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The Bully






“O

 h my god,” moaned Aoi, “it’s so tight.”

“That’s why we need to stretch you out,” said Naomi.

“You’re going to split me in two.”

John watched the two women from the living room doorway. Aoi was lying on a mat on the floor, as Naiomi, who was standing over her, held the girl’s leg high in the air.

Aoi moaned again and the toes on her foot, which was resting on Naimoi’s shoulder, curled tight as Naimoi leaned in further and stretched the raised leg.

Both were wearing skin-tight leggings and workout tops that showed their slim midriffs.

Aoi let out another moan as Naiomi pressed her leg a little further. As Naiomi leaned in, John couldn’t help but notice her toned ass perfectly outlined beneath the leggings.

“Yoga,” said Mei.

John looked, surprised. He’d been so taken aback by the scene in the middle of the living room, of the two women entangled, their firm bodies outlined by their outfits, that he hadn’t noticed Mei was also in the room.

Whilst the two housemates stretched on the floor, Mei was stretched out on the sofa, wearing a pair of loose shorts, showing off her long, smooth legs, and an old white t-shirt, her nipples and small, firm breasts prominent underneath. An open packet of crisps sat on her stomach.

“Not quite yet,” said Naiomi, not looking up, “just a bit of gentle stretching first.”




“

 

Gentle?!


 
” cried Aoi, “

 

when was this gentle?!


 
”




“Same diff,” said Mei, shrugging and popping a crisp into her mouth, crunching noisily.

“Would you give it a rest?” muttered Reina, as she entered from the kitchen, cup of coffee in her hand, “it’s too early for all of this noise.” She was still in her pyjamas, her top hanging on her large breasts, and John forced himself not to stare at them and her pert nipples.




“It’s vital to help realign her chakra,” said Mei, popping another crisp into her mouth and crunching twice as loudly, “god Reina, don’t you know

 

anything


 
about science?”




“Ha!” shouted Reina, “there’s nothing scientific about chakras or auras or any of that nonsense.”

“That’s not very open-minded of you,” said Mei, “where’s your sense of scientific inquiry?”

“I don’t need to be so open-minded that my brains fall out.”

“Hey now,” said Aoi, still on the floor, “that’s not very nice. I’ve found Naiomi’s approach to health to be very relaxing,” before crying out as Naiomi began stretching her other leg.

“Well, you would,” said Reina.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” asked Aoi.




“Yeah Reina,” said Mei, “what’s

 

that


 
supposed to mean?”




“Oi,” cried Reina, “it doesn’t mean anything.” She began to cross the room, the coffee swilling in her cup, threatening to fly out any second.

“You wouldn’t have said it if it didn’t mean anything,” said Aoi.




“What’s with all of you?” said Reina, “ever since

 

he


 
showed up you’ve all lost your minds.”




John stood there silently, startled.

“Don’t try to change the subject,” said Naiomi.

Reina cried out in frustration and began shouting in Japanese. As the other three women responded in kind, John looked on silently, unsure of what to do. He knew better than to get involved but also felt leaving would seem like he was running away. So, he stood there and waited to see what would happen.

“God, Reina,” shouted Mei, in English, “you’re such a bitch sometimes.”

“You’re one to talk,” she snapped back.




“Yeah, but at least when

 

I’m


 
a bitch I make it worthwhile.” She looked quickly at John and gave him a little wink before turning her attention back to Reina.




“I don’t know why I bother,” Reina scoffed and marched across the room.

“Careful,” chided Naimoi, “you nearly stamped on Aoi’s hand.”

“I’m sure you could have fixed it with voodoo or whatever,” said Reina, not looking back.

John stepped aside to let Reina pass, but he still felt her body slam into him as she moved, pushing him against the wall and knocking the wind out of him before the sound of a door slamming shut echoed through the corridor.

“Happy now?” said Naiomi, as she looked at Mei.

“Very,” said Mei, as she popped another chip into her mouth. “Someone needs to put her in her place.”

“But does it always need to be you?” asked Naiomi.

“No,” said Mei, “I’m just lucky that it is.” She laughed and, despite their best efforts not to, so did Aoi and Naiomi. Even John couldn’t help but crack a smile.

“Hey John,” said Aoi, as the three of them calmed down, “are you ok? You’ve been standing there for a while.”

John stood there a moment, his mind awash with everything that had just happened. He felt the slight ache in his back where hit the wall and the spot on his chest where Reina’s elbow hit, as well as the drops of spilt coffee that had soaked into his sock and onto his foot.

