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The Hostess






J

 ohn cursed himself again. Why did he have to leave anything to the last minute?

“Be cool,” he said to himself under his breath, “you got this.”

He rang the doorbell and waited patiently. This was the last house on the list, if he didn’t make a good first impression he would be homeless. He tried not to focus on it, thinking instead of the positives.

He was about to start his second year of university after a successful first year. He had found an ad looking for a roommate and, unlike so many of the others he’d contacted, this one was still available.

True, he shouldn’t have left finding a place at the last minute, but how was he to know his relationship was going to fall apart because he found his best friend balls deep in his girlfriend, his first serious girlfriend? Just because his life was falling apart didn’t mean that…

The door opened.

“Hello,” she said.

“Uhh,” stammered John, taken completely aback by the beautiful Asian woman standing in front of him. She was short and petite, with short black hair cut into a bob framing her face. Despite her diminutive frame, she had large breasts which were snuggly accented by her tight-shirt, tucked into the top of her pyjama shorts which showed off her smooth legs, at the bottom of which were a pair of fluffy slippers on her feet.

“Hello. Hi.” He waved and instantly regretted it, but the young woman in the doorway simply smiled and waved back.

“You must be John?”

“Yes,” he said, “you must be…”

He tried to think of the name on the email he had received inviting him to the viewing, but remembered it was simply signed “The House”.

“Come on in,” she said, “I’ll introduce you to everyone.” As she turned and walked away, he followed her into the house. Even though he was desperate to make a good first impression, he couldn’t help but stare at her figure, his eyes fixating on her shorts as they teased the edge of her ass.

“Sorry about my outfit,” she said. looking over her shoulder as John jerked his head up and pretended he wasn’t checking her out, “I forgot you were coming. I hope you don’t mind,” she said, stopping placing one hand on the living room door, “but we were having a movie night.”

She pushed the door open and stepped inside, holding it open so he could enter. He stopped in the doorway and stared, completely unable to understand what was happening. It was as if he had stepped into a new world.

The whole room was bathed in a dark pink light from lamps with RGB lighting. Throughout, he saw there were also coloured light strips, all emitting the same shade of pink. With the curtains drawn they (and the TV) were the only sources of light.

They made the large room feel intimate, private. Despite its calming hues, he felt as if he was intruding on something that he wasn’t meant to see.

“Close the door, hah?” came an annoyed call. “You’re letting the heat out.”

John stepped into the room and the young woman who had let him in, closed the door behind him.

He stood there in silence, still not believing his eyes. On one sofa sat three Asian women cuddled up together, on another sofa sat a fourth Asian woman and, in the corner on a beanbag, sat a fifth, as she carefully painted her toenails.

“Let me introduce you,” said the woman standing next to him.

“Shh,” said the woman on the beanbag not looking up from her toes, “we’re trying to watch.”

The woman next to John marched over to the sofa with the three women, grabbed the remote control from the sofa arm and turned off the telly.

A cry of protest rose up through the room, but the woman with the remote didn’t seem bothered at all. John got the sense that the woman had fallen into the role of hostess, making sure everything that needed to get done, got done whether the other housemates liked it or not. He also got the sense that they did not like it at all.

Still, they quietened down quickly in a fashion which suggested this had been a long-running battle and the women had learned that the fastest way to get this over with was to just let it run its course.

“So, everybody,” she said, waving her hands excitedly as she spoke, “this is John, our new housemate.”




“

 

Potential


 
housemate,” said the woman painting her nails, still not looking up.




“Right,” she said, trying to remain upbeat, “we have to make sure you like us.” She turned to John and smiled.




“And that we like

 

him


 
,” added toenails-painting lady as she admired her handiwork.




Having had enough of the backchat, the hostess, in her fluffy pyjamas and colourful t-shirt, began scolding the woman on the beanbag.

John watched in silence as the woman launched into an angry tirade in Japanese. The woman on the beanbag, taken aback by the sudden outburst, sat in stunned silence for a few moments before she began shouting back in Japanese.

John, being unable to speak Japanese, didn’t know what they were saying, but given both women continued to shout at one another whilst pointing at him, it gave him a pretty good idea.

The shouting got louder and louder and soon the other girls joined in one by one until everyone was shouting at everyone else, pointing fingers at one another as tempers flared.

Suddenly, the hostess released the loudest high-pitched scream John had ever heard and the room fell into silence. In control once again, the hostess spun around on her fluffy slippers and smiled at John.

“Sorry about that,” she said, “they forget their manners sometimes.”

The girl on the beanbag muttered something under her breath and a pillow flew across the room, hitting her in the head. She cursed in Japanese and threw the pillow back, the moment dissolving into nothing.

“If you would like to leave now,” she said, “that is ok.”

“I, err…” stammered John.

“I don’t suppose you want to live in a house with such disrespectful roommates.”

John felt the tension in the room rise, but nothing came of it.

“No,” he said, watching the young woman’s smile immediately fade, “I mean yes. I mean I’d like to stay, err, to take a look around.”

“Ok,” she said, her smile returning as she bounced on her toes, “let me introduce everyone. This,” she said pointing the remote control to the woman sitting alone on the sofa, “is Yoko.”

“Hi,” said Yoko, giving a little wave. John smiled and waved back.

“And this,” said the hostess, pointing to the three girls squeezed together on the other sofa one at a time, “is Mei, Aoi, and Naomi.”

Mei sat on the left of the sofa with her bare legs stretched out, her feet resting on the coffee table, her short, bright pink hair complemented by the lighting, her pert breasts and prominent nipples on display through her loose black band t-shirt, as Naomi sat on the right, her legs covered in baggy, full-length pyjama bottoms tucked underneath her. In between sat Aoi, her posture perfect, her feet in simple slippers planted evenly on the floor, with a big bowl of popcorn sitting on her lap.

“Hi, hello, nice to meet you,” said the three women, as John returned the greeting.




And

 

that


 
,” she said with less enthusiasm as she pointed to the woman on the beanbag, “is Reina.”




“Nice to meet you,” said John, to which Reina merely rolled her eyes.

“And I,” she said, turning back to John, “am Tsumugi.” She gave a playful courtesy and John knew he was in trouble. He looked around the room at the other five women, all of whom were looking at him (except, of course, Reina).





Really


 
big trouble.





◆◆◆




“This,” said Tsumugi, “is the kitchen.”

As soon as introductions were over, Tsumugi had taken his hand and dragged him across the room, the other women watching in silence as he moved amongst them.

As he followed his tour guide into the next room, he was sure he heard a flurry of whispers behind him.

”I’m afraid it isn’t very big, but we make do.”

John tried not to laugh at her comments.

“Is something wrong?” she asked.

“Oh no,” he said, “it’s just, I’ve lived in apartments smaller than this.”

“Oh,” said Tsumugi, blushing.

“This is great.”

“Really?” she asked.

“Really.”

Her face brightened and her smile went into full bloom.

“Ok, let me show you where everything is.”

