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Secret Encounters






J

 ohn yawned, stretching out his legs in front of him. He was sitting on the sofa, checking his phone for nothing in particular as a movie played on the TV in front of him. He glanced up at it to see a building explode, then looked back at his phone. Even though it had been on for over an hour, he had no actual idea what was actually happening.

Still, it was background noise as he chilled, taking in the relative quiet of the house which was, for one, almost empty.

“What a day!” cried Aoi as she walked into the living room, throwing her bag on one of the sofas. John’s jaw nearly hit the floor when he saw her. Instead of the sweet, innocent Aoi John had met when he first moved in, the young woman who stood in front of him was completely different. He’d seen her experimenting with different styles, but he hadn’t seen her wear anything like this, at least, not in public.

Gone were the light and white colours, replaced instead by various shades of black. A stark contrast to her pale skin, she wore a pair of dark tights, a short and frilly but still black dress, and a tight-black t-shirt that clung to her body, showing she wasn’t wearing a bra.

As she moved closer, it became apparent she was also wearing thick black eyeliner, which made her dark red lipstick stick out all the more. Around her neck was a thin, black choker.

“Where have you been?” he asked, checking the time on his phone, seeing it was getting late.

“Where do you think?” she said, as she walked over to the couch where John was sitting and threw herself onto it.




John looked at her and thought of many places she might have gone in

 

that


 
outfit, places that would have gotten her a lot of attention from a lot of men. But then, who was he kidding? She would have gotten that sort of attention anywhere, even on campus –

 

especially on campus.





He found himself becoming jealous of these imaginary men, even though he had no claim of ownership of Aoi. Jim and Aoi weren’t in a relationship, as such. None of them – John, Aoi, or any of the other five housemates – were, at least, not officially.




He had had sexual encounters with all of them in one form or another, sometimes more than one at a time, but what

 

this


 
was had never been fully verbalised. Still, he couldn’t help feeling protective, almost possessive of all of them.







“The library,” she said, “studying,

 

as usual.


 
” She turned and lay down on the sofa, resting her head in his lap, looking up at him as she dangled her legs over the edge of the sofa, kicking them gently in the air.




“What about you?”




“Oh, you know me,” said John, trying to ignore her head rubbing against his thighs as she made herself comfortable, “not studying,

 

as usual.


 
” Aoi giggled.




“What are you watching?” she asked, closing her eyes.




“Nothing much,” he said truthfully. He looked down at the woman lying in his lap. He thought of the first time they’d slept together. Even though she’d been a virgin, she was knowledgeable about what she wanted, thanks in no small part to her “educational” sessions with Tsumugi. He wondered how much that phrase –

 

virgin


 
– actually meant, not that he cared all that much. Being with Aoi had been a special and intense evening where the two of them had explored one another’s bodies before Tsumugi woke them both up in the middle of the night to make their twosome a threesome.




It was then that he realised this house was going to change his life forever, in ways he couldn’t even imagine.

Yet, it had been such a different night to the one they would later spend together, when Aoi, under the influence of the bad girl of the group, Mei, would watch, along with Tsumugi, as Aoi embraced her submissive side, freeing her inner goth, and begging her to use him, giving herself fully to the worship of his big white cock.

He felt it twitch at the thought of Aoi, chain and collar around her neck, on her knees, with the words “white men only” scrawled on her flat belly, with an arrow pointing down to her pussy.

He had never really given it much thought before, but he quickly realised there was something incredibly hot about someone willingly submitting to you, giving you complete control of their body for your pleasure.

But so, he’d learnt, was the opposite.

Reina had been obnoxious to him since the very first day, yet there had been something about it that left him wanting more. Even so, after she had messed with him one too many times, he had marched out of the freezing cold shower (which she had orchestrated by running the downstairs shower), to tell her to cut it out.




But she wasn’t phased in the least, and she quickly had

 

him


 
submitting to

 

her


 
will, commanding him to drop to his knees, and teasing him as he sucked on her toes. Then, using them to strip him of his towel, she teased his cock with her feet, before ordering him to jerk off as she watched and fingered herself, belittling him the entire time.




It wasn’t long before she had him begging her to let him cum and, when she finally granted him release, he came hard, covering her naked, quivering body with his thick load. But it was only moments later that he found himself standing outside her bedroom door, naked, towel in hand. She had used him for her own sexual gratification and he had loved every minute of it, even if in the aftermath he found himself confused about what had just happened.

Aoi moaned and rolled over, turning to face the TV as she curled up on the sofa, seemingly oblivious to the growing erection behind her head.

She purred contentedly as he gently stroked her hair, wriggling slightly as she made herself more comfortable still. John took a long, slow breath to calm himself.

“Where is everyone?” she asked, softly, as if she were on the verge of falling asleep.

