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Part One

Ren squinted at his computer, trying to focus on his presentation, but he could hardly think through the pounding bass coming from the apartment next door. He could kick himself for being stupid enough to move into a building primarily occupied by college students. Every weekend it was the same story- his neighbor, whoever they were, was obviously some kind of party animal, and if it wasn’t them, it was someone else.

Ren slammed down the screen of his laptop and put his head in his hands. He was only twenty-three, fresh out of school himself, and trying desperately to prove himself at his new job. The stress was enough to make it hard for him to sleep already, and with music blaring at all hours of the night, it was nearly impossible.

Ren never imagined he would turn into the kind of person who would even think about contacting the landlord, but he knew the effort would be futile anyway. This place was cheap, the type of place where anything would fly as long as the rent showed up in the box every month.

Ren knew he would have to take care of this himself. He stood, took a deep breath, and headed over to talk to his neighbor. As he stepped out of the confines of his own apartment, the music bumped even louder in the hall. He stood in front of the door, and a wave of nervousness crashed over him.

Ren had always been shy. Growing up, he was scrawny enough to feel intimidated by the other boys his age, and that sentiment followed him all the way through high school. In college, he started working out and managed to put on some weight in the form of lean muscle, but it was hard to shake away two decades of feeling inferior.

Still, he needed to work, and no matter what hulky frat boy answered the door, he would insist that they turn down their music or take the party somewhere else. He steeled his resolve with a deep breath and lifted his hand to knock on the door. He held his breath as he waited… and waited.

Ren sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose. Of course, they couldn't hear a polite knock at the door. He would have to change tack. Ren balled his hand into a fist and pounded the door. This time, the door did open, and sure enough, some over-muscled guy in a loose button-up and a backward baseball cap opened the door.

"Door's open, man, just come in," he said, a lopsided smile on his face and a slur in his voice.

“Um, actually,” Ren shouted to be heard over the still-thumping bass. “The music is just really loud, and I kind of have some work I need to do…”

The guy looked confused for a moment before realization dawned on his face.

"Oh, okay man, I’m sorry," he nodded. "Hey, look, I don't actually live here, so I can't mess with the music, but I'll go get someone, okay?"

“Awesome, man, thank you,” Ren shouted again, and the door hung open while the guy disappeared back into the crowd of bodies mingling around in the cramped space.

Ren’s head spun at the smell of cheap liquor and sweat wafting out of the room. He hadn't been to many parties like this in his own college experience, and when he did, he always ended up too drunk to remember much of it and too hungover to care. Still, a part of him regretted not being more outgoing, and now he felt even more like an outsider. Worse than an outsider- a disgruntled adult trying to shut down the party.

“Can I help you?” a high, feminine voice snapped Ren out of his thoughts, and he looked down to see a short woman at the door.

Ren froze. It was her.

She was short, even shorter than most women, with black hair and large brown eyes. She looked a lot like him, actually, and he suspected she shared his Japanese heritage. Of course, he'd never dared to ask or even speak to her in the first place.

Ren first saw her on the night he moved into the apartment. When he first got there, he didn’t have much, and though he struggled to get all his things up the stairs himself, it wasn’t that big of a deal. On one of his trips up and down the stairs, he saw her and stopped dead in his tracks.

She was wearing a short skirt and a tank top, but those weren’t what caught his attention. It was the shiny black leather heels that wrapped around her muscular thighs that made his mouth go dry, and he had to work hard not to openly stare at them. She, of course, hadn’t even noticed him as she moved past him down the stairs.

Ren, however, could never forget that singular moment, and it replayed in his mind every time he saw her around the building. He always hoped to see her in those boots again, which had yet to happen. That is, until now.

She was dressed in a similar outfit tonight, though she wore a tight long-sleeved shirt this time, but the boots were once again the focal point of his attention. The heels must have been six inches tall, and if she was this short with him on, she must be even tinier without them.

“Um, hello?” she spoke again, and Ren shook his head.

"Um, hey…" he stammered and rubbed the back of his neck, suddenly nervous. "D-do you live here?"

“Yeah, this is my apartment,” she nodded, her brows raised as she impatiently waited for him to get to the point.

“Oh, okay…” he nodded, losing more of his nerve with every passing second. “It’s just really loud, and I live right next door, and I have some work I need to get done…”

“So… you want me to shut it down?” she asked, crossing her arms, the movement pushing her breasts against the obviously thin material of her shirt.

“Um, no…” Ren’s face burned as he tried to ignore the tingle in his dick. “But if you could turn the music down, maybe?”

The girl’s eyes narrowed, and Ren stood awkwardly as she looked him up and down. All his insecurities about his small stature came back in full force, and he wished he had never said anything at all.

“Look,” she sighed. “It’s the weekend, and we’re having a party, so I’m not going to turn the music down.”

Ren swallowed, looking down at the floor and accepting his defeat. He might have pressed his point if he was talking to another guy, but she made his brain feel scrambled.

“But you should come over,” Ren’s eyes flicked up at the invitation and the gentler tone of her voice. “No offense, but it looks like you could use a good time.”

Ren was sure he looked like even more of a train wreck than he felt. Every time he looked in the mirror, the dark circles under his eyes seemed to have deepened, and he didn’t know if the stress from work or his inability to sleep was more to blame.

“I really shouldn’t…” he shook his head, thinking of the multitude of documents he had to sift through over the weekend.

“Oh, come on,” she rolled her eyes, and again Ren felt a physical response to the sound of her voice. “Don’t be such a nerd. You can do the work some other time.”

Ren was reluctant, but how could he resist the offer? He didn’t know if it would come again, and it was hard to resist with her eyes twinkling up at him. He had been so stressed recently. Maybe this really was what he needed to unwind.

"O-okay…" he finally nodded and was rewarded by her wide smile.

