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Author’s Note

I started writing this story ages ago, then forgot about it. I found it on an old hard disk and decided to finish it. Of course, once I got to the end, another idea sprang to mind…so yeah, this could end up leading to something else.

As mentioned before, it would be really cool if you could press those little stars at the end. If you are worried about people seeing you liked a kink fetish book, then worry not, people can’t see what you are rating. Same as if you leave a review, you can change the reviewer’s name! So, you know, please do. Oh, once I work out how to do it, I might even do a mailing list, so please subscribe to that, as and when.

Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. I recently started an Instagram account (@juliagwenslater), though I’m not really a social media person. I just can’t get into it, but feel free to add me and once in a while I try to post a picture of myself.

Funnily enough, I have been chatting with a sissy in the US recently. She’s a bit of an influencer, and really hot. It made me realise how many of you girls are out there. She’s single and really believes she won’t be able to find a Mistress, which is crazy, because once you are in this community, you suddenly realise there are a lot of dominant women who love sissies and cuckolding. I think what I’m trying to say is, don’t give up.

I am a woman in a top position in a German multinational, where thankfully my bosses know about my proclivities and tolerate them. In my company, in various offices, I’ve met dozens of women who share my love for BDSM and Female Domination. We do exist.

Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.
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1 – Welcome to Tokyo

The hustle and bustle of Tokyo was something to actually be admired.  In any other city in the world, I would probably have had a panic attack, but in Tokyo, everything seemed to just work.  The people move, nobody knocks into one another, and everyone makes it to their destinations without hassle.  I’ve lived in Japan for three years, and in all that time, I have never had anything stolen, never been pickpocketed.  I could literally walk around with a roll of cash in my hands, in the dead of night, and I know nothing would happen. 

The one thing I would say about Japan is, they are mindful of foreigners.  Some say they are xenophobic, but it’s not the case.  They love and respect their culture, and they love to show off their culture.  They adore tourists, and one of the first things I learned when I came to visit was to make a Japanese friend first before travelling, and that friend would be by your side the whole time, showing you parts of Japan the guides don’t tell you about. 

However, once you move to Japan, that’s a slightly different story.  They don’t have a problem with it, but they are cautious as to your intentions and what you do with the opportunity to live in their great land.  I learned Japanese as fast as possible and emersed myself in the Japanese culture, to the point that in my local district I could go to the local bar, which is essentially a tiny room with one desk, and the whole place greets me like an old friend.  You show them respect, and they show you respect, that’s how it works.

So how did a tall, skinny, very white, British 25-year-old guy, end up living in Japan?

I had just completed my university course in Business Relations, and the job market in the UK was not really going the way I wanted.  Sure, there were jobs going, but essentially, I would have to go into sales to get anywhere, and I simply didn’t want to do that.  I had been to Japan on holiday a couple of times as a child, I was obsessed by all things Japanese, so I decided to see what job opportunities were available over there. The internet presented me with my opportunity.  Akai Ceramics was offering western university graduates the chance to study an MBA program, learn Japanese, and work part-time for them.  In fact, many Japanese companies were offering such programs, so it was essentially take your pick, but the one with Akai was in Tokyo, so I decided to apply for that one.

Now, in the western world, when you apply for a job, or a scholarship, or university, it sometimes takes weeks before you hear anything back, but not, it seemed, with Japanese companies.  I received an email offering me a selection of timeslots, which when I selected one, created a meeting invite and a Teams meeting. 

My meeting was with a young woman name Yui.  She was an HR representative from Akai who was managing the program.  We spent twenty minutes talking about my background, my past trips to Japan, and my interest in Japan.  She was very friendly with a soft voice.  Her English was fantastic.

When it came to questions from me, I asked the one most on my mind.  “What does Akai get out of this program?”

She smiled at me and nodded.  “Akai Ceramics started out in ceramics and textiles, but grew over time into electronics, automotive components, metallurgy, and much more.  Today, we operate globally, even with our own clothing chain, Fenzo.” She explained.  I knew Fenzo; affordable clothing, great designs, no stores in my area, which sucked.  Yui continued.  “As we grow our business, we want to grow with people who understand the culture of our company and can help us fit into other cultures.  It is important that we fit into a multicultural world, but never forget our roots.”  That made a lot of sense.  By taking young people across and helping them get started and learn the business, it would ready them to go out in the world in the Japanese environment. 

After a few more questions regarding accommodation, which would be taken care of, money, and so on, Yui explained that I would be placed on a list of approved applicants from her side.  Of course, that got me excited, but then she continued.  The applicants list would then be sent on, whereby a panel would review the notes and make a decision on the final ten. 

“How many applicants are there?” I asked.

“Right now, about two thousand,” she explained, and my heart sank.  She smiled.  “Do not worry.  Many of the applicants are from India, not that this is a problem, but let’s just say they are simply trying to see where they can get to, and many have falsified university degrees.  By the time we have completed our final list, we will be down to I think a hundred.”

Still, that was a lot. 

“When do you expect a decision to be made?” I asked.

“The decision will be made by 12:30, Japanese Time, on Tuesday, next week.” She told me, confident about the time and date.

“Oh, right.  Great.” I told her, clearly impressed.

That evening, I let my parents know what I had done and informed them of the opportunity.  Both told me it would be a fantastic opportunity to get a leg up in the industry, and that they were extremely proud of me.  Being born into a middle-class family, I knew that I was privileged but at the same time, I was always grateful for what I had, and for the support of my parents.

The next several days were nerve-racking, to the point where I was struggling to sleep.  In my mind, I was already telling myself I had it, that I was going to live in Japan.  I was imagining my life there, dreaming about how things would be.  As the days went on, I began to doubt myself.  I began feeling ill with worry; what if it didn’t pan out?  Would I really need to get a shitty job in the UK for a company I didn’t like?  I fell asleep Monday night, expecting an email a little after noon, completely forgetting that she said JST, not GMT. 

“I GOT IT!” I screamed at the top of my lungs, waking up the house. 

Something got me up at five in the morning, and something made me check my mail on my phone, and there it was, approval from Akai Ceramics.  If my parents or my younger sister were upset about me waking them, they didn’t say it.  Instead, they hugged me and then my mother sobbed as she realized how far away I’d be. 

I moved a month later.  Akai told me they were putting me in temporary corporate accommodation which I would share with the other successful applicants.  I had expected something small, like pod rooms or something, but instead, we were given a modern, two-storey air-conditioned house, with all the mod-cons necessary, including a desk in my room, a flat-screen TV, huge American-style fridge, and so on. 

I would be sharing the house with three other men, two American, Chris and Tanner, one French, Paul.  Chris had graduated from MIT and was quite the geek, with thick glasses, a chubby belly, and quite honestly, boring taste in clothes.  He was going to be doing an MBA, but also learning about Akai’s lean production system.  Tanner looked more like one of those Republican jocks you see in the movies, and dressed as such too.  He had neatly combed blonde hair, perfect teeth, and dressed as if he was about to attend some sort of Ivy League school event, in beige trousers and a white and blue cross-hatched sweater.  He couldn’t have been more different though.  “I’m a staunch democrat,” he told me, “Hate Drumpf with a passion, and quite honestly think guns should be banned.”  Oh, and his favourite music was really hard techno, which was pretty cool. 

Paul, on the other hand, was a bit of a loner at first, nervous.  I thought it might have been a language or cultural thing, until we found out that he was gay and enjoyed dressing up in drag.  He was clearly nervous about how we might react when we found out.  Of course, we found out because we were all sharing a space together and we saw him wearing panties.  Chris noticed it and asked about it, and Paul shared all, dejected and scared.

“Cool.” We all said, looking at each other and nodding. 

“Yeah, you wanna dress up, I don’t mind.” Tanner shrugged.

I nodded.  “It’s the twenty-first century mate, nobody cares.  Dress how you like.”

Finally, Paul relaxed.  Of course, he didn’t really dress up at home at first, but eventually, he found a drag club where he actually got a gig performing as a young Madonna, and he would dress-up at home before heading out.  He was nervous about going alone at first, so we would always accompany him to make sure he was safe, and quite honestly, the bar was good fun, and we had cheaper drinks as Paul’s guests.

Fast-forward three years, and of course, my MBA was complete, and I was working full-time for Akai Ceramics as Manager of Growth Strategy – Fenzo Brands, Europe.  My Japanese was coming along really well, and honestly, I was having the best time.

Akai offered a stipend for each of us to get our own apartments, or we could continue to use the house provided to us.  Given how much accommodation cost in Tokyo, we agreed to continue sharing our house.

On the partner front, Tanner did the best out of all of us.  He was scoring all sorts of chicks.  The Japanese women loved the blonde hair, but at the same time, he was struggling to find a partner who actually wanted to settle down.  Chris met a German girl in a karaoke bar fairly recently, and they seemed to be getting on well.  Paul met another French guy and they had been dating on and off but it didn’t seem to be going anywhere.  In my case, I really, really wanted to date a Japanese girl, but I had yet to succeed.  I was not sure why but they simply weren’t interested in me.  Not that I was sexless these last few years; after all, there was quite the sizeable expat community in Tokyo, but it wasn’t what I was after.

There is another thing about me.

I have always been submissive, but there was something about dominant Asian women which massively turned me on.  Anytime I saw a tough Asian girl in a movie, dressed in leather or latex, I would go insane.  Fuck, Lucy Liu in that Mel Gibson movie?  Holy shit!  However, I would’ve even taken a dominant westerner, if there was one available, but I was not so lucky.  I even tried posting online, and using apps, but no such luck. 

When it came to work, I had no idea how long I would be posted in Japan.  I had heard stories about westerners who stayed in Japan, and then of others who were moved back abroad.  In my case, my boss kept telling me what a great job I was doing for them, and how pleased he was with my decision to join them.  Daisuke actually became quite a good friend and drinking partner, especially after a Saturday playing golf.  He was forever trying to set me up with girls, but it never worked out.

It was as I was on the way to one of Daisuke’s garden parties that I met Niko.  She was a tall, sexy, slim Japanese girl, in her mid-twenties, with dark made-up eyes, and strong features.  She came across as amazingly confident.  Of course, I didn’t know her name was Niko when I first saw her, nor did I ever imagine I would see her in that huge metropolis ever again.  It was on the train out of Tokyo heading towards Fujikawaguchiko where Daisuke and his wife had their weekend house, that I saw Niko sat with another pretty girl, two rows down from me.  They were chatting away in Japanese, and I tried to ignore them, but my eyes kept drawing towards Niko.  She was stunning in every way, and annoyingly, my constant leering at her was beginning to draw her attention, and not in a good way.  I say annoyingly, because it was clear she was quite disgusted with me, and that just made her look prettier and more dominant.  It was a vicious circle.

Finally, I pulled myself away and focused on my book. 

“See that foreigner over there?” Niko said in Japanese to her friend.  “He keeps staring at me, as if I’d be interested in him.”

The friend, who I later found out was called Sara and was actually Niko’s cousin, smiled inwardly.  “I don’t know.  It might be fun to play with a foreigner.”

“Only if you mean play with him as in tie him up and beat his ass.”

“Come on Niko, I thought you said BDSM is about consent.”

“He’d consent.  Anyone can see what a little bitch he is.”

Part of me wanted to run over there and kiss her feet, and part of me wanted to laugh at the fact that they thought I couldn’t understand them.  For a moment, I considered going over and telling them I understood, just out of politeness, but then I thought, maybe it would be better to keep my mouth shut; after all, that would probably just scare them off.

As the train pulled into Fujikawaguchiko, I stood, picking up my overnight bag as Daisuke said that others would be spending the night, so I should too.  The girls appeared to be getting off too, and I assumed they were going hiking around Mount Fuji.  Then I realised that neither Niko’s sexy short black lace skirt nor the black lace corset, or the sexy heeled boots, were appropriate for climbing a mountain. 

Walking past the girls, Niko looked me up and down in a condescending way, mumbling that I was a “disgusting piece of filth for staring at girls” in Japanese.  She wasn’t wrong.  It was wrong of me to stare and I felt horrible. 

Ignoring her, I continued to walk, getting out of the train and walking out into the parking lot where Daisuke was waiting for me. 

“Ah! Max, welcome!” He called out, arms stretched wide.  He was in his early thirties, but there were times I felt like he looked younger than me.  This was one of them.  We shook hands and then he looked behind me.  “Ah, and you arrived on the same train!” He smiled.

I turned to look at who he was talking about, and saw Niko and Sara stood there, looking at me in shock and a little disappointment.  I sighed. 

“What’s the matter?” Daisuke asked in surprise.

“I think I embarrassed myself on the train.” I told him.  “I was just fascinated by this girl’s beauty and I think I stared a little too long.”

“You did!” Niko spat.

Daisuke bent over, laughing.  “This is Miss Niko, my Hina’s cousin, and this is Sara, Hina’s sister.” Hina was Daisuke’s wife.  “Ladies, this is Max, he works with me at Akai.”

Suddenly, Sara began giggling uncontrollably, to the point Niko asked her what was so funny.  Sara replied in Japanese.  “Hina told me about him.  He speaks almost perfect Japanese.”

It took a moment for Niko to realise what she was being told, but finally, it clicked and her face twisted into recognition and embarrassment.  All of a sudden, she switched to being apologetic. 

“I’m so sorry.” She told me, looking down in shame.  “I shouldn’t have made assumptions, and I certainly should never have spoken about you in such a way.”

I actually laughed.  “Niko, it’s fine, really.  I shouldn’t have been staring.  That is so creepy, I’m sorry.”

We climbed into the car, with the girls getting into the back and me joining Daisuke in the front.  Daisuke joked that Niko is a hard-assed bitch anyway, and that I shouldn’t worry about anything she had to say, to which Niko called him all sorts of names in Japanese. 

“How long have you been in Japan?” Niko asked me.

“A little over three years.  But I’ve been here before on holiday.  I love everything about this place.”

“Don’t you find the people a little tight?  Too stuck in their ways?” She asked me.  I had a feeling that there was something hidden behind her question, and I supposed it was something to do with her lifestyle. 

I shrugged. “The culture is what makes Japan great.  I think there is a certain amount of flexibility in the culture, I mean, look at the whole Kawaii fashion.  The west would freak if someone wore that out, but here nobody bats an eyelid.”

Behind me, I saw Niko shrug and then look out of the window.  Once more, I caught myself staring, and I sighed, turning back around.  There was something so perfect about her, that long black hair, the tiny waist which I could probably put my hands around, the B-cup boobs, which were not large, but suited her perfectly. 

Daisuke’s weekend house was a beautiful mix of wood and white wall.  It was not huge, but it definitely was not small.  What was big was the garden, which expanded out and was perfectly cultured and cropped, with amazing Sakura trees, small streams of water, and various flowers and plants. 

There were already about ten guests drinking beer and chatting.  I was the only gaijin or, foreigner, but everyone seemed to accept me without question, and made me feel very welcome.  In fact, Niko and Sara spent most of the time with me, and I assumed it was because I was closest to their age.

Daisuke’s wife Hina was already someone I knew well, and I also knew what a fantastic cook she was.  She had prepared an amazing buffet of food, from sushi, to noodles, fish, steaks, and more.  I absolutely adored the food in Japan, but Hina’s cooking was something very special.

“So I heard you and Niko had bit of fun on train.” Hina giggled, her soft voice heavily accented as she spoke English to me when we were alone together.  That was something fairly usual for me, most people who spoke English, wanted to speak it with me, I guessed to train.

I smiled at her and allowed a laugh of embarrassment.  “Yeah, I was being a typical man and staring.”

She waved her hand gently. “Ah, no, no.  You don’t worry.  She is like that to everybody.  She is very bad to men.  Erm, she like men to, erm, do what she say, yes?”

“I guessed that.” I smiled, blushing a little.

Then she grinned.  “That you like, yes?”

Once again, I blushed, more than last time.  “I, no, well, how; why do you think that?”

She leaned forward.  “I no blind.  You like Japanese girl, but we, erm, too, what is word?”

“You can say it in Japanese.” I told her in Japanese.

“Submissive.” She said in Japanese, and we continued like that.  “We are more the types to look after men.  And I think you don’t want that; you want to look after women.  This is nice.”

“But how did you know?  What did I do to make you think that?”

She giggled, this time covering her mouth with her hands.  “We introduced you to many girls, very pretty girls, and I could see how you acted around them.  At first, I just thought you are very polite, but then I realised how much you wanted to serve them.  It’s very nice.”

I sighed and shook my head, laughing, and as I hung my head, something occurred to me.  This was all a setup.  She had invited Sara, knowing full well she would bring Niko, and knowing that we would get together. “You set me up.” I laughed in English.

“I never tell.” She sang, walking away, just as Niko approached.

The tall sexy Japanese girl was smiling for the first time as she looked at me, her head tilting slightly.  I saw her hands were empty.  “No drink?” I asked her.

“Just finished.” She said.

“Want another?”

For a moment, she regarded me, trying to read me, and then she nodded slowly. 

“I’ll be right back.” I told her.

“Be quick.”

I was back moments later, handing her the beer.  “Kanpai.” I said, and we clinked glasses before taking a drink. “So, erm, what is it you do?” I asked, trying to start a conversation.

“Journalist.” She replied quickly, and then changing the subject.  “Why were you so infatuated by me on the train?”  I couldn’t believe how direct she was.  In fact, I was so stunned by her question, that I couldn’t actually get an answer out.  “Answer fast, otherwise I’ll just think you are a typical male pervert and walk away.”

Taking in a deep breath, I said, “I have not managed to find a girl here because I have a certain type.”

“What type?”

“The,” here goes nothing, “dominant type.”

Still staring at me, reading me.  And then she broke into a smile; her dark lips curling up sinisterly almost.  “Thank you.  I forgive you then.”

“You don’t think I’m weird then?”

“You understood us on the train, so you know full well I don’t think you are weird.  I am a little mad at Hina for not telling me that this was a setup, but not much, obviously.  What experience do you have?” She asked, and as I looked at her blankly, she realised that I had none.  “So how do you know you want to be dominated?”

That was a strange question for me, as I never really considered it, I just simply was.  I knew it.  Every time I saw a dominant woman, I just wanted to get down on my knees and kiss her feet.  I needed it, it was an urge I couldn’t explain, so I asked her how she knew she wanted to be dominant.

“Touché.” She responded.  “But I have vastly more experience than you, so we will need to start slowly, learn your limits.  Have you ever been to a professional dominatrix?”

“Erm,” I had.  It was a horrible experience and I hated every moment of it.  For hours, I anguished over why it simply didn’t work out, and then I realised, it was not what she was doing, or who she was, but rather my connection to her.  “Yes, but it didn’t work out.”

“Why not?”

“Because there was no connection.  I didn’t feel anything for her, and she didn’t for me.”

Niko nodded slowly, showing she understood.  “Are you expecting to have sex with me?”

I knew full well that submissives did not have sex with their dommes, if it was just a pure D/s relationship, but was that all I wanted?  In fact, I was wondering if any loving relationship could flourish if it was built on a foundation of humiliation and domination only.

“You don’t want a relationship, do you?” I asked her.

She shook her head.  “No.  I don’t date men.”

“You’re a lesbian?”

“No. I’m pansexual, but I don’t date men.  I am a sadist.  I enjoy hurting men, both physically and emotionally; I certainly will not allow a man to hurt me.  If I end up dating you, and you break my heart, I will not be the woman I am.  I’m sorry, this is just who I am, and if you want to be my submissive, then you need to accept that is all you will ever be.”

I could feel my heart breaking with each syllable she spoke.  I knew she would be perfect for me, but something happened to her which ruined her trust in men, and I couldn’t be the one to put it back together.

“I’m sorry you feel that way.” I told her.  “I…” I sighed and shook my head.  “Good luck Niko.  I mean that.” And I walked away from her, not daring to look back.

The rest of the day and evening I spent trying to avoid her.  I could feel her eyes burning into my back, and I really hoped I hadn’t made an enemy out of her.  As the night wore on, the alcohol changed, and soon we were downing shots of sake.  Daisuke asked why I was not chatting to Niko, and I told him that she was not looking for a relationship.  He seemed a bit confused about that as apparently, she kept talking about how it was impossible to meet the right guy.

“My friend, I am apparently not that guy.” I slurred out.

“Hmmm.” He frowned, looking over at Niko as we sat on the beautiful wooden deck.  “Is probably for the best anyway.”

“How so?” I asked.

Daisuke looked at the girl for a brief moment with a solemn frown.  “Complicated girl.”

There were two bedrooms on the ground floor.  I was given one, and Niko and Sara were given the other.  I collapsed onto the futon and tried to imagine a world where rooms didn’t spin.  I could handle my drink, but this was ridiculous.  It was as I was contemplating the futility of trying to sleep knowing full well how sick I would be in the morning, that I heard the door slide open, and Niko step inside.  With a groan I turned to face her, only to realise that she was stark naked and walking as if she was on a ship in rough seas. 

“Why you no want this, huh?” She snarled, trying to find a way over to me.  I stared at her amazing, firm body, her pierced nipples, belly and shaven pussy and I wanted nothing more than to tell her I wanted her.  “I thought you worship me, and you no wan me.” She slurred, falling onto me and grabbing my face hard.  “You know how hard it is to find good slave?”

“I do want you, but you don’t want me.” I told her.

“Ah, why do you men have to mix love into everything?  Why you must put your cocks in pussy huh?  Stupid assholes.” She whined, before dropping her head down on my shoulder.  “Stupid.” She mumbled, before falling fast asleep.  I tried to slide out from under her, but she moaned and grabbed me, so instead, I pulled the blanket up and then wondered what I was supposed to do with an erection, a naked drunk dominatrix, in my boss’ house, which was now spinning rather fast. 

“I’ll never drink again.” I moaned.


2 – Friends, no benefits

For two weeks, I focused on work and tried to put Niko out of my mind.  My friends were supportive.  They all knew full well about my kinks, with Paul telling me that it was a shame I was not into men, because he loved domination.  In fact, over those three years, and with a substantial amount of alcohol in my system, I had come very close to asking Paul to do exactly that, very close.  But during those two weeks, I heard all the usual things, such as she isn’t worth it anyway, and plenty more fish in the sea.

I had awoken that morning after the party with Niko still in my arms, seemingly asleep.  I tried, again, to slip away but she grabbed me.  “Too early, stay here.” She mumbled.

“You’re awake?” I asked quietly.

“Yes.  Head hurts.”

“Oh, so you remember last night then?”

“Yes.  Shut up.” She told me, and I assumed she simply didn’t want to talk about it, but then she said, “Stupid boy,” before slapping my balls hard, but then leaving her hand on them and using them like stress balls.  “You can masturbate if you want.” She mumbled.

My cock was jutting upright, hard as nails, but I was too confused by her.  This whole situation was confusing, was she interested in me or not? 

She finally opened her eyes and pulled back the blanket to reveal her sexy naked body again.  “Go on, masturbate.  If you really think I’m sexy, then cum for me.” She told me. I grabbed my cock and began to rub myself, staring at her. “Fucking disgusting pervert.” She hissed, but she smiled as she said it.  “You want me so much, but you can’t have me.” I lasted about two seconds before I came.

“Shit, sorry.” I told her, and she laughed, not a nasty vindictive laugh, but a more feminine giggle. 

“It’s fine. I’ll take it as a compliment.” Then she leaned over, licking up the cum, before then drizzling it from her mouth, over my face and into my own mouth.  Then without a word, she left to go take a shower.

“Fuck.” I moaned. 

We headed home on the same train, making idle chit-chat about the world, about the UK and my thoughts on Japan, before saying our goodbyes.  We never exchanged contact details, and given the conversation we had had previously, I doubt either of us was interested.

Two weeks later though, I received a text message.  “Beer after work?” It was from an unknown number.

“Who is this?” I wrote back.

“Niko.”

I must have stared at that message for about ten minutes, before writing back.  “Why?”

“Why not?  I think we became friends…or didn’t we?”

“Sure, yes.  Sorry.  Sure, let’s meet.”

“Or is this weird for you?”

“No, it’s fine.”

She texted me the name of a bar, somewhere in Shinjuku and I raised an eyebrow, wondering why we would meet in such a touristy district.  Then I began to wonder whether it was Hina or Daisuke who gave her my phone number.

“It was Hina.” Daisuke told me.  “She is adamant that you should both be together, that you are perfect for each other.  Me personally?  I don’t see it.  You’re too ugly, and she’s too crazy.”

“Pah, us foreign devils are all ugly to you.” I laughed.

He pointed at me.  “That’s right.  You all look the same.” It was a running joke we had, and we both knew neither meant any offence.  I was very lucky to have a boss and friend as good as Daisuke.  “So are you meeting her?”

“Yes, I am.  But tell me something.  Did Hina pressure her into meeting me, or did Niko ask for the number?”

“I’ll tell you, but you have to tell me something after.” He said, pointing at me again, as he did when he wanted to make a point.

“Okay.” I replied, wondering where this was going.

“Niko asked for it.  Now tell me, did you have sex with my wife’s cousin in my weekend house?  Did you dishonour my home?”

“No, I did not!” I replied, slightly uncertain if he was being serious or not.

“Then you’re an idiot.  I heard from Sara that she practically threw herself at you.  She walked into your room naked!”

“She was drunk!  I was drunk!”

“Pah, you’s a pussy.” He said, point his finger again.

“I’m an honourable gentleman,” I laughed, walking out of the room.

“Pussy!”

The Shinjuku district of Tokyo is the one you are most likely to see in movies.  Bright, bustling, and packed full of bars and clubs, it is one of the most fantastic and bizarre places on Earth, and it was about to get even more so, as I walked up outside the bar and realised it was some sort of Kawaii bar, where girls and even some men, were dressed up in lacy little dresses and bizarre outfits.  Shaking my head, I walked in, and found Niko sat alone waiting.  She was wearing a short pink and black lace skirt, and a black Hello Kitty satin crop top.  Her long black hair had been pulled into two pig tails, with the front pulled down into a neatly combed fringe.