“They’re still out,” said John, still stroking her hair, “I think they went to see a movie.”




“Without

 

me?


 
” she said, mock-offended, “how

 

very


 
rude.”




“I think they tried to call you.”

“My phone has been on silent all day. Wouldn’t want to be a bad girl and cause a commotion in the library.”

John’s mind instantly sprang to his encounter with Reina in the library, where she had made him cum under the table, surrounded by students quietly studying, or at least, pretending to do so.

“But here,” she said, sliding off of the sofa and onto the floor, “is a different matter altogether.”

“What are you doing?” he asked as she knelt in front of him, pushing herself in between his legs.

“Causing a commotion,” she said, reaching up for his zipper, then hesitating. “Unless you don’t want me to?”

“I very much do,” he said, his cock throbbing.

“Good,” she said, undoing his zipper as she caressed his cock through his trousers before she pulled down his boxers and his rock-hard cock sprung free.

“But Yok- oh my god,” he murmured, immediately losing his train of thought as Aoi softly kissed the tip of his cock and took it into her mouth. He tried to speak, but as Aoi’s warm, soft tongue began gently circling the tip of his cock, all he could do was sit there and enjoy the experience.

“Did you call me?”

John froze as he heard the voice behind him.

“Uh, no,” he said, as Yoko looked up at him with big eyes, her lips working further down his shaft. “It must have been the TV.”

“That’s funny,” said Yoko, “no matter. Food’s nearly ready, if you’re still hungry?”

“Starving,” said John, as Aoi slid his entire cock into her mouth, pressing him into her throat, her saliva coating his shaft, as he tried to pretend nothing was happening, wondering if Yoko could tell what was happening just a few feet in front of her.

“Ok,” she said, “I’ll call you when it’s ready.”

“Amazing,” he said, as Aoi’s head began bobbing on his cock.

“Oh, and Aoi,” said Yoko. John tensed up and Aoi began sucking his cock faster. “Is she here?”

“I don’t think so,” he said, “perhaps she went to the movies with everyone else?”

“Oh ok,” said Yoko, “I thought I heard her come in.”

He heard the door close as Yoko went back into the kitchen.

“I thought you said everyone was out?” said Aoi quietly as she wiped some spittle from her mouth with the back of one hand, as she worked his wet shaft with the other.

“I tried to tell you Yoko was in the kitchen,” he said, “but then you… did that.”

“You don’t like?” she said, slowly stroking his cock, “would you like me to stop? It would be the polite thing to do.”

“It would,” he agreed.

“We wouldn’t want to be caught being so naughty.”

“We wouldn’t.”




“It’s

 

far too risky


 
for me to be sucking your cock in the living room,

 

especially


 
when someone could walk in at any minute.”




“So risky,” he said, his cock throbbing in her hand.

“But maybe the risk is what makes it so much fun.” She smiled and without another word took his cock in her mouth again, sliding her lips all the way down to the tip end of his shaft, as he stifled a moan.

With her mouth full of his cock, she reached out and grabbed his wrist, guided his hand towards her and placed it on her head. He stroked her hair gently as she slid her mouth up his shaft, and held it there, just the tip of his cock in her mouth, waiting. After a moment, he realised what she wanted him to do and pressed her back down, moaning as his cock pressed into her throat, before letting her back up.

She continued to bob her head on his cock, allowing him to guide her as to how fast and how deep, moaning softly as his fingers slid into her hair, taking a gentle but firm grip and controlling her as she became his little Asian fucktoy.

She gripped his thighs, rubbing them as he held her by her hair, his hips raising and falling slightly as he got more excited. From the kitchen, he could hear the clanking of plates and cookware, a constant reminder that Yoko could walk in and watch them at any moment. Not to mention he had no idea when the rest of his housemates would return. He had a vision of the four of them walking in, watching as he pressed their innocent friend’s mouth deep onto his cock.

He held Aoi’s hair more firmly and instead of guiding her, held her in place, thrusting his hips more and more as he began to face fuck her.

As he moved faster and faster, he felt Aoi’s fingers gripping the tops of his thighs, holding herself in place. He felt himself getting closer and closer as he fucked her warm, wet mouth, his cock covered in her saliva and dark red lipstick. He wondered what she would look like covered in his cum, her dark red lips and dark eyes in stark contrast to the strands of his thick creamy load sitting on her pale skin. He imagined the rest of his housemates walking in just as he came, unloading over Aoi’s sweet face as she knelt in front of him and begged him to cover her pretty face in cum.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned on the brink of filling Aoi’s mouth.

“Dinner’s ready,” said Yoko from the kitchen doorway, still oblivious to the girl on her knees, hidden behind the sofa.

“Ok,” he said, as calmly as he could as his cock spasmed in Aoi’s mouth, “I’m cumming.”