“Yeah,” he said, unconvincingly, “I’ve just completely forgotten what I was going to do.”


◆◆◆




John stood at the top of the stairs and listened. He had wanted to take a shower but had heard the downstairs shower was running. As he had learned from experience, having a shower upstairs whilst the shower downstairs was on, meant that he would end up being blasted by ice-cold water.

And if that wasn’t enough, Reina had taken immeasurable pleasure in tormenting by running the shower when she knew he was in it.

So, he stood and waited for Reina to finish her shower, figuring once she was finished, she would be too preoccupied to mess with him by running the shower again. So he stood and waited, trying not to think about Reina in the shower, watching her strip off her pyjamas and waiting for the water to warm, shaking the cold water from her hand as she tested it, her breasts and ass shaking as she did so.

Still, images of her stepping into the hot water, sighing as it ran down her naked body, her skin prickling, her nipples hardening, her sensitive clit throbbing as the water trickled down between her legs, flooded his mind.

He imagined her hands moving over her body, soaping her breasts, her fingers playing with her nipples as she did so. He imagined her sighing as she got worked up, her fingers sliding between her legs and touching herself as the shower filled with steam. Her hand pressed against the steamed-up glass, her body bending as the pleasure built up, her knees buckling as her fingers continued to work. He saw her turn around and press her firm ass against the glass, moaning, her hips grinding as she brought herself closer and closer to orgasm, her legs widening as she slipped two, warm fingers deep inside her warm, wet pussy, fingerfucking herself faster and faster, moaning louder and louder until finally her orgasm broke and waves of pleasure rocked her body as images of John fucking her from behind in the shower, raced through her mind, her tight hole being filled by his cock instead of her fingers, his cum filling her pussy and dripping out of her with the shower water.


BANG.


The slamming of the door as it swung closed brought his focus back to the real world, where he was standing in the corridor, his cock throbbing in his trousers. He stood and listened, the blood pounding in his ears. He could just about make out the sound of Reina’s soft footsteps along the corridor as she mumbled something, presumably about how easily the door opens and the bang it makes, under her breath. A few moments later, he heard a second door, that of Reina’s bedroom, open and close.

He waited a moment to see if she would return to the bathroom for some reason. Then, confident Reina was involved in her post-shower routine, he returned to his bedroom, grabbed his towel and toiletries and headed into the upstairs bathroom.

He let the water run as he got undressed, his cock still semi-hard after imagining Reina in the shower, springing free as he took off his boxers. He waited a moment until the shower began to fill with steam, then placed his hand into the stream to make sure it wasn’t too hot or too cold, before stepping in.

He sighed as the hot water hit his naked body, rubbing his face as it streamed down on him, letting the stress from his body begin to dissipate as his freed mind began to wander. It had been a calm couple of days for once and he was starting to feel more refreshed and energetic. Not that he had any reason to complain about his exhaustion, of course. Yoko’s birthday had been a series of firsts for him. Not only had it been his first time with Yoko, the self-proclaimed Birthday Princess, it was also the first time he’d had sex in a clothes shop changing room, the first time he’d had sex in a restaurant toilet cubicle, and, to top it all off, the first time he had had sex with Yoko and Naiomi together.




He had known the girls were close, but he had no idea they were

 

that


 
close until the two of them began sucking his cock, their lips meeting as their tongues flicked over the tip, as he lay blindfolded on Yoko’s bed.




He began to get hard at the memory of the two of them pleasuring him, and each other, of Yoko riding his throbbing cock, riding him wildly, as Naimoi did the same on his face, her pussy juices running down his face as he tasted her.

He felt his cock rising as the hot water ran down his body and he began to slowly stroke himself as images of the two Japanese women pleasuring one another ran through his mind. He could hear their moans, smell their desire, taste both of them, their juices mixing on his tongue. He began to work himself faster as the hot water ran down his face.




“

 

Fuck!


 
” he screamed, as he jumped back out of the icy cold water that was suddenly raining down from above. He backed up against the still-warm glass as the freezing cold water splashed against his feet. He reached around the cold stream and turned off the shower, then stepped out of the cubicle, mumbling to himself as he quickly dried himself in the quickly cooling air.




“What the fuck,” he grumbled as he wrapped the towel around himself and, still shivering, burst out of the bathroom, ran down the stairs and hammered on Reina’s door.

“Yes?” she said, as she opened the door, her aura exuding an air of complete indifference at the half-naked man banging on her bedroom door. Her dark hair was still wet, with stray strands clinging to her face. Her body was wrapped in a dressing gown.

