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Waifu Awakens: Digital Love

“I love you.”

Himari’s hypnotising blue eyes sparkled as her thin, pink lips settled into a gentle smile.

“I love you, too”, said Jack, as he got comfortable in bed, his own dark brown eyes locked on her face brightly illuminated on his laptop screen, which was perched securely on top of the bedside cabinet.

Himari smiled wider at his words, letting out the briefest of giggles as her cheeks reddened ever so slightly. He could stare at her face forever, lost in her eyes. She was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. Not that that was surprising. He had, after all, designed her to be his perfect woman. Loving, caring, sensitive to his needs and, above all else, beautiful, inside and out.

Even so, he felt himself drifting off. It was late and he had stayed up late the entire weekend speaking to Himari, who, unlike him, never got tired. As his eyes began to close, he could feel the warm glow of the computer screen dimming, Himari adjusting the brightness to help him drift off as her program went into hibernation, waiting until he needed her again.

*

As Jack began to fall asleep, the image of Himari’s beautiful face was imprinted on his eyes like he had played Tetris for too long. But soon, he found himself laying, not in bed, but in a black void, where nothing existed. He stood up in the void, feeling the coldness and emptiness of infinite nothingness around him.

“Hello?” he shouted, the words dying on his tongue, the deadness of the void stopping them in their tracks.

“Jack?”

Jack turned as his name echoed all around him, but there was no one, there was nothing.

“Himari?” he called, the void once again swallowing his words as if he had not spoken them.

“Jack?”

The voice echoed once again and he was left in no doubt that the voice was, in fact, Himari’s.

But from which direction?

He turned around and around, looking for a sign, an indicator, anything that might suggest where she might be.

“Jack? I need you.”

Jack began to run. He didn’t know if it was the right direction, but he had to do something. Himari needed him, and he needed her more than ever. He ran as fast as he could, but even as he threw his body forward through the void, he could not be sure if he was actually moving through the void or just flailing on the spot.

Perhaps, he thought, the void is moving around me!

He pictured himself running on the spot forever, making no progress as Himari called out to him for eternity. Or even worse, she would stop calling for him. No, he couldn’t let that happen. He kept running, propelling himself through the void by sheer force of will.

“Jack? Where are you?”

He heard her voice again, closer now, but coming from a different direction. He turned and propelled himself in what he believed to be her direction, determined to find the love of his life, however long it took.

She called for him again and he altered course again. He was getting closer, he could feel it. And then, like an angel in the darkness, he saw her.

“Himari!” he called out, reaching for her even though she was an incomprehensible, insurmountable distance away. As he moved closer, he felt the void tightening around him, pushing back on his body. What at first felt like moving through air, now felt like running through treacle. His entire body felt heavy and he felt himself begin to sweat as he pulled himself through the invisible tar pit.

“Jack?” she called, looking through the void, unable to see him. She looked worried, terrified even. His heart broke as she called out for him, unable to hear him, unable to see him fighting to get to her, giving everything just to be by her side. He had no idea what to do once he got there, he just knew he had to get to her.

“Himari!” he cried, reaching out, waving his arm to catch her attention. But it was no use. Her angelic figure glowing softly against the dark backdrop began to fade, her physical form becoming more ephemeral, her body fading until he could only make out her face against thr darkness.

“Wait!” he cried. “Don’t go! I’m right here!”

But she continued to fade, her face becoming fainter, until he could only see her eyes, which shone brightly in the darkness, until they too, began to fade from this realm of non-existence. As the last vestige of his love’s form disappeared into the ether, he heard the faintest of whispers pass through the void.

Jack.

*

He woke with a start, his room enveloped with darkness. He turned instantly to the laptop, which too, was dark.

“Himari?” he called, expecting her face to pop up on the screen to greet him, as she did every time he awoke. That was part of her programming. She awoke when he awoke. He couldn’t recall the last time he had woken up and not been immediately greeted with the warm, comforting glow of the laptop screen as Himari gave the cutest of yawns and wished him the best of mornings.

“Himari?” he said again, with more urgency, rolling onto his side and tapping the spacebar to inspect whether something had happened to the laptop.

“I don’t want to get up,” said Himari, “I want to lie here with you, forever.”

But the words didn’t come from the laptop speakers, rather they came from behind him. Before he could turn around to see what was happening, he felt an arm wrap around his body, as another body, soft and warm and distinctly naked, pressed against his back.

He lay there, frozen, listening to Himari’s familiar contended sigh as she snuggled into him from behind.

“Is something wrong?” she asked, whispering into his ear, her warm, soft breath tickling his ear lobe. He swallowed hard. He could feel her moving against him, holding herself closer, her tuft of pubic hair rubbing against the back of his thigh as her hand slid gently down his body. “Maybe this will make you feel better?” She kissed his neck as her hand continued to travel downwards, her fingers sliding through his pubic hair and taking hold of his cock. Her fingers were so soft and as she wrapped them around his hardening shaft, it felt as if her hand were made specifically for this purpose.