“Don’t be long,” she said, “don’t want dinner getting cold.”

“Won’t be long,” he said as he came, shooting his load deep into Aoi’s throat, as she looked up at him with big watery eyes, mascara running down her face as she took his entire cock as deep as she could.

He heard the kitchen door close and allowed himself a soft moan as he continued to cum, holding himself deep as he finished. Once done, he let go of her hair and she slowly slid his cock out of her mouth.

She stayed on her knees, gasping for breath, a big smile on her face, her lips and chin covered in saliva. She looked up at him and stuck out her tongue, twirling it around to show him she’d swallowed every last drop of cum.

“Such a good girl,” he said, gently stroking her hair, “even when you’re being bad.”

She closed her mouth and smiled, before turning her attention back to his cock and licking it clean, giving it another small kiss once she was finished.

“Come on,” she said as she jumped to her feet as he tucked his cock back in his trousers. Once he did the zipper up, she grabbed his hands and heaved him up, before leading him towards the kitchen. “I’m famished.”


◆◆◆




“You’re lucky I made some extra,” said Yoko as she placed a plate of food in front of Aoi.

“I’m very lucky,” she said, glancing at John.#, “I’ve been waiting all day to get stuffed silly.”




“I bet,” said Yoko as she sat down at the table, “I can’t believe you spent all day studying,

 

again.


 
You need to take it easy from time to time.”




“I think you’re right,” Aoi agreed, “I think I’ll have an early night tonight.”

“Sounds like a good idea,” said Yoko, “especially if it’s bringing you to tears.”

“You know me,” said Aoi, “I’m always working myself up.”

“This is delicious,” said John, taking a mouthful and trying to steer the conversation away from why Aoi’s eyes had been watering. She’d told Yoko it was from crying at the stress of studying, which wouldn’t have been the first time she had done so, but it still didn’t make him feel particularly comfortable to discuss it.

“It really is,” agreed Aoi.

“Thank you,” said Yoko. “It’s nothing fancy, but it’s a family recipe and there’s nothing like the taste of home. So,” she said, turning to John, “did it have a happy ending?”

John spluttered, choking on his food.

“Are you alright?” she asked.

John nodded as he tried to clear the food from his throat without spitting it everywhere.

“I’m ok, thanks,” he said, breathing heavily once the blockage was cleared. “Just went down the wrong way. Sorry, what did you say?”

“The movie you were watching,” she said, “did it have a happy ending?”

“Oh right,” he said.

“Are you sure you’re ok? You’re still a bit red.”

“Just a bit short of breath,” he said. “Yeah, it was good.”

“I love happy endings,” said Aoi innocently.

“Me too,” said Yoko, “there’s nothing better. I don’t know why people watch things that don’t end happily.”

“I know,” said Aoi, “I really like an ending that brings a tear to my eye.” Yoko looked at her, confused. “With joy, of course.”

“Oh yes! I love a movie that brings me to tears of joy, knowing everyone has gotten exactly what they deserve.”

As Yoko and Aoi continued to chat, John felt Aoi’s foot gently running up and down his leg. She gave no indication she was doing anything, talking calmly as her foot slid up between his legs, her toes rubbing his cock.

It hadn’t been long since he’d cum in Aoi’s mouth as Yoko called him for dinner, completely unaware that her friend’s face was buried in his lap. Even so, he could feel the stirring in his loins and knew there would be more to come.


◆◆◆




“We’ll do the dishes,” said Aoi, taking the empty plate from Yoko.

“It’s ok,” said Yoko, “you’ve had a long day.”

“But you’ve had a long day cooking!”

“Well, ok,” she said, “if you’re sure.”

“Of course,” said Aoi, smiling. “Come on, John, you ate too.”

“That I did,” he said. He stood and began gathering the empty plates.

“I’ll wash, you’ll dry,” said Aoi, placing the dishes in the sink and running the water. As the sink filled with soapy water, John collected the pots and pans.

“Not going to bed?” asked John as Yoko rummaged through her cupboard.

“Not yet,” said Yoko, “I’m going to make some snacks for tomorrow. Have an early start.”

“So do I,” whined Aoi.

“You have an early class?” asked John.

“No,” said Aoi, surprised, “but I still have to study.”

“Maybe you could take the morning off? Go in a bit later.”

Both women looked at him and burst into laughter.




“Oh honey,” said Yoko, looking at him pityingly, “it’s like you don’t know her

 

at all


 
.”




John smiled and tried not to look too embarrassed.

“Oh,” said Aoi reaching for the tap, “sink’s full.”

“That’s an understatement,” said John, looking at the sink which was nearly overflowing with water.

“That’s your fault,” said Aoi, “you distracted me!”

