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The Free Spirit






J

 ohn sat at the kitchen table, sipping his coffee. Tsumugi and Aoi had once again managed to slip out of bed without him noticing. Not that it was a hard thing to do. The last few days had been a whirlpool of activity and although he enjoyed every minute of it he was feeling worn out.

Last night he had helped Aoi, with Mei and Tsumugi, to explore her submissive side. Greeting him on her knees as Mei held the leash around her neck, her pale body covered in a black t-shirt and fishnet stockings, her mascara and lipstick thick and black, she had given herself to him to do whatever he wanted. Even so, the good-girl-gone-bad couldn’t resist breaking some of the rules, which inevitably led to her being spanked until she learnt her lesson.

It had been intense and afterwards, it had been nice to lie in bed with Aoi and Tsumugi, enjoying the simple comfort of their warm, soft bodies pressed against his.

That would have been enough, without all that had already gone on before. He had been expecting yesterday to be a study day, but after meeting Reina in the library, where she taunted him as she slyly pleasured him under the table, all thoughts of studying had gone out the window.

Even now, he found it hard to think about anything other than what Reina did and what it meant.

“Oh my god,” cried Yoko, as she burst into the kitchen, “Naomi is trying to kill me!”

“Stop being dramatic,” said Naomi, walking in after her, “it was just a little run.”

“Little?!” panted Yoko, bent over, hands on her knees, “it was miles!”

“Only three of four,” said Naomi, as she walked over to the fridge and opened the door. “Maybe five,” she said, looking over her shoulder and giving John a sly wink.

As she turned back to face the fridge, John couldn’t help but stare. Naomi was usually dressed in rather loose-fitting clothing, and he had always thought of her as somewhat of a free spirit, someone more interested in the soul than the body.

But there she was, her body firm and toned, every curve outlined underneath her skin-tight workout clothes. He felt himself get hard as he looked at her firm, round ass, her leggings clinging to her skin. He couldn’t help but imagine what it would be like to slowly peel them off her ass and taste what was underneath.

Suddenly Naomi spun around and John quickly turned his gaze to his coffee, focusing on the steam as it rose from the hot surface.

“Here,” she said, turning to Yoko, two containers in her hands, “drink this.” Yoko let out a moan as she stood up straight and stretched her arms into the air as she pressed her chest forward. Her workout clothes, damp with sweat, stuck to her skin as it stretched across her breasts, her hard nipples prominent under the fabric, no bra present.

John imagined jogging down the street, her firm breasts bouncing freely under her shirt as she moved.

“Hey,” said Naomi, as Yoko finished stretching and grabbed both of the cold drinks, holding them against her breasts.




“My nipples are

 

so


 
sore,” protested Yoko as she iced them with the drinks.




“I told you to wear a sports bra.”




“But I look

 

so cute


 
like this,” insisted Yoko, “right, John?”




“Oh, umm, yeah,” said John, trying not to stare at Yoko icing her nipples. “You look good.”

“See?” said Yoko, beaming. “Hey!” Yoko scowled as Naomi grabbed one of the drinks from her, leaving the girl cooling one nipple at a time. Even though Yoko was clearly annoyed, it was hard to find her anger anything but adorable.

“They’re post-workout drinks,” she said, “not nipple coolers.”




“

 

But they hurt so bad


 
,” she said.




“You’ll have to put some lotion on them to cool them down, not my drink.” John watched as Naomi opened the container and downed the drink in one.

“Would you like one?” asked Naomi, turning to John.

“Oh, no thank you,” he said, “I’ve not had enough of a workout to earn one of those.”

“We all know that isn’t true,” she said, quietly.

“This is awful,” proclaimed Yoko, holding the now open drink, “it tastes like powder.”

“You don’t drink it for the taste,” said Naomi, “you drink it for the nutrients, to get healthy and strong.”




“But I don’t want to be strong,

 

I’m a girl


 
.”




“Oi,” sighed Naomi, “you can be both. Now, drink up.” Yoko scowled again and downed the rest of the drink, John watching as a trickle of the creamy fluid ran down her neck.

“Yuck,” said Yoko, holding the empty container out towards Naomi. “You happy now?”

“Very,” said the other girl, as she took the second container.

“I hate this.”

“You asked me, remember? You said you wanted to look your best for your birthday.”

“I still hate it,” said Yoko, who gently cradled her breasts with their delicate nipples. “I’m going to take a shower.”