“Great,” she sounded satisfied with herself. “Oh, but before you do… you might want to put on some jeans, or something…”

Ren looked down, embarrassed to be seen by her in nothing more than a white t-shirt and a pair of blue pajama pants. Even worse than his outfit was the fact that he could clearly see the beginnings of an erection through the thin material. His face burned, and her smirk told him that she could see it, too.

"You can come right in whenever you're ready. The door’s open,” she said, a mischievous glint in her eyes. “I’m Akari, by the way.”

With a wink, she stepped back, and the door shut in Ren's face. Flustered, he rushed back into his own apartment, leaning back against the door and taking in a deep breath to settle himself. He was shaking, and his cock was shamelessly hard, tenting his boxers and pajamas.

“What is wrong with you?” he hissed at his traitorous dick, willing it to return to a flaccid state.

It was hard, though, when all he could think about was that girl, Akari, and those stupid, hot boots. Ren groaned, stepping away from the door and moving over to his closet. He looked through his selection of clothes, and almost nothing seemed appropriate for a college rager. He had a selection of slacks, button-ups, and suit jackets that were perfect for the office but would look very out of place next door.

Ren found his lone pair of jeans, tossed them onto the bed, and then picked out a simple, black shirt. It wasn’t ideal, but it would have to do. He kicked off his pajama bottoms, relieved that his erection was flagging as he pulled on his jeans. He was still semi-hard, and he arranged his junk so that if he did get hard again, it wouldn’t be too uncomfortable.

Ren couldn't believe he had to plan for an erection. Usually, his anxiety kept him from being even halfway aroused at parties, but he knew it would be different with Akari there. He hated to admit it, but he had been fantasizing about her since the first time he saw her, and the thought of being in such close proximity to her made his head spin.

Ren slathered on some deodorant before slipping the button-up over his t-shirt, his hands shaking as he fumbled with the buttons. He finally finished and looked into the mirror over his sink. His stomach sank. He looked miserable, his hair a mess and his face pale. Since he started work, he had lost some of his muscle tone, his trips to the gym becoming fewer and farther between with each passing week.

Ren ran a comb through his hair, doing his best to work it into a style instead of the bedhead he was rocking. After several minutes, he set down the comb, still unsatisfied, but it would have to do. He went back to his closet and decided on his black shoes, and picked a matching belt.

Finally, he was dressed, but his heart pounded at the thought of going back there. He could deal with the throng of raucous co-eds, but the idea of being in the same room as Akari made his knees weak. He scolded himself for letting this girl, a complete stranger, have such an effect on him, but he couldn't help it. His experience with women was limited to the occasional tinder fuck when his hand just wouldn’t do the trick, and he wasn’t overly attracted to the girls he had managed to pull.

Akari was a different story. She was everything he’d ever dreamed of in a woman, and she seemed to have a smart and flirty personality too. Ren worried he would make an ass of himself somehow, or even worse, that she would completely ignore him.

For a moment, he almost abandoned the idea altogether. He was too old for this. He had a job, and he shouldn’t be running around after some college girl. He ran his face over his hand and sighed.

Then again, she had personally invited him. She could have just told him to fuck off, to leave her alone, or slammed the door in his face. But no. There was something about the gleam in her eyes that made him think maybe there was some interest there on her part as well…

Ren almost laughed as he dismissed that thought. Even now, she was surrounded by guys twice his size with confidence to match. He was a skinny nerd, and she was way out of his league.

Still, he was already dressed, and it couldn’t hurt to go over and get a drink, at the very least. God knows he needed it. Before his nerves got the better of him, he headed out of his apartment and only lingered a moment outside Akari's door before he let himself in.

The music was even louder inside the apartment, and Ren could hardly even move for how tightly people were packed inside. He looked around, first for Akari, disappointed when he couldn’t seem to find her, and then for wherever the drinks were. Finally, he caught sight of a little folding table in the back, set up with a stack of plastic cups, rows of bottles, and a bowl full of blue punch.

Ren shouldered his way through the crowd, eager to get some liquor into his system. He took a cup, picked up a half-drunk bottle of gold tequila, and poured himself a shot. The cheap liquor burned all the way down his throat, but it was enough to extinguish some of his nerves.

“You should really try the punch,” Ren stiffened at the familiar, female voice, and he turned to see Akari standing behind him.

“Oh yeah?" he tried to sound relaxed and confident, but he could hear the tremor in his voice.

Akari nodded, and his heart pounded as she took a step toward him, taking the cup out of his hands. He watched in silence, his heart pounding as she dipped the cup directly into the punch with her manicured hand, then drew it out. She held it out to him with a pleasant smile, and he took it, trying to keep his hand from shaking. She watched him expectantly, and he took a sip of the punch. It was surprisingly good.

“That’s really smooth,” he said.

"It's dangerous," she bared her teeth, which gleamed wickedly, and Ren felt a tingle through his dick.

“I bet,” was all Ren could manage, and he promptly took another drink.

"Come on, let's find somewhere to sit down," Akari said, and Ren's eyes shot wide as she hooked a finger into one of his belt loops, pulling him through the crowd.

Akari led him over to a couch, which was fully occupied by a set of three huge guys, each of them in tank tops or open shirts. She tapped one of them on the shoulder, and Ren recognized him as the guy that had initially opened the door.

“Move,” she said simply, and the guy stood up with a groan. He looked over at Ren, and a smile broke over his features.

"Hey, it's you!" he said, and Ren could smell the alcohol on his breath. “My name’s Anthony. Let me know if you need anything."

Ren offered him a weak smile, and he nearly lost his balance as the guy, Anthony, gave him a good-natured but very hard pat on the back.

"Have a blast man, I'll see you around," he said, and before Ren could respond, he was gone, ambling through the crowd. The other two guys on the couch followed suit, apparently off to bigger and better things than sitting and chatting.