“Such a bad boy,” said Yoko, shaking her head in mock disapproval.

“Please forgive me,” he said, smiling.

Aoi looked at Yoko and then back to John.

“Alright,” she said brightly, “but just this once!”

She scooped up a handful of bubbles and wiped them on his face.

“Hey,” said John, “I’m perfectly clean as it is.”

“Are you sure about that?” asked Aoi, giggling. “Pass me that pan, please.”

“Here you go,” said John. He picked up the pan and placed it in the water, but it slipped out of his hand and it fell into the water.

“Ahh,” cried Aoi as the water splashed out of the sink and all over her t-shirt.

“Sorry,” said John, “it slipped out of my hand.”

“You did that on purpose!” said Aoi.

“I promise,” he said.

“You just wanted to get me all wet,” said Aoi, “for revenge.”

“I would never…”

“Look,” she said, pulling at the bottom of her t-shirt, “look how wet you got me.”

As she pulled the t-shirt it stretched along her chest, the wet fabric clinging firmly to her breasts, giving a precise outline of their shape and size.

“There we go,” said Yoko, pressing a plastic container lid into place and putting it in the fridge, “I’m all done. See you tomorrow.”

“Goodnight,” said both John and Aoi, both smiling as Yoko left the room.

“You’re so bad,” said Aoi, flicking more bubbles at him.

“It was an accident,” he insisted.

“A likely story. Pass me the apron.”

John walked across the room and grabbed the apron from the back of the kitchen door. It was still slightly dusty with flour from earlier in the week when Tsumugi was baking, and he dusted it off slightly.

“Here you go,” he said, holding it out to Aoi.

Aoi took it without a word, then stared at him.

“Turn around,” she said, “I need to change. I can’t wear this wet thing.” She pulled again at her wet t-shirt.

“But I’ve seen you..” he began.

“No treats for bad boys!” she huffed.

John turned around. As he stared across the room, he could hear Aoi huffing as she stripped off her t-shirt, struggling as it stuck to her skin. John could only imagine watching her peel the wet top off her breasts, seeing them bounce slightly as she freed them, her nipples hardened, ready to be sucked and licked by his mouth.

He felt the slap of the wet top on his shoulder and heard her fiddling with the apron.

“Would you like me to tie that for you?” he asked.

“You’d like that wouldn’t you?”

“Uhh…” John replied, unsure what the correct answer would be.

“Fine, alright then,” she said. “Turn around.”

John turned to see her facing away from him. Her arms were pressed to her sides, and the strings of the apron were hanging behind her.

“Tie me up, please.”

John took the strings and tied them behind her back, his fingers grazing her bare back as he did so, smiling as she gave a little yelp as he tightened it.

“Thank you,” she said, turning around.

She was an odd sight, her dark make-up and torn leggings, with a black and white striped baking apron on, the edges of her breasts visible on each side.

“Not for you,” she said, pulling the apron across her chest, first one way and then the other, making little noticeable difference. “For you, only dishes.”

She walked to the sink and plunged her hands into the hot water. She took the pan John had dropped and began to scrub. He watched her from behind, her ass sticking back slightly as she bent over the sink, her skirt riding up slightly.

He walked up behind her.

“What are you doing?” she asked, as she continued to scrub the pan.

“Nothing,” he said, pressing his body into hers.

“How do you expect to dry anything standing like that?” she asked. Her ass was pressed against his crotch, and he was certain she could feel his bulge, but she stood perfectly safe.

“I don’t,” he said, running his hands over her bare shoulders and down her soft arms. “I intend to get you wet.” She moaned as he softly kissed her neck. “And this time,” he whispered in her ear, “it won’t be by accident.”

She moaned as he took her earlobe in her mouth, sucking gently, as his hands slid back up her arms and down the sides of her exposed back. He kissed her neck again and she leaned her head back on his shoulder, giving his mouth more room to work, as his hands slid underneath the apron and caressed her smooth belly, before sliding up and gently cupping her breasts. Aoi gasped as he caressed them, his fingers gently playing with her nipples.

“We can’t,” she said, not making the least movement to stop him, “someone could walk in at any moment.”

“Isn’t that part of the fun?” he asked, pinching her nipples a little harder.




“

 

Oh god


 
,” she moaned, “it really is.” She began to grind her ass into his crotch, moaning as his cock hardened in his trousers. He slid one hand down her body, sliding under her dress and slipping into her leggings and in between her legs. She pushed her ass back as his fingers began to move in circles, her panties the only thing between them and her pussy.




She moaned softly as his fingers teased her through the wet material, his other hand still on her breast.

“You’ve got me all wet again,” she breathed, “I’ll have to take them off.”

“They stay on,” he whispered, “until I decide otherwise. Is that clear?”

“Yes, master,” she said, rubbing her ass faster on him.