John stood and watched as the petite woman rushed around the kitchen taking a thousand tiny steps, pointing to the microwave, the kettle, the two fridge-freezers, the cutlery drawer, and everything else she could think of with an enthusiasm John struggled to comprehend.

“You like?” she said, slightly out of breath as she returned to his side.

“Yeah, it’s all great,” said John as he tried to hide his indifference to kitchen layouts.

“OK,” she said, taking his hand again, “time to show you the bedroom.”

She led him out of the kitchen and back through the living room. The movie was back on, but he swore it had been off a second before. All eyes were on the TV, although as he passed through the room he swore they were all looking at him. As Tsumugi led him through the room, he looked back over his shoulder, just in time to see three pairs of eyes dart from him back to the movie.

“Here are the stairs,” said Tsumugi, pointing at the stairs.

“Indeed they are,” said John, listening to sounds from the other room. He was sure the movie had been paused once again, but their footsteps as they moved up the stairs made it impossible for him to be sure.

“Those rooms down there,” she said pointing along the corridor, “belong to Aoi, Mei, and Yoko.” John looked down the corridor at the three doors. He could tell from the decorations outside which belonged to which. “And this,” she said, touching the door behind her, “is my room.”

She looked at him and for a moment he felt like she might invite him inside. He felt his heart beating faster, his palms sweating as images of him and the young Japanese woman in front of him swam through his mind. He felt his cock twitch as it began to grow inside his jeans.

It was ridiculous he knew, they had only just met, but he was sure there was an undeniable attraction between them.

“And this,” she said, breaking off eye contact and moving to the door a little way down from her own, “is your room.” John noticed she seemed more subdued now, her eyes averted to the ground. He wondered if he had read the situation wrong, if she had been put off by his staring, if she knew what he was thinking.




“I mean, it’s your room,

 

if you want


 
,” she added, glancing up at him. She walked into the bedroom and he followed.




It was sparsely furnished, with no decorations on the wall, just a wardrobe, a chest of drawers, a small writing desk, and a double bed.

“I’m sorry there’s no bedding,” she said, as if it were her responsibility.

“That’s fine,” he said, “I’ve got my own.”

“Good,” she said, nervously brushing her hair behind her ear.

“Is there anything else to see?”

“Just the shower room.”

Tsumugi led him out of the room, no hand holding this time, to a door at the top of the stairs. Inside was the bathroom, complete with a bath and standing shower.

“There’s also one downstairs,” she said, “but this one is for you.”

“Just me?”

“No, no,” she said, “for you and me and Aoi to shower. But not together,” she hastily added, her face turning bright red from embarrassment. John tried not to laugh, but he was also trying not to think of showering with the two Asian women, their bodies pressed together under the hot water.

He stared at her and she stared at him and before they knew what was happening both of them had broken out into fits of laughter.


◆◆◆




John had followed Tsumugi back downstairs and into the living room. Yoko had evidently made herself comfortable, her body now sprawled along the sofa. Tsumugi chastised her in a loud whisper and, with a very unimpressed sigh, Yoko swung her legs off the sofa and curled up into the armrest.

“Please,” said Tsumugi, “take a seat.” As Yoko took up the left side of the sofa and Tsumugi was on his right, he felt obliged to sit in the middle seat.

The film was in full swing, although it didn’t seem that far off from when he left the room. On his left he felt Yoko wriggle and squirm, her bare feet pressing into his leg as she tried to get comfortable. On his right, Tsumugi sat perfectly still, eyes on the movie. He turned to look at her and she looked at him and smiled, then turned her attention back to the movie.

He sat there watching the movie, trying not to think how he felt both completely out of place and completely comfortable. Here he was, in a room a shade of dark pink, surrounded on all sides by a group of beautiful Japanese women, all of them in their nightwear.

He glanced around the room, catching glimpses of bare legs or buttoned-up nightshirts which opened just a little too much, exposing just enough skin to make him desperately want to see more. In short, he was in heaven.

But he was also in hell. Here he was, surrounded by all these beautiful women, and there was nothing he could do. He couldn’t say or do anything that might jeopardise his living here. After all, he had nowhere else to go. Not that any of the places he had seen previously had been even close to habitable. This was, in every way, paradise.

“Would you like some popcorn?” asked Aoi, holding out the bowl.

“Oh, no thank you,” he said, trying to be polite.

“Please,” said Tsumugi, “have some.”

“Ok,” he said and leaned up to get some. As he did so, Mei reached over to the bowl, grabbed a handful of popcorn and threw it at him.

“Catch,” she said as the popcorn flew through the air, taking him by surprise and causing him to fall back on the sofa.

“Hey!” said Yoko, who had only just gotten comfortable. “Hey!” she said again, more sternly this time to Mei, who was lobbing individual bits of popcorn. Mei threw a piece at Yoko, then turned her attention back to John who, unsure what else to do, opened his mouth and tried to catch them.

The first piece missed entirely.

“Mei!” said Tsumugi, clearly displeased.

The second piece missed by even more.

“You’re making a mess!”

“It’s not my fault he’s rubbish at this,” she said, aiming the next piece. This time it bounced off his forehead, causing everyone to laugh. Even Tsumugi couldn’t help but smile.

“Getting closer,” she said, as she threw another piece and another, hitting his face closer and closer to his mouth until finally he caught a piece. The girls all cheered and laughed at this historic victory.

“Children,” muttered Reina, followed by an abrupt shriek and the rest of the girls all grabbed handfuls of popcorn and began pelting her with them, to which she responded by grabbing the popcorn off herself and throwing it back at them.

The whole thing lasted seconds, but to John, it felt like it stretched on forever as he watched the room of women laugh and play and giggle. He knew he was going to like living here.


◆◆◆




As the chaos settled down, everyone returned to their original positions and focused once again on the movie. Everyone seemed content, except for Yoko who kept squirming until finally, with a huff, she stretched her legs out over John and planted her feet in Tsumugi’s lap.

Tsumugi scolded Yoko once again in Japanese.

“We have guests,” she added in English. “I’m sorry,” she said, “Yoko is being rude.”

“I’m not being rude,” protested Yoko, “I’m being my true authentic self. Besides, if he’s going to live here he’ll have to get used to how things work.”

“It’s ok,” said John, feeling Yoko’s legs pressing against his cock, as he tried to think of anything else, “I don’t mind.”

“See?” said Yoko, sticking her tongue out.

“That’s not the point,” said Tsumugi.

“Foot rub, please,” said Yoko, wiggling her delicate toes.

“What?!” replied Tsumugi.




“I said

 

please


 
,” said Yoko. “Not that I had to, because you owe me.” Tsumugi began to say something. “But you do!” said Yoko, cutting her off.




John sensed Tsumugi knew she was beaten and whatever had happened before had allowed Yoko to request a foot massage at a time of her choosing.

Tsumugi sighed with frustration and placed her hands on Yoko’s feet.

“That tickles!” protested Yoko as her legs squirmed, rubbing quickly across John’s cock. He felt himself getting hard and prayed Yoko wouldn’t feel his member on her leg.

“Stop squirming.”




“It tickles

 

and your hands are cold


 
.”




