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The Bully, Tamed







“O

 i, what are you bothering me for?”


Reina stood in the doorway to her bedroom and looked at John with disdain. She wore a loose white pyjama set consisting of a button-up shirt, through which he could make out the outline of her body underneath, and a pair of shorts which showed off her toned legs, which were crossed at the ankle, one bare foot pressed against the other.

“I was hoping we could have a chat?” he said, as he struggled to keep eye contact, “about the other day?”

Reina rolled her eyes and sighed.


“I knew you’d make me regret it.”



“You regret it?”



“Oh my god," she said, “
this,

 I regret this. I knew it would happen, that you would show up at my door with your puppy dog eyes and your delicate little feelings and want to 
talk

 
about things

 .” She mimicked sticking her fingers down her throat and being sick.”



“I’m sorry," he said, as she rolled her eyes, “I just thought it would be a good idea for us to clear the air.”



“Clear the air?”


“Yes.”

She waved her hand in his face, moving it closer and further away in the space between them.

“You see this?” she asked.

“Yes," he said, confused.

“Of course you do," she said, putting her hand down, “because the air is clear. Everything is clear. The only thing that isn’t clear is what you’re doing here. Oh," she said, as if finally understanding, “this is your game plan right?”

“I don’t have–”


“Knock on my door, acting all innocent, wanting to talk, knowing it will annoy me. And then, when I’m all wound up by your pathetic neediness, you’ll be there, ready for me to use you.”



“What?” he said, shocked, “that’s not–”



“Well, I’m not falling for your desperate little tricks.”



“Honestly,” he said, “that never crossed my mind.”



“I bet it didn’t," she said, smirking, “it’s just instinct with people like you. Gotta worm your way into a situation because you lack the confidence to just come out and say what you want. Wimp.”



“None of that is in the slightest bit true.”



“You keep telling yourself that, but just remember one thing for the next time you think about knocking on my door late at night.”



“What?”



“When I want you,” she said, “you’ll know it.”



She closed the door in his face, leaving John standing there, frustrated but somehow also aroused at her dismissive attitude. He had expected her to react in a negative way to his knocking on her door, but that was extreme even for her. Still, there was part of him that wondered if she was right. 
Did

 he secretly hope knocking on her door would lead to a repeat of the last time he knocked on her door? He didn’t think that was his plan, but now he couldn’t be sure.



Either way, he had hoped she would invite him in so they could talk things through. After all, they had had an encounter which, if not penetrative, had felt to him to have been particularly intense and intimate.



He had spent a long time trying to work up the courage to get even this far and, even though this was one of the milder conclusions to the events he had imagined, he would be lying if he said they didn’t sting. For some reason he couldn’t quite put his finger on, Reina had a power over him that none of the others did. Sure, he was not immune to their charms or persuasive ways, but Reina brought up something deeper. He thought it akin almost to a primaeval fear, a precursor to the fight-or-flight response, one that put every inch of his body on alert. Talking to Reina was like trying to befriend a wild animal. You never knew if they were going to treat you as friend or foe, or even indifference. And even if they did see you as not a threat, they might decide to go for the jugular out of sheer instinct.



Reina was wild and there was no taming her. Not that he wanted to, of course. That was part of what he found so compelling, if also terrifying. He thought about what it might be like for Reina to treat him nicely and he found himself oddly cold.



It had taken a long time for him to get this far, but it seemed clear that it wouldn’t go any further. Still, there was always the possibility he may have misread the situation.



So, unsure what to do, he stood there a moment staring at her door, wondering if she was making him sweat, testing him before she let him in. But the door stayed closed and there was no indication this would change, so he decided to go for a walk.



◆◆◆





The air was cold and he soon wished he’d brought a jacket. But he had no desire to go back to the house just yet and, despite the slight discomfort, it seemed to be helping him think.



The night was quiet, remarkably so. Even though it was a weekday, this part of town was full of student accommodation, homes full of young people experiencing the freedom of loving away from home for the first time. Every night of the week was party week, every night an opportunity to go wild and hunt down new people and new experiences. It was loud, it was vibrant, it was exciting, and youthful energy practically crackled in the air. It was enough to make even passer’s-by hair stand on end.



But not tonight.



He wondered if this was normal, if this lull happened every year. Suddenly, all the students, broke, exhausted and with numerous looming deadlines, collectively decided to take some time and to get their shit together, for a short while, at least.