“Good girl,” he said, “now finish the dishes.”

“But…”

He stopped his fingers, holding them still on her wet panties, as she moaned with frustration.

“But…?” he asked.

“Nothing, master,” she said, as she began to do the dishes.

“Good girl,” he said, listening to her soft moans as his fingers began once again circling her.

She continued moving her hands in the warm water as he pressed against her, fingers moving faster between her legs, feeling the warmth in her panties growing. He slid his hand up and down into her panties, his fingers sliding across her wet lips, causing her to cry out in pleasure. Quickly, he slipped his hand from under the apron and covered her mouth, dampening her moans.

“We don’t want to make too much noise do we?” he said. She responded by shaking her head slightly. “Otherwise we might get caught.” She nodded in agreement.

“Good girl,” he said, as he slid his fingers down further and into her pussy. She cried out into his hand and he held her firm, feeling her warmth on his fingers, her pussy gripping them as he moved them in and out, slowly.

He slowly moved his hand away from her mouth, making sure she didn’t cry out with pleasure. Once satisfied she was going to be quiet, he slid his hand, warmth from her breath, down to her ass, cupping the firm cheek.

As he curled his fingers inside her and stroked her g-spot she moaned and her knees bent, pushing his fingers deeper inside as she began to ride them, hot soapy water splashing on the floor as she pulled her hands out of the water and grabbed the edge of the sink for support.

As she slid herself up and down his fingers, he felt her warm juices running down his hand, her pussy quivering.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered, “I’m gonna cum.”

“Not without permission,” he said, sternly.

She moaned softly and continued riding his fingers fast and hard.

“Oh please, master,” she moaned, “I’m so close.”

“Not close enough,” he said, gripping her ass firmly.

“So very close.”

“Hold it.”

“I can’t.”

“Hold it.”




“Please, master.

 

I need it.


 
”




He said nothing as he continued to move his fingers inside her, stimulating her as he continued to deny her release.




“

 

Please


 
,” she moaned, “

 

I’ll do anything.


 
”




“Anything?”




“Anything, master.

 

Just please let me cum


 
.”




He waited another few moments, then finally whispered in her ear.

“Cum for me.”

As she began to cry out, he covered her mouth with his hand, and she moaned loudly into it as her body shook, her legs pressing together, her knees buckling as he held his fingers deep inside her as she came, her ass rubbing against his hard cock through his trousers.

He kept going, stroking her, letting her ride out her intense orgasm as her juices flowed down his fingers, dripping off his knuckles and soaking into her already-drenched panties. She rocked and moaned and gasped as she held onto the edge of the sink for dear life as he held onto her, until finally, she went limp, her body hanging loosely between her hands on the sink and her ass pressed into his crotch.

He slowly let go of her mouth, his palm covered in her warm saliva, and slid his fingers gently out of her, causing her to shiver.

“I didn’t say stop cleaning,” he whispered as he held his fingers in front of her mouth, slick with the juices from inside her. She greedily took the fingers in her mouth, sucking her wetness from them until they were clean.

“Good girl,” he said, sliding his fingers out of her mouth and gently tilting her head back as he leaned in and kissed her, the taste of her pussy flooding his mouth.

“You taste so good,” he said.

“I love when you taste me,” she said.

He kissed her again and then lowered himself down, kissing along her spine as her hands slid down her back, until he was crouched behind her. He could smell her desire as she bent over and pushed her ass out, the wet fabric of her white panties visible through her leggings.

“Not here,” she said, “they’ll be home any minute.” She moaned softly as his hands ran up and down her legs, as he planted soft kisses on her asscheeks. “We should go upstairs.”

“I can’t wait,” he said as he grabbed her leggings and tore a hole in them. Aoi gasped as he kissed the wet fabric before sliding two fingers under the soft cotton and pulling them to the side, exposing her swollen lips.

He ran his tongue up between them and she moaned, pushing her ass closer to his face. He licked her up and down, from clit to her entrance, long slow laps with his flat, gentle tongue, tasting every inch of her delicate pussy, before sliding it deep inside her.

“Oh god,” she gasped as his mouth covered her tight hole, kissing it as his tongue pushed further inside. As he did so, he watched her tight little asshole quiver with delight, as her pussy juices ran down his chin. He continued to kiss her pussy as he slid a finger over and began to circle her asshole.




“

 

Oh fuck,


 
” she gasped, as he teased both her holes, pushing the tip of his finger into her ass as she pushed back towards him.




He continued to work both her holes, before he moved his mouth from her pussy to take a breath and she huffed with frustration, even as his finger continued working her tight asshole.

“More,” she moaned, “I need more.”