“They are not.”

Tsumugi touched Yoko’s feet again and she began to squirm even more, rubbing against John’s cock as it strained against his jeans.

“Stop it.”

“Are my hands cold?” asked Tsumugi, holding them out in front of John. John took her hands in his, they were soft and delicate and he liked to hold them.

“Well?” demanded Yoko.

“Err, no they’re fine,” said John letting her hands go.

“See?” said Tsumugi to Yoko.

Yoko replied in Japanese and Tsumugi replied likewise, the pair bickering back and forth for a moment.

“Well he does!” said Yoko in English. John sat silently unsure how to respond. Suddenly the group of women burst into laughter once again, breaking the tension in the room.

“Come here and stop being a baby,” said Tsumugi, taking one of Yoko’s small feet in her hand and slowly massaging it, causing Yoko to moan with pleasure.

John stared intently at the movie as she tried not to listen to the moans of pleasure coming from the woman sitting next to him, trying to control his breathing as he concentrated on making sure his rock-hard cock didn’t twitch in his trousers.

“You’re so good at this,” purred Yoko, moaning loudly as Tsumugi switched feet and began rubbing her other foot.

John didn’t know how much of this he could take. He felt like he was about to explode.

“Settle down, Yoko,” said Mei, “you’re going to give our boy a hard-on.”

Yoko let out an indignant squeak.

“He’s probably already cum,” said Reina.

“That’s disgusting,” said Naomi.

“Well, he probably has.”

Yoko pulled her feet away from Tsumugi and tucked them back under herself, looking intently at the floor.




“Ooh,” moaned Reina in fake ecstasy, “oh Tsumugi, that feels

 

so good when you touch me like that


 
.”




“Stop it,” said Naomi.




“

 

Oh god, don’t stop, oh yes, just like that.


 
” Reina leaned back, breathing heavily as she stretched out her legs.




“You’re such a bitch,” said Mei.




“

 

Oh, oh, oh, oh god yes, oh fuck, yes, just like that, don’t, uuuh, just like that, oh god I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m…


 
” Reina fell backwards, moaning with fake orgasmic pleasure, gasping and panting as the other girls, except for Yoko, shouted at her to shut up, until finally she sat up laughing.




Yoko ran out of the room on the verge of tears.

Tsumugi shouted at Reina in Japanese and ran after Yoko.

“You’re such a fucking bitch,” repeated Mei.

“It’s not my fault if she can’t take a joke.”

“You embarrassed her in public,” said Naomi.

“She embarrassed herself with her moaning,” said Reina.

Without saying a word, Aoi stood and placed the empty popcorn bowl on the table. She turned and looked at Reina, saying not a single word, before quietly walking out of the room.

“Of course, I’m the bad guy,” said Reina, John detecting a slight tinge of regret in her voice.

“Yes,” said Mei, “you are.”

“Whatever,” said Reina standing up, “I’m going to bed.” With that, she stormed out of the room, leaving only Mei, Naomi and John.

“Well,” said Mei after several awkward moments of silence, “that was fun, right?” She looked at John who was still sitting in the middle of the sofa.

“I, uhh…” said John.

“Don’t worry about it,” said Mei, “I’m sure you’ve got more stamina than that.” She winked at him. “Oh well, I think I’m going to call it a night.” She stood and stretched her slim body, her t-shirt raising as she did so, exposing her torso and her pierced navel.

“You like that?” asked Mei, smiling. She lifted her shirt with one hand and quickly and gently flicked her navel piercing with her middle finger on the other. “Naomi doesn’t approve,” she said, lowering her t-shirt.

“It’s not that I don’t approve,” said Naomi, “I just don’t think you need it. You look perfectly good without it.”




“I didn’t get it for how it makes me

 

look


 
, sweetie,” she said, “I got it for how it makes me

 

feel


 
.” She turned to John. “You got any piercings? Any tattoos?”




“Err, no,” said John.

“No to which?”

“To either.”

“That’s a shame. But that’s something we can fix, I reckon.”

“Leave the poor boy alone,” said Naomi, “we’ve probably scarred him for life already.”

“I’m ok,” said John.

“Hear that?” said Mei, “he’s fine. He likes it.” She gave another quick stretch. “Anyway, I’m off to bed. It’s early, but after all the moaning and panting, I’ve got to go rub one out otherwise I’ll never get to sleep.”

“Mei!” scolded Naomi and Mei laughed.

“I’m just kidding,” she said, smiling at John, “or am I?” She walked to the door, winking at John as she passed. “Night all.”

“Sorry about that,” said Naomi, “she just likes to wind me up.”

“That I do,” shouted Mei from the corridor. Naomi sighed and rolled her eyes.

“It’s fine,” said John, “I had fun.”

“You did?”

“I think so. It’s hard to tell. There were certainly some fun moments in there. One thing’s for sure, I’ll be picking popcorn out of my hair for the next week.”

Naomi laughed and it was a relief to John to see her relax for a moment. This was the first moment John had had an opportunity to really look at Naomi. She had a kind face, a slight smile that felt natural. She seemed to him like the kind of woman who would prefer a quiet life, but wasn’t afraid to stand up for herself and others if she had to. She had demonstrated that tonight and he felt there was something really admirable about that, which is why he tried desperately to keep eye contact as he realised one of the buttons on her shirt had come undone, and from this angle, had exposed a not inconsiderable amount of side boob.

“Well then,” she said, “I think I should call it a night.”

“Ok,” said John, unsure what to do next.

“I’ll send Tsumugi down to see you out.”

“It’s fine, I can just go,” he said standing.

“Please.”

“Ok.”

“She won’t be a minute. Goodnight.”

“Goodnight,” said John, sitting back down on the sofa, alone for the first time that night, wondering what the hell had just happened.


◆◆◆




He awoke with a jolt.

The room was dark and he wasn’t sure where he was.

The last thing he remembered was sitting on the couch waiting for Tsumugi to come back. He had thought about leaving, but he had promised Naomi he wouldn’t. At some point, he must have fallen asleep. He was covered by a blanket, which he assumed he must have grabbed from nearby. The room was filled with pillows and throws and the like.

As he lay there, a wave of panic ran through him at the thought of one of the roommates walking in and finding the strange man from last night was still there. They would freak. And if they didn’t, it was unlikely they would want to live with the guy who just decided to never leave.

Right. He sat up and thought. All he had to do was get to the front door, pick up his shoes and get the hell out of there. Then he was safe and sound. Even if one of the girls saw him outside, he could say he just happened to be passing by. That was a thing that happened, right?

Confident in his plan, he threw off the blanket and sat up. All he had to do was get out of there without making a sound.

“Morning.”

John screamed at the sudden voice and Tsumugi screamed at the sudden scream.

“I’m sorry,” she said, “I didn’t mean to startle you. I was just bringing you a morning coffee.”

John looked towards the kitchen entrance and saw Tsumugi standing there, still in her pyjamas, a cup of coffee in each hand.

He watched as she carefully walked across the room.