He smiled to himself as he dismissed the thought. Even if this were the case, there was always one group that would continue partying to their detriment. No, it was far more likely there was something happening on the other side, something far more interesting than staying home and studying. He wondered for a moment what that might be, then realised that he didn’t really care. He had more than enough to think about.



It had been an unusual start to the second year of university, one he had never expected. Chaotic almost, in its seemingly never-ending string of new encounters and situations that were definitely far outside of his comfort zone. But now, as he walked the darkened streets, a full moon in a cloudless sky, he finally felt as if he had a moment to reflect.


His classes had increased in density and complexity in his sophomore year, but he hadn’t spent as much time focusing on the work as the extra workload demanded. He had a number of papers that were due and he had hardly given them any thought. But who could blame him? He had, as far as most people would think, hit the jackpot. He lived with six beautiful Japanese college students, all of whom were crazy about him in their own way (or, perhaps in Reina’s case, just crazy). And he cared for all of them, albeit very differently.

Since he had moved in at the start of the school year, most of his time had been spent either with them or thinking about them. From birthday parties to movie nights to group meals and even group sex, they had occupied his every waking moment. They had even crept into his dreams, powerful erotic visions where he made love to one who turned into another who again transformed before splitting into two then three then six, all surrounding him, desperate for his naked body, aching for him to do unspeakable things to theirs, the scent of their desire overwhelming him as they begged him to use them in any way he wanted, all of them desperate to get off on getting him off.

On more than one occasion he had woken in the middle of the night or the early hours of the morning, his mind spinning with ethereal images of his housemates, their cries of pleasure still ringing in his ears, his cock throbbing as he felt the warmth of the cum that now filled his boxers. Sometimes he had even looked around the room expecting to find them, sighing as he realised he was alone.

But despite the highly explicit erotic dreams and the plethora of women eager to satisfy his (and their own) sexual desires, he still found himself incredibly aroused at all times. Part of it, he thought, was just the benefit of being a young man in the prime of life, his sex drive reaching its absolute peak. Obviously, part of it was being surrounded by such a striking group of women, all alive and vibrant and eager to explore their sexuality, and the knowledge the next encounter could happen at literally any moment. Even when he wasn’t at home there was always the potential for a chance encounter with one of them which could (and did) lead to a new sexual adventure.

Even as he continued to walk alone he felt the familiar twitch in his trousers, the one he felt every time they came to mind. He was, he had to face it, in love with them all. How could he not be? Yet how could that possibly work? They couldn’t all be in a relationship, could they? No, that would be absurd. It was complicated enough that he had had sexual encounters with all of them (either individually, or two at a time), and even though this didn’t seem to phase any of them, surely it was going to get more difficult as time went on, right?

As he turned the street corner, a gust of wind caught him and penetrated down to his bones. He shivered at the sharp blast, but it was refreshing, as if it had blown the clouds of confusion that seemed to linger around his brain. As these clouds floated off on the wind, he felt instead a moment of clarity envelop him and he knew he would have to sit down with all of them and discuss the situation. Even though he knew it needed to be done, he couldn’t deny the nerves such an idea brought with it.

He took a slow, deep breath and tried to calm himself. This was not a bad thing, he thought to himself. None of his intimate relationships with the group had been a secret, and none of them had ever shown signs of resentment around sharing him with their friends.

Hell, for all he knew this was the arrangement they had been looking for. From the moment he had arrived on their doorstep, they had made him feel welcome, showing little hesitation about living with a strange guy as they invited him into their world.




He had been concerned about how the sex would make living there potentially awkward, (although not so concerned as to reject their advances), but they had never so much as uttered one negative word about it. Perhaps, the thought occurred to him,

 

he


 
was

 

their


 
fucktoy, their big white cock to ride, their wet dream of a housemate?




He had been so concerned as to see them all as real people with real feelings and real desires, that he didn’t once consider the possibility that they might be fetishising him!

But the more he thought about it, the less sense it made. They had made an effort to bring him into their circle, making him a part of their lives, not some convenient live-in hook-up. There must be more to it than that, even if they were more than happy to play the Asian fucktoy for their white man. Well, all except one.

He stopped in the street and looked around. He had, he realised, been walking in a circle. Without thinking about it, he had begun to make his way home. It was clearly a sign from his subconscious that he needed to go back and sit down with all six of his housemates and resolve the situation once and for all.

But it was late and that would have to wait until the morning, but there was one housemate he knew he had to speak to tonight, one person with whom he had to get things straight.


◆◆◆







“What are you doing

 

now?


 
”




John turned to see Reina standing in the corridor in her pyjamas, a glass of water in her hand.