“What do you think you’re playing at?”

“What are you talking about?” she asked, almost rhetorically, and turned and walked away, pushing the door open slightly further as she did so.

Taking it as an invitation to enter, he stepped into the room as the door closed behind him.

“I’m trying to take a shower,” he said, as she sat on the bed. Even in his anger, he couldn’t help but notice how short her dressing gown was, ending at her thighs and showing off her smooth legs.

“Not very successfully, it seems,” she said, “not that I’m surprised.” She leaned back on her hands, the loosely-tied gown hanging precariously on her breasts, both of them aware it would only take the slightest of tugs for it to open. “What does your incompetence have to do with me? If you’re looking for someone to scrub your back, I suggest you look elsewhere. Not that you’ll have much trouble finding a willing volunteer, I’m sure.”

She rolled her eyes.

There was a boredom to her voice, almost an indifference, like she didn’t know what was going on and didn’t much care either. But still, he could sense undertones of spite. He felt his anger rising once again. She was toying with him, trying to get under his skin.

“You were running the water when I was in the shower,” he said, returning focus to the matter at hand.

“Was I?”

“You know you were.”

“Maybe we just happened to be showering at the same time?” She crossed her bare legs and her dressing gown rode further up her thigh. His mind started to race as he struggled to keep eye contact.

“We weren’t.”

“How do you know?”

“I know.”

“Were you listening to me shower?” she asked, a tone of anger in her voice.

“What? No, I was just…”

“You were,” she said, uncrossing her legs and sitting up, “you were spying on me in the shower.”




“I was

 

not


 
spying,” she said, getting flustered, “I was waiting for you to finish…”




“I bet you were.” She leaned forward, and the front of her gown hung loose, giving John a perfect view of her cleavage, a perfect view of the water running down her neck from her damp hair and down between her breasts, a view he daredn’t take.

“Do you listen to all of us in the shower, John? Or is it just me?” Her tone began to rise.

“I was just listening to make sure you had finished so I could take a shower without being sprayed with cold water.”

“Sounds like you need it, you dirty little pervert,” she said, her volume raising, “that’s what should happen to rude boys who jerk their piddly little cocks as they listen to their housemates showering, imagining their wet, naked bodies as they run their hands all over themselves.”

“I just want to shower in peace!” he said, his heart beating faster as images of his naked housemates ran through his mind, his cock twitching underneath his towel.

“Do you prefer to think about them,” she asked, “washing their tits or their ass? Do you like them covered in suds, or nice and wet as they rinse themselves off under the water? Or do you think of them pressed against the glass, a hand between their legs, touching themselves as they think of you? Do you imagine them imagining you fucking them in the shower? A whole house of eager young, submissive Japanese women ready to suck your big white cock? Is that what gets you off, you fucking pervert?”

He was rock-hard now and even though he knew she knew, that his erection pressing against his towel was obvious, she never for one moment broke eye contact or addressed it in any way.




“Of course not,” she said, leaning back, once again crossing her legs, “I know what your perverted mind wants. I know what it craves, what it

 

desires


 
. I know,” she said, stretching out a smooth leg and pointing at him with her perfectly manicured toes, “what gets your

 

tiny


 
cock. Rock. Hard.”




He looked at her, his erection throbbing, holding strong against the weight of the towel, and said nothing.

“Kiss it.”

He tried to read her expression, but it didn’t alter in the slightest.

“Kiss it,” she repeated, twirling her ankle, as if showing off a bracelet. “We both know you want to.”

It was a trick. He knew it was. He was going to kneel, her petite foot in front of him as she encouraged him to continue. He was going to gently stroke the soft skin as she softly moaned and then, just as he was about to do what she asked, she would pull away and laugh in his face, mocking his patheticness.

But even though he knew what was going to happen, he couldn’t help himself. His cock was throbbing and from the day he moved in, she had taunted him about a foot fetish he had never had, belittling him as she took every opportunity to present her bare feet to him, in one way or the other, even going to far as to give him an over-the-trousers footjob in the middle of the university library, mocking him until he came there and then.

“Now.”

He lowered himself to his knees, keeping eye contact the whole time, watching her as she yawned with boredom. She pointed her foot towards him and curled her toes, holding it out as a queen might hold out her hand for a visitor to kiss.

