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Good Girl Goes Bad






J

 ohn lay in bed, perfectly still. He felt by the way the covers fell that he was now in bed alone. He also felt that someone else was in the room. It was clear, without opening his eyes, that it was Mei.

“Morning, stud,” Mei said, as if sensing he was awake.

It was no surprise to hear her voice, it was, after all, her room he was currently sleeping in. Or, trying to sleep in. She hadn’t made it very easy.

When he had fallen asleep in both Tsumugi’s bed and Aoi’s bed, both women had managed to get up, get ready for college, and leave without waking him. He had felt grateful they had made the effort after the long evenings, and doubly so as he wasn’t really a morning person.

Mei, by contrast, had no such compunctions. His carefree housemate was making no effort to keep quiet, but then again, he would have been surprised if she had. As it was, he was just grateful she wasn’t blasting some alt-rock song on full blast.

Groaning, John rolled over in bed and opened one eye. He saw Mei pulling up her jeans, the hem pressing against the underside of her tight ass before sliding up over it.

“Morning,” he said, sleepily. “What are you doing?”

“When I’m not teaching you a thing or two,” she said with a smile, doing up the zip on her jeans, “I actually have to go to class.” She turned and faced him, her firm breasts on display as she pulled a t-shirt over her body.

“Got some time before you need to go?” he asked, his body starting to awaken as he looked at his half-dressed Japanese housemate.

“I think I can spare a few minutes,” she said, as she walked over to the bed.

“Yeah?” he asked, feeling fully awake.

“Nope,” she said, giving him a quick kiss on the lips before throwing the bed covers back, “and neither do you. So hop to it.”

“Can’t I just stay here for a minute?” he said, as she reached over and pulled the covers back over his naked body and rolled back into the comfort of the bed.

“Oh sweetie,” she said softly as she stuffed her laptop in her bag, “did you mistake me for Aoi? Do you think I’m the considerate kind of girl who would let a strange man sleep in my bed?” She threw the bag onto her shoulder. “Without me in it, I mean.”

John took a moment to compose himself, then sighed and threw back the covers.

“Damn,” she said, looking at his naked body, “I could really go for some morning wood right now.”

John sat on the side of the bed, looking at her, his body ready to go.

“Really?” he said, sceptically.

“Oh yeah,” she said walking over to the bed again, “I even thought about giving you an early morning wake-up call, if you know what I mean.” She dropped to her knees and John dripped the edge of the bed in anticipation.

“But we really don’t have time.” She scooped up his t-shirt from the floor and threw it over his face. He pulled over his face to see Mei smiling from across the room, one hand on the door handle.

“Cop, chop, lover boy.”

He stood and picked the rest of his clothes up off the floor, putting on his underwear and jeans, before stuffing his socks into his pockets, deciding it best not to test Mei’s patience. Then, within seconds, they were out the door, which was swiftly locked.

“Later, lover boy,” called Mei, as she disappeared down the stairs.

John stood there in a state of shock, still half asleep, still processing the events of last night, when Yoko’s bedroom door opened.

“Hi Yoko,” said John, sheepishly as Yoko, fully dressed, bag on her back, emerged from her room. “How are you?”

Yoko simply glared at him, locked her bedroom door, and walked down the stairs, making a point not to look at him at all.

John felt bad, even though he knew he had no reason to be. For some reason, Yoko had really taken a shine to John and was upset they hadn’t spent any time together. So when she saw him last night, she was adamant he watch a bad movie with her, until Tsumugi castigated her and she stormed off in a temper.

If that hadn’t been bad enough, John had then spent the evening having wild, loud sex with Mei, who happened to share a wall with Yoko. He pictured Yoko lying in bed, in her pink pyjamas, trying to sleep as John and Mei fucked loudly in the next room.

He wondered if she was annoyed, or perhaps even jealous. He saw her, lying in bed, listening, her hand down her pyjama bottoms, rubbing her clit furiously, driven by a mixture of anger and arousal.

He imagined her cumming time and again as John and Mei explored one another’s bodies, Mei teaching John whole new ways of experiencing pleasure. Or perhaps, she edged herself, bringing herself to the brink and then stopping for a moment, before resuming. He imagined the tension building and building, to the point where she could barely contain herself anymore, until finally, she let herself cum, moaning into her pillow as John and Mei climaxed in the other room.