“I was just…” he began. He’d been standing outside her bedroom door building up the courage to knock, but here she was.

“Ugh, whatever,” she sighed as she barged past him and into her bedroom, letting the door once again close in his face. He stood there a moment, taken aback and unsure what to do. He thought about knocking, but was wary of annoying her further. Suddenly, the door opened again

“Well…?” she said, holding the door open with an outstretched arm which lifted up the bottom of her shirt and exposed her smooth navel. “You coming in or what?”

John walked past her and into the room. The room was dark, except for a bedside lamp, and her bed covers were thrown back. He felt the cool breeze of the night and out of the corner of his eye noticed the curtains as they fluttered gently in the night breeze.




“Don’t get things confused,” she said as she closed the door. He turned to face her and saw her leaning against the door. “This is only because

 

I


 
can’t sleep.” She walked past him and sat on the bed. “Strip.”




“I didn’t come here to…” he began.




“I don’t care what

 

you


 
came here to do,” she said, her arms folded beneath her breasts, “I only care what

 

you


 
can do for

 

me


 
. Now strip.”




“I wanted to talk.”

Reina yawned.

“God, that’s enough to put anyone to sleep,” she said, “but there are so many better ways. And none of them involve you talking.”

He stood there in silence, staring at her as she stared at him.

“God,” she said, finally, throwing her hands up in the air, “what are you even doing here?”

“I wanted to talk about the other night and, frankly, your behaviour towards me since I moved in.”

She huffed as she rolled her eyes.

“You’re such a little pussy. Everyone fawns after you…”

“They do not.”

“...they’re all desperate for your attention…”

“That’s not even…”

“And yet here you are, crying at my door like a neglected puppy because I’m not throwing myself at your feet like the rest of them. It’s pathetic.”

“No one is throwing themselves at my feet.”

“Ha! Yoko practically kidnapped you on her birthday. That’s how desperate she was for your attention. Not to mention the others…”

“What does any of this have to do with anything?”

“It’s because they don’t see what I see. A pervy white boy with an Asian fetish getting off on having his own personal Japanese harem.”

“I don’t have a harem,” he began, “I don’t control anyone here, don’t claim ownership of anyone.”

“Don’t you?”

“No.”




“I’ve seen how you look at them. How possessive you are. What would you think if one of them brought someone else home, huh? What if Tsumugi or Yoko or, god forbid,

 

Aoi


 
, found another clueless white boy to objectify them? Would you be ok with that, huh?”




“If it makes her happy then I’m happy.”

“The thought of Aoi on her knees, a big, fat, white cock in her mouth? You’d be happy with that?”

“Look…”

Reina stood and walked toward him until they were practically face-to-face.

“You want them all to yourself,” she said as she looked him in the eye, “a houseful of obedient, oriental playthings for you to use any time you want.”

“That’s not true at all,” he said, not giving an inch as she leaned in even closer.




“I’ve seen so many white boys like you,” she said, “eager for their quiet, obedient anime girlfriend, ready to drop to her knees when you so much as even

 

think


 
of fucking her. Well, I’ve got news for you, white boy. That’s not me. You don’t get to use me.

 

I


 
get to use

 

you


 
.

 

Now. Strip


 
.”







He looked her dead in the eye, neither breaking from one another’s gaze. He felt his blood boil in his veins at her audacity. He was furious. How

 

dare


 
she accuse him of using them?

 

How dare she.





Without a word, he pulled his shirt off over his head and threw it across the room, his face heating up as he took breaths to calm himself.

“And the rest.”

He stood in front of her and silently unbuckled his belt and dropped his trousers down to his ankles. He took a step back as he pulled his feet out of them, leaving them on the floor in between the two of them before he kicked them across the room towards his t-shirt.

“That’s what I thought,” she said as she ran her finger over his boxers, tracing his hard cock underneath, “pathetic.”

She turned and walked towards the bed. He stared at the back of her head, trying not to look at the outline of her ass underneath her pyjama shorts.

“Tell me,” she said, as she sat on the bed and leaned back, “what would you give for me to suck your cock?” He stared at her as she taunted him. “Hmm? What would you give to feel your piddly little thing in my mouth as you try desperately to push it into my throat?”

He felt his cock twitch at the thought of Reina on her knees, his cock in her warm, wet mouth as he mouth fucked her.

“Be honest.”

“Anything.”

Her expression changed, but he wasn’t sure if it was a faint smile or a sharp smirk.

“Of course you would.” She sat up straight and began to unbutton her top, her expression now one of indifference, almost boredom. She knew she had won.

