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Part Two




Ren was never more grateful for the sun to come up. All night, the lace of Akari’s panties provided just enough sensation to keep him from losing his aching erection, and in the rare moments of sleep he did get, his dreams were haunted by Akari. A constant stream of pre-cum leaked from his tip, and he groaned in discomfort and lust as he flipped over onto his other side in search of relief.

Ren picked up his phone and held his breath as he unlocked it, only to be disappointed again. He was hoping for a message from Akari, but he knew it was still early. She had probably fallen straight to sleep last night, fresh off an orgasm from his tongue.

Ren was getting antsy, and his thumbs hovered over the keypad as he deliberated over whether to send Akari a message. He didn’t want to risk upsetting her if he woke her up, but he didn’t want her to think he had forgotten about her or their arrangement. 

Ren scolded himself. He wasn't some teenager. Relationships, even unorthodox ones, were a two-way street, and she needed just as much assurance as he did. So, even though it made him nervous, he typed out the words 'good morning' and sent them.

Ren sighed in relief. He rolled onto his back and waited to see if she would respond, but his phone was quiet. Without the distraction of anticipation, Ren was left with nothing to keep his mind off his neglected cock. It was semi-hard, throbbing against the lace of Akari's panties, and Ren's fingers itched as he yearned to yank them off his body, wrap his fingers around his length and jack off right there.

Even the thought of it made his dick harden, but a voice in the back of his head kept him from acting on it. He spent so much of his life ashamed of the things that turned him on, and now he had a chance to explore them with someone. Someone incredibly hot, at that. Even as much as he wanted to cum, he wasn’t willing to throw away the chance to have something really special with her.

Resolved to wait, Ren tossed back his covers and sat up in bed, shivering as the cold air of the room brushed over his near-naked body. He thought about pulling on some pajamas, at least, but he wasn't sure whether Akari would want him to. Just in case, he decided against it and then made his way into the bathroom to clean himself up for the morning.

Ren brushed his teeth, and by the time he finished, his cock was soft enough for him to be able to take a piss. He thought about hopping into the shower to clean himself of the precum that had collected on his stomach and thighs throughout the night but again thought better of it, not sure if Akari would want him to.

Ren settled on washing his face, then reached into his medicine cabinet for some pain relievers. His head pounded, an unmistakable reminder of how much he had to drink last night. He vaguely wondered if he would have had the courage to go so far with Akari if he'd been sober but suspected not. Still, he wished he'd gone for something with less sugar so his head didn't hurt as much.

Finished with what he could manage of his morning routine, Ren moved into the kitchen. He needed some coffee to wake him up and warm him up. He arranged his dick so it was more comfortable in the lace panties and collected his coffee grounds from the freezer. Just as he started the machine, he heard a knock at his door, and froze.

Ren made sure his steps were silent as he crossed over to the door and looked out the peephole. Relief, excitement, and anxiety curled in equal parts in his stomach as he saw Akari. Not wanting to keep her waiting in the hall, he hastily undid all the locks on his door and opened it.

“Good morning,” her voice was easy as she breezed into his apartment.

Ren swallowed drily, shutting and locking the door behind him.

“Thank you for texting me when you woke up,” Akari’s voice was sweet as she batted her eyes up at him. “I always like when guys do that.”

Ren smiled, glad he was able to prove he cared. His smile faded, though as her eyes ran down his body, exposed but for the black lace decorating his dick.

“Would you like some coffee?” he managed weakly, trying not to be self-conscious.

“I would, thank you,” she purred.

“It should be ready in just a minute,” Ren’s voice was strained, and he cleared his throat. “I'm sorry, I don’t have any cream or sugar. I take mine black."

“That’s fine,” Akari waved off his concerns. “That’s not really the cream and sugar I was worried about today.”

Ren blushed at her joke, and busied himself with fetching a couple of mugs from the cabinet so she wouldn’t see the redness of his face. The coffee machine beeped, announcing the coffee was ready, and he wasted no time pouring their drinks, then heading over to the couch.

Ren set Akari’s mug on the coffee table, and he sat down on the other end of the couch. Akari hummed, and Ren’s heart jumped into his throat as she crossed her feet in his lap. He nearly groaned at their soft weight on his thighs, and a thick droplet of precum surged from his dick. He lifted his mug to his lips and sipped at the too-hot liquid to try and keep himself collected.

"So, how did you sleep last night?" Akari didn't make it any easier for him, shifting her feet to knead her toes against him like a satisfied cat.

“Not very well,” he answered honestly, and Akari laughed.

“Was someone a little…” she trailed her foot up his thigh, and Ren gasped as her toes brushed his dick through the lace. “Frustrated?”

"Yes…" he panted, setting his coffee down on the side table so he didn’t spill it.

“Good,” Akari said, and Ren groaned as she withdrew her foot. “You might get a chance to relieve some of that frustration later.”

Ren’s ears perked up, and excitement fluttered in his stomach.

“Did you have any plans for the day?” Akari smiled over at him, nursing her coffee.

Ren immediately thought off all the paperwork he had to sift through, but not even a mountain of files would keep him from the chance to spend time with Akari.

“No,” he answered readily, embarrassed at the eagerness of his response.

“Perfect,” she smiled, lifting her mug to take a sip. “Let me see what I’m working with here…”

Akari rose, and Ren hopped up to follow her as she made her way into his bedroom and opened his closet. He felt self-conscious as she looked through his closet, regarding each garment one at a time.

“Wow,” she turned back to regard him, a surprised look in her eye. “You actually have a really nice collection here.”

“Thank you,” Ren shifted, taking a seat on the edge of his bed. He watched as Akari withdrew a blue shirt and slacks of the same color, then picked out his tan belt and matching shoes as well as some blue socks.