He saw her lying in bed, sweaty and exhausted, her fingers soaking wet, her pyjama bottoms sticky with her wetness, but too tired to change, simply falling asleep, her frustrations relieved.

“Good morning!” John jumped, surprised to hear Aoi’s voice. “Sorry,” she said, “I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“Sorry,” said John, “my mind was somewhere else entirely.”

“I heard Mei can do that to you,” she said, smiling.

“It’s not that,” he said, “I think Yoko’s upset.”

“Yoko’s always upset,” said Aoi, matter of factly, “if she doesn’t get what she wants.”

“What does she want?”

“I’m just about to make some coffee,” said Aoi, as she headed for the stairs, “would you like some?”

“Yes, please,” he said, giving her a soft smile.

“Always happy to be of service,” she said, smiling innocently.

John knew that to be true, both from their first time together – Aoi’s first-ever time with a man – and later that evening, when Tsumugi crept into Aoi’s bedroom and the three of them spent a wild night together.

Both of those experiences had been completely different to the night he had spent with Mei, which had been a battle of wills, as they took it in turns to submit and dominate, as Mei showed him precisely how bad girls have all the fun.


◆◆◆




After he had had a nice warm shower (Reina, he figured, was already out of the house) and changed, John headed downstairs to the living room.

“That’s for you,” said Aoi, motioning to a cup of coffee on the coffee table.

“Thanks,” said John, picking up the cup and sitting on the sofa across from her.

“Have a fun night?” she asked, innocently.

“I, umm,” began John.

“I sometimes wonder what it would be like to be Mei,” Aoi said. “She seems to have such fun adventures.”

“Yeah,” agreed John, trying to imagine Aoi as Mei. The idea of the smaller girl with the larger breasts trying to dominate him, tying him up and riding him as she pleasured them both with her high-powered vibrator, her ass filled with a shiny pink heart-shaped plug, amused him and turned him on in equal measure. “You don’t have adventures?” he asked.




“I do,” said Aoi, coyly, “but not like

 

her


 
.” She sipped her coffee, almost hiding her face behind the mug. “Maybe you have to have a certain type of personality to have

 

those


 
types of adventures.”




“Perhaps,” said John, thinking about last night, “or perhaps we just need someone to show us how.”

“Like Mei showed you?” she asked, causing John to choke on his coffee. “It sounded like you two had a lot of fun. Not that I was listening. Not on purpose, at least.”

She smiled at him and John couldn’t help but imagine Aoi in her warm, soft bed, listening intently as John and Mei banged about next door, into doors and desks, before he finally threw her slim body onto the bed.

He pictured Aoi, eyes closed in deep concentration, lying perfectly still, her hand down her pyjamas, her fingers precisely circling her sweet clit. He thought of her pussy getting wet to the sounds of Mei straddling him, taking his cock deep inside her, of Aoi cumming as Mei took his cock deep in her throat, swallowing down his cum as she rode his face, rubbing her tight pussy all over his mouth. He pictured Aoi cumming silently, her body tensing as she did so, the sounds from the next door bringing her to climax.

“Maybe I could ask her,” said Aoi, interrupting John’s train of thought, “Mei, I mean. Maybe we could have an adventure of our own. Of course, I’d have to invite Tsumugi. She’s so protective. I’m not sure she’d approve of some of the things Mei would teach me!”

John tried to imagine the sort of things that Mei would teach Aoi, but he just couldn’t do it. Both women were so attractive, but in such different ways that the idea of the two of them together seemed like something that would require severe personality shifts from either one or both of them.

“Sorry,” said Aoi, “I have to go to class.” She stood and straightened her skirt. “I hope I can concentrate,” she said. You’ve given me so much to think about.”





Me too


 
, thought John, his cock throbbing in his trousers.





◆◆◆




John spent the rest of the day in university, hopping from lecture to lecture and in between heading to the library to study for an hour or so.

Yet he spent the whole day thinking about Aoi, about what adventures she might have. He pictured her in the sex shop, carefully inspecting each item, as if studying them from an anthropological viewpoint.

He saw her, not shy, but curious, asking the staff precise questions about an item’s purpose, its functions, durability, versatility. He saw her picking up a riding crop, feeling the quality of the work and swishing it through the air, studying its aerodynamics.

He saw her checking the quality of the fabrics, of the stitching on a variety of outfits and costumes. Aoi as a scantily-clad nurse, vampire, cheerleader, leather-clad domme, her body bound in a corset as her heaving breasts struggled to be free, all flashed through his mind, each more exciting than the last.

