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Chapter 1


The train rocks gently as it makes its way along the track. Light bursts through the windows as we enter the next subway station. The doors slide open with a chime and more people pack into the train. Their tailored clothes and effortless fashion is so at odds with the regulars you would see on the subway in America. Today is my second full day in Japan. It took me a while to figure out how to navigate the city but the local people are especially friendly and helpful.

Luckily I managed to secure a seat before the crowds of people boarded the train. An older woman hobbles over and sits next to me. She gawks at my red hair but says nothing. In fact most people are surprised at how red my hair is. People keep stopping me to see if I will take a photograph with them.

I grin to myself. This is exactly the kind of distraction I needed. A month ago I broke up with my boyfriend. I spent years of my life trapped in a loveless relationship. Well, that isn’t entirely true. He loved me but it wasn’t enough. I needed more than the odd kiss on the cheek and some gas station flowers. 

I needed more. Our sex life was miserable. It always started great. There was heavy kissing. He would touch me in all of the right places until I would beg for him. When we actually lay down together he would stick his dick in me, thrust a few times and then that was it. His orgasms sounded fun but after he was done moaning into the night air he would roll over and go to sleep. I was always left to finish myself off. 

He was the only guy I’ve ever been with. For the longest time I thought that is how things were supposed to be. Until one day I told my friend. She was horrified that I spent years getting crappy sex. I took her ideas and suggestions to him and he rejected every one of them. He wasn’t willing to change or work harder for me. So I left him.

And now I’m free.

I scroll through today’s photos on my phone. Japan was one of the places I’ve always wanted to visit. It’s beautiful and steeped in rich history. Plus the food is amazing. This trip is the beginning of the new me. I’m going to take what life gives me and have all of the adventures that I missed over the years. 

I don’t know what made me glance up from my phone but when I do I see a young Japanese man looking at me from the other side of the train. I catch his eye between the bodies swaying around us. My heart flutters as heat spreads over my skin and into my core. He is handsome. Like, model handsome.  

Judging by his impeccable suit and the briefcase between his feet, he must be a businessman. I look away before he catches me staring back. I can already feel the heat from my blush spread across my cheeks. Even as I look at my phone my mind is still fixated on him. I can’t help but look up at him again.

His dark eyes gleam in the light. There is something behind them, some emotion that is dark and mysterious. He leans forward, resting his elbows on his thighs, never breaking eye contact with me. 

Blood runs to my pussy, making it pulse in need. I bite my lip in shock. I haven’t felt this way in years. There is a tightness in my core that begs to be stroked and teased by this man. I shift, sliding one leg over the other and clamping my legs together. With the gentle rock of the train I feel my arousal rising. 

He must sense my arousal because his grin turns wicked as he bites his lower lip. I lower my eyes, tucking a lock of hair behind my ear. A flutter of giddy energy courses through my body and makes me feel like a teenager again. 

The train pulls up to a station and there is a shuffle of people. The hot guy gives me a wink before he stands and makes his way to the door. I can’t help but pout. If only I were a bit more brave I would follow him off the train and ask if he wanted to get dinner. That is if he even understands English.

As I look back to the spot he left I notice something on the seat. I lean forward and peer through the forest of legs.

His phone.

I dart forward, bumping into people as I scramble across the train to pick it up. It’s the latest model, expensive and personalised with Japanese writing engraved onto the back. I glance up to see him pass the window on his way to the escalators leading up and out of the station. This is my chance to have the adventure I’ve always wanted. 

Part of me, the old part that stayed in a dead end relationship for years, tells me to just sit back down and turn the phone in to the nearest police station. The other part of me, the one that booked this trip on a whim, screams at me to get off this train and follow him. 

More people enter the train. I move before my brain realises what I’m doing. I fight through the throng of people and slip out of the train just before the doors snap shut. A low hum followed by a gust of wind whips around me as the train leaves. 

I stand on the platform, unmoving, looking at my reflection in the black screen of the phone. The woman staring back at me is young and free. Her eyes are wide and curious. She spent too many years tied to the same man, same job, same small town. Now she is ready to take on the world and maybe, just maybe, have a little fun while doing it.

My fingers curl around the phone, finding strength in it’s strong, solid form. There is only one path in front of me and it screams adventure. I walk forward, determined to meet whatever fate has in store for me. 