He stood up, the tip of his finger still in her ass, and pulled her head back, kissing her with his wet mouth, her juices moving from his mouth to hers. He pulled away and she licked her lips, as he reached down, undid his zipper and pulled out his throbbing cock.

“Please,” she said, as he rubbed his cock over the leggings covering her ass, “is that for me?”

“It’s all for you,” he said, pressing his cock between her legs and rubbing her wet lips over the top of his shaft, her juices coating him.

“Don’t tease me,” she said, “I can’t take it.”

He licked his lips, tasting her pussy as he teased her for just a little bit longer, before he reached down, took hold of his cock and guided himself into her from behind.

She gasped as he pressed the head into her, stretching her tight hole as her asshole tightened on his fingertip. He held himself there for a moment, letting her get used to the feeling, but before he could do anything, she began moving her hips, pressing herself further down onto his cock each time. He stood there, watching her ass move as she pushed back onto his cock, both getting deeper and deeper until he was fully inside her.

She held herself there a moment, with his cock fully inside her, and began to circle her hips, pulling him around inside her as he began to moan. He felt every inch of her pussy on his cock as she moved him, before she stopped and began to slide up and down his cock, as he placed a hand on her back for stability.

As she rode his cock, he could feel her lips gripping his shaft as her warm, wet juices covering him as her soft panties, still pulled to the side, slid off her ass cheek and rubbed against one side of his cock as she moved.

She continued throwing her ass back, moving faster as she held onto the sink for support. He watched her work his cock perfectly, as her short skirt fluttered up to give a peak of her firm ass and ripped leggings as his cock slid in and out of her.

As she continued, he began moving his hips, thrusting in time, before he slid his hand under her apron, placed his hand on her chest and guided her body upright, his cock still deep inside her, holding her body to his as he fucked her. She gasped as his hand caressed her tits as he fucked her hard through her torn leggings, and reached behind her with one hand, holding onto the back of his head for support, sending warm water running down his neck.

She moaned as he held her firm, fucking her hard and fast as his finger worked its way deeper into her tight little asshole.

“I wish they were here,” she moaned, “I wish they were here to see how you fuck me, how you use me, how well you fuck my tight holes.”

“Yeah?” he said, his cock throbbing inside her. “You’d like them to see that?”

“Yeah, I wish they could see how well you treat my pussy, how deep you finger my asshole.”

He could see them, in his mind, walking in, watching as he took Aoi from behind, listening to her moans as he held her firm and fucked her through her torn leggings, hard and fast, as she begged for more.

“Would you like them to see me cum inside you?”




“Oh yes,” she moaned, “I’d love them to watch me take your load. I’d love them to watch you fill me

 

all the way up


 
until it’s

 

dripping


 
out of me.”




“Oh fuck,” he moaned, the thought of five of them watching him filling Aoi’s pussy, brought him to the edge. “You want me to fill you full of cum?”

“Fill me,” she begged, “I want to be your Asian fucktoy, existing only for your pleasure.”

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, “I’m going to cum.”

“Please,” she moaned, “please cum inside me. I want to feel your hot cum in my body.”

He fucked her harder, holding back as long as he could, savouring that sweet pussy that was all his, using her as she wanted to be used, until he couldn’t hold back any longer. With a long, low growl he came, his cock twitching in her tight body as he held himself in her with short, sharp thrusts, pressing deep as he shot load after load into her fertile pussy.

“Yes,” she moaned, “use me. Fill me up like the cumslut I am.” He held her closer to him, one hand squeezing her breast as continued to pump her full of cum, his cock twitching as he filled her up until he was completely spent.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, hanging onto one another for support, both panting heavily.

“Did you fill me?” she asked.

“So full,” he said and kissed her neck.

“Thank you, master,” she said, hanging on to the sink as he loosened his grip on her. Slowly, he pulled his finger out of her asshole, giving her a moment to recover before he pulled his cock out of her dripping wet pussy.

As he stepped back to give her some space, Aoi reached behind and straightened her panties.




“Oh god,” she said as she turned around, “I can feel it dripping into my panties. There’s so

 

much


 
of it.” She leaned in and kissed him. “Oh,” she said, “I forgot. I’ve still got some cleaning to do.”




She lowered herself to her knees and took his still-hard cock in her mouth, carefully sucking off the last of his cum and her juices, running her tongue up and down his shaft as she carefully inspected his shaft, careful to get every last drop.

Once done, she stood up and smiled, her lips wet and kissed him.

“Very nice.”

Aoi and John looked at each other with surprise, then turned around to see Mei standing by the fridge, bottle of orange juice in hand.

“Just getting a little drink before bed,” she said, shaking the bottle.

“How was the movie?” asked Aoi, innocently.

“Not as much fun as staying home, by the look of things.”