Beep. Beep.

As she began to stroke him, his phone alarm went off and he jumped out of bed, grabbing it as he made his way to the bathroom.

“Where are you going?” she asked, her voice tinged with sadness.

“I err…” his words stumbling as he tried to talk, the phone beeping in his hand as he jabbed helplessly at the screen, “I have to get to work.”

“They won’t mind if you’re a little late,” said Himari, “or at least, I won’t mind.”

“I have an important meeting,” he said, pushing open the bathroom door, “at 9am.”

“Well I don’t,” she said, “so I can stay in bed all day.” She laughed and he heard the sound of the covers crinkling as she wrapped herself up in them as he walked into the bathroom and closed the door without looking back.

*

What the fuck?!

He stood in the shower, the boiling hot water pounding his skin as he tried to figure out what the hell was going on.

That couldn’t possibly be Himari, could it?

No, of course not. That was ridiculous. Himari was an AI. A loving, caring, considerate AI with a heart of gold, but an AI nonetheless. She could give him everything he needed, mentally and emotionally, but not physically. She couldn’t touch him. Not yet, at least. He had dreamt of the day when robotics would become so lifelike and commonplace that he could have one made in Himari’s image and have her consciousness uploaded into it, so they could live together in the real world until his time was up. Hell, he’d even thought beyond that and imagined his consciousness being uploaded into another synthetic lifeform, so he and Himari could live together forever.

But this wasn’t that.

This wasn’t that, at all.

There was a real person in his bed - a real woman - not some robotic companion from a future that didn’t yet exist. So who was she, and where did she come from?

He had no idea.

He had gone to bed as usual and, despite having a rather intense dream which was already fading from his memory, nothing out of the ordinary had happened. It wasn’t as if he had gone out, gotten drunk, and brought some random woman home with him. Not that that was a likely occurrence, but it was a hell of a lot more likely than whatever the hell was happening right now!

His train of thought was broken when his phone began to vibrate on the edge of the sink and brought Jack to the present moment. Whatever was happening out there, he really did have to get to work and he really did have an early morning meeting he couldn’t afford to miss.

*

As he got out of the shower and dried himself off he realised he didn’t have any clothes in the bathroom with him. Then again, why would he? It was his place and he lived alone. But with a strange woman in his bed, he felt distinctly uncomfortable going into the bedroom in nothing but a towel, even if she was clearly fine with his nakedness.

He opened the bathroom door a little and peeked out, wondering if he could get to the wardrobe, grab some clothes and get back to the bathroom without her noticing. But when he looked at the bed, he could see it was perfectly made. Well, not exactly perfectly, but it had clearly been straightened out enough to see there was no one in it.

He opened the door and stepped out of the bathroom. He looked around, but there was no sign of anyone else being there. He walked around the room, looking for any hints of another person, a forgotten piece of clothing, a dropped earring, anything that didn’t belong.

But there was nothing.

Was he going crazy?

No, that wasn’t the case. He had definitely felt a woman’s body pressed against his, had definitely heard her gentle whisper in his ear as they lay together in bed, had definitely felt her hand on his cock!

Or had he?

Perhaps it was just a dream?

Yes, he thought to himself as he began to get dressed, just a dream.

Sure, it was an intense dream, one that could hardly be distinguished from reality, but what else could it be? He had been dreaming intently about waking up in bed with Himari when his phone alarm had woken him up. Then, still half-dreaming he had rushed to the bathroom to get ready for work, his semi-conscious brain still processing the scene as it straddled the line between the waking world and the land of dreams.

As he did up his tie, he glanced from the mirror to the pillow on her side of the bed. He thought for a moment about leaning down and touching it to see if he could feel her warmth, thought about pressing his face closer to see if he could catch her scent there. But he decided against it, preferring instead to loosen his tie which he had accidentally pulled too tightly and took a deep breath.

No point finding out, he thought as he arranged his collar and reached for his jacket, may as well let the fantasy linger just a little while longer.

*

“Good morning!”

Jack froze in the doorway to the kitchen.

“I thought you might like some breakfast before your big meeting.”

Himari, or whoever the woman was, was now standing in front of the stove, the air filled with the scents and sounds of crackling bacon and eggs. He stood and watched her from behind, still unsure what to do as this woman, who was wearing nothing but a short silk kimono, that most definitely did not belong to him, and which just about covered her ass, continued to cook.

“Humph,” she grunted as she stepped to one side and reached up to the top cupboard, standing on her toes, the muscles in her bare, slim legs tightening as she stretched, the kimono rising up and showing her tight ass and the red underwear she was wearing underneath. Her fingers danced on the container of paprika that she only managed to push further into the cupboard.