I follow the crowd in the direction I saw the guy heading before I got off the train. There is a long escalator leading up to the station above. Everyone stands single file on the left, leaving the right free for those in a rush. I pump my legs, climbing the moving steps, hoping that I’m not too late to catch him at the top. 

As I climb, movement on the downwards escalator catches my attention. I look up to see him moving swiftly in the opposite direction, heading back towards the train. His eyes are narrowed, focused on the stairs under him. His hair is slightly out of pace and there is a crease between his brows. 

My insides flip flop at the brooding look in his eyes. He could be the love interest in any one of the sexy romance stories I secretly love reading. My pussy clenches as my mind conjures up images of this guy shoving me up against a wall or bending me over a table and fucking me all night. 

“Hey,” I call out to him. 

His head snaps up and his eyes land on me. Our paths cross and I lean over, waving his phone at him and pointing to the top. His entire face lights up and I’m smitten. My entire body trembles with anticipation. Blood rushes to my clit, making it tender and eager for attention.

When I make it to the top I stand to the side so that I don’t get in the way of the locals making their way home. Only a few minutes pass before he reaches the top of the escalator. I wave him over and hand him his phone.

“You left this on the train.” Internally I wince. Of course he left it. Can he even understand what I’m saying? I should bow and say hello in Japanese. 

“Thank you. I was too distracted by a beautiful woman that I didn’t notice when it fell out of my pocket.” His voice is deep and sends shivers down my spine. I want him to tell me to do dirty things in that voice. I shake my head, trying to lose those naughty thoughts.

“You’re welcome. Your English is amazing.”

“Thank you. I studied for a few years in America. Are you from America?”

“Yeah. I’m from -”

The phone rings. He bows from the waist and asks for a moment before taking the call. I take a step back, turning slightly, to give him some privacy. Not that I can understand anything he says. Their conversation is in Japanese and it goes so quickly that even if I knew some Japanese I wouldn’t be able to pick up on his conversation. 

I watch as crowds of people wander past. The station name is on the wall and I take a mental note of it so that I can find my way home. I think my hotel is only a few blocks from here. The conversation goes quiet and I turn to see the guy looking at me. His dark eyes trace the curves of my body before he fixes me with an intense stare. 

My heart thuds in my chest. That stare goes straight to my core, making everything clench in need. My pussy is already growing wet from the hunger in his eyes. I know he senses my desire because the corner of his lip curls up into that smirk he gave me on the train. He says something into the phone before hanging up. 

“Thank you for waiting. My name is Sota.” He offers his hand for me to shake. I slip my hand into his and savour his warm, smooth skin. His hand dominates mine in a firm shake. 

“Hi. I’m Anya.”

“It is nice to meet you Anya. I was wondering,” he pauses, bringing my hand to his mouth before gently pressing his lips against the back of it, “would you like to come to dinner with me and my friends?”

A dinner date with a stranger and his friends. I shouldn’t want to go. I can hear my mother’s voice in my head, telling me to be careful. But there is another, much louder, voice in my head. 

Yes. A million times yes. I try my best to keep my face cool and calm. But let’s face it, it’s been a long time since I went on a date or flirted with anyone.

“Sure. That sounds like fun.”

“My friends don’t speak much English but they are excited to meet you. Come.” He gestures toward the gates leading out of the station. I follow him with a huge grin on my face that I try to pass off as sexy. Tonight is going very differently than expected and I’m about to have the adventure of a lifetime. 





Chapter 2


We discuss his time in America and where I’m from as we walk to the restaurant. It’s a small, hole in the wall, kind of place that looks traditional on the outside. Inside is a stylish combination of tradition and modern designs. The waitress greets us at the door before leading us into one of the private rooms in the back. 

She slides open the rice paper door, allowing us to step inside. Our shoes are neatly lined up against the wall before we enter the room. A long, low table surrounded by cushions fills up most of the space. Water is already on the table along with eight table settings. 

Sota says something to the waitress. She bows and leaves us alone in the room. As I move towards one of the cushions Sota reaches out, catching my wrist with his large hand. He pulls me into him, securing me tight against his body with his other muscular arm. 

“You are a very beautiful woman.”