“Am I late?” I asked, wondering why she was there already.

“No, I was early.” She replied, giving me a small bow in greeting.

“What are we drinking?” I asked her, giving a wry smile in acknowledgement to the fact that I hadn’t actually touched a drink since that night.

“I take it you don’t want to get drunk?” She smiled.  “I’m going with beer.”

“Deal.” I said, before looking around at the bright pink bar.  “So why here?”

“A friend of mine owns it.”  She shrugged.

“In Shinjuku?” I asked, surprised.  To own a bar in that neighbour took more than just money, it also took clout.  There was no doubt in my mind that most bars had some sort of connection to the Yakuza, the Japanese mafia, which was sort of legal, but in ways I didn’t really understand.

Niko smiled at me.  “You didn’t see my tattoo, did you?”

“No?”

“So you weren’t looking at my ass.” She laughed.  “I have a dragon tattoo on my left buttock.  My affiliation to the Sureiyā Yakuza tribe.”

“Help me understand.  The Yakuza are the mafia?” I said quietly.

“Yes and no.  You need to understand that there are different tribes.  Some work to extort money, others work for control.  All work to a code which must be strictly adhered to.  My tribe is the first to help those in need.  It was also the first to respond when the tsunami hit.  We do not extort money from the innocent, but rather seek to make it in legitimate ways, such as this business.”

I sighed.  “So I shouldn’t be scared?”

Again, she laughed.  “No, you really shouldn’t be.  If you don’t do anything to upset the Yakuza, then they won’t care about you, it’s that simple.  Crime is very low in Japan, and we want it to stay that way.”

That made sense.  The Yakuza families, or tribes, simply wanted to make money, but were essentially loyal to their land. 

“We are called a necessary evil.” She smiled again.

“You say we, so you are quite involved?” I asked.

“Do you really want to know about this?  I mean, it’s not important to you, at least, I hope not, and probably the less you know the better.”

I shrugged.  “You maybe right.  Let’s change the subject.  Why did you want to meet me?”

She looked down at her beer, trying to contemplate how to respond to me.  It was in that moment that I recognised something from her body language, as I had exactly the same when I felt lonely.  Except, this wasn’t about loneliness from a lack of friends, but rather friends who understood.  Before she could respond, I answered for her.

“It’s horrible, isn’t it?  Knowing that you can’t really talk about it with people you know?” It was more a statement than a question, but I knew what she was going through.  As supportive as my parents and sister were, I never once got up the courage to talk to them about my feelings or yearnings.

“You know, I think if I came out as a lesbian, these days, nobody would care.” Said Niko.  “But say you want a man to bark like a dog for you when you want, and everyone thinks you are insane.  I sometimes feel lost.  And, well, what you said was sort of right.  I can find a guy who wants to be dominated but it all feels forced.  Either they are people who just get off on it for themselves, topping from the bottom, or they are people who just don’t get it at all.  I get you want a connection, and I guess I do too, but I can’t do the love thing too.  I don’t want to be a wife, or a girlfriend.” She moaned. 

A selfish part of me wanted to ask her again why she called me, but at the same time, I knew that was my own personal brooding, and would only serve to anger her.  Instead, I decided to do what I was asked out for in the first place; be the friend.

“What about a woman?  Do you not want to try dominating a woman?” I asked her.

She snorted out a laugh and shook her head.  “Oh please, in Japan?  Give me a challenge, please!  The majority of the women I meet are submissive, and if I wanted to, I’d have a stable full of them; hell, I did have at one point!  But it gets so boring, and well, there’s something interesting about dominating a gaijin male.”

“I understand.” I nodded.  “The idea of a dominant Japanese woman is also far out of the mindset of most white western males, but for me, it’s such a turn-on.”

Looking right into my eyes, I could see a little anger flash across them, and for a moment I thought it was because I had used her for my own gratification; but then she spoke.  “Then why does this need to be a romance for you?”

This was a question I had been asking myself over the past two weeks and it came back to one simple word, love.  If a person was not committed emotionally to that person, then what was the point?  Maybe a true submissive could manage that, and if so, maybe I was not a true submissive, but I needed that connection, and I explained that.

“I mean,” she sighed and shook her head.  “I mean, I get it.  I think that love and hate are used in the same way as left and right, but there are varying degrees of both.  For you, the use of a romantic connection probably intensifies the humiliation you feel by being dominated.”

“I suppose.” I shrugged, not really knowing myself.

“But then I guess we are different.”

“But you yourself said you need a connection.” I pointed out.

“Yes, but that is a different connection to the one you are after.  Asking for a romantic connection makes me…” She struggled for the word.

“Vulnerable.” I told her.  For a moment, her eyes stared daggers at me for even suggesting such a thing, but then they softened as she realised I was right.

“Stop.” She whispered.  “I don’t want to get into this.  Look, I didn’t ask you out to talk about us, I asked you out because I want someone to talk to, someone who understands me.”

“I do understand you.”

“I know you do.”

Again, I shrugged.  “But what do we talk about?  Are we going to fantasise about all the BDSM relationships we are not getting?” I asked, and she let out a little chuckle.

“Maybe this was a mistake.” She muttered.

We sat in silence for a moment, staring at our beers.  We both had out own emotional baggage, and that was holding us both back, but I really wondered why she was so scared of losing control, just a bit.  I would love to have asked her, delved deeper into her psyche to find out who or what hurt her, but instead, I decided to change the subject, just a bit.  “So, I have this housemate who is gay, and is a member of a drag show here in Tokyo.”

She looked up, her eyes wide and her mouth curled up in an excited smile and for the first time that night, she switched to English.  “Where?  Tonight?”

“It’s Friday night, so yeah.  Want to go?”

“Yes!  Very much!” She gushed.  “I like men dressed up as girls. Very pretty.  We should go.  Where is?”

I told her, and she noted it was not far.

“We can walk.” She said.  “Not far.  Thirty minute.”

Drinking up, I told her I would go pay, but she placed a hand on mine and told me not to worry about it.  We walked out and nobody chased us or batted an eyelid.  I tried to ask her why, but she simply replied that she already told me that the bar was owned by a friend of hers.

As we walked to the bar, she took my hand in hers and pulled herself tight into me.  For me, this was sending a huge number of mixed messages, but being the quiet, submissive introvert that I was, I didn’t mention it.  Instead, we talked about her work.

“It’s a small local news network.  I am a reporter.” She explained, switching back to Japanese.  “It’s part-time, nothing special.”

“So if I bothered to watch television, I would see you?” I asked.

“On Asahi, yes.”

“Well, I’ll make sure to watch then.” I smiled.

“It’s local stuff.  Stories about cat cafes and weird things.  Nothing interesting, I promise.”

“Do you want to go into network television?  International reporting?” I asked.

She gave a small shrug.  “No.  Nothing like that.  I do this for fun.”

“Wow.  Does it pay enough?”

With a laugh, she said, “Relax, I have enough money and it is not my only source of income.”

“Yakuza stuff?” I asked, with a cheeky smile.

“Relax, you worry too much about things.  I own some places, it’s not important.”

I shook my head and really began to wonder about this girl, however, the dark side of her seemed to only make her more attractive to me.  “Tell me something, why does a powerful woman like you, take public transport everywhere?”

Once again, she laughed.  “It’s better for the environment.” She said.  “Besides, I ride my motorbike to and from work every day, but I never ever ride it if I know I’ll drink.”

There was something sexy about picturing a beautiful girl like Niko on a motorbike.  “What motorbike do you have?” I asked, silently hoping she didn’t mean a Vesper.

“I have a custom tuned Suzuki Hayabusa, a Kawasaki Ninja H2R, and a Ducati Superleggera V4.  The Ducati is my everyday ride, and the other two are when I feel like a ride out of the city.”

“Holy shit.  Marry me.” I gasped, earning a laugh.

“You like bikes?”

“Never been on one.  Scared shitless of them.” I replied.  “But there is something ultra-sexy about you having those.”

She smiled, as if about to reveal another revelation.  “And you haven’t even seen my car collection.”

Rolling my eyes, I shook my head.  “Don’t even begin.”

“I’ll show you.  Tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?”

“Yep.  I’ll pick you up from your place, and I’ll take you to mine.”

“Deal.”

Then she changed the subject back to me.  “Have your family been to visit you?” She asked.

“My sister, Kaitlin, came over once a year ago.  That was nice.  You’d like her, she’s cool, but my parents haven’t been over.  I went back a couple of times though.”

“Are they not interested in coming over?”

“Oh, they are, and they’ve been here once before, when I was young.  We came here on holiday.  But my dad lost his job not long ago because of Brexit and he took another, which is not as well paid, so they are holding the purse strings tight right now.  One day though.”

“Do you not miss them?” She asked, and of course, I did in my own way, but at the same time, I was now so embedded into the Japanese culture, that I did not miss home, for Tokyo was now my home, and I explained as such. 

We eventually arrived at the club, where I introduced Niko to Paul, who was in her Madonna persona, complete with cone-chested corset, stockings and suspenders. 

“So this is the famous Niko that Max can’t stop talking about.” Paul gushed effeminately.

Niko burst out laughing.  “Max talk about me?”

“Girl, I don’t think another word has left his mouth over the past two weeks.”

“Don’t you have to be on stage or something?” I asked the drag-queen.

“Oh, no, not for another hour. What are you drinking?”

“Just beer is fine.” I said.

“Whisky!” Niko cried out.

“Yes!” Paul cheered and I groaned.  “Three whiskies!”

As Paul went to get the order, Niko pointed out that Paul made a very pretty Madonna, almost unrecognisable from the real thing.  I agreed, saying that it was a shame Paul didn’t dress up at home, because at least I’d have something female to look at.  When Paul returned, Niko embarrassed me by pointedly asking why he didn’t dress up at home, that I had been complaining.

Paul looked between us with an open mouth of surprise, before responding.  “Well, I live with three straight guys.  I really didn’t want to weird anyone out.  Besides, I’m sometimes lazy to do the make-up.”

I rolled my eyes.  “We wouldn’t be weirded out.  Surely you know that by now.”

“But you’ve never seen the lazy tranny me, have you?”

“So what?”

Lifting his glass, Paul simply said, “Kanpai!” And we downed our drinks.

Paul and Niko spent the next thirty minutes discussing their lives and backgrounds, talking about France.  Niko said she had been to Paris as part of a family trip and dearly wanted to go back.  Paul then asked about how Niko got involved in BDSM.

“I had a boyfriend back in school.  Well, it was a boy I liked, and he was kind of scared of me, so we dated.  I found myself being turned on by the fact that he was scared of me, but I was young so didn’t really understand it.  Some events in my life happened, and I lost my father, and well, it’s hard to explain but let’s just say he was no longer scared of me.  We broke up and I began to look into my feelings.  I learned about who I was and began to meet people like me, and well, here I am.” Niko smiled.

Listening to the story, I couldn’t help but feel like there was lots left out, but enough in there to give me some sort of sense of why she was the way she was.  Essentially, her dad must have been some sort of big-wig in the Yakuza, and the kid dated her out of fear of repercussions for not doing what she wanted.  When she lost her dad, he probably dumped her, which was why she was so scared of romantic commitment.  She fell in love, and he didn’t feel the same way. 

As another performer was announced on stage, Paul looked away long enough for me to place my hand over Niko’s.  Her face jerked around to look at me, and our eyes connected.  Immediately, she knew that I understood, and she looked away, either ashamed, or scared of her own emotions.  Either way, she pulled her hand away moments after.

Eventually, it was time for Paul’s show, singing, or at least miming, Like a Virgin; then after we all headed to another bar to sing karaoke.  Paul was, obviously, nervous to be going out in drag, but Niko promised that it was a bar where nobody would even care. 

“Another one of your friend’s?” I asked with a smile.

“No, this is one of mine.” She replied, grinning.

Four hours later, we were highly intoxicated once again, and our throats were hurting from all the singing we had done.  I was quite proud of my own rendition of AC/DC’s Thunderstruck, but that high-pitched voice really ripped my throat to shreds. 

We ended up stumbling back to our place, which was closest.  The other guys were all out with their respective partners, so the house was empty.  Paul grabbed a bottle of vodka from the freezer and before heading off to get changed.

“Put something sexy on!” Niko cried out, giggling drunkenly.

“Urgh, mixing in vodka.” I moaned.

“Too late now anyway.  I’m already drunk.”

“You know, I think I’ve seen you drunk more often than sober.”

Moments later, Paul was back, dressed in a leather corset, mini-skirt, and thigh-high high-heeled boots, wearing a black shoulder-length wig, and a black leather studded hat.  In his hand, he held a riding crop.  “Sexy enough?” He asked, with a sultry voice.

Niko let a high-pitched squeal of delight, before clapping her hands together.  “I love it!  I love it!”

“Thought you might.” Paul laughed, downing a shot of vodka.  I had to admit, even I found Paul sexy dressed like that, but I was very drunk by that point.

“So, you offered Max the chance to be his Master?” Niko asked Paul with a giggle.

I think I must have gone bright red, as Paul answered, “Or Mistress.”

“Now that is sexy.” Niko gushed.

“I’m not doing it.” I said, staunchly. 

“You’d do it if you were my bitch.” Niko pointed out.

“Ha!” I said a little too enthusiastically.  “But I’m not though, am I, because you don’t want me!”

“That’s not true!  I desperately want you, but you don’t want me!” She laughed, as if winning some sort of argument.

Paul rolled his eyes.  “Oh brother.” He mumbled, downed another shot and walked off, shutting the door to his room behind him. 

“I dream about you every single night!” I told her.

“Well so do I!”

I paused, feeling my head struggling to remain in one position.  “Wait, you dream about yourself?”

She looked at me for a moment, first looking like she was trying to work out if she understood what I said, and then trying to work out if I was insane.  “What?  No, you!”

I stared at her.  “Argh, you’re so annoying!” I told her.  “I’m going to bed.”

As I got up from the sofa and stumbled towards the bedroom, I watched her get up and follow me.  “Where are you going?” I asked her.

“To bed.  Where am I meant to sleep?” She asked, already pulling off the crop-top to reveal her pierced breasts.

I looked at the sofa for a moment, then I looked at her, and said, “Can I see your tattoo?”

Without another word, she stripped down to her black thong, and then dropped that too, before turning to show me her tiny little arse.  There, in black, about four centimetres in diameter, was a fairly sinister depiction of a dragon.  I dropped down to my knees rather unsteadily, and then leaned forward and placed a kiss on it.

Realising what I had just done, and suddenly sobering up, I bolted upwards and began to apologise profusely.

“No, it’s fine.” She said, softly.  “I found it very, obedient.”

“No, it’s not.  I did it without asking you.  That’s crossing a line.  I can’t believe I did that.”

She grabbed me.  “Stop!” She ordered.  “It’s fine Max.  I liked it.  I wanted you to do it.  Stop worrying.”

I stared into her eyes.  “Can I do it again?”

“Yes.” I dropped to my knees, and began placing kisses on her soft bottom, on each cheek.  “Keep going. I’ll say when to stop.” She whispered.  I kept on kissing, and as I did so, I saw her hands reach behind and grab both arse-cheeks, pulling them apart to reveal a perfectly clean anus, which she directed to my mouth.  I pressed my face in between them and kissed, pushing out my tongue and allowing it to lick and tickle her arsehole.  She gasped a little, before letting out a sigh and then bending over the bed.  “Yes, keep licking.” I felt her finger reach down as she began masturbating whilst I licked, and moments later I heard a faint squeak from her, as she came. 

I pulled away, and without a word, she walked into the bathroom.

“Is this your toothbrush?” She called out.

“Yes.” I said, walking over to her.

“Do you have a spare?” She asked.

“No, but I can ask Paul.”

“No, it’s okay.  I’ll use yours.”

I shrugged.  For someone who didn’t want to get intimate with me, she felt like she was getting fairly intimate.  When she finished brushing her teeth, spat, and then handed me the toothbrush, unrinsed, giving me a cheeky smile, challenging me.  I took the brush, in its current form, and placed it in my mouth, brushing before spitting and rinsing. The whole time, she stared at me, smiling. 

“Are you erect?” She asked, softly.

“Are you kidding?” I replied, incredulously.

A small chuckled.  “Come into the bedroom, get undressed, kneel down and cum on my feet.”

I stripped down and dropped to my knees, as she stretched a long thin firm leg forward and stared down at me.  I began masturbating as I looked up, staring into her eyes.  There was something desperately sexy, being at her feet, we her staring down at me with that dark, sinister smirk.  I lasted longer than last time, but not by much.  My seed found the bridge of her foot and she held it there as I hit the spot.  She didn’t move it once I was complete, and I knew exactly why.  Leaning down, I connected my tongue and began licking, cleaning up my cum. 

Without another word, she pulled me up and into bed, where we fell asleep in each other’s arms.

The next morning, I awoke to find myself alone in bed.  For a moment, I wondered if the previous night had been a dream, until I looked down at the floor and saw the little black lace thong lying on the floor.  Standing, I headed to the bathroom, where I urinated and then grabbed my toothbrush, noting it was clearly recently used and unrinsed again.  With a chuckle as I remember the night before, I put fresh paste on it, and brushed.

I quickly threw on some boxer shorts and a t-shirt and headed out of the room, where I found Niko and Paul chatting, together with Tanner. 

“When did you get home?” I asked the American.

“About an hour ago.” Tanner replied.  “I’m going to bed.  I just wanted to meet Niko.” He stood and walked towards the stairs, looking at me and mouthing, “Cute.”

“Good morning.” I smiled at Niko.

“Good morning to you too.” She grinned at me.  “Did you clean your teeth?” She asked, an innocent, yet knowing smile.

“Yes, I did, thank you.” I replied, with a knowing grin of my own.

We ate a quick breakfast, noting that our hangovers were not as bad as expected, before heading to the shower, individually, and then getting dressed. 

“I’ll go home, clean up a bit, and then I’ll come by and pick you up at two?  I’ll cook a late lunch.” She said on the way out.

“Sounds good, thanks.” I replied. 

“Great, see you at two then.” She told me, kissing me quickly on the lips and then walking out, leaving me stunned and confused. 

“She kissed me.” I said to Paul after the door shut.

“I saw.” He mused.

“On the lips.”

“Yep.”

“What does it mean?” I begged him.

After a few moments’ contemplation, he got up.  “I wouldn’t read too much into it.  It was closed lipped.  More like a friend kisses.” He told me, taking a big gulp of milk.

“Certainly nothing like how I kissed her arsehole yesterday.” I mumbled as I walked away, listening to the sound of Paul spitting milk out of his mouth.


3 – Reasons

Do any of you know that feeling in the build-up to a date, that you assume is a date, but aren’t quite sure is a date, but you know you really like this girl, and you want everything to go well?  That was what I was feeling at five minutes to two.  This nervous sickness, where my stomach was tight, like a rock in the middle of it, and yet I couldn’t sit down and do nothing, I needed to do something.  I paced, cleaned, anything to get my mind off the fact that any moment now, my gorgeous new best friend, maybe love of my life, was about to pull up in her car and pick me up.  Fuck, I was so scared I would fuck this up. And yet, she had told me we were just friends, what the hell was I thinking?

The sound I heard pulling up at almost exactly two pm, was anything but four-wheeled.  I stepped outside to see a sexy girl in full black leather, and a black helmet with the red dragon insignia on it, legs spread over a custom black and red Suzuki motorcycle. In her left hand was another helmet, all in black. I watched as she pulled her own helmet off, shaking down her long hair, and my cock swelled in the confines of my jeans. 

“Fuck, you’re sexy.” I told her, almost uncontrollably. 

She smiled at me warmly, before handing me the spare helmet.  “The problem with this bike is the lack of a storage box.” She explained.  “Climb on behind me and hold on tight.”

“Is it okay to be scared?” I asked.

“Of course.  But don’t fall off.”

She did not drive dangerously.  In fact, she was extremely cautious not to pull away quickly, so that I didn’t fall off.  It was clear she was not the show-off type and I appreciated that.  We rode for about twenty minutes until pulling up in a fairly posh-looking neighbourhood, pulling up in front of a large grey metal modern gate, which after a button on the bike was pressed, opened silently.  We pulled onto a short driveway in front of a large, modern, flat-roofed brown house.  A wide garage door popped open, and we pulled in.

Immediately, I noticed the cars.  A neon-green Lamborghini Aventador, a neon purple Nissan GT-R, red Ferrari SF90 Stradale, and a black McLaren 720s.  I stared at them and sighed, shaking my head.  Then I turned to her and said, “I don’t think this is about you getting hurt, is it?”

“It is.” And then she sighed.  “Sort of.  Look, I need to get you approved with my partners.  It’s a long and risky process, especially if it doesn’t work out.”

“Risky how?” I asked.

“Risky because they may begin to wonder how much you know about the inner workings of the organisation.  I’m not saying you would be killed, but it could be problematic.”

This was deeper than I could ever comprehend, and whilst she had her own issues, she was part of a bigger problem, of which she didn’t want me to be a part.  However, I was willing to take that risk for her.  When you know, you know, and I definitely knew.

“Niko, if you are worried…” I began.

“Stop!” She snapped.  “Don’t make this harder than it needs to be.  We can be great friends, and I like that.  Let’s just leave it at that.” I raised my hands in quiet acceptance.  I wasn’t going to push her, because I might inadvertently push her away, and be left with no-one. 

We walked around the cars, sitting down in each as I admired them all, wondering just how much money this woman had.  Eventually, we stepped inside the house, which was minimalistic and clean, with low tables and few chairs.  She showed me around, leading me into different rooms.  I had been expecting to see a traditional Japanese bedroom, but instead I found a modern one, with a huge bed and a thick mattress. 

“I have one more room to show you.” She told me with a wry smile.  “I think you’re going to like it.”

She took my hand and led me through a hidden door, and switched on a light, revealing a dark red room filled with BDSM equipment.

“A red room?” I mused.  “Bit cliché, isn’t it?”

She chuckled, walking across the room and picking up a flogger.  “I like it.” She purred, walking back over to me.  Dressed in the leathers, she looked so perfect in every single way.  It was painful to be in this room with her dressed the way she was.  As she stood close to me, the flogger waving by her side, I didn’t feel like doing anything, other than cry. 

The flogger dropped to the floor, and she pulled me close.  “I’m sorry.” She whispered.  “I’m sorry.  Come on.” She pulled me out of the room, switching the light off and closing the door.  “I really am sorry Max, I didn’t want to make this harder for you.  I was just showing off, I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine.  It’s stupid of me.”

“No, come on, let’s go down.  I’ll cook.”

She made a delicious ramen, and we drank cold sake, whilst talking about anything other than BDSM, which was frustrating because we knew that was on our mind almost constantly. 

Around seven, I said I should go and with a sad look, she nodded.  “Can I drive you home at least?”

“Lambo?” I asked with a smile.

“Sure.”

So, the Aventador was mental, but what made it even more mental were the strips of LED lights along the car, making it glow on the road.  If she rode carefully on the bike, she didn’t show such restraint in the car.  We shot around Tokyo at what I was sure were illegal speeds, and all I could do was laugh.  At no point did I feel like I was in danger though. 

As the car screeched around a corner, we laughed almost hysterically.  “Holy shit, I love you.” I said, completely by accident.  And just like that, the laughing stopped.

I looked at her, and she was focusing on the road, but was smiling.  Not laughing, smiling.  She had enjoyed hearing that I loved her, she clearly wasn’t upset.  There had to be a reason for that, and I doubted it was self-gratification, more that she also had feelings for me too. 

We pulled up in front of the house and sat there for a moment.  Then I turned to her and apologised for what I said.

“It’s fine.” She shrugged.  “If you feel that way about me, then, well, that’s nice to hear.  I’m just scared you won’t want to see me again.”

“Why?  I mean, why do you think I won’t want to see you again?”

“Because it must be hard for you.”

I shrugged back at her.  “Is it any easier for you?”

“I guess not.”

“Good night, Niko.  Thanks for a lovely dinner.” I told her.

“It was my pleasure.” She replied softly, her voice so feminine.  She then leaned across and kissed me on the cheek.

I watched her drive off, tyres screaming, glowing LEDs lighting the street.  Then I walked into my house and sighed before calling out. Paul strolled out of the room, wearing a long burgundy lace nightie and matching robe, full make-up and blonde wig, wearing heels. 

“I thought you’d be out.” He said, nervously.

“Come on Paul, nobody cares.” I waved him off. 

“What happened?” He asked, noticing me go straight for the vodka in the freezer.

I told him everything, about the money, the Yakuza, the red room, my reaction, her reaction and at the end of it, as I sobbed, he pulled me to his chest and hugged me tight.  He held me like that for several minutes before finally letting me go and joining me in a shot of vodka. 

“And seriously Paul, dress however you like.” I told him.  “If you feel comfortable like that, then do it.”

“Thanks Max.”

“And if I’m honest, you make a fuckin’ sexy girl.”

Paul went red and gave a coy smile.  “Argh, if only you weren’t straight!  Now I know how you feel with Niko.”

I laughed. “Well, I don’t think you do, but if you do, then I’m totally sorry.”

“Make it up to me.” Paul told me.

“How?” I asked confidently, not believing he would ask for anything sexual.

“Watch a movie with me.”

“That I can do.” I laughed.  “Let me go get changed into something comfortable.”

“I’ve got a nightie which would suit you.”

“I was thinking a t-shirt.”

The bed was still a mess from last night.  I flopped myself down on it and sighed into the pillow, before snaking my hands underneath it and finding a piece of fabric underneath.  Pulling it out, I found the little black panty Niko had taken off the night before.  She had hidden it under my pillow. 