But even with all of this, the image that excited him most was Aoi, naked, lying on her bed, waiting for him to take to, to press himself into her and fill her up. He remembered how her pussy felt on his cock, how tight she was, yet so warm and inviting. The feeling when she had asked him to pull out so could see him cum all over her slim body.

“Oww,” mumbled John as a hand slapped him on the back of the head. He turned around and saw Reina looking down at him.

“This is a place to study, not daydream,” she said.

“I am studying,” he said, defensively.

“You haven’t turned the page for ten minutes.”

“Have you been watching me?”

“Don’t need to watch to know what you’re thinking about. Creep.” She turned away from him and John expected her to walk away, but instead, she grabbed a chair from the table opposite and sat opposite him.

She sat silently, staring at him.

“Is there something I can help you with?”

Reina laughed.

“As if.”

“So what are you doing?”

“Making sure you don’t start jacking off in public like a pathetic little weirdo.” John tried to keep his cool, pretending the girl at the table across from him wasn’t looking straight at him.

“I’m just studying,” he said, holding up his hands.

“Bet you don’t even need hands,” she said, “the thrill is enough to get you off.”

“I’ve no idea what you’re talking about.”

“No?” she asked, whispering as she leaned forward, as John tried desperately not to stare down her top. “Not even the thought of me slipping my shoe off and running my bare foot up your leg?”

“I don’t know where you got the idea,” he said, “but I don’t have a thing for–” He stopped dead as he felt Reina’s bare foot slide up the inside of his leg, gently rubbing up and down.

“No?” she asked, her expression just as cold before. “You’ve never thought about it? About me slipping my foot in between your legs and rubbing your little prick until you’re nice and hard?” John tried not to react as she taunted him, her foot sliding further up and her toes finding his rock-hard cock in his trousers.

She tightened her toes around his pressed-down erection and began to slowly rub him up and down.

“What’s more exciting for you?” she asked. “The chance to feel my soft feet on your cock, or the thought of being jacked off in public? Which gets you off the most?”

John tried to speak, but as her toes tightened on his cock, rubbing him faster and faster, all he could do was grip the table and pretend that nothing was happening.

Reina let out a quiet laugh, almost a snort of derision.




“Oh god,” she said, “no, you’re not

 

that


 
pathetic are you?” A wry smile appeared on her cold face. As she kept rubbing, John gripped the table harder, trying not to cum in the middle of the library.




“You get off on it, don’t you? Hearing just how worthless you really are. Answer me.”

“Yes,” John murmured, his sense of self completely thrown off.

“Yes, what? And don’t look at my tits when you say it.”

“Yes,” said John, realising he was in fact, staring down her top, at the top of her exposed breasts, “yes, miss.”

“Pathetic,” she said, rubbing her foot faster, “if I asked you right now, you would crawl under the tables and suck my feet, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, miss.”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, miss,” he said, feeling himself on the brink.

“Why?”

“Because–” he stammered.

“Because you’re just a sad little pervert, led around by his little dick, who can only get hard when he’s told what a sad, pathetic little creep he is.” John clenched his jaw as he came, his underwear filling with load after load of cum as Reina’s foot showed no sign of stopping.

He continued to cum, his hot load sticking to his leg, the juices soaking through his underwear into his jeans, Reina continuing to rub her toes against the wet spot, before suddenly moving her foot away.

Within seconds, Reina was standing, both shoes on.

“See you later,” she said, as she walked past, “creep.”


◆◆◆




Shortly after she left, John threw his books and laptop into his bag and, carrying it in front of him, headed for the toilets.

Once in the cubicle, he hung the bag on the hook on the door and proceeded to clean himself up. The whole time he did so, he was so confused.

What was it about Reina that made him feel so ashamed? And why the fuck did that turn him on so badly?

He tried to think but had no idea. It wasn’t something he’d ever experienced before. As far as he was concerned all his previous attractions were perfectly normal, there hadn’t been anything like this.

And what was with her feet?

It’s not that he’d ever found feet repulsive, but he’d never found them attractive either. But she’d been right, hadn’t she? If she’d given the order he would have crawled underneath the table and sucked on her toes, would have allowed her to rub them over his face as she laughed at him.

It was pathetic.





He


 
was pathetic.




Still, even as he thought about it, his cock started getting hard again.