“Thank you,” he said as she handed him a cup and sat on the other sofa. He inhaled the aroma of coffee. “I’m sorry, I don’t know what happened. One minute I was sitting here waiting for you, the next…”

“I’m the one who should be sorry,” said Tsumugi, sipping her coffee. “Yoko was rather upset and it took a lot longer to calm her down than I was expecting. Mei stopped by to tell me you were waiting downstairs, but by the time Yoko calmed down and I came to see you out, you were already fast asleep. I thought about waking you, but it was already so late and you looked so peaceful that I decided just to give you a blanket and let you rest.”

She took a sip of her coffee, her eyes on John the whole time.

“Thank you,” he said, “it was rather late and I’m not sure what time I would have gotten home.”

“Now you don’t have to wonder,” she said, smiling over her cup of coffee. You’re already home! That is,” she added, “if you would still like to live here after last night?”

“I really would,” said John, “it was, despite everything, a lot of fun.”

“Yay,” she cheered. “I’ll let everyone know. I’m sure they’ll be thrilled.”

“Everyone?”

“Well, except Reina, but she’s never excited about anything.” Tsumugi laughed, her face lighting up like it did when they first met.

John sat there enjoying the warmth of the coffee and of Tsumugi’s personality. It was the sort of comfortable silence he would happily have had last forever.

“I’m late, I’m late,” cried Aoi as she burst through the door and ran through the living room towards the kitchen. She stopped at the next door and turned to the pair drinking coffee and bowed, before disappearing into the kitchen.

There was rattling and clanging as Aoi did who knew what in the kitchen. John looked towards the source of the noise and then back to Tsumugi, who simply raised her eyebrows.

“Slow down,” said Tsumugi as Aoi burst back into the room, “you’ll hurt yourself.”

“Who cares about that?” she said frantically, “I’m late for class!”

“What happened?”

“Oh, Yoko was upset and I stayed up with her most of the night, then I slept through my alarm and now I’m going to be late for class and I won’t be ready for my exam and I’ll flunk out and end up living on the streets or worse, become a musician!”

They looked at the frantic girl, then Tsumugi burst into laughter.

“It’s the first day,” she said, “they’ll probably just give a brief introduction of the upcoming classes, tell you where to find the reading list, and send you back home!”

“But what if they changed everything?” asked Aoi. “What if they decided to put the most important stuff at the beginning of the class and anyone who doesn’t show up on time will fail?”

“Oh sweetie,” said Tsumugi as she stood up, “come here”. She spread her arms and Aoi took a few steps forward and let the other woman embrace her. “I love you so much,” she said, wrapping her arms around her, “but you really are crazy.” She giggled and Aoi giggled and wrapped her arms around her friend.

“You know you’re crazy, too,” said Aoi softly.

“I know.”

“And Yoko.”

“And Yoko.”

“And Mei.”

“And Mei and Naomi, and Reina.”

“Especially Reina,” said Aoi and the two girls giggled again, still holding each other close.

For a moment, John thought they were going to kiss and suddenly his mind was filled with images of the two women together. He saw Tsumugi lean in taking Aoi by surprise, but who returned the kiss, their mouths opening as their tongues found one another, their tender bodies pressed together as their hands explored one another, Tsumugi’s hand sliding down the back of Aoi’s skirt and grabbing her ass, feeling the firm cheek between her fingers before sliding her hand down further, between the other woman’s legs.

“Is everything alright?” asked Tsumugi.

John blinked and realised the two women were staring at him.

“Oh sorry,” he said, “I must have zoned out for a minute.”

“Maybe he’s a little crazy, too,” said Aoi.

“He must be,” said Tsumugi, “if he wants to live here!”

The two girls laughed and John smiled.

“Now go on,” said Tsumugi to Aoi, giving her a quick kiss on the cheek, “or you’ll really be late.”

Aoi squeaked with concern and disappeared into the corridor, slamming the front door as she bolted out of the house.

Tsumugi took her seat on the sofa, but no sooner had she done so, than the living room door burst open again as Reina stormed in.

“Does she have to be so loud all the time?” she said.

“Someone got up on the wrong side of the bed today.”

“Well, I wouldn’t have if she could be quiet for once.” Reina stopped in the middle of the room. “What’s he doing here?”

“I, err…” began John.

“He lives here,” said Tsumugi. “Right?” she said, looking at John.

“Err, right,” he said.

“He starts living here when he pays rent,” Reina said, marching towards the kitchen. “Until then, he’s your responsibility.”

Tsumugi rolled her eyes as the two of them once again enjoyed their coffee in silence for a couple of minutes until Reina reentered the room, her own cup of coffee in hand.

“Would you like to join us?” asked Tsumugi.

“God no,” said Reina without even the slightest hesitation.

Tsumugi said something in Japanese.




“God no,

 

thank you


 
,” said Reina sharply, giving a sarcastic little bow as she left the room.




“The house is waking up,” she said. “Would you like to have a shower?”




“Excuse me?” asked John, unsure if he heard correctly. The words ‘

 

not together!’


 
rang in his ears as images of him and Tsumugi in the shower together ran through his mind.




“I’m sorry,” she said, “I didn’t mean to suggest that you smell. It’s just that it can’t have been very comfortable sleeping in your clothes and I thought you might like to freshen up before you start your day.”

“Oh, I see, he said. “Thank you, but I don’t have anything to shower with, plus I’d have to put these clothes back on.”

“That’s no problem,” she said, “I’ve got just the outfit for you.”

John followed her as she raced up the stairs, eliciting loud groans of annoyance from Reina in the downstairs bedroom.

As they moved into Tsumugi’s bedroom, John wondered what she had in mind. Surely she didn’t expect him to wear her clothes, did she? For starters, even though he didn’t consider himself a big guy, he was noticeably larger than her.

“I’m not sure you’ll have anything in my size,” he said.

“You’d be surprised,” she said. “Half my wardrobe is baggy trousers and hoodies.”

He looked her up and down, wondering what he had gotten himself in for. Then, as she bent over and began to rummage through a large drawer, he couldn’t help but check her out.

Her legs bobbed slightly, almost as if she was dancing, causing her ass to jiggle and her shorts to ride upwards revealing more of her cheeks and pulling more tightly against her pussy, her lips perfectly outlined beneath the silky fabric.

“Yes!” she shouted triumphantly as she straightened up and turned around. John snapped his gaze to her face, hoping she didn’t notice either his staring or his growing erection.

“Ta-da!” she proclaimed, holding up a pair of baggy sweatpants and a hoodie. From the size of them, he guessed they belonged to a man. She threw them at him and he scrambled to catch the flying material.

He looked at the clothes in his arms, then up at Tsumugi.

“They’re clean,” she said. “I bought them for… someone. Turns out I bought them for you.”

He checked the tag of the brand-new clothes.

“I can’t accept these,” he said, “they’re way too expensive.”

“I’m not using them,” she said, “consider it an apology for last night, and a moving-in gift!”

“I don’t need an apology,” he said, as a towel landed on his head. He pulled it down into the pile of clothes.

“For showering,” she said. “Come.”

He followed her to the bathroom.