I stared at it for a moment and then sniffed them for a moment before pulling out my phone.

“I found your present.” I wrote.

Devil emoji, followed by, “Do you like it?”

“They smell of you.”

“And do you like that smell?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Do you LOVE that smell?”

“Yes.”

“Do you LOVE me?”

“Yes, very much.”

“I wish you were here eating my ass out, like last night.”

“Enjoyed that huh?”

“Extremely.  God, I’d make you such a bitch for me if I could.”

I looked at the text and felt like calling her, but something held me back.  “Can I call?”

“No.  It’s easier this way.”

Putting the phone on the bed, I changed out of my clothes and slipped on a long t-shirt over the tight boxers.  I stared at the panties and then picked up the phone.  “Going to watch a movie with Paul.”

“Okay.  Enjoy.” She wrote back.

“Should I wear your panties?” I held my finger over the send button, before pressing it. 

The response was instant.  “Of course, bitch! ☺”

I slipped off the boxer shorts and slid on the panties.  The front satin and lace panel was flexible, so thankfully it stretched over my cock and balls.  It was my first time wearing a thong, but it wasn’t as uncomfortable as I had expected it to be.

“Send me a photo.” She wrote.

Holding up the t-shirt, I took a photo and sent it to her.  “Nice?” I wrote.

“Perfect.” She wrote back. And then, “Tell me you love me.”

“I love you.”

Reaching out for my jeans, I held them and the phone for a moment, before getting an idea.  I’m not sure what came over me, maybe it was the induced horniness from my conversation with Niko, but I dropped the jeans and walked out of the room.

“Chosen a film?” I asked Paul, who had prepared some snacks on the coffee table in front of the sofa.

“A few options on Netflix.” Paul said, flicking through the menu.  “Or we can binge watch something.”

“Oh!  New series of Cobra Kai!”

“Yes!”

“Beer or vodka?”

“If we are staying with vodka, then I want it with tonic.”

“Done and done.”  I said, pulling the tonic out of the fridge and taking everything over to the table.  As I was putting it down, Paul looked across at me.  My t-shirt had ridden up, exposing the panties.

“Niko’s?” He asked.

“Yeah.”

“Ah, nice.  Suit you.”

“Thanks.”

That was all that needed to be said.  I sat, we said salut and he pressed play.  As if sensing something was going on, I received another message.  “What are you watching?”

“New season of Cobra Kai.” I wrote back.

“What is it?”

My eyes went wide as I realised Niko didn’t know Cobra Kai.  “Niko’s never seen Cobra Kai.”

“You are kidding me?” Paul gasp.  “Merde!  Tell her to come over this instant and we’ll start from season one.  Everyone must see Cobra Kai!”

Rather than text her, I called and put her on speaker. 

“Hey.” She said in English, a nervous voice.

“You’re on speaker.  Listen, you’ve never seen Cobra Kai?” I asked.

I heard her giggle in that cute Japanese way.  “No, what is it?”

“You’ve see Karate Kid though, right?”

“The original?”

“Yes.”

“Of course.”

“So Cobra Kai was the dojo.  Johnny’s dojo.  It’s basically sort of about what if Johnny was the misunderstood one, and Daniel was kind of a bully.”

“Ah!  How I met your mother?” She gasped.

“Er, yes.  The idea was on there too.”

“Right!  Very cool.  No, I no see.” She said in English.

Paul leaned over.  “Oh Niko, you need to come over and watch it.”

“No, I watch here.”

“No, come here, please.  Binge watch all night with us from beginning.”

“Are you sure?  Both of you?” She asked.

“Yes!” We both shouted.

“Oh, okay.” She giggled again. 

“And bring Red Bull!” Paul called out.

I laughed, “Paul wants Red Bull.  And don’t come on your bike!”

“Ah! You so scaredy-cat!” Her English was so cute.  “Don’t worry Maxi, I come by, um, Ferrari.” She giggled.  “Bye-ee.”

For a moment, I thought about what I had forgotten to tell her, and then I remembered…to bring a toothbrush. 

Paul prepared some better snacks, like nachos and dip, whilst I went to clean-up the bedroom.  Twenty minutes later, we heard the loud revving of the Ferrari pulling up outside, and I went to open the door.  Niko walked in wearing a short black satin dress which closely resembled a nightie.

“It is a nightie.” She told me in Japanese.  “I thought we will cuddle under a blanket.” Then she saw I was just in the panties and a t-shirt, and she grabbed me.  “I’m so proud of you!”

We sat under the blanket watching Cobra Kai and drinking Vodka-Red Bulls.  Of course, she loved the show, because let’s be honest, who wouldn’t?  With each episode, trip to the toilet, or getting up to get something, she shifted closer to me, until by the beginning of the second season, she had my hand inside her panties, as I fingered her under the blanket.  In fact, I began to worry about Paul, who was sat on the other side of the sofa.

Seemingly sensing my hesitancy, Niko turned to Paul. “Max is going to give me an orgasm now, okay?” She asked.

“Erm, sure.  Want me to go?” He asked.

“No.” She replied nonchalantly.

“Want me to pause it?”

“Sure.” And then turning to me.  “Now focus.”

Paul watched as my fingers moved under the blanket.  She guided me, basically helping me to understand what she wanted, moving my two fingers into her so that I could feel her inside, as I rubbed her clit with my other hand.  Her panting began to increase, as her orgasm approached, then finally she let out a loud squeaking climax, before finally relaxing. 

“Ah, thank you.” She sighed. “That was very nice.”

“Better?  Can I press play now?” Paul chuckled.

“Yes, press play please.” She replied, a satisfied smile on her face, as she pulled herself closer to me.  Then looking up at me. “Thank you.”

“My pleasure.”

By the middle of season two, we began to feel worn out.  It was two in the morning, and we decided it was enough.  We said good night to Paul, and headed to the bedroom.

“Did you remember your toothbrush this time?” I asked her, as she stripped off the nightie.  She proudly held up the little electric brush.  “Nice.  By the way, why do you have a nightie if you weren’t going to sleep in it.”

“I don’t like sleeping in it.  I like to sleep naked.” She told me.  “Do you want to wear it?”

“I think I’m not thin enough.”

“Mmm… maybe.  Your shoulders.”

We brushed our teeth, staring into each other’s eyes.  There was a tension in the air, and I knew we both felt it.  I loved her, she knew that, and whilst she hadn’t said the same thing back to me, I knew she was beginning to feel the same thing for me.  It was a connection and I was not going to back down.  I wanted her far too much.

She spat and rinsed.  “Eat my ass again.”

“I will.” We strolled back into the room, and I pulled the t-shirt off. “Can I keep the panties on?”

“Please do.” She grinned, climbing up on the bed on all fours.  I climbed behind her and kissed the cheeks before moving inside, and licking slowly at her anus.  “Oh, Max, you’re so good.  My good little asslicker, aren’t you?  Keep licking.”  After a few moments, she began rubbing her clit, before flipping herself over and spreading her legs, exposing her pierced clit.  “Lick me.” I dived right in.  It was like touching the amber nectar.  She tasted so phenomenal.  I had to have her.  She was so wet that as my face rubbed against her, between her porcelain skin legs, I felt soaked.  Panting sweetly, she came hard.

Pulling me up, we lay there, panting, before she slid down me and pulled my panties back to reveal my hard cock.  I knew what she was planning. 

“You don’t have to do that.” I told her.

“I want to.” She whispered, before engulfing my cock with her mouth.  Her tongue pulsed along my cock as she somehow managed to swallow all six inches in one go.  It was quite possibly the best blowjob I’d ever had. 

“I can’t last long.” I told her.

“It okay.  Cum in my mouth.” She told me, before putting the cock back in her mouth.  My back arched, and I shot into her.  It felt like gallons of cum were pouring into her mouth, and she just kept on sucking.

“Okay, okay.  Stop, stop! Please!” I gasped. 

Immediately, she climbed up and held her closed lips over mine.  I knew what she wanted to do, so I opened my mouth and allowed her to drizzle the cum in, before I felt her tongue snake against mine, and we kissed passionately.

“God, I love you.” I told her.

“I love you too.” She breathed into my mouth. 

“This friends thing isn’t going to work Niko.”

“I know.” She replied as we kissed.  “I don’t care anymore.  I want you.”

“Thank you, Niko.”

“You’re so grateful.  I love it.”

Finally, we broke the kiss and lay on our backs, panting.  I felt so excited.  All of my dreams had suddenly come true; the sexy, perfect, intelligent, dominant Japanese girl was my girlfriend, and my mistress. 

“We need some rules though.” She stated.

“Okay.” I replied, thinking she was talk D/s stuff, but she had other things in mind.

“So, I will only be introducing you to a select number of my friends.  That is for two reasons.  One, I don’t want you to have to deal with the shit I am involved in, not yet anyway.  Two, I need to introduce you systematically. I need you to be okay with that.”

Nodding, I understood.  “No problem.” I probably didn’t want to be involved in Yakuza stuff anyway.

“Two, I will sometimes just need to go places for work.  Both jobs.  I don’t want any whining or jealous reactions.”

“Clear.”

“Three, I do street racing, and I go to meets.  I will bring you with me to those, but you need to dress the part, and represent me.”

“Of course, I will.  I’d never want you embarrassed by me.”

Her face dropped.  “Oh, no!  I don’t mean that.  I know you wouldn’t embarrass me.  No, but what I mean is, I dress a certain way when I race, and well, I would want you there as my bitch.  Collared.”

If my lips could stretch any wider, I think they would have reached my ears.  “Mistress Niko, I will wear whatever you want.”

“Mistress Niko.” She giggled behind her hands.  “Hearing that from you just makes me so happy.  So excited.  But maybe in Japanese, you call me Joō-sama, in front of people.”

“What does that mean?”

“Queen.”

“Makes sense, Queen Niko.” I smiled.  “May I kiss you?”

She sighed, extravagantly, as if I was wasting her time.  “If you must.” And then she turned to me and we kissed.  “By the way, the next time you cry in my red room, it’s going to be because I punish you.”

“Is that a promise?”

“Definitely.” She grinned, kissing me again.  “Do you have condoms?”

“Erm, no.  Shit.  I don’t really…”

“It’s okay.  Don’t worry.  We have time.”

“You really want to make love?” I asked, a little surprised that someone so dominant wanted to have sex.

“Of course!  You’re my boyfriend, aren’t you?  Besides, you have a big dick.  I wanted to try that the first time I felt it.”

“Then I promise, you shall, my queen.  Just not right now.”

“Um, we could try something else.” She suggested, looking into my eyes as we cuddled on that small bed. 

“What’s that?” I whispered.

“We could try to sleep.”

“I’m game if you are?”

We held each other, staring into each other’s eyes, as if daring the other to close them first and neither wanting to do it for fear that everything was a dream.

“Oh god I love you.” She told me, pulling me closer.

I wanted to cry with happiness.  “I love you so much, this is like a dream.”

“It’s no dream, I promise you.”

With that, we closed our eyes, and fell asleep, and I dreamt of a life of pain, humiliation, servitude, and love.  And when I opened my eyes in the morning and saw her there, I realised, it was not a dream, but the beginning of my reality. 

“Good morning slave.” She grinned at me.

“Good morning, my queen.”

“I think that a worthy slave, should give his queen a proper wake-up.” She said, pulling back the covers.

“It would be my honour.” I told her, diving between her legs.

After she came, we cleaned our teeth, and then showered together.  “I so wanted to fuck you in the shower.  I guess I need to go back on the pill.” She said.

“When was the last time you had sex with a man?” I asked her.

“Um, three years ago.”

“Wow!  Are you sure you remember what to do?” She slapped my arse whilst telling me that was no way to speak to a queen.

“By the way, here.” She said, handing me her black satin full-cut panties.  “You can wear these today.”

“With pleasure.” I said, slipping them up my legs, before putting on a t-shirt.

“Don’t bother putting on pants.”

“I wasn’t going to.”

She slipped on her nightie and we headed into the kitchen where Tanner and Chris were talking about their weekends.  They stopped when they saw me walk out with Niko and Chris’ mouth dropped open.  “Are you dating Jessica Michibata?” Chris asked.

“What?” I asked, “no, this is Niko.  Niko, this is my other housemate, Chris.”

“Hi.” She waved at him.

Tanner tilted his head and looked at the panties I had on, and raised an eyebrow.  We shared a silent communication, which essentially said, “well, I see she got you in panties in the end then.” Still, instead of being embarrassed, I felt extremely proud, as if I was owned.

“By the way, any of you guys see that Ferrari parked outside?” Tanner asked.

With a coy, almost embarrassed smile, Niko raised her hand.  “That’s mine.” She almost whispered.

“Fuck sake dude, so rich and sexy?  Fuck!” Tanner gasped, stomping away angrily.

“Want to go shopping with me?” Niko asked me, trying to deliberately change the subject.

“Definitely.  What do you want to buy?”

“Clothes for you.  I have a race later this week, and I want you dressed the part.  And a collar.  I need to collar you.”

“Sounds like a plan.”


4 – Influence

Work that Monday was slow; a day of teleconference calls and meetings which just seemed to drag on, and on.  I firmly believed that being in meetings was not productive, and led to very little.  The Japanese mindset was that meetings needed to bring value, and that was what we tried to follow, but given that I was working with outside groups in Europe or the USA, it was difficult to impose such behaviours.

Around four in the afternoon, Daisuke walked over to me, and sat at my desk with a smile. “You’re dating Niko.” He stated. 

“How did you find out?” I asked.

“Well, Niko told Sara, who told Hina.” Daisuke began.  “But it seems Niko couldn’t hold her excitement and mentioned it to a partner of hers, who is our boss.  Apparently, you are to be looked after well.  Mr Sasaki called down to ask me about you.”

I frowned a little bit.  I believed that Niko wanted to keep her relationship with me quiet so that I didn’t get dragged into her sphere of influence, but it seemed the excitement was just too much for her, which on the one hand was rather cute, but on the other, just a little disturbing for me.  Would I be fired now?  Was I in danger?

“Tell me Daisuke, are you involved in Niko’s business?  What do you know about it?” I asked him.

He sighed and then looked around at the huge numbers of cubicles, divided by grey make-shift walls.  “Come, let’s get a tea and talk.”

We sat down in a small room which was used as a mini-meeting room or telephone box, stirring our green tea.  Daisuke took a moment to collect himself before speaking, and I could tell this wasn’t a case of deciding what to hide from me, but rather making sure he could phrase it in a way which would not make me uncomfortable.

“Dating Niko will be very beneficial for you.” He began.  “Her father was one of the most influential men in Japan at one time, and after he died, Niko was placed in charge when she came of age.  The group which Niko runs is responsible for the safe operation of many businesses, and is one of the largest shareholders in Akai.  In the few years she has been in charge, the group has become more profitable and more respected, than any other clan of the Yakuza.”

“So, she is directly the leader?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“So, why is she so worried about what her partners may say about her dating a Gaijin?”

“This is not so simple.  There are young members of the Sureiyā clan, and then there are older members, friends of her father.  They have long memories, and they also have a distrust of anyone from the outside.  They will likely fear that you will distract her from her obligations, make her softer.  The younger members will care less, but in the end, the older members are still quite powerful.”

“What might happen to her?”

“To her?  Nothing.  To you?” He shrugged.  “They might arrange for your disappearance.  I don’t know.”

“Are you a member?”

His head rolled back in laughter.  “Do you think I’d be sitting here if I was?  No, I’m not, and I don’t want to be.  Hina was, but she left on my insistence.”

“What was Mr Sasaki’s view?”

He shrugged.  “He asked who you were and what you did, and I explained.  He then said he knew your work and it was very good.  He asked if you will make Niko happy, and I told him you would.  And that was it, meeting over.”

“And he didn’t give any indication either way?”

“No.  But, I will say this, if Mr Sasaki is on your side, then you are safe.”

“Why?”

“He is one of the stronger partners.  He cares deeply for the clan, and they care about him, and they view him as very wise. After all, Akai is and has long been, one of the strongest Japanese corporations.”

I nodded and then sighed.  “You must have known when you were setting me up…” I began.

“Ah, ah, ah!  I did not set you up with Niko, Hina did, and trust me, I was very upset with her.”

“So you think this is a bad idea?” I asked him. For the first time, Daisuke shifted in his seat.  I had made him very uncomfortable, and I knew why.  I reassured him that I would not say anything to Niko.

“If Niko were any other girl, then I would say you are perfect for each other.  But, you need to understand that she is the head of one of the most powerful Yakuza tribes in Japan, and whilst they have done a lot of good for this country, they have also been responsible for a lot of damage.  It is not unusual for people to disappear.  Sex trafficking, drugs, all of that sort of thing, that belongs not only to other tribes, but also to the Sureiyā tribe too.  Their clan is, after all, a criminal enterprise.  The question is, do you want to be involved with one of the most dangerous women in Japan or not?”

“And yet she is also a daytime TV reporter.” I noted with a quick smile.

“As a favour for a friend.” He quickly pointed out.  “Look, Niko is not evil or anything like that.  She’s a businesswoman, and she’s very, very intelligent.  She seems smitten with you and that is a good thing.  She won’t hurt you.  Just, I don’t know, listen to her.  If she tells you to do something or behave in a certain way, don’t question it.  She knows what you should say or do to stay safe.  And if you are uncertain about the relationship, you should tell her now, not later.”

“Thank you Daisuke.  Of course, I won’t mention we talked.”

“Thank you.” Daisuke nodded, but this time, his nod was far more subservient than it ever had been, as if he was afraid of me.  Could it have been that he now saw me as someone who had an impact on his life and well-being? 

It was at nearly five, that a young pretty lady stopped by my desk, bowed, and asked me to follow her to see Mr Sasaki, the CEO.  I stood and followed behind her, wordlessly.  We stepped into the elevator and she entered a code into the keypad, which allowed the elevator to shoot to the top floor of the skyscraper.  I then followed her through a large hallway, where I was led to tall wooden doors.  She knocked and then opened the door, stepped inside, bowed and said, “Mr Max Connor, sir.”

At the desk, a slight old man with round glasses and thinning grey hair, looked up at me and smiled.  He stood, using the table to force himself to his feet, and then gave a long deep bow, arms by his side.  I returned the gesture.  He pointed to the seat opposite.

“Drink?” He asked in English.

“Only if you are.” I replied.

“I have a very nice Japanese whisky here.  I think you will like it.” He hobbled over to a trolley filled with bottles of alcohol, as I heard the doors shut behind me.  He poured out two generous drams of whisky and placed one in front of me, before hobbling back to his seat.  I took a sip and gave him a look of gratitude.

“Very nice.” I told him.

“Your lady friend owns the distillery.” He chuckled.  “Miss Niko seems very smitten by you.  She says you are a very nice boy.  I have been asking about you, here in Akai, and your work has been exceptional.  In fact, you have fit into our culture as if you were born here.”

I nodded a slight bow of thanks, and he smiled.

“Miss Niko says that you might be scared.” He smiled.  “You understand, we are not the Cosa Nostra, correct?” He chuckled and I smiled along with him.

“I know that sir, and I’m not scared.  I just don’t want to let Niko down.  It seems she is quite powerful, but I understand she may potentially feel like she may not have the right support?  Do I understand that correctly?”

“She may feel that way, but she would be wrong.” He sighed.  “Miss Niko’s father was a strong, tough man, maybe too tough, too traditional.  Miss Niko did her best to do the opposite of her father as a child.  What she does not perhaps realise is that if we continued in her father’s footsteps, then we would be no more.  It could never have ended well.  Miss Niko brought peace, cooperation, and a way for everyone to win.  She modernised our business, and allowed for people like me to continue to do what I do, in an honest and ethical way.  Akai is successful thanks to her, and she has brought a level of honour to her father’s business, in a way he never could.”

It sounded to me like Niko never really had anything to fear from anyone, and any concern was really in her head.  However, the opinion of one, no matter how powerful in the organisation, did not have to be the opinion of all. 

“Thank you.  But I am a gaijin, how will that be perceived by others?” I asked him.

He dropped his chin to his chest and closed his eyes.  “There will always be those who fear difference.  They will fear a change, or a washing of our culture.  This is normal.  It is normal to fear change, but an intelligent man, will also look to change as an opportunity.  This is the message I will be bringing to the organisation, when I speak to them tonight.”

There was a meeting about me, tonight?  This was new information.

“And if they say no?” I asked.

He laughed.  “They cannot say no.  Miss Niko is the boss!”

“Yes, but it could influence how they feel about her, correct?”

“Yes, it could.  But remember, Miss Niko has made all of us very rich.  There is a balance here.  Those who will have a problem with you being around, will need to justify whether or not it is worth it to sacrifice the success they have today.  Do not worry.  If there is a single one, I will be surprised.”

“Thank you, Mr Sasaki.”

“One life, one encounter.” He nodded.  “We know this.  By the way, we also know what Miss Niko likes and dislikes.” He offered me a wry smile.  “We all must turn a blind eye once in a while, but I wish you luck in that department.” He chuckled.

We finished our drinks in relative silence.  I was sat here with one of the most senior and powerful captains of Japanese industry, and he was showing me respect, because of who my young girlfriend was.  It was quite bizarre, but really, it summed up my past three years in Japan to a T. 

Before leaving the office, Mr Sasaki informed me that he would be speaking to Miss Niko about her plans for me.  I noted to him that I had always prided myself on being the source of my own success, and I did not want a leg up in any way.  He smiled at me and explained that Niko had already said the same thing, and he would not dare to assume otherwise, but that did not mean I could not be made more comfortable doing it.  As such, he would be making sure I had my own office from now on, rather than a cubicle.  That was a compromise, I was more than happy to accept.

During the day, I had, of course, been texting with Niko.  Nothing specific, just niceties, the usual stuff two people in love text to each other. 

“Will I see you tonight?” I asked her.

“We need to continue watching Cobra Kai no?  I can come to your place?”

I was a little surprised she wanted to come to my place, but I brushed it off.  “Sure.”

“I’ll pick you up from your office, if you like?  What time?”

“Six?”

“Sure.”

At six o’clock, she was waiting outside in her Lamborghini, rather than a bike, this time, as it was spitting with rain.  We kissed, and I told her how happy I was to see my Joō-sama, before climbing into her car.

“I thought you had a meeting tonight?” I asked.

She looked confused for a moment as she drove, before a smile crept up on her face.  “Sasaki has a big mouth.” She mused.

“No, he was really nice to me.  He really made me feel welcome and relaxed.”

“Well, that’s good.” She nodded.

“Great.”

“Otherwise, I’d have to have him killed.” She said seriously, and I my eyes glued on her, slightly panicked, before her face cracked and she began laughing.  “You are so scared, aren’t you?  Sasaki is one of my best friends.  He’s a lovely guy and it means a lot to me that he likes you.”

I relaxed and stared at her whites of her eyes as she focused on the road.  There was a warmth in those eyes, she cared about me, and it was so easy to read.  In fact, that warmth had been there ever since the night she came into my room at Daisuke’s place.  At the same time though, there was more in those eyes, a darkness, a don’t ever fuck with me darkness.  I wanted to ask her if she had ever had anyone killed, but I knew I didn’t want to know the answer.

“I know about the meeting.” She said, finally.

“I thought you were going to take it slow?” I asked her.

She gave that little innocent shrug she usually did, and smiled. “I kind of wanted to tell someone, and well, then I told someone else, and then someone else.  Come on, I’m like a kid at Christmas.” She laughed.  “People in love do silly things.”

I shook my head and chuckled. 

“What?” She asked, looking at me briefly with a questioning smile.

“Somehow I just don’t see you as this big powerful head of a crime syndicate.” I laughed, causing her to break out in laughter too.

“You come here on the day of daughter wedding…” She said in English, trying to imitate Marlon Brando.  After laughing a moment, she calmed and shook her head. “Please, one day, we will talk and you will learn more about who I am and what I do.  For now, please trust me that you will be fine, and that I love you.  That’s what matters.”

“Sure.” I told her, placing my hand on her leg.  “You are my queen, and I respect you.”

“Thank you.”

We stopped off at a 7-Eleven to pick up some food, before driving home.  We pulled up, just as Tanner was getting home with his latest girlfriend, Akari.  She was a cute Japanese girl with short, bobbed hair, and who tended to dress like a schoolgirl.

“Fucking hell man.” Tanner gushed, walking around the Lamborghini glowing like a circus tent.  “That’s a fucking car.”

“I know.” I grinned, stepping out from under the gull-wing door. 

Niko stepped over to me and took my arm, smiling.

“Oh, Niko, Akari, Akari, Niko.” Tanner said, introducing them. 

Akari bowed nervously, and rolled off a sentence, “Miss Iwasaki, it is such an honour to be in your presence.”

Niko bowed quickly and then placed a hand on Akari’s shoulder.  “Akari, it’s fine.  I’m Niko. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

Akari’s nervous eyes darted between Niko and Tanner, who was getting rather confused, before settling back on Niko.  “Thank you, Miss Niko.  It is a pleasure to meet you too.”

As the couple stepped inside, I held Niko back a moment and gave her a look of what the hell was that?  She shrugged and said, “She obviously knew me from my TV reporting job.”

“Uh-huh.” I replied.

Then as she stared in my eyes, she broke and said, “Actually, that’s not true. She knows who I am and she was genuinely scared of me.  You’re going to see that sometimes, and it is important that those people remain scared of me.  If I show weakness, or if people think I’m a pushover, then it could seriously damage my means of dealing with the hard-nosed people who think they can screw me.”

“That makes sense,” I agreed.  “But it leads me back to a question I was not going to ask.”

“Do you really want to know the answer?  Because once you do, there’s no taking it back.” She pointed out, but without realising that she had essentially answered the question.

“You already answered.” I pointed out, and she nodded.

