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W

 hen John awoke, he was alone. He had fallen asleep with Tsumugi in one arm and Aoi in the other, both women holding themselves close to him as they held hands on his chest.

He looked sleepily around the room, but there was no sight of them. No sight of their clothing either. Not of Aoi’s clothes, which he had removed at her request, nor of Tsumugi’s silk kimono, the only item she had been wearing when she’d snuck into Aoi’s room in the middle of the night.

Now that he came to think about it, his clothes were nowhere to be seen, either. His too had been discarded across the floor, with no concern for neatness. He began to wonder how long it would take him to run down the corridor and get back to his room. It wasn’t far, but there were three other bedrooms, including Aoi’s, where he currently was. There was also the bathroom.

He thought it unlikely he would be caught, but every time he left his room he always seemed to run into Mei, almost as if she were waiting for him so she could casually traipse past in a towel that left not much to the imagination. He wondered what she might say if she caught him naked in the hallways. Maybe she would slip off her towel in solidarity.

“There’s nothing shameful about the human body,” he imagined her saying, “especially a body like mine.”




He was getting hard and the idea of a naked Mei was something he was very interested in seeing, but he shook his head and tried to focus on something less exciting. He was, after all, still in Aoi’s bed and it seemed rude to lie there and jerk one out thinking about someone else,

 

especially after the previous night.





He sighed and rolled over, wrapping himself in Aoi’s soft duvet and drifting back off to sleep. Public nudity was something that could wait.


◆◆◆




When he awoke again, the sun was shining through the cracks in the blinds. He caught the scent of both women as he rolled across the bed, their fragrances mingling, merging, coming together.

He climbed out of bed and stretched.

He felt sticky, the previous evening’s sweat and bodily fluids on his skin, not that he was complaining. He walked around the room, curious but trying not to look too closely at anything in particular. It was, he felt, a courtesy for Aoi to let him stay in her room without her, a mark of trust.

Everything was so neat and tidy, but so colourful. It was as if two worlds had collided. The first, the world of a top student, focused on nothing but her studies. The other was of someone embracing their feminine side, their fun side, eschewing the practical for comfort and ease. This was how he felt about Aoi. She seemed like someone coming out of her shell, encouraged by her friends to look beyond her studies and learn how to actually live.

And they had taught her well.





His cock twitched at the thought of Aoi and the things she had done last night –with him

 

and


 
with Tsumugi– the two of them going above and beyond to make him feel welcome in his new home.












He spotted his clothes on the chair by Aoi’s desk, all neatly folded. He wondered how the two of them had managed to get out of bed, tidy up, get ready and leave, all without waking him up. But then again, he had been exhausted by the end of the night.












He started to get dressed, pulling on the sweatpants and t-shirt Tsumugi had given him right before they had had sex for the first time. He hadn’t intended to wear them before he had sex with Aoi, but after Tsumugi had stained his jeans dry-humping his leg, he had been forced to change.












As he pulled the t-shirt over his head, he noticed an extra item of clothing on the chair, a pair of plain white panties. He knew they weren’t his, but he couldn’t resist picking them up. The material felt familiar under his fingers and as he held them softly to his face, he could smell Aoi on them.












His cock hardened as the scent of her brought back a flurry of memories.












He thought of putting them back, but the way they had been so neatly folded and left with his clothes was a clear indication they were left there for him. A gift. Or a promise for later.












He put them into the pocket of his sweatpants, went to the bedroom door and listened for any signs of activity, but there was nothing. He opened the door and peeked outside, but still nothing.












He left the room, quietly closing the door behind him and walking swiftly to his room, breathing only when he was inside, leaning on the closed door.












He stood there a moment, back still pressed against the door waiting for someone to knock. He didn’t know why, but he felt that was something that would happen. When it didn’t, he walked into the room, took Aoi’s panties out of his pocket and placed them under his pillow for safekeeping.










◆◆◆












After he took a shower, he was surprised at just how quiet the house was. He guessed that Tsumugi and Aoi had left, but had no idea about Mei, Yoko, and Naomi. He also figured that Reina had left, as he was able to have a hot shower for once. He still didn’t know why she had taken so against him, but as he stood in the uninterrupted stream of boiling hot water, he didn’t really care.












As he stood in the kitchen and stirred his coffee, he was aware of how loud his spoon sounded in his cup, the gentle tinkle the loudest sound in the entire house. He took a sip and went into the living room and sat down on one of the sofas.












He looked at the other sofa and the beanbag in the corner of the room, all empty. He was surprised at how lifeless the place was without them. It was peaceful, yes, and he took the moment to appreciate that. It was the first time he had been alone in the house, and he had a lot of things to process.












He had only been here a few days and he had slept with Tsumugi and then Aoi, and then Tsumugi

 

and


 
Aoi.












The two beautiful Japanese women had really taken a liking to him, and that was putting it mildly. Not to mention there were also four other Japanese women living in the house with him, all beautiful and appealing in very different ways. Even Reina, whose attitude towards him could best be described as “hostile,” left him feeling very confused indeed. A feeling he tried not to dwell on as he finished his coffee.