“Here, sit down,” Akari gestured to the couch, and Ren sat.

Instead of sitting down beside him, Akari perched herself on the arm of the couch, and Ren's heart pounded as she used his shoulder as an armrest. She crossed her legs, and Ren tried not to stare as her gleaming boots lingered so close to him. He took a long drink of his punch, willing himself not to lose his composure.

“I don’t think I caught your name at the door,” Ren blinked up at her, glad for some conversation to keep his mind from running wild.

“I’m Ren,” he offered. “Nice to meet you. Well, officially, I guess.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Akari tilted her head.

“I- I just mean I’ve seen you around the building before,” he stuttered, his ears burning.

“Oh,” Akari blinked. “That makes sense. I run into a lot of people.”

Ren nodded. Of course, she didn't notice him. He was about as unremarkable as a wooden fence. He took another drink, relieved to feel the alcohol already taking hold.

“So what’s your major, Ren?” she asked, and he felt a tingle along his spine at the sound of his name.

“Oh, I’m not in college,” he said, shaking his head. “I work over at a law firm down the road. But I just graduated last spring, so…”

“I see,” Akari seemed surprised. “So, you’re a lawyer?”

“I’m actually a para-legal right now,” Ren admitted, embarrassed. “I’m trying to work my way up through the firm. Gotta start somewhere…”

Ren's words were slurred already, and he was mildly surprised to be sharing so much. Usually, he spent his time at parties pressed against the wall, downing shitty beer and counting down the minutes until it was polite to leave.

"That's really cool," Akari said, and Ren schooled himself not to overthink it. She was just being polite and making conversation.

"So, what's your major?" Ren countered, and his eyes flicked down to her boots as she uncrossed, then recrossed her legs.

“Hospitality,” she smiled. “I’m in my senior year.”

“Well, you’ve been very hospitable to me, so I’m sure you’ll be great,” Ren said, shocked at the ridiculousness of his own words and even more shocked that she laughed.

“You’re funny, Ren,” she said, and his throat tightened at the compliment.

"Thanks," he croaked and again lifted his cup to his lips.

Akari smiled down at him, but the music changed to a different song before she could say anything. Ren didn't recognize it, but apparently, everyone else did. Everyone who was seated hopped up and everyone who was just standing around rushed to the open area of the room serving as a make-shift dance floor. Akari was no exception.

“I love this song!” she hopped off the armrest, her eyes wide and her smile beaming. “You want to dance?”

Ren, horrified, shook his head.

“No thanks,” he tried to smile. “I’m good.”

Akari shrugged, and Ren watched regretfully as she scampered into the crowd. She started dancing, and Ren was thrilled to watch the gyration of her hips, his cock coming to life and straining against his jeans. He shifted on the couch to try and relieve the pressure, but it was useless.

Akari wasn’t dancing alone for long, and Ren felt a surge of disappointment and jealousy as the guy from the door, Anthony, crossed the floor and approached her from behind. He placed his hands on her hips, and soon they were grinding together to the thudding beat of the music. Ren could only sit and watch, too shy and uncoordinated to find a place for himself on the dance floor at all, much less with Akari.

Ren wished he was in Anthony’s place as Akari moved her hips in dynamic circles, and his dick throbbed as he watched her. He would have thought that seeing her with another guy would cool him off, but that certainly wasn’t the case. If anything, the jealousy only spiked his body’s reaction, the emotion burning along with the arousal in his gut. As it was, he could only watch.

Ren was relieved when the song finally ended, and while some people remained on the dance floor, drinks in hand, Akari filtered back toward the couch. Sweat glistened on what he could see of her skin, and she released a sigh as she settled beside him on the sofa. Ren’s dick jumped in his pants as she crossed her legs again, this time draping one of them over his knee.

Ren’s head spun, unable to take his eyes off the shiny leather dangling over his leg. His heart pounded in his chest, and he was frozen in place. He knew he had to find some way to break the tension.

“So how long have you and Anthony been together?” he posed, his voice tight as he tried to keep his words from running together. God, what the fuck was in this punch?

Akari laughed, and Ren’s dick surged against his pants again.

“We’re not together,” she said. “We’re just good friends, and we both like to dance.”

"Oh," Ren managed and made to take a drink of his punch, but it was gone.

“Do you need another?” Akari asked, and Ren finally looked up from her boots as she took the cup from his hands.

Before he could answer, she was gone, and he watched, entranced as she crossed back to the table in the corner. Her hips moved seductively, even just walking, and he was sure her heels had no small part in that. He felt himself salivate as he watched her easy strides, the leather shimmering with each step.

Get a grip! Ren mentally scolded himself and trained his eyes on his lap to make sure his erection wasn’t evident. Thankfully his jeans were dark-wash, and with the way he was sitting, the bulge aligned with the bend of his waist, so it was hardly visible, if extremely uncomfortable.

“Here you go,” Akari was back, holding the cup out to him.

Ren cleared his throat, his face hot as he took it from her.

"You're still so uptight," Akari purred as she settled beside him once more, sitting to the side so she could face him, her elbow propped on the back of the couch and her legs tucked underneath her. “You should chug it.”

Ren’s eyebrows shot up. Akari batted her eyelashes as she waited for him to take her dare.

“I don’t know if that’s a good idea…” he resisted. He already felt more intoxicated than he'd been in a while.

“Come on,” Akari insisted, and Ren froze again as she placed a hand on his shoulder. “You’re so tense. You want to relax and unwind, right?”

As she spoke, she rubbed her hand down from his shoulder to his bicep and then back up again. Ren's head spun at her touch, and his dick surged. Suddenly, he doubted whether just one more cup would be enough to get him through the night. Without another word, he brought the cup to his lips and tilted it back, downing the contents in just a few seconds.