She looked at me with tears forming in her eyes.  “If you want to end it with me, I promise nothing will happen.  I’ll be sad, but I’m not a monster.”

“I don’t want to end it with you.  I kind of expected it when I found out who you were, so now I know.  Look, I am getting involved in all this a little faster than expected, but it doesn’t appear to change how I feel about you.” In a weird way, it kind of turned me on knowing I was with a bad girl, and I told her that.  “Being honest I mean…”

She grinned at me and pulled me to the door.  “You like being the bitch to a high-powered girl like me, huh?”

“Turns me on, yeah.”

“Did you remember to buy condoms?” She purred.

“Yep.”

“Me too.” Her face lit up in excitement, and somehow, I didn’t think we would be watching too many episodes of Cobra Kai that night.

If I had been expecting soft, gentle lovemaking, I was sorely mistaken.  Niko was loud, wild, and definitely in control.  She liked to be on top, riding, controlling, dominating. She enjoyed using physical violence to exert a response, be it twisting my nipples, or slapping my face.  In the moments she allowed me to be on top, her nails dug in, clawing at my back and buttocks.

“Fuck me, harder bitch!  Use that big fat white cock on my cunt!” She screamed loud enough so that all in the house knew what was going on, and I wasn’t quite sure whether or not that was her plan all along.  However, if she had wanted to humiliate me, she was going about it in the wrong way.  “Fuck!  You so biiiig!  How you so big?!” She squealed in English.  “Biggest dick ever!” Yeah, that wasn’t humiliating at all, and it gave me the confidence to pound her tight pussy even harder.

By three in the morning, I began wondering whether or not we were single-handedly responsible for a worsening in the world’s plastic crisis.  Both packs of condoms were used up, and quite honestly, I was beginning to get nervous that one of us would eventually break and say, “fuck it, let’s try without.”  Thankfully, the use of my mouth on her pussy and arse prevented that, and we eventually fell asleep in each other’s arms.

The next day in the office, something felt off.  I had always had a rapport with the staff and was seen as the friendly Japanese-speaking westerner to have a coffee or tea with.  However, instead of the usual high-fives and western style greetings, I was instead given nervous looks and polite bows in greeting.  With a sigh, I realised news must have circulated of my relationship with Niko.

In the breakroom, I ran into a younger man I knew called Hin, short for Hinata.  We were close enough that I would call him a friend; having been drinking together a few times, and regularly sang karaoke together.  Today, just like the others, he was nervous around me.  I decided I needed to put a stop to it.

“Hin, this is ridiculous.” I told him.  “I’m still the same guy I always was. What’s the problem?”

Hin gave me a look, studious stare and then allowed himself to relax.  “You are right.  I’m sorry, but you were seen getting into Niko Iwasaki’s car last night and kissing her.  Are you two really dating?” He asked.

“Yes, we are.”

“I thought she only liked girls.” He shrugged.  “Well, you know she is very powerful.  People say she has a horrible temper, and if she gets angry, she can be very dangerous.”

“I thought the Yakuza don’t kill innocent people?” I pointed out.

“That’s right!” He pointed at me quickly and then dropped his finger.  “The Yakuza are forbidden to kill productive citizens.  They are katagi!  But, that does not mean the Yakuza cannot torture you, and she is the worst.  There are rumours that once a man borrowed money from her and was late paying back, so they tortured him for days.  She did a lot of the torturing.  They say she was sexually excited by it.” He said, leaning close.  Then just as fast as he said it, he remembered who he was speaking to and panic shot across his face.

“Don’t worry.” I told him.  “I won’t say anything.  Listen, I believe you.  From what you are saying, well, it kind of sounds like her.  But I know there is more to her than just this. I trust her, and everyone deserves love.”

“Thank you, Maxi-san.” He said, bowing.  “Yes, you are correct, but don’t expect anyone to be any less nervous around you.”

“I guess I need to live with it.”


5 – Driver

Friday night was a big night for Niko.  Street racing was a big thing in Japan, and whilst the police tried newer and newer tactics and devices to try to prevent it, the scene was too large and too underground to stop.  I had seen street racing in Tokyo before, completely by chance, but had never been an active participant.  The hashiriya, or racers, used all sorts of adjusted and tuned cars, which were capable of ridiculous speeds.  I had thought that Niko would be using one of the hypercars she owned to counter them, but instead, she told me she would use the Nissan.

“Surely the Lamborghini is faster?” I asked.

“You’d think that, but no.  That GT-R has been tuned to its highest possible spec.  The suspension has been lowered, and it has a nitrous injection.  It’s nearly two thousand break-horsepower.”

“Wow!” I gasped.

There was also something of a culture around the hashiriya.  They dressed up for the part, usually in almost science fiction like outfits, either as dark as night, or as bright as the LED lights on their cars. If I had expected Niko to be part of the former, I was mistaken. 

Niko’s team colour was neon purple.  She wore neon purple spandex hot-pants, and matching bra with her Yakuza family logo over her right breast, purple suspender-belt coming down under the hot-pants, and connecting to her purple lace stockings. Her wrist was covered in various bangles, and on her arm was a metal armlet which shaped the dragon from her clan logo.  Her make-up was fitting to the style, with very extravagant purple and black eye-shadow, thickly drawn bright purple eyeliner, dark purple, and sparkling lipstick. 

And then it came to my outfit.

My outfit matched hers almost exactly, bar one thing, the top.  Rather than the bra, I was given a white crop-top t-shirt, torn at the bottom, with the dragon logo in the middle on the front and back.  I made sure to be completely shaved, so that no hairs poked through the stockings, and then she did my make-up just like hers. 

“I need you to spray some of my hair purple.” She told me, before showing me a picture of how she wanted it. Basically, only some strands. 

“Okay, but I’ll need you to lie down, and I’ll rest the strands on some paper.” I told her. 

“Sure.”

Using a comb to find the right strands, I used the purple hair-dye to spray the hair.  “Why don’t you just dye the hair permanently?”

“I’m on TV.  It wouldn’t go down well to use the colour of my tribe there.”

“Good point.”

Once done, she sprayed some of my brown hair.  “I have a present for you.” She told me.  “Kneel down, eyes down.” She ordered.

“Yes, my queen.” I replied.

She stood, strolling across her living room, and coming back with a black bag.  Out of that bag, she pulled a turquoise box.  “I had this specially made.” She said, opening the box.  “Take a look.”

I raised my eyes and saw that it was a diamond spiked lockable collar, with a white gold dragon logo on the front, above a hoop to clip on a leash.  As she pulled out the collar, underneath, I saw the leash, also studded with small diamonds, and a small silver padlock.  “It’s beautiful, mistress.”

“I’m glad you like it.” She smiled, placing the collar around my neck and buckling it, before locking it in place.  “You are now officially mine.  The collar will stay on forever.”

“Yes, my queen.  I am yours, in body and in soul.”

She leaned down and placed her fingers under my chin, gently pulling me up and kissing me softly.  “You make me so proud, and so happy.  I don’t think I’ve ever felt like this for anyone.”

“You are everything I ever dreamed of.  I adore you.” I told her.

“I adore you too.” She smiled, sweetly, before clipping on the leash.  “Do you like your outfit?”

“Strangely, I do.”

“You might get some whistles, but nobody will say or do anything, not with that logo on your neck, and not when you are seen with me.  And if anyone does say something, you tell me, okay?”

I mused that for a moment, and then nodded.  “If I feel threatened, then I will.”

“No.  Anyone says anything bad to you, I will personally tear out each fingernail and tooth with pliers.  You are my bitch, and only I am allowed to abuse you in any way.” She told me sinisterly, leaning in and biting my bottom lip.

“Have you ever done that?  With the pliers?” I asked.

She grinned at me.  “It’s my speciality.” She laughed.  “People are scared of me for a reason Max.  I’m a sadist, and I like causing pain…” She paused and looked at me.  “To those who deserve it.  Not to innocent people.”

“I’m not judging you, my queen.  It’s not my right to do so.”

“But it turns you on to know I’m a nasty bitch, huh?  You like that I’m a baaad girl.”

It was true.  There was something deeply sexual about the fact that she had this dark, evil side to her.  “Yes mistress.”

“Good slave.”

I watched her do her hair, pulling it up into a bun and then releasing some black and purple spikes before locking it in place with two metal spikes.  She threw on a short furry purple coat which covered her arms and shoulders, but little else, and then grabbed her small purple Hermes handbag. 

“Let’s go.”

We stepped into the garage and climbed into the Nissan, which roared to life as she pressed the red start button.  Inside, the seats were light, bucket seats, deeply uncomfortable.  The gearstick had been adjusted, high, easy to reach, and on the top was a red button.  The screens had all been replaced to show all sorts of different metrics for the car.  It was insane.  As she revved the car, the car whistled before cracking and popping.  The rev counter had been replaced in order to allow for the far higher revs that the tuned engine allowed for.

The garage doors opened to reveal four black Range Rovers, with men in black suits stood waiting.  As we pulled out slowly, they all climbed in.

“Who are they?” I asked.

“My bodyguards.” She replied.

“Why now?”

“Because I’m about to street race with some not very nice people, that’s why.” She replied, sarcastically, grinning at me.

“Oh.”

We drove through the city, two cars in front of us, two behind, before pulling up outside my house. 

“What are we doing here?” I asked her.

“Paul and the others wanted to come watch.” She told me, surprising me.  “Go get them.”

I jumped out of the car, as the drivers of the Range Rovers behind our parked car, climbed out too.  They followed me up to my door, as I opened it, but they didn’t follow me in, instead turning their backs to the wall and standing guard.

“Guys, apparently you are joining us?” I called out, just as Paul stepped out of his room in full drag, dressed in a sexy purple latex Kawaii dress, and a curly blonde wig.

“Darling, you look stunning!” He told me, kissing both my cheeks. 

Moments after him, Tanner came downstairs with Akari, both giving my outfit a look but not commenting, other than a look of rather you than me from Tanner.  Finally, Chris came down with Heidi, his brunette German girlfriend; a pretty girl, tall, a little heavier than probably I would go for, but pretty nonetheless. 

“You look cute.” Heidi told me. 

“Yes, very…erm, different.” Chris nodded, confused.

“Come on.” I told them, rolling my eyes.

As we stepped outside, they each gave a rather uncertain look towards the bodyguards, before following them nervously to the SUVs, and then we were on the road again, driving to an outer edge of Tokyo, into a more industrial neighbourhood, where we found cars gathered, music playing, and a party atmosphere.  We parked up next to a group of other race cars.

I could feel my hands sweat with nerves.  Not only was this my first time out in these clothes, but it was my first time being involved in anything so dangerous.  I blew out my breath as I tried to calm myself, and Niko placed a hand on my stocking covered leg. 

“Relax baby, you’ll be fine.” She told me with a warm smile.  “Are you ready?”

I controlled my breathing, and then nodded.  “Yes.”

“Let’s go.”

We opened the doors and climbed out of the car, and around us the crowd moved away and stopped speaking.  Several young men and women in various forms of purple outfit pushed through the crowd and over to Niko.

“Niko!  Welcome boss!” A kid wearing bizarre eighties-style plastic shutter glasses said, grabbing Niko’s waiting hand in a firm grasp and going in for a hug.  “I’m so hyped.”

“Me too.  Hiro, this is Max.” Niko told him.

“Ay, ay, ay.  Yeah, yeah, man!  Max!  Heard so much about you!  You lucky guy!  Niko great girl man!” He shouted in English, as my friends and the bodyguards walked up. “Kiki, give this man a drink!” He shouted, and a sexy girl in a tiny purple micro-skirt, fishnets and patties over her nipples, stepped forward with a bottle of tequila.  Hiro grabbed the bottle and shoved it into my right hand and stared at me, a challenging look in his eyes. 

I held eye-contact as I unscrewed the lid and took a long swig, before handing it back to him.  He laughed and took a swig too, then put his arm around me.  “You alright guy!  Niko love you!  If Niko love you, we all love you!  Is all good!  You party with us tonight.”

“Hiro, make sure Max and his friends are treated like royalty tonight.  Full service, got that?” Niko told him.

“Of course, boss!  Wouldn’t expect anything else?”

She turned to me.  “Let me introduce the rest of my crew.  Ren here is my friend since high-school.  He’s a great guy, very loyal.”

The meek-looking young man bowed quickly but said little else.  He seemed harmless enough. 

“Paul, you and Ren would get on well.” Niko laughed.  “Ren, be nice to Paul.  Make sure he’s kept very happy.” Ren’s eyes lit up excitedly, as did Paul’s.

As Ren ran off to speak to Paul, Niko leaned over.  “Ren looks after my gay escort services in Tokyo.”

“Ah, right.” I said, shrugging.

She moved over to a woman who looked older than Niko by about ten years.  “Ichika here can get you anything you want, coke, X, whatever takes your fancy, she has it for you.”

“Nice to meet you Max.” Ichika said in a soft, yet high-pitched voice.  “This is my girlfriend, Chie.”

“Hi Max!” Chie giggled.  She didn’t look old enough to be dating anyone, but Niko later assured me that she was. 

“Kiyoshi manages my security.” Niko told me.  “You have probably seen him around.  That’s because he’s always somewhere in the background.  He knew more about you than you did, before we even reached my aunt’s place.”

“Seriously?” I asked.

Kiyoshi was a smartly dressed man, with a warm smile and neat hair.  He stepped forward with an extended hand.  “I’m good at my job, Max.” He said in perfect English.  “Nice to finally be able to talk to you in person though.  Trust me, I’ve heard only really nice things about you.  It’s good to know that the boss is with such a good person.”

“It’s good to know my queen has great security.” I replied in kind, shaking his hand.

“We are your security too now Max.  Anything you need, my number is already on your phone.”

For a moment, I looked at him blankly, before reaching into the little handbag Niko had given me and retrieving the phone.  There, under the name, Kiyoshi Security, was a number. “How?” I asked him.

Niko raised an embarrassed hand.  “Me.” She said, sweetly.

We introduced them to the others, and then got ourselves some beers and chatted.  There were some races already taking place, head-to-head stuff, but according to Niko, they were lower tier races and we would need to wait for the first race.

“What do you win?” I asked.

“Depends on what we bet.  Could be just a few thousand yen, could be a couple of million.  There are some assholes here who really think that I am all hype and shit, until they actually get out there, and then they’re fucked.  It’s macho bullshit.” She said.  “Come on, my first race is soon and I wanna fuck and do some blow.”

I had expected her to want to do that somewhere quiet and private, however, as she led me behind the car, to the huge wing on the back, I realised that was not going to be the case.  She called out to Ichika, who walked over and pulled a full baggie of white powder from her bag and handing it to Niko, who then proceeded to draw out six very fat lines.  Ichika then handed her a small glass tube which Niko handed to me.

“New guests first.” She smiled.

“I-I’ve never done cocaine before.” I told her, feeling my nerves rattle a bit.

Ichika smiled.  “It’s good.  Very clean.  Very pure.”

“You’ll be fine, I promise.” Niko told me.

With trepidation, I took the pipe and held it to my nose, snorting one line into my left nostril and cringing at the burn which shot up towards my eyes.  Settling, I then did the other in my right nostril, before handing Niko the pipe and rubbing my nose.  I felt like it was stuck in my make-up or something.

I watched as Niko snorted her lines down like an expert, before handing the pipe to Ichika, who did hers.  “Make sure the others are looked after too, yeah?” Niko told her.

“Yes Miss Niko.” Ichika nodded with a slight bow, and running off.

“Fuck me now.” Niko told me, her eyes slightly closer together as the high began to hit her.

“Here?”

“Yeah.  Nobody’s watching us.” She said, pulling me to her and putting a leg around my waist, whilst reaching into the shorts to pull out my cock, which was instantly rising to the occasion.  At full mast, she pulled the crotch of her shorts to one side, and pulled me in.

“No condom.” I told her.

“I know.” She smiled, pulling my head in for a kiss.  “I want your cum in me whilst I’m racing.”

“Fuck!” I gasped, as I fucked her hard against the car.  My eyes opened to look across and I found Chris and Tanner, with their girls looking over at us briefly, saying something, before looking away.  I’m not sure why, but I found the whole thing exciting, and so utter bizarre, that it only served to encourage me more. 

“Yeah baby, fuck me.  Fuck your queen.” Niko said loudly.

“Ah, Joō-sama Niko!  I am yours!  I am your slave!” I cried out.

“Yes slave, yes.  Fuck your queen.  Be my bitch!” She snarled, before letting out a rasping orgasm, which in turn, kicked off my own.  “Fill me with your cum, bitch!” We kissed like rabid animals, insatiable passion coursing through our veins, until finally, we broke apart, panting.  She stared in my eyes as she reached into her crotch and pulled out two fingers, covered in our combined juices, which she ran across my cheeks and lips.  “Leave it on your face so that everyone knows that you are mine.”

At that moment, someone called out something towards Niko.  She turned to look who it was.  It was a rather small fat man, who waddled as he walked.  He had short black hair and such Japanese features that he looked like his eyes were almost closed.

“Urgh.” Niko muttered under her breath. 

The fat man arrived, smiling condescendingly.  “Niko, you don’t expect to win with that piece of shit, do you?  Where’s your NSX?  Oh, that’s right?  I’m driving it now. Don’t worry, I’ve made it better so it can’t lose this time.”  The fat man looked at me and looked like he was about to say something, but held back. Trash talk about racing was one thing, but trashing a mafia boss’ boyfriend was not.

If Niko was flustered by this man, she did not show it.  Instead, she simply grinned at him.  “You wanna go now?  Give me the chance to get my car back?” She asked.

“Ha, you ready to lose another car?” He laughed back.

“You think you’ve got the balls, then bring it on, Sumo.”

“Don’t fucking call me Sumo!” He snarled.

“Then fucking race me one-to-one!” She snarled back, leaning into his face.  “You scared a little girl is gonna kick your ass?”

“I beat you once, I can beat you again.”

“Go tell Kaede!” She told him.

The fat man waddled off, his swagger a little less certain than it was when he walked over. 

“Who was that?” I asked her.

“Ken.  He’s the fat-ass son of a rival family from Osaka.  Well, not rivals, more like reluctant partners.  We don’t like each other, but working together on some things makes it easier to both be successful.” She brushed it off.  “Anyway, I lost my NSX to him a couple of months back.  Time to get it back.”

“Wait, you’re betting this car on it?”

“Yep.”

“Jesus.  How much money do you have?” I asked, jokingly.

She pulled me close and whispered, “Imagine a really big number.  Now multiple it by a hundred.”

“That’s a big number, my queen, but I shouldn’t have asked in the first place.  It’s not my place, and it is disrespectful.” I told her.

Pulling back, she looked me in the face with a warm, caring smile.  “It’s okay.” She said. “I’ll punish you later.” She told me with a sinister, yet darkly sexy grin.

And with that, she jumped in the car.  “Wish me luck.” She called out, before driving slowly through the crowd towards the start line.

“Guys, come on.” I called out to the others.

Kiyoshi leaped forward.  “What’s going on?” He asked.

“She’s racing some guy called Ken.” I shrugged.  “Something about an NSX.”

“Ah, fuck.” He moaned.

We all walked up to the racing area, and Kiyoshi ran over to talk to Niko, as I stood on the side-lines with the others, watching.  I wasn’t totally sure what was going on, but from what I understood, it would not be the full racecourse, but rather a run out of town by about five kilometres, and back again.  Kiyoshi ran back to me, just as Ken was pulling the green and black 2002 Honda NSX into position.

“She never listens to me.” Kiyoshi stated when he approached.

“She was going to race anyway.” I pointed out.

“I don’t trust Ken to be honest.” He frowned.  “I fear she could lose more than another car.”

“I hope you are wrong.”

A cute girl ran out onto the track.  She was holding something red and lacy in one hand and covered her chest with another.  I realised it was her bra.  She counted down in Japanese, as the cars revved, and then she dropped bra and the hand, to reveal her bouncy boobs, as she jumped up and down, and the cars screeched away at high-speed.

“Jesus H. Christ!” I screamed over the noise, as both cars made a loud racket, as turbos and superchargers came alive, hydraulic gearshifts adding a woosh to the screams of the force-induced engines.  In mere seconds, the cars were gone, out of sight.  “Fuck me, they’re fast.”

“Very.” Kiyoshi agreed.  “And she is a very good driver.”

“The NSX pulled away mildly faster though.” I noted.

Kiyoshi looked at me with a knowing smile.  “Did it?” He asked.

“What do you know that I don’t?”

“They are very evenly matched cars, but that GT-R will be infinitely faster in the corners.  She let him get a slight advantage to build up his confidence.”

“Why do that?”

“Because she knows how arrogant he is.  His arrogance will be his undoing.  She knows how to rub people the wrong way.” Then he frowned.  “I just hope his fragile ego can handle the loss.”

My heart raced as I listened for the sound of returning cars, but all I heard was the chatter of people around me, and music playing.  With nerves getting the better of me, I turned to Hiro, who was stood having some sort of very spirited conversation with Tanner. 

“Give me that.” I said, taking the bottle of tequila and chugging at it, much to Hiro’s amusement. 

“If you’re nervous, Ichika can help you out.” Hiro noted, nodding towards the woman, who nodded with a helpful smile.

“Not sure about that.” I said. 

“Oh, don’t be silly!” Ichika gasped, “come!” She grabbed my hand and pulled me over to a small green plastic table.  She then took out the baggie of coke and laid out four lines, before handing me the tube with a warm grin.  “Have some.”

Still not sure how happy I felt about doing cocaine, I bent over and snorted both lines, and then watched her do the same.  Behind me, I felt Tanner and Hiro push in.

“Can we get in on that?” Tanner asked.

“Sure! Sure!” The smiling woman said happily, nodding quickly and then laying out more lines.  I thanked her and walked away.

The sound of engines was approaching in the distance.  My legs shook and I felt a shiver of cold over my body, even though it was almost thirty degrees outside.  Suddenly, the cars appeared at the far end of the road and I leaped into the air with a roar of excitement.  Niko was not only in the lead, she was vastly in the lead.  Her car shot over the line and drew to a stop, and seconds later, Ken pulled up in the NSX. The fat man pulled his huge frame out of the car and threw the keys in Niko’s direction as she was getting out.  She bent over, picked them up and watched for a moment as he walked away.

“Here you go.” She said to me with a smile, placing the keys in my hands.  “Your new car.” And then she kissed me.

“Are you serious?” I gasped.

“I’d rather you have it than him.  I love you.”

“You were amazing.  I can’t believe how amazing you are.”

She waved me off.  “Ah, it was the car, not me.” She kissed me again.  “Now go move your new car.  The race is on soon.” Then she looked at me questioningly.  “You can drive, right?”

“Not only can I drive, I can drive with the steering wheel on the correct side, as you have.  England and Japan have the wheel on the right.”

“Good.  Then don’t crash it.”

With a skip in my step, I stepped into the car and adjusted the seat.  Then I began to eat my words, as I looked at the dash and realised it looked more like a spacecraft.  Finally, though, I managed to get the thing started, in gear and away, silently thanking the car gods that it didn’t stall and make me look like an absolute tool.  I drove slowly through the crowd over to the Range Rovers, where I parked up, before returning to the race line.

“Come on bitch.” Niko called out from her car.

“Who me?” I asked, confused.

“Is anyone else my bitch?” She laughed.

“True my queen.” I said, getting in the car next to her. “Please tell me this isn’t a two-person race.”

“It’s not, but I want my lucky charm with me.”

“Sure you don’t want to save the weight?” I chuckled.

She gently slapped my face.  “Come on now, don’t wimp out on me now.”

Luckily for me, the seatbelts were multi-point racing ones, so once they were clipped in, I felt a little bit more secure; kind of like how you might feel boarding a rollercoaster to find the metal bar which holds you in place is actually made of cardboard.

“Shouldn’t we have helmets?” I asked.

“Probably.” She replied, not really expanding further, but rather moving the car into position alongside other cars, at an angle, Le Mans style.  She then began changing some settings on a touchscreen. 

We sat there for a while, not speaking.  My hands were shaking, and I began to wonder if I wasn’t making a terrible mistake, and if this was the moment that I died. 

“How long is…”

“Stop talking.” She snapped.

I gulped and nodded.

“Sorry, I’m visualising the route.” She explained.

Nodding again, I kept myself focused on the fact that she was good at this, but it was a horrible feeling inside me.  In front, the girl from earlier was walking out, only in her little side-tie panties. She stepped to the other side of the road, and then began counting down. 

Niko revved the engine and engaged first gear, her hand on the huge stick, eyes focused on the girl.  My heart raced at high-speed, as the girl pulls the ties of her panties, and let them drop.

All of sudden, all hell broke loose.  Our car screamed forward, throwing me back into the seat.  My chest felt like the weight of a rhino was on it.  Niko’s gear changes were ridiculous, like a rally driver.  I opened my eyes to see the world flash by me at about two hundred kilometres per hour, only to slow somewhat for a corner.  The car slid sideways as the engine revved, smoke from the drifting tyres filling the air.  We weren’t first, but we weren’t last.  I estimated we were fifth.

Holding on for dear life as we flew around the corners, I noticed we were gaining ground.  Niko grinned as we began passing cars, until weaving behind the leader in a Skyline R-34, the daddy to Niko’s car.  Flames spat from the exhaust of the Skyline.  Finally, we reached a straight piece of road, devoid of traffic.  Niko manoeuvred into a tight position to the right of the road, and then she pressed the red button on the stick, sending us flying forward at a ridiculous speed.  We flew past car number one, narrowly missing a parked car.

The make-shift circuit made a left, and I realised we were circling back.  This must have been the half-way line.  I checked the mirror and found the nearest car was about ten metres behind.

“Take your cock out and masturbate.” Niko shouted.