◆◆◆




It was late when he got home. He’d walked slowly, his mind abuzz with questions, taking the long route home. It was quieter and, despite his best efforts, there was still a distinct cum stain on his trousers. The last thing he wanted was to risk bumping into someone he knew.

When he finally got home, he felt the house was alive. There were lights and noises, laughs and shouts, the smell of cooking food wafting through from the kitchen. Part of him wanted to go see them, but part of him wanted to go quietly upstairs and have a moment to himself.

“Oh hi,” said Naomi, as she opened her bedroom door, already in her loose-fitting pyjamas. “Just getting home?”

“Been studying,” he said, taking his bag off his back and holding it in front of his legs.

“We’re just about to eat, if you’re hungry?”




“He’s probably too busy to waste his precious time with people like

 

us


 
,” said Yoko, also in her pyjamas, as she floated silently down the stairs.




“Hey Yoko,” said John, as she moved by, not even a glance in his direction, before disappearing into the living room.

“I wouldn’t take it personally,” said Naomi.

“Feel pretty personal.”

“So you want to eat? She asked. “It’s good for the soul.”

“Sounds great,” he said, “I’ll just take a quick shower and be down.”

“Better be quick,” she said, heading towards the living room, “or else there will be nothing left!”


◆◆◆




John showered quickly, put on some fresh clothes, and headed downstairs.

When he got to the kitchen, Tsumugi, Naomi, Yoko and Reina were sitting around the table.

“Hi all,” John said, as he walked towards them.

“Hi,” said Tsumugi, waving, “I’ve not seen you all day.”

“Studying,” he said.

“Come sit, I’ll bring you some food.”

“That’s ok, thanks,” he said, “I can get it.”

“Sit, sit,” she said, standing up and pulling out a chair next to her. Not wanting to appear rude, John sat and Tsumugi hurried across the kitchen to get him some food.

“Here you go,” she said, placing a plate in front of him.

“Thank you,” he said, smiling at Tsumugi, “it looks delicious.”

“We all helped,” she said, taking her seat, “well, most of us.” She cast a glance at Reina.

“What,” said Reina, “I helped.”

“Where are Aoi and Mei?” John asked, hoping to stop an argument before it started, but as soon as he said it, he instantly regretted it. Reina snorted as Yoko rolled her eyes.

“What’s so funny?” asked Naomi, who was sat to the right of John.

“Nothing,” said Yoko. “Absolutely nothing.”

“Come on,” said Naomi, “we don’t keep secrets.”

Reina smirked as she looked around the table.

“Well, if you absolutely must know,” she said, “Yoko said she didn’t think he would be able to go without mentioning the two of them for five minutes. And I said,” she said, turning to look directly at John,” he wouldn’t last three.”

John suddenly felt very hot, memories of the quick ejaculation Reina teased out of him in the library with only a few disparaging words and some over-the-clothes contact. He was suddenly afraid of what she might say here, what she might command him to do, and what he might actually do.

“And if we’re speaking of secrets,” she added, still staring at him, “I think everyone would like to know–”

Tsumugi cut her off, talking sternly in Japanese, as Reina replied in kind until suddenly the room went quiet.

As they continued to eat in silence, John only looked up from his plate once. He could feel Reina glaring daggers at him, but when he looked her eyes were on her plate. He looked at her for a moment, to make sure he wasn’t imagining it.

“What are you looking at?” she asked, suddenly.

“Nothing,” said John,” looking back at his plate.

“Creep.”

He felt his cock twitch with excitement.

“This really is delicious,” he said, as he finished the last mouthful.

“Would you like some more?” asked Tsumgui, already halfway out of her seat.

“No thank you,” he said, “I’m full.”

John stood and went to place his plate in the dishwasher.

“We were going to watch a movie,” Naomi said, “if you want to join us?”

“Maybe later,” he said, “it’s been a long day and I’ve still got some work to do.” He began to talk towards the door.

“Probably off to find Mei and Aoi,” muttered Yoko, resulting in another sharp comment from Tsumugi.

John felt bad for not spending any time with them, but he did have work to do. He hadn’t managed to get anything done all day, first with Aoi on his mind and then Reina’s public, albeit secret, humiliation. And he was really very tired.

He went upstairs and lay down on his bed, deciding before he did anything else, he should take a few minutes to rest.


◆◆◆





Knock. Knock.


John woke up, still in his clothes. He’d only meant to lie down for a minute, but it was now dark.