Ren put down the cup, his vision more than a little blurry as he looked over at Akari. Between the sugar and the alcohol in that drink, he knew he would have an awful hangover the next day. Still, the smile on her face was worth it, and he smiled dumbly back.

“I really didn’t think you’d do it,” she laughed. “I almost feel bad for peer-pressuring you. Almost.”

Ren shivered as her tone changed at the last word. Akari shifted, scooting closer to him, and he gulped as her knees pressed against his thigh. His dick throbbed, and Ren could only hope that Akari didn't notice it like she had at the door.

“I’m really glad you came over, Ren,” she leaned in close and spoke into his ear so that she didn’t have to work to be heard over the music.

“Thank you for inviting me,” he tried to keep his voice even, though it was obviously strained. Her hand was still on his shoulder, and her breath tickled his ear.

“Did you like watching me dance?” she asked, and the blood ran out of Ren’s face. “I saw you watching me.”

“I… yes,” he admitted. There was no point in denying it. “I’m sorry…”

“Don’t be,” her soft lips brushed against his ear and made him shudder. “I liked putting on a show for you.”

Ren turned his head, coming face-to-face with Akari. Her beautiful eyes beamed up at him, and he had the sudden urge to lean forward and kiss her, but his self-consciousness held him back. He felt like she could hear every thought passing through his head, and a sense of powerlessness washed over him.

“Did you like watching me dance with Anthony?” she asked, her tone huskier, and a knot formed in the pit of Ren's stomach to remember the other man's hands on her hips and how his jealousy only made him harder. “Be honest…”

Ren swallowed. She was onto him, and he had always been a terrible liar.

“Yes,” he admitted, looking down into his lap as shame curled in his gut. What was wrong with him?

“I’m glad you can admit that,” Akari said, and Ren looked back up at her, surprised. "A lot of guys would just be mad or jealous. But it's something more with you, isn't it?"

As Akari whispered into his ear, her hand moved down from his shoulder, then traced down his stomach, and finally rested in his lap. He bit his lip to hold back a moan as she grazed her nails over his bulging jeans.

"It is…" Akari confirmed, and revealed a distinctly predatory smile.

“I’m sorry,” Ren apologized, humiliated and embarrassed. “I- I shouldn’t have come, I’ll just go…”

"No," Akari countered and once again draped one of her legs over his. "Stay."

Ren was trapped. Unless he physically removed her leg from over his knee, he couldn’t move. Her hand was still in his lap, and his mind was rapidly dissolving as she trailed her nails in small circles over his confined erection. He had to work hard to keep his hips from bucking against her delicate touch.

“You see all these guys here, Ren?” she asked, her voice high and breathy in his ear. “They’re all so big and muscular. They could just throw me over their shoulder and walk right out the door with me if they wanted to.”

Ren’s face burned as he thought of what he must look like in comparison to them. And yet, Akari was curled up on the couch next to him, teasing his aching dick and whispering tormenting words into his ear. Her fingernail flicked over his tip, and he gasped as a spurt of pre-cum wet his boxers.

“I really wouldn’t be able to stop them if they tried,” Akari went on, and Ren was both degraded and entranced by her words. “And they know it, too. It makes them so cocky and arrogant. They really think they're God's gift to women."

Ren looked around at the other guys. There was a range of them, but many clearly put their hours in at the gym. If he looked like that, he would probably think he was God's gift to women too. Still, it was hard for him to make any sense of his thoughts with Akari’s fingers dancing over his manhood. He didn't know whether to be more relieved or frustrated when she moved her hand back up his stomach to rest on his chest.

“Granted, I’ve fucked my fair share of guys like that,” Akari shrugged. “They’re always so self-centered, just focused on blowing their load and moving onto their next target. It gets old after a while.”

Ren nodded to show he was listening, but his mind was racing. He could barely breathe, and he worried his dick might explode if he didn’t get off soon. He was leaking pre-cum, and he knew it was only a matter of time before a wet spot formed on his jeans. He couldn’t believe this was happening.

“You seem… different,” Akari said and flicked her nail over his nipple.

Ren couldn’t contain a soft gasp, and he looked pleadingly over at the woman who seemed intent on torturing him.

"You're just so sweet and shy," she said, and Ren panted as her fingertip circled his nipple. “You could never be so egotistical and self-centered…”

Ren shook his head, his eyes wide as he looked into hers, his stomach twisting at the smirk on her lips. She withdrew her hand from his chest with a flick to his nipple, leaning back to look at him.

“You like me, don't you, Ren?" she asked, her lips turning into a pout.

“Y-yes…” he confessed eagerly.

“Good,” she purred, and Ren’s eyes followed her hand as she trailed it down the front of her shirt and then into her lap. “I like you too. I liked you from the moment I saw you in the doorway, barely able to talk to me...”

Akari’s voice got breathier as she spoke, and Ren’s mouth went dry as her fingers slipped beneath her skirt.

“I really like boys like you, Ren…” she said in a soft moan, and Ren’s jaw dropped her wrist flexed under the skirt.

Ren couldn’t believe this was happening. His eyes were locked on her hand as she withdrew it from beneath her skirt, and his jaw dropped as she revealed the tips of her middle and index finger, glistening with her juices. His dick spurted pre-cum again as she put them in her mouth and moaned as she sucked them clean.

“Wouldn’t you like to taste me, Ren?” her voice was pouty and high, and Ren nodded eagerly. He was seriously starting to worry that he would cum in his pants.

“You will,” she smirked at him again. “But you’ll have to wait. I can’t just make you eat my pussy right in the middle of the party.”

Ren’s heart raced with excitement at her words. He could hardly believe this was happening.

“What’s your phone number?” Akari asked, and Ren recited it to her without a second thought.

Akari typed on her phone for what felt like a long time, and in the next moment, Ren felt the vibration of his phone in his back pocket.