“This should look nice,” she said, and Ren agreed. “Go ahead and get dressed.”

Ren’s chest tightened.

“Dressed?” he blinked over at her as his dick strained against her panties.

"Of course, silly," she gave him a dazzling smile. "Unless, of course, you'd like to go to the mall as you are."

Ren shook his head, his cheeks flaming as his dick throbbed again.

“I’m going to head back over to my place so I can get dressed too,” she said, already moving toward the door. “I won’t be long. Thanks for the coffee!”

And just like that, she was gone. Ren huffed his frustration and did his best to arrange his erection within the lace for what must have been the hundredth time. He knew she expected him to keep them on.

Ren picked out a white t-shirt to go under the button up, and he mumbled to himself as he got dressed. Even the brush of the clothing against his skin was enough to set his nerve-endings on fire. He moaned at the pressure of his pants against his hardness. He fretted at the mirror for a long minute, checking every angle to make sure no hints of the lace were visible through his pants and that his erection was as discrete as possible.

Once his shoes were tied, he stood up and collected his keys, wallet, and phone. He wasn’t sure if he was supposed to wait for Akari or if she wanted him to go over to her place, but he figured there was only one way to find out. His coffee was little more than lukewarm at this point, and he quickly drained the rest of it, then put the mug in the sink on his way out the door.

Ren took a deep breath to settle himself as he stood outside Akari’s door, then lifted his hand to knock. He heard her footsteps crossing the apartment, then the jiggle of the handle just before the door swung open. Ren’s throat went dry as he saw her standing there, dressed only in a pair of tight jeans, a bra, and a pair of heels.

“Come in,” she smirked. “I’m just about ready.”

Ren nodded wordlessly, stepping into the confines of her apartment. It was dramatically different today than it had been last night. It was immaculately clean, and except for the faint traces of smoke and alcohol lingering in the air, nobody would have ever guessed a party had unfolded there.

Ren hardly cared about the state of the apartment, though. His eyes were fixed on Akari’s exposed skin, and the swell of her immaculate breasts.

“It’s rude to stare, Ren,” Akari scolded him, and his eyes snapped up to meet hers.

“I’m sorry,” he breathed the apology, his stomach twisting in fear of the repercussions that might follow.

Akari didn’t respond verbally, cupping his straining cock through his pants. Ren’s knees nearly buckled, and he grabbed onto the kitchen counter for support as her fingers flexed around him. He released a shuddering breath and held back a groan of frustration as she stepped back.

"Let me finish getting dressed, and we can get out of here," Akari's voice was unaffected, and Ren barely managed a nod to acknowledge her words. "You can have a seat on the couch if you like."

Ren nodded again, resisting the urge to rearrange his junk as he crossed to the same couch that Akari had ensnared him in the previous night. Memories of her gentle teasing through his jeans only made his cock strain more against his slacks, and the lace against his tip started to itch maddeningly. Ren bit his lip and squeezed his eyes shut, doing his best to compose himself before they went out in public.

“Ready!” Ren’s eyes snapped open at the sound of Akari’s voice. His stomach fluttered as he took in her full ensemble, and he smiled at her blue blouse that matched his own.

“You look beautiful,” he said, almost without thinking.

“I know,” she gave him a wink. “Come on, we don’t have all day.”

Ren stood as Akari gathered up a small purse and her keys, following her out the door as she locked up. Ren offered her his arm and smiled to himself as she took it, delighting in the soft weight of her hand on his forearm.

“So what are we shopping for?” he ventured as they made their way down the stairs.

"Well," Akari's tone barely concealed her excitement. "While your wardrobe is quite impressive, I think it's missing a few key additions that are essential for our relationship."

Ren smiled, blushing at the word.

“Relationship?” he looked over at her, unable to keep a smile off his face. “And what is that relationship, exactly?”

Akari raised a brow, and he shivered at the dangerous gleam in her eyes.

"By night," she started, her voice a low purr as her fingertip moved in small circles over his forearm. "You're my toy. And as such, I'll play with you; however I like."

Ren’s heart beat hard in his chest, and he felt his blush travel all the way down his neck. A part of him hoped there was nobody else in the stairwell to hear what she was saying, and another part of him secretly hoped there was.

“And in the daytime…” she seemed to think. “You can be my sweet little boyfriend, and I’ll still play with you however I like. How does that sound?”

Ren gasped as her nails sank into his forearm, not enough to be painful but enough to send shivers down his spine.

“I like that very much,” his voice shook, and tears pricked at his eyes from the intensity of his emotion.

“Ren?” Akari stopped, and Ren blinked rapidly to banish his tears before he looked at her. “Is that really okay with you?”

Akari's eyes were vulnerable as she gazed up at him, and for a moment, he was struck by the thought that she might feel as lucky as he did, just as scared of accidentally dispelling the magic that seemed to be unfolding between them. Overcome with a sudden need, Ren leaned down and pressed a soft kiss to her lips. Much to his delight, she kissed him back.

Ren almost moaned as his body tingled at the feeling of her soft lips, and he was more than a little disappointed when she pulled back.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” her voice was tight, and Ren smiled as her lashes fluttered. “Let’s go.”

Ren followed as her grip tightened on his arm, more than happy for her to lead the way. She took them out of the building, and he easily kept pace with her as they walked the street, crossing the short distance to the mall. He felt a moment of self-consciousness as the other shoppers milled around them. He shifted on his feet, hoping that nobody would notice if he happened to pop another erection, which he feared was inevitable with the way Akari constantly teased him.

Ren didn't bother to ask where they were going, content to follow her lead and confident that his curiosity would be satisfied in short order. He had his suspicions, of course, and they were confirmed when Akari stopped short in front of a lingerie shop. His mouth went dry, and his dick stirred as he followed her inside.