“You can use these,” she said pointing to a pile of bottles, “and these,” pointing to another pile, “but under absolutely no circumstances can you use these.”

“Ok,” he said, bewildered by the number of bathing products. He usually had no more than a body wash and two-in-one shampoo.

“You know how to use the shower?”

“I think I can figure it out,” he said.

“Ok, I’ll leave you to it.”

She smiled and left the bathroom, leaving John staring after her.

He put the clothes down on the side of the bath and began to get undressed. It felt good to peel those stale clothes off, to let his body breathe for a second. He took his t-shirt off and then his jeans, followed by his socks. He stood there for a moment in only his boxers, thinking about Tsumugi, about her bending over the chest of drawers.

“I almost forgot,” said Tsumugi as she burst back into the bathroom. She yelped and quickly turned, covering her eyes.

“I didn’t see anything,” she said.

“It’s ok,” said John, more aware than ever of the raging erection in his boxers.

“Anything,” she said, as she disappeared out of the door.

John stood there for a moment, stunned by the sudden flurry of activity, then went to the door and locked it.

He checked the door was securely locked, then checked again and then a third time, before finally peeling off his boxers. His hard cock sprung forth, images of Tsumugi still running through his mind.

As he showered in the warm water, he wished he had handled the earlier incident differently. Perhaps she had burst in accidentally-on-purpose, trying to catch him in the nude, perhaps hoping he would stand in front of her, comfortable in his nudity, and invite her to shower with him.

He began to stroke his cock as he thought of showering with her, pressing her against the glass as he took her from behind, listening to her moans as the shower filled up with steam from the boiling hot water.

“Shit!” he cried, jumping back. “What the fuck?” The water had turned freezing cold. He stood back as far as he could, waiting for it to warm up again, but it didn’t seem to. So, with little choice, he stood on the edge of the stream and washed himself a little at a time, trying to adjust to the icy water.

Once he was finished, he turned off the water, dried himself hurriedly with the towel and wrapped it around his waist. He had planned to get dressed in the bathroom, but he was so cold now that he needed to get to a warm room and dry himself off properly first.

Tsumugi had offered him her room to get ready, but he hadn’t felt comfortable scurrying across the corridor with people in the house. Now though, he just needed to be somewhere warm.

He waited at the door, the only sound he could hear was of his teeth chattering. When he was certain the coast was clear, he opened the door and made a dash for Tsumugi’s room.

“Well good morning, lover boy,” said Mei, as she strode towards him from her bedroom. John froze in shock. She was wearing nothing but a towel, her cleavage and long legs on display. He was thankful the shock of the shower was so cold it had killed his erection. Mei, on the other hand, seemed completely at ease.

She stood there, weight on one leg, and looked him up and down. “If I’d known there was a spa option, I would have taken an earlier shower.” She winked at him as she slipped past him with ease, and disappeared into the bathroom.

He stood there a moment, still shocked, the image of Mei standing in front of him, only a flimsy bit of material preventing her from being completely naked. He pictured her gently tugging at the top of the towel, letting it fall to her feet, and her stepping over it, closer to him, taking hold of his towel and letting it fall too.

There was a bang downstairs and he heard two of the girls arguing about something. Suddenly there were footsteps on the stairs. He rushed into Tsumugi’s room and pushed the door closed behind him, his back pressed to it.

Tsumugi yelped as she turned to see him there in nothing but a towel.

“What are you doing?” she said, as she spun away from him.

“You said you were going to be downstairs!”

“I was, but you said you didn’t need to use my room!”

“I didn’t, but the water was so cold.”

Tsumugi muttered under her breath.

“She did that on purpose. She knows she isn’t supposed to use the downstairs shower at the same time.”

“Who?” he asked, even though they both knew the answer.

“Reina, of course!” she said, spinning around again. John was still leaning against the door, clothes in his hands. This time, she didn’t look away. “Would you like me to go?”

“It’s ok,” he said, “I just need to get dressed.”

She looked at him for a moment before slowly turning around.

He placed the clothes on the bed and took off the towel. He looked at Tsumugi as he quickly dried himself, trying not to think of her as he did so.

“You know,” she said, “you’re very fit.”

“Oh, thank you,” he said as he stepped into the sweatpants.

“I mean, it wasn’t obvious when you were in your clothes. I mean,” she stuttered, “you should wear something more flattering.”

“I’ll keep that in mind next time I go shopping,” he said, as he pulled up the sweatpants. He’d never really been a fan of the sweatpants aesthetic, but he had to admit they were surprisingly comfortable. And as he wasn’t wearing any underwear, he felt strangely liberated as he hung loose in the baggy attire.

“Your girlfriend must be very pretty,” she said.

“She, uhh,” he began, but decided against it, “I don’t have a girlfriend.”

“Oh?” Tsumugi began to turn around, but realising he still wasn’t fully dressed turned back around.

“How come?”

“It’s a long story,” he said as he pulled the t-shirt over his head. It wasn’t quite his size, being a little too big for him, but it seemed to suit him well, at least, he thought so. Even though it was a bit loose, it seemed to hang in a way that accented his leanness rather than leaving him as a formless blob.

“You can turn around now,” he said, flattening a couple of creases out of the t-shirt with his hand.

“Wow,” she gasped, “you look so much better!”

“Err, thanks, I think.”

“Oh my goodness,” she rushed over to him and began running her hands over his top, tugging at the neck and sleeves. As she fussed around him, her hands gliding over his body, her skin touching his as she straightened his top, he could smell her. She had a delicate, sweet aroma, faint but decidedly feminine. Her body brushed against his and he felt himself getting hard again. He pulled away, worried his hard cock would be visible in the sweatpants.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

“Nothing,” he said, his back pressed against the door. “Thank you for the clothes.”

“My pleasure. You look so good I could eat you.” She smiled innocently. “Oh, you’ve got a little something…” she stepped closer. He looked for somewhere to go, but there was nowhere without pushing past her. “Don’t move…” she stepped closer, her body gently brushing against his, her breasts pressed against him, as she leaned up and in, her hand moving to his hair.

As she did so, he looked across the room and saw the full-length dress mirror for the first time. From this angle he could see her legs, her ass as she pressed against him, standing on her tiptoes as she did so. As he watched her, a moment of realisation hit: that was where she had been standing.

Had she been watching him get changed?

He thought about her standing there, watching him taking off the towel and drying himself, watching as he stepped into the sweatpants, dick hanging free. He really hoped she had.

“There,” she said, stepping back, holding her fingers together. “A little bit of fluff in your hair.” She rubbed her fingers together and the fluff floated to the ground. He looked at her as she stepped back to assess him, still wondering if she had been watching him.

“Hmm,” she said, one finger on her chin, “you just need a bit of….” She stepped forward again, but this time he didn’t flinch, he just stood there, letting her press herself against him, letting her scent surround him as she ran her fingers carefully through his hair.

He felt himself harden as she rubbed up against him, balancing on her tiptoes as she looked at his hair. He stayed there, letting it happen, deciding whatever would be would be. His cock was throbbing as she continued to run her hands through his hair, he felt it twitch, raising as the sweatpants offered no resistance.