“I just sent you a text,” Akari said, her tone suddenly more commanding. “I want you to go back to your apartment now, and when you get inside, I want you to read it. Oh, and don’t forget to save my number.”

Ren was disappointed at the thought of leaving but curious to know what the message said. He nodded his understanding, and Akari removed her leg from across his knee.

“Good,” she said. “Off you go.”

Ren shakily got to his feet. He swayed, realizing for the first time just how drunk he really was. He stumbled across the room, letting his empty cup fall from his hand onto the floor as he headed for the door, missing the handle a couple of times before he managed to get it open. He staggered a couple of steps toward his own door and leaned heavily upon it as he made his way inside, accidentally letting it slam shut behind him.

Ren’s hand shook as he reached into his back pocket, eager to read the message from Akari. He quickly saved her contact information, not wanting to forget, and then eagerly read the message.

If you really want me, you’ll follow these instructions exactly, the message read. Leave the door to your apartment unlocked, go into your bedroom, strip down to your underwear, and lie back on your bed. Leave a lamp on. If you understand all this and are willing to do it, respond with a 'yes.' If you don’t, respond with a ‘no.’ This is a one-time offer.

Ren must have read the message ten times, his dick throbbing with every word. There was no question about what his body wanted. His mind, though drunk, told him this might be a bad idea. He had only just met her. This could all go very wrong, very fast.

Ren’s thumbs hovered over the keypad of his phone as he agonized over his decision. He could hardly believe he had to make this decision in the first place. Overall, his life was orderly and boring, and he never imagined actually meeting someone like Akari, much less letting her into his home to have her way with him.

Ren's insecurity reared its head. What if this was a setup? She was probably doing all this to humiliate him. She would come in with all the people from the party, who would then find him in tented boxers on the bed, and probably take pictures on their phones before he could scramble up and get dressed.

Discouraged at the thought, Ren seriously considered typing ‘no,’ and just letting the experience he’d already had provide enough inspiration for him to jack off and go to sleep. He knew he would regret it, and he would never be able to stop wondering what might have happened.

So, Ren took a deep breath and typed out his response.

Yes, he stared at the little word for a long moment and then hit send.

Immediately, he saw Akari typing a response.

Good boy, Ren’s stomach flipped to be called that. Oh, and one more thing. Keep your hands off your cock.

Ren groaned as his dick wept, seeming to understand its plight. Still, he was hopelessly turned on by how Akari was ordering him around, and he couldn’t get the memory of her legs wrapped in those shiny boots out of his head. He had sealed his fate, and now all he could do was wait.

Ren stripped out of his clothes, sighing in relief as his cock sprang free from the tightness of his jeans. It leaped forward, almost uninhibited by his loose boxers, and Ren had to resist the urge to slide his hand under the elastic and give it a few pumps. Akari had explicitly instructed him not to do so, though, and he sighed, not wanting to disappoint her.

Ren decided to brush his teeth before lying down on the bed, not wanting to risk bad breath if Akari kissed him. The thought of her lips made his cock twitch, and Ren braced himself against the sink to keep from falling over. He finished brushing his teeth, and after he rinsed his mouth, he drank water from the faucet, hoping that it might help clear the fog of alcohol that had settled over his brain.

Ren thought about trying to take a piss, but he knew that with his dick as hard as it was, it would be nearly impossible. So, he returned to the bedroom, his stomach twisting into knots as he laid down on his back, staring up at the ceiling as his heart tried to beat its way out of his chest.  

Seconds stretched into minutes, and minutes stretched into what must have been close to an hour. Ren’s dick finally flagged as his excitement was replaced by anxiety and looming disappointment. He suspected this was all too good to be true, and he was embarrassed to have believed that someone like her was even remotely interested in fooling around with someone like him.

Ren was tired even before he went to the party, and now with the alcohol in his system, staying awake was a real struggle. Even the thumping music of Akira’s party wasn’t enough to keep him awake. Eventually, he had no choice but to succumb to his exhaustion, and he let his eyes fall closed.

“Wake up, sleepy…” a high voice and the feeling of a hand on his stomach startled Ren awake.

“Akira?” Ren was embarrassed at how hopeful and pathetic he sounded.

“Yes, it’s me,” she smiled down at him.

Ren's eyebrows shot up, and his mouth opened wordlessly. He couldn't believe it. She was really there. More to the point, she was running her hand up from his stomach to his chest, and he groaned groggily as she flicked his exposed nipple, which immediately hardened. His dick was not far behind, rising to tent the thin material of his underwear.

“Thank you for following my instructions,” she purred, her hand moving over to caress his other nipple. “Though I don’t remember telling you to go to sleep…”

Akira gave his nipple a rough pinch, and he yelped at the pain even as his dick twitched.

"I'm sorry…" he whined, already starting to feel breathless and working hard to keep from squirming on the bed as she toyed with him.

"I'm only teasing," she laughed and trailed her nails over his pecs. "I'm sorry I took so long. Some people just never know when to leave the party."

“That’s okay,” Ren managed, his throat tight as goosebumps rose along his skin. Her feather-light touches were driving him wild, and he was thrilled to see she was still wearing her leather boots, which were tucked neatly under her body as she sat on his bed.

“You like these, don’t you?” she said, stroking her free hand over their slick texture. “My boots.”

“Yes…” Ren confessed, even as his face burned.

“I love the way you blush,” Akira whispered, and Ren’s breath caught as she dragged her hand up to wrap it around his throat. “It makes you look so flustered and vulnerable. You haven’t stopped since you first laid eyes on me.”

Ren gulped, and Akira laughed at him. The sound only deepened his feelings of helplessness, which in turn spurred his arousal.

“You said you'd seen me around the building before tonight, right?" Akira loosened her grip around his throat and trailed a single finger down his sternum.

“Yes,” Ren answered, worried about where the conversation would go from there.

“Very interesting,” Akira smirked, and Ren’s stomach clenched. “And were you attracted to me then? When you would see me around the building?”

