering.

“Oh fuck,” groaned Meika, “yes, please.” She groaned, and he felt her pussy convulsing on his cock, tightening around his length as she rode him. Tomoka kept whispering, one hand still on Meika’s breast, the other sliding between her legs, playing with Meika’s clit as her ass bounced off Joe’s thighs as she rode him faster. “Yes – please – oh fuck – yes, yes – oh fuck!” Her fingernails dug deeper into his shoulders, and he could feel her body getting closer and closer.

“Ohfuckohfuckohfuck!”

She cried out as she came on his cock, riding him furiously, her wet pussy slapping against him as she took his full length time and again, her body convulsing, her moans increasing as Tomoka continued to whisper in her ear, continued to play with her big tits and hard nipples, continuing to finger her clit, encouraging her to cum harder as she rode his cock.

Then, with a final moan that became a whimper, she slumped forward.

“Oh my god,” she whimpered, her breathing unsteady as she gently rocked on his cock, “oh my god.” She slumped forward, her arms around his neck, her face pressed into his shoulder, her hot breath on his neck as she gasped for air. She shuddered as he gently stroked her body, then looked at him and gently kissed him.

Tomoka leaned in and whispered something in her ear, and Meika nodded, groaning as she climbed off his cock, now dripping wet with her juices. Tomoka knelt down at Joe’s feet and took off his shoes, then pulled off his trousers from around his ankles, as behind her, Meika curled up on the plush rug on the floor. Then Tomoka stood up and took his hands and gently pulled him to his feet.

She pressed herself against him, kissing him softly as his cock slid under her dress and between her legs, rubbing against her warm, wet panties, as she moaned softly. Then she stepped back and looked him in the eye as she slid her hands under her dress and worked her panties down her thighs, before letting them fall to her feet. She stepped out of them and picked them up with one foot before grabbing them with her fingers.

She held them there for a moment, then placed them in his hand. He felt her heat on the soft material. She leaned forward, closing her eyes and opening her mouth wide. He hesitated for a moment, then slipped the wet panties into her mouth. She closed her mouth, with only a hint of white fabric poking between her lips, then straightened up and turned around. He watched as she got onto all fours, lowering her head to the rug and presenting herself to him. Her slit was wet and smooth, glistening with her desire, and as she wiggled her ass in his direction, she slid one hand between her legs and ran a finger between her wet lips, moaning softly.

Joe fell to his knees and ran his hands over her bare ass, watching carefully as she fingered herself. He leaned in and kissed her asscheeks, moving along and took the tip of her finger in his mouth. She moaned as he sucked the wetness from it, then slid it out and held herself steady as she prepared for his mouth on her pussy.

“Oh fuck!” she moaned into her panties, as he placed his mouth on her wet lips, running his tongue deeply up her, kissing and sucking at her pussy as he tongued her. She rocked on her hands and knees, rubbing her wetness across his face as he spread her asscheeks with his hands and continued to lick at her pussy.

“I want that,” moaned Ami, watching Joe licking Tomoka out from behind. Out of the corner of his eye, he watched as Sayaka slipped her fingers out from between Ami’s legs and slipped them into Ami’s mouth. Ami moaned as she sucked her wetness from her friend’s fingers, then kissed Sayaka as they slipped from her lips. Sayaka guided Ami onto her hands and knees on the couch, pushing her friend’s head into one of the pillows as she knelt behind her and hitched up her short dress. Ami let out a high-pitched whine as Sayaka, now positioned behind her, buried her face between her asscheeks and began to eat her out, as Ami watched Joe do the same to Tomoka.

Joe continued licking Tomoka’s pussy from behind, tasting her as her wetness spread across his face and a single droplet trickled down his neck. Tomoka moaned with pleasure, rocking furiously on her knees, rubbing herself against his face, desperate for more than his mouth on her pussy. He knew from her cries, from her body language, from her heat, that she needed him to fuck her, now.