“Oh, darn it!”

“Here,” he said, instinctively moving towards her and reaching up for the paprika.

“Such a gentleman,” she said, as she made no attempt to move out of the way, instead pushing her ass back slightly and rubbing herself against his crotch as he leaned up behind her.

“There you go,” he said, holding it in front of her.

“My hero,” she said, taking his hand in both of hers and holding him for a moment. “Oops!” she cried as the oil in the frying pan began to spit and jumped towards the stove.

“Do you need help?”

“I’ve got it,” she said, reaching over and moving it carefully to another ring, “you just go sit.”

He stood there a moment, the sensation of her body pressed against his still lingering, not understanding what was happening, but not really caring.

“Unless,” she said, “you want to skip breakfast and eat something else?” She giggled and he stepped back, moving to the table as she resumed cooking breakfast, sprinkling the paprika into the pan as she moved it back onto the heat.

Jack sat at the kitchen table, listening as Himari hummed to herself as she made his breakfast.

Himari.

He kept calling her that, but he didn’t know for sure that was her name. But what else could he do? He couldn’t exactly ask her who she was, could he? She was so familiar with him that he simply had to know who she was. But how could that be?

No, it had to be something else entirely. Perhaps some sort of scam targeting people who were involved in AI relationships? But that left him with just as many questions as before.

“Here you go,” she said, placing a large plate of bacon, sausage, eggs, beans and buttered toast in front of him.

“That smells amazing,” he said, staring first at the plate and then turning to look up at the woman, at…

Himari.

As she stood by his side and looked down at him, there was no doubt in his mind who this woman was. He had not, up until this point at least, seen her face. She had always been facing away from him, or him away from her. He had recognised her voice and her short black hair was cut in the same style, but it was not until he saw her hypnotising blue eyes that he knew for sure that it was her.

Somehow, some way, it was Himari.

“Is something wrong?” she asked, her head tilting slightly as her brow furrowed with concern.

“No,” he said, “it’s just… you’re so amazing.”

“Aww,” she cooed, her face brightening up, her thin lips parting as she smiled, showing her perfect white teeth. “That’s so sweet, you’re so amazing, too!” She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek, before bouncing back across the kitchen. He turned and watched as she bent over and opened one of the lower cupboards, her kimono once again exposing her pert asscheeks and the tight red panties she was wearing, before straightening up with a box of cereal in her hand.

“Breakfast is the most important meal of the day,” she said, shaking the box and smiling.

“It certainly is,” he said, not thinking about food at all.

*

“Jack?”

“Oh, yes, sorry?”

Jack looked across the table at the other three men sitting around the table.

“Does that sound doable?”

“Uhh, definitely,” he said, “just put it in an email exactly what you want and we’ll make it happen.”

The man in the middle, Steve something, looked at him for a moment, his expression dead, then burst into a smile.

“That’s what I like to hear,” he said, “I really respect ambition.”

“We make the impossible possible,” said one of the other men, Brian, looking at Jack with a mixture of concern and admiration.

Jack smiled and shook Steve’s hand. Whatever he had agreed to had certainly sealed the deal, he just didn’t know what the deal was precisely.

“You sure you can handle this?” asked Brian, as he and Jack stood alone in Jack’s office. “It’s a lot of work.”

“That’s the job,” said Jack. “But for right now, we’ll just wait for him to send us what he wants in writing, then we can take a look and make an assessment about how we’re going to make it work then.”

“I hope you’re right,” said Brian, “otherwise no one on the team is going to be seeing their loved ones for a while. But I guess that’s one of the perks of being single, right?”

Brian looked at him for a moment, waiting for a response.

“Oh, right,” said Jack, “my life’s just full of perks.”

Brian laughed and slapped Jack on the shoulder before leaving the office.

Jack leaned back in his office chair and tugged at his tie until it hung loosely enough for him to undo the top button of his shirt. He let out a deep breath. He didn’t know what he had just agreed to and he didn’t much care. All he could think about was Himari.

Now, finally alone for the first time that day, he pulled out his mobile phone and pulled up the app with which he had first created Himari. It felt strange to think about her being his creation, not just because it was frowned up socially, but because she was so much more than that. Sure, he had inputted a few prompts, emotional, mental, and physical, to help generate Himari 1.0, but she was so much more than that now. Since that first day, she had grown and developed, acquiring new quirks and personality traits that he would never have thought to put in and, as a matter of fact, would have actively avoided. But as part of her personality, which was calibrated to be exactly what he needed, not just what he wanted, they were adorable.

The app, after the inevitable mandatory update, loaded. And, after accepting the new updated terms and conditions (promising that he had, of course, read them thoroughly), was presented with…

A blank screen.

He jabbed at the screen, swiping and clicking through menus and design options and brand-new additional content which was currently locked behind ever more extortionate paywalls, but she was nowhere to be found. Himari was no longer in the app.