Ren’s mouth went dry. He already knew the answer, but he was afraid of her reaction. She might think he was weird or creepy.

“Be honest with me, Ren…” Akira pressed, and he shivered as she circled his navel with her manicured nail.

“Y- yes,” Ren squeezed his eyes shut as he answered her, afraid of seeing her face. “I’m sorry, I know I shouldn’t have been looking at you that way. It’s just…”

Ren trailed off with a groan as Akira’s hand slid lower, teasing at the waistband of his boxers. He rocked his hips off the mattress, unable to resist his body’s natural instinct to respond to her touch.

“It’s just… what?” Akira pressed, seeming to delight in his torment.

“You’re so gorgeous…” Ren admitted, gasping as Akira’s fingers teased his erection through the material of his boxers.

“Well, I’m very flattered that you think so,” Akira purred, and Ren opened his eyes to see a satisfied smile curling her lips. “You’re pretty cute, yourself…”

Ren’s self-consciousness flared, and he blushed again, convinced she was making fun of him. His emotional walls started shooting up, and he shifted uncomfortably away from her touch. Apparently unhappy with his attempt at evasion, Akira landed a hard slap against his thigh, and he yelped, looking up at her in shock.

“Stay still,” she clipped, her slips set in a stern line. “And when I give you a compliment, you should at least be polite enough to thank me.”

"Th-thank you…" Ren replied almost immediately, again shocked at his body's response to how she was treating him.

“Tell me how you’re feeling right now,” Akira’s hand returned to his erection, and he whimpered as she started teasing it. “Other than ridiculously horny. Your cock is already telling me that much.”

“Confused…” he answered honestly, and Akira hummed in response. “Excited, shocked…”

“I see,” Akira’s trailed back up his stomach and her fingers found his nipples again. “You’ve never had someone talk to you this way before, have you?”

Ren shook his head, his lip trembling as emotions swirled inside of him.

“You’ve thought about it before, though,” Akira accused, her smile wicked. “And you’ve jacked off to the thought, isn’t that right?”

Ren whimpered again and nodded his admission. He religiously deleted his browser history lest anyone discover the amount of porn he consumed, most of it revolving around dominant, leather-clad women. For years he had fantasized about being at the disposal of a sexy, confident woman, but never imagined it could be his reality.

That is, until right now. Reality was different than what he imagined, but it was more than enough to send his sex drive through the roof. The other emotions- embarrassment, helplessness, and fear- only seemed to enhance his lust. His body trembled under her touch, and he still ached for relief from his painfully hard dick.

“It’s alright,” Akira soothed, flattening her palm against his chest and rubbing in smooth, slow circles. “It’s nothing to be ashamed of. Boys like you are just made to be with girls like me…”

Ren gazed up at her in awe, and he didn't know if it was from the emotions that had been pinging around inside him like pinballs or from the alcohol, but tears filled his eyes. He was always afraid that if anyone ever found out about this side of him, he would be ridiculed or rejected. But here he was with a gorgeous woman who seemed not just to accept but enjoy the cravings that caused him such shame.

“Oh no, don’t cry…” Akira’s eyes flickered with emotion, and she cupped her face in his hands. “Is this all too much?”

Ren shook his head and sniffled.

“I’m sorry,” he blinked up at her. “I just… I can’t believe this is happening…”

“I know,” she soothed, running her thumbs along his cheekbones. “You have no idea how long I’ve waited to find someone like you. I know I shouldn’t have moved so fast, but I had to see if I was right…”

Ren heard the same sense of wonder in her voice that he was experiencing for himself. Their eyes locked, and he felt like he could get lost in her gaze.

“So…” her voice resumed its teasing edge. “Do you still want to play with me tonight, or do I need to take it a little slower…”

Ren still battled with all the emotion whirring inside of him, but he knew one thing for sure. His dick was the hardest it had been in his life, and a beautiful, sexy woman was curled beside him on his bed, and he would be damned if he didn't take advantage of that.

“I still want to play…” he blushed again at the desperate edge to his voice, and he shivered at the smile it brought to Akira’s face.

"Excellent," she said, and he pouted as she took her hands from his face. "In that case, how would you like to lick my boots? Since you like them so much…"

Ren thought his head and his dick were going to explode at the same time. He nodded emphatically, and Akira laughed.

“Well then,” her voice rang with the air of command. “You’ll have to get on your knees. On the floor, at the foot of the bed. Now.”

Ren hesitated only for a second, but it was long enough to draw Akira's ire, and he cried out as another hard slap landed on his thigh.

“When I tell you to do something, you’ll do it immediately,” she scolded him. “Is that understood?”

“Yes, yes…” Ren’s face burned as he scrambled off the bed, getting to his knees and gazing up at Akira, eager for her next instructions.

“Put your hands behind your back,” she ordered, and he did. “The only part of you that should be touching these boots is your tongue.”

Akira shifted on the bed, leaning back and extending her leg just in front of Ren’s face. Ren salivated as the smell of the leather filled his nostrils, and he could feel the precum leaking from his cock and soaking his boxers.

“Go on then,” Akira sounded aloof, but the emotion burning in her eyes betrayed her lust. “Lick.”

Ren immediately dropped his jaw and pressed the flat of his tongue against her calf, unable to keep his body from shaking as he laved at the boots. He whined and thrust his hips against the air. He loved the smooth texture and kissed along the line already wet with his spit.

“Stop,” Akira commanded, and Ren regretfully withdrew, his eyes flicking back up to hers. “Time for the other one…”

Akira lifted her other leg, and he eagerly worshipped the boot with his mouth. His body was alive with sensation, desperate to be touched. At the same time, he doubted even the most pleasurable touch could compete with the deep sense of fulfillment he got from licking her boots. For the first time, in front of her on his knees, he felt like he was where he belonged.