“Thank you.” My eyes drop to his chest as heat spreads across my cheeks. His head dips low until his lips brush against my earlobe. Electricity jolts through my system making my senses come to life. His cologne fills my nose and makes my head swim. I let out a tiny noise before biting my lip. His lips curl into a smirk.

“I want to thank you for returning my phone.” He places gentle kisses on my neck. I can’t help myself and I lean into him. His tongue darts out, tracing a vein in my neck. My entire body is on fire. I grind into him.

“Isn’t that what this dinner is for?”

“Yes.” He chuckles. “But I had something else in mind. If you are interested.” His free hand slides down the curve of my body and squeezes my ass. I rock into him, feeling his growing erection press against my stomach. “May I show you my appreciation?”

I nod. It was all he needed before unleashing himself on me. His mouth covers mine in a rough kiss. He grabs the back of my head, fisting my hair and pulling back so that I’m completely at his mercy. Our tongues dance together before he claims my mouth completely. 

I moan into his mouth, losing myself in his possessive kiss. He pulls my head further back until I hiss. He bites and licks and sucks my neck, sending me into a spiral of pain and pleasure. My clit pulses, begging for some attention of its own. I grind against him again. My efforts earn me a deep growl. 

Sota pulls away for a second. His dark, lust filled eyes scan my face. My hands rest on his chest. I can feel his heart pounding away beneath the muscle there. He wants to fuck me as much as I want to fuck him. A small smirk spreads across my face. I slide my hands down his chest until I reach his belt. His eyes go laser focused on mine as I begin to unbuckle his belt. 

He spins me around with such force that I yelp when my back slams against his chest. He bites the edge of my ear and growls.

“Not yet, Anya.” He whispers my name like a prayer. I tremble as his hands caress my body. One large hand slides under and then up my shirt. The warmth of his hands sends tiny electric shocks over the sensitive skin of my stomach. 

“I want you.” I groan.

My words are bold and I have no idea where they came from or how I found the confidence to say them. But they are true and he knows it. My bravery is rewarded with a hand sliding under my bra and cupping one of my boobs. 

I sigh, leading into his chest. He squeezes my boob and rolls it around in his hand before finding my nipple. I gasp when he pinches it and twists it around. The sensation goes straight to my clit, making them both pulse in need. I grind my ass into him. 

His mouth nips gently at my neck while his free hand unbuttons my jeans. There is a little voice in the back of my head telling me that the waitress, or worse his friends, could walk in at any moment. But when his fingers dip into my underwear my mind goes blank.

His long fingers slide the length of my slit. I buck against his hand when his fingers touch my clit. He taps it again, pulling a gasp and a moan from me. A low chuckle rumbles around his chest. 

“Do you like being fucked by strangers?”

“I’ve never done this before.”

“But your body is so ready for me.” To emphasise his point he slides one finger into my wet folds. I groan. “You like that, slut.”

I tremble against his larger body as he circles the entrance to my pussy. I’ve never been called that word in my life. This is wrong. I don’t know this man. But I can’t stop myself from wanting more from him. 

There is something in the way he calls me a slut that makes me more turned on than I should be. It’s as though that word has power and all I need to do is lean into it. 

“I am a slut. I want your cock inside me.” I reach up and grab the back of his head and pull him down so I can whisper in his ear. “Make me your slut and fuck me.”

Sota growls against my neck. The muscles in his chest and arms tighten with barely contained power. I groan out into the room when his fingers finally plunge into my pussy. They slide in, stretching me as they search for my g-spot. I cry out when he finds it. His fingers go to work stroking it. 

My senses go into overdrive. His smell, my panting and the feeling of his fingers working my sensitive spot make my head swim. I moan with every stroke until his other hand closes over my mouth. He keeps me pinned against him as he finger fucks my pussy. 

I buck against him as I’m forced higher and higher into my own bliss. When I can’t take it anymore I bite his fingers, which earns me another growl. 

Someone slides open the door and says something that I don’t understand. My heart skids to a stop but Sota continues stroking my pussy. He says something back to the person. Then several people enter the room. 

His friends.

I pull against him, trying to get away. 

“Shh, it’s okay. It’s just my friends.”

I mumble against his fingers but he doesn’t let go. His fingers stop but remain buried inside me. 

“You don’t need to feel ashamed. You are beautiful and I want to share you with my friends. We will make tonight extra special for you.”