“You’re welcome,” called Naomi, as Yoko walked out of the kitchen. “Never a dull moment with Yoko,” she said, washing out the empty containers. “You sure you don’t want one?”

“No, thank you,” said John.

“It’ll only take a sec,” she said, “I just prepped these earlier so Yoko wouldn’t be able to catch her breath and moan whilst she drank it. Oh well,” she said, placing the containers on the side of the sink, “it was worth a try.”

John felt bad for laughing, but it was true Yoko could be a bit much at times. He got the impression she had always gotten what she wanted and had joined the world with no reason to suspect it would be any different.

That’s not to say he didn’t like her. On the contrary, he found her company to be rather enjoyable. She was energetic and bubbly, with a strong girly-girl vibe. He liked that she embraced her concept of femininity wholly, even if not everyone else felt the same. It was part of what made Yoko, well, Yoko.

“How are you?” Naomi asked as she sat next to John.

“I’m good,” he said.

“Yeah?”

“Not tired?”

“A little,” he confessed.

“Alright,” she said, getting up out of her chair, “I’m making you a drink.”

“You don’t have to,” he began.

“I know, but I’m going to do it anyway, and you’re going to drink it, whether you like it or not.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said John, smiling.

He watched as she scooped the white protein powder into a glass and added milk, before mixing it in a tall glass as she spoke.

“You know,” she said, as the electric mixer whirred in her hand, “I love a good run in the morning. Really energises me for the rest of the day, you know?”

“Absolutely no idea,” he said, “running is not my thing, and neither is mornings. So putting both of them together? No thanks.”

“You seem in pretty good shape though?” she said, as she rinsed the whisk under the tap.

“I did go to the gym,” he said.

“Just the once?” she asked, placing the glass in front of him.

“Regularly, well, semi-regularly. I’ve not been for a while.”

“How come?”

“Oh, you know, just busy with things, with life.”

Naomi looked at John and then at the glass. John sighed and picked it up. He examined it for a moment, the cream-coloured fluid inside, the tiny particles floating within, then he downed it one.

“Delicious,” said John as he placed the empty glass down.

“It isn’t,” she laughed, “but it gets the job done.” She picked up the glass, got up and rinsed it in the sink. “We’re going running again tomorrow if you fancy trying something new with Yoko and me?”

John turned in his chair to look at Naomi, but she was entirely focused on washing the single glass. Still, he knew he was teasing her. Since he’d moved in he’d slept with Tsumugi, Aoi and Mei, fully half the housemates, and it wasn’t a secret either. He’d also cum in his trousers in the middle of the library, as Reina rubbed his cock with her bare foot, taunting him until ejaculation, which didn’t take long given the confusing but arousing circumstances. But as far as he was aware, that was a secret between the two of them.

“I don’t really have any running clothes,” he said, “but maybe some other time.”

“No problem.”

“What are you doing?” asked John as he suddenly felt Naomi’s hands on his shoulders.

“Just a little gentle massage,” she said, as she began to slowly knead his shoulders. “Do you want me to stop?”

“Uhh, no,” he said, “it’s alright.” He sat there as Naomi’s practised hands worked the muscles.

“You’re carrying a lot of tension in your shoulders.”

“Am I?”

“When was the last time you had a massage?”

“I don’t think I’ve ever had one.”

“That explains it then.”

John cried out as Namoi dug her thumbs into his tense shoulders.

“That feels like a lot of massage,” he said, trying not to let on how uncomfortable it was.

“Just getting the knots out,” she said, calmly, her fingers continuing to squeeze the tension out of him, “there we go.”

John sighed with relief as Naomi’s vice-like grip loosened on his now jelly-like muscles.

“How does that feel?” she asked, gently massaging his shoulders. “Better?”

“Much.”

He felt as if a weight had been lifted from his body, as if the muscles in his shoulders had relaxed for the first time in his life. As he sat there, he felt Namoi’s warm hands slip under the neck of his t-shirt, as her hands continued working, albeit much more gently.

He moaned softly as they moved across his shoulders and back up to the base of his neck, her thumbs working their way up in concentric circles.

“That feels amazing,” he said, as Naomi’s thumbs worked the pressure points behind his ears.

“You haven’t seen anything yet,” she said, as she slid her hands up to the top of his head, her fingers almost stroking his hair as her fingertips massaged his scalp.

Eyes closed, he felt as if he was drifting away. All his thoughts disappeared as she massaged him, her hands on him the only thing he was aware of. He felt so incredibly relaxed that he felt himself on the verge of falling asleep, but he wasn’t about to do that…

“Wakey, wakey,” whispered Naomi into his ear.