“Nearly there,” she said as she continued to work. He was fully hard now and he was sure she could feel him against her thigh as she rubbed across his cock as she kept balance. Still, she made no attempt to back away nor did she acknowledge it in any way.

“Perfect,” she said, stepping back and admiring her work. She looked him up and down with a careful eye. “Oh my,” she said looking at his crotch and then up to his face. “What’s that?”

She looked so innocent, so curious that he suddenly panicked. He’d fucked it up and now he was going to be labelled a pervert and have to live on the streets and…

She stepped close to him and grabbed his cock through the sweatpants.

“Did I do that?” she asked, slowly rubbing her hand up and down the bulge. “Have I been bad?” She pressed her body against his, her hand still slowly working his cock. She pressed herself up on her toes, pressing her lips to his ear. “Have I been a bad hostess?”

“No,” he said in a state of shock, her hand moving across his cock completely obliterating his ability to think clearly or form coherent sentences. “You’ve been great.”




“That’s a pity,” she said, “I was looking forward to you punishing me. I guess,” she said, rubbing his cock ever so slightly faster, “that I’m going to have to try a little

 

harder.


 
” She gently squeezed his shaft in her hand and he let out a moan of pleasure.




“You’re so bad,” he murmured.

“That’s right,” she said, squeezing him again, her hand moving faster. “How bad have I been?”

“So fucking bad.”

“Yes,” she said, “I’ve been such a bad girl. And what do bad girls need?”

“They need to be taught a lesson.”

“Come on then,” she said, her free hand grabbing his ass, “teach me a lesson, white boy.” She began to step back, looking at him, challenging him to do something. Before she could say anything else, he put his hands on the back of her head, holding her in place as he stepped forward and kissed her.

She returned the kiss, hard, passionate, like she’d been waiting her whole life for this moment. She moaned into his mouth as she slipped the tip of her tongue into it, searching tentatively. Their tongues met, flickering briefly against one another, testing each other, until he pressed his tongue into her mouth, finding hers fully as she pressed back.

As they kissed, her hands ran up and down his back, as his slid down to her ass, grabbing her tight cheeks, pressing his fingers into the firm flesh.

“Oh, that’s right,” she gasped in between kisses, “ teach me a lesson.” He raised his hand and spanked her ass. She gasped into his mouth. “Again.” He spanked her again, harder this time and she gasped louder. “More,” said begged, “I’ve been so, so bad.”

He raised his hand back further and swung harder, spanking her ass much harder.




“Oh yes,” she cried, “

 

so, so bad.


 
”




He spanked her again and again, her cries getting louder as she begged for more. He spanked her for a final time then reached down and grabbed her ass. With both hands on her ass, he lifted her up and she jumped, wrapping her arms around his neck and her bare legs around his back, her hips pressed into his belly.

“I’m so light, right?” she whispered in his ear. “You could toss me around the room, doing anything you wanted to me.” She squeezed her legs around him and lowered herself slightly so that the underside of her pyjama bottoms were pressed against his hard cock.

She rocked back and forth, rubbing herself along his shaft, their lips still pressed together, their tongues caressing one another.

“Anything?” he asked.




“

 

Anything.


 
”




He spun her around and pinned her to the door, causing her to gasp as her back pressed against the wood, her body tensing at the impact.

“Use me,” she muttered. “Teach me a lesson I’ll never forget.” As he held her there, she began to rock her hips again and he responded in kind, rubbing his cock against her. “Don’t tease me,” she begged, “I need to learn.”

He kissed her hard again and without another word, turned and threw her onto the bed. She laughed as she bounced, laying on her back, legs spread, still wearing her pyjamas and fluffy slippers.

“See how easy?”

“So easy,” he agreed, falling onto her, kissing her, his hands exploring her sides as she pawed at his t-shirt, pulling at the fabric. He raised his body up and stretched out his arms, allowing her to pull the t-shirt off of him.

“Oh my,” she said, staring at his lean body, his emerging abs, “I’ve got a lot to learn.”

“Yes, you do,” he said, laying back on top of her, kissing her as she wrapped her legs around him, his cocked pressed against her pussy, only a little clothing between them. He ran his hands up over her top, cupping her breasts through the fabric, feeling their heft, eliciting soft moans from her as his fingers circled her hard nipples.

“Take it off,” she begged, “please.” He kissed her again and continued to play with her breasts through her clothing, teasing her, waiting for her to say it again.




“

 

Please.


 
”




He raised himself up and looked down at her squirming below him. She was so beautiful he could barely take it. As he looked at her, she reached out and ran her hands over his stomach, her fingers exploring curiously.

Suddenly he grabbed both of her wrists and pinned her hands above her head, holding her in place as he kissed her ear, her neck, working down towards her chest. She moaned as he planted a series of kisses along her t-shirt and over her breasts. She gasped and thrust her hips as he took her nipple in his mouth, wriggling against him as he sucked her breast through the fabric.

“I can’t,” she cried, “I can’t.”

He continued to suck at her chest, teasing her until she couldn’t stand it any longer. Finally, he removed his mouth and she sighed with relief, her hips still rubbing against him.

He waited a moment, to let her catch her breath and then swiftly took her other nipple in his mouth. She cried aloud again as he sucked harder, her firm nipple tucked between his lips as she rubbed herself against him harder and harder.

“Please,” she begged again until finally he relented. He raised himself up again and removed his hands from her wrists, as Tsugumi lay there submissively, eyes closed, hands still above her head.

With careful, slow movements he reached down and gently began to take off her shirt. She lay there quietly, offering only slight moans, her body quietly submitting to his.

As he slid her top up her body, he marvelled at her smooth stomach, soft and flat, he couldn’t help but lean down and kiss around her navel. She shuddered as his lips touched the sensitive skin.

He continued to lift her shirt, sliding it up to the top of her breasts. He hesitated a moment, savouring the experience of about to see them for the first time. He’d only been here a short time, but they had occupied a lot of his thoughts. Now it was time.

He slid the fabric up over her breasts. He looked at them for a moment, perfectly round, her dark nipples hardened by his mouth. He reached out and slowly touched them, cupping them with nothing between his skin and hers for the first time. She moaned softly as his hands ran over her breasts, his fingers circling her nipples ever so lightly.

He bent down and gently kissed one breast then the other, then took her shirt and finished taking it off. She raised her back as he slid it up underneath and sat up just enough to allow him to slide it up over her shoulders, over her head and off.

Immediately, she lay back down. She opened her eyes and smiled at him. He smiled back and lay back down, their exposed torsos pressing against each other. He felt the warmth of her skin against him, her soft yet firm breasts, he felt her tongue slip back into his mouth as her hands slid up and down his bare back.

“I want you,” she moaned in his ear as he kissed her neck, “I want you inside me.” She reached down and grabbed the top of his sweatpants, pulling at the waist. He wanted nothing more than to be inside her too, to feel her pussy as he slid into her for the first time. He’d never wanted anything more.