Ren was silent as Akari led him over to a collection of lace panties, all too similar to the ones already encasing his dick.

“I think five pairs is a good start for now,” she purred. “You’d probably be most comfortable in a medium.”

Ren's jaw clenched, and his heart pounded in his chest. He could feel how red his face was, and he stood frozen as he looked at all the various colors and patterns. Not wanting to upset Akira, he rose a shaking hand and selected a pair in a deep purple, then another in navy blue, sifting through the neatly folded stacks to find the mediums.

“Very nice,” Akari praised, and Ren was comforted by the soft kiss she pressed to his shoulder as she guided him toward another table, this one featuring silken panties that looked soft and shiny.

Ren's knees nearly buckled at the thought of how these would feel against his cock, and he worked hard to keep his breathing even as he picked out a red pair, as well as a light blue pair, adding them to the neat stack in his hand. He couldn’t stop shaking as Akari led him even further into the room, her hand trailing up and down his back as they walked.

Akari stopped in front of the back wall, which featured all manner of bras, and Ren’s lip trembled as his stomach twisted. He was embarrassed enough to be picking out the panties. The thought of selecting bras as well almost sent him to his knees.

“Not today,” Akari murmured against his arm, once again kissing him through his shirt.

Ren felt a surge of relief as she moved on to another table, this one with a selection of simpler cotton panties. Akari selected them this time, and Ren blushed as she added the soft pink cotton to the stack in his hand.

“Alright,” she sighed. “I think that’s enough. For today, anyway.”

Ren followed as she led them to the counter, and he didn’t miss the cahier’s knowing smirk as she started to ring up the panties. Ren barely heard her quote the price, simply handing over his debit card and watching, near hypnotized as the woman bagged the panties. His panties.

“Have a nice day,” the woman said with a wink, pushing the bag forward on the counter.

“Thank you,” Ren managed, gingerly taking up the paper bag, which seemed heavy as it dangled from his fingertips.

"Thank you!" Akari tossed over her shoulder as they left.

Ren’s heart pounded as they weaved their way back through the mall. Everyone could clearly see where he had gotten the bag he was holding, and he knew his knuckles were white from how tightly he clenched the paper handles.

"Relax," Akari soothed, and he released the tension in his shoulders as she ran her nails up and down his back. "Are you hungry?"

Ren nodded. Now that she mentioned it, he was ravenous, and his stomach was more than a little unsettled from the drinking last night.

“Come on then,” Akari moved at a faster clip. “I know a great little place.”

Ren relaxed more with each passing second as Akari weaved in and out of other people, keeping her arm linked with his. They finally arrived at a small café within the mall, and he was grateful for the dim lighting inside as they followed a host to a small table.

Ren held out a chair for Akari and then settled down in the chair across from her. He looked over the menu and jumped as he felt her foot traveling up the inside of his calf and then trailing back down. The sensation sent a jolt of electricity down his spine, and he shot bolt upright, staring across the table at her.

Akira, however, didn't spare him a second glance, wholly impassive as she perused the menu. Ren’s heart pounded, and he had to set the menu back down to keep it from shaking. Inside his pants, his cock throbbed, once again painfully hard, and he bit his tongue to keep a moan from escaping his lips.

“Good morning!” a cheery waitress greeted them, and Ren offered her a pained smile. “What can I get for you two?”

“We’ll start with two mimosas and some water, please,” Akari answered seamlessly.

"Perfect, I'll get those right out for you," the waitress smiled and turned on her heel to deliver the drink order.

Meanwhile, Akari smirked at him as her foot traveled higher still, and Ren's jaw dropped as she settled them atop his thighs, crossing her ankles. The heel of her shoe just so slightly brushed his encased shaft, and he shook with the effort not to rock his hips.

“Have you decided what you want to eat?” she batted her lashes, looking deceptively innocent.

Ren shook his head, but he couldn’t take his eyes off her. She gave him a fierce smile, her eyes twinkling before she looked back down at the menu. All Ren could do was tremble, the weight of her feet in his lap keeping him from thinking clearly. He felt a surge of precum travel agonizingly from the base of his cock to the tip, and he clenched his fists at his sides.

“Here you are,” Ren jumped at the sound of the waitress’s voice as she returned with their drinks. “And have we decided what to eat?”

“I’ll have a bowl of oatmeal with a side of fresh fruit,” Akari answered as she gathered up their menus and handed them to the young woman. “And he’ll have the vegetarian omelet with a side of toast.”

“Perfect,” the waitress smiled, and Ren did his best to smile back. “I’ll go ahead and put that in for you.”

“Thank you,” Akira replied, but her eyes were fixed on Ren.

Ren was having difficulty maintaining his composure as Akari shifted her foot, rhythmically pressing the toe of her shoe against his dick. He shook helplessly, clenching his jaw and tightly gripping the seat of his chair.

"What's the matter, Ren?" Akari's brow creased in mock concern. "You look tense.”

Akari accented the last word by pressing her toe even harder against him, and he gasped as he felt a spurt of precum escape his trapped erection.

“Please stop!” he gasped in a whisper, fighting the urge to take hold of her ankles and shove them off his lap.

Akira laughed, but to Ren's relief, she removed her feet from his thighs, content to run one foot up and down his calf like before. Ren sagged, propping his elbows on the table and burying his face in his hand as he released a shuddering breath.

“I’m sorry,” Akari said, but she sounded far more amused than apologetic. “You’re just so much fun.”

Ren’s mind whirled. This time yesterday, he was a lonely, single paralegal without so much as a hint of interest from a woman. Today, he was having his junk fondled under the table at a restaurant and wearing a pair of lace panties. It was all so much to process, and the fact that he so desperately wanted to cum did nothing to help him wrap his mind around it.

“Ren?” Akari’s voice pulled him out of his thoughts, and he relaxed as he saw the concern in her eyes.