John opened his eyes and let out a small yawn.

“Did I…?” he began.

“Only for a little bit.”

“Sorry, I didn’t mean…”

“I take it as a compliment,” she said, her hands slowly sliding across his shoulders, still under his t-shirt, “it means you were completely at peace.”

“I really was.”

Naomi giggled slightly, a sound he hadn’t heard Naomi make before. He’d heard her laugh, but a giggle was something different. It was as if she was letting him see a different side of her, one that wasn’t commonly on show.

“I have to go shower and head off out,” she said, sliding her hands from underneath his t-shirt, “but I’m going to go to a yoga session this afternoon, if you fancy coming along?”

“I’m not much of a yoga guy,” he said.

“It’s just some simple stretches, they won’t ask you to wrap your legs behind your head or anything. Mostly we do that in our private time.”

“Oh, umm…” said John, taken aback.

“It’s mostly an excuse to take an hour to get away and unwind, it’s… nice.”

“Ok,” said John, “I can give it a go.”

“Great,” said Naomi, “I’ll send you the details.”

John watched as Naomi headed for the kitchen door, the skin-tight jogging clothing still clinging to her, her ass still calling out to him as visions of her flexible body, naked and at one with nature as she struck numerous meditative poses in front of him, flashed through his mind.

“Oh,” she said, turning quickly, “make sure to wear some loose clothing. Nothing too restrictive, otherwise you won’t be able to bend into the best positions.”

She smiled and left, leaving John alone in the kitchen, his coffee cooled, and his cock heated.


◆◆◆




As John entered the fitness centre, he felt vaguely uncomfortable. He was used to going to the gym, but this was something different.

“Second door on the left,” said the receptionist, pointing down the corridor to the stairs. He walked up the stairs behind a group of students, all women and all clad in similar skin-tight yoga pants, their high-end yoga mats tucked under their arms, refillable water bottles on straps hanging from their wrists.

John, meanwhile, was wearing the sweatpants Tsumugi had given him the first night he arrived and an old t-shirt that hung loosely on his body.


Wear some loose clothing.


Those were Naomi’s words of advice, but now he felt completely out of place. This feeling instantly doubled as he walked into the yoga hall and found the rest of the class, all female, all donned in the same sleek outfits. It was almost like a fever dream being surrounded by so many beautiful women, their perfect bodies perfectly outlined.

But still, he couldn’t help but feel out of place, as if he were intruding somewhere he didn’t belong. He was about to turn and leave when Naomi gently took his arm.

“There you are,” she said brightly, “I wasn’t sure you were going to come.”

“Yeah,” he said, “I’m not sure this is for me.”

“Don’t be shy,” she said, “you’ll get into it in no time.”

John wanted to protest, but Naomi seemed so enthusiastic he couldn’t bring himself to disappoint her, and as she dragged him into the room, he couldn’t help but notice she was once again wearing a fresh set of exercise clothes.

“I saved you a spot,” she said, pointing across the room, “you can leave your shoes and things here. They’re perfectly safe.”

John took off his shoes, placed his phone and keys next to them and followed Naomi to her spot. As he walked, he noticed the hall of the floor was covered with squares of foam padding, which made walking feel lighter.

“They put the padding down to make it more comfortable,” said Naomi, as if reading his mind, “it’s more relaxing too.” Naomi sat on her mat and tapped the empty one next to her. “I didn’t think you’d have a mat, so I got you one.”

“Thank you,” he said, sitting down, “but I’m not sure how often I’ll use it?”

“Oh,” said Naomi laughing softly, “I meant I got you one from storage. They have some spares for people who don’t have their own.”

“Oh right, thanks,” he said as he lowered himself onto the mat, legs in front of him, unsure how to position himself.

He watched as Naomi lowered herself onto the mat, manoeuvring her feet under her body as she did so.

“You can just sit cross-legged if you like,” she said, “whatever feels right for you.”

John smiled and crossed his legs.

“Straight back,” she said, emphasising her own perfect posture as she pressed her chest out, “it’s better for your breathing.”

John obeyed, straightening his back and breathing in deeply.

“Welcome everyone,” said the yoga instructor, as she slowly walked to the front of the room. “I’m glad to see we’ve got some new faces with us, and some regulars.” A gentle ripple of acknowledgement moved across the crowd. “If you’re new, welcome. My name’s Mikaela and I’ll be guiding you through today’s session.”