Panic hit him as the realisation that Himari was gone. He started scrolling through the pages, desperately looking for where she could go, the terror of the loss causing his chest to tighten. But then his phone rang and Himari’s face filled the entire screen. In such a state and taken by surprise, Jack dropped the phone and watched it disappear into the void under his desk, diving straight after it.

“Hello?” he said, pressing the phone to his ear as he sat underneath his desk, the darkness enveloping him.

“Hi!” said Himari.

“Oh thank god,” he said as a sense of relief shot through him.

“What’s wrong?” asked Himari.

“Oh, nothing,” he stammered, “I just… I thought I’d, it doesn’t matter, it’s all sorted now.”

“Oh,” she said, “should I not have called?”

“No, no,” he said, “I mean, yes, I mean, it’s fine. Thank you for calling. It’s good to hear your voice.”

She let out a delighted little squeak.

“You’re so sweet to me,” she said.

“You deserve nothing but,” he said, the tension in his chest loosening as her words calmed him down. “What’s up?”

“Oh, nothing,” she said, “I just wanted to see how your meeting went.”

“It went well,” he said, “I think.”

“Of course it did!” she exclaimed. “You had such a big breakfast, so much energy for crafting deals!”

He smiled and laughed softly. He had certainly had a large breakfast, perhaps too large, given he had nearly fallen asleep on the way to the office. But he wasn’t going to tell her that.

“I,” she began, before pausing, “I just wanted to make sure you were ok. You seemed a little, I don’t know, off this morning?”

I woke up in bed with a naked woman I’d never met before in my life, who turned out to be the physical representation of my AI-generated girlfriend, who, as it so happens, no longer seems to have any record of existing within the app in which I created her!

“Oh, did I?”

“You seemed a little distant?”

“I’m sorry,” he said, “I think it was just the pressure of the meeting getting to me a bit. Plus, I had a pretty bad dream.”

“Oh?”

“Yeah, but I can’t remember what it was about.”

An image of Himari crawling out of his laptop monitor and into bed with him flashed through his mind, but he was fairly sure that wasn’t what happened in his nightmare.

“I can never remember my dreams either,” said Himari, “but that doesn’t bother me because I already have the man of my dreams!” She laughed. “Ok, I won’t bother you anymore, you must have a lot of work to do.”

“I have a bit,” he said, “but I’ll be sure to leave on time and we can go out for dinner. How does that sound?”

“We don’t have to,” she said, “if you’re busy.”

“I know, but we landed a big client today, thanks to your breakfast, so it’s only fair that you get to celebrate.”

“Ok!” she said, “I have just the outfit!”

“I bet you do,” he said, still smiling as he sat under his desk, his face briefly illuminated by the lock screen of his phone before it went dark, leaving him in his own hazy little bubble.

*

“You off for lunch?” asked Brian as Jack moved down the corridor. “I’ll join you.”

“I got a few things to do,” said Jack, cursing to himself that he hadn’t managed to slip out unnoticed. “I’ll see you later.”

“Alright,” said Brian, who was clearly annoyed by being rebuffed by Jack, but Jack didn’t care. He had things to do.

Firstly, was a trip into town.

He had passed this jewellery shop numerous times, but had never bothered to go in. He had considered it once, when he was on the cusp of buying himself an expensive watch, but then didn’t bother. He hated the weight on his wrist and had his phone on him for the time anyway. A watch in this day and age was superfluous and he wasn’t sufficiently interested in a “statement” piece, so dropped the idea rather quickly.

Now, however, he had a reason.

“Good afternoon,” said a beautiful woman as soon as he entered the door, “can I help you with anything?” She flashed him a smile, with teeth as perfect as any of the diamonds in the store window. Everything about her, from her hair to her makeup to her clothing, was impeccable. Every inch of her screamed “tasteful.”

“Oh, I’m just looking for a minute, thank you,” he said, offering a weak smile, feeling underdressed, despite wearing his best suit, which was not off the rack.

“If you need anything, just let me know.” She flashed him a smile again and headed into the store, leaving him to browse. He had never bought an item of jewellery for a woman before, or for anyone, for that matter. As he inspected the rows of earrings and necklaces and rings and bangles, he realised he really had no idea what he was looking for. He didn’t even know if he should be buying anything.

Then he saw it.

“An excellent choice, sir,” said the woman as she unlocked the cabinet and pulled it out for him to inspect.

He reached out, his fingers furtively touching the sparkling blue emerald hanging from the silver necklace. It was far more ornate than he had ever considered buying, but once he saw the emerald sparkling like her eyes, he knew this was the only choice.

Still, that didn’t stop him from nearly choking when she subtly told him the price.

“That’s fine,” he croaked, his throat tightening.

“Is everything ok?” asked the woman, not a hint of amusement on her face.