“Wait,” he said, pinning her wrists down to the bed beside her hips. “There’s something I need to do first.” She moaned with frustration and playfully fought against his grip, but she quickly relented as he began to kiss down her chest once again, down between her breasts, the soft flesh brushing each of his cheeks as he moved down, kissing down her torso, over her navel (causing her to squirm), down to her pyjama shorts.

He let go of her wrists and looked up at her and she looked down at him. She was like a perfect Japanese angel presenting herself, waiting for him. He continued to kiss down, over the fabric of the shorts, as his hands slid down to her thighs and down her legs.

As he kissed between her legs he could smell her arousal, could feel her warm desire on the thin material. He sucked at it gently, tasting her, as she raised her knees, pulling them closer to her, allowing his hands to explore further down her legs.

His hands slid up and down her legs, up over the smooth skin and down over the supple calves. He kept moving, his fingers finding her ankles, her fluffy slippers. He slipped his fingers down into them, as he began to slowly slide them off.

“Don’t,” she said. He looked up at her from between her legs as she looked down at him. “My feet get cold.” He began to laugh. “Well, they do,” she protested.

“You’re so sweet,” he said.

“Really?”

“Really.”

“Sweet enough to eat?”

“All night long.”

He lowered his face in between her legs once again, kissing up her inner thighs, making her squirm as he teased the sensitive area, his hands still on her ankles, holding her legs in place.

He kissed the skin at the hem of her pyjama shorts, moving from one side to the other before gently kissing up the fabric, along the outline of her lips. She moaned and squirmed, reaching down and placing her hand on his head, gently pushing, desperate for his mouth on her pussy.

“Please,” she begged, “I need it.”

“Only good girls get their pussies eaten,” he said, sitting up, watching her squirm.




“No,” she said, “not good girls. Only

 

bad girls


 
.”




“Are you a bad girl?”

“So bad.”

“Say it.”

“I’m a bad girl, so very bad.”

“And what do you want?”




“I want my pussy to be eaten.

 

Please.


 
”




He let go of her legs and took hold of the waistband of her shorts. She moaned with delight as he began to slowly pull them down, slipping them down her hips. As he did so, she pulled up her legs and slid them to one side, holding them together as he slid her shorts down.

“Careful of the slippers,” she said as he pulled her shorts down to her ankles. Carefully, he spread one shorts leg open and allowed her to pull her foot through, furry slipper still in place, and then did the same for the other.

He dropped her shorts on the floor and looked at her as she lay on the bed, her naked body absolutely perfect. He softly ran his hands over her bare hips and she gasped, rolling her knees to the side.

“I thought you were a bad girl?” he said.

“Not completely bad,” she said, looking at him for a long time. “But maybe you could teach me.”

“I’d like that,” he said, and she rolled her knees up so they sat in front of her like the gates of heaven. He placed his hands on her knees and carefully spread her legs, exposing her pussy to him for the first time.

He stared at her smooth lips, her tight slit glistening with desire, her neatly trimmed bush above.

“Is something wrong?” she asked.

“No,” he said, “you’re perfect.”

With that, he slowly lay down on the bed, kissing up one leg and then the other, making his way closer to her pussy, planting kisses up and around, over her neat pubic mound, but never actually on her pussy itself.

As he continued to tease her, he could smell her desire building, could feel it in her the way her body got warmer, in the way she pressed her hips up, desperately searching for his mouth.

Still, he kept going, his hands stroking her legs as his lips got ever so close but never quite close enough, until, at last, she brought her legs together and pressed them against the side of his head, and as she held his head in place with her thighs, he ran his flat, warm tongue up the centre of her pussy.

She cried out in relief and he continued to lick her, the taste of her pussy flooding his mouth, his tongue sliding up her lips, then in between, licking her entrance as she cried out, her hands reaching down and grabbing his hair, gripping firmly as he slid his tongue inside her.

“Oh, this is so bad,” she cried, “so very bad.”

He slid his tongue deep into her, lapping at her entrance, feeling her wetness dribble down his chin as her thighs clenched, squeezing his head as he tasted her.

After a few minutes, he slid his tongue out of her and she cried out in protest, and then cried out louder as he ran his tongue up her pussy and over her clit. Her whole body shook as he teased her delicate bud for the first time.

He gently placed his lips on one side of her clit, then the other, avoiding touching it directly. Slowly, he worked his way inwards, kissing closer each time until he finally planted a kiss on her clit. She moaned again, soft this time and he knew she was ready. He slid out his tongue and began slowly circling her clit, hands gripping her thighs to prevent her from squeezing too hard.

Still, she gave it her best go, contracting and relaxing her thighs as he continued to lick her clit, his mouth moving with her pussy as she rocked her hips and rubbed her pussy on his face.

“What are you doing to me?” she squirmed, “I’m such a good girl.” He kept licking her pussy as she kept trying to fuck his face, getting wilder and wilder.




“Oh fuck,” she moaned as he took her clit in her mouth, sucking rhythmically as his tongue continued to move in steady little circles. “This is so bad,

 

I’m so bad.


 
”




He kept sucking and licking her clit, bringing her closer and closer to the edge.




“

 

Oh fuck


 
.”




As he continued, he let go of her thighs, thinking there were worse ways to go than being smothered by a beautiful Asian woman, and slid his hands up her body. She gasped as his hands found her breasts and began caressing them as he sucked on her clit.

He slid his hands inwards, sliding over her breasts as his fingers honed in on her nipples. She let out a squeak as he took them gently and began to rub them between his forefingers and thumbs, his pace matching that of his tongue.

She went silent as he continued, moving her hips faster and faster, rubbing her desire over his face, her warm wetness flooding his senses. He could smell it, feel it, taste it, she wanted him so bad and he had never wanted anyone more.

He kept sucking on her clit, waiting patiently, feeling the moment build. It was coming soon, he knew it, he could hear her heavy breathing, her little breaths turning into little moans, getting gradually louder and louder as the sensation built inside.

They got louder and louder, her body shaking, her muscles tensing, as it built and built until finally it exploded out of her.

She screamed with pleasure, thrusting her hips violently as she gripped his hair, holding his face in place. He continued to eat her pussy as she moaned and writhed, convulsing with pleasure, riding the orgasmic wave for as long as she could, all thoughts of being a good girl now a distant memory. She kept going and going and he kept going and going until finally she was spent.

As she lay there on the bed, completely still save for the rising and fall of her chest, he gently removed his mouth from her pussy. He slid his head back, her grip on his hair now loosened, and admired its beauty. Even now, after so long buried between her legs he couldn’t resist leaning in and giving her one final kiss.

She shivered as his lips briefly touched her pussy, then settled back down. He crawled up beside her and wrapped an arm around her. She turned her head to face him.

“Good girls don’t do that,” she whispered.

“No, they don’t,” he said, “the best girls do.”

He leaned in to kiss her, her pussy juices still on his lips. She kissed him back, and realising she could taste herself in his mouth, kissed him harder.

“I taste so good,” she moaned, pressing her lips against his again.

As they kissed, he felt her hand slide down and find his erection, once again working him through the fabric.