When she undid the last button, she leaned back again. The light fabric hung loose on her body, exposing the edges of her breasts and a smooth streak of skin down her torso. “Closer.”

He took a step forward and, when she didn’t give him another instruction, took another and a third, until she stretched out her leg and pressed it against his crotch.

“Stop.”

He stopped and stood there as her foot moved in circles, her toes rubbing the front of his boxers, teasing his hard cock underneath.




“If you want

 

anything


 
from me,” she said, “you’re going to have to earn it. Now, kneel.”




She lowered her leg and he lowered himself to his knees. It was as if she was controlling him, as if he was simply her puppet and able to make him do anything she pleased.

He looked at her sitting on the bed, kicking her bare legs softly in front of her, her delicate feet still perfectly manicured, as he waited for further instruction. She reached out her foot again, this time stroking his face.

“Earn it.”

He took her foot gently in his hands, stroking the smooth skin up to her ankle and back down. He planted a kiss on the top of her foot and then another lower, just above her small toes, then another on top of them. He kissed the tip of her big toe and went to take it in his mouth, but stopped when she pressed the toes on her other foot against his forehead.

“That,” she said, as she ran her big toe slowly down the side of his face, “won’t cut it today. I’m looking for something far more impressive.”

She ran her hand down the exposed skin between her breasts and over her stomach and down to her pyjama shorts, where he watched as she began to rub her hand over the soft fabric between her legs. She moaned softly then leaned back on one arm, watching him as she played with herself through the thin material.

He kissed up her foot as his hands slid up her leg, caressing her calf, feeling her smooth skin. He kissed above her ankle and made his way further up. She raised her other foot from the floor and placed it on his shoulder and he turned his attention to it, kissing and stroking it as he had done to the other leg. As he did so, she placed a second leg on his other shoulder. He ran a hand up the outside of each leg as he kissed along first the one then the other as he made his way further between them, her bare legs hanging down his back as her knees rested on his shoulders.

She moaned softly as he began to kiss up her inner thighs as his hands caressed them. She squeezed her thighs together for a moment, his head in between them. He could smell the scent of her growing arousal and, as she loosened the grip of her thighs, he could see the dark patch that had formed on the underside of her shorts. He licked his lips at the thought of her taste and continued making his way closer as his lips and fingers teased her sensitive flesh.

As his lips met her innermost thigh, her body shuddered and her hips began to move slightly. His nose brushed against the soft leg of her shorts and he pushed the material up with his nose, kissing closer and closer to her wet spot, listening to her moans of anticipation until he switched to the other thigh and she let out a frustrated moan, which quietened down as he repeated the motion on the other side, his lips moving ever closer to where they needed to be.

She ran her fingers through his hair and gripped it tight as she pulled his face towards her wet spot. He could feel the warmth of her desire emanating from underneath as his face hovered just in front of her.

He inhaled deeply of her scent and pressed inward, kissing the wet fabric and listening to her moans as his lips teased hers. She gasped as he suddenly covered the area with his mouth and sucked, tasting her for the first time through the soaked material as he ran his tongue up the middle, tracing the outline of her lips.

“Take them off,” she moaned, as she pressed him closer to her, as her thighs locked against his head.

He kept sucking at her through the thin material, feeling her hips begin to move faster as she rubbed herself against him.

“Take them off,” she repeated, still holding him in place with her hand and thighs, wanting more but without wanting him to stop at the same time. He slid his hands up and slipped his fingers into the waistband, tugging at them. She moaned as she pushed herself up for a moment, balancing herself on one hand and her legs on his shoulders as he slipped them over her ass and she dropped back onto the bed. As her ass bounced on the bed, her hand and thighs loosened their grip and he quickly pulled his head back and began to slide her shorts down further, moving slowly as the fabric peeled off her soaking wet pussy. Once they were around her thighs, he moved backwards, pulling the shorts down her legs as he went, until she sharply pulled her legs towards herself and from off of his shoulders, sliding one leg out of the shorts and then the other.

She pressed her legs closed as if suddenly shy and he placed the shorts on the floor beside him. He watched as she placed her feet on the floor, sat up and looked at him. Her open shirt still clung to her breasts. She ran her hand down her body, over her exposed pubic hair, dark and trimmed, and slowly opened her legs as she slid a finger between her wet lips, gasping as she began to play with herself.

His cock throbbed as he watched her fingers slide up and down her neat slit, spreading her lips and showing him her tight pink entrance as it throbbed for stimulation. She gasped as she pressed two fingers inside herself, her hips rising and falling as they slid in and out of her, moving faster and faster.