“Holy…” I gasped, sliding around the corner, but doing as she said, pulling my cock out and realising I was erect.  Was this a fear erection, or was this me being so totally turned on by how awesome Niko was?  I wanked hard and fast, eyes closed, but thoughts played through my head, her dominating me, standing over me, urinating on me, spitting at me.  “You’re so amazing.” I told her.  “I’m nothing compared to you.”

“No, don’t say that.  I don’t want to hear that.” She said softly.  “Tell me I’m amazing, but don’t lower yourself.”

That surprised me, but somehow turned me on more.  “I’ll do anything for you my queen.  Anything.  You’ve made me happier than my wildest dreams.”

“And I’m going to make you even happier, my little toy.” She purred.  “Now cum for me.  Cum hard.”

It was as if her voice somehow made a connection to my brain, and suddenly, my orgasm hit, spraying cum upwards, over my belly and chest.  She reached over, scooped some up and ate it. 

Looking in the mirror, I saw that bar a mistake, we had this in the bag.  The final corner ahead, and we drifted around it, and pulled forward, smashing to the win. 

“Hai!!!!” She squealed, dancing in her seat, as her friends and mine ran over to the car.  She grabbed me, hugging me tight.  “My good luck charm!  I love you so much Maxi!  I love you, I love you, I love you!” She squealed. 

“You were amazing.” I gasped.  “I love you too.  You’re so good.”

“No, you’ve made me so proud.” She told me, with a tear in her eye.  “You didn’t once complain about the clothes, or the make-up.  You have been super cool here.  I’m proud of you.”

“Although, I was naughty once.” I mused.

A sadistic looking grin appeared on her face.  “You really want to try out the red room, huh?”

“Actually no, I want to feel that connection to you.  Know your darker side too.”

“And you will, I promise.  You can’t be perfect all the time, and trust me, my dark side is not something you want to rush to see.”

We stepped out of the car and celebrated with everyone, except Ren and Paul, who appeared to be missing.  The tequila was passed around but given that I needed to drive after, I decided not to have any more. 

As Niko was collecting the prize money of two million yen, Ren came running out, his face bloodied.  Running to Kiyoshi, he explained that he and Paul were jumped by some homophobic guys and that Paul was hurt.  Grabbing the bodyguards, we ran, with Niko following.  We found Paul sat alone under a bridge, around the block from the race, conscious but he said he thought his leg was broken.

“Who did this?” Niko asked.

“Three guys.  Big, shaved heads.  We were making out, and they jumped us.” Ren explained.  “They went that way.”

Niko looked at her head of security and nodded at him.  “Find them and take them to the plant.  Call me when you have them.” Then to two of the bodyguards.  “Help me get him to the car and take them to my private clinic.”

“Yes Miss Niko.”

She turned to me.  “He’ll be okay.  If you want, you can follow them?”

Tanner stepped in.  “No, guys, we’ll go with him.  Take Chris and Heidi home and look after them please.  I think it’s been a long night.”

“Are you sure?” I asked.

“Yeah, yeah.  Don’t let this ruin your night.  It’s been awesome.” Tanner promised.

As the bodyguards helped lead Paul towards the Range Rover, Niko ran over to Paul.  “Paul, listen to me, I will find these people, and they will pay.”

“No…more violence is not…” Paul began.

“Stop.  That is not how we do things.  These people, they disrespected you, which means they disrespected my family.  Jumping innocent people, is dishonourable, and goes against our society.  This is not what we stand for.  They shall be made an example of, I promise you that.”

Staring at her, Paul smiled and nodded.  “Maybe you are right.  Thank you, Niko. You’re one of a kind.”

“My pleasure.  You are my friend, and friends look after one another.”

“Just so I don’t end up owing you.” He said, winking, and earning a chuckle in return. 

She walked back over and told Heidi she could travel with her, if Chris didn’t mind driving with me.  He said he didn’t but did give Heidi a look to see if she was okay with it all.  Heidi had not been aware of the Yakuza connection until we had actually arrived, and I had the feeling she wasn’t at all comfortable about it.  Still, there was not much choice in the matter, as the rear seats in the GT-R had been removed, and the NSX was a two-seater.

As we walked, Chris hung back with Heidi, allowing me the chance to talk to Niko.  “What will you do to them?”

“Do you really want to know?” She asked.

“Yes.”

“I’m going to find out who they are, then I’m going to take a hammer to their testicles, then, pull out all their teeth, cut off their tongue, and then cut the skin on their backs to read Homophobic Scum.” She snarled.  “And that’s if my mood improves.  Otherwise, I might just behead them, and leave their bodies hanging in front of their family’s house.”

I regretted asking, because I knew she was serious.


6 – First Foot Wrong

The word from Niko was that the men were found and dealt with.  I asked if they were still alive, and she promised me they were, and that they had learned their lesson.  Over the next couple of weeks, we became ever closer.  I either stayed over at her place, or her at mine, and quite honestly, neither of us felt weird about the fact that we did not have a single night apart. 

One very interesting part of being Niko’s boyfriend and submissive, was the fact she loved to lavish me with gifts, and whilst I should have enjoyed this, my male ego was struggling with the fact that I did not earn enough to return the favour.  In fact, it was beginning to bother me.  Gifts ranged from clothes, suits and such, to jewellery, watches, electronics, and such, to lingerie and kink stuff, which bothered me less as I would not buy that stuff myself.

I chose the wrong day to bring it up.

There are certain days where everything just seems to go wrong.  Work was tough because of some franchisee operators did not get their deliveries due to a regional supply problem.  It was actually not my problem, but of course, it ended up with me.  I ended up fighting with a delivery company in Russia, I really couldn’t be bothered to deal with.  I arrived home stressed.  You should never bring home stress from work.

Now, like any situation, there are two sides to every argument, and let’s be honest here, nobody is ever one hundred percent to blame.  In this case, Niko was having a bad day too.  I didn’t know the details, and quite frankly, I didn’t want to, but I could tell she was pissed, which is probably why I should have known to keep my mouth shut and behave, but you know those moments where you are so pissed off with your own problems, that in your head, you are angry at your partner for diverting attention from your own problems?  This was one of those moments.

Bizarrely, Niko thought today was a good day to buy me a Rolex.  Another one.  I now had six watches, which was odd.  I would later learn that she bought things like this when she was down or stressed, but at the time, I didn’t get that. Right at the moment, I felt like she was trying to buy my affection.

“You know you don’t need to buy me things for my love, right?” I asked, a hint of annoyance in my voice.

“I just want you to have nice things.” She replied calmly.

“Six watches?” I snickered, sardonically.

“If you don’t want it…” She sighed.

“No, it’s fine.” I replied, before mumbling, “If you think I need six watches…”

“No, do you know what, you’re right, it was silly.  You know?  I just saw it and thought of you, so sorry for caring!” Her anger was rising.

“Caring? Or trying to highlight the fact that you have more money than me?”

Her face looked directly at me and then a smile appeared.  It wasn’t a good smile; it was a knowing, sarcastic smile.  “Oh I see!  Your fragile male ego is upset that the little woman has more money than you?  Oh poor baby!  Poor little man, in his pretty pink panties, is upset that he doesn’t earn enough.  Maybe if you start wearing your bras and stockings to work, you’ll start earning more?  Oh wait, no, because generally women earn less than men…”

“Oh so now you are making fun of me for wearing the lingerie you bought me, that you want me in?” I snapped back.

“Oh fuck you!  You want to wear it, just as much as I want you to wear it!”

We argued for the next thirty minutes, and she came really close to hitting me, but didn’t.  Eventually, like all arguments between couples who really love each other, we reached a conclusion and told each other what was really going on.  Niko sat on the floor next to me, her head leaning on my shoulder, as she sniffed from the crying.

“I’m sorry,” she said, “I should have known this just needs time.  I rushed.”

“No, I’m sorry.” I told her.  “It’s just, I’m embarrassed that I can’t buy you nice things too, and I’m scared one day you will see me as a loser.”

“No, baby, you work hard and earn what you earn.  I didn’t just make this money, I inherited it.  I don’t see you as a loser, I see you as someone to respect and admire.  You inspire me every day.”

“I guess this was a hard day and I took the work home with me.” I sighed.  “I’m sorry I snapped at you.”

“It’s okay.  I had a hard day too and I tend to buy things when I’m stressed.  Sorry.”

I sighed; happy it was over.  “Question, you’re tough, dominant, sadistic; why didn’t you hit me?”

She raised a single eyebrow in surprise.  “Why would I hit you?  I mean, everyone reaches a point where they could hit someone, but if I would do that, I’d be a husband-beater, and that is not okay.  BDSM is about consent, and not abuse.”

Wow, I was not expecting that response.  Every time I had a serious conversation with Niko, I was blown away by how honourable and nice she was, and it was because of that, I had a hard time picturing her doing anything illegal. 

“You will need to be punished though.” She noted.  “But I want to make sure that you consent to it.”

“I do.” I told her, knowing that I had been building a real punishment session up to such an extent that I was beginning to worry it might never happen.  In fact, she hadn’t really been all that dominant up till now.

“Let’s go eat and calm down.”

After a quick dinner in a nearby restaurant, we headed back to her house, where I was told to strip completely naked and kneel by the side of the bed.  I then watched her step into her walk-in closet, and close the door.  I waited nearly fifteen minutes, before the door opened, and she stepped out.  My heart stopped.

She was wearing a black latex body, buckled at the front; black latex stockings, black thigh-high lace-up high-heeled boots, a matching black army-general hat, and strapped around her crotch was a huge, long, fat black cock, maybe a foot and a half in length.  There was no way it would fit inside me, but I also knew that some Japanese women had a futanari fetish, and sometimes, those cocks were abnormally huge in their manga. In her latex elbow-gloved hands, were a long, black riding crop, and the leash.  Her make-up was dark, thick and strict.  This was no joke.

Her shoes clicked on the wooden floor, as she clipped on the leash.  “Your safe word is avocado.” She said in English. 

“Yes Mistress.” I told her, a quiver in my voice.

“Are you ready? Do you need to go to the bathroom?” She asked.

I shook my head.  “No Mistress.  I’m ready.”

“Good.  Crawl. Follow me.”

I crawled behind her, as her hips swayed seductively as she walked.  She led me over to the door of the red room, opened it, and led me through.  Once I was in front of a spreader bench, she ordered me up and then unclipped the leash, before strapping my wrists and ankles onto the bench.  Finally, she took a small strap from the front, and clipped it to the leash, preventing me from raising my head.  Next, I felt a ball-gag placed in my mouth, before being buckled tight behind my head. 

“Say avocado.” She told me.

“Abfhokaphado.” I tried to say.

“Okay.  I needed to hear it with the gag so I know what you are saying.” She told me.  Fuck, she was good. 

Niko’s hand dropped down and rubbed my naked backside.  She then grabbed it, pulling on each cheek, before pinching both a few times, and then spanking me; lightly at first, before getting harder and faster.  Then suddenly it stopped, and I heard a whoosh, whoosh, whoosh of the crop being swung through the air. 

And then…

Whoosh…SMACK!

I let out an almighty screech as pain shot through my nerves.  “One!  There will be thirty with the crop and then I will check on you and decide on next steps.  If you can do it without too much screaming, then it will go better for you.”

Whoosh…SMACK!

This went on for fourteen more hits, before she spoke again.  “Fifteen, but you are loud.  Your face is red and streaked with tears; you look like a pussy.  Pull yourself together, and be a man, or for the next two weeks, you’ll be in make-up and a dress.  We’ll continue.”

Fifteen more hits and we paused.  She crouched in front of me, then loosened the gag, pulling it from my mouth. 

“How are you managing?” She asked me with a kind tone.

“Good Mistress.” I sniffed.  “I can manage.”

“Do you need a break, or should I go softer, harder?”

“You can go harder Mistress, if you so wish.”

“You’ll really manage?  Because you’re screaming like a cheerleader.” She smiled.

“I can manage.  I’m sorry I’m loud.  It hurts a lot, but it’s good.  I feel so connected to you.”

“Okay, you remember your stop word?”

“Avocado.”

“Good.” She smiled, putting the gag back.  “Next, the flogger.  The flogger allows me to target your back as well as ass.  If you thought the crop was bad, this will be worse.  I really am getting tired of your screaming.  I’ve decided to keep you in the dress for the next two weeks, but luckily for you, you won’t need to wear it to the office.  You will need to wear some make-up, and full lingerie, under your suit.  Keep up the screaming if you want me to pierce your ears.”

I nodded, saying nothing.

Footsteps made me aware she was walking over to the rack of whips and crops on the wall, and then of her return.  Not a word was said as the flogger made contact with my back, over and over, up and down my body to my ass.  The only place I never felt the whip hit was on the left and right of my lower back, and I realised she was deliberately avoiding my kidney area.  She was an expert.  The moment I realised this, I felt myself relax and something interesting happened.  The pain suddenly turned into something else; like that feeling after eating a really hot chilli, I started to feel high.  My endorphins shot up and my eyes fluttered closed.

I began moaning instead of screaming.

“Yes, my slut, now you get it.” She hissed at me as she rained down hits of the whip.  She was getting into it in a big way, losing herself in the sadistic bliss of hurting me.  She had opened up the valve, and now it would be difficult to stem the flow.  “You want it now, don’t you?  You need it!  But you also understand that you need to respect me differently from other girls you’ve known.  You need to understand that we can argue, but then I need to hurt you after; to punish you for your insolence; you know that don’t you?”

I moaned some sort of answer as she continued to beat me.

Then the beating stopped, and again, clicking of the heels, a drawer opening and closing, and clicking.  She knelt down and clipped a crocodile clip to my right nipple, just to the right of the bench my chest was resting on.  Then on the other side, a clip to my left nipple.  On both she adjusted a screw so that it was nice and tight, before hanging two heavy weights from them.

Then the beating continued, except this time, with each hit, the weights swung.  The pain was back.

This went on for ten minutes, before she ended the whipping and I heard her walking around again, before returning.  A cool gel of some sort was being applied to my anus, and then inside using two gloved fingers; then three, then four.  Then the fingers were removed, and I felt the wet tip of the huge cock lining up for entry.  I let out a groan, as my sphincter opened with some reluctance around the latex cock.  She paused for a moment, before pressing on. 

“Ahhh.” I moaned, feeling more and more threading inside.  Surely, she couldn’t get it all in? Of course, she couldn’t, but she got a lot in, and then began fucking me with it.

“Yes, slut, take my cock, hmm, you like it?  You like big, long, fat cock in your asshole, faggot?” She purred.  “You want that cock? Huh?  You love it, don’t you?”

“Yeth, yeth; more, more.” I moaned into the gag.

“Think I can fit more in?  I’m pretty deep now.” She mused, and I felt the cock press in further.  “You saw how big my cock is.” She laughed, “and I’m not even half-way in.  Should I continue?”

I was a little nervous about that, and sanity got the better of me, so instead, I said nothing.

“Well, funny thing is, the sigmoid colon can move just fine, so actually…” She began, and then suddenly I felt the cock push forward and I let out a scream as I felt it press against the sigmoid colon, forced it to move to allow access.” She paused, and then pulled back and out.  “I’ll give you something fun to help you relax.”

Footsteps and a drawer again, and suddenly, some sort of white plastic mask was strapped to my nose.  As I inhaled, a strange chemical smell filled my sinuses, only to be replaced by a sudden rush of heat.  Suddenly, I felt not only relaxed, but super-horny, and every single sense tingled with excitement. 

The cock pushed into me again, up to my sigmoid colon again, but this time the pain was not as intense as I felt something inside me shift a little, allowing for the cock to push forward. 

Again, I inhaled and was lost in a weird trance, until, bizarre of bizarre, I felt skin touch skin.  Holy fuck, she was fully inside me!

“Bet you thought you wouldn’t get all that in, did you?” She laughed.  “Keep sniffing the poppers whilst I fuck you.”

I did just that, feeling the cock retract about ten or twelve inches, before threading back inside again.  I moaned as she fucked my intestines, and whilst I wanted to believe she knew what she was doing, I couldn’t believe that fucking me so deep would be at all good for me.  Still, that fear was doing something very special to me; it was making me more submissive, and I felt drawn to her.

“You love cock in your ass-pussy.” She laughed, “and I love you can take cock.  Maybe we get real man to fuck you, huh?  Maybe ask Paul?  Would you like that?  Would you want to maybe get fucked by Paul, maybe whilst you suck Ren?  I’d watch that!”

She fucked me for just a few minutes, before withdrawing, then removing the poppers and gag, and unbuckling the gag.  Then she unbuckled the straps on my ankles and wrists, before grabbing me by my hair and dragging me along the ground, over to a strange metal toilet, which had an insert on the front.  I soon realised, the insert was for my neck as I was made to lay face up inside it, and I watched as she squatted over me, the body pulled to one side. 

A stream of warm golden piss descended on my face.  Opening my mouth, I tried to catch as much as possible, tasting her amber nectar as it filled me, forcing me to swallow.  As the last few drops descended, she rubbed her pussy on my mouth. 

“Last punishment, and we are done.” She told me, grabbing my hair again, and pulling me across the room to a St. Andrew’s cross.  “Stand, spread your legs.” She snapped, before bolting my legs in place.  “I’m not going to strap both your arms in, only your left, so that you can masturbate with your right.  Grab that cock and rub it.  I will stop, once you cum.”

“Yes Mistress.” I said, immediately rubbing my rock-hard cock, confused by what she might stop.

I needn’t have been confused for long, as her booted leg swung up at high velocity and made firm contact with my balls.  I screamed in pain, letting go of my cock, but bam she kicked again.

“Ah, don’t you want kids one day?” I asked.  I thought I was being funny, but she was in no mood.  She stepped forward and slapped my face so hard, I wondered if it might bruise.

“Shut the fuck up, you fucking cunt!” She screamed in English.  Then she stepped back and into position.  “Now you’d better hurry up and cum, otherwise you won’t have a single functioning ball in that sack.”

She got thirteen clean hits of those balls before I came, and boy did I cum.  I was then let down and made to lick the cum off her boots and the floor, before the leash was attached, and I was allowed to crawl out of the room. 

“Help me take all this off.” She said, softly.

I stood and helped her out of the boots and body, without a word, and then dropped back down to my knees.  She stroked my face. 

“You may kiss my pussy and bring me to orgasm.” She told me, as she lay backwards onto the bed. 

My lips connected with her hot, soaked pussy, and hard clitoris, flicking the little metal bar she had there with my tongue.  Her climax came ten seconds later. 

“Come with me.” She told me, leading me through a glass door in her bathroom, up some outdoor stairs, and onto the roof, where a hot-tub I never knew about was.  “Climb in, I’ll get a couple of towels from next to the sauna.” She told me, pointing at a small building on the roof. 

I watched her go inside, and then come back with two small pink towels, and two, white towel robes, which she placed on a sunbed to the side of the hot-tub.  Then she slowly stepped inside, slipping in behind me, and pulling me in tight.

“It is important to make bodily contact after a session like that, so you understand that I love you, and that we are one.” She explained.  “Some can fall into deep depression after a session, and some feel euphoria.”

“I feel euphoria.” I told her, nuzzling my head against her left breast and nipple.

“So you enjoyed it?”

“Yes, my queen.” I admitted, with full honesty.  “It was the best experience of my life; better than I ever imagined.”

“For me too.  I loved every second of it; except your girly screaming at the beginning.” She giggled.  “But we already have a punishment ready for that, don’t we slave?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good.  I have the perfect dress for you to wear tomorrow.  One I bought for you last week.”

I lay against her and smiled in content relaxation.  I felt like my world had come together, and I had finally found my greatest possible joy and happiness.  She was my world, and nothing would change that.

“Mistress, can I ask you a question?” I said, slowly.

“Of course, my love.” She kissed the top of my head as she held me.

“Should I not get a tattoo like you have?” I had been thinking about this for some time.  I knew I would have to get one eventually, but in my head, I had said, let’s see how it goes.  But lately, I was questioning why I would ever want anyone else, and after this session, I felt like I wouldn’t dare imagine a life without my wonderful Queen Niko.

“I want you to be ready, comfortable.  A tattoo is no longer for life, they can be removed, but it is a big commitment all the same.” She pointed out.

“Queen Niko?”

“Yes?” She replied softly.

“I love you.  I don’t want anyone else.  I want to commit to you.  I don’t want an exit.  I want you to own me; to keep me; to never ever want to let me go.  I read you powerful Yakuza people use blackmail and extortion; well do that to me.  Blackmail me.  Force me, trap me.  It doesn’t matter, because I never want to let you go, and I want the same from you.”

I felt a drop of cool water splash my cheek, and I knew it wasn’t sweat.  “I love you too, and yes, I have a lot of material which could be used for blackmail.  Does that turn you on?” She asked seductively, but without waiting for an answer, she continued, “but that is silly as a way to keep you, because if you don’t want me anymore, then honestly, I probably don’t want you.” She took a deep breath.  “I want you to get the tattoo.  You are mine, and I own you now.  If you do this, then you commit to me, and nobody else.  What do you want me to say to you about this though?  If you decide to end it with me, what do you want me to do?  What do you expect me to do?  You want me to be upset and kick you out or make you leave Japan?  Or what do you want to hear from me?”

This was not an angry question, I could tell.  She wanted to know how deep I wanted to go; what I wanted this ownership to mean.  I’m not sure if it was the high I was still feeling from earlier, or whether it was some sort of suicidal game of cat and mouse, I needed to play to satisfy some sort of masochistic urge, but I said the first words to come to mind.  “You are the most powerful woman in Japan.  You can easily make me disappear.  I want you to be so obsessed by me that if you can’t have me, no-one can.”

I heard an intake of breath, a gasp.  “Do you know what you are saying?” She whispered.

“Yes. Be the tough Yakuza boss.  I want you to show me who is boss.”

“Really?  No game, no joke?” She asked in English.

“Yes.  No games, no jokes.  Do you love me?”

“Of course.”

“Yes, but do you love me.  Do you picture a life together, forever?  Because I do.  I know that sounds fast, and scary, but the more I learn about you, the more I want you.”

Again, a tear.  “Of course, I do.  I’ve been telling myself I must be stupid for rushing like this, there’s no way you could feel the same way I do, so I kept telling myself, slow down, slow down.  But is what you say true?  You feel the same way?”

“If I could propose to you right now, without coming across as completely insane, I would.”

“You wouldn’t be insane, but how about this? Let’s give this two months, and then propose to me.  Get the tattoo before then, in a month.  Once you have the tattoo though, your freedom ends.” She pulled on my face to look at me, and what I saw was a look of darkness. “If, after you get the tattoo, you break my heart, then I’ll kill you.”  It wasn’t an empty threat, and I didn’t want it to be.

“Do you mean it?” I asked, softly.

Her eyes searched mine, and for a moment, I thought she was going to ask me if I wanted her to mean it, but instead, her face went darker, changing into Yakuza boss mode.  “Yes.  I mean it.  I don’t joke about these things.  I have killed a lot of people with my own hands, Max.  A lot.  I don’t want you to joke about this either.  Don’t joke with my heart, my fetishes, and certainly not about who I am.  I am serious, so you have a month to make sure you are too.” She grabbed the back of my hair and pulled it hard. “Is that understood?”

“Yes Mistress…my love.” I said, completely sincerely.  And then her lips were on mine, and all I could think was, I needed to get that tattoo sooner than a month.

* * * * *

Niko knew full well that she would never truly hurt Max, not whilst she was so madly in love with him, but there was something about the role he was getting himself into that she understood.  She had been careful to feel his penis as they talked about these things, and as she spoke and committed to hurting him if he ever broke her hurt, she felt his erection spring miraculously back to life.

She had to honour the agreement she had made with him, and the more she committed to do so, the more she herself became aroused.  He was playing with fire, but maybe that was the meaning of life.  Maybe that was the way to bring fire to their hearts.  She just hoped that her commitment would never be put to the test.


7 – Shifts

Over the next two weeks, I spent my time in lingerie and Kawaii dresses.  Paul definitely approved, and offered Niko the chance for me to appear on stage with him.  She claimed she would consider it.  The other nicety, if you could put it that way, was the lingerie under my suit.  A white shirt did very little to hide a black bra, and the others in the office definitely noticed, but wisely said nothing, all except Daisuke, who allowed himself a chuckle.

“She has you already.” He noted.  “What did you do wrong?”

“I was not masculine enough, when taking my punishment.”

Another chuckle. “You need to take your beatings like a man.”

On the last night of my punishment, Niko held a party at her house, inviting my friends and some of hers.  I was to be the maid, serving girl, in a cute black and white maid’s mini-dress, made-up, with a blonde curly wig, Mary-Jane shoes, and little white lace-trim socks.  Before the party, Niko took me to a tattoo parlour where a friend pierced my ears, placing diamond bars in the holes.

It was a fairly standard party for the most part.  Drinking, some drugs, dancing, but as the party wound down, and the others left, I did find it interesting to note that two remained, Paul and Ren.  I could see where this night was going.

I was clearing up the kitchen, when Niko entered, wearing a red latex halter-neck dress.  She clipped on the leash and told me to follow her, leading me up to the bedroom, and into the red room, where Ren was stood, cock out, dressed in leather chaps and a leather harness.  Paul was still in the black leather corset, black latex mini-skirt, and black fishnet stockings, he had on all night.

“Tonight, you performed well,” Niko told me. “But the night is not over.  You need to be tested to see if we can end your punishment, or if we must extend it.  Same as last time, onto the stool, and let’s see.  No gag this time.”

The two men watched as Niko swished the crop onto my arse.  I focused on the pleasures of the pain, and held out as long as I could, but by fifteen, I let out a scream of pain. 

“Oh dear.” She tutted at me.  “That’s not good, is it?  One extra day for each.”

By the end of the beating, I was at another two weeks.  Not that I really minded the women’s lingerie, but dressing up in the dress meant coupling it with make-up and a wig, which took ages to get ready.