◆◆◆












Shortly after, he’d headed off to campus to attend a lecture, but throughout his thoughts were entirely with the six women he now lived with. He wondered if he’d see them out and about.












So far he had only seen them in the house and rarely all together. It had only been the first night, when they had been having a pre-semester movie night that they had all been in the room together with him. It had been a whirlwind, but he had felt comfortable in the chaos, and they seemingly felt the same about him, his presence not influencing their behaviour at all.










He wondered about them, what they did, what they were like when they were by themselves, his ponderings only broken by the ringing of the bell indicating the end of the lecture.










“Hi.”












John had packed up his things and was walking out of the lecture hall when a young woman appeared by his side.












“Hi,” he said back.












She was pretty and blonde. John had seen her in his classes the previous year and had actually developed a little crush on her. Or, at least, found her attractive enough to fantasise about at night. Not that they’d ever spoken, or made any form of contact whatsoever. He didn’t even know her name.












“I umm,” she said, cupping her hair behind her ear, “I didn’t catch that at the end. Did he say to read chapter four or chapter five?”












“Err,” said John, who had absolutely no idea, “I

 

think


 
it was chapter five. But I’m not quite sure.”












“Me either,” she said, laughing nervously. “Guess I’ll have to read them both just in case.”












“Me too,” said John, smiling at her.












“I’m Sarah,” she said, holding out her hand.












“I’m John,” he said, taking her hand and shaking it.












“Would you like…” she began.












“Hey stud,” said Mei, wrapping her arm around his neck, her leather jacket rubbing against his skin.












“Oh, I’m sorry,” said Sarah, taken aback by the sudden entrance, “I didn’t know…”












“Don’t worry,” said Mei, arm still around his neck, “he gets this all the time. Gotta keep this one on a tight leash, if you know what I mean.” John watched as Mei grinned from ear to ear.












“Sorry,” said John, “this is Mei, she’s my…”












“Lover,” said Mei, “first time, long time. And I mean

 

long time


 
. My boy here is

 

insatiable


 
, isn’t that right, lover boy?” She pulled him closer, holding him tight.












“I should probably go…”












“I’m sorry,” said Mei, “I’ve come on too strong, haven’t I? I was just hoping he’d found someone to help him satisfy his physical urges. Honestly, he’s just too much man for me.”












“I’ll catch you later,” said Sarah, trying her best not to run away.












“I don’t think she’s the one to be the filling in our love sandwich,” said Mei, watching Sarah power-walk across campus. “Pity.” She shrugged, took her arm from around John’s shoulders and began to walk.












“What was that?” asked John, as he walked alongside her.












“Was just trying to talk you up,” said Mei, “you know, be your wingman.”












“My wingman?”












“Yeah, to help you get laid.”












“I know what a wingman is.”












“So what’s the problem?”












“The problem is I don’t need a wingman.”












“Tell me something I don’t know,” she said snorting. “But if you did, I’d be a great wingman.”












“You’d be a terrible wingman.”












Mei stopped suddenly and turned to face him.












“What?” she demanded, “give me one good reason why I wouldn’t make a good wingman.”












“Well for starters,” began John as he became increasingly irritated with this whole conversation, “you’re too attractive.”












“Thank you?”












“You’d put women off. Make them feel self-conscious.”












“But that’s a good thing. Low self-esteem is the cornerstone of getting laid above your station.”












“Jesus Christ…”












“I’m kidding,” she said, “sort of. Now give me another reason.”












“I already gave you one.”












“And now I want three.”












“Ok, so you’re…”












“I’m too attractive.”












“Right.”












And…?”












“And you’re too…,” John looked Mei up and down. Her short hair was bright pink, and she had a thin black choker around her neck. Below, she wore a leather jacket over a tight, black t-shirt which showed off her tight midriff and navel piercing. Her ripped jeans were skin tight on her slim yet toned legs, with a pair of battered Converse adding flavour of authenticity to the whole outfit. “You’re too intimidating.”












“

 

Moi?


 
” she asked, putting a finger to her pouted lips.












“Look at you,” he said, gesturing to her, “who wouldn’t be intimidated by the Japanese rock chick with pink hair and leather jacket.”












“I can take the jacket off if that helps?” John watched as she slipped off the jacket, throwing it over one shoulder, her black t-shirt clinging to her body, her nipples clearly identifiable underneath.












“Not in the slightest.”












“Ok,” she said, folding her arms, “one more.”












He looked at her for a moment, the Japanese rock chick with pink hair and leather jacket, her attitude at turns overbearing and liberating, and realised the third reason she would make a terrible wingman. He realised that as soon as she had appeared he had lost all interest in Sarah. Mei would be a terrible wingman because she made every other woman fade into the background.












“Alright,” he said, “you win. I can’t think of a third.”












“Ha,” said Mei, triumphantly, “I knew it. In your face, lover boy.”












“Hey,” he protested, as she threw her arm around his neck again, this time, wrapping her bare arm around him, pulling her into her body now only covered by a t-shirt. “Where are we going?” he asked as she began walking again, her arm still around him.












“We, my friend,” she said, “are going to celebrate my glorious and triumphant future career as wingman extraordinaire.”