“Oh,” said Aoi, we were just…”

“Oh, don’t mind me,” said Mei, “I didn’t see anything worth rubbing one out to as soon as I get upstairs. No ma’am, not a god-damn thing. Goodnight,” she said, moving towards the kitchen door, “lovers.”

“And sweetie,” said Mei, stopping at the door, “if you need to borrow a pair of leggings, let me know. But then again, I think I prefer you like that.” She winked at Aoi and left the kitchen.

Aoi and John looked at each other for a moment, shocked, and then laughed, their surprise giving way to relief.

“We still have dishes to do,” said Aoi, as they calmed down.

“We do,” said John, “but tell you what, I’ll do them.”

“Oh no,” she began.

“Honestly,” he said, “you’ve earned a rest.”

“But…” She stopped as he looked at her. “If you insist.”

“I do,” he said.

“Ok,” she said, kissing him softly on the lips, “I’m going to take a shower and going to bed. Would you like to join me? In bed, that is.”

“I really would.”

“Me too. But only for sleeping. I have an early start in the morning.”

Of course,” he said, “nothing but sleep.”

“Good,” she said, moving towards the kitchen door, “but… if we happen to find something else to do, then that’s ok too.”

“Good to know,” he said, smiling. Aoi looked back and gave him a smile and a little wave before leaving the kitchen.

John turned to the dishes and sighed. He emptied the now tepid water, washed his hands thoroughly, and began to fill the sink again. It was a tedious job that he could have split between the two of them, but as he began washing the first of the pans, the one he had “accidentally” dropped into the water earlier, he felt the effort was worth the reward.
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His Asian College Harem




One guy, six women, limitless possibilities...



John needs to find a place to live before college starts.



With time and options running out, he calls upon the last place left on his list, which, to his surprise and delight, is occupied by six Japanese college students.



All stunning in their own distinct ways, John needs to find a way to balance having somewhere to live with the complex interpersonal relations between his six female housemates, as they live, laugh, love and get far more intimate with one another than could ever have imagined.



An explicit adult harem story where each segment can be enjoyed separately or as part of an unfolding journey of discovery.




Part One: The Hostess






One guy, six women, limitless possibilities...



John needs to find a place to live before college starts.



With time and options running out, he calls upon the last place left on his list, which, to his surprise and delight, is occupied by six Japanese college students.



All stunning in their own distinct ways, John needs to find a way to balance having somewhere to live with the complex interpersonal relations between his six female housemates, as they live, laugh, love and get far more intimate with one another than could ever have imagined.



In this first part of this steamy harem story, John gets to know Tsumugi, whose bubbly personality and sharp tongue.



As she pulls out all the stops to be a good hostess, the only question is, how far will she go to make John feel comfortable in his new home?



Each segment can be enjoyed separately or as part of an unfolding harem story.




Part Two: The Good Girl






Aoi is a smart, sweet, wholesome Japanese college student.



She's also a virgin.



So when John is asked to take his new housemate's virginity, he jumps at the chance, right?



Not quite.



Having recently hooked up with his housemate Tsumugi, John feels conflicts may arise, even though the whole thing was Tsumugi's idea!



Will the rest of his female housemates convince John to do the honourable thing and have sex with the eager virgin, or will Aoi have to initiate her own seduction, perhaps even teaching John a thing or two along the way?



No one said building an Asian college harem was easy...



Each segment can be enjoyed separately or as part of an unfolding harem story.




Part Three: Night-Time Surprises






Harem life is never simple, especially when you have not one but two Japanese college housemates desperate to show you what they can do...



Asleep in Aoi's bed sleep after their first time together, John is awoken by Tsumugi entering her room, wearing nothing but a silk kimono.



As their secret liaison becomes more intense, John wonders if this was something Tsumugi and Aoi had planned from the start...?



Will John be able to satisfy both women at the same time, balancing both their needs and his own, as his Asian college harem continues to develop?



Each segment can be enjoyed separately or as part of an unfolding harem story.




Part Four: The Bad Girl






She's used to getting what she wants.



But he'll give her what she needs as she becomes the latest member of His Asian College Harem...



Wings, flirting with other girls, and trips to her favourite sex shop are all in a day's work for Mei, John's Japanese college housemate.



But with John along for the ride, things get intense as Mei's wild personality opens up a whole new world of possibilities.



Eager to show off her new toys, will John succumb to Mei's dominant personality, or will he bring her to her knees as she submits to the rules of the harem?



Each segment can be enjoyed separately or as part of an unfolding harem story.




Part Five: Good Girl Goes Bad






Aoi is a good Japanese college student. But when she begins hanging out with the bad girl of the harem, this good girl learns precisely how bad girls have more fun...



As Aoi and Mei spend the afternoon together, John finally gets some studying done. That is until he meets Reina in the library, who gets a kick out of humiliating him in public. And, much to his surprise, so does John.