Ren wondered if it was the alcohol making him succumb to all this so quickly. He wondered if he would have resisted or outright refused her advances if he was sober. Ultimately, though, he was too engrossed in her boots to care.

"Stop," Ren released a groan at her command, but obeyed and looked up at her, ready for her next instructions.

Akira said nothing but smirked down at him as she scooted closer to the edge of the bed. Ren's mouth watered as she spread her legs, and his dick jumped as she hiked her skirt up to the tops of her thighs, revealing a set of black, lace panties.

“Oh, God…” Ren groaned, his hands itching to run up her thighs.

“I see you like the view,” Akira purred, running her fingertips over the lace. “Would you like to see more?”

Ren nodded again, nearly panting from his arousal. He watched with wide eyes, his blood pounding as she closed her legs, then dragged her panties down the length of her boots. She left them to dangle off the toe of her left foot and lifted them in front of his face. Ren could smell her arousal wafting off the material, and he shuddered.

“Hold onto these, won’t you?” her eyes glimmered.

Ren immediately opened his mouth and took the material between his teeth, groaning as her scent swirled within his nostrils. He wanted to wrap those panties around his cock and fuck them. The thought evaporated from his mind, though, as Akira spread her legs again and revealed a much more preferable destination for his swollen prick.

Akira’s pussy was pink, shaven, and dripping wet, and Ren groaned at the sight of it. He helplessly rolled his hips into the air, his dick bouncing with each beat of his heart.

“I seem to remember telling you that you would taste me,” Akira said, making a show of spreading her glistening lips. “Is that right?”

Unable to speak with her panties between his teeth, Ren nodded and whimpered his affirmation. Just the thought of sliding his tongue over her soaked pussy was enough to make his head spin.

“Stand up,” Akira ordered, and Ren shot to his feet. He followed Akira’s eyes down to his dick, which eagerly twitched from the attention.

Ren held his breath as Akira ran her nails down his ribs, trying not to laugh as she tickled him, and he nearly whined as she hooked her fingers under the elastic of his underwear. She lowered them down his thighs, torturously slowly, and Ren moaned as his cock sprang free, bouncing back to hit his stomach before bobbing in the air. 

"Someone's very excited…" Akira smirked as she continued to drag his boxers down his legs. "Step out of these for me."

Ren kicked out of the boxers, breathing in hard pants through his nose. Akira hummed and blew a stream of warm air over his dick. He moaned at the ticklish feeling and whimpered as he titled his hips toward her.

“What a beautiful cock…” Akira praised him, running her fingertip along his underside from his base to his tip, making him release a strangled cry. “I loved seeing it get hard for me in your pajamas…”

Ren blushed, but he could hardly care about his embarrassment when her finger was sending shocks of pleasure to his core. He grunted and thrust against the teasing touch and groaned as she pulled her hand away with a laugh.

“Be patient, Ren,” she scolded him. “I wouldn’t want you to get too excited and cum without permission…”

Ren shuddered at the word. Permission? Half of him wanted to protest, but he couldn't deny the way his cock twitched at the idea of giving her that level of control.

“Now, come and lay down on the bed,” Akira patted the mattress, and Ren was more than happy to comply.

Ren settled himself on his back and waited as Akira looked him up and down for a moment. His heart pounded as she swung her leg over his stomach and knelt, straddling him. Her skirt settled on top of his dick, and he resisted the urge to hump the material.

“Now, I don’t want us to get carried away,” Akira said, and Ren looked up to meet her eyes. “We only just started, after all, and I think it’s important that we set a precedent for how things are going to unfold between us.”

Akira reached behind her body, and Ren groaned as she wrapped her soft hand around his cock, giving him a long stroke. His body shook, and he whined as his cock jerked in her hand, the copious amount of precum coating his shaft serving as the perfect lubricant. She dragged her hand back up, and Ren couldn’t help himself as, with a pathetic whimper, he began to fuck her hand.

“Be still,” she admonished him, a hard edge to her voice, and Ren whined as he tensed his body, trembling from the effort of obeying as she worked his cock ever so slowly.

“I know this is new for both of us," she said, her voice aloof and unaffected. "But before we even get started, I need to know that you're not like all those other guys, Ren. I need to know that you'll prioritize my pleasure above your own."

Ren had a bad feeling about where this was going, and he did his best to enjoy the heavenly sensation of her hand while he could.

“So, I’m going to give you a choice, and your decision will determine whether we can keep doing this,” she explained, and Ren resisted the urge to simply buck into her hand and bring himself over the edge.

"Option one," Akira started, and Ren moaned in bliss as she tightened her grip around his dick, jacking him faster. "I can bring you to an orgasm with my hand and release all this delicious pressure in your cock."

Ren was desperate to cum, and he whimpered through the lace, but he knew he needed to hear the second option.

“Or…” Akira purred, and a devious smile curled her lips. “I can sit on your face and let you lick me to an orgasm.”

Ren groaned at the idea of tasting her delicious juices, and his cock twitched eagerly in her hand at the thought.

“You can only choose one or the other,” Akira said. “And that means only one of us is going to cum. And answer carefully. Your decision tonight will determine whether we’re able to continue our fun, and I think you already know what your answer needs to be.”

Ren groaned and squeezed his eyes shut. Her hand already felt so good on his cock, and he knew he was only a few strokes away from what would undoubtedly be the most incredible orgasm of his life. But would a single orgasm be worth losing what he could have with Akira? He knew she was testing him on purpose, and he knew that if he failed, his shot with her was over.

“Here,” Akira picked up the panties and pulled them out of his mouth. “So… what’s it going to be?”

Ren panted and met her expectant gaze, his face already burning as he tried to give his answer.

“I... I want…” he fumbled with the words. “I want to lick your pussy, please.”

Akira smiled, and Ren knew he was so, so fucked.