Mikaela flicked her rolled-up mat in the war and laid it down with one smooth motion, before sitting down on it in the same pose as Naomi.

“We’re going to start with some simple breathing. So sit however you feel comfortable, straighten your back and close your eyes. Now, take a slow, deep breath in through the nose, filling your lungs, and hold it.”

John looked at Naomi, whose eyes were already closed, and did the same. He took a deep breath.

“And slowly out through your mouth. Focusing on your breath.”

John breathed out slowly.

“And again, breathe in through the nose and hold it. And breathe slowly out.”

As he followed along, he tried to focus on his breath, but his mind kept going to Naomi, of her body in her skin-tight jogging clothes, of her warm, soft hands on his shoulders, of her breath on his ear.


In… and out…





He felt her hands slide up into his hair, massaging his scalp.

 
Her voice in his ear, her chest pressed against his back.





You’re carrying a lot of tension…


He felt one hand slide down the back of his neck, sliding around and down over his chest and into sweatpants, her fingers gently wrapping around his cock as she gently took hold, her hand twisting as she stroked his shaft.


So much tension…


She began stroking faster as her other hand continued to stroke his hair, her lips against his ear.


What are you doing?



Just a little gentle massage. Do you want me to stop?



No.


She stroked faster and faster, her hand working out the tension in his cock.


Focus on your breathing…


He breathed slowly, centering himself as Naomi worked his cock.


That feels amazing.



You haven’t seen anything yet…


She kept working him, her expert movements bringing him closer and closer to climax. His name whispered in his ear.


John.


Still going, he felt himself getting close.


John.


All he wanted was to give in to her and cum there and then, to let her fully relax him.

“John?”

John jumped as he felt Naomi’s hand gently brush his arm. He opened his eyes and saw her smile.

“It’s time to begin.”

He looked around and saw everyone else beginning to stand up.

“Sorry,” he said, as he and Naomi stood, “I must have nodded off.”

“It can be very relaxing,” she said, as she put her hands together in front of her chest. John did the same as he faced the front of the class, feeling his hard cock pressed against his legs by his boxers, thankful he had worn them under the loose sweatpants.


◆◆◆




For the next thirty minutes, John focused on Mikaela’s words, following her instructions as she demonstrated a series of moves and positions with varying degrees of complexity.

Although he always followed the simplest ones, he gave each move his full attention, careful not to let his mind or eyes wander. In every direction he looked was a beautiful, fit body, every curve on display as they bent, lunged and stretched in perfect unison.

He couldn’t even look at Mikaela, the blonde twenty-five-year-old with the kind of flexibility that made his cock twitch just thinking about it.

That was without Naomi’s lingering presence, whose hands he could still feel on his body, working the tension out of him.

“Alright class, good job,” said Mikaela, as she stood and stretched, “now it’s time for meditation. So just lie down on your mats as I turn off the lights.”

“This is my favourite part,” said Naomi, as she lowered herself to the mat, as John did the same.

“Now,” said the instructor, “close your eyes and breathe in slowly.”

John closed his eyes and focused on his breathing. He heard the click of the light switch and the room fell into darkness. He heard Mikaela’s soft footsteps as she walked back to her mat before another click began gentle meditative music playing over the PA system.

“As you exhale, feel the tension leaving your body, floating out of you, up and out of the room. Feel your body sink into the floor. As you reach out your arms slightly, feel the weight of them as they too sink into the floor.”

John stretched out his hands slightly by his sides. As he did so, he felt Neomi’s fingers brush against his. They lay there, hands touching, neither one moving their hand.

As the music washed over him and Mikaela’s soothing tone put his body at a state of rest, John felt Naomi take his hand, her thumb gently rubbing back and forth.


Feel your belly slowly rise and fall with each breath…


He tried to focus on his breathing, trying not to think of Namoi, trying not to think of her crawling over to him in the darkened room and quietly slipping his cock out of his sweatpants. He tried not to think of her working his cock, slowly building up speed before taking him in her mouth. He tried not to think of her secretly sucking his cock in a roomful of beautiful women as they searched for inner peace.


Let your thoughts float away, allow your mind to be quiet…


He tried not to think of her reaching up to cover his mouth with her free hand, stifling his moans as her tongue circled the head, as she sucked it, as she gently kissed it.


