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Editor’s Note:

 


You can
find this story with the others listed below in ‘Well Hung Erotica Vol. 10’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Singapore Special, Korean Love, Big Down
There?, Big Finale..

 


The ‘Well
Hung Erotica Vol. 10’
collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


 KOREAN IDOL

 


Tokyo is hotter than I thought it would be.
The air seems so thick with water that every single breath seems to
be taken through a liquid filter.

"I need a second," I tell the man that has
been assigned to carry my luggage.

He stops and waits attentively. I bend over
and take a few breaths. Even here in the customs' exit, people are
staring. It's no surprise. I imagine that they don't see a real
live famous person everyday of the week. My face, my body, even my
hair, has become so recognizable that I am instantly the center of
attention when I go somewhere. That, the attention, is something
you get used to in time. Being a Korean super idol comes at a price
and this is it: No privacy.

"Can I...?"

I put my hand up and one of my four security
guards removes the person. I need to breathe, not sign
autographs.

Pulling myself back up, I nod at the luggage
man and we step through the doors together. Instantly cameras flash
like lightning in the night sky. I cover my eyes and try to smile.
The heat is worse out here with the dozens of people solidly packed
up in front of me.

Keeping pace, I stride through the crowd. My
security team are all huge and skilled. I am outside to the waiting
black sedan that will take me from here in no time. My luggage is
stowed and my team takes up their usual positions in the front and
rear car. Already the motorcycle paparazzi are readying to follow,
photograph and generally make things inconvenient for everyone.

The cars pull out and I lean back. The air
conditioning in the car is good. I feel refreshed.

"Is there anything you need?" the driver
asks through the intercom.

I smile a little. He is young and has a sexy
voice for his age. I tell him nothing, but can't help but ask where
he is from. He replies Osaka. I've been there. It's nice. I tell
him so and he says thank you. Definitely a sexy voice.

Sitting back, I lean against the leather
seats and let my mind drift for awhile. The tour starts in three
days and I have interviews set up one after another eight hours a
day. I will be in and out of these cars day and night until the day
before the first concert. My plan is to unwind on that day and hang
out in my hotel room watching TV and doing regular girl stuff.
Being a super star, sometimes the little things mean more than
going to a fancy restaurant, eating fancy food and drinking fancy
wine until drunk then falling to sleep on the way home - something
I have done more than enough in my life.

I sigh. The only thing I hate about my life
is the clause in my contract that says: "Hung Sho agrees to not
maintain any kind of relationship with the opposite sex unless
authorized by the company." I can't even have male friends. It's
that ridiculous.

Closing my eyes, I let the sounds of Tokyo
fill my ears. It only takes a few minutes for me to fall
asleep.


WAKING, WORKING, TALKING GIRL

 


I drag myself out of the interview chair
with a look of pain on my face. The driver that I have been
assigned, a very handsome Japanese man of 30 years, helps me to my
feet and half carries me down the hallway to the car.

"I can't do this," I moan.

He looks at me sympathetically.

"I could tell the manager that you aren't
able."

I shake my head. We both know that my
manager won't (and can't - legally) allow me time off. I have to
make it through this last one and then I can rest. I feel like I'm
going to die. The Japanese summer has been a nightmare so far. I
don't know how people can stand it.

He puts me in the car, lying me down on my
side and gets in front.

"Sleep for a bit if you can," he
suggests.

I'm already there. I don't even hear
him.

The next interview turns out to be a variety
show. They ask me to sing and I try my hardest to belt out one of
the fan favorites before slumping down in my seat among the other
famous and not so famous people. The whole affair takes 2 hours
before I am up and standing again.

"Carry me," I whisper to my driver.

He scoops me up and does as I ask. The man
gently puts me into the back and pats my head.

"You did great," he whispers in my ear.

"Thanks, Takashi."

He stops. I forgot that I'm not supposed to
use nor know his name. Company policy doesn't allow for me to get
too friendly with the male staff and he probably knows that.

"It's alright, Hung."