“I’m sorry,” his voice shook. “This is all just… overwhelming.”

“I understand,” Akira nodded, reaching across the table to take his hand. “I’m sorry if I’m moving too fast…”

“No!” Ren shook his head. “I mean, I just… I like it. A lot.”

It was true. Even as overstimulated as he felt, his heart was fuller than he ever imagined it could be. He was utterly entranced with Akira. He had nursed a crush on her ever since he moved into the building, and he was over the moon that she had taken even a passing interest in him.

“I believe you,” she nodded, but there was reservation in her voice. “But I know this is a lot to process. And if you ever need me to slow down, no questions asked, I want you to say the word ‘yellow.’ And if you need me to stop completely, say ‘red.’ That goes for in public, as well as in private.”

Ren nodded, committing the words to his memory.

“I want this to be a good experience for both of us,” she said, rubbing her thumb along his knuckles. “And if I end up hurting you or pushing you too far, that’s not a good experience for either of us.”

Ren nodded, comforted by her assurances. Once again feeling bold, he lifted her dainty hand and pressed a kiss to the back of her fingers. She smiled at the gesture, her eyes twinkling.

"You're so sweet I can hardly stand it," she murmured, and for another split second, Ren caught a glimpse of how much he was affecting her, and it made him swell with pride.

Things settled down between them as the waitress brought their food, and Ren eagerly set to work on his omelet. He was even hungrier than he thought, and having food in his stomach helped him clear his head.

“So, what do you want to do once you get your degree?” he asked between bites, remembering bits and pieces from their conversation the previous night.

“I want to be a flight attendant,” she answered, and Ren raised his brows, interested. “I’ve always wanted to travel, and I like talking to new people, so I thought that would be a good fit for me.”

Ren agreed. She was gorgeous, and he could easily imagine her talking a host of passengers through the safety protocols before a flight.

“That’s really smart,” Ren nodded, taking another bite.

“What about you?” Akari returned, stirring some of her fruit into her oatmeal. “What made you want to be a lawyer.”

“Money,” his answer sounded so much less interesting, but it was the truth. “And my dad was a lawyer as well, so I have a few connections in the industry. It just seemed like the easiest route.”

Akari nodded, and they lapsed into silence as they worked on their food.

“And what about… this?” her eyes were more intense. “Like… what made you want what you have with me?”

Ren shifted and swallowed, taken aback by the curious vulnerability in her voice. He glanced around the restaurant, making sure nobody was close enough to overhear.

“Well, I…” he kept his voice low. “I don’t know, honestly. When I was younger, I just started gravitating toward a certain type of… entertainment…”

“Porn, you mean,” Akira smirked, and Ren’s face burned.

“Yeah,” he confirmed, clearing his throat and taking another bite of his food, trying to ignore the pressure in his pants. “And I mean, with you specifically? I thought you were gorgeous the moment I saw you, so how could I say no?”

Akari looked genuinely flattered, and she smiled softly as her eyes dropped down to her oatmeal.

“Um…” Ren was suddenly flustered again. “I guess the real question is… what are you doing with me? I mean… you could have anybody. I mean anybody.”

“I don’t want just anybody,” Akari’s eyes snapped up, and Ren burned under her intense gaze. “I want an eager, desperate little panty boy, ready to please or entertain me at a moment’s notice.”

Ren’s throat went dry, and his cock twitched. His ears burned as his eyes flickered around the restaurant again, worried someone would heart their conversation. His eyes focused back on Akari, and she blinded him with her smile.

“And I think I’ve finally found one,” she purred, and Ren nodded, again shaking in his seat.

Ren was grateful when Akari finally took the last bite of her oatmeal. Between the mere sight of her beauty and the constant teasing of her foot over his leg, his dick stayed achingly hard through the whole meal. He was relieved beyond measure when the waitress returned with his debit card, and he made sure to leave her a nice tip before he stood, once again joining arms with Akari, not forgetting to collect the small bag of his panties on their way out.

Akari led them out of the mall and headed back to their building. He didn’t want to assume they would do anything sexual, but he was certainly hopeful that they would. The friction of the lace against his cock was more than enough to keep him overstimulated as they walked, and especially as they climbed the stairs.

Ren held his breath as they stood outside the doors to their respective apartments. Would she invite him in? Was she waiting for him to invite her in?

Ren was saved from having to wonder as Akari reached into his pants, fondling his cock before withdrawing his keys. Ren had to hold onto the doorframe for support as she unlocked his door and breezed in, leaving him to trail after her like a puppy.

“I think it’s time you tried on all those pretty new panties,” she said as she gracefully took a seat on his sofa, and Ren’s stomach clenched. “Don’t forget to take all the tags off. You definitely won’t be returning them.”

Ren gulped, but nodded, and made to go into his bedroom to change.

“Where do you think you’re going?” Akari posed, and Ren stopped short. “You can undress for me right here.”

Ren shook, his stomach twisting with nerves, but set to work undoing the buttons of his shirt. He didn’t know why he was so nervous. She had seen it all before. Still, there was something much more intense about deliberately stripping in front of her, and his heart pounded as he shrugged out of his blue shirt. Akari frowned as the shirt hit the floor, and Ren paused.

“I don’t remember picking out that t-shirt,” she said, obviously displeased, and Ren’s stomach sank.

“I’m sorry,” he offered, his voice tight. “I just always wear an undershirt…”

“When I pick an outfit for you,” Akari’s voice was stern, her mouth set in a hard like. “That’s the outfit you will wear. Nothing less, nothing more. Understood?”

“Yes, I’m so sorry…” Ren nodded, horrified to have upset her, and relieved when she leaned back into the couch.

“Very good,” she said. “Proceed.”