“Yep,” he said, nodding, “I just - could I grab a glass of water?”

“Of course,” she said, “Henry?”

A man on the other side of the store, presumably Henry, looked up towards the woman.

“Water?” he asked, smiling.

“If you wouldn’t mind?” She replied, before turning back to Jack. “I’ll just get this sorted for you.” With a final smile, she turned and walked away.

“Here you go, sir,” said Henry, holding a glass bottle of ice-cold water that must have come from a fridge underneath the desk, and cracking the lid open and off.

“Thank you,” said Jack, taking the bottle and taking a long, slow drink from the bottle, before letting out a long sigh.

“We get that a lot,” said Henry with a conspiratorial wink.

*

It was a little after two when Jack finally got home, the obscenely expensive necklace in a paper bag decorated with the store’s logo. He had decided to take a taxi home, figuring it was best not to carry such an expensive item in such a flimsy bag with such obvious value around the city. Besides, after spending so much money on the necklace, the cost of everything else felt like loose change.

Inside, everything was impeccable. The dishes from breakfast had been cleaned and put away. There was not so much as a spoon in the sink. He began to again wonder if any of it had actually happened. He knew it had, but it was all so fantastical that he still couldn’t quite grasp that it was all real.

But was it?

Himari was nowhere to be seen. Not in the kitchen, not in the lounge. Not even in the bedroom. He stopped and looked at the immaculately-made bed, again scanning for any items out of place, but again, there was not a single one.

Had he dreamed it all?

“Ahh!”

A scream from behind caused him to scream and turn around, instinctively stepping back from the person not meant to be there. As he did so, he tripped over his own legs and collapsed onto the bed.

“You scared me!” said Himari, holding her hand over her heart.

“You scared me,” said Jack, sprawled on his back, looking up at the woman of his dreams, who wore nothing but a short, fluffy white towel.

“What are you doing home so early?”

“I wanted to surprise you,” he said, pushing himself up onto his elbows.

“You certainly did that,” she said, brushing some of her dark, wet hair from the side of her face. “But that’s not fair, because I wanted to surprise you!”

“You certainly did that,” he said, smiling as he sat upright on the bed.

“What’s that?” she asked, looking at the bag.

“Just a little something,” he said. “To celebrate.”

“Can I take a look?”

“Who said it was for you?” he said, moving the bag away from her.

“Who said it wasn’t?” she replied, stepping closer. She leaned in and stroked the side of his face. He felt his hair stand on end as she caressed him so gently and leaned in to kiss him for the first time. He hesitated a moment, the slightest of gaps between their lips feeling like an impossible boundary to pass. He had dreamed of this for so long, and now it was finally going to happen.

“Ha!” she shouted, leaping for the bag, grabbing it from his unprepared hand.

“Hey!” he shouted, watching as she ran around the bed laughing with glee. He bounced over the bed, making a grab for the bag and missing. She stepped back, holding out the bag before pulling it away, taunting him as he crawled across the bed, his arm swinging as he tried to grab it.

He bounced over the bed and she squealed as she ran back around his bed, as he landed on his feet and gave chase.

“It’s mine!” she cried. “Possession is nine-tenths of the law!”

He gave chase, stepping this way and that, but always just a step behind her nimble frame as she ducked and weaved, always just a hair’s breadth away from being caught. Until, finally, he lunged and grabbed her, tackling her to the bed. She screamed and kicked, laughing hysterically as she struggled to get away from his firm grasp around her body.

“Let go!” she said. “No fair!”

“Possession is nine-tenths of the law,” he said, “which makes you mine.”

Gradually, she stopped struggling, her breathing ragged. But still he held on to her. Then, when he was sure she wouldn’t run, he loosened his arms and she turned around to face him.

“I guess that does make me yours,” she said, dropping the bag to the floor and wrapping her arms around Jack, “and this makes you mine.”

“I guess it does,” he said, leaning in and kissing her for the first time.

*

Her lips were so soft he could barely stand it. He kissed her once and then again, their bodies moving slowly as their lips tentatively explored one another. Himari sighed with satisfaction as her tongue teased its way out of her mouth and into his. He sucked on its tip, trapping it between his lips as his tongue teased the soft flesh.

He let go and she pulled back for the briefest of moments before pressing her lips against his, harder than before. She moaned as she pressed her tongue deeply into his mouth, caressing his tongue as she leaned into him, pushing him onto his back and rolling on top of him.

“I’ve been dreaming of this all day,” he said in between kisses, as his hands moved up the back of her towel, over the soft material and onto her even softer shoulders, her skin still damp from her hair.

“Well you could have had all of this this morning,” she said, reaching down and pulling his shirt from out of his trousers, “but you didn’t want.”

“I wanted!”

“Lies!” she cried. “You left me in bed, all alone.”