Takashi strokes my head and goes up front. I
watch the shadow of him behind the glass. It's silly, but I have a
crush on him. The moment I saw him I knew that he was my type.
Getting to know more about him has lead to a greater attraction. I
cover my eyes with my head and lick my lips. If only I could be
with him tonight. I'm tied by chains of company policy and
potential financial loss, but I'm also a woman. It has been over 2
years since the last time I had a man in my bed. A girl has needs
too.

We arrive at the hotel. I get him to come
with me to the elevator before collapsing against him.

"I can't stand up," I whisper. "You are
going to have to carry me the rest of the way."

He nods and picks me up. I can feel the
strength in those arms of his. My drivers are also trained security
guards. If need be, he could protect me from anything that might
come my way. Looking up into his eyes, I want to do nothing more
than kiss him for being what he is - for keeping me safe and sane.
For that I owe him much.

We come to my room. I am limp against him,
so he fumbles around in my purse to find my room key.

Unlocking the door, he takes me into my
lounge and plops me down on the couch.

"I'll make something for you to eat," he
says, obviously worried by my lack of response.

I listen to him moving around in the
kitchen. My mind is so hazy right now. I should probably get into
the shower and cool down.

Something is pushed to my lips. I try to
drink it, but can't muster the energy.

"I'll take you to the bedroom," he says. "I
turned the air conditioner right down. It should be cooler than
here."

Takashi picks me up and takes me to my bed.
I am leaned up against the headboard to wait as he gets the
food.

"I can't feed myself," I mumble
exhaustedly.

He gets onto the bed and puts himself behind
me. I lean against his rock hard chest. He really is bigger than he
looks.

The spoon returns. Thanks to the angle and
the cold, I am able to take a few spoonfuls of cold soup. He
strokes my head as he feeds me and I feel a warmth grow inside.

"You are good at this," I murmur.

He pauses with the spoon.

"I have a child," he admits. "She sometimes
has colds and this is how I feed her."

A child? Does that mean married?

"I'm not married," he says, perhaps reading
my thoughts. "We divorced five years ago. My girl is six now."

A divorced man. I imagine the company would
have a lot to say about me in this position with Takashi right
now.

"I want to sleep," I whisper. "Can you hold
me for awhile?"

"Hold?"

I turn my head. It is a little painful due
to the fatigue.

"I'm not allowed to hold a man," I tell him.
"But if you keep it a secret then I want you to hold me until I
fall asleep. I would be grateful if you did."

There is a moment of indecision. I know that
he too would be in serious trouble if we were caught, but sometimes
you just have to do what is right. I know I want him to hold me and
I think he wants to hold me back. Soon I will find out.

"Ok."

He comes down behind my body and wraps his
arms around me. I feel instantly comforted and protected by his
larger frame.

"Thank you," I whisper before falling
asleep. "Seriously, thank you."


MIDNIGHT AFFAIR

 


I awake to the warmth of Takashi's arms. The
man is lightly snoring next behind me. I can feel the warm skin of
his forearms against my side where my top has come up. He must have
rolled his shirt up like he always does when he is hard at work
sometime in the evening. I try to not move too much as not to
disturb him. The warm sensation of being in a man's arms is
something that I haven't experienced in much too long. I would hate
to spoil it by letting him know I was awake.

Takashi's breathing quickens a little as I
try to stay still.

"Did you wake?" he asks sleepily.

I turn my head and give him a small
contented smile.

"Sorry about this. I was really tired."

He grins at me.

"It's ok. I don't mind."

We watch each other. I note that Takashi
isn't making a move to let me go and I'm not encouraging him to do
so.

"Should I get you something to eat?" he asks
quietly.

"I'm ok. I don't eat after 10pm."

He chuckles. It's a nice comforting
sound.

"I thought you might be that type."

"What type is that?" I ask.

"Health conscious."

I smile. He means that I'm the typical idol
girl. We aren't encouraged to eat much. It goes with the
territory.

"Do you want me to go?" Takashi asks,
lifting an arm.

I grab a hold of it before he can get
free.

"I
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