He reached out slowly and gently stroked both sides of her feet, running his fingers over her heel and arch. He expected her to pull away or to giggle at the softness of his touch, but she did neither. Instead, she watched impassively as he stroked her foot, feeling her smooth skin, eager to run his hand further up her leg, but he didn't dare. She would not look kindly on such impertinence.

He looked at her small toes and up her leg to where her dressing gown covered the rest of her, then up her body and met her impassive gaze again. As he did so, he lowered his lips and kissed the top of her foot.

“More.”

He kissed the soft skin again, this time just above her toes.

“More.”

He moved lower and kissed the tops of her toes.

This time, she said nothing, instead straightening her toes and pressing the ends of her big toe towards his mouth. It hovered there for a moment, the perfectly applied red nail polish shining, as he waited for a sign. Then, with the slightest wiggle, he kissed the tip of her big toe and as his lips met her skin, she slowly raised her foot, pushing her toe against his lips, forcing them open slightly and sliding her big toe into his mouth.

She pressed her toe deep and as she did so he wrapped his lips around it and began to suck. His cock throbbed as his tongue swirled around her toe, his hands stroking her entire foot.

She moaned as he worked, her head leaning back, her chest heaving as she breathed, her gown barely holding onto her tight body. He sucked harder as he stroked her foot, one hand on her heel as the other slid down to her toes and massaged them with his fingers. As he did so, he felt something brush against his cheek, her other foot, her big toe gently tracing circles on his cheek.

Slowly, it slid across his face, towards his lips and she quickly slipped one toe out of his mouth before sliding in the other. She moaned again as he began to suck on her other foot, his fingers massaging it as her other foot now moved down. He felt her toes on his chest, moving down slowly, felt her warm, wet big toe circling his exposed nipple as he continued to suck on her other foot.

“Do you like that?” she murmured, head still tiled back.

He wanted to answer, but with her toe in his mouth, he couldn’t.

“I said,” she said, looking down at him as she pulled her toe out of his mouth, his hand still gently rubbing it, “do you like that?”

“Yes.”




“Yes,

 

miss


 
,” she said, firmly.







“Yes,

 

miss


 
,” he replied.




“Of course you do, you dirty boy,” she said, her toe still circling his nipple, “I bet it gets your little cock all hard, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, miss,” he said, his cock throbbing under his towel, the pre-cum soaking into the fabric.

“Do you want to show me?” she said, running the edge of her perfectly manicured toenail gently around his nipple. “Do you want to show me your hard little prick?”

“Yes, miss.”

She laughed and pressed her toe back into his mouth.

“Pathetic,” she said, as he sucked on it once again. “So very pathetic.”

He moaned and sucked her toe harder as he felt her nail graze across his sensitive nipple.

“Alright,” she said, pulling both her feet away from him, pressing her knees together and kicking them softly in front of him, “show me, if you must. Up.”

He stood before her, his throbbing cock clearly raising the towel. He looked at her bored expression and slowly reached for the front of his towel, but she swiftly slapped his hand away with her foot, instead grabbing the edge of the towel with her toes and, with one sharp tug, pulled it loose, letting it fall to the floor.

“Is that it?” she asked, squinting at his cock, as he stood in front of her completely naked.

“Yes, miss,” he said, trying to control his breathing as one of her feet ran up and down the side of his shaft, as if a finger performing an inspection.

“It will have to do, I suppose,” she said as she began running her other foot up and down the other side, before sliding up and gently circling the tip, covering the bottom of her big toe with his pre-cum.

As she teased him, his cock flinching at her touch, he watched as her hand moved across the top of her chest, fingers trailing over the exposed skin, moving slowly down between her barely-covered breasts and down to the tie holding the gown together.

With a gentle tug, she undid the gown and it opened slightly, showing off her toned stomach, and a hint of dark hair between her legs. His cock twitched again at the sight of her body.

“Tell me,” she said, running her pre-cum covered toe down his shaft as her other toe began circling the tip, getting itself covered in pre-cum, “do you want to fuck me?”

He looked at her for a moment, desire building inside, as he tried to keep his voice level.

“Yes, miss.”

“Do you want to take your teeny-tiny little prick and put it inside my body?”

“Yes, miss.”

“Do you think,” she said, pushing her gown to one side and then the other, exposing her bare breasts, “that you would be able to last inside me for more than ten seconds?”

“Yes, miss”.

He tried not to moan as she slid her foot down his shaft and began slowly jerking him off with both feet.