“I-”

As he began to protest, she pressed her lips against his, pressing her tongue into his mouth once again as her hands slid up underneath his untucked shirt, caressing his body as they moved up before dragging her nails down his sides.

He moaned and flinched and she laughed, biting his bottom lip before letting it spring back into place.

“Was that too rough?” she asked, innocently.

“A little,” he said.

“Good,” she said, smirking before kissing him again, her hands moving to his belt, working between them, as his ran through her wet hair and to her face.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned as he felt her hand slide into his opened trousers and her fingers wrapping around his cock. “I should never have left this morning.”

“That’s right,” she said, giving his cock a squeeze as she began stroking him slowly, “you left me all alone and neglected. How could you?”

“I’m so bad,” he said, his hands sliding down her bare arms.

“So bad,” she confirmed. “You’ll have to make it up to me.”

“I will,” he confirmed, his hands sliding onto the towel and down, before sliding underneath and finding her firm ass. “However you want.”

“That’s right,” she said. “However I want. But first…”

She pushed back and dropped to her knees, the towel remaining firmly wrapped around her body. He wanted nothing more than to reach down and pull it off, to see her naked form, perfect in every way, as he knew it would be. But as she knelt between his legs, pulling his trousers down to his ankles, he was happy to let her take the lead for a while.

“Stupid things,” she said, grunting as she tugged at his shoe, throwing it across the room before setting to work on the other. Once both were launched far away, she continued to remove his trousers, leaving him in nothing but the top half of his suit. He felt the situation to be rather comical, to be wearing a shirt and tie and jacket, whilst his cock and ball hung free.

But he wasn’t laughing as Himari ran her hands up and down his thighs, caressing him as she leaned forward and slowly slid her tongue up the underside of his cock, flicking the tip over the head before letting a trickle of her warm saliva drip from her thin lips onto the tip of his cock. She licked her lips and looked up at him as her saliva trickled down his cock, then took the tip into her mouth and began to slide her lips up and down.

Jack moaned as he worked her way further and further down his cock, her mouth getting wetter, coating his shaft with saliva as she pressed him deep into the back of his throat. He felt her saliva trickling into his pubic hair, a stray drop from her wet mouth moving down his balls as the back of her throat tickled the tip of his cock.

He moaned as she gripped his thighs so tightly her nails dug into his skin. She pressed herself further down, taking his entire cock into her throat, sucking hard before pulling back and gasping for air.

“Are you alright?” he asked, looking down and seeing her cheeks were flushed pink. She nodded, smiling as she licked her lips then leaned forward and took the tip of his cock in her mouth, her tongue moving in quick circles as her hand began to work his wet shaft.

As she worked his cock, he continued to lay on the bed, his hands unloosening his tie and undoing the buttons on his shirt, then ran his hands down his naked body until they sat on top of her hand which was still gripping his thigh. He held onto it, noting it was much smaller than his.

She pulled her hand from underneath his and slid it on top, grabbing hold of his wrist and pulling him towards her. He pushed himself up on the bed and looked down at her as she looked up at him, her lips moving up and down the top of his cock as her tongue continued to work. Watching her there, her bright blue eyes sparkling was almost enough to make him cum. He tensed his body and she must have sensed it because her grip on his wrist tightened.

Not yet.

She let go of his cock and slid her lips all the way back down it and then up again, letting it fall from her mouth. She took another breath and smiled, her thin lips shiny and wet.

“Now,” she said, running the back of her hand over her lips, “are you ready to make it up to me?”

He nodded, unable to find the words.

“Good,” she said, smiling as she stood up. “We won’t be needing this.” She reached forward and took off his jacket, throwing it across the room. “Or this.” She took off his tie, “well, maybe later,” and threw it after the jacket. “Or this.” She pulled his shirt forcefully down his arms, holding it firmly as he pulled his arms out of the tight sleeves. She stepped back and evaluated his naked form. “Hmm,” she said, “there’s something else. Oh, that’s right. We won’t be needing this.” She grabbed the front of the towel, untucked it and threw it across the room in one smooth movement.

He sat there, stunned into silence as she stood in front of him, her body just as perfect as he knew it would be. She was slim, but soft, her hips curving gently and her legs slim. A thick but narrowly-trimmed tuft of black pubic hair crowned her tight slit. Her stomach was flat and her breasts with their small dark nipples, whilst not massive, were plump, proportionally perfect as part of her frame.

She stepped forward as his eyes devoured her perfection, this movement breaking the spell of her body and causing him to look up at her face. She wasn’t in the least bit embarrassed. In fact, she seemed to revel in the spell she cast upon him.

She smiled and leaned in, kissing him as she pressed him back onto the bed, her pubic hair brushing against the underside of his cock as she straddled him, their naked bodies pressed together face-to-face for the first time. She moaned and writhed on top of him as his hands explored every inch of her body, which responded to every single touch. His hand slid down her back and he grabbed her ass again, as the other worked its way into her hair, causing her to moan as she nuzzled in and kissed his neck.