Ren knelt down and make quick work of untying his shoes, then stood to toe them off. He took off his socks as well, lifting up one foot at a time and hopping around to maintain his balance. He knew he looked foolish, and the amused gleam in Akari's eyes only confirmed as much.

Ren whipped off his undershirt and let it fall to the ground with his button-up. Finally, all that remained were his slacks, and he eagerly unfastened his belt, letting it hang from his belt loops as he eagerly moved on to the button and zipper.

“Not so fast,” Akari’s voice stopped him. “I want the belt all the way off. As a matter of fact, hand it over.”

Ren’s chest tightened, but he obeyed, his eyes wide as he surrendered the tan leather.

“Proceed,” she said again, but Ren could not take his eyes off the belt as she doubled it over in her hand, letting it rest in her lap.

Ren’s hands trembled as he undid his pants, and his breathing was ragged as he shoved them down to his ankles and stepped out of them, leaving him clad only in Akira's lace panties. The tip of his dick, engorged and leaking, poked out of the waistband, unable to be contained.

Akira hummed, her fingers stroking along his belt as she licked her lips at the sight of his trapped erection.

"Go ahead and try on the cotton ones," she instructed. "You can keep the black ones. They just look fantastic on you."

Ren blushed and hooked his thumbs under the waistband of her, well his, panties and dragged them down his legs, kicking them off. He took all the panties out of the paper bag and spread them out along the coffee table, his throat tight.

Ren picked up the pink cotton, and he cleared his throat as he stepped into them. The material was soft, but it was a struggle for him to arrange himself inside them, altogether too small to contain his boner. He did the best he could, then stood upright, letting Akira get a good look, and he shook at the uncontained delight in her expression.

“Very cute,” she said, and Ren cringed at the word. “They must feel so nice and soft.”

Ren nodded but couldn't find his voice.

“Do the lace pairs next,” Akira commanded, shifting on the sofa to get more comfortable as she watched.

Ren stripped out of the cotton panties, replacing them with the purple lace. He nearly groaned as the intricate material chafed against his dick, and he bit his lip to keep from squirming. Akira gave him a nod and pointed to the navy pair.

Ren repeated the process, feeling more exposed with each passing second. Trying on the panties was humiliating, and having to do it in front of Akira was downright torturous, but his cock made no secret of how much it was turning him on. When it was time for him to try on the satin pairs, he almost shivered at the way the slick material caressed his cock and balls. The red pair was the last he tried on, and he was breathless as he restlessly shifted on his feet, whimpering as he rubbed his cock into the material.

“I thought you might like those,” Akira’s tone was amused, and Ren could only nod as he tried to create even more friction. “Now, we need to take care of your punishment.”

Ren froze, and his eyes snapped to hers.

“P-punishment?” he hated how pathetic his voice must sound, and he hated the way his cock surged at the word.

“Yes, for that little white shirt you decided to wear today,” she gestured to the garment with the belt, and a shudder ran through Ren’s body.

“I- I’m sorry…” he simpered, wishing he could sink into the floor. “I didn’t mean to do anything wrong…”

“Oh, I know you didn’t mean to, sweet boy,” Akira cooed, rising from the couch and stalking toward him. “But you did, didn’t you? And you have to learn that your actions have consequences.”

Tears burned in Ren’s eyes, but he nodded. His erection still raged inside the red satin, making it clear how he really felt about being punished by her.

“Get down on your hands and knees,” Akira commanded, and Ren instantly dropped, shaking as he assumed the position.

Ren flinched as Akira dragged her nails down his back, then hooked her fingers under the waistband of his new panties. He panted as she dragged the elastic down just enough to reveal the globes of his ass. Akira dragged the leather of his belt over his exposed skin, and he released a soft whimper.

"Since this is your first offense, I'll start with three strokes," Ren stiffened as Akira placed her free hand in the small of his back to steady him. "Are you ready?"

Ren couldn’t find his voice, but he nodded, despite the churning of his stomach. The belt sliced across his ass without warning, and he gasped at the pain.

“That’s one,” Akira counted, and tears pricked at Ren’s eyes as she smoothed her palm over where she’d just struck.

“I’m sorry, I’m sorry…” Ren mumbled, his voice already shaking from his tears as he tried to mentally prepare for the next one.

“I know,” Akira soothed, and Ren screamed as the next blow landed across his ass. He moaned, and his muscles tightened as he tried to process the pain.

“One more,” Akira talked him through, and Ren sniffled as his chest heaved, dreading the final kiss from the belt.

It was harder than the previous two, and it sent a sickening snap through the air as it landed against his ass. Ren's elbows buckled, his body trembling as his torso crashed to the floor. His lower lip trembled as he tried to keep from openly sobbing on the floor.

To Ren’s surprise, it wasn’t the physical pain of the belt that was his undoing, but the weight that came from knowing he upset her. It gnawed at his stomach, and he was crushed that he had disappointed her already.

“I’m sorry, Akira…” he sniffled, his eyes blurry. “I won’t do it again, I promise.”

"It's alright now, Ren…" Akira soothed her palm over his stinging ass. "You took your punishment, and now the matter is finished. It's done now. You made me very happy."

Ren’s ears perked up, and he looked back to see a peaceful smile on Akira’s face. He shivered as she took the waistband of the panties and drew them up over his ass again. He gasped as she slipped her hand between his legs, and moaned as she squeezed his cock, still hard, through the panties.

“Do you like the way these feel?” she asked, her nails sending tingles through his dick as she trailed them over his length.

“Yes…” Ren moaned, unable to hold back the sound of lust that poured from his throat.

“I thought you might,” Ren could hear her smirk, and he groaned his disappointment as she released him.

Ren heard her heels clicking against the floor as she crossed to the couch again.

“Come here,” she ordered, pointing to the ground between her knees.