Let your body relax, letting the world fade away…


He tried not to think of her taking his cock deep in her throat, bobbing up and down enthusiastically as he felt the tension rise up from deep inside him. He tried not to think of her cradling his balls, gently massaging them as she brought him closer and closer to a state of enlightenment.


Focus on the here and now…


He tried not to think about how good it would feel to cum in her mouth, to have her swallow his load in the middle of class, everyone else oblivious. He tried not to think of her sitting on his face, her leggings pulled down, licking her pussy as the taste of her sweet juices flooded his mouth.


Allow yourself to feel comfortable in your own body, your own mind…


He tried not to think how good it would feel to fuck her, to press his thick cock into her tight flexible body, bending herself into a variety of positions. He tried not to think about what it would be like to cum inside her, to hold himself deep as his semen flooded her enlightened cunt.


And release…


“Thank you, everyone,” said Mikaela, as she turned on the lights.

John pressed his closed eyes together, blocking some of the brightness. Slowly, he sat up and opened his eyes, and there, looking down at him, surrounded in light like an angel from on high, was Naomi.


◆◆◆




“So what did you think?”

The path they walked down was covered on both sides by trees, the only sounds were the sounds of nature and their footsteps. As they walked, John tried not to look at Naomi as they headed back towards the house.

He tried to put the teachings of the class to use, focusing on his surroundings, not the thoughts of Naomi straddling him in the middle of yoga class, her smooth pussy rubbing against his face as she lay on top of him, sucking his cock.

“It was good,” he said.

“I always feel so much better afterwards,” she said, “you know?”

He felt her eyes on him, so he looked at her.  Whilst he was still in his sweatpants and loose t-shirt, Naomi had changed out of her skin-tight clothing after class. She was once again in her more regular clothes, which hung loosely on her body. He tried hard to keep eye contact, focusing on not staring at the outline of her breasts, of her nipples poking against her top.

“Definitely,” he said, trying to ignore the ache in his shoulder where he had tried to be too ambitious in his positioning.

“I feel so flexible, so refreshed. Like the cobwebs have been shaken out, body and soul. Come on,” she said, as she grabbed his hand, “I want to show you something.”

He tried not to wince as she pulled him off the path and into the trees, her grip surprisingly firm.

“Where are we going?” he asked, as they moved deeper and deeper into the cool woods, the heat and light of the afternoon blocked by the treetops.

“You’ll see,” she said, not looking back. She moved effortlessly through the bush as if she knew every branch stone. John meanwhile, kept his head down, making sure not to trip on any exposed roots or fallen branches.

“Here,” said Naomi, as they passed into a clearing. John, surprised by her sudden stop, just about managed to stop himself before crashing into her. “Isn’t it beautiful?”

“Yes,” said John, as he stood directly behind her, his body almost touching hers. He could feel her energy, could smell her hair. He wanted to reach out and touch her, to pull her close to him and kiss her neck, to run his hands up her body, sliding under the loose clothing to cup her breasts.

“This is where I come here to relax,” she said, not moving. “It’s so peaceful. Just you and the sounds of the water.” John listened and for the first time heard the sound of the river trickling somewhere up ahead. He knew about the river, he had just never given it much thought. But now, here, it seems perfect, inevitable in a way.

“It’s wonderful.”

“Come,” she said, “sit with me.”

She walked over to a fallen tree and sat on the trunk, resting the yoga mat against the trunk. John followed and sat next to her, at a respectful distance.

“How did you find this place?” he asked, glancing at her as she stared into the distance, losing herself in the peace.

“Oh, you know. Just exploring.”

They sat in silence for a while, both of them embracing the silence of the moment.

“Why did you bring me here?” he asked.

“Because,” said Naomi, turning to look at him, “you seemed like you might be in need of some relaxation. You seem rather stressed.”

“Do I?”

“I think so, you have that vibe.” Naomi moved closer so that their legs were practically touching. She reached up and gently placed her hands on both sides of his face. She ran her hands through his hair and slowly massaged his temples with her thumbs.

“What vibe?” he asked, as he stared directly into her eyes.

“That life is moving too fast,” she said, meeting his gaze, “that you don’t have time to just slow down.”

She leaned in and kissed him, slowly. He felt her soft lips pressed against his, moving almost as if in slow motion. He kissed back, and she kissed him again, to which he responded by kissing her faster.

“Slow,” she said, as she pressed her forehead against his, holding her lips just out of reach. “We have all the time in the world.”

Neither of them moved. John closed his eyes and focused on his breathing, controlling it, trying to slow it. Eventually, he gave a small nod.