Still, he continued to lick at her, holding her asscheeks wide, making her beg more and more until finally, he pulled his face away, stood up and pressed his cock into her dripping-wet pussy. Tomoka cried out with pleasure as Joe worked his thick cock into her tight body, getting deeper and deeper with each thrust as Tomoka rocked gently on her hands and knees, pushing back a little deeper each time, until he was buried fully inside of her. He stood there a moment, admiring her firm ass, his cock deep inside her, feeling her body quivering as she whined softly, then slowly pulled out most of the way and thrust back in. She groaned as he penetrated her fully, and began rocking on her knees as he picked up speed, throwing her ass back onto his cock as he began to pound her pussy.

“She moaned into her panties, loud enough to hear over the wet fap as he slammed into her pussy time and again, her lips gripping his shaft as he moved in and out of her. She shrieked as a hand came down hard on her ass.

“That’s for being a cheating little whore,” shouted Meika, spanking her angelic friend again. “For saying such disgusting things that you made me cum on his cock.” She spanked the angel again, and Tomoka cried out in a mixture of pleasure and pain.

“That’s it,” the devil whispered into Joe’s ear as she stood behind him, running her hands over his naked body, her large breasts pressed into his back, “pound her angelic pussy. Show her what it’s like to be bad.”

Joe groaned as the devil teased him, his body tensing, aching for release.

“Show me!” cried Meika. “Fuck the goodness out of her. Turn her into your dirty devil whore!”

Joe groaned as he felt Tomoka’s angelic pussy tighten on his cock.

“Give me that pussy,” cried Ami. As Joe turned, he saw Ami lying on her back, Sayaka straddling Ami’s face, her own dress pulled around her waist, lowering her ass onto Ami’s face. Sayaka moaned as she felt Ami’s mouth on her pussy, then, with a wink to Joe, buried her face between Ami’s legs.

Tomoka cried out with pleasure, capturing Joe’s attention once again.

“That’s it,” encouraged Meika, “ruin that innocent pussy!”

Joe fucked Tomoka hard and fast, pounding her reddening ass as she threw it back, Meika’s hands and lips exploring his body from behind, her nails scraping across his skin, her teeth nibbling at his neck and shoulders.

Tomoka began moaning loudly, her body shaking, and he felt she was getting close. He kept fucking her, both of them grunting as he pounded her from behind, her body shaking and sweating, her angelic wings flapping wildly, her halo askew as her body shook.

He could hear muffled moans, and even though she couldn’t speak, he could still hear the words she was desperate to say:

“Yes – oh yes – just like –oh fuck – you’re so fucking big – fuck – your big cock in my tight pussy feels so so good – I can feel you stretching me out – ruining me – making me yours! Oh fuck – I need your cock – all of it – forever – I’m gonna cum – don’t stop – don’t stop fucking me - please please, ruin me with your big cock – please please – oh fuck – I’m gonna – I’m gonna cu–oh fuck – I’m gonna cuuuuummmmm!”

She let out a high-pitch wail as she came on his cock, his thickness stretching her tight pussy as he pounded her ass, her walls fluttering on his cock, pushing him close to the edge, her moans mixing with the furious fapfapfap as he thrust repeatedly into her wet hole, pounding her as he drove her orgasm onwards with his cock.

Then, with a final cry of delight, she went limp on the floor. She lay there, face buried in the rug, her wings flapping gently as she lay exhausted. He leaned forward and gently took the piece of lacy white fabric sticking out from between her lips and gently pulled her panties out of her mouth.

“Oh my god,” she cried weakly, gasping for breath. He stroked her long, blonde hair, then slowly pulled his cock out of her tight pussy, and she gasped again, rolling onto her back and staring at him, wide-eyed, her pussy gaping between her legs, dripping wet, her pinkness throbbing between dark lips.

“Time to decide,” said Meika into his ear, before walking around and kneeling next to Tomoka, kissing her slowly. Joe watched the two women kissing, and his hand went to his cock, working his slick shaft quickly, as the two of them knelt before him. “Show us who you want the most.”

Tomoka moaned softly, biting her bottom lip as she watched Joe working his cock quickly as she got to her knees next to Meika, the two stunning women kneeling before him, their faces flushed from taking his cock, waiting eagerly for their tribute.