Ren swallowed but obeyed. He crawled into the small space between the couch and his coffee table, settling between her legs and gazing up at her, tears still hazing his vision. Akira's eyes softened, and she cupped his face in her hands, leaning down to press a soft kiss to his lips before she wiped his tears away with her thumbs.

“You look so beautiful when you cry,” she whispered, and Ren shivered at the reverence in her tone. “Are you alright?”

Ren nodded, his throat too tight to speak. He was more than alright. He thought his heart might burst from how fully owned and cherished he felt at that moment. His ass was still sore from the belt, but it served as even more evidence of how completely caught he was in her web, which was precisely where he wanted to be.

“Good,” she seemed to relax, and the air of dominance settled around her once more. “Now, I think I recall telling you that you might get the chance to relieve that hard cock of yours.”

Ren nodded eagerly, arching his hips again to grind his erection against the material of his panties.

“I think it’s only fair,” Akira went on. “I know how frustrated you must have been all day, and even last night.”

“Yes, yes, my dick has been so hard…” Ren finally found his voice, and his face burned as his frustration poured out in his desperate words.

“I know, and that’s just the way I like it,” Ren shivered at the words. “Hands behind your back.”

Ren obeyed immediately, his heart pounding. His eyes flickered down to Akari’s legs as she crossed them in front of him, and he shuddered as she teased him through his panties with the toe of her shoe.

“I know how much you liked me teasing you with my feet in the restaurant,” Akira purred, and Ren moaned. “And I think that if you want to cum, that should be how you do it.”

Ren whimpered. He yearned to wrap his fingers around his cock and jack it to a powerful climax. Or even better, to plunge his aching length into her hot, wet pussy. The thought of humping against her shoe was humiliating, but he was too desperate to turn down the opportunity.

Akira held her foot still, the sole pressing lightly against his trapped erection, and with a deep breath, Ren began to buck his hips against it. He couldn’t contain a shuddering moan as the friction, combined with the slick material of his panties, sent a flood of precum to pour from his dick, making the sensation even more slick and delicious.

Ren whimpered, his arms straining as he squeezed his wrist behind his back. His hips moved in a frenzy as he humped her shoe, and while it took him a moment to establish a satisfying rhythm, he soon felt himself ramping up toward an orgasm.

Ren panted with effort, and he looked desperately up into Akira’s eyes. He shivered, and his cock surged at the ravenous hunger there, and he moved faster still, his orgasm creeping closer and closer with each thrust.

"Look at you…" Akira said, and Ren blushed, not just from her calling out his apparent desperation, but at arousal from what he was doing. "You're about to cum into those little red panties, aren't you?"

“Yes, yes…” Ren panted through clenched teeth as his body shook. It was hard to maintain the speed that he needed to create enough friction between his cock and her shoe through the panties, and his orgasm seemed to linger just out of his reach.

“I’m not quite sure what’s taking you so long,” Akira taunted, and Ren’s stomach twisted even as he bucked against her. “I thought you were so frustrated you could have cum in just a few seconds…”

Ren huffed as he moved faster still, whimpering as he tried to find the angle that would send him over the edge.

“I think I’ll give you just a few more minutes,” Akira drawled, her tone impassive. “But if you can’t cum in that time, I guess you just didn’t need it bad enough.”

“Oh, god…” Ren shuddered, sweat gathering on his body as he frantically thrust against her foot. “Please, please, please…”

“Just a few more seconds, Ren…” Akira teased, and panic rose in his chest.

“Come on, come on, come on…” he chanted to himself, urging his tight balls to release their load and give him the relief he craved.

“That’s enough,” Akira snapped, removing her shoe and leaving Ren to sob and thrust uselessly against the open air. “I might give you another chance before the day is out.”

Ren panted, exhausted and disappointed from his failed efforts as his cock strained and throbbed inside his panties. He wanted to cry, but he was too tired even to form tears. All he could do was look helplessly up at Akira and wait for her next command.

“I do think you deserve a little bit of a reward for trying, though,” her eyes glinted with malice as she lifted her shirt over her head, and Ren’s eyes widened at the sight of her breasts in the bra that accentuated them so well. “So, I’m going to let you suck on my titties. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

“Yes…” Ren whimpered. He knew the taste and feeling of her breasts in his mouth would make his cock ache even more, but the very idea gave him too much pleasure to even think of passing up.

“Good boy,” Akira said, and Ren’s jaw dropped as she reached behind her back to undo the latch, then freed her bra.

Ren groaned. Her breasts were perky, firm, and perfectly sized, with hard nipples at their peaks. She caressed them for a moment, moaning as her fingertips swirled around the hard buds, and it was almost too much for Ren to take.

“May I please taste them, Akira?” he begged, his hands itching to reach from behind his back and take them into his hands.

“You may,” Akari’s mouth curled in a smile, and in the next instant, Ren wrapped his mouth around her nipple, sucking it hard into his mouth as he moaned.

Ren delighted in the soft whimpers and sighs that poured out of Akari’s throat as he worshipped her breasts, switching between them and making sure each one got as much attention as the other. He growled and groaned as he pressed his face into them, delighting in their soft texture, his heart full even as his dick craved more attention.

“Enough!” Akira’s voice was flustered, and Ren was breathless as he pulled back, once again waiting for instructions.

Akira said nothing, but her hands shot to the button of her jeans, and Ren’s cock jerked in his panties as she jerked her jeans down to her knees. Her hand dipped between her legs, and Ren bit his lip at the sound of her moan as she twirled her fingers. The soft wet sounds of her pleasure filled his ears even as her scent swirled in his nostrils, and he shook as he watched her pleasure herself.

“Do you want to know something, Ren?” she asked, her voice husky as she continued to seek her pleasure. He nodded, unable to take his eyes from between her parted thighs.