◆◆◆












“Can I get another one of these?” Mei asked the waitress as she walked past.












“Sure thing,” she said, flashing a smile.












“Thanks, sweetie,” said Mei, turning back around and giving John a knowing look before returning to her plate of wings.












John watched on in shock as Mei continued to devour the wings with alarming efficiency. He hadn’t been keen on getting wings, he was too afraid of making a mess, but Mei had insisted. Or at least she would have, had she given any indication it was up for discussion.












So whilst John tried as hard as he could to not make a mess, Mei got stuck in, stripping the bones with precision, completely indifferent to any sauce on her fingers or her mouth.












“These are so good,” she said, sitting back, holding her sticky fingers in front of her as she awaited her next plate. “You gonna finish those?”












“Actually…,” John began, before Mei reached over and cheekily stole one of his wings.












“What?” she asked, as John stared at her in disbelief, “you can have one of mine.”












“Here you go,” said the waitress, taking Mei’s empty plate and replacing it with a full one.












“Amazing,” said Mei, giving the waitress another look.












“Always happy to be of service.”












“I don’t doubt that for a second,” said Mei, watching the waitress walk off.












“So,” said Mei, “looking serious for once, “what do you think?”












“She’s cute,” began John, “but she’s not really my type. Besides, I’m not sure…” Mei cut him off laughing.












“Oh sweetie,” she said, “of course

 

she


 
isn’t your type. I meant the wings.”












“Oh,” said John, feeling embarrassed, “they’re good.”












“I told ya,” she said. She leaned over and placed one of her fresh wings on his plate. “See? You give and then I give. And then, everyone’s happy.” She winked and dove into her wings.












As she devoured the first one, she noticed John watching her intently.












“Something the matter?” she asked, picking up the next wing.












“Sorry,” he said, “I’ve never seen anyone eat so many wings before. Well, at least outside of an eating competition.”












“And…?”












“And well,” John said, trying to think of how to phrase the next part, “none of them looked like you.”












“Are you saying Japanese women can’t enter eating contests?” she said, her face turned to stone.












“What?” stammered John. “No, I mean yes, I mean of course you can, I just…”












Mei burst into laughter, causing everyone else in the place to turn around.












“Sorry,” she said, struggling not to fall off her chair with laughter, “I couldn’t resist.” She continued to laugh, as John sat silently, waiting for her to finally calm down. “Your face was

 

priceless


 
.”












“You want to know how I can eat like this and have a body like this?” she asked, signalling to her flat stomach.












“Pretty much,” he said.












“Well, my secret,” she said, leaning over the table and waiting for him to do the same, “is through regular and intensive sessions of

 

fucking


 
.”












She returned to her normal seating position and continued eating her wings, as John remained, stunned.












“Can I get you anything else?” asked the waitress.












“How about your number?” asked Mei, as she picked up another wing.










◆◆◆












Mei checked the slip of paper the waitress had given her along with the bill. John wasn’t sure why but he felt the need to leave a generous tip.












“So,” he said, as they walked between the rows of shops, “are you going to call her?”












“Perhaps,” she said, slipping the paper into her pocket, “I like to keep my options open.”












“How open is that?” he asked.












“Oh sweetie,” she said, “are you asking me if I’m a lesbian?”












“You don’t have to answer if you feel uncomfortable…”












“Would you like me to be a lesbian?” she asked. “Does the idea of seeing me with Sally back there turn you on? The two of us naked, her laying on her back as I kneel between her spread legs, kissing and licking at her sweet, sweet pussy for your enjoyment? Does that make you hard as fuck?” She stopped and looked him dead in the eye. “Because it should.”












She kissed him on the cheek and kept on walking, leaving John standing there. After a couple of seconds, he snapped back to reality and caught up with her, his rock-hard cock in his jeans, pinned to his leg.










◆◆◆












“Let me know if you see anything you fancy,” said Mei, as she walked through the shop, her hands lightly touching everything within reach.












John had never been in a sex shop before. He’d always thought of them as dingy back alley places where perverts and deviants lurked. But this was in the main shopping centre. Sure, he’d passed by this sort of thing a number of times, but he had never gone in and never really considered it

 

a real sex shop


 
.












It was, he’d thought, mostly a place where women in dull marriages bought lingerie to try and spice up their love life, and where brides of honour picked up gag gifts for hen parties.












He wasn’t wrong. There were rows and rows of underwear sets, and negligees, with elaborate patterns and missing fabric. There were older women inspecting the produce like it was the vegetable aisle, whilst women in their 20s and 30s fingered rows of penis straws and giant inflatable cocks.












There was also more than he had ever thought possible.












“Fancy one of these?” asked Mei, slapping the end of an oversized strap-on dildo. “You can help me work off some of those wings.”












“No thanks,” said John.












“Too delicate for such things?” she asked, laughing. “Don’t worry, sweetie, we can start you off on something a little less adventurous.”













We?













“How about some fuzzy handcuffs?” She lifted the handcuffs, covered in pink fur, on one finger.












“For you or for me?” he asked, trying to not show his nerves.












“That’s the spirit,” she said, “but the question is, if you had me, would you know what to do with me?” She placed the handcuffs back on the shelf and disappeared deeper into the store, as John followed obediently, giving the question a lot of thought.