“Now, a bit of a surprise for you.” She told me. “Paul and Ren have very kindly agreed to introduce you to the lovely world of man-on-man sex.  Remember, just say avocado if you want to stop or don’t agree to something.”

“I understand, my queen.” I told her.

“Enjoy it.” She whispered, kissing my cheeks, and then walking to sit down and watch.

Behind me, I felt hands pulled down my panties and lift the lacy skirt, and in front of me, I was confronted by Ren’s already erect cock.  Paul drizzled saliva on my anus, and then I felt the warm head of his hard cock, press forward, as Ren entered my mouth.  With a moist mouth, I extended my tongue and licked the underside of the cock, closing my lips to a gentle suck, pulling my tongue back and letting it dance on the head.  It felt comfortable in my mouth, and something to which I could easily get used.

In the meantime, I felt Paul’s cock enter me, sliding in, holding and moving forward again.  “I guess this changes everything between us, right?” Paul laughed, pushing all the way in.

“You can use him whenever you like.” Niko told him.

“Thank you!”

As Paul fucked my arse, building up momentum, Ren moved his cock slowly in and out of my mouth.  It was not a big cock, so it did not choke me.  In fact, it was like sucking on a thicker meat lollipop. 

“He’s good.” Ren gasped.  “I can’t hold out much longer.  Where should I finish?”

Niko walked forward and crouched next to me.  “In your mouth?” She asked, softly.  I nodded, still sucking.  She looked up at him.  “Mouth.” As if a switch had been activated, he came, spraying my mouth with salty warm cum.  Behind me, Paul lasted decidedly longer than Ren, spending nearly ten minutes fucking me, until he too unloaded in me. 

Without a word, the men dressed and left, leaving me with Niko.  It turned out that they had already agreed that in advance.

“Hot tub and sauna?” She asked.

“Yes please.”

Upstairs in the sauna, she told me that I could defer the additional days punishment, if I wanted to go back to male clothes.  I told her that I was fine with the punishment now. 

“How was it?” She asked me, referring to being fucked by my friend.

“Amazingly good.” I laughed. “There is something very kinky about being fucked in the arse by my friend.  Makes me feel a lot more submissive.”

“That’s good.” She nodded.  “I’ve got something to tell you, and I’ve been a little nervous about it.”

“What?”

She sighed, looking down at the wooden floor.  “On Wednesday, you will meet the family.  The clan.  Without me.  I’m nervous.”

“You think they won’t like me?”

“I don’t know what to think, but I would prefer it if I was there with you.  At least that way, I could convey my feelings in the correct manner.”

“But you have, haven’t you?”

“I’ve not had chance to meet all the partners.  I still don’t know the full results of the last meeting.  Dress in male clothes though.  They all know about me, and you, but for this, you never know.”

Frowning, I shrugged.  “Nothing I can do to change it now.  Let’s focus on the great time we had today.”

“True.”

“Can I be honest with you though?”

With a twist of the head, and a raise of an eyebrow, she said, “I would hope you’re always honest.”

“Well, yes, but in this case…” I began with an embarrassed smile.  “I screamed deliberately.”

She leaned forward and kissed my nose.  “I know.” She laughed.  “Come on.  Ice pool then hot tub.”

Tuesday night, I was home without Niko, as she was on a business trip in Nagano.  Of course, I didn’t ask what type of business trip, and she didn’t tell me.  She would be back on Thursday, but she had already gone through how to address the partners and what to do there.  I felt I was prepared, but still, I was nervous.

Paul, Tanner and Chris were home with me, so we had a few beers and chilled, watching a movie.  Paul had begun dressing up or wearing lingerie full time, and given that I was also dressed up in girl’s clothing, it made me feel less self-conscious in front of my friends; not that Tanner or Chris ever commented. 

Around eleven, I decided to head off to bed, leaving the others to continue watching the movie.  I showered, cleaned my teeth, then slipped into a short pink chiffon baby doll nightie, which was trimmed with thick black lace, and matching panties.  It was as I was climbing into bed, that I heard a soft knock on the door.

“Come in.” I called out, and the door opened.

Paul walked in, having changed out of his dress, and into a long black satin and lace nightie, and matching robe.  “Want some company?” He asked.

For a moment, I thought he meant to chat, and then it dawned on me what he really meant.  I blinked a few times, and then said, “It’s not up to me, is it?” Giving him a brief smile.

He shut the door behind him and climbed under the duvet, pulling my lips to his.  I did not resist, instead, I wrapped my arms around his neck and back and pulled him to me.  His hand slid down to my cock, and mine to his satin cover arse, rubbing it, massaging, before twisting to his front and finding his penis, wrapped in soft satin. 

“I want to suck you.” I said into his mouth, as our tongues danced.

“Then suck me.” He replied.

I slid down his body, pushing the duvet onto the floor, pushing up his nightie to reveal the thick, long, circumcised cock.  I opened my lips and with a wet tongue, allowed the penis to slide into my mouth, licking and sucking, before swallowing the tip down my throat, all the way until my nose was buried in his hairless crotch. 

“Ummm, you’re good for a newbie.” He moaned, as I choked myself.

Behind me, I heard a knock on the door, and the sound of the door opening.  I decided to ignore it; whoever it was, could see me for what I really was.

“Hey, can you give me a lift to work tomorrow….” Tanner slowed his speech as he realised what we were up to.

I looked up and let the cock fall out of my mouth with a plop.  “Sure Tanner.  No problem.” I smiled, before returning to the cock.  I wasn’t sure how long Tanner was actually looking, but given that the door took a long time to close, I felt sure he was watching us for nearly a minute.  Could Tanner have a little untested bisexuality in him? 

That didn’t matter.  What did matter was getting this cock inside me.  I climbed up over Paul and stared into his aroused eyes, as with one hand gripping his shaft, I lowered my anus into him, sliding down as far as I could go, before lifting slightly and dropping again.

The door opened again, no knock this time.  “Erm, so I need to be in the office at 7:30 though, so, do you think we can leave earlier?” Tanner asked.

I turned to face him as I continued to ride the cock and smiled.  “Sure, Tanner, no problem.” I kept looking at him, his head stuck between the door and frame, scared to come in further. “Chris gone to bed?” I asked him.

“Yeah.” He replied, softly.

“Are you going to bed, or want to stay up longer?” I asked, completely unsure why I would do such a thing, but I was so lost in my own arousal that I couldn’t think of anything else to say.  No, that was a lie, I could think of plenty to say, but I had to temper it somehow, otherwise I might scare Tanner off.

Tanner didn’t reply.  He stood in the same position for a while, before opening the door and stepping inside and shutting it.  He leaned against the door and watched as I, in my short pink nightie, rode the huge cock going in and out of my arsehole.  I looked down and saw a huge bulge in Tanner’s pants, and I knew he was turned on.

“You can sit on the bed if you want.” Paul said to him.

“I…” Tanner didn’t know how to reply.  He was clearly questioning his own sexuality, and I had a feeling he had watched gay porn before and then chastised himself for it.  I too had gone through an experimental phase, but that was limited to watching on videos.  To actually do it though, had made me question why I had put it off for so long.

“It’s okay Tanner.  There’s no judgment here, remember?” I told him.

Nodding quickly, Tanner sat on the edge of the bed and watched.  I rested my hands on Paul’s chest and rode on him, slowly, trying to prolong the feeling.  After several minutes, he told me to shift position, so I got on all fours and felt him re-enter me from behind.  Tanner was right in front of me, watching with aroused but confused eyes.  I knew what he was feeling.

Slowly, I reached out and placed a hand on his right leg.  It flinched but then settled.  His eyes made contact with mine expectantly, as if wanting to know what I might do next.  Still staring into his nervous eyes, I slid my hand up to his crotch and grabbed his cock, rubbing it through the pants carefully.  His bottom lip trembled, scared, confused, so desperate, excited.  I slid down his fly and reached inside, feeling his cock, which was very fat.  I struggled to get my hand around it.  Pulling it out, I stared, wide-eyed.

“You’re huge.” I gasped.

“Oh-la-la…” Paul noted.

A man’s ego can do a lot for a man’s nerves, and in Tanner’s case, the ego boost seemed to relax him enough to stand up, take off his pants and underpants, and kneel in front of me.  I knew what he wanted, and I knew he was going to get it.  I opened my mouth and felt my lips stretch to accommodate such a thick, long cock, and boy, was it thick.

He moaned as I slobbered over his cock, and the fact that our formally one-hundred percent heterosexual housemate was suddenly bi, seemed to turn Paul on even more.  He pounded my backside, bring himself ever closer to climax, until he let out an almighty groan, and bent over me, his cock still spurting inside me. 

I pulled Tanner’s cock out of my mouth.  “Fuck me.  I need to feel this thing inside me.”

He seemed to become nervous again.  “I don’t know.  Fucking your ass maybe a bit much.” He mused.

“It’ll be fine.” Paul assured him, pulling out of me.  “It’s just a hole.” He smiled.

“Just a hole.” Tanner repeated, moving around me, reassuring himself.  “Just a hole.”

He aimed his cock at my puckering anus and pressed hard.  The cum in my arse helped it slide in, but it did not make the pain any better, as I stretched to accommodate something so fat.  I moaned a long deep, guttural moan, feeling him sliding forward slowly, and it didn’t seem to stop.

“Ffffuuuuuuuuccccccccckkkkkkkk!” I cried out, as it just kept getting wider and wider, until finally, I felt him press up against me. 

He paused.

“Are you ready?” He asked.

“Uh-huh.  Yeah, fuck me.  Fuck me.” I panted.

His shaft pulled back and then pressed forward, slowly, carefully, building up lubrication.  Once he began to feel more comfortable, he increased in intensity.  It was then that I realised that this man was a sexual god.  Huge cock, and he knew how to use it.  For five whole minutes, he slammed in and out of me, preventing me from licking and sucking Paul, which I had been doing at the beginning.  My panting sounded like a woman panting through labour, as the room filled with the slap, slap, slap of skin on skin.  We were all making so much noise, that I felt certain that Chris had to hear what was going on.  And on it went; there was no stopping him.  Five more minutes, and he was increasing intensity, not slowing down.  I was begging him for more, please more.  The feeling was beyond incredible.  I wasn’t touching my cock, but I felt cum draining onto my sheets.

His hands gripped my hips, pulling and pushing on me as he slammed in and out very hard and very fast, until finally, with a roar, I felt him shoot into me, torrents of cum flying out into my bowels.

“Ohhh.” I moaned, as my climax also hit, my body convulsing, before we both collapsed down, him on top of me, his cock still buried, panting like we’d run a marathon.

“That was amazing.” Tanner gasped.  “You won’t tell anyone about this though?”

“Of course not.” Paul and I both said.  “It’s nobody else’s business.”

“Thanks.”

“But what made you come back in?” I asked him.

Tanner was silent for a moment, his fingers gently tracing along my hairless right leg; his dick still buried inside me, not seeming to go down.  “I don’t know.  I saw you the first time I came in and somehow it just seemed so hot to look at, that I wanted to see it again. I think if you were just two hairy guys, it wouldn’t have interested me, but seeing you like this, smooth, in lingerie, it just came across so hot.  Then when you told me to sit with you, I wondered what it would feel like to be part of it, and if I couldn’t try it with friends, when could I?”

Paul reached over and rubbed Tanner’s back.  “We are all friends here, and we are open.  You have nothing to fear here.”

“I know.” Tanner noted. 

We lay there in silence for several minutes, unsure of what to do next. Tanner’s erection had lost some of its potency, but was still hard enough to remain inside me.  Sensing the tension, Paul decided he needed to do something to break it, so he slid up to my side, then leaned over and placed his lips on Tanner’s.  Tanner was a little shocked to be kissing his friend, but inside me, I felt him respond instantly.  As the two men kissed, I began slowly moving my hips back and forth, bringing the cock back to life.

Tanner moaned into Paul’s mouth, as he gave into the male-on-male expression of lust, continuing the kiss and seeking more.  His hips were now driving his cock in and out of me.

“I want to be your first.” Paul told Tanner.  I think I felt Tanner gulp.

“Will it hurt?” He asked.

“It’ll be fine, I promise.”

Paul shifted and then walked out the room, coming back moments later with lubricant.  Tanner continued fucking me on our sides, as Paul applied the lubricant copiously on his cock and Tanner’s anus.  Behind me, I heard a hiss.

“It stings.” Tanner said behind gritted teeth.

“Tell me when it stops.” Paul whispered.  A few seconds later, Tanner gave the okay to continue.  Eventually, I felt Tanner press right up against me, and I guessed Paul was completely inside him. 

We began to move in tandem, slowly, back and forth, building a rhythm.  Tanner began moaning behind me, and occasionally uttered words like, wow, oh my god, and fuck me.  Gay, straight, or bi, there was no denying the fact that the male G-spot was inside the rectum, and the simple fact was that anal sex felt good.  Tanner was realising that.  Minutes later, he cared less about who heard him; he was begging for more, harder, deeper.  He couldn’t hold out inside me, climaxing hard, which must have made him clench down, because Paul cried out soon after, releasing inside Tanner.

“Fuck!” Tanner cried out.  “Fuck!”

“Feel good?” I asked him with a smile, reaching over my head to stroke his face.

Tanner didn’t answer.  He leaned over and began licking and kissing my neck.  He was going for round three.  I wasn’t sure if my arse could take another pounding like that.

“More??” I laughed.

“Yes, much more.” Tanner breathed.  His cock hadn’t gone down.  Was he taking Viagra or what? 

“Once more.” I sighed, contently, feeling his kisses all over my neck and face. 

“I’m not ready yet.” Said Paul.

“Let me feel you in my mouth.” Tanner told him, and Paul moved up the bed, allowing Tanner access between his legs.

“Wow, you’re really going for it.” Paul gasped with a chuckle.  “Feels good Tanner.”

Moments later.  “You’re hard again.” Tanner panted.  “Fuck me.”

Given how often Tanner and Paul had cum already, it became a very long session, to the point where I had to call stop from my side as I needed a break.  So Tanner and Paul changed positions, so that Tanner could be on his knees as Paul fucked him.  I watched for a moment, before presenting my cock to Tanner and feeling him suck me down.  I lasted a minute before filling his mouth with his first taste of cum.

I walked off the bed towards the bathroom as the two changed positions again, so that Paul could lift Tanner’s legs up missionary style.  The two began kissing as Paul continued to fuck the former heterosexual. I shut the door to the bathroom and cleaned myself up, before standing at the mirror and smiling at how bizarre this had all become.

“Guys, I really need to get some rest now.” I told them as I walked back in.  It seemed that Paul had climaxed, but they were still making out like lovers.

“Okay.” Paul moaned as I climbed into bed. 

The two went to kiss me good night, and it turned into a long three-way make-out session.  I could see that if I didn’t put a stop to it, my will would break and I’d have a cock in me again.

“Guys!  Bed.” I snapped.

“Fine!  Going!” Tanner replied, sarcastically.

The door shut behind them and I lay down, switching off the light and trying to sleep. It was about five minutes later, that I heard moaning coming through the thin wall between my room and Paul’s. 

“Urgh!” I groaned, listening to it for ten minutes.  “Fuck it.” I said, getting up and heading over to Paul’s room too, will well and truly broken.

The next morning, we were up early, eyes swollen from lack of sleep and inhaling far too many poppers in Paul’s room.  Tanner, whose clothes were still in my room, was wearing a long red satin and lace robe to cover up.  I chose to go shower and get ready for an extremely important day.  I would only have one item of women’s clothes on today, black silk panties.  Other than that, I’d be in male-wear.

When Chris descended the stairs, he immediately clocked what had happened, and he rolled his eyes, shaking his head.  “I can’t believe, of all people, you joined them?” Chris laughed.

“Of all people?” Tanner asked.

“Yeah Chris, and we’re coming for you next.” Paul joked in a spooky voice. 

“Thanks.” Chris began.  “But even if, I wouldn’t because I don’t want to be unfaithful.”

“Awwww.” We all said at the same time.

Tanner ran to get ready for work, whilst I had coffee and breakfast.  We chatted about this and that, what we were up to the rest of the week, before Tanner arrived back with his laptop bag.  Whilst we all worked for the same company overall, we worked in different areas and buildings.  Tanner returned and said he was ready.  Before leaving, he did the unexpected and kissed Paul goodbye, in front of us all.

Once we were in the car, I asked him what that was all about.

“I just felt like doing it, you know?  After last night, I kind of felt close to him this morning, and well, I dunno, but,” he paused, “he’s hot, right?  Like, really good looking?”

I smiled.  Someone had been suppressing their sexuality for some time.  “Yes,” I agreed, “He is.  Very good looking, and yes, speaking truthfully, I find him attractive.  I think for years I had ignored the possibilities of a sexual relationship, or any romantic relationship with a man, because I told myself it was outside the realms of possibility, but here we are, and now that I’ve given in to the sexual aspect of it, I have begun to see the attractiveness of men too.  You’re hot too, by the way.”

“Thanks.” He grinned.  “You too, of course.  I get what you are saying.  We’ve spent years of our life trying to seem normal that we didn’t ever just open up to the fact that love is really anywhere you choose to look for it.”

“Exactly.” I nodded.  “So, was last night a one-off?”

“Definitely not.”

“What about your girlfriend?”

“Akari?  I mean, I’ll tell her.  Paul is seeing Ren.”

“Paul isn’t dating Ren.  They’re just playing around.  Ren doesn’t really date.”

“Oh.  Well, we’ll see, I guess.  I mean, I’m not gay.”

“I’m not saying you are.  But you’re definitely not straight.”

“True that.”

I pulled up outside his office and we looked at the people streaming in for a moment.

“Good luck tonight.” He told me, before leaning in and kissing me, our tongues mingling for a moment.

“Thanks.” I said, stroking his face, before he opened the door and stepped out.

Throughout the day, I was receiving messages from Niko.  She was nervous about tonight, but I reassured her everything would be fine.  Whilst she was the boss, the partners could cause problems for her.  She had assured me though, that either they all would be for me, or all against.  No one person would want to be the odd one out.

“Why?” I had asked her.

“Because if I find out that one person voted against, I’ll kill them with my bare hands.” She snarled.

“Good point.”

In the late afternoon, Mr Sasaki called me up to his office.  “Ready?” He asked.

“I think so.  Any advice?”

He grinned at me.  “Be yourself, and relax.”

“Thanks.”

“Come, I’ll drive.  You can leave your car here tonight.”

The drive was nearly an hour long to the other side of Tokyo, where we ended up in an old wooden building which looked like it was centuries old.  It turned out that it was.  It was surrounded by a wall, and was gated.  Guards let us in, armed guards.  I was led inside by Sasaki and two men in suits, both carrying submachine guns.  Inside, a huge table was arranged in an open-sided square, and about fifty men and women sat around it.  Some I recognised, others I did not.  Mr Sasaki took his place at the table and called the gathering to order.

“We are here to discuss Maxwell Connor’s acceptance into the Sureiyā family.” Sasaki said.  “Following our last meeting, we agreed it was important for all of us to meet Max.  I know him well, but now it is time for you all to decide.”

A bald elderly man with a small beard leaned forward.  “What are your intentions for Miss Niko?” He asked.

I gulped.  “Thank you, sir.  I plan to ask her for her hand in marriage in less than two months.”

“Is that not a little too soon?”

“Sir, I’m sure you know Miss Niko very well, I’m sure better than I do.  Sometimes, a man spends his life looking for the one, but eventually settles.  I have found my dream woman, and I am not settling, I’m fulfilling my dream.”

If that settled him, he did not show it.  He simply sat back and allowed another to ask a question. A younger man.

“You know what Miss Niko does.  You know who she is.  In Western culture, we are criminals.  Why do you see this differently?” He asked.

I had been expecting this question. “Sir, our cultures differ in a lot of ways, sometimes quite dramatically.  But one thing which sticks out in Japanese culture is honour.  Ask me about the Italian mafia, and I would tell you that they are focused on number one, themselves.  The head of the family.  Miss Niko cares deeply about what you, her partners, not her subordinates, think about you and me.  In the case of the Russians, they are brutal, vulgar.  Look at what you do for Japan, for the people.  You have an honour, a code, and that is something different.  Do I understand everything? No.  Am I okay with everything? Honestly, no.  But will I interfere in her decision making?  Definitely not.  I do not know enough to make that judgment, and most likely never will.”

The man smiled and nodded.  He was clear in his opinion. 

Next was a woman in her sixties.  “Max, we have known Niko since she was a baby.  I personally, looked after her many times.  We know what she likes, sexually, and I assume you like the same things.  Can you be certain that this relationship is grounded in reality, and not a sexual fantasy?”

It was a great question, and one which I had thought about for some time; but I allowed a moment of reflection, to give the question the time it deserved.

“Madame, when I met Miss Niko, I was smitten by her immediately, for the reasons you suggested.  She even saw an opportunity in me for exactly the reasons you state, but I turned her down.  We became friends, but there was a connection, something pulling us together, as if it was fate.  We could not separate ourselves, and that was not some fetish, it was love.  We actually didn’t engage in…erm…that side of our relationship, until recently.”

“That satisfies me.” She smiled, and sat back.

There were a few more questions, mainly about how I would handle the less ethical side of the business.  Then I was sent out whilst they discussed me.  I was called back in minutes later, which I took to be a good sign.

It was.

Once I stepped inside, they were ready for me.  One last test.  Would I be able to handle my liquor?

“Max, welcome to the family.” Said Mr Sasaki.  “Kanpai!”

I drank sake with them and chatted for the next hour, then we ate some fantastic Japanese food, plenty of fresh seafood; it was some of the best food I’d had in my life.

Mr Sasaki drove me home after.  He was telling me he knew that it would all work out, and he wasn’t worried.  “Nobody really had a problem.  We just wanted we confirm what we knew.”

“I’m glad you are happy.” I told him.

“We’re glad Miss Niko is happy; and she really is.”

“Thank you.”

“By the way, I’m led to believe you are still under punishment, so usual underwear tomorrow.”

“Yes Sir.”

I stepped inside the house, to see Paul and Tanner together on the sofa, Tanner naked, and Paul in a hot pink nightgown, with his make-up and wig on.  They were sat, arm in arm.

“How did it go?” They asked.

I paused for dramatic effect.  “Great!  But guys, can you both do something for me?”

“Sure, what?” Tanner asked.

“I’m going to shower, get changed, call Niko, and then, I want you both to come in and fuck me senseless, all night long.”

The two looked at each other, and then said, “That we can do.”


8 – The Family Business

On Thursday morning, Mr Sasaki allowed me time off to go get a tattoo.  He sent me to a specialist who their clan used.  Niko had the tattoo on her buttock, I would have it on my upper back, where the other men had it, according to Sasaki.  When Niko got home and saw it, even though I was still a little sore, she burst into tears of happiness.

“I can’t believe you did this for me.” She gushed.

“I did this for us.” I told her.

“You really want us together, don’t you?  I thought we agreed to wait?”

“Why wait?  I love you, I don’t want anyone else.  Besides, I already met the family, so I guess there’s no backing out now.”

“I know, and they love you too by the way.  Apparently, you really blew them away.  I mean, what’s not to like, right?” She laughed.  “But don’t tell anyone I cried!”

“I won’t.  You are one tough bitch, and that’s my official line.”

“Good.” She nodded, with fake toughness.  “But getting that tattoo, remember our agreement?” She told me, wrapping her arms around my shoulders.  “There’s no getting out of our relationship now.”

“Good.” I told her.  “I don’t want out.  I want to be here to protect you and serve you.”

She winced a little.  “Serve is fine.  I think I’ll be doing the protecting.” She told me, patting my shoulder.

“I mean, I’m the man here.”

She looked me up and down, surveying the pink and white lacy dress.  “Not from where I’m standing.  Besides, I’m much stronger than you.  And I have been trained in martial arts.”

“Hmm, I’m not going to argue with the karate stuff, but stronger?”

Shaking her head, Niko began laughing.  “Arm wrestle?”

“Sure.”

We readied our arms on the table, counted down, and boom she beat me.  I tried to play it off as lucky, but in no universe would I be able to beat her.  She was tough as nails, even though she didn’t look it.  However, when she activated her muscles, I could see it.  Thin, but significantly toned arms, chest, abdomen.

“What do you think I do all day?” She asked.  “Two hours per day, I’m training with my team.  I then spend time at the shooting range.  That’s before I do anything work related.  I can deadlift four times my weight.”

“Oh.” I gasped, feeling rather silly, and a little turned on.

“It excites you though, right?” She grinned sexily.  “Knowing you have a tough bitch of a girlfriend.  One who could pin you down and do whatever she wanted to you, and you’d be powerless to stop me.” We stared at each other for a long moment.  “Bedroom?”

“Bedroom.” I agreed, running with her.

Niko had an implant put in a couple of weeks previously, to avoid the use of condoms with me, which made the sex easier and better.  After we made love, we lay in bed and talked about what I got up to with Paul and Tanner.  She found it hilarious that Tanner turned out bisexual after all, even though she suggested she had suspected as much when she met him.

“So Paul and Tanner are a couple or what?” She asked.

“No, no.  Tanner is still with Akari.  They’re just messing around.” I explained.

She snickered.  “Right, I’ll put money on him dumping Akari within the week, and moving in with Paul.”

“You think?”

“Sure of it.  One, Paul is after a relationship, that’s what Ren told me.  Two, he has fancied Tanner for a while, so this fits.  Tanner has been hiding himself all this time, and well, these things come out very suddenly and in a big way.  It’s going to confuse him, and probably he won’t be able to get it up for Akari, which will make him even more confused, either that, or he won’t be able to get it up unless he thinks about Paul.”

I turned to look at her with respect and a little awe.  “Wow, you know your stuff about this, huh?”