“I really do want to feel your cock inside of me…” she bit her lip as she made the confession, and Ren thought he might pass out. “I would just love to feel you sliding all the way inside me, filling me up while I touch my clit and make myself cum all over your cock…”

“Oh, god, Akari…” Ren whined, his cock tingling with need just at the thought. “Please, please let me put it inside you…”

Akari only moaned and pushed her jeans down to her ankles so she could spread her legs even further.

“I need to feel your tongue, Ren,” she whined, and Ren marveled at how she was so obviously still in control, even with how needy she sounded.

Ren eagerly dipped his face between her thighs, shuddering at the moan she released and at the way her fingers curled into his hair. He whimpered, achingly hard and still desperate as he pleased her with his mouth, her scent and taste only driving him even wilder.

“Oh, Ren, your fucking mouth…” Akira moaned, and Ren only increased his efforts, loving the praise and eager to please her. "God, it's just not enough. I want your cock…"

Akari pulled his head up, his scalp stinging as she pulled his hair.

“Ren, I need you to fuck me,” Akari’s eyes were wild, and Ren nodded even as he whimpered, his eyes filling with tears at the thought of finally burying his cock into her. “But I need you to promise me you won’t cum.”

Ren’s chest seized, and his jaw dropped in an incredulous expression. How was he going to be able to keep from cumming? His cock was already only seconds away from exploding into his panties. There was no way he would be able to hold himself back.

Even as he doubted his ability to resist an orgasm, Ren knew he couldn't even think of turning down the opportunity. He knew just how wet she was, and the very idea of sliding into her was enough to send pleasure rolling down his spine.

“I promise,” Ren nodded before he even had a chance to think clearly. “I promise I won’t cum.”

“Really, Ren?” Akari’s eyes hardened, and he shivered as she raked her nails over his chest. “Would you really do that for me?”

Ren nodded, and mentally kicked himself. It was worth it, though, for the smile that crossed over Akari’s face.

"Take off my shoes," she ordered, resuming her air of command even as her hand returned to her pussy.

Ren’s hands shook, but he was able to undo the straps of her sexy heels, setting each one of them down carefully on the floor beside the couch.

“And my jeans,” she instructed, and Ren slid her dainty feet out of the tight jeans, his cock pulsing again as he realized she hadn’t been wearing any underwear with them.

“Good boy,” she said when he was done, and she rose to stand.

Ren’s jaw dropped at the sight of her fully naked in his living room, his eyes locked on her perfect as ass she crossed toward his bedroom. She looked over her shoulder at him, still kneeling by the couch, and raised an expectant brow. Ren scrambled to his feet and followed her, eagerly joining her in the bedroom.

“Lie down on your back,” she commanded, and he did so immediately. “Put your hands under your ass.”

Ren flattened his palms and slid them under his ass, as instructed. He could see his cock twitching with every beat of his heart, the tip pouring a steady stream of precum as it poked out from the elastic of his panties, too swollen to be contained by them.

Ren's eyes were wide as Akira straddled his thighs, and he moaned as she lowered her head over his cock, her hair tickling his legs as she pressed a kiss to the tip of his cock. The sensation of her soft lips was enough to make him gasp, and he whined as he instinctively thrust his hips forward, desperate for more contact.

“Settle down, Ren,” Akira scolded him, swatting his shaking thigh. “Now, let’s get these off of you…”

Akira swung one of her legs off him, leaving her free to drag the panties off. Ren moaned as his cock sprang free, finally unencumbered after spending so much time trapped within panties and slacks. Akira flicked the panties off his feet and gathered them in her hand.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered, and Ren did, though he had a bad feeling about where this was going.

Akira balled the panties into a wad, and Ren choked as she shoved them into his mouth. He squirmed, hating the taste of his own precum, but Akira delighted in his discomfort.

"I don't want you making too much noise," Akira said, and Ren shivered to remember the reason they were in the bedroom in the first place. His cock bobbed excitedly, and his heart raced.

Ren bit down on the panties as Akira straddled his thighs again. She settled her weight just over his hips, and Ren released a desperate moan as she teased the head of his cock with her soaked pussy.

Ren’s eyes rolled into the back of his head as his body shook uncontrollably. He steeled himself, remembering his promise not to cum, but his resolve was already faltering as she moved back and forth ever so slowly. He needed to be inside of her. He moaned around the panties in his mouth, whimpering and pleading with his eyes for more.

Akira’s eyes were clouded with pleasure as she swirled her fingertips around her clit.

“Are you ready, Ren?” Akira panted, and Ren nodded eagerly, moaning emphatically through the satin in his mouth.

"Remember not to cum, you promised…" Akira warned, and in the next second, she began to lower herself onto his cock.

Ren nearly fainted. It was incredible. It was torture.

With each inch of his cock that slid into her tight wetness, Ren thought he would spill. He held his breath and forced his body to relax as she took him deeper and deeper. Ren’s mind swirled. He never imagined a woman could feel like this, and he could only whimper when she finally took his full length inside of her.

Ren wanted to beg her not to move. He knew that even one roll of her hips would send him over the edge, and he was desperate to prove himself to her. Tears welled in his eyes as his cock throbbed, and he fought his base instinct to thrust his hips. He was so close, and his head spun as he struggled to get enough oxygen through his panties.

Ren knew he would break his promise, and despite the pleasure he knew he would feel, he felt guilty for lying to Akira. Tears spilled out of his eyes, and he sniffled as his chest rose in short sobs. He wanted to be good, but he was already hovering on the edge, and he knew he would cum as soon as Akira started riding him.

Seconds turned into minutes, though, and Akira didn't move. She was content to kneel on top of him with his cock nestled inside of her. Aside from a few flutters of her pussy, she was still. Ren blinked away his tears to look up, and he saw that Akira was settled comfortably on her knees, her fingers working intently on her clit as she panted. It was the most erotic thing Ren had ever seen.