“So tell me, stud,” she said, turning to face him. “Do you prefer a more lacy delicate number?” she ran her hand over a rack of sheer lingerie ensembles, replete with bows. “Or,” she said, running her hand down or rubber body suits, “do you prefer something a little more

 

hardcore


 
?”












Images of Mei flashed through his mind. First of her in the pink slip, matching her hair, the sheer material teasing more skin, whilst a silk bow hung between her breasts like a present just begging to be opened. He watched her twirl to show off her new outfit, the layers rising in the air, the light material lifting as she spun, giving him just a glimpse of her tight ass as she did so. She waited looking for approval, her special outfit bought just for him, with his pleasure in mind. It was his special night and she would do whatever it took to make him happy.












Suddenly, this was replaced with another Mei, stripped of frills and bows, her lean body poured into a latex bodysuit, riding crop in her hand, ready to make John her bitch. He would crawl on the floor for her, kneel for her and await her commands, devoting himself to pleasing his mistress. The sound of the crop whacking the leg of her outfit made him wince and made his cock rock hard. He would serve her and be happy to do so.












“Gotta think about that one, do ya?” Mei asked, snapping him out of his daydreams. “Well, we’re complicated creatures. Sometimes we like to be in control and sometimes we like nothing more than to completely and utterly submit.”










◆◆◆












“Why didn’t you just get it delivered to the house?” asked John as they left the store, as Mei carried a brightly coloured bag which let everyone know exactly where she’d been shopping.












“Where’s the fun in that?” she said. “Besides, you never know when something will catch your eye.”












As they continued to walk, John noticed the glances from the men and the women, of him and Mei, of Mei and the bag. He felt a surge of confidence. All these people thought John and Mei were a couple. What’s more, a couple with an adventurous sex life. Even though it wasn’t true, he couldn’t help but imagine it to be true.












The idea of entering a room with a woman like Mei, knowing she was with you. Stunningly beautiful, the perfect body, and a wicked sense of humour. She was like armour.












“Do you think Sally would like to see what I got?”












“I guess she probably would,” said John.












“Would you?”












“I err…”












“I can model for you and you can tell me if it’s suitably inappropriate.”












“Ok, sure.”










◆◆◆












“I’ll call you when I’m ready,” said Mei, as she went upstairs, John trying desperately not to stare at her ass in those skin-tight jeans. “It’s alright,” she said, not looking back, “you can stare if you want.”












“I wasn’t…” he began, but she disappeared from sight. He stood there a minute before walking into the living room.












“Oh my gosh,

 

John


 
,” proclaimed Yoko as she bounced up off the sofa and wrapped her arms around him, pressing her body tightly against his.












“Oh, hi Yoko,” said John, gently wrapping his arms around her.












“It feels like

 

so long


 
since I’ve seen you,” she said releasing her hug, “where have you been hiding?”












“Nowhere,” he said, “just been a busy couple of days.”












“So I heard,” she said. John sensed a cooling in her tone, like someone turned her brightness down a little. “But it doesn’t matter,” she said, lighting up again, “now you can spend some time with me.”












“I would love to, but…” started John.












“Come, sit,” said Yoko, grabbing his arm and jumping on the sofa, pulling him down next to her. Yoko was pinned in between the arm of the sofa and John but made no effort to move. “You can watch this movie with me. It’s about this guy and a girl who accidently buy a farm together and they hate each other but secretly they love each other and they’ll finally work on the farm together.”












“Sounds good,” said John, not altogether truthfully.












“It’s awful,” beamed Yoko, “you’ll love it!”












Yoko snuggled into John’s arm, getting comfortable as she restarted the movie.












John sat there, unsure what to do. Yoko was still holding on to him, but he knew Mei might call him at any moment. Yoko smelt so sweet, was so soft, that to John she felt like a moment of relief after his time spent with Mei. Not that he didn’t enjoy his day, but he was never sure what was about to come next. With Yoko, he felt he could easily sit here for a couple of hours, peacefully with zero surprises.












“I thought I heard your voice,” said Tsumugi, popping her head out from the kitchen.












“Err, hi,” said John, suddenly uncomfortable with how comfortable Yoko had made herself.












“Come,” she said, “we need your help.”













We.













“He’s busy,” Yoko said, “we’re watching a movie.”












“Oi,” whined Tsumugi, “a bad one.”












“It doesn’t matter,” she said, clinging on to John even tighter, “I’ve claimed him.”












“You can’t claim him!” exclaimed Tsumugi.












“Why not!” protested Yoko, before muttering something in Japanese. Tsumugi replied in Japanese and the two of them continued arguing, Yoko still clinging to John.












“Fine!” shouted Yoko, letting go of John’s arm and throwing it into his lap. She marched out of the living room, as she continued to mutter under her breath in Japanese.












“Come,” said Tsumugi calmly before disappearing back into the kitchen.










◆◆◆












As John entered the kitchen he was hit by a mixture of smells and sounds. There were pots and pans everywhere, fresh ingredients washed and sat in bowls ready to be chopped.