“Hello?” he said, groggily.

“It’s me,” said Tsumugi through the door.

“Come in,” he said, as he sat on the side of the bed. “What’s up? If it’s Yoko…”

“Nothing like that,” she said, standing in the shadows. “As you might be aware, Aoi and Mei have spent the day together. Having an adventure.”

“I had no idea,” he said, rubbing his face, “I mean, she mentioned it might be something she wanted to do, but that’s about it.”

“Well, they did and now Aoi would like to show you what they got up to.”

“I’m sorry,” he said, “but I’m still a bit tired. Is this something that can wait until morning?”

“I don’t think this is something you want to miss.”

“Ok,” he said, “give me five minutes.”

“We’ll be waiting in Mei’s room.”


We.


Tsumugi left and John got up, stretching and pacing around, trying to wake himself up. After a couple of minutes, feeling sufficiently awake, he made his way down the corridor. As he got closer he began to feel his heart beat a bit faster, the thought of what lay in wait for him causing his entire body to wake up.

He waited for a moment, anticipation really settling in. He tried to calm his nerves, knowing Aoi and how reserved she was, how inexperienced, he tried to tell himself it was something very mild behind the door. And that was fine, after all, who didn’t like vanilla?

“Enter,” said Mei, in response to John’s knock on the door.

He opened the door and froze in shock.

In the middle of the room stood Mei, waiting expectantly, in full Japanese alt-girl mode, wearing fishnet stockings that ran up to her thighs, a pair of nearly-sheer black panties outlining her pussy lips perfectly, and a ripped-up black t-shirt, the bottom half torn off to show her navel, with tears across the chest showing she wasn’t wearing a bra.

That by itself would have been enough to wake him up, but in her hand was a chain. His eyes followed it down to find it attached to a collar around another woman’s neck. She was kneeling on the floor, eyes facing down, her black hair tied into two unbraided pigtails on the top of her head.

“Eyes up,” said Mei, and the woman on the floor looked up at John. Her pale face was accented by the dark makeup around her eyes, her lipstick black. She wore a baggy black t-shirt with a band logo he didn’t recognise, several sizes too big for her, which hung down to the floor, behind which poked her stocking-covered legs.

“What’s going on?”

“Our little pet here would like to play. Isn’t that right?” Mei looked down at Aoi, who nodded vigorously. “Good girl.”

“I’m not sure I understand,” said John.

“It’s quite simple, sweetie,” said Mei, gently stroking Aoi’s hair, “our sweet little Aoi wanted to go on an adventure, so I took her on one. And this,” she said, signalling to Aoi, “is where we ended up. So,” she said, “what would you like your new pet to do?”

“I err…,” stammered John, completely bewildered, “I don’t know.”

“Oh come now,” said Mei, “don’t tell me we went through all this effort for nothing?” John stood silent, trying to take in the scene. “Ok, I guess it’s up to us to start the game, pet. Why don’t we start with a little dick sucking?”

Aoi nodded and crawled on the floor on all fours, Mei still holding her leash. She stopped in front of John and raised herself onto her knees as her fingers undid his trousers and pulled them down to his ankles.

She reached up and slowly stroked his hard cock through his underwear, the scene arousing him more than he had realised. Then she slipped her fingers into the top of his boxers and slowly pulled them down. She looked at his dick for a moment, then up at him with her big eyes, ringed in black and slowly began to kiss the side of his cock.

John moaned softly as her soft lips caressed one side of his cock and then the other, as she moved from side to side kissing and sucking on the side of his shaft.

“Lick him,” said Mei, and Aoi complied, running her tongue up the underside of his shaft. “Now take him in your mouth.”

Aoi took the head of his cock in her mouth, held it in her warm hole for a moment, and then slid her black lips all the way down, taking his entire cock in her throat, then bobbing up and down on it vigorously.

John groaned as his new pet sucked his cock wildly, sliding him completely into her mouth, wrapping her lips tightly around him as she did so. This was so unlike the Aoi he knew, the shy girl who even in the throws of passion aced very precisely. Here, she was sucking his cock like she was possessed.

“That’s enough, sweetie,” said Mei, giving the leash a little shake. “We don’t want sir to be done with you too quickly, do we?”

Aoi slid his cock out of her mouth and looked up at him, her wet lips shiny, a dribble of saliva running down her chin, as her mascara began to run down her face, her eyes watering from taking his so deep into her throat.