“Cum on me, please,” begged Tomoka, her eyes wet and wild. “You know how badly I want it.” As she begged him, she slipped the straps of her top off her shoulders and pulled down the front of her top, exposing her small but pert breasts, her hard and dark nipples. She ran her hands over them, pressing them together and moaning with pleasure. “I need it.”

“No,” cried Meika, “I didn’t bend over and take it, I showed you how a bad girl rides a good cock.”

Joe groaned as he pumped his cock faster, his hand sliding over his pussy-slick cock, as both of them begged him to cover their beautiful faces with cum. He could hear from the side, Ami and Sayaka, moaning with pleasure, both on the verge of their own orgasms. He worked himself faster and faster, his orgasm getting closer as he tried to choose between the angel and the devil.

Cum on me.

I want it on my face.

I want it in my mouth.

I want to taste you.

Give me your hot seed.

Cover me with your hot cum.

Make me yours.

I want it.

I need it.

Use me.

Please.

Oh yes.

Cum for me,

Just like that.

Keep going.

Just a little more.

That’s it, cum for me, cum for me now!

Please!

Joe cried out as he came, shooting his hot load thick and fast at the two women, both of their faces pressed together, their tongues hanging out, desperate for his seed. His first load splashed across both of their faces, coating their cheeks pressed together, then his body jerked, and he turned to the side, shooting a load across his angel’s pale face then turned and gave a load to his red-cheeked devil. He moaned as he continued to cum, thick ropes coating the women’s faces in quick succession, ropes dripping from their cheeks and lips and mouths, dripping from their chins onto to their chests, landing between their heaving tits as they begged for more, moaning as each fresh load shot across their soft skin, coating him as he marked his territory, until he was completely spent.

“Oh fuck,” he grunted as he stumbled back and fell into his chair, breathing heavily. He looked at the two women still kneeling on the plush rug, their beautiful faces covered in his cum, and continued watching as they turned to one another and kissed, no longer caring about who the winner was, simply content to share his load between them, as Ami and Sayaka moaned on the sofa, finding satisfaction in their own release.


Chapter Six

“So,” said Ami, “ did you make a decision?”

“Weren’t you supposed to be keeping an eye out?” asked Joe, smiling.

“I err…” she stammered, “got distracted.”

“My bad,” said Sayaka.

“So very bad,” said Ami, kissing Sayaka.

Meika and Tomoka were sitting on Joe’s lap now, still half-dressed, their faces and chests cleaned of his cum, which they had done for one another, before teaming up to clean their juices from his cock.

He looked from one to the other.

“Well?” asked Sayaka. “What was the decision?”

“Well,” said Joe, “the winner was decided by whose face I came on first, right?”

“Right,” said Meika.

“Which was me,” said Tomoka.

“Excuse me,” said Meika, “I think you’ll find it was me.”

“Actually,” he said, sheepishly, “it was both of you.”

“You came on both of them at the same time?!” asked Ami.

“How is that even possible?” asked Sayaka.

“Well,” he said sheepishly, “they kinda had their faces pressed together, and I kind of came in the middle of them, so it kind of hit them both at the same time.”

“I’m sure it hit my face first,” said Tomoka.

“You can’t possibly know that,” said Meika.

“Well, I can,” Tomoka insisted.

“Ok,” said Sayaka, trying to calm the mood. “We’ll say for the sake of argument that you managed to cum on both of them at the same time. The obvious question then is, who did you mean to cum on first?”

“Truthfully,” he said, looking from one to the other, “I couldn’t pick.” They looked at him, dumbfounded. “How could I? It’s literally impossible! Besides, you complement each other so well, it would be unfair to split you up.”

“So what,” asked Meika, sternly, “you just want to work with us and fuck us as a pair?”

“I didn’t mean…” he began. “I wasn’t suggesting…”

“Sounds good to me,” said Tomoka.

“Me too,” said Meika.

With that, they both gave him a kiss on the cheek and hopped off his lap.