“Hello,” said Aoi, turning from her chopping board and giving him a little bow. She stepped towards him and John stepped back. Aoi looked puzzled for a moment, then realised she was still holding the large knife she had been using to dice the vegetables.












“Sorry,” she said, as she put it down. “How are you?”












“I’m good,” he said, “how are you?”












The last time he had seen either Aoi or Tsumugi was last night, the three of them curled up in Aoi’s bed, all exhausted from their nighttime exertions.












“Good,” she said, returning to her chopping, “invigorated!” She began dicing quickly, with a precision John could never hope to achieve.












“That’s good,” he said.












“I can’t imagine why she might feel like that,” said Tsumugi, with a knowing wink. “Hope we didn’t wake you when we got up.”












“Slept like a log,” said John. “You said you needed some help?”












“Oh,” said Tsumugi, “no. We just wanted to rescue you from Yoko.”












“Rescue me?”












Aoi giggled.












“Yoko can be a little… possessive.”












“I was beginning to notice.”












“If she’d settled down for much longer, she would have demanded you stay with her the entire evening.”












“Couldn’t I just say I have things to do?”












Tsumugi and Aoi looked at John and then at one another and laughed. John thought back to when he told Yoko he had been busy, how her attitude had immediately changed.












“Yoko can be a little,” began Aoi, “entitled.”












“She’s a spoiled brat,” said Tsumugi.












“

 

Tsumugi!


 
” scolded Aoi, to John’s surprise. “She’s our friend.”












“She can be both,” said Tsumugi. “Anyway, you can go when you want. The coast is clear.”












“Oh ok,” said John, “it’s just…”












“Yes?”












“I thought you might want to talk about, you know, last night.”












Tsumugi lowered the heat on the stove and walked over to John.












“You are so sweet,” she said, “always thinking about our feelings.”












“So sweet,” agreed Aoi.












“I just don’t want things to get weird,” he said.












“Because you spent the day with Mei?” asked Tsumugi, much to John’s surprise. “That’s ok, we’re all friends here. And what do friends do, Aoi?”












“Friends share,” she said, enthusiastically.












“Friends share,” said Tsumugi, looking into John’s eyes. “And best friends share

 

everything


 
.” She smiled, gave him a quick peck on the cheek and skipped across the kitchen to the stove.












A phone on the side beeped and Tsumugi checked it.












“It’s Mei,” she said, turning to John, “she’s ready for you now.” Tsumugi put down the phone and returned to her cooking as John turned to answer his summons.










◆◆◆












“Enter,” said Mei in a sultry tone.












John had crept up the stairs quietly, taking extra care as he’d passed Yoko’s door. He had been half expecting her door to fly open and for her to grab him and pull him in, holding him hostage as they watched movie after movie of two people who hate each other but then fall in love.












But in the end, there had been nothing at all. Still, he couldn’t help but knock on Mei’s door quietly, knowing Yoko would definitely hear it.












There had been a pause for a second before Mei had replied and he wasn’t sure if he would have to knock again. But she had called to him, so he took a deep breath, trying to control his heart rate. He had no idea what she would be wearing when he entered.












There had been so many outfits in the store, from the titillating to completely revealing to some that were rather intimidating. A series of images ran through his mind, so many different possibilities as he entered the room.












Mei laughed as John stopped in the doorway, looking confused.












“Come in,” she said, leaning back against her desk, “close the door.”












John closed the door and looked at Mei. Aside from having taken her shoes and leather jacket off, she was dressed exactly the same as she had been all day. The same black t-shirt clinging to her bra-less chest, the same skin-tight jeans.












“Something wrong?” she asked, tilting her head.












“No,” he said, “it’s just…” his eyes moved to the empty bag on the floor, whatever it contained was now someplace else.












“Were you expecting me to be dancing around in some skimpy outfit, all bows and ribbons? Like a gift ready for you to unwrap?”












“No…”












“Or perhaps,” she said walking slowly towards him, her bare feet silent on the wooden floor, “you wanted to see me poured into a rubber suit?” She stepped so close their noses were nearly touching. “Does my little white boy long to be dommed by his Japanese mistress?”












She pressed him backwards into the door. He huffed, the surprise knocking the air briefly out of his lungs. Suddenly her lips were on his, kissing him hard as he complied, his cock throbbing in his jeans, her leg pressed up into his crotch.












He ran his hands over the small of her back, feeling her soft skin, as she held the sides of his face, her body pressed hard against his, her tongue deep in his mouth.












He pressed forward, his back coming from the door a half-inch, but she pushed him immediately back.












“My game,” she whispered, her body writhing against his, “my rules.” She took his bottom lip in between her teeth, tugging playfully, a mixture of pleasure and pain, stretching it and then letting it go.












“Oww.”












She smiled and bit her bottom lip, before she pressed into him again. His hands slid down her back towards her ass, but before they got there, Mei reached down and grabbed his wrists, holding his hands in place.












“I didn’t give you permission to touch,” she said, pinning his hands to the door, then raising them above his head, kissing him again. After a few moments, she let his hands go and slid her hands down his arms as she lowered herself down. She took the bottom of his t-shirt and raised it, kissing his abs, then kissing higher as she lifted his t-shirt, kissing up his chest, as John stayed in place, his arms still over his head. She pulled the t-shirt up to his neck, kissed him slowly on the mouth, then slid it up over his head, up his arms, and threw it across the room.