“Did you like that?” asked Mei.

“Yes,” said John, his cock throbbing, tingling as Aoi’s saliva ran down his shaft.

“Stand,” said Mei, and Aoi stood without hesitation. “Good girl,” she said, as she gave Aoi a soft kiss on her wet lips. “Our pet here is trained to obey your every desire. If she cannot fulfil her duties, she will be trained, and if she cannot or will not be trained, she will be punished. Isn’t that correct, Pet?”

“Yes, miss,” said Aoi.

“Good girl, now bend over.” Aoi turned and moved to the bed, pressing her knees into the side of the mattress as her hands stood on top. “These,” she said, lifting Aoi’s baggy t-shirt to reveal her exposed pussy and asshole, “are for you.”

John gazed at Aoi’s firm ass, her tight asshole puckering with excitement above her already wet pussy. Mei ran a single finger over Aoi’s wet lips and she moaned with pleasure.

“Have a taste,” she said, holding up her wet finger to John’s lips. He took her fingertip in his mouth and sucked off Aoi’s wetness. “She tastes so good, doesn’t she?”

“So good,” agreed John.

“Bon appétit,” said Mei, stepping aside, as John took his trousers and boxers from behind his ankles and sank to his knees behind Aoi. She moaned softly as his hands caressed her ass.

“It’s all for you,” she whispered, as he admired her beautiful pussy, before gently licking up her wet lips. She moaned as his tongue slipped up over her tight entrance, circling it with his tongue as he tasted her desire.

“Give him a hand, pet,” said Mei, and Aoi reached back, grabbing her asscheeks and spreading herself wider for him, allowing him to bury his face deeper into her pussy. She cried out with pleasure as he licked her faster, the taste of her flooding his senses. He ran his hands over her stockings, feeling the fishnet pattern under his hands as he licked her, kissed her, sucked her sweet little cunt.

“More,” cried Aoi, as John sucked on her pussy, “fuck me, please.” She cried out as Mei spanked her asscheek.

“Sir will do as he pleases,” said Mei to her disobedient pet, spanking her again for good measure.

“Yes, miss,” whimpered Aoi, as she writhed on the bed, desperate for sir’s cock.

John continued to lick Aoi’s pussy from behind, her moans making his cock twitch.

“Miss,” Aoi moaned, “I’m going to cum.” She cried out as Mei spanked her again.

“You know the rules, pet. Sir gets to cum first, then decides if you should be allowed to.”

“Yes, miss,” she whimpered, “but I can’t hold it.” Mei spanked her again.

John pulled his mouth away from her pussy, licking his lips as he looked at her soaking wet lips.

“Here,” said Mei, holding out the leash, “she’s all yours.”

John took the leash from Mei and held it for a moment, unsure what to do.

“Turn around,” he said finally. Aoi complied, turning around and leaning against the side of the bed, her t-shirt hanging down covering her pussy, the hems of her stocking sticking out from underneath.

Whereas the first night he had seen sweetness and innocence in her eyes, now there was nothing but lust. She remained there, waiting, eager, desperate to please. This was the adventure she had asked for, the one she dreamed of. John could see it in her eyes, feel her desire on his face. He leaned in and kissed her, slipping his tongue into her mouth, as she kissed back, tasting herself on him.

“Touch me,” he whispered, and as they kissed Aoi slipped a hand down between his legs and began to slowly work him, as he slipped a hand underneath her t-shirt, running his fingers down her wet lips before moving up and playing with her clit.

She moaned with passion and began working him faster as he fingered her, his free hand still holding the leash.

“Please, no,” she moaned, as her body began shaking, “it’s against the rules.”

He kept fingering her, bringing her closer and closer to orgasm.

“Please,” she cried, “I can’t hold on any longer.” He kept going and going pushing her to the brink, before slipping his fingers out from between her legs and slipping them into her mouth. She sucked hungrily on the pussy-coated fingers, her head bobbing on them as furiously as they were his cock, as her hand worked him faster and faster.

“Stop,” he said, her hand bringing him close to cumming. “I said, stop.” She pulled her hand away, covered in saliva and pre-cum.

“I think our pet needs to be taught a lesson, what do you think?”

“I agree,” said Tsumugi, “she’s been very disobedient indeed.”

John looked up, confused. In the corner sat Tsumugi, with thick dark make-up on, her body wrapped in a black silk kimono.