“Good boy,” she said, as she once again leaned in to kiss him. John focused on her lips, letting her set the pace, eager to not rush ahead.

Things had happened so quickly recently. With Tsumugi, Aoi, Mei, and combinations of the three of them. Each experience was unique but intense, driven by passion, a frenzied desire for one another, giving everything until they were physically and mentally spent. He had loved every minute of it, but it had left him in a bit of a spin and physically drained.

She slid a hand down from his face, down his arm. He felt her fingers slide over his lap, her fingertips sliding over the outline of his hard cock, before sliding up underneath his oversized t-shirt and down into his sweatpants. He moaned softly, trying to control himself as she slowly rubbed his cock through his boxers.

As she did so, he slowly slid his hands up under the back of her shirt, carefully caressing her back, feeling her soft skin. Part of him wanted to pull back, to tug off her shirt and throw it into the bushes as he took one breast then the other in his mouth, sucking on her nipples, causing her to moan with pleasure before they fell into the undergrowth and he fucked her like an animal.

Instead, he took his time, focusing on the moment, on the experience of being there with her, her lips on his, her hand on his cock. Slowly, he slid his hand around her waist, over her belly and down into her trousers, finding her panties warm and wet. She moaned softly as he began to run his fingers over the wet material, massaging the soft lips underneath, teasing her entrance before moving up and slowly circling her clit.

“Good boy,” she moaned as he continued to finger her softly. “Ok,” she said after a couple of minutes, “I think you should take it out.” She gave his cock a little squeeze before removing her hand from his trousers, as he removed his from hers.

As he went to pull his cock out, she stopped him.

“On second thoughts,” she said, “stand.”

“Just stand?” he asked.

“Just stand.”

As he stood, Naomi slid off the trunk and onto her knees in front of him. She looked up at him and smiled, taking the hem of his sweatpants and slowly, keeping eye contact at all times, pulled both his sweatpants and boxers down.

She ran her fingers along the sides of the shaft, barely making contact. Then, as she looked up at him, she began to slowly run her tongue up his cock in long, slow licks. He moaned softly, trying to stay in the moment, focusing on Naomi, on her warm tongue sliding up and down his cock, on her hand gently cradling his balls.

He felt the cool breeze on his legs and ass, on his cock, sending tingling sensations through him where Naomi's tongue had left trails of saliva.

She ran her tongue around the head of his cock twice and then took it in her mouth. She slowly slid her lips down to the end of his cock, holding them there as she let him feel the warmth of her mouth.

She slowly slid back up, her hand still cradling his balls, and took a deep breath as his cock was once again exposed to the open air.

“You feel that?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said, the breeze cooling his cock now fully wet from her mouth.

She smiled up at him, licked her lips and once again took him in her mouth, calmly sucking his cock. He ran his hand over her hair, stroking her as she continued to pleasure him with her mouth. He again focused on his breathing, letting her take her time, rather than encouraging her to go faster.

He turned as he heard a twig snap in the trees.

“I think someone else is coming,” he whispered.

“Then let them come,” she said, slowly stroking his wet cock with her hand, “it’s all perfectly natural.” With that, she took his cock in her mouth again and resumed casually sucking.

John stood there, waiting to be discovered, finding the thought of a stranger finding them, catching them in the act to be surprisingly exciting. He imagined them watching from a distance, touching themselves to the sight of the beautiful Asian college student on her knees, her mouth full of white cock.

But there was no sign of anyone and John’s thoughts soon returned to Naomi.

She took his cock out of her mouth, kissed the tip and stood. She kissed John and then took off her shirt. John felt his cock twitch as he saw her breasts for the first time, firm and perky. They were surprisingly larger than he’d expected, but only by a little.

“Now you,” she said, holding out her hand. John took off his t-shirt and handed it to her. She tossed them casually towards her yoga mat and leaned in to kiss him. She pressed her chest into his as her hand reached down and began to slowly stroke him.

“Have you ever eaten Japanese pussy in a forest before?” she asked in between kisses.

“Never,” he replied.

“Would you like to?”

“More than anything.”

“There’s no time like the present.”

Naomi kissed him passionately before walking away. John watched her move a short distance towards the nearest tree. She stood with her back facing him and slowly pulled down her trousers, exposing her tight ass, per soaked panties clinging to her pussy.