“That’s a bit better,” she said, running her hands over his chest, as he lowered his hands and ran them up and down her soft, yet surprisingly strong arms. He felt her body press into his, the warm skin of her stomach in sharp contrast to her navel piercing, which was cold and sharp on his torso.












Her hands ran down and undid his jeans, undoing the zipper, before she slid a hand down inside. He moaned as her warm hand wrapped around his hard cock, stroking gently as she continued to press him into the door, their mouths still pressed together.












His hands moved up her back, pushing the back of her t-shirt up. She gave his dick a tight squeeze.












“Seems someone hasn’t learnt the rules of the game yet,” she said. He moved his hands back down and loosened her grip on his cock.












“Good boy,” she said, as she began stroking him again. “We might be able to train you yet.” She bit his lip, harder this time causing him to cry out in pain.












“What the

 

fuck?


 
”












“Does my little plaything not like it when I play too rough?” She laughed and went to kiss him.












“No, I don’t,” he said.












“Well,” she said, easing off him, but still leaving him pinned to the door, “what are you going to do about it, lover boy?” She kissed him again, pressing hard into him.












“Woah,” she yelled, as he pushed back, walking her across the room, their mouths still pressed together.












She let out a gasp of air as she backed into her desk, John pressing his body into hers as he kissed her.












“This isn’t in the rules,” she said, as his hands ran up her back, pulling her t-shirt up.












“New game,” said John, “new rules.”












He took half a step back and watched as she submissively raised her arms, holding them there, ready for him. With one swift movement, he whipped her top up over her head and threw it across the room.












“Oh fuck,” Mei cried, as John pounced, pressing his lips to her breast and sucking on her nipple, hard. She placed her hand on the back of his head, running her fingers through his hair as he sucked on her tit, his tongue flicking around her nipple.












He raised his mouth off her breast and went to go for the other.












“Wait,” she said.












John looked at her and watched as she hopped up to sit on the desk. She looked at him, her eyes wide, submissive as she leaned back, supporting herself on her hands. John took in her beauty for a moment, her slim body, her flat stomach, her small but firm breasts, her hard nipples.












He moved again, a man with purpose, taking her other breast in his mouth, sucking just as forcefully as before.












“Fuck,” moaned Mei again, as she took her weight on one arm and with the other reached back down, her hand sliding back into his boxers, working him as he sucked on her chest.












As John rose, Mei wrapped her other arm around him, and he lifted her into an upright position, looking her in the eyes as her other hand continued to work him. He kissed her again, feeling her exposed breasts against him for the first time. He ran his hands up her back, over her bare skin, up into her pink hair, grabbing it in his fist and listening to her moan into his mouth, her tongue firmly exploring his.












“The bed,” she whispered, as she wrapped her legs around his waist. She yelped as he grabbed her ass, and she pulled her hand out of his trousers, wrapping her arm around his neck as he carried her across the room and threw her down on the bed, her light body bouncing.












She lay there, watching him, waiting for him. He fell upon her, kissing her again, their bodies entwined as they rolled over the mattress, hands exploring one another. He stopped on top of her, kneeling between her spread legs. He reached down to undo her jeans.












“Wait,” she said, “you first.” She sat up and kissed him, taking him by surprise and rolled him onto his back as she straddled him. She leaned down and kissed his mouth softly, then kissed down his neck, over his chest and his abs, until she reached her opened jeans. She slid off the bed, pulling his jeans as she went, leaving him only in his boxers, the outline of his erect cock clear to see.












She rubbed it gently over the fabric as she licked her lips, before slowly peeling off his underwear.












She ran her hands gently over his bare thighs, looking at his cock from different angles, before reaching out and slowly stroking it.












“Very nice,” she said, before moving in closer, holding his cock between two fingers and running her tongue up the underside of his shaft. She licked him again and again, before taking the tip into her mouth and rolling her tongue over it. John moaned as she licked the head of his cock expertly, and groaned as she slid her lips down his shaft, taking his cock in her mouth.












She held it there a second and pressed it even deeper into her throat and began to bob up and down ever so slightly, rubbing the head of his cock on the back of her mouth. Slowly, she slid her mouth up his shaft, leaving it wet with her saliva.












“No gag reflex,” she said, smiling.












Before he could respond, she took his cock in her mouth again, bobbing her head up and down, twisting her neck as she sucked on him. As she did so, John ran his hand over her pink hair, which she took as a sign to take him deeper into her mouth.












As she continued to blow him, she slipped a hand between his legs and gently cupped his balls, massaging them in her long fingers.












As she continued, John tried to think of other things, holding back the orgasm she was expertly teasing out of him. Even so, he couldn’t help but begin to rock his hips, pressing himself into her mouth.












As he did, she stopped and took his cock out of her mouth.












“More?” she asked, as she began to slowly stroke his wet cock, “or would you like to try something different?”