John looked at her in a state of shock.

Mei laughed.

“Don’t tell me you didn’t see her sitting there this whole time?” asked Mei, a grin on her face. “But then again,” she said, looking at Aoi, who had turned over and laid front down on the bed, her toes on the floor, “I could see why your attention might have been elsewhere.”


Of course, I’d have to invite Tsumugi. She’s so protective. I’m not sure she’d approve of some of the things Mei would teach me!





Aoi’s words from this morning rang in his ears.

 

Of course


 
, Tsumugi would be here. She was far too protective of her best friend to have it any other way.




“I think,” said Tsumugi to John, “that our pet is waiting for her punishment.” John stood up and surveyed the scene, as Mei and Tsumugi watched John, his hard cock on display, stand over the penitent Aoi.

He lifted her t-shirt over her ass and saw one cheek was bright red from where Mei had spanked her. He gently caressed her other cheek and then spanked her. Aoi cried out but remained still.

“I think she deserves another, don’t you?” asked Mei.




“I think she is

 

very


 
keen on the proper instruction,” said Tsumugi, “isn’t that right?”




“Yes, miss,” said Aoi, “please sir, instruct me.”

John spanked her again and Aoi cried out, then again, and again.

“On the bed,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” she whimpered, crawling onto the bed. She moaned as he ran the head of his cock up and down her dripping wet pussy, teasing her as he rubbed it all over.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

“Always for you, sir.”

“Good girl,” he said, stroking her hair, as he guided himself into her.

Aoi grunted into the covers as he slowly worked his cock into her from behind. It felt tighter as he entered her from this angle.

“You like that?” he asked, as he began to slowly fuck her tight pussy.

“Yes, sir,” she said, “I love it when you use my pussy.” He began to fuck her faster, pushing deeper, Aoi grunting with every thrust as his thighs bounced off her ass.

“Such a good little slut,” said Mei, watching John fuck her.

“And so well trained,” said Tsumugi, watching from her chair. John looked over and saw the best friend’s hand moving rapidly under her kimono, playing with her pussy as John used her bff as his personal fucktoy.

“These aren’t just for decoration, you know,” said Mei, taking one of Aoi’s pigtails in her hand, “isn’t that right, sweetie?”

“Yes, miss,” she replied between grunts.

“Wel, show him then.”

Aoi raised her head off the mattress, holding herself up on her hands and knees, holding her head back as she waited. Taking the signal, John moved his hands from her ass and grabbed a pigtail in each hand, holding her in position by her hair as he fucked her slutty pussy.

“Harder,” she moaned, “please, I can take it.” Mei spanked Aoi for disobedience, as John fucked her harder. He looked over at Tsumugi, who now had one leg draped over the arm of the chair, her kimono wide open, pressing two fingers into her pussy, as another pulled open the top of the kimono and exposed a breast for her to play with.

Even Mei, who had been watching as an objective observer, was now leaning on the desk, her fingers buried in her black panties, playing with herself.

Watching the two women finger themselves as he fucked their friend was almost too much to bare, so he pulled his dick out of Aoi’s pussy. She cried out in frustration.

“On your back,” he ordered, and she dutifully obeyed. He saw the lust in her eyes, the desperate craving for his cock, for his cum, for permission to cum herself. She lay back and he ran his legs over her stockings and up her thighs.

“Take it off,” he ordered, as he leaned up and unclipped the metal chain from Aoi’s collar.

“Yes, sir,” she said and began to pull off her t-shirt.

“This is my favourite part,” said Mei, watching with anticipation.

Aoi lay back on the bed, legs spread, wearing nothing but her stockings and the collar around her neck. John admired her perfect slim body, her large breasts, her tight pussy. But there was something different, for across her stomach were the words,


White Men Only


Below that, an arrow pointed down to her pussy.

“I said it’s all for you, sir,” whispered Aoi.

This time John didn’t punish her, instead he grabbed her legs, lifted them onto his shoulders and began to fuck her as fast as she could.




“Oh fuck,” cried Aoi, her hands squeezing her large tits, “show me what a good fucktoy I am.” He fucked her harder. “Oh yes, use me as your personal cumrag. Fill my whore pussy with your big load.

 

Oh fuck, please, I need to feel your cum inside me


 
.”