She looked over her shoulder to make sure he was watching, then bent over as she peeled off her panties, dropping them to her ankles before placing both hands on the tree. John could practically taste her already. He took a step forward and stumbled, forgetting his trousers were around his ankles. He pulled them up and walked up to her.

She moaned as he ran his hands over her smooth ass, feeling the tight, toned muscles underneath. He ran his hands over her back and around her waist, moving up and gently cupping her breasts, taking his time to feel their weight and softness.

He slid his hands back down and over her back, over her ass and down his thighs as he dropped to his knees. He looked at her tight pussy, smooth and wet, and ran a single finger over her lips causing her to moan, causing her to push her ass back towards his face.

“Slow,” he whispered, blowing gently over her lips as his hands ran over her ass.

After a few moments, he slowly ran his tongue up her pussy, tasting her sweet juices. She moaned again as he continued to lick her slowly, running his tongue up and down from her clit to her entrance, savouring every moment he got to taste her.

He heard another sound from the trees, but this time he said nothing. As he slowly licked and kissed and sucked on her pussy, his face buried deep, he imagined the stranger again, watching the white boy eating the pussy of the naked Asian woman as she held herself up against the tree, moaning as she pushed her ass back to his mouth, eager for more.

Hands still planted firmly on the tree, she bent over further, her knees bending slightly as she pushed her pussy closer to his face.

“Have you ever been penetrated by a white boy in the woods?” he asked.

“Never,” she groaned.

“Would you like to?”

“More than anything.”

“There’s no time like the present.”

She moaned with pleasure as he slowly circled her entrance with his finger, teasing her before he slid one into her tight hole, causing her to gasp.

He calmly moved his finger in and out of her tight hole, as his other hand caressed her ass, moving to hold her hip as he began to kiss the firm cheek.

He felt her wetness running down his knuckles and slipped a second finger deep inside her. She moaned louder as he continued at the same pace, slowly curling his fingers to stroke her g-spot.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, pushing her ass back deep onto his fingers, “I need you to fuck me.”

“Slow,” he repeated as he continued to steadily fingerfuck her, even as his cock throbbed for her tight pussy.

Eventually, he stopped and slid his wet fingers out of Naomi’s pussy. He stood and pulled down his trousers and boxers again. He looked at her wet pussy, took his cock in his hand and slowly ran the head between her wet lips.

“Oh god,” she begged, “don’t tease me. I need you inside me.”

He ran his cock over her pussy again, rubbing the top of his shaft along her lips. When his cock was nice and wet, he moved back and positioned himself at her entrance. Slowly, he pushed himself into her, taking steadily deeper strokes as he went.

“Can you feel it?” she asked. “Can you feel how hungry my pussy is for your cock? How much my body is calling for you?”

“I can,” he said, watching as he slowly slid his cock in and out of her, her lips gripping his shaft as he did so. He ran his hand through her hair, gently taking hold and guiding her head back. “Here,” he said, offering his wet fingers to her mouth. She moaned with pleasure as she sucked on his fingers greedily, sucking harder as he pushed himself fully into her.

Once clean, he took the fingers out of her mouth and placed one hand on the small of her back, guiding her movements as his other hand gently stroked her hair.

“More,” she begged.

“Focus on the here and now.” She took a deep breath and calmed herself, her ass moving in time with John’s thrusts. “Good girl.”

He fucked her slowly, breathing steadily as his own desire built. He felt the air on his naked body as his cock slid in and out of Naomi’s tight pussy, her body practically shaking with desire for him. He heard her moan and saw she was now holding herself steady with one hand, the other buried between her legs, her fingers moving in slow circles around her clit.

As he listened to her moans as she fingered herself, he couldn’t help but speed up slightly. Naomi moaned with approval and he could sense her fingers were moving slightly faster too, as she pushed back her ass a bit more.

“That’s it,” she said, as he increased speed again. “Let nature take over.”

He fucked her faster and she grunted loudly with each thrust, each time his hips bouncing off her ass a little bit harder.

“I want to hear you,” she moaned, “let yourself be free.”

He grunted as he pushed himself into her.

“Let go.”

He grunted again, louder this time.

“Let it all go,” she practically shouted. “Let it go an fuck me,” she cried, “fuck me like like an animal. Fuck me as the Goddess intended.”

He grunted louder, fucking her faster and harder and she continued to moan as she threw her ass back onto his throbbing cock. He felt free, liberated as the two of them fucked naked in the forest, with no cares other than their own carnal pleasure.