My brain slowly makes sense of what he said. He wants to share me with his friends. They want to fuck me. Together. My pussy clamps down on Sota’s fingers. Can I do that? Can I have sex with more than one man at the same time? Before tonight my entire sex life was missionary and disappointment. In the short few minutes I’ve had with Sota it’s like I’m experiencing pleasure for the first time. 

When I held that phone in my hand I made the decision to trust fate and see this adventure to the end. And right now this path has led me to the back of a restaurant in a room full of men who want to fuck me. 

And I like it.

I shouldn’t.

But I want it.

I relax into Sota’s chest. I didn’t expect this and I don’t know what I’m doing but I want to try. Whatever tonight brings me I will take. I nod against Sota’s hand. He purrs into my ear.

“Good slut. We will take care of you tonight.”

He looks over his shoulder and says something to his friends. Two of them come around to stand in front of me. The other one pulls my arms back behind Sota and holds them in place so that I’m completely at their mercy. A thrill travels though my body and makes both of my nipples press hard against my bra. 

Both of the men in front of me grin and nudge each other when they see my erect nipples. Sota says something to them. They pull at my top, lifting it and my bra up so that my boobs are free. Their hands caress the delicate skin of my chest. 

One of the men looks at me and says “good” before he captures my nipple in his mouth. The other follows suit so that both men are sucking on my tits. I pant into Sota’s hand. His fingers start moving in my pussy again. 

He moves quickly, powerfully stroking my insides. The extra sensation of having my nipples sucked has me squirming against Sota. The man holding my arms pulls a little harder, bringing me even closer to Sota. I can feel his large dick pressing against my ass. 

I grind against him and arch my back, giving the men at my tits more access. They flick their tongues against my nipples before nibbling at them. I moan and mumble against Sota’s firm hand. He lowers his hand just enough for me to speak.

“Fuck me.”

“Hmm?”

“Please fuck me. Make me your slut.”

Sota licks my neck in response before sealing my mouth with his hand again. His fingers dig into my g-spot, sending a jolt through my body. Then his thumb finds my clit and my eyes roll back in my head. 

His fingers ravage me while his friends suck on my tits. I spiral higher and higher until my orgasm hits so hard that I scream into Sota’s hand. My hips buck against his hand. The others hold onto my hips as I ride Sota’s fingers. His hand stills, giving my heart rate a chance to normalise before he removes his fingers. 

The guy holding my arms lets go. The two who were sucking my tits grab me when I wobble, still coming down from my orgasm. I turn to see Sota licking my juices from his fingers. In an instant my pussy clenches again. I want him inside me. I want all of them inside me. 

I grab for one of his friends, determined to enjoy every minute of tonight that I can. Sota’s fingers grip my waist and he leads me to the table. He sits at the head and places me on the cushion closest to him. His friends take up their places around us and talk excitedly. 

“Aren’t you going to fuck me?” 

“We will,” Sota says, stroking my arm, “when the others come.”

“Others?” My eyes go wide as I look at the remaining empty places. Three more people are coming. He wants me to take on seven men. I swallow. I should be nervous or even fearful but all I feel is excitement. 

One of the friends says something to Sota. He turns to me.

“He says that when the others come he wants to be the first one to eat your pussy.” 

I lick my lips and nod at him. He says something again and nudges his friend. We don’t have to wait long before others arrive. As they come in they bow to Sota and then me before taking their place around the table. The waitress comes in and takes the room’s order from Sota before leaving us again. They speak for a while about business. The man next to me starts clearing the table setting from in front of me. 

I wiggle on the cushion. My pussy is hungry for more so I use the pressure of my legs closed together to alleviate some of that need. Sota must have noticed what I was doing because his hand reaches under the table and squeezes my leg. 

He says something to the group and then nods at me. Their eyes fall to me and I smile, nodding my head. I’m met with seven wicked grins. Desire burns in my core as one of them gets up and removes my top. I wiggle out of my jeans and underwear as the guy from before helps me onto the table so that my ass is almost hanging off the edge. 

Without warning he buries his face between my legs, tongue sliding the length of my slit before circling my clit. I gasp and arch my back, almost coming off the table. I look around the room at the other men as they unzip their trousers and pull out their cocks. 