John watched as Mei knelt between his legs and played with his cock, a wry smile on her face. He considered it for a moment. There were few things he could think of that were more appealing than having Mei suck his cock, working him with her mouth until he was about to cum, and then pushing himself deep into her throat as he came, the bad girl eagerly swallowing down his cum. But there was at least one other thing he could think of that might top that.












“Let’s try something different,” he said.












“I like a boy who is open to new experiences,” said Mei, as she stood up and began to unbutton her jeans. John watched as she worked her skin-tight jeans down her legs, kicking them off and standing in front of him in nothing but her panties.












He had wondered what type she had been wearing. He had imagined her in a feminine, pair, all frills, then in a pair without a crotch, allowing him easy access to wherever he wanted. He even thought she might have a pair with a string of pearls on the underside, the smooth balls running up her lips, stimulating her pussy as she went about her day, the world oblivious.












Instead, she wore a simple pair of black panties. No frills, no markings, nothing. Yet he somehow found her standing there like that even more alluring. She didn’t need fancy underwear to be thrilling to him. Just the sight of her naked body, the promise of her sweet pussy would be more than enough. And she knew it.












She stood there a moment, letting him devour the sight of her, then she bent and slowly began peeling off her panties, the dark fabric sticking to her wet lips, thin strands of her desire running from her pussy to her panties.












She slipped them down and let them fall to her ankles, and stood there again. Her body was perfect, slim and smooth, her pussy hair shaved into a thin strip above her smooth, wet lips.












She climbed onto the foot of the bed and kissed the tip of his cock, before slowly crawling up the bed and straddling him and rubbing her wet lips up the underside of his cock.












She leaned forward and kissed him, still sliding her pussy over him. He felt her lips slide over the underside of the tip, her wetness slowly trickling down the sides of his cock.












“Do you want this pussy?” she whispered.












“Yes,” he moaned.












“Do you want to be deep inside me?”












“So bad.”












“So

 

very


 
bad,” she whispered. She lifted herself onto her knees, and raised herself up and reached down for his cock. She took it in her hand and gave it a few teasing strokes before guiding him towards her entrance. She gave a wicked smile as she rubbed the head of his cock over her wet pussy, teasing him, making him wait.












Finally, when he thought he was going to cum from the excitement of it all, she pressed him into her pussy. She moaned as his thick cock stretched her tight hole as she lowered herself onto it slowly, getting deeper and deeper, until he was fully inside her.












“You’re bigger than I expected,” she said, rocking on him, his cock deep inside of her.












“Is it a problem?”












“No,” she smiled, her hands stroking his abs, “not at all.”












She began rocking faster, pulling his cock into every inch of her pussy, letting him feel all of her as she began to raise and lower herself at the same time.












“So fucking big,” she moaned, as she slid up and down his shaft, her lips gripping his cock as she rode him. “

 

So. Fucking. Big.


 
”












She rode him faster, moaning as she took his whole cock, her pink hair sticking to her forehead as she worked up a sweat. As she rode his cock with wild abandon, John reached up and caressed her tits, rubbing her nipples between his fingers, feeling their firmness.












Mei slid her hands up his body to his chest, leaning forward to make it easier for him to play with her tits, his cock bending back inside her, feeling more of her as she rode him.












She sat back up and pressed her hands to his, controlling them as he caressed her breasts.












“Just like that,” she said, removing her hands and letting him have free reign. She leaned forward and placed one hand on his chest, as the other reached over and opened the top drawer of the bedside cabinet.












“What are you doing?” he asked.












“Getting a little something,” she said, pulling out a long strip of black silk.












“What’s that for?”












“For you, of course,” she said, taking his wrists and pressing them above his head. She leaned in and kissed him, still holding his hands in place.












“Grip the headboard.”












John wrapped his fingers around the metal poles of the headboard, and watched as Mei, still riding him, wrapped the silk around one wrist and then slid it between the poles and wrapped it around the other, tying him to the bed.












“There,” she said, “much better.”












“Better for what?”












“Playtime,” she said smiling, riding him even faster.












She pushed herself back up onto her knees and rode him, her hands running through her hair, her pussy full of his cock. He watched, tied to the bed, completely at her mercy. Anything she wanted to do to him, she could.












She continued to ride him, then leaned back in and dipped her hand into the drawer again. John watched as she slid out a thin, pink object.












“This was designed for

 

my


 
pleasure,” she said, “but I think you might have some fun with it too.”












She pressed a button and it began vibrating. She giggled as she inspected it, then riding him slower, ran the tip of the vibrator over the base of his shaft. John moaned with pleasure as it sent a vibrating sensation up his cock.












“You like that?” asked Mei, holding his cock deep inside her.












John nodded, unable to speak. Mei smiled and began to run the vibrator around a little faster.












“Let’s see what happens if we turn it up, shall we?”












John cried out loud as Mei turned the vibrator to the next setting, running it up and down the bottom of his shaft as she leaned back, holding herself up on one hand, her pussy slowly sliding up and down the rest of his cock.












John had never felt anything like it before. The vibrations in his cock as Mei slid her tight Japanese pussy up and down his shaft was pure bliss. He wanted it to last forever, but he could feel himself getting close to finishing.












Just at the last moment, Mei removed the vibrator from his cock and he sighed with relief.