“You’re such a good boy for me, Ren,” Akira’s voice cracked around the words, and he could see her body shaking from pleasure. “I know how hard it is for you not to cum inside of me.”

Ren’s dick jerked inside of her just at her words, and he whined through the panties, but he was mercifully not pushed any closer toward the edge.

“I just needed you inside of me so badly…” Akira whined, and her fingers moved in an even faster circle over her clit. “I just want to ride you…”

Akira tilted her hips, and Ren's chest heaved as his cock began to tingle. He shook his head desperately, trying to ignore her weight on top of him and the grip of her hot pussy.

“You’re going to make me cum, Ren…” Akira's voice hitched, and he could feel the walls of her pussy quivering, confirming her words. “Oh my god, oh my god…”

Akira's body jerked, and she cried out as her body succumbed to her orgasm. Ren gasped beneath her, his body trembling from the force of holding back his own ejaculation as her pussy relentlessly milked him. He bit down hard around the panties and growled, screwing his eyes shut. When Akira suddenly dismounted him, the sharp pleasure of the motion was almost enough to send him toppling over the edge, and he screamed into the gag as his cock throbbed.

His orgasm didn't come, though. With a mix of relief and frustration, Ren sagged into the bed as his mind spun. Even the air swirling around his slick cock was enough to frustrate him, and he helplessly thrust against the air.

“Your cock feels so good, Ren,” Akari’s voice was husky and satisfied as she reached into his mouth and slowly pulled out the panties.

“Please, please, please….” Ren couldn’t keep from begging as his mouth was freed. “Let me cum, please let me cum now…”

Akira only hummed, and Ren sobbed as she slipped the wet panties over his feet and pulled them once again up his legs.

“Lift up your hips,” she ordered as the material got stuck around his thighs, and he nearly wept as he did so.

Ren groaned as she tucked his cock back into the material, again leaving his tip sticking just out of the waistband.

“Do you really want another chance to cum?” Akira asked, tracing her nails over his tense abs.

“Yes! Please, yes!” Ren panted, his eyes locked onto her as she smirked.

“Fine,” she conceded, and he sobbed in relief. “I’ll allow you to hump against those silky red panties, and if you can manage it in five minutes, you have my permission to cum.”

Ren’s jaw dropped in disbelief. He couldn’t possibly work up enough friction to cum just from the panties.

“Starting…” Akira obviously didn’t care about the likelihood of his orgasm. “Now.”

Ren couldn’t afford to make excuses, and as soon as the word passed her lips, he started frantically working his hips. It took a few seconds of adjustments, but he finally found an angle that caused his frenum to rub just right against the waistband of his panties.

Ren twisted and moaned, exhausted from the frenetic speed it took to create even the barest hint of pleasure. He could feel his orgasm building up, though, a result of all the teasing and torment it had received within the past twenty-four hours, and he finally felt his balls tighten up against his body. His heart jumped into his throat as he felt his orgasm finally approaching.

“One more minute…” Akira warned, and Ren almost laughed with joy. He knew he could make it, and he bit his lip as he moved his hips faster still, gasping as his cock twitched and jerked.

Ren’s hips sprang taut as the first hot load of cum shot from his dick, landing in a long strand along his stomach. He groaned as the next one followed, and tears burned hot in his eyes. The sensation was hollow, and his stomach burned as he ached to wrap his hand around his shaft and try to get at least some fulfillment from his climax.

As it was, though, he could only twist and thrash on top of his bed, getting as much pleasure as he could from the feeling of his panties. He gasped and sobbed, his cock still hard and aching even after his ruined orgasm. His head spun, and his face was hot.

"Good boy," Akira ran a gentle hand through his hair, and Ren squeezed his eyes closed as he dissolved into tears. "That's alright…."

Ren was grateful for Akira's affection as she pulled his head into her lap, gently caressing his face as he cried himself out. He felt exhausted and overwhelmed, and his cock still ached as it strained against the red satin, somehow weary and horny at the same time.

After a while, Akira got out of bed, and he heard the water running in the other room. She returned with a damp washrag, and he flinched, his skin still sensitive, as she cleaned his cum off his stomach and chest. She tossed the rag into his hamper, then rejoined him on the bed, wrapping her body around him and draping her leg across his thighs.

“Are you alright?” she asked, her lips brushing his ears as she whispered.

"I… I'm feeling better now,' Ren admitted. "That was really hard."

“I know,” she said, guilt at the edge of her voice. “I’m very proud of you. You did such a good job.”

Ren's face burned, and a smile tickled at the corners of his lips. Regardless of how exhausted he was and how sexually frustrated he still felt, he was genuinely happy to have pleased her. He experienced a flicker of doubt, wondering if he would be able to put himself through more of that treatment long-term.

“Am I ever going to be allowed to have sex with you?” his voice sounded weak. “I mean, really have sex with you.”

“Maybe,” Akira gave a non-committal shrug, and Ren’s stomach fluttered at her ambivalence. “What does that matter to me?”

Ren’s throat squeezed shut so he couldn’t speak. Akira leaned forward and pressed a kiss to his lips, claiming him with her mouth and tongue, and he shuddered. When she pulled back, her eyes burned with possessiveness.

"Ren," she said, and the sound of his name on her lips made him tremble. "I promise that I will always take care of you. You're my sweet, good boy, and I will never push you beyond what you can take. Do you believe that?"

Ren nodded immediately, finding that he genuinely did believe her words, and Akira relaxed.

"Now, just relax," she said, her voice gentle. "And let me hold you."

"Thank you…" Ren murmured, and he let his eyes drift closed, warm and spent in her arms.
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