One man kneels on the table next to me. I lean over and take his cock into my mouth. He says something before rocking into my mouth. I glide my tongue over the length of his shaft and circle his head. I don’t understand Japanese but I’m sure he is swearing. 

Someone grabs my hand and clasps it around their cock. I tug on it, moving my thumb up and over his head. There is a bead of precum just waiting for me to massage into the sensitive skin of his dick. He jerks his hips when I take his cock in my mouth. 

I alternate between the cocks thrust in my face; sucking, pulling, stoking, tugging. One man unloads himself on my chest. Another man plays with my nipples. I whimper when the man between my legs stops sucking on my clit. 

I pull one man’s cock out of my mouth with a pop to look between my legs. Kneeling before me is Sota. His thick cock is in his hand. He grins at me while he circles my entrance with his cock. I rock my hips, trying to catch him. He chuckles and says something to the others that gets him a round of laughs. 

I pout at him. He grins and lowers his face to my pussy and drags his tongue all the way up my slit and past my clit. I moan. Our eyes never leave each other.

“You want my cock?”

“Yes. I want your big cock inside me.”

“My American slut.” He slaps my pussy and roughly rubs my clit. I jolt from the sudden shock then pleasure. “You want all of their cocks?”

“Yes.”

He slaps me again. 

“Good.”

The others repeat the word and stroke my body. Sota puts his cock against my entrance and pushes the head of his cock into me. I groan in discomfort at first but the pain turns to pleasure when he pushes further into me until I’ve taken in as much as I can. My insides clench around him. 

His eyes are dark and an animalistic instinct takes over him as he begins pounding into me. My boobs bounce with every ferocious thrust. I moan around the cock in my mouth and fist the ones in my hands. Sota hammers into me, stretching my pussy further than it’s ever been stretched.

His hands grip my thighs, spreading me open even further as he pounds into me. I rock my hips, meeting every thrust as I take in every cock I can. Someone comes in my mouth. I suck out every last drop before cleaning his dick and moving onto the next man. 

The room is filled with grunting and panting and my own moans as I’m ganged by a group of Japanese business men. Sota’s pace quickens and this thrusts get more and more powerful until he grunts, hilting himself in me. Hot cum shoots into my pussy and I gasp around a cock. He pulls out and I feel his cum spill out of my pussy and down my ass cheeks. 

Another man takes Sota’s place and he thrusts into me. Hands hold me down as I spasm. Fingers pinch and pull my nipples. Someone rubs my clit, sending sparks through my body. I take all of them in my mouth or in my pussy. They fill me with their cum and I accept all of it. 

I cry out when someone rubs my clit while someone else pounds into my pussy. They hit my g-spot and my world tilts sideways. My orgasm builds with every thrust until I’m crying out in ecstasy. My body spasm and trembles under the countless hands holding me down. The man between my legs pumps into me one last time before pulling out. 

Hot cum drips out of my pussy and onto the table. I look down to see his head disappear between my legs. I shiver as his tongue licks my pussy clean. He pats my thighs when he is done. I slide off the table and onto my cushion. 

My entire body trembles from both exhaustion and the remnants of my orgasms. I take a moment to look around the room. The men have put themselves back together. No one could tell that only moments ago they were jerking off over my body. 

Gentle hands wipe the cum off my chest and help me back into my clothes. I only half pay attention as someone leaves the room. My attention quickly turns to Sato and the fingers that stroke my thigh. 

“Did you enjoy that?”

I nod and look down at the place setting that someone fixed for me. Anyone walking into this room wouldn’t be able to tell that anything happened. Everything is exactly as it was when we entered. 

“What’s wrong?”

“I thought you were crazy when you suggested that I take all of their cocks. I didn’t think I could do it but…”

“But?”

I turn to him and smile.

“But I really enjoyed it and I want to do it again. I want to do more.”

He smirks and caresses my cheek.

“Later. For now we will eat.”

The door slides open and the man returns with several waitresses. They fill the table with food and drink. When they leave Sota and the others raise their drinks to me. They say something that I assume is a cheers and drink. I join them and laugh along with them when they try to speak in broken English. 

As I tuck into my dinner I look around the room and then at Sota. I took a risk tonight. I could have stayed on that train and gone back to my hotel and continued on my life path. Instead I chose adventure and I followed that path to here and I couldn’t be happier. 
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