He watched as her pussy got wetter and wetter, coating her fingers as they pressed deep inside of her.

Finally, when it seemed she was close to cumming, she slid her fingers out and pointed them at him, slick with her wetness. She gave him her smile/smirk again and moved them towards her waiting mouth.

Suddenly, he lunged forward and grabbed her by the wrist.

“What are you doing?” she demanded.

He said nothing, instead simply guided her hand toward him. He held her fingers in front of his face and could smell her on them. Then, when she made no attempt to resist, he looked her dead in the eye and took her fingers in his mouth. She moaned as he sucked her wetness from them, drinking in the taste of her glorious pussy.

“These aren’t the rules of the–”

He slid her cleaned fingers out of her mouth and leapt forward and pressed her onto the bed. He pinned her hands to the bed and looked at her for a moment.

“You’re not the one in charge here,” she said.

“Aren’t I?”

“No,” she said, firmly. “That was all for me.”

“Well, perhaps you should have it back.”

He leaned in and kissed her and she kissed him back, sliding her tongue into his mouth as they shared the taste of her pussy between them. His hard cock, still in his boxers, was pressed against her exposed pussy, her legs spread,  and he felt her moving underneath him, rubbing her pussy against his shaft.

He pulled back from the kiss and she struggled forward, eager for more. Instead, he kissed her neck, eliciting soft moans as he moved down kissing her exposed chest, pushing the shirt from one breast with his face and kissing it as he moved across the surface, searching out her hard nipple.

He began to circle her nipple with his tongue, teasing her as her body arched towards him, desperate for contact, until he took the nipple in his mouth, sucking it as his tongue worked in circles.

“Oh fuck,” she cried as he sucked on her tit, her body rocking underneath him, her cheat raising as he removed his mouth from her and moved to the other. She struggled against his grip on her wrists and he knew she wanted to hold his head in place, to dictate how he sucked on her tits, but this was his game now.

He began to kiss down her body, over her exposed chest and toned stomach, his hands sliding down her arms and finding her breasts, caressing them and gently twisting her nipples, warm and wet from his mouth, between his fingers.

He continued down and kissed her shaved bush, the short hairs brushing against his face as he stopped just above her clit. He pinched her nipples harder and she gasped, her hands now on top of his, pressing them firmly onto her body as she guided them in circles on her breasts. He allowed her to guide his hands as he moved his head back and admired her beautiful pussy, her smooth wet lips swollen with desire, almost pulsating in front of him as she worked her hips, craving stimulation.

She cried out as he ran his long, flat tongue up over her slit, her hands tightening on his, squeezing her breasts harder. He repeated the motion and she cried out again, but softer this time. He repeated the act a third time and a fourth, leaving less time in between each and her cries turned to a long, soft moan as he repeatedly ran his tongue up her in long, steady laps. Even though the taste of her pussy was already in his mouth, it was nothing like the sensation as he licked her wetness directly from her pussy, her desire coating his tongue as it slid between her lips.

But soon, he wanted more and moved his mouth further down, pressing the tip of his tongue to her entrance, circling her as her pussy rubbed against his face, before pressing his tongue into her. She moaned as he licked at her tight hole, her wetness covering his face as she rubbed herself against him faster.

“That’s it,” she moaned, “earn it.”

He slid his hands down from her breasts and underneath her thighs, lifting her legs, which she instantly wrapped around his head, crossing her ankles behind them. His hands slid back up her thighs and under, cupping her ass as held himself in place, his tongue still deep inside her.

“More,” she moaned and slid his tongue out of her and ran his tongue up her lips until he reached her swollen clit.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, pressing her thighs against his head as his tongue moved in circles over her, “just like that.”

He continued to lick her clit as she rubbed herself against him, her fingers now running aimlessly through his hair as he kept going, listening to her body, reading her silent signals as she moved against him, adjusting pressure and rhythm to match hers, feeling her movements speed up as he delivered exactly what she was looking for.

He felt her body gently spasming, twitching as shocks of pleasure jolted her system and knew she was getting close.

He placed his mouth over her clit and began to suck. She cried out loud as he licked and sucked her clit at the same time, her thighs squeezing him tightly as both hands gripped his hair, holding him firmly in place as she furiously rubbed her dripping-wet pussy against his face.




“That’s it,” she moaned, “don’t stop. I’m so close.

 

So fucking close.