As he fucked her tight pussy, reserved solely for the use of his big white cock, listening to her beg him to cum inside her, as the scent of pussy filled his senses, as Tsumugi brought themselves closer and closer to orgasm, he could feel himself getting closer and he knew this time there would be no stopping, no holding back, no pulling out.




“

 

Please sir


 
,” she begged, “

 

I need to feel you cum inside me.


 
”







He kept fucking her tight pussy, her lips gripping to his cock, her wetness lubricating his shaft. She felt so fucking good,

 

so fucking good.








“

 

Please sir, I… oh fuck!


 
”




John moaned as he came, pushing his cock deep inside her cumslut pussy, listening to her moan in pleasure as he filled her up.

“Use me,” she moaned, her tight pussy gripping his dick, her fingers digging into her tits as she felt his cock spasm in her cunt, filling her slutty hole with his load as he came and came and thought he would never stop.

Finally, he did, and he held himself in her, breathing heavily, her legs still on his shoulders, before slowly pulling out.

Aoi gasped as she felt his big cock pulling out of her, leaving her tight hole stretched out.

“It’s so warm,” she said, “and it’s all for me.”

“All for you,” he said, leaning in to kiss her softly.

“Did you like that?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Do you like feeling my cum inside you?”

“Yes, sir. Oh god, I can feel it dripping out.”

“Let me see,” said John as he knelt between her legs. She spread them slowly for him and he watched as his thick load dribbled out of her pussy and towards her asshole.

“There’s just one thing left to do,” he said, as he took her clit in his mouth, sucking on her as he pressed two fingers into her cum-filled hole, pushing his load back into her as he fingerfucked her.




“

 

Oh fuck,


 
” Aoi cried, as he used her pussy again, quickly bringing his new fucktoy to orgasm, the sounds of her pleasured moans intertwining with those of Tsumugi and Mei, as their orgasms reached a simultaneous crescendo, causing his cock to twitch already.




When she was done, he rose back up and kissed her again, his lips wet with her desire. Then lay next to her.

“Was I a good girl?” she asked, rolling into him, her soft hand on her chest.

“So good,” he said, stroking her hair.

“Do you prefer me as a bad girl?”

“I prefer you however you want to be.”




“I think,” she said, slowly, “I prefer being who I am,” she said, as she stopped and looked into his eyes. He could see the old Aoi, sweet and gentle, but with a new sparkle. “But,” she added, with a smile on her face, “I

 

definitely


 
want to try this again.”




“Me too,” said John, leaning in to kiss her.

“Yes, yes,” said Mei, standing over the two naked housemates, “this was lovely, but some of us like to sleep once we’ve cum, and I can’t do that with the two of you lying there.”

“Can’t we just…” began Aoi, before Mei slipped her wet fingers into Aoi’s mouth, at which she began sucking vigorously.

“You were saying?” asked Mei, slipping them out of Aoi’s mouth.

“Nothing, miss,” said Aoi, as she and John began to get up.

“Here, sweetie,” said Tsumugi, holding open a soft pink kimono, “I brought this for you. I thought you might like it after.”

“Thank you,” Aoi said, allowing Tsumugi to slip it onto her naked body, the soft colour in sharp contrast to her dark make-up. She smiled at her friend as she tied it in the front, looking instantly more wholesome than before.

“I got you one, too,” said Tsumugi, handing a red kimono to John. It was too short for him, coming up to nearly the top of his thighs.

“Thank you,” he said, “I think.”

“Now, let’s go, shall we? I think all of us have earned some sleep.”


◆◆◆




John sighed as he lay in bed, with Aoi on one side and Tsumugi on the other, holding hands on John’s chest. It had been an intense evening and now the three of them, having all bathed, had curled up in Aoi’s bed.

John looked at Aoi as she drifted off to sleep, amazed that such an innocent-looking girl could have been capable of such things. Of course, being under the watchful eye of her best friend must have helped put her at ease, and Tsumugi was evidently comfortable with what happened.

But now, as the two beautiful women pressed their naked bodies into his, he was just enjoying the peace and quiet that came after a night of debauchery.

And as he too fell asleep, he was sure that all of them were confident in the knowledge that sometimes being a bad girl is a very good thing.
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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.
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No one said building an Asian college harem was easy...
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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?
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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...?
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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?
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Each segment can be enjoyed separately or as part of an unfolding harem story.
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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.
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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.
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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...
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As she continually belittles and degrades him, he finds submitting to his bully, and her obeying her instructions, to be surprisingly liberating.
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