"Good answer," she said simply and unwrapped her hand from around his cock.

Ren felt tears in his eyes as his dick wept yet another stream of clear, slick liquid.

“Oh, don’t cry,” Akira leaned down and kissed his forehead. “You’re going to learn that giving me pleasure is so much sweeter than getting your own…”

Ren sniffled, and his stomach twisted. His balls felt heavy and tight, and he craved release more than he ever had before.

“For now…” Akira trailed off. “It’s time for you to get busy with that tongue of yours…”

Excitement rose in Ren’s stomach as Akira moved up his body and straddled his face. Her leather-clad thighs pinned his arms against his ribs, and he licked his lips as she pulled up her skirt to reveal her pussy and the string of juices rolling down her thighs. Ren looked up at Akira, silently pleading for permission to taste her.

“I hope for your sake that you do a good job,” the veiled threat in her words made his dick throb. “Lick it.”

Akira lowered her hips so that her pussy rested on his lips, and Ren wasted no time in devouring her. He loved the moans that fell from her throat as he drank her in, and he groaned into her body. The taste and smell of her drove him wild, and he was helpless to keep from bucking his hips, aching for some friction against his prick.

Ren swirled his tongue inside of her pussy, then circled around her clit.

“Oh fuck…” Akira said from on top of him. “Your mouth is so good…”

The desperation in her voice told Ren she was close, and he redoubled his efforts. He sucked her clit into his mouth and flicked his tongue over it, drawing a ragged scream from her throat.

“Ren! Don’t stop, don’t stop!” she cried, burying her hands in his hair.

Ren growled at the pain and rhythmically nursed her clit between his lips, suckling it even as he circled it with his tongue. His sexual experiences were few and far between, but eating pussy was a fixation of his, and he always insisted upon it. Akira shuddered on top of him, and Ren knew she was close. He sucked her even harder and very lightly bit down on her tiny bud as he pressed his tongue against it.

Just like that, she shattered on top of him, and ground her pussy into his face as she rode out her orgasm. Ren couldn’t breathe, but that discomfort was nothing compared to the pain in his swollen cock and balls.

Akira caught her breath and shakily swung her leg off him, settling down beside him and claiming his mouth in a hard kiss. She pulled back, and Ren panted as she looked over at him with wide eyes.

“That was incredible…” she breathed, stroking his face.

Ren smiled as he nuzzled his face into her palm, appreciative of her praise but wishing she would put her hands to better use. His hips still rocked into the air, and he whimpered as Akira looked down at his dick, hoping she would have mercy on him.

"Oh, dear…" Akira sounded amused, and Ren sobbed in relief as she lightly circled his dick with her thumb and forefinger. "You must be so frustrated…"

Ren nodded, panting hard as she kept her grip loose, moving the circle down his cock and back up again at a torturously slow pace.

“Please, please…” he begged, his balls already pulled up against his body, desperate to blow their load.

“You made your choice, Ren,” Akira shook her head. “I’m afraid you’ll just have to wait.”

With that, Akira released his cock and sat up beside him on the bed. Ren groaned in defeat and shoved his hands under his ass to keep from wrapping them around his dick. Akira stood from the bed, leaning over to kiss his forehead, and he blushed at the soft gesture.

“I’m very glad you came to my party tonight, Ren,” she smiled down at him. “I think this is going to be a lot of fun for both of us.”

Akira reached down and caressed his balls, and Ren melted.

“Come walk me out,” Akira’s demeanor changed in an instant. “You might want to throw on some pants.”

Ren huffed a sigh and got out of the bed. He threw on another t-shirt, took a pair of sweatpants from his dresser, and stepped into them, shivering as the soft material brushed against his sensitive cock. It stimulated him relentlessly with each step he took, and he was a mess by the time they made it to Akira's door.

Once there, she looked up at him with a smile.

“I want you to keep your hands off your cock for the rest of the night,” she ordered, and Ren’s jaw dropped. “No arguments. You’re going to have to get used to being frustrated anyway, so we may as well start now.”

Akira cupped his dick through his sweatpants, and Ren’s knees nearly buckled right there in the hall.

“I control this now,” Akira’s voice had a hard edge to it. “It belongs to me, and I am in charge of when you touch it, if you touch it, and whether or not it gets to cum. Is that perfectly clear?”

Ren nodded and bit his lip as he fought not to hump her palm.

“Good boy,” she said, and the words made his dick jump in her hand. “I’m going inside now. I have one more set of instructions for you before you go to sleep, so be sure to check your phone. Goodnight, Ren.”

“Goodnight…” he barely said the word before the door shut.

Ren rushed back into his apartment, hastily bolting the lock behind him as he raced to his phone. There was nothing yet, but no more than a couple of minutes passed before it buzzed, his heart leaping as he received her message.

My panties are still in your bedroom, it read. I want you to spend the night in them for me. Send me a picture once you’ve put them on.

Ren’s throat tightened at the idea of wearing her panties, and his hands shook as he read the message over and over again. Another message arrived as his mind was reeling.

Don’t keep me waiting, Ren, she said, and he shivered.

After a few moments of looking, he found the panties under one of his pillows, and his stomach twisted as he slid them up his legs. It was a struggle to fit his erection into the lace, but he finally managed to get most of the material to cover his hard-on. His face burned as he snapped the picture and sent it to Akira.

Good boy, she praised. Now make sure you keep those on for me all night, and you might get a reward for it in the morning. I’ll know if you don’t. Goodnight.

Goodnight, Ren texted, and set his phone down on the nightstand.

The lace felt like steel wool rubbing against his trapped cock, and he tossed and turned in bed, trying to get comfortable. His cock ached, and he fisted his hands into his sheets to keep from jacking off. As much as he ached for release, the chance of ruining things with Akira deterred him, so he had no choice but to suffer.

It was going to be a long night.
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