“Please,” she said dismissively, “it’s all you can do not to cum right now. I can see it in your eyes, how desperate you are to shoot your pathetic little load.” She laughed as she squeezed his cock with her toes, working him faster. “Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, miss,” he said, trying to hold back the orgasm that was building.




“So why would I let

 

you


 
fuck

 

my


 
tight, wet pussy?” she slid the gown off of her thighs, showing him fully the trimmed black hair above her pussy as she slid a finger down between her legs, moaning softly as it slid between her wet lips.







“So warm,” she said, “and so

 

fucking


 
wet.” She slid her finger up from between her legs, showing him the wet fingertip, before sliding it into her mouth. She moaned as she closed her eyes and sucked her juices off her finger. She slipped the finger out of her mouth and licked her lips. “And so

 

fucking tasty.


 
”




He watched as her hand slid back down her body and between her legs, her finger sliding deep into her wetness before sliding back up and slowly circling her clit.

“Asian pussy tastes the best, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, miss,” he said, involuntarily licking his lips, desperate to taste her.

“Come closer,” she said, wrapping her toes tight around his cock and pulling him towards her, her knees parting as she did so, exposing her pussy, now dripping wet. He stepped forward, standing between her legs, watching as she rubbed her clit, still working him with her feet.

“Now,” she said, moving her feet from his cock and wrapping her legs around him, “show me how badly you want it.” She pulled him closer, so that he was standing right over her naked body. “Work your little prick for me.”

He took hold of his cock and started work himself.

“Ha,” she snorted as she watched him jerk off, “is that all you’ve got? You even jerk off like a weeb. You want to fuck my glorious Asian pussy, but can’t even work your cock like a man.”

He began working himself faster, his grip tightening on his cock as he felt the pre-cum on his fingers.

“There we go, work that little cock for me. Show me how badly you want me. Show me how desperately pathetic you are.” Her fingers slid deep into her wetness before returning to her clit, rubbing herself faster as he jerked off to her naked body.

“Come on, white boy,” she taunted, “let’s see how long you can go.”

He kept working himself as he watched her play with her pussy, as her other hand reached up and squeezed her breast, playing with her nipple as she did so.

He tensed his body, trying to hold back the orgasm, even though he was desperate to cum.

“Look at you,” she said, “try so hard not to cum all over my body. It would be adorable if it wasn’t so pathetic, wouldn’t it?”

“Yes, miss.”

“Say it.”

“It would be adorable,” he said.

“If…?”

“If I wasn’t pathetic.”




“

 

So


 
pathetic,” she said, “with such a tiny cock. I doubt I could even feel it if you were hard enough to put it inside me. And I,” she said, sliding her hand down from her breast down between her legs, “am

 

very tight


 
.”




She moaned as she slid a single finger into her pussy, moving it slowly in and out.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as both hands worked her pussy, “I’m so close. Are you?”

“Yes, miss.”

“How close?”

“So close, miss.”

“Do you want to cum all over my body as I finger myself?”

“Yes, miss.”




Do you want to spray your hot load all over me as I make myself cum? Something you could

 

never make me do.


 
”




“Yes, miss.”

“Then say it.”

“I want to cum all over your naked body.”

“More.”

“I want to shoot my load all over your perfect Asian body as you make yourself cum.”

“That’s right,” she said, closing her eyes, “tell me how pathetic you are.”

“I’m so pathetic, miss.”

“So pathetic you’d rather jerk off over my naked body than have the dignity of telling me to fuck off.”

“Yes, miss.”

“So pathetic that you’re getting off to the fact that I won’t let you fuck me, isn’t that right?”

“Yes, miss.”

“You like that I insult you, don’t you, you loser?”

“Yes, miss.”

“It makes your piddly little cock all hard, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, miss. So hard.”

“You like when I insult you.”

“Yes, miss.”




“When I

 

degrade


 
you.”




“Yes, miss.”




“When I

 

bully


 
you.”




“Yes, miss.”

“Say you like it.”

“I like it, miss.”

Like what?”

“I like when you insult me, miss.”

“And…?”

“And when you degrade me, miss.”




“

 

And…?


 
”







“And when you…

 

bully


 
me, miss.”




“And why is that?”

“Because…” he said, stammering, his cock on the verge of exploding all over her.

“Because…?”

“Because…” he took a deep breath and clenched every muscle in his body.

“Because,” she said, “you deserve it.”

“Because,” he stammered, “I deserve it.”