 
”




He continued to suck at her sensitive clit, as a droplet of her wetness trickled down his neck. He could feel the heat of her on his face as she rode him faster and faster, her fingers tightening in his hair.




“Don’t. Fucking. Stop.” she demanded, as her body began to shake. “Eat my glorious Japanese pussy, my little white fucktoy.” She rubbed herself on him faster. “

 

Fucking earn it.”





She kept rubbing against him as her body began shaking violently, her demands turning to short, sharp breaths, her thighs clamping on his head, her smooth heels pressing into his back as her legs tightened behind him, her body rocking in time with him sucking on her clit until, with a final gasp, she came. She moaned and writhed on the bed as he sucked on her clit, his hands holding her ass firm as her body convulsed under his stimulation, pulling at his hair as he continued to work between her legs, sucking on her glorious pussy and sending waves of pleasure through her perfect body, extracting every last drop of ecstasy from her, until she finally went limp.

He stopped cucking and licking, but held her clit in his warm mouth for a moment, before moving slightly away from her pussy as her grip on his hair loosened and her thighs gave way. He stayed on his knees and looked at her pussy, dripping wet, her desire running down her taint towards her asshole, then looked up her entire body, watching her twitch and shiver as aftershocks continued to shoot through her.

She was on her back, breathing heavily, and didn’t resist as he slipped her legs off of his shoulders. As he stood, she pulled her legs toward her body, curling up on the edge of the bed, her ass sticking out over the edge, as her wet lips glittered in the dim lamplight.

He looked down at her and she turned her head and looked up at him, eyes glazed. He could feel the heat of her pussy on his face, still, its sublime wetness covering his mouth. As he leaned in she opened her mouth, waiting for his lips to meet hers. She moaned softly into his mouth as he kissed her and slid his pussy-soaked tongue into hers. She kissed him greedily as their tongue met as she sought out the taste of her own juices on him. She slid a hand into his hair, gently this time, and stroked his head as he continued to kiss her, the wetness on his face spreading across hers.

“Ok,” she said, as he eventually removed his mouth from hers, “I think you’ve earned it.” She smiled dreamily as she sat up and slipped off her pyjama top, tossing it across the room, finally sitting naked in front of him.

“Take them off,” she said, pointing to his boxers and the throbbing cock they contained. He said nothing and pulled them down, freeing his cock which bounced high and proud, and kicked them towards the rest of his clothes.

“Sit on the bed,” she said. He didn’t move. “You don’t want me to suck your cock?” she asked, confused.

“Do you want to suck my cock?” he asked, stepping closer.

“Yes.”

She reached out to touch it, but he grabbed her wrist.

“If you want to suck my cock,” he said, smiling, “you’ll have to earn it.” She looked at him a moment, stunned, the reality of his words sinking in until she finally spoke.

“Yes, master.”

“Good girl.”

He stepped towards her and she instinctively lay back, spreading her legs and allowing him to step between them. He looked down at her perfect, pale body, her large breasts rising and falling gently as she breathed.

He leaned down to kiss her and she moaned as his cock rubbed against her exposed pussy, her warmth coating the underside of his shaft as he rubbed against her. As he kissed her, he reached across the bed and grabbed a pillow and she lifted her hips as he slid it under her ass.

He stood up and took hold of his cock, stroking it slowly a few times as she watched, before guiding it into her pussy. She moaned as he pressed himself into her, his thick cock stretching her tight hole as it penetrated her for the first time. Even though she was tight, her pussy, warm and wet from her orgasm, let him slide in easily.

“Can you feel that?” he asked his cock deep inside her.

“Yes,” she moaned, “I can feel all of it inside me. You’re so fucking big.” She yelped as he slid his cock slowly out of her, leaving only the head inside her, her pussy throbbing for his cock.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, master. I want you to fuck me.”

“What’s the magic word?”




“

 

Please


 
. Oh fuck!” she cried out as he slid himself deep inside her once again, this time pulling himself back out before immediately sliding back in. She lay there, eyes closed, moaning softly as he began to fuck her, his big white cock filling her tight Japanese pussy.




As he fucked her faster, she began to moan more, each thrusting elicited another squeak, another groan of pleasure. As he did so, he reached down and ran his hands over her smooth thighs, sliding his hands underneath her knees and lifting her legs higher, tilting her hips further, changing the angle at which he penetrated her.




“

 

You’re so deep


 
,” she gasped as he held her in place. She grabbed a handful of the duvet, gripping it tightly as her other hand squeezed her breast. “I need more.”