“You don’t have to do that,” he said to the exhausted woman next to him.

“Yes,” she said, “I do.” With that, she slid her hand up and into his sweatpants, wrapping her soft fingers around his hard cock and beginning to jerk him off. He moaned as she got faster and his moans made her go faster still.

“Wait,” she said, “this isn’t fair.”

“It’s ok,” he said.

“No, it’s not,” she said, as she crawled over the bed, giving him a perfect view of her ass and her wet pussy. She got to the end of the bed and turned on her hands and knees, reaching up and grabbing the waistband of his sweatpants and pulling them down.

“Mind my slippers,” he said, as she pulled his trousers off, “my feet get cold.”

“You’ll warm up when I do this,” she said, sliding her head down and taking his cock in her mouth.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, as she slid her lips up and down his cock, pressing them down to the bottom of his shaft with ease.

“Warming up?” she asked, as she raised herself on her knees.

“Getting there,” he said.

She moved back down to his cock, holding his shaft between two fingers and licking it slowly up one side and then the other, with warm soft strokes.

“You’ve got such a pretty cock,” she said, stroking it slowly. “So good for sucking.” She took the head of his cock in her warm, wet mouth and swirled her tongue around it as she slowly stroked his shaft with one hand, whilst the other gently cupped his balls.

As he lay there he closed his eyes, focusing on the feeling of her mouth on his cock, on the taste of her pussy in his mouth.

“You’re so good at that,” he moaned with approval.

“You should see how my pussy feels.”

He looked down at her, the head of his cock in her mouth, her wide eyes looking up at him. As she looked him directly in the eye, she slid his cock into her mouth, sliding it all the way down.

“Fuck,” he said, “you are a bad girl.”

“Do you want to see how bad?” she said, licking her lips, her hand stroking his saliva-covered cock.

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes please.”

“Good boy.”

At that she let go of his dick and crawled up the bed, pressing her body against his as she kissed him, the two of them tasting one another for the first time. Then she backed down and, straddling him, reached underneath for his cock.

“This cock,” she said, slowly stroking him, “is the only cock I’ll never need.”

He watched as she raised herself on her knees, and guided his cock to her entrance. He moaned as he felt the warmth of her pussy, her wetness on the tip of his cock. She pressed down and both of them moaned as he penetrated her for the first time.




“You’re so big,” she said, slowly raising and lowering herself on his cock. “So

 

fucking


 
big.”




She continued to move on his dick, dropping a little deeper every time as her tight pussy relaxed just enough to take his cock.

“Fuck,” she said, as she slid all the way down his shaft, “you’re so deep inside me.”

He looked down at her, his cock fully inside her tight pussy, her warm wet entrance taking everything he had. He couldn’t believe how good her pussy felt.

Then she began to ride him.

Slowly at first, she gradually built up steam and she slid her pussy up and down his cock, her tight lips gripping his shaft. She moaned as she rode him, leaning forward, her small hands on his lean chest, taking the full length of his cock every time.

She watched in amazement as this cute, quiet Asian girl turned into an absolute fuck machine, taking his cock as she rocked back and fore, her big tits bouncing, moaning with pleasure each time he got deep inside of her.

He reached out and placed his hands on her hips, helping to guide her speed.

“You like that?” she asked as she began to rotate her hips at the same time, pulling his cock in every direction, using every inch of her pussy to pleasure him.

“So much,” he said.

“Say it.”

“I like that.”

“Like what?”

“Your pussy.”

“My bad girl pussy.”

“Your bad girl pussy.”

“Say it.”

“I like your bad girl pussy.”

“What do you want to do to my bad girl pussy?”

“I want to fuck your bad girl pussy.”

“Of course you do, what else?”

“I want,” he said, a thousand images flashing through his mind, “I want to cum inside your bad girl pussy.”

“You want to cum inside my bad girl pussy?” she asked, “you want to fill my tight little Asian bad girl pussy with your white man cum?”

“I want to fill you up again and again. I want to fill you with my white man cum.”

“But isn’t that dangerous?” she asked. “I am, after all, of prime breeding age.”




“I don’t care,” he said, “I want to cum inside you. I

 

need


 
it.”




“What do you say?” she asked. Her body was glistening with sweat as she continued to bounce on his cock, slowing down and speeding up, teasing him as she saw fit.

“Please,” he said.

“Please what?” she said, slowing down.

“I want to cum…” he began, “oh fuck.”

“Yes?” she said, “you want to cum where? In my tight little Asian bad girl pussy?”

“Yes.”

“Then say it.”




“I want,” he said, “to cum…” he moaned as he tried to hold off from cumming, “I want to cum in your tight little Asian bad girl pussy.

 

Please.


 
”




“Good boy,” she said, riding him faster and faster. “And you know, good boys get the baddest pussy. Now, cum for me.”

“Oh fuck.”

“Cum inside me.”

“I’m gonna cum inside you so much.”

“Fill my tight little Asian bad girl pussy with cum. Do it now. Fill me up.”

On command he came, moaning out loud as he did so, thrusting deep into her as he continued to ride him, his hands on her hips holding her close to him, holding his cock deep inside her as he flooded her fertile college student body with his seed.




“Oh fuck,” she moaned, “I can feel your cum inside me.

 

Oh fuck, there’s so much of it.


 
”




He held himself deep inside her as he continued to cum, shooting wave after wave into her pussy.




“

 

Oh fuck


 
,” he moaned as his orgasm peaked, his spent cock twitching inside her tight pussy. “Oh fuck.”




She sat on him for a minute, holding his cock inside her, before slowly pushing herself up and sliding off of it.

“Looks like someone made a mess,” she said looking at his cock covered in cum and pussy juices, “if only there was a bad girl around here to clean you up. Oh wait,” she added, smiling, before lowering her head down and taking his cock in her mouth, slowly and carefully sucking and licking him clean.

“There,” she said, when she had finished, flopping down next to him, pressing her naked body against his, “did I do a good job?”

“The best.”

“That’s good,” she said, “because I’m something of a perfectionist.”

“I noticed,” he said, smiling.

“I know you did,” she said, smiling back. “Now, I don’t know about you, but I’m rather sleepy after all that fun time. May I interest you in a nap?”

“I would,” he said, “but don’t you have classes today?”

“Don’t you?”

“Mine start tomorrow.”

“Well, funnily enough,” she said, “so do mine.” With that, she pulled up the duvet from underneath herself and crawled into bed. “Well?” She asked. At her command, he pulled the duvet from underneath himself and crawled in next to her.

As they got comfortable under the duvet, she pressed her body into his, wrapping one arm over his chest as she snuggled in under his arm.

“This was fun,” she said as she began to drift off to sleep.

“It really was,” he said, his eyes beginning to close.

“We should do it more often.”

“I’d like that.”

“I think the others would like it too.”

His eyes shot open and he looked at her to see if she was joking, but she was already fast asleep. With nothing else to do, he closed his eyes and let sleep begin to take him.

He didn’t know if she was serious or not, but he knew one thing, either way, he was going to enjoy living here.
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