At home, he has no time to explore his complicated feelings about his abrasive housemate as he and Mei help Aoi explore her darkest fantasies.



Will Aoi be able to submit and obey the rules like a good girl? Or is she a bad girl who needs to be disciplined?



Each segment can be enjoyed separately or as part of an unfolding harem story.




Part Six: The Free Spirit






The free spirit knows all about getting in touch with her inner-self.



Will she be able to help him find release as the spiritual centre of His Asian College Harem...?



Sensitive to other's needs, the spiritual Naomi senses John's stress. After giving him an innocent massage, she invites him to her yoga class.



There, as John tries to find inner peace amongst the roomful of beautiful women, he finds his thoughts turning to Naomi and the spiritual release they can bring to one another.



Afterwards, as the tension builds, Naomi takes John into the woods to show him her special place.



As they embrace nature, a peaceful and calm state of release gradually transforms into an intense, carnal encounter in the middle of the woods.



As they let go of everything and return to a primitive state, will they find peace in satiating their most natural desires?



Each segment can be enjoyed separately or as part of an unfolding harem story.




Part Seven: The Princess






The princess always gets what the princess wants...



For her birthday, he'll give her the one thing she desires most, as she becomes the latest member of His Asian College Harem...



Yoko always gets what she wants, and what she wants is to spend her special day with John, who is more than happy to fulfil her birthday wish.



After she gets ready, she and John head off to the shops, where Yoko models her new birthday outfits for him in the store changing rooms.



As she changes from one outfit to another, will John be able to resist giving her her special gift until later, or will he give in to her demands to fulfil her private birthday wish in a very public place?



It is, after all, her special day...



Each segment can be enjoyed separately or as part of an unfolding harem story.




Part Eight: The Birthday Party






It's her party, so can celebrate however she wants, especially as the latest member of His Asian College Harem...



Eager to celebrate Yoko's birthday in style, the six Japanese housemates get dressed up in their glamourous (and revealing) outfits, ready for a meal at a fancy restaurant.



Even though it's Yoko's special day, that doesn't stop Tsumugi from calling on John for an early party of their own, as the excitement of the evening overtakes her.



Arriving in style and turning every man's head as they enter, the night seems to be going well. But when a special gift upsets the birthday girl, it's up to John to make sure her birthday wish comes true, by any means necessary.



Each segment can be enjoyed separately or as part of an unfolding harem story.




Part Nine: The After-Party






The end of the night doesn't mean the end of the party...



After a hard night of celebrating, everyone is ready to call it a night. Everyone, that is, except for Yoko.



Deciding to end her birthday with a bang, she takes John upstairs to reward him for giving her such a special day.



As Yoko gets down to business, Naiomi comes to say goodnight and decides to help them bring this birthday extravaganza to a climatic end.



Each segment can be enjoyed separately or as part of an unfolding harem story.




Part Ten: The Bully






Humiliation and degradation are The Bully's speciality...



When he stands up to the bully, he finds that she's more than willing to put him in his place as she takes her place in His Asian College Harem...



John, tired of Reina's antagonistic behaviour, finally confronts her. But much to his surprise, he quickly finds her taking control of the situation as he kneels at her feet, in nothing but a towel.



As she continually belittles and degrades him, he finds submitting to his bully, and her obeying her instructions, to be surprisingly liberating.



Each segment can be enjoyed separately or as part of an unfolding harem story.



Books By This Author







Asian Women, White Men: Volume 2






Four brand new red-hot short stories of Asian women and the white men they lust after.



Giving you exactly what you need, when you need it, this intense WMAF collection wastes no time diving right into the action.



Read separately or as a collection, these stories provide an intense and immediate release.



Ranging from 1,000 to 1,300 words, this red-hot collection contains the following:



The Journal

A Moment To Savour

New Experiences

Pillow Talk




Asian BFFs Crave BWC: Part One: Her First Taste






The first entry in a scintillating, brand-new AWWM ffm erotica.



When two Japanese college girls hit the town in search of a good time, they meet Sven, the white man of their dreams.



Whilst Sven is instantly attracted to the shy, inexperienced Yoko, it is up to the confident, more experienced Miyuki to show her friend how to let go and enjoy all their new friend has to offer. She may also have a few tricks of her own.



Will Yoko overcome her insecurities and land the man of her dreams, or will Sven and Miyuki have to take control and teach her how to truly appreciate BWC?




Asian Girls Crave BWC






An explicit AWWM ffm age gap erotica.



When two Japanese college girls respond to his room to let, Steve suddenly finds himself in the middle of a steamy cultural exchange.



Ever the gracious host, he endeavours to teach them everything they want to know about BWC.



In return, they show their appreciation by teaching him just what Japanese college girls are capable of.
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