“That’s right,” she said, working her clit faster, “you deserve to be treated like dirt, because you’re a pathetic loser who thinks he’s worth enough to taste my glorious Asian pussy, to

 

fuck


 
my glorious Asian pussy, to,” she laughed, “ to

 

cum inside my glorious Asian pussy


 
. Pathetic.”




“I am, miss. So pathetic.”

“So fucking pathetic. Perverts who can’t control themselves don’t ever deserve to cum ever again.”

“Please, miss,” he moaned, the tip of his cock glistening, “I need to cum.”

“And why’s that?”

“Because I’m so pathetic, miss.”

“Say it again.”

“I’m so pathetic, miss.”

“That’s right,” she said, her hips thrusting in the air as she continued to finger herself, “so fucking pathetic, you don’t even deserve to see my beautiful pussy.”

“No, miss,” he stammered.

“And still you want to see it.”

“Yes, miss.”

And still, you want to taste it.”

“Yes, miss.”

“And still you want to be inside me.”

“Yes, miss.”

“Even though you don’t deserve it.”

“Even though I don’t deserve it, miss.”

“Of fuck,” she moaned, “I’m cumming.”

He could feel the first drops of cum on the tip of his cock, as he barely managed to hold himself back.

“Please miss,” he moaned, “I need it.”

“So fucking pathetic,” she moaned as she fingerfucked herself, “cum for me. Cum for me now, you little slut.”

He moaned as finally let go, releasing the tension and feeling the orgasm hit his body like a freight train.

“Oh, fuck yes,” she moaned as the first drops of hot cum landed on her quivering body, “show me how much you want me.”

He worked himself hard, unleashing load after load onto her flat belly,  onto her rapidly moving hands, onto her chest between her tits, and with every load that landed on her body, she moaned louder, her orgasm increasing.

“More,” she demanded, “give me every last drop, you loser.”

He kept cumming, draining his balls as he painted her perfect body with his cum, load after load, working himself faster and faster as she demanded more and more, until finally, they were both spent.

“Fuck,” she moaned, laying back on the bed, breathing heavily, her body covered in his cum, her hands still between her legs, now still. She slid her finger out of her pussy and, eyes still closed, sucked her wetness off of it, sighing contentedly.

He stood over her, his hard cock still in his hand, watching as her now clean finger traced small circles in the loads he had released all over her body.




“Well,” she said, looking down at the mess he had made, “I certainly didn’t expect you to have

 

that much


 
in you.” She scooped up some cum on the tip of her finger and licked it off. “I guess you might be of some use after all.”




He watched as she ran her finger over her body, scooping up the cum and licking it off her finger before swallowing it down, one bit at a time.




“Now, if you don’t mind,” she said, swallowing the last drop of cum, “I have to go take another shower. You have made

 

quite


 
the mess.”




Before he could react, Reina stood up, scooped up his towel off the floor, and grabbed him but his still-hard cock, and guided him out of her bedroom. He stood there a moment and looked her straight in her eyes. Even though there was no change in her expression, he was sure he saw just for a moment, the slightest softening inside her. Then, giving his cock a gentle squeeze, she closed the door, leaving him in the hallway, completely naked.

He stood there a moment, trying to process precisely what had happened, before realising where he was.

Panicked, he quickly picked up the towel, wrapped it around his waist, and rushed upstairs, into the bathroom.

He stood there, back pressed against the door, his heart racing as images of Reina ran through his mind. He stood and waited until he heard the slam of the downstairs bathroom door, followed by the sound of running water.

Confident she was in the shower, he turned on the water of the upstairs shower and stepped in, ready to take the cold shower he knew he deserved.
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Part One: The Hostess






One guy, six women, limitless possibilities...



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



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



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



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



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



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




Part Two: The Good Girl






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



She's also a virgin.



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



Not quite.



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



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



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



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




Part Three: Night-Time Surprises






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



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



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



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



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




Part Four: The Bad Girl






She's used to getting what she wants.



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



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



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



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



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




Part Five: Good Girl Goes Bad






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



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



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



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



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




Part Six: The Free Spirit






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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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




Part Seven: The Princess






The princess always gets what the princess wants...



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



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



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



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



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



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




Part Eight: The Birthday Party






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



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



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



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



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




Part Nine: The After-Party






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



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



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



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



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



Books By This Author







Asian Women, White Men: Volume 2






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



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



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



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



The Journal

A Moment To Savour

New Experiences

Pillow Talk




Asian BFFs Crave BWC: Part One: Her First Taste






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



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



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



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




Asian Girls Crave BWC






An explicit AWWM ffm age gap erotica.



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



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



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