“Think I didn’t go through it?  I explored my lesbian side.”

“I know.”

“I can show you one day.”

“Got videos?”

“No, but I have women.”

“Oh…yes please.”

She lay back in the bed and looked up at the ceiling.  Something was on her mind, I could tell since she arrived home, but I didn’t want to press her.  At first, the paranoid part of me thought it was something I did, but then I realised she was worried about something work related. 

“I need to go to Osaka this weekend.” She mumbled.  “Remember Ken?”

“That arsehole?  Yes, I remember Ken.”

“So Ken is in a bit of trouble.  He got drunk and spoke to some guys about a shipment we had coming in.  It was a shared shipment, theirs, and ours.  Anyway, the shipment has been held.”

“What is it, drugs?” I asked.

She smiled, “Trust me, if it was drugs, I’d be panicking right now.  No, it’s basic stuff, parts and such, but our import license is counterfeit, and we’re worried it may get more attention than it needs.  I have someone sorting that part of it, but I need to speak to Ken.”

“Shit, won’t that start a war?”

“No, I won’t be alone.  Ken’s boss will be there too.  This isn’t the first time this has happened, and well, we are both worried about Ken’s stability.”

“Does Ken know?”

She scoffed.  “Please.  Ken probably doesn’t even remember blabbing.  He got drunk in one of my bars, of all places, and we have it on tape.  The idiot was totally fucked.”

“Okay, so what are you worried about?”

“I’m not worried as such, I’m just pondering.”

“Pondering?” I asked, uncertainly.

“Yes, whether or not to take you.”

“Oh.”

“Will it be dangerous?” I asked.

“Shouldn’t be, but it really depends on how much you want to be involved in my life.  The other thing is, I kind of want you to see the real me before we get engaged.”

“Real you?” I thought Ken was going to get a telling off, but I suddenly realised that this was likely going to be more than that.  I took a deep breath.  “I think I should go with you.”

Nodding, she agreed.  “It makes sense.  I don’t want you thinking something of me later when it will be harder to end it.”

“I already have the tattoo.”

She smiled at me warmly.  “Well, that was silly, but you can always have that removed.”

“No.” I replied firmly, “we made an agreement.”

“Max, I’m not going to kill you.” She laughed.

“I don’t care, I committed to you with this.”

“Let’s see how you feel after this weekend, okay?”

I nodded and then sighed.  I already had an idea of what she might do, so I was sure it would not be something unexpected, or which would turn me away from her, but at the same time, I knew she was right; I had to get to know all of her, not just the façade.

We agreed to travel on Friday night, that way I would have chance to see Osaka with her.  I had been to Osaka a few times, but never really had the chance to walk around.

“I’m letting you off your punishment for this weekend, for the most part.  Panties can stay, of course, but I need you in male clothes.  Saturday needs a suit, of course.”

“Sure, okay.”

Friday arrived, and Mr Sasaki suggested I leave early to be with Niko.  A convoy of cars with blacked out windows turned up, and a door was opened for me in a Maybach.  Niko was sat in the luxury vehicle, waiting for me, wearing an elegant black dress.  She smiled warmly when she saw me. 

“I thought we were going by train.” I told her.

“Not this time.” She explained.  “I need others with me.”

The drive to Osaka was long but comfortable, with wonderful scenery.  During the journey, Niko explained that I should not speak or make a sound during the meeting with Ken.  Apparently, I should expect Ken to target me directly with sarcasm and comments, but I should ignore it.

“What do you plan to do with him?” I asked.

She shrugged.  “Don’t know yet.  It’s essentially being left to me, but the partners have been informed that if I think he should die, then the Osaka family will accept it.”

“Jesus.” I whispered.

“If you think you can’t handle it...” She begun.

“No, I need to be there.”

She didn’t say anything else about it; I had made my decision and that was final.

That evening, she took me to a quaint little restaurant, buried down a back street.  She said I’ll not have better beef in my life, and she was right.  Succulent, melt in your mouth meat which was full of flavour.  Rather than being served as a steak, it was cut into small pieces and left you wanting for more, not because they gave so little, but because of how good it was.  Of course, apart from the beef, they served other local delicacies, and not one piece left me disappointed. 

Now, when the bill came, I thought I’d be chivalrous and pay it.  Immediately, Niko put her hand out.  “You really want me to pay this one.” She told me seriously.

Tentatively, I opened the box and looked inside.  Over half a million yen, for the two of us. “What the fuck?” I gasped in a hushed voice.

“Yeah, so that beef, is the best beef in the world.  The cows are raised in a very special way and they are limited.  The pieces of fish you ate?  Fugu, pufferfish.  The chef here is a licensed chef.”

“Holy fuck.  Yeah, you get it.” I laughed, and she joined me.

“I want to stop by a friend’s shop on the way back to the hotel.” She told me, nodding to the four suited security personnel who were waiting in the restaurant.

Niko said a few words to the chef-owner, a short old man who looked overjoyed that we had enjoyed the food, before we headed out and into the cars.  We drove about three minutes and then stopped outside a small shop in the basement of an old building.  The windows were blacked out.

The shop was a BDSM supplies store owned by a young heavily pierced and tattooed woman in her twenties.  Tattoos were not usual in Japan, as they were traditionally connected with lawlessness.  However, some of those who had been abroad had less traditional views, and in this case, although the girl looked Japanese, she was, in fact, American. 

“Jillian, this is Max, my boyfriend and sub.” Niko smiled, holding her friend’s hand.

“Hey Max, wow, so you’re the boyfriend she’s been gushing about.” The American said.  “I’ve never known Niko to be smitten, so you must be pretty fucking special.”

“I like to think so.” I laughed.

“Well, I’m just glad Niko is in love.  It’s been a while.” Then Jillian clapped her hands together.  “Now, what can I help you with today?”

“I need a new strap-on dildo, something which I can feel too.” Niko explained.

“I have the perfect one.” Jillian said, leading us to a section of strap-ons on the wall.  She picked up one which had an upwards facing dildo to go inside the vagina. 

“Excellent.” Niko said, taking the large dildo.  “Next, cuff, leather, something restrictive but comfortable.  Then a switch, ideally bamboo.  The crop is good, but I need something which will leave a mark.”

“Understood.” Jillian arranged all that, and then Niko asked for a Tens unit and some nipple and testicle weights.  “I also have this.” Jillian showed a device with straps and metal, which she said was a type of humbler.

“Can you show me how it works?” Niko asked, before snapping her fingers at me.  I immediately assumed the position in front of Jillian.

The humbler essentially forced my arms behind my back and linked into my mouth, forcing it open and my head up.  Then it linked to my ankles, forcing me to my knees.

“So, in this position, you can use his mouth in any way you like, or if you are getting a man involved, then he can quite comfortably use him for oral pleasure.” Jillian explained.

“Excellent.” Niko grinned.  “We’ll take it.”

I was left like that, as Niko and Jillian walked around, picking up other implements and devices to restrain and torture me with, before I was finally released, and we left without paying.

“You didn’t pay her?” I asked.

“She will send me the bill.” Niko told me, as the guards carried the bags into the cars.

That evening, we made love in our hotel room, and Niko had chance to try her new strap-on on me.  We also tried the Tens unit, which I admit, I did not fully understand what it was until she actually used it on me, and boy, did that hurt, but in a really good way.  Finally, she tried the switch, and I had to bury my head into the cushion to silence my screams.  It was truly brutal pain and left me with stinging red welts after.

“Tomorrow, I will need you on your best behaviour.” Niko told me firmly.  “That means you must not speak unless spoken to, by me.  If you wish to speak, you must ask my permission first.  In front of Ken and the others, you will address me as Miss Niko, is that understood?”

“Yes, my queen.”

“Understand, for any breach of protocol, I will need to punish you there and then, and that may mean hitting you.  Know that I don’t mean it personally, but I need to show my absolute strength.”

“I understand.” I told her, knowing full well what she meant.  “Would it help if you hit me anyway then, to show you mean business?”

She smiled warmly. “Oh baby, thank you but no.  That would make me look insane.” She laughed.

We decided to sleep, rather than stay up late, and whilst I could hear the rhythmic sound of sleep coming from Niko, I, on the other hand, lay awake feeling the stinging sensation of cracked skin on my backside, thinking about tomorrow and what might happen, how I might react.  If I saw her kill someone, how would I react?  Would I stay strong?  How would I beat my own morals?  And yet, when I thought about the power she exuded, I became attracted to her even more. 

There was no way I was going to break.  I had to remain strong and supportive, no matter what.

The next day, we ate breakfast in relative silence, and then headed out.  We drove to a business district and pulled up outside a tall glass building, where we were met by a contingent of people, who I had to assume were waiting for us, after all, we were exactly on time, as was natural in Japan.

I was introduced to members of the Seibā clan, but they said very little to me, other than general greetings. They then discussed what Ken did and how he has been a source of trouble on a consistent basis.  I tried to pay attention to all the complaints, but I couldn’t help but think this group had allowed all this to happen in the first place by their blind arrogance.  Ken was wandering around the country like the emperor of Japan.  This was bound to happen.

“Where is he?” Niko asked.

“At the warehouse.” Atsuya Matsumoto, the head of Seibā, stated.

With a nod, Niko stood, signalling the end of the meeting.  The two bowed at each other formally and then we filed out calmly.  Of course, Matsumoto was not joining us, instead he was sending his juniors with us.

We drove in a convoy of cars for several blocks to an industrial part of town, where we pulled into a factory and warehouse area, guarded by armed men in suits. After pulling up and getting out of the cars, we were led into a huge hall, filled with masked people in what looked like a production line, packing what looked like cocaine into smaller baggies, ready for distribution.  Ken was walking between the lines.

“Niko!” Ken called out. “Who the fuck let you in here?” He laughed, as if seeing an old friend.  Then he looked at me and switching to English.  “Hey pussyboy!  Where your dress?  You look weird in suit!”

“Hey Ken.  Can we have a chat?”

He clicked his fingers in a follow me fashion and we were led into an empty work area.  A huge clean white shed.  Behind us, the double-doors were shut and locked.

“What is this?” Ken asked, realising he was surrounded; then finally grasping it he pulled out his mobile phone.  “Matsumoto will hear about this.”

“Call him.” Niko smiled, walking over to one of the guards, who was carrying a long suitcase.  Ken was trying to call Matsumoto who was cancelling the call, ghosting him.  Fear crossed over his face, and he decided running was a good idea, but before he could, he was grabbed. Out of the suitcase, Niko pulled what looked like a long black metal stick.  Slowly, she walked over the Ken, her heals tapping on the concrete floor.

“Let me go!” Ken screamed.

“You have been yapping your mouth all over the country, and yet you thought there would be no repercussions.  Incident number one, we overlooked.  Now incident number five, and we are beginning to think you’re not cut out for this job.”

“Yes!” He begged.  “I’m not.  Let me go and I’ll leave.  I’ll work as a waiter, anything else.”

“Mmm…” Niko mused, looking at the stick and turning it in her hand.  “I don’t think that’s the right job to choose.  You need to be able to walk to be a waiter.” She told him.

“Huh?” Ken asked, shocked, just as Niko swung the metal stick on his knees repeatedly.  I could actually hear his bones shatter, even with his screaming. He dropped to the floor as the guards let him go.  He screamed in pain as his shattered knees made contact with the floor. 

Niko was panting and grinning as she watched Ken trying to crawl away.  She took the bar and smashed both his hands and then his arms. 

“Sorry, you can’t really wait tables with broken arms either.” She laughed, and then walked back to the suitcase, pulling out a katana.

“Holy fuck.” I said under my breath, but clearly Niko caught it.  Her eyes looked up at me and then she smiled, sinisterly.  She was in a zone, some sort of sadistic zone.

“Of course, the knees and the arms will heal, right?” She told him. “So maybe you can be a waiter after all?”

“You fucking bitch!” He screamed, knowing full well there was no way out of this.

“But you can’t be a waiter without any fucking arms or legs!” She snarled, swinging the sword professionally and slicing off his right arm, then his left, and then his legs, before kicking him onto his back and slicing his neck open. 

Slowly, she walked back to the suitcase, took a rag and wiped it clean, putting it back in the suitcase.

“Leave the room.” She said calmly.  As the others began filing out, I followed. “Not you.” She called to me.  “On the floor.” She said. 

Confused, I lay down on the floor and watched as she pulled her panties down from under her skirt, before pulling that up and sitting on my face.  She was soaking.  Her clit was rock hard, engorged in clear excitement.  For some reason, the moment I found out how excited she was, I too became aroused.  She reached down and felt for my erection and pulled off my mouth, yanking down my pants and pretty pink panties, lowering onto my cock.

“How did you like it baby?” She asked sinisterly.  “Seeing your girlfriend, your mistress, your queen, as an evil goddess.”

“Scary.” I said to begin with.  “But so hot.”

“Right.  Did I make you scared?”

“Yes.”

“So you should be.  You really want me to hold you to that deal about the tattoo?” She asked me with a grin as she rode me.

“Yes.” I hissed.

“Me too.” She whispered.  “You’re mine now.  Forever.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“I told you I was evil.  I warned you.”

“I know.”

“But that turns you on, doesn’t it?  Knowing you are with an evil, sadistic, crazed goddess?”

“Oh my god yes.” I said, feeling my orgasm close.

Her eyes became dark.  “Don’t you dare cum.  If you cum before me, I’ll cut off a little finger.” Her eyes glanced at the suitcase.

I held back, as hard as I possibly could.  I strained, I thought of anything to stop my climax.  As my cum was just starting trickle out of me, she came hard, and I let go.  It was like a pressure cooker releasing, I sprayed and sprayed, screaming in the excitement and relief of release.

“Lucky boy.” She purred, leaning down and licking the side of my face.  “Because I really would’ve done it.”

“I know you would have.”

She moved up and made me lick her out, cleaning my cum out of her. “Let’s go home.” She told me.

“What about him?” I said, pointing at the body lying in a pool of blood.

“They will deal with him.  He’s their problem.”

We were fairly quiet on the way home.  The adrenaline of what had happened had worn off and now things seemed odd, like there was a tension in the air.  I realised that she was worried now, and I could only assume it was about me. 

She was staring out of the window. “I’m fine.” I finally told her.

“You’re not.” She mumbled.  “I can tell.”

“Actually, you can’t.  If you could, then you’d realise that I do not think any less of you for what you did.  If anything, I understand you better, and I have a new respect for you.  You are who you are, and whilst I don’t understand all of it, I respect it.”

For the first time, she turned to look at me.  She had been crying.  “How can you?  I’m a monster.”

“No, you’re not.  You are you.”

She reached across and grabbed me, pulling me in for a hug.  She then explained how happy she was to have me.

“I have news for you, but I wanted to see how this turned out first.” She told me.  “I need to go to London on business, and well, I thought maybe you could introduce me to your family?”

My eyes must have lit up, because her face did too.  “Yes, of course!  Oh wow!  Yes!  But I need to ask one favour.”

“No, you don’t need to dress in women’s clothes, or have to call me mistress or queen in front of your parents.” She told me, stroking my face.

I chuckled.  “Thank you.”

Sitting back, she adopted a cheeky look, as if coming up with a plan.  “I want something from you though?”

“Yes?” I asked.

“I want to see you together with Paul and Tanner, tonight.”

I burst out laughing.  It would be a pleasure, and I told her exactly that, before pulling out my phone and calling Paul.  He assured me, they would be ready for me when we got there.

As we drove along the highway, darkness began to fall.  From what was a difficult day, became a fantastic one.  I couldn’t wait for Niko to meet my parents and my sister, and I certainly couldn’t wait to show her off to my old friends.

We arrived at my house to find both Paul and Tanner dressed up in sexy, red lacy lingerie, corsets, stockings, panties, and satin and lace robes.  Paul’s make-up was done up, and he had put on a black wig, whereas Tanner remained without.  They sat on the sofa together with Chris, who seemed a little nervous about the whole thing. 

The moment I walked through the door, both Tanner and Paul stood, took my hands, and led me into the bedroom.  I heard Niko talking to Chris in the other room, as the boys stripped, before dressing me in pink satin and lace lingerie just like theirs. 

“So your girlfriend broke up with you, so what?  I know lots of women, I’ll set you up.” I heard Niko tell Chris.

“Chris got dumped?” I whispered to Tanner and Paul.

“Yep.” Tanner said.  “He’s been moping around all weekend.”

“Ouch.”

“Thanks Niko, but I’m not sure if I want to date for a while.” Chris moaned.

“So?  I’ve got plenty of women to fuck too.  Come on, cheer up.  A decent Japanese girl will be just what you need.” Niko told him.

“Maybe.” I could tell Chris was smiling.

The three of us fell on the bed, with the men kissing me and feeling my cock.  I moaned, glad to feel the touch of a man again. 

Niko continued in the other room. “See?  You’ll be fine.  In the meantime, why don’t you come join us?”

“I’m not gay or bi.”

“Yes, you are.” Niko told him in a condescending voice.  “Everyone is bi, they just don’t know it.  At least, come watch with me.”

“No, I think I’ll go to bed.”

“Oh come on, it’s just sex!” She laughed, and I could hear whining, but soon they were both in my room, and she was shutting the door.  “Get undressed.”

“Really, erm, I’ll just watch for a bit and go.” Chris muttered, unsure where to look, as Tanner presented his cock to my mouth, and Paul sucked on mine.

Niko walked over to Chris and began to undo his belt.  She took hold of his chin and made him look at us.  “See Chris.  There’s nothing to be scared of here.  It’s just sex.” She told him.

“I… don’t know…” He muttered, watching us as she undressed him.  He didn’t struggle.

“Tanner, come here.” Niko called out warmly.  Tanner walked over, as she gently pressed on Chris’ shoulders, forcing him to his knees.  She then dropped down too, and took Tanner’s cock in her mouth, sucking it for a few minutes, before pulling it out and presenting it to Chris’ lips.  “Your turn.” She said, seductively.

With wide, fearful eyes, Chris turned to look at Niko and then back at Tanner’s cock, and then gulped.

“It’s okay.” She told him, softly.  “Open, there’s a good boy.”

A tear trickled down his cheek, as he slowly opened his mouth and accepted Tanner’s cock, sucking it down. 

“See, that’s not so bad is it?” Niko smiled.  “You’ll make a great cocksucker, won’t you?”

Chris nodded, fighting back tears and sucking the cock. 

“Take him to the bed.” Niko told Tanner.

On the bed, Paul was fucking me already.  I was on my hands and knees, taking cock from behind, as I felt the weight of Chris and Tanner fall on the bed.  Chris continued to suck Tanner’s cock, now with less reluctance, as if not put off by it anymore. 

“Get on your hands and knees now Chris.” Niko said in a hushed voice.

“I don’t know about this.” Chris muttered.

“Just do it Chris.  Do it now, okay?” She told him with a soft but firm voice.

I looked to my left and saw Chris nod with uncertain eyes.  He moved into the same position as me, his hands shaking with nerves.

“It’ll be fine, I promise.” I whispered to him.

“I’m scared.” He sniffed.

“What of?”

“That I’ll be gay.”

“Oh my god, Chris, you won’t be gay.  Sex doesn’t make you gay.”

“But I’ve never wanted this.” He whined.

“So why are you here?”

“Niko told me to.”

I actually wanted to laugh.  To my left, I saw him jerk forward a little, as cold lubricant was applied to his anus.  “Nobody forced you in here.” I told him.

“I don’t want this.” He whined, as he began sobbing.  “Ouch!” He cried, jumping and then hissing.  “It hurts.”

“If you don’t want this, then just get up and go.” I told him.

“I can’t.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know.  I just can’t.  I just don’t want to do this.  I don’t want it.”

“Tell them to stop.”

He continued to sob but didn’t say anything.  Instead, he began to breathe, then pant, and then moan.  Then the sobbing was gone, replaced with prolonged moaning.  Behind me, something was going on with Paul, because his tempo was increasing. 

“Oh fuck.  Oh fuck!” Chris moaned.  “Fuck!”

I turned to Chris and pulled his face towards me, placing my lips on his and prising his lips open with my tongue.  He gave in to the kiss, allowing my tongue to intermingle with his, until he pulled away suddenly and let out a scream, climaxing on the bed.

“Still don’t want this?” I asked him, kissing his lips.

“I wanted to be forced.” He told me.

“I guessed that.” I laughed.

“It’s so good.”

“I know.  Just accept it, and enjoy it.  You’re gay now, and there’s nothing you can do about it.” I smiled, indulging him in his fantasy.

“Yes, I know.”

We fucked all night.  Both Tanner and Chris had their chance to fuck Niko too.  Basically, somehow Niko had transformed what was a normal shared house, into a den of sex and debauchery, and none of us minded in the slightest.  In fact, over the next few days, I rarely saw the three men apart. 

“They are both my bitches.” Paul laughed, patting their heads as the each sat on the ground sucking on either side of his cock, both dressed in sexy pink nighties.  “No more women for them, only cock.”

“Jesus Christ.” I laughed hysterically.


9 – Blighty

There’s first class and then there is first class.  Being the head of one of the largest Yakuza families in the world clearly had advantages.  In our case, firstly, we were driven directly into the airport, and secondly, we were taken directly to a very exclusive lounge, where Niko and I, along with her two-man security detail waited for our flight to Heathrow.  Niko explained that the security detail would be with us in the UK, and that she hoped that would not pose a problem for my family.

“Will they need to stay in the house?” I asked.  “My parents don’t have a big house.”

“No, no.  They’ll stay in a nearby hotel.” Niko explained.

“Okay, good.”

When the flight was ready, a lady walked over and invited us on board.  We followed behind her towards the gate, where the lady scanned the boarding cards for us and then walked us through.  Others waiting stared, wondering who we were, if we were superstars or something similar.

Flying first class was a brand-new experience for me. I had pictured it as being similar to business class, but it wasn’t. Far from it.  I had what JAL called a Suite. It was a boxed area of the plane which was my own personal space, complete with wide chair which could be turned into a bed.  The food was exquisite, as was the service. 

During the flight, Niko joined me in my suite. “Ready to join the mile-high club?” She asked with a smile, working on my pants.

“What if someone sees us?” I gasped.

“Don’t worry.” She sighed, massaging my cock.  “I told the staff not to disturb us because we’ll be making love.” She told me, matter-of-factly.

My eyes went wide.  “You told them?”

“Yes, of course. They know who I am.”

I mused that for a moment, and realised I was dating one of the most powerful people in Japan, so of course nothing was going to happen to us.  The moment I realised that, I pulled her to me and she let out a little yelp and giggle.  We kissed, and then I rolled her over and entered her warm wet pussy with my erect shaft.  The added excitement of doing this on a plane was something else.  We tried to keep it going for as long as possible, but Niko came fast, and I came in her straight after.

“Lick me clean.” She told me.

I slid down her body and began licking at her cunt. I looked up at her eyes, and as I did, I spotted a young air hostess staring from behind the closed curtain. She gasped as she realised that I was licking my own cum from Niko’s pussy. 

We eventually touched down at Heathrow airport, and after collecting our luggage, we were met by drivers who were clearly part of Niko’s organisation, in blacked out Range Rovers. 

“Business first, then a week off with your family.” She told me, as the person in the front passenger seat handed Niko a small case.  She opened it up, pulled out a Beretta pistol and loaded it.

“Erm, what is the business?” I asked.

“An unproductive employee.” She told me.  “Don’t worry.  This is purely for protection in case someone does something stupid.”

“Oh, okay.”

We arrived at what looked like a normal office block in downtown London, and we headed inside and through metal detectors that beeped away as we walked by.  The uniformed security team did not interact; they knew who we were.

Elevators took us up to the thirty-fourth floor, the top floor, where we were invited into a large private office.  Sat there was a young-looking Japanese man, who immediately stood, walked over to Niko, bowed and held his head down in apparent shame. Then he dropped to the floor, to his knees, his head still bowed. 

“I’m truly sorry that the operation is below the target, my queen.” The man said.  “We have faced increasing pressure from the Russians and you must know that they operate differently from us.  They have no shame, no honour.”

Niko nodded.  “I am aware of that, Harry.” She told him.  “But you committed to a number, and you fell short for a second year running.”

“Your highness, I beg your forgiveness and offer you might right hand, should you wish to take it.”

Shaking her head, Niko said, “No Harry, I don’t want your right hand, that would be a waste and you need it for your work.” Niko looked at me, standing there bravely, but a look of confusion on my face too.  I really couldn’t understand what she was planning to do here, but I knew this wasn’t your usual business meeting. She looked back at Harry.  “Run me through the numbers, and then run me through your projections and how you plan to countenance them.”

“Yes, my queen.” Harry gushed, much to my surprise, for I had yet to hear another man call her queen.

For the next two hours, they went through the numbers, and it was at that point that I realised that Harry was not only under budget; he was nearly a ten million pounds under.  Additionally, his plans for correcting them seemed useless, as if he hoped the Russians would just disappear.  I listened until I could take no more and said, “Can I please make a suggestion?”

Both Harry and Niko looked up.  Harry’s face showed a look of confusion, not as to who I was, I was sure he already knew that, but rather that I wasn’t just a bimbo on Niko’s side.  Niko, on the other hand, gave me a look which suggested that if my idea was bad, then she may just throw me out of the window for embarrassing her.  “You may.” Niko stated with a coldness with shook me to the core.

“Harry, you’re losing ground to the Russians because they play dirty and have ties in with the local mobs in the cities.  We all know what they are like.  However, the Russians and the local mobs do not have access to the mainstream club and event scene anymore, because of the links and because the publicity would be epically bad.  This is a huge untapped market.” They both nodded, but were confused as to where I was going with this, if the Russians could not get into it, how should the Yakuza?  “We operate in the UK as a legitimate operation, with prime office locations, and we have zero news coverage.  We do not attract attention and for good reason.  My suggestion is that we purchase a beverage company, or something which can be associated with clubs and events.  We use that as a legitimate access route into the business, and make contact with the organisers and owners as our distribution model.”