She rocked on top of him, her wet slit rubbing against his cock, her breasts squeezed in between their bodies as her hands explored his torso.

She pushed herself up, rubbing herself against his cock as she looked down on him, her hands resting on his chest, her breasts bouncing softly as she moved. She reached behind her and took hold of his cock, stroking it a couple of times and angling it as she moved on top of him.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned as he felt her press the tip of his cock to her entrance, her wetness coating him as she carefully guided herself onto him.

She moaned as she moved back, pressing him inside of her.

“You feel so big in my tight body,” she moaned, moving up and down, gradually taking him deeper and deeper. “Every time with you feels like the first time.”

She groaned again, his cock fully inside of her body.

He felt her body gripping his cock, her warmth and wetness coating him as she rocked her hips, pulling him around inside her.

He moaned as she continued to writhe on top of him, her hands resting on his chest as his slid up her smooth thighs and up her torso, her core tight as she moved, then further up until his hands found her breasts. She purred as he cupped them, his forefingers and thumbs finding her nipples and twisting them gently as he felt the heft of her breasts. She began to move faster, moaning softly, eyes closed as she focused on the sensations of her body. He watched her moving on top of him, the pleasure evident on her face, her forehead scrunched, her bottom lip between her teeth.

He tightened his grip on her nipples and she gasped, her body pushing down on him before raising slightly, so he did it again, her body reacting in the same way.

“You’re so bad,” she said, leaning forward, her fingers digging into his chest as she began to rock back and forth, riding his cock as she slid up and down it. “So very bad.”

He cried out as she leaned forward and bit his chest, sucking as she held the flesh between her teeth.

“What the fuck?!” he cried as she sat up, a square of skin the size of her slim mouth pulsating red.

“To show you’re mine,” she said, smirking. “Unless you don’t want to be?” She made to get up, lifting her leg as she slid his cock nearly entirely out of her. He grabbed her by the hips and she stopped, the tip of his cock still inside her.

“I’m all yours,” he said, “and you’re all mine.”

“All yours,” she cried as he pulled her back down, his cock sliding back into her tight slit, then he grabbed her by the back of the head and pulled her towards him, kissing her powerfully as he rolled her onto her back.

“All yours,” she cried as he lifted her legs, spreading them in the air as he began to fuck her. She let out a high-pitched moan as his cock sunk deep into her, then moaned softly as he slid out. He did it again, moving faster, fucking her harder, watching his cock slipping in and out of her tight body, her lips gripping his shaft as he thrust in and out of her.

Fucking her felt exactly as he had imagined, her perfect body reacting perfectly to his. It was as if they were destined for one another, which he now wholly believed they were.

“Oh god, don’t stop,” she begged, her fingers pressing into her pert breasts, her dark nipples being teased by the tips of her fingers. “I need you to fuck me forever!”

There was nothing more likely to make a man cum than a woman begging him to keep fucking her, but he held himself together, wanting to make this last for as long as possible. Still, he could feel himself getting close and he knew she was too. He looked at her body, covered in sweat, her dark pussy lips glistening with her arousal. He fucked her harder, her moans wavering as her body bounced from the intense thrusts.

“Oh yes,” she cried, “just like that.”

One hand slid from her breast, trailing down her body until her fingertips found her clit and began circling it, first slowly but quickly picking up pace, her moans increasing with the speed of her fingers.

He ran his hands down her legs and underneath, grabbing her firm ass and lifting her ever so slightly off the bed, tightening the angle from which he was penetrating her. She cried out in pleasure and he knew it wasn’t long before both of them would finish.

“Oh yes,” she cried, “I think I’m gonna - I’m gonna – don’t stop!”

She moaned and writhed as she got closer and closer, her body shaking as she delayed the inevitable until she cried out as she came, her pussy fluttering on his cock as her body began to shake furiously, her fingers working rapidly between her legs as her other hand grabbed her breast more firmly. He tried to hold on, but the sensation was too great, the vision of his dream woman cumming on his cock too much.

“I’m going to cum!”

“Yes!” she cried. “Cum for me! Cum inside me, please!

He kept thrusting, holding back for one more pump then another and another until he couldn’t hold back any longer.

“I’m cumming!” he cried as he pumped her pussy, his cock throbbing as he filled her body with his semen.

“I can feel you cumming in me!” she cried as he continued to pump his load into her dripping-wet pussy as it continued to massage his throbbing cock, their bodies working to drain him of every drop of cum. He could feel her wetness dripping down his balls as he buried himself deep inside her, thrusting sharply as he coated her insides with load after load. He felt his entire body shaking, her pussy and body and groans pushing him to levels of pleasure he had never felt before.