“Goodness,” she said, “I wonder what would happen if it was on full power?”












“That wasn’t full power?!” he asked, gasping.












“Not even close,” she said, smiling.












“I can’t,” he said.












“Ok,” she said, “more for me.”












She began riding him again, slowly, as she turned the vibrator to its lowest setting and held it lightly to her clit.












She moaned with pleasure, her pussy tightening on John’s cock, holding him firm as he watched her ride him using the toy on her clit.












“Fuck,” she moaned, “whoever invented this is a genius.” She switched it to the next setting and cried out loud, riding John faster. He could feel her warm juices running down his cock as she rode him.












Watching her fuck him and pleasure herself was so fucking hot, he just wanted to flip her over and fuck her, which is probably why she had tied him up.












“Time for the final setting,” she said, as she flicked the vibrator on to full blast.












John and Mei both cried out loud as the toy sent vibrations through Mei’s pussy and into John’s cock. He could feel the powerful vibrations as he was inside her, the toy pleasuring both of them at the same time.












“I can’t believe,” she said, gasping, “I’ve never done this before.” She continued to ride him faster, her lips gripping his cock, as he felt his orgasm building.












“I’m gonna cum,” moaned John, as he struggled to hold on.












“But I haven’t modelled for you yet,” moaned Mei, vibrator still circling her clit. “Do you want to see?”












“Yes,” cried John, unable to imagine what she could possibly be on about, but certain he definitely wanted to know.












“Ok,” said Mei, switching off the vibrator and taking his cock out of her stretched pussy, “tell me what you think.”












She turned around and straddled him again, this time pressing her ass towards his face. He could smell her pussy, wanted desperately to slide his tongue into her, but she was too far away.












But right above her shining wet pussy, in between her firm asscheeks, was a shining pink heart.












“Well?” she asked.












“It really suits you,” he said, admiring the end of the pink plug buried deep in her ass.












“Really?” she asked. It moved as her tight asshole puckered, pulling it deeper inside.












“Really,” he said, “but I need a closer look.”












“Of course,” she said and lowered her ass to his face.












“Closer”.












She lowered her ass again. John could feel the heat from her pussy. He leaned forward and placed a kiss on the pink heart, the tip of the toy buried deep inside her.












“Do you want to eat my pussy now?” she asked.












“More than anything.”












With that, Mei lowered her pussy onto John’s face, and moaned with pleasure as he began lapping at her wet lips. As he did so, she began to rub her pussy up and down his mouth, spreading her wetness across his face, and lowered herself down, taking his pussy-covered cock in her mouth.












She sucked him quickly, sliding him deep into her mouth as she rode his face. John wanted nothing more than to reach out and grab her ass, but the silk binds denied him, leaving him the helpless plaything of his Japanese housemate.












“Fuck,” she moaned, “I taste so good.”












John agreed silently as he gently sucked on her labia, before licking up to her entrance and tonguing her tight hole.












She rode his face faster, sucking his cock hard. As she pressed back, John looked at the plug in her asshole and he took her clit in his mouth. He sucked on her gently as her wetness ran down his face, as Mei continued to moan as she sucked his cock.












Suddenly, he heard the faint vibrating sound and moaned with pleasure as Mei circled his balls with the toy. He began pressing his hips upwards, fucking Mei’s mouth as she sucked his cock.












She continued with the toy, turning it onto the second setting, still playing with his balls, as John felt himself getting closer, as was, he could sense, Mei.












Mei began to moan, on the verge of cumming, which made John need to cum that much harder. She rode his face faster, her mouth tightening as she took his cock.












He held back, prolonging the feeling for as long as possible, not wanting the moment to end, but then Mei slipped the toy to its highest setting and slid it down his balls, pressing the toy into his taint, sending ripples of pleasure directly into his cock.












John cried out as he came, thrusting deeper into her throat, as she pressed down harder on him, circling his taint with the toy. As he came, he felt her cumming too, her body shaking as he ate her pussy as he mouth fucked her, moaning into her pussy as he shot his load into her throat, feeling the contractions of the bad girl's mouth as she eagerly swallowed down his cum.












Finally, after she’d swallowed her tribute and her own orgasm had peaked, she rolled off John, and onto her back.












“Fuck,” she murmured, “toys are fun, but there’s nothing like being eaten out by an enthusiastic white boy.”












She rolled over to her side and licked her saliva and the last drops of cum from his cock, before crawling up the bed and straddling his torso, her warm, wet pussy rubbing against his body as she untied his hands.












I thought you might want something pretty to look at,” she said, as she climbed off him and lay down next to him.












“It’s very pretty,” he said, looking into her eyes, “but it’s nothing compared to the beauty of your wet pussy.”












“In that case,” she said, smiling, “you can take a look whenever you want.”












“I know.”












“Do you, now?”












“My game,” he said, “my rules.”












“Your game,” she said, “your rules.”












“That’s a good girl.”












“I wouldn’t be too sure of that,” she said, leaning in to kiss him.












“Me either,” he said, listening to Mei moaning softly as his hand slid down her ass and he began to gently play with the plug deep inside her. “In fact, I’m counting on it.”











Thank You!
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