“That’s it, don’t stop.” She cried out and he felt her pussy contracting on his cock. “I’m about to cum. Oh fuck, don’t stop.”

He fucked her as hard as he could, thinking of nothing but her tight cunt on his cock, letting loose the desire he had been holding back all day.

“Cum for me,” he said, “I want to feel you cum on my big fat white cock.”

“I’m so close,” she said, “so close to my tight Japanese pussy cumming on your big fat white cock. I just need to hear one thing, I need to hear that you’ll cum inside me.”

“I’m so close.”

“Say it.”

“I’m going to cum inside you.”

“Where?”

“Deep inside you. I’m going to cum so hard I’m going to fill up your tight little pussy.”

“Fill me up with your seed, like nature intended.”

“I’m going to fuck you and fuck you until I shoot my thick load deep inside your fertile body. I’m going to cum so much it’ll start dripping out of you before I’m even finished.”




“Please,” she cried, “I need to be filled, my pussy is desperate for your seed. She craves it.

 

Cum in me, please.


 
”




“I’m cumming.”

“Cum for me.”

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum so hard.”

“I need every last drop of your cum inside me.”

“I’m cumming.”

“Please.”

“I’m cumming.”




“

 

Please.


 
”







“I’m –

 

oh fuck!


 
”




He cried out as he came, and so did she, his cock twitching deep inside her pussy as load after load flooded into her awaiting body. He felt her body shaking as her fingers worked rapidly on her clit, her pussy contracting on his cock, milking him as he held himself deep inside her, thrusting with purpose, filling her up her tight hole with his seed as the Goddess intended.

“Don’t stop,” she cried between moans, as she pushed her ass back, desperate for every inch of cock, every drop of cum to be inside her. He kept fucking her, feeling like he could cum forever, his cock contracting again and again as he came, flooding her body with what it craved until he could cum no more.

Then, finally spent, he held himself inside her, both of them breathing heavily, as Naomi continued to lean against the tree as he gently stroked her hair.

“Oh fuck,” she said, as he slowly pulled his cock out of her filled pussy, his hot cum dribbling out of her and onto the grass. “I can’t believe how hard you came.”

“Me either,” he said, watching his thick load dripping out of her pussy. “Must be the yoga.”

“Balanced mind, balanced body,” she said, as she righted herself, pulled up her trousers, and turned to face him, his cum still deep inside her. “How do you feel?”

“Like a new man,” he said, smiling.

She smiled back and leaned in to kiss him.


◆◆◆




Once dressed, they returned to the path, making sure no one saw them emerge from the trees and continued back towards the house. John’s t-shirt was covered in bits of leaves and moss, but he didn’t mind in the slightest. He felt refreshed, like his mind had been cleared.

He looked at Naomi, the free spirit who had brought him closer to nature than he’d ever been, and smiled.

“How often are the yoga sessions?” he asked.

“Once a week,” she said, repositioning her yoga mat on her shoulder, “but if you find it therapeutic, we can always arrange some sessions at home. I can even show you some of the more advanced positions, if you’re interested?”

“I’d like that,” he said.

“Me too.”

“I’m always interested in my spiritual development,” he said.

“We’re all well aware of that,” she said, smiling.

John smiled back, a sense of peace running through him as the possibilities for achieving a zen-like state with his new instructor began to develop in his newly enlightened mind.
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His Asian College Harem




One guy, six women, limitless possibilities...



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



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



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



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




Part One: The Hostess






One guy, six women, limitless possibilities...



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



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



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



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



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



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




Part Two: The Good Girl






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



She's also a virgin.



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



Not quite.



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



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



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



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




Part Three: Night-Time Surprises






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



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



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



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



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




Part Four: The Bad Girl






She's used to getting what she wants.



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



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



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



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



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




Part Five: Good Girl Goes Bad






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



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



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



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



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




Part Seven: The Princess






The princess always gets what the princess wants...



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



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



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



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



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



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




Part Eight: The Birthday Party






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



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



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



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



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




Part Nine: The After-Party






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



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



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



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



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




Part Ten: The Bully






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



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



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



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



Each segment can be enjoyed separately or as part of an unfolding harem story.
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An explicit AWWM ffm age gap erotica.



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



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



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




Asian BFFs Crave BWC: Part One: Her First Taste






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



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



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



Will Yoko overcome her insecurities and land the man of her dreams, or will Sven and Miyuki have to take control and teach her how to truly appreciate BWC?
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Four brand new red-hot short stories of Asian women and the white men they lust after.



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



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



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