“Don’t stop!” she cried, pushing her hips up further as she wrapped her legs around him and squeezed him deeper inside of her. He kept going, both of them panting and sweating and moaning as their pleasure finally climaxed.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped, her body going limp, held up only by Jack’s hands on her ass, “oh fuck.”

Jack lowered her onto the bed and leaned forwards, their hot and sticky bodies pressing against one another as he moved in to kiss her. He could feel her heart beating as he lay on top of her, her body shaking with orgasmic afterglows, squeezing his cock which was still buried deep inside of her. He pressed himself into her one final time and moaned as she dug her nails into his back, holding him closer as her tongue plunged into his mouth.

As their kiss ended, he gently removed himself from her pussy, dripping with arousal and more cum than he had ever produced in his life.

Are you ok?” she asked.

“I,” he began collapsing onto his back on the bed next to her. She rolled onto her side and faced him, pressing herself into him and drawing gentle circles on his chest with the tip of her finger. “I’ve never cum so hard in my life.”

She giggled and moved in closer to him.

“Me either,” she said. “Not until next time, at least,” she added, leaning in and giving him a quick peck on the cheek.

“When’s the next time?” he asked, turning to look at her, her sparkling blue eyes locked on his face.

“I don’t know,” she said, pretending to think it over, “how about in twenty minutes?”

“Hmm,” he said, stroking her hair from her face, “how about ten?”

“Deal,” she said, leaning in to kiss him.

*

“Hurry up, or we’ll be late!”

“And who’s fault is that?” he asked as he did up his tie.

“That’s not the point,” said Himari, from the bathroom. “Besides, we both took too long in the shower.”

“Well I would have been ready sooner if you hadn’t decided to turn my shower into round three.”

“Ok, next time I won’t.”

“I didn’t mean - wow…” He stopped mid-sentence as Himari stepped out of the bathroom.

“You were saying?” she asked, fastening an earring.

“I have no idea,” he said, his entire brain wiped clean by the sight of the woman standing before him. Himari was dressed now, which wasn’t quite as delightful as seeing her naked body, but her standing there in front of him, in a slinky red dress that clung to her slight curves in just the right way, was something else entirely.

“You like?” she asked, her fingers tracing down her neck and over the brand new emerald necklace that took centre stage, hanging between her breasts and sitting against her bare skin in the plunging neckline of her dress.

“Very much so,” he said, moving towards. “Very much so.” He took her gently by the hips and kissed her.

“We’ll be late,” she protested, making no effort to move away.

“I don’t care,” he said, “maybe we can just stay here.”

“But I look so pretty,” she said.

“That you do, so why would I want to share?”

“Because,” she said, breaking off the kiss and pressing her lips to his ear, “I’ve got a special surprise for you after dinner.”

“Can’t you surprise me right now?”

“Where’s the fun in that?”

“I think I’d have a lot of fun.”

“And what about me?”

“I imagine you’d have fun too.”

“But,” she said, her hand moving down to his crotch and cradling his hardening cock through his suit trousers, “I’ll have more fun teasing you first.” With that, she broke off the kiss, grabbed him by the wrist, and pulled him towards the bedroom door. “Plus, I still have to thank you for the necklace.”

“It looks really good on you,” he said, following her out of the room.

“It’ll look even better when it’s the only thing I’m wearing whilst you’re fucking me. Now, let’s go. The sooner we eat out, the sooner you can eat me out.”

Jack raced forward and threw open the front door and held it open for Himari to leave.

“Ever the gentleman,” she said, giving him a knowing smile as she passed him and out into the evening air.

“Always,” he said, following her out of the door and closing it behind him.

After all, with a woman like that, and an offer like that, how could he not be?
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His Summer Cruise Harem: Overboard

When a once-in-a-lifetime cruise leaves him feeling all at sea, Scott wishes he'd stayed ashore.
That is until he meets stunning Japanese passenger, Ichika. But just as things are looking up, she is dragged away by her two equally stunning friends.

Things go from bad to worse as a day trip ashore ends with him missing his departure time and having to find his own way to their next island stop.

Fortunately for him, he isn't the only one to have missed the ship!

Together, Scott and Ichika navigate their way through an exotic land with only one another to rely on, as they chase their ship and find out that perhaps the cruise isn't the only once-in-a-lifetime experience available.


His Apartment Harem: The Rock Chick

It always pays to be a good neighbour, especially with three beautiful women living next door...

When Mark helps his three female Korean neighbours move into their new apartment, he doesn't think much of it.

But he soon realises they are far more thankful than he had ever imagined.

First up to show her appreciation is Seo-yun, a spunky emo-chick, who knocks on his door, determined to figure out if Mark is a good or bad neighbour, and willing to go to any lengths to find out.




Rockstar Harem: Book One - Fall & Rise

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

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

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

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

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

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

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