He raised her legs and placed her ankles on his shoulders and held her ankles, her pussy tightening on his cock. He watched as she writhed and moaned, her body shaking as she took his entire cock deep into her body, her warm juices covering his shaft as he thrust in and out of her.




“

 

More, please


 
.”




He held her in place, continuing to fuck her at this tight angle, before he lowered her legs and slid his cock out of her, watching her wetness dripping from her pussy.

“Turn over,” he said.

She obeyed, rolling onto her front, presenting her tight ass to him as she hung off the bed.

“On your knees.”

She crawled up onto the bed, holding her ass in the air she bent over, her face pressed into the duvet. He picked up the pillow and saw the wet spot where her juices had soaked into it. He handed it to her and she took it without question, smelling her scent on it and slipping it under her cheek.

He admired her ass, tight and lean, the lamp light shining on her smooth cheeks, and ran his hands over them, watching as her tight asshole, wet from her pussy, puckered with anticipation. He spanked her and she cried out.

“Who’s ass is this?” he asked.

“Yours,” she mumbled.

He spanked her again, harder, and she cried out louder.

“Who’s?”

“Yours,” she said, looking back at him, “it’s all yours.”

“Good girl,” he said, gently stroking her reddening asscheek, before taking hold of the base of his cock and guiding himself back into her pussy. She moaned as he began to fuck her again, her lips gripping his shaft as he slid in and out of her.

“This position,” she gasped, “it’s so intense. God, don’t stop. Use my pussy, it’s all for you.”

He continued to fuck her as she knelt before him, face buried in the pillow carrying her scent, as he moved faster, fucking her hard from her behind, watching her ass shake as he took her deep, her cheeks slapping against his thighs as he slid in deep and hard.

His hands on her hips, he began to guide her, getting her to rock on her knees and throw her ass back onto his cock as he pounded her.

“That’s it,” he said, as she began to push her ass back, “give that ass to me.”

“Take it,” she cried, as she rocked on the bed, her breathing heavily, her skin glistening with a thin film of sweat, “take it, please. It’s all for you.”

He fucked her hard and fast, the warmth of her pussy and the sound of her moans bringing him close to the edge. He slowed his thrusts, delaying his release and enjoying the sensation of being inside her.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Savouring you,” he said.

“But I need it,” she moaned, “I need more.”

“Ok,” he said, as he pulled himself out of her, watching thin strands of her wetness between his cock and her stretched-out hole, “show me how you need it.”

He climbed onto the bed and lay down, his hard cock hanging above his toned stomach, as she crawled towards him, licking her lips at the sight of it.

“Not yet,” he said, “not yet.”

She frowned as she ran her hands over his legs, his thighs, moving up, her hands on each side of his cock, her thumbs gently stroking his balls. She ran her hands over his stomach and chest, as she moved her way up his body. She leaned in and kissed him, her warm breasts pressing against his chest as she did so, her wet pussy rubbing against his wet cock. She moaned as she slid her pussy along his shaft, teasing him. He slid his hands down her exposed back and cupped her ass, as she rubbed herself against him faster.

After a moment, she put her hands on his chest and pushed herself up, kneeling over him,  continuing to gyrate her hips and sliding her pussy along his shaft.

“More," he said.

She smiled and raised her body up on her knees. Then, as she looked him in the eye, she reached underneath herself and took hold of his cock, holding it gently at the base as she held it in place and guided herself down onto it.

She moaned as she knelt there, his cock half-in her, drops of wetness on her fingers where she had held him in place. She looked at him and licked the edges of her fingers clean, before leaning forward and placing her hands on his body, riding the top half of his cock before pushing herself further back with each movement, taking more and more of him until he was fully inside her. She held herself there a moment, and then began to rock back and forth, moving his cock inside her, as she closed her eyes and felt every inch of it filling her tight Japanese pussy.

“Can you feel that?”  she asked. “Can you feel how much my body wants you?”

“I can,” he answered truthfully, watching as her perfect body rocked on top of him, her breasts swaying as she moved on top of him. She reached down, grabbed his hands and brought them to her chest, pressing them against her breasts, sighing as he caressed them as she rocked on top of him.

She tilted her head back, facing the ceiling as she rode him, rising and lowering her body up and down on his cock. She rode him faster and let go of his hands as she leaned back, her hands on the bed behind her, providing support as she moved faster. He lay there, hands now on her thighs, feeling the muscles working as she rocked on him, watching her pussy sliding all the way up and down his shaft, her warm juices flowing down his cock as she rode him effortlessly.