He looked at them, dumbfounded, as they picked up the remains of their costumes and clothes and clicked off towards the bedroom.

Sayaka laughed, and he turned to her as the bedroom door clicked closed.

“What’s so funny?” he asked.

Sayaka and Ami looked at him for a second, then burst into laughter.

“Oh no,” said Ami, “you didn’t think that was for real, did you?”

“What was for real?”

“That you would have to choose,” said Sayaka. “They were just having you on.”

He stared at them.

“It’s a joint photoshoot for tomorrow,” said Ami. “They’re well-known for appearing in promos together. It would actually be weirder if they weren’t together!”

“So what was all that?” he asked.

“We told you,” said Sayaka, “the night’s entertainment. “And very entertained we were.”

“I noticed,” he said. Sayaka smiled, and Ami blushed.

“I get a little carried away sometimes,” said Ami, curling into Sayaka.

“I noticed that, too,” he said.

“Oh well,” said Sayaka, “no harm done. All’s well that ends well, and all that. And things ended very well for you.”

“That they did,” said Joe, still feeling the heat of the two women on his body, “that they did.”


Chapter Seven

“That was fun,” said Tomoka, and gave him a peck on the cheek.

“You sure you can’t stay a little longer?” asked Joe, addressing the two women once again in the corridor, once again in the plush fur coats.

“That sounds like it would be a lot of fun,” said Meika, “but we need our beauty sleep, and I don’t think we’d get much of that if we stayed here.”

“You’re both beautiful enough,” he said.

“We know,” said Meika, “and we intend to keep it that way. Laters.” She leaned in and gave him a kiss on the other cheek, then both of them began to walk down the corridor.

“See you tomorrow,” said Tomoka, turning to give him a little wave, before they both disappeared around the corner.

Joe waved to the space where they once stood, then closed the door and sighed. He hardly knew them, but felt like he missed them already.

“Penny for your thoughts, darling?” said Sayaka, as she walked out of his bedroom, wearing a pair of oversized pyjamas, the arms of which were rolled fashionably up to her elbows.

“Where did you get those?” he asked.

Sayaka shrugged. “One of the multiple drawers of goodies that come with a place like this. Heaven forfend some elite guest should have to sleep naked.”

“That sounds awful,” he said.

“I’m sure it does,” she said, “so I’m sure you’re delighted we found something to sleep in.”

“I don’t know how I would have lived with myself,” he said, “but also, I don’t remember asking you to stay over?”

“Oh, you didn’t,” she said, walking towards the kitchen, “but we thought you were just being shy.”

“We know how indecisive you can be,” said Ami, appearing behind him and wrapping her arms around him, wearing another pair of oversized pyjamas, the arms most definitely not rolled up on her pair.

“Exactly,” said Sayaka, getting herself a glass of water, “so we decided to make the decision for you.”

“And where did you decide you’d be sleeping?” he asked.

“In your bed,” said Ami, squeezing him tightly.

“And where will I be sleeping?” he continued.

“Between us, obviously,” said Sayaka, before taking a long drink of water, then letting out a satisfied sigh. “Now, if you wouldn’t mind, I think it’s time to hit the hay.” Ami yawned and rested her head on his back. “So why don’t you go freshen up, and you can join us shortly?”

Sayaka took Ami’s hand as she walked past Joe, and both of them headed into the bedroom.

“Oh yes,” I nearly forgot,” said Sayaka, “I’m afraid there aren’t any pyjamas left for you.”

“But we can share,” said Ami, smiling as she played with the top button of her oversized pyjama shirt.

“I’m sure we can figure something out,” said Joe, knowing full well that neither of them would be wearing anything for very long.

“Are you sure?” asked Sayaka.

“Very,” he replied.

“That sounded very decisive,” said Sayaka, “maybe you’re learning how to make the big decisions, after all.”

“There’s only one way to find out,” he said.

They smiled at him and walked into the bedroom, as Joe headed to the second shower. There, as he got cleaned up, he thought about how he needed his beauty sleep far more urgently than Meika and Tomoka, but unlike them, he wasn’t going to get any.

That, he could say for certain.


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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