They both stared at me with open mouths. “It’s brilliant.” Harry said in English.  “We could use the mark we have in Japan today and even expand that brand here.  It could be a huge new business on its own, but to use it as a front for our distribution system, would be perfect.”

Niko’s face lit up and she smiled at me, with such abject adoration that any sense of coldness from her had not only melted away, but had turned into a gas and dissipated.  “It’s fucking fantastic.” And then she turned back to Harry. “It’s so good and simple that I wonder why you hadn’t thought of it already?”

Harry bowed his head in shame.  “I’m sorry my queen.  I have failed you.”

She stood there, looking at him, before she walked over to a wooden panel under a drinks cabinet.  She pressed it and it slid open, revealing a drawer full of whips, crops, chains, cables, and so on. 

“Harry, bend over the desk and drop your pants.” She told him, pulling out a thick electrical cable. Then she looked at me, clicked her fingers, and said, “Fuck his ass.”

“Yes, my queen.” I immediately replied, feeling my cock swell.

I walked behind the young man, and saw he was wearing white cotton panties, the kind schoolgirls in Japan wore.  I pulled them down, and then pulled out my cock. I then looked around the room as everyone watched.  The only one showing surprise and horror was the man’s Japanese assistant.

I was about to spit on his anus, when one of the security detail called out.  “No lubricant.”  I looked over at Niko for confirmation, and she nodded.  Suddenly I realised that this was a punishment for him, one which she had to have used before. Pushing inside him hard and firm, he let out a scream of pain.  Hell, not having any lubricant wasn’t exactly pleasurable for me either.  However, I understood what was required of me, so decided not to make it easy or pleasurable for him.  I slammed forward hard, for a moment wondering if I damaged him inside, he screamed so loud, then I began fucking him hard. 

I didn’t last long.  There was far too much friction to allow me to hold on, and after three minutes of intense, hard fucking, which left me sweaty, I came inside him, pulling out and then pulling his head to my mouth.  “Clean it.” I said, not even wanting to look.  He did, and then I zipped up.

“Hands on the desk.” Niko said sinisterly, as she stepped forward, swinging the doubled over cable.  I was astonished that not only did he comply, but he kept them rigid in the same position as she beat him repeatedly until his arse was purple and speckled with blood.  And when it was that, she switched to a crop and continued.  I would not want to be him for the next week.  That arse was black and red by the time she was done.

“If I have to come and have this same discussion soon, then I am going to take this gun,” she said, pulling out the pistol. “Then I’m going to put a silencer on it, and fuck you with it.  And trust me, you don’t want a gun to cum up your arse.  It does a lot more damage.

“Now, as a reminder of this conversation…” She said, taking a cigar cutter from one of the security detail and walking over.  “Hold out your left hand.” He did as she ordered, closing his eyes.  “Open your eyes and watch.  Now, you never wanted to get married, did you?” She asked, and then handed the cigar cutter to me.  “Cut off his ring finger for me.” She told me, her eyes dark, daring me to say no to her.  “You humiliated him with your idea, so you take his finger as a trophy.”

With a gulp and shaking hands, I took the cigar cutter and slid it over his finger.  I took a deep breath to try to calm myself, and then squeezed it shut, hoping this was all just a prank.  It wasn’t. The finger fell to the desk and he screamed.  He immediately pulled out a handkerchief from his suit and pressed it against the wound.

Niko looked at a guard.  “Take him to hospital.” Said Niko.  “Slut,” she was addressing me.  “Take the finger.  It’s yours.”

Again, I wanted to say something, to tell her I didn’t want it, but instead, I gulped and said, “Thank you my queen.”

We walked off ahead, with the guards following, and as we stepped into the elevator, she leaned in and whispered, “just throw it in the bin on the way out.”

“Thanks.”

“No, I thank you.  I’m proud of you.” When we finally sat in the car, she kissed me.  “How do you feel?” She asked.

“Horrible.” I told her.  I had just chopped off a guy’s finger, so obviously, my stomach was up in my throat.

“You’ll get used to it.” She chuckled.

“Will you have me doing that a lot?” I asked, with no hidden sarcasm.

“And worse, yes.  You signed up for this.  You knew it might happen, best to get it out of the way now.”

I sighed and shook my head.  “Let me get over this.  I’ll be fine.”

“You will be.  I own you Max, remember that.  I own you and you love that I own you, that I can make you do this.  You didn’t dare disobey me.”

“Because I was scared you’d do the same to me.”

“Bullshit.  You did it because you’re obedient.  You did it because you love me pushing you, and you’d do it again.”

I replayed the whole thing again and I realised, with more than a bit of annoyance, that she was correct; I would’ve done anything for her, and I would do it again.  The question for me was, how far did she want me to go? 

Instead of continuing, I lay my head on her shoulder, and felt hers lean on mine.  “I love you.” She told me.

“I love you too.”

Three hours later, we pulled up outside my parent’s house.  They knew we were coming, but knew very little about Niko, other than the one photo of us together which I had sent.  We rang the doorbell as the two security detail stood behind us. 

Mum opened the door and immediately cried out in joy, grabbing me and pulling me in for a hug.  Dad appeared behind her and once I was released, mum moved on to Niko whilst dad gave me hug.

“Lovely to meet you Niko!” Mum said, and then looked up at the two serious-looking men in suits.  “And who are these gentlemen?”

“Oh, those are my bodyguards, don’t worry, they’re going to be at a local hotel.” Niko explained.  Then turned to men and sent them on their way. 

“Bodyguards?” Mum asked, as we stepped inside the small semi-detached house.  “Why do you need bodyguards?  Are you famous or something?”

“Something like that.” I said.

“I’m the head of a large Yakuza clan, Mrs. Connor.” Niko stated, and my eyes went wide.  What the fuck?

For a moment, both mum and dad were silent, and then both burst out laughing.  “Very funny, but really, are you an actress or a celebrity of some sort?”

“No, mum, really.  Niko is head of a Yakuza clan.  One of the biggest in the world, but it’s not like you think mum.  It’s not like the mafia.  The Yakuza are not illegal in Japan.” I explained.

Both mum and dad looked very confused but then they nodded, still clearly not getting it, but inviting us both into the living room anyway.  Of course, the tea was made, and they wanted to know all about life in Japan, work and so on, but then of course, the subject returned to Niko and what she did.  She explained the point of the Yakuza, how they helped people, and how it was desperately dishonourable and unacceptable to harm and innocent person.  That seemed to satisfy my parents and nothing more was said about it.

The sound of the door being unlocked meant that my sister, Tara, was home.  “Is he here yet?” She called out, before walking in the room.  “Hello big bruv!” She smiled, pulling me in for a long hug.  “And who is this?  Don’t tell me you found someone to date you?”

“Hi, I’m Niko.”

“Tara.” The two hugged.  “Wow, you’re beautiful!  I guess the lanky, pale look works in Japan.” Tara joked.

Niko looked at me, confused.  “Lanky?”

I rolled my eyes.  “It means tall and skinny.” I told her.

“Ah yes!” Niko smiled.  “Lanky sexy, yes.  For me, he lanky, he sexy.”

Tara looked down at me.  “So you found yourself a submissive Japanese girl, huh?”

I was about to answer when Niko answered for me.  “No, I no submissive.  Max submissive.  Max is my bitch.”

Tara snorted out a laugh, as did my dad, whilst mum and I turned crimson.  I had to rescue this somehow.  “Erm, she just means that she’s the one who wears the pants.” I explained.

“Oh, like your mum then. Ballbuster huh?” Dad joked.

Once again, somethings got lost in translation, and Niko felt she had to jump in. “You like ballbusting?” She asked my mother.  “Feet or hands?”

This time, Tara fell onto the sofa, in tears of laughter, and dad turned as crimson as I had turned.  And it didn’t end there.  Niko continued.  “And I not wear panty, you wear panty.” She told me.  I groaned as Tara began to have a choking fit of laughter, and now mum was joining her.

“I think I’ll go get dinner ready.” Mum chuckled. 

After dinner, Tara, Niko and I headed into the village to grab a beer at the pub.  As we walked, Tara asked what the situation with the panties were.  “So, are you her bitch or what?” Tara laughed.

There was no denying it, I had to bite the bullet and accept who I was.  “I am.” I told her.  “Miss Niko is my queen.”

“And you make him wear panties?” Tara asked her.

“And dress, make-up, and wig, and have his friend fuck him in asshole.” Niko told her nonchalantly. 

“Holy shit!” Tara said, no longer laughing but shaking her head.  “Honestly, I’m impressed bruv.  I thought you were plain and vanilla, but you’re pretty kinky.  Respect.  I didn’t think you had it in you.”

Niko, having now grasped that this was making me uneasy, pressed on. In fact, I was firmly of the opinion that she knew exactly what she was saying, and she was just playing dumb.  “Oh he had lots in him.  Cock, cum, my very long, fat dildo.” Niko told her.

“Jesus…” I mumbled.

After Tara’s laughter died down, we finally arrived at the old village pub, and I held the door open and let them in.  The old room, low-hanging with beams across the ceiling, was not overly busy.  It stepped up the bar as the girls found a seat. 

“Well, as I live and breathe.” Shouted Jack the bartender, an old man who was a family friend.  He was a tough-looking bloke, with lots of tattoos, a permanently shaved head, pierced ears, and a nasty scowl, but I always knew he had a heart of gold.  “How’s the land of the rising sun then?”

“Hello Jack, yeah, fantastic.  Only back for a week.” I told him.

“Well nobody’s missed ya.” He gave a hacking laugh.  “What’ll it be?”

“Three pints of large please Jack.”

“Three of large it is.” He began pulling the dark ale into the glasses, and looked over at Niko and Tara chatting away.  “That the little lady?  Over from the Orient?”

I overlooked the racism as he likely didn’t realise he was being racist.  “Yep, that’s my Niko.”

“Lovely looking lass.  Didn’t think they made them tall over there.  Thought the Orientals were all small.”

“Erm, no, well she’s taller than most, yes.”

“Right.  Anyway, ten-eighty-six.”

I tapped my card on the reader and carried the glasses over to the table in the way that pint glasses are often carried in British pubs.  As I set the glasses down on the table, I caught the end of their conversation.  Niko was explaining the dynamics of our relationship, and I was glad I was not around for the majority of the conversation.

“So bruv, why aren’t you wearing a dress now?” Tara asked me.  “Mum and dad wouldn’t care.”

“I know, but there’s no need to force it down their throats.” I explained.

“I think you should relax.”

I shrugged, taking a long sip of the ale.  “The point is moot.” I told her smugly.  “I didn’t pack any dresses.”

“I did.” Niko replied with a knowing smile, sipping on the beer.  She looked more smug than I was just moments before.

“Oh.”

Changing the subject, Tara asked how we met, so we both took turns explaining about the party and what went on subsequently, right up to the point when she won me a car.

“Wait, wait, wait.” Tara said, stopping the conversation. “We’ll come back to you winning a car.” She told Niko.  “What I want to know is, why didn’t you want to date each other sooner?  What was with all the flirting but not finishing?”

“I was worry about my work being problem.” Niko told her, softly.

“Why would your work be a problem?” Tara asked.

Niko looked at me and I looked back at her.  Taking a deep breath, I answered for her.  “Niko runs the Sureiyā Yakuza tribe.  She is the oyabun.”

There was nothing which could have described the look on Tara’s face, and for a moment, I felt a little guilty; I thought she was disappointed.  Then she smiled at me.  “You love a tough woman, don’t you?” She said, and I knew exactly what she meant, but she decided to expand.  “And I don’t mean Niko specifically, but in general.  The dark, evil women turns you on.”

I nodded.  “Yep.”

She turned to Niko.  “So you like kill people and shit?”

“I killed people.  People who deserve it.  Never good people.”

“I know, I’ve read about the Yakuza.  You have a code.”

“Yes.”

“Do you like killing people?”

Niko shrugged. “Who likes killing people?”

“A sadist.”

With a smile, Niko shrugged but didn’t reply.  I knew full well that she didn’t want to have to kill anyone, but when she had to do it, she took pleasure in it.  In some ways, she could be considered a sociopath, but rather she understood that she had to use her own sexual desires to soften the blow of doing what she did.  She had confided in me that when she first had to do it, she vomited for days.  She had to force herself, train herself.

Tara pulled out her phone and Googled the Sureiyā tribe.  “So, according to Wikipedia, you have nearly eight thousand active members, globally, all reporting to you.  Holy shit, you make billions of dollars per annum from extortion, gambling, the sex industry, arms trafficking, drug trafficking, send some my way, real estate, and construction kickback schemes.  You have been investigated by the National Crime Agency, and to a limited extent the FBI and Interpol, but they found nothing on you.”

“Send some my way?” I mumbled.

“I mean, if you have the connections…”

Again, Niko shrugged. “But you don’t care about any of that, right?” I wasn’t sure if Niko was joking or being serious; I hoped it was the former.

“Of course.  You also do a tonne of good stuff.”

“Good.” Niko smiled.  “And you want free drug, you tell me what you want, and I get to you.  No cost.”

“Thanks.” Tara said.  “Struggling student.  I’ve been paying for my own drugs.”

“What drugs?” I asked incredulously.

“X mainly.  Hash.  Coke.”

“Jesus…” I mumbled.

“You want coke now?” Niko asked.  “I have coke.”

“Toilets?” Tara asked with a wide smile.

“Yes, let go.”

As they disappeared to the toilet, I went back to the bar to order more drinks and a packet of pork scratchings.  Jack made a comment about women needing a friend in the bog with them, and I agreed, rolling my eyes.

The girls were taking their time, so I sat and checked my phone, reading the news and checking Facebook.  Eventually, they came out.  Niko looked a little flush, and Tara’s face looked red, especially around the lips, and then I realised what they had done.

“Really?” I asked.  “Really?”

“What?” They both replied, laughing.

I shook my head.  “My sister Niko.”

“Oh relax!” Niko replied, slipping the cocaine into my hand.  “Go do two line, now.”

“Yes, my queen.”

I walked across to the men’s toilet and entered the stall, preparing two lines before sniffing them down, feeling the burn of the drug.  For a moment, before leaving I took some time to think about how this quiet little family get-together was going to go.  Niko had accidentally, or accidentally on purpose, revealed my secret, and my family knew that she was a criminal.  This would be a bizarre week.

I used the moment to take a leak, before washing my hands and heading out. 

“Want to hit a club?” I asked them.

“We would need to go into Nottingham.” Tara told me.

“I can call my security detail.” Niko said.  “But need better dress.”

“Me too.”

“Me too.” I agreed.

An hour later, we were in the Range Rover.  Because there were three of us, and only four seats in the long-wheel based SUV, we only had one bodyguard in the car, and the other followed behind in the backup car. 

“Will the bodyguards need to go in with us?” Tara asked.

“Yes.” I told her.

“Is this a problem?” Niko asked.

“No.” I replied.  I actually liked going to clubs, but not in the UK.  In the UK, I always ended up having a problem of some sort.  Having bodyguards made me feel more comfortable.

Tara gave me a confused look, then turned to Niko.  “Not really.  The bouncers may have a problem, but I’m not sure.  I think it’ll be cool to be in a club with protection.” She said, looking to her right at the huge Japanese man.

We pulled up outside a club called Pryzm, where a queue of people was waiting to get in.  The driver was concerned about parking.  As such, he drove to a nearby parking lot, with the backup car in tow, where we got out and walked.  As we did, I admired Niko’s long sexy legs, encased in the sexy seamed-black stockings, the micro-skirt not hiding the lace tops of the stockings, or the straps of the suspenders connected to black PVC and lace merry-widow top.  She looked spectacular.

“We’re going to have to queue for ages.” Tara warned.

“No, we won’t.” Said Akira, one of the bodyguards.  “I called a friend.  We are on the list.”

“Oh.  Never been on the list.” Replied Tara, who was suddenly enjoying the benefits of being associated with the Yakuza.

As we turned up at the door, the queue of people stared at us, wondering why we were jumping the queue.  I heard someone call my name, and saw Peter Gafferty, a guy who used to bully me at school.  He was one of those guys who was always in the sports teams, and had an entourage of people with him.  Today, he was just another guy in a queue.

I walked over to him, one of the bodyguards following behind.

“Pete.” I nodded by way of greeting.

“Hey Max, I ain’t see you in ages.  Heard you were overseas.” Gafferty told me.

“That’s right. Japan.”

“Are you on the guestlist?  Coxy’s playing tonight.” He meant Carl Cox, the famous techno DJ.

“Is he?  Didn’t know.  Yeah, we’re on the list.  My girlfriend is kind of powerful, so we can get in wherever.”

“Get me and my girl in with ya, yeah?” He pled.

“Sorry mate.  Next time, yeah?” I replied, knowing there wouldn’t be a next time.  As I began to walk away, he grabbed at me.

“Hey don’t be a wanker!” He snapped, however, that didn’t last long.  Akira grabbed Gafferty’s hand and ripped it off me, bending it back in a painful manner.

“You do not touch Mr. Connor.” Akira told him, face contorted in an agree snarl. 

“Yes, sorry, sorry!” Gafferty begged.

Akira looked at me and I nodded.  “Let him go.”

As we walked back to the club entrance, Akira asked, “School friend?”

“More like former bully.” I told him.

“Thought so.  They all look the same.” Akira nodded.  “That felt good.”

Laughing, I slapped big man on the back, and we headed inside. The dark dancefloor was lit by the occasional strobe or laser show.  Akira and Tomi, our bodyguards, cleared a way for us to the bar, where I bought three beers for us, and two colas for Akira and Tomi.

“This is good music.” Niko shouted.

“Techno.” I told her.  I loved techno, but honestly, some of the best parties I had been to, were in Tokyo. 

We danced and drank through the night, taking breaks to head to the toilets to do coke.  As we danced together, Niko and my sister made out, which would have been fine, except, shit, it was my sister, for fuck’s sake.  At some point during the evening, a couple of guys danced over to us, smiling at Niko and Tara.

“Hello ladies.” One of them said.

“Back off guys.” I said, knowing full well what this was.

“Oh yeah? The fuck you gonna do about it?” One said, getting into my face.

“Me?” I asked.  “Nothing.” I turned and sought out Akira and Tomi, and nodded at them.  They walked over.  “Them?  I don’t know.”

The guy laughed.  “Who are they?  Your bodyguards?”

“Her bodyguards actually.” I said, nodding at Niko, my girlfriend.

Just as I said that, Akira came over and asked Niko what was going on in Japanese.  She nodded at the two men who seemed suddenly decidedly less confident.  Niko sneered at the men and told Akira that they were bothering us.

Immediately, Akira shoved the offending man.  His friend backed up, realising that his buddy had fucked up, 

“Eh! Eh!” Said the man on the floor.  “Calm down!  I was just talking to the ladies!”

“The ladies don’t want to talk to you.” Akira stared him down.

“That’s up to them no?”

“They said they are not interested.  The gentleman said no.  You get up and you leave, or I will deal with you outside.”

Finally getting it, the man nodded and scrambled away.  Some girls were watching and laughing, and when he finally left, they came over and said thanks, that those guys were bothering them all evening.

We ended up dancing until 2am, before heading home, creeping in quietly, like I used to do when I was younger. Niko and Tara gave each other a kiss good night, and we retired to our room.

“That was a good night.” Niko smiled, undressing.

“It was.” I agreed.  “I love every moment with you.”

“Me too.  Tara is great fun.  You don’t mind me messing around with her, right?  We’re just playing.”

“I know.” I pulled her to me, and we kissed, falling onto the bed, where I licked her pussy until she finally climaxed. 

“Fuck me now.” She said in a hushed voice.

I was ready to go.  Slipping inside her moist pussy and feeling her contract around me, massaging my cock with the walls.  “Fuck.” I moaned as she grinned at me, massaging away, flexing the muscles and bringing me to orgasm in seconds. 

“Sorry, I’m tired, so wanted to get it done fast.” She laughed.  “Now clean me.”

I did, sucking down my cum mixed with her fluids.  It was the perfect close to the night.


10 – The Truth Will Out

The next morning, I woke to find an empty bed.  I headed to the bathroom to clean my teeth and shower, before throwing on a t-shirt and boxers, and walking out and walking down the stairs, hearing the sound of talking from the kitchen.

“Morning sleepyhead.” Mum said, getting up from the table and pouring me a cup of coffee from the machine.

I kissed Niko on the forehead before accepting the coffee.  “Thanks mum.”

My mother sat down at the table and played with the spoon in her cup.  She looked up at Tara and Niko, who were both silent.  I found it odd that they had been so vocal just moments before, and were now silent as I sat there, drinking coffee and helping myself to the cooked breakfast which sat in the middle of the table.

“Where’s dad?” I asked.

“Out.” Mum replied.  “Golf with Paul and Eric.”

“Ah.” I replied.

“So…” Mum began, taking a sip of coffee. “No dress today then?”

I looked up at her, seeing her grinning at her cup.  “I…er…”

“Niko and Tara told me everything.” Mum said.  “I think you should do as you’re told.”

Sighing, I shook my head.  “Shit.  What about dad?”

“Oh, he knows, but you needn’t worry about him.”

“Why not?”

She chuckled. “Where do you think you get it from love?” And with that, she stood up and took her cup and plate to the sink.

I looked over at Tara in shock and confusion.  “Dad?” I asked her.

With a shrug, Tara explained she already knew.  “Came home from college a day early and saw something I didn’t expect.  Turns out you and dad are more alike than you think.”

“Bloody hell!” I gasped, but Niko found the whole thing funny. 

“Like father sissy, then son sissy.” She giggled, getting the English completely wrong. 

“Eat your breakfast, then off you pop.” Mom said, firmly.

Tara couldn’t hold back her laughter.  This was exactly where I didn’t want to be, but at the same time, I couldn’t help but feel more than a little relieved too, like a weight being lifted off my shoulders. 

I finished my breakfast, cleared up my plates, then headed back to my room, Niko following.  “I can’t believe I’m going to do this.” I told her.  “I get the feeling that you had this planned the whole time.”

“I did.”

I turned to her. “You knew exactly what you were doing.  You were playing dumb.”

“And if you knew your mistress, you would have known that I am never dumb.”

It was true.  She was the head of one of the largest criminal organisations in the world, you didn’t get there by being stupid.  As I undressed, I began laughing.  “I’m the idiot.” I told her.

“You’re not.” She chuckled.  “You’re just naïve.  You seem to think just because I’m nice to you most of the time, that I’m not thinking like your mistress; but I am a dominatrix at heart, and you need to always calculate with that.”

Niko began preparing hot pink satin lingerie, all trimmed with thick lace.  She then pulled out a matching pink party dress, itself lined with lace, but this was black lace.  I slipped everything on, and then sat down as she did my make-up, and then put the expensive blonde wig on my head, shaping the long hair, clipping it back and creating a ponytail and fringe.

“Very pretty, sissy.” She said, sweetly in English.

“Thank you, my queen.” I replied.

Taking a deep breath, I walked downstairs and waited for the laughing.  It didn’t come.  Instead, mum handed me a mop and bucket.

“You can clean the kitchen.” She told me.  “I’m going out shopping with Tara and Niko.”

As I cleaned, I heard the ladies prepare, until finally I received a kiss on the cheek and off they went.  I was alone in my old house, cleaning, dressed as a sissy, and I couldn’t help but wonder how I hadn’t ever noticed that my father was a submissive too.  As I worked, I tried to remember moments from my childhood, and couldn’t really think of anything, until I suddenly had a flash of something, the colour pink, somehow.  I paused, chewing on my bottom lip.

I ran into my parent’s bedroom and began rifling through drawers, until I found it.  A wide drawer filled with very girlie lingerie.  Pulling it out, I realised this was definitely not mum’s.  Then I went to the cupboard on dad’s side of the room, opening it to reveal suits and clothes.  Pulling that aside, I could see the back, and there I could see sissy and maid’s dresses.

“You actually saw me in one, by accident.” Dad said, making me jump in fright.

“Jeeezus dad!” I told him, trying catch my breath.  “When?”

“You were six.  You walked into our room saying you felt sick.  I was dressed up, but you never said anything.”

“I don’t remember.” I told him, trying to think back.  Something pink.

“You look good.” He told me.  “It suits you.”

“This should feel weird, but it doesn’t.”

“It’s not.” He said.  “It’s only weird if people make it weird.  I thought I was weird until I met your mum, and well, let’s just say we are perfect for each other.”

I sighed and sat on the bed.  This whole time, I was wondering about myself, if there was something wrong with me, but in the end, I could have easily turned around and told my parents and they would’ve only encouraged me.  In a lot of ways, I was really lucky.

Dad sat next to me and pulled me in for a hug.  No words needed to be spoken, because he understood exactly what I was going through.

“Come on,” he began.  “I’ll get changed and then let’s clean the house.”

“Sure.” I smiled.

Ten minutes later, dad was stood next to me in a pink sissy maid’s costume, wig and make-up, vacuuming, whilst I dusted.

“There’s something else I need to tell you dad.” I called out.

He shut off the vacuum.  “What’s that?”

“I’m bisexual.  Well, pansexual, actually.”

Waving a hand dismissively, he said, “Please! So am I!  I’ve had a daddy for years.” He told me.

“A daddy?” I asked, incredulously.

“Yeah, a dominant master.  Gay master.”

“Wow, and mum’s okay with that?”

With a burst of laughter, he said, “You know she’s a hotwife, right?”

“Really??”

“Yep.  That was one of the conditions of our relationship.”

“Oh.”

We worked whilst I thought about all of that, and then a thought crossed my mind.  “Dad, erm, are you sure I’m your son?”

Again, dad burst out laughing.  “