She moved faster and faster, her body unable to get enough of his cock as it throbbed inside her, ready to explode at any minute.

“I’m so close,” he moaned.

“Not yet,” she moaned, “please, I need more.”

She pushed herself forward, her hands landing on his chest as she held herself steady and rode him faster and faster, her ass bouncing on him as she rode him with eyes closed, her face covered in sweat, her dark hair sticking to her face as she concentrated on satisfying his big white cock.




“

 

Just a little more.


 
”




He could feel himself on the edge, desperate to cum inside her. He pushed himself up and kissed her, holding himself up on one hand, the other on her back, holding her steady as she continued to ride him. He was so deep inside her warm pussy at this angle that he could hardly stand it.

“I’m going to cum,” he moaned.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “cum inside me, please.”

He flipped her back and she cried out as she fell back onto the bed, and he raised her legs up high, fucking her hard, as he knelt in front of her.

“You want me to cum inside you?” he asked. “You want to feel my white cock unload in your pussy?”

“Yes,” she cried, “please, fuck, please. I want that.”

“Say it.”

“I want it”.




“Say

 

it


 
.”







“I want you to cum inside me,” she cried, “I want your big white cock to fill up my tight, warm, wet Japanese pussy. I want you to use me like you used everyone else, I want to feel what they felt when you came inside them.

 

Oh fuck


 
. I want to feel your seed inside of me as you make me your dirty Asian cumslut and claim my pussy as yours. Oh fuck, please cum inside me. Can’t you see how I’m aching for you? It’s for you, it’s all for you.”




Her body convulsed with pleasure as a second orgasm ran through her body at the thought of being filled with his seed, and he could feel her pussy contracting on his cock, squeezing it, desperate for him to fill her.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, “I’m cumming.”

“Me too," she moaned, “please, cum inside me.”

He groaned as he came, pumping his cum into her desperate Asian pussy as she gave herself to him entirely.

“Oh god, I can feel you cumming,” she moaned as his cum flowed deep inside her, his cock throbbing as it filled her with load after load as he fucked her hard and fast, giving her every inch as she had begged for it, her body his new plaything.




“

 

More


 
," she begged as he continued to fill her tight hole, “fill me until my tight body can’t take anymore.”




He kept fucking her as long as he could, until both of them were finally spent.

“Fuck,” he panted, as he held himself deep inside her, his cock still twitching in her warm hole.

“Fuck,” she replied, breathing just as heavily.

She moaned as he slowly pulled his cock out of her, and he watched as his thick load began to dribble out of her pussy.

He fell back onto the bed, legs almost cramping from the position he’d held whilst fucking her. After a moment, he felt some movement, and when he looked down the bed, he saw Reina crawling towards him.




“Did you like that,

 

master?


 
” she asked.




“Very much.”

Did I earn my reward?”

He nodded slightly and without another word, she lowered her head and took his cock in her mouth. He lay there and watched as she worked it, sucking his cum and her wetness from him, eagerly working it as if she might be able to sneak a second orgasm out of him already. He smiled at the thought but knew if there was anyone who could do that, it was her.

Once fully cleaned, she looked up at him and licked her lips. He nodded slightly and she crawled over his body, pressing hers against his and kissing him. He slid one hand into her hair as the other gently cupped her ass, their hot, naked bodies pressed against one another, basking in the afterglow of their orgasms.


◆◆◆




“Well?” she asked.

He looked at the naked woman curled into his body as he lay in her bed.

“Well, what?” he asked.

“Did I make it?”

“Make what?”

“Did I make it into your Asian College harem?”

“I don’t have an–” he began before she pressed a finger to his lips.

“Oh sweetie,” she said, “of course you do. You just don’t know it yet.” She removed her finger from his lips, and he said nothing. “But now that you do, things are going to get a lot more interesting around here…”

With that, she smiled at him, kissed him softly on the lips and lay her head down on his chest, sighing contentedly as she began to drift off to sleep. The words echoed through his mind, as did the implications of them and as he began to fall asleep, he knew there was a whole new world of experience awaiting him.
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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 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.




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.




Part Eleven: Secret Encounters






Sometimes, the secret is the most exciting part, even as a member of His Asian College Harem...



When Aoi returns home from a hard day of studying all she wants to do is to rest. That is until she realises she and John are alone in the house. So decides to have a little fun in the living room, even though they could be caught at any moment.



Then after food, with Yoko nearby, domestic chores turn into a steamy encounter in the kitchen.



Can they secretly satisfy their public cravings without being caught? Or is that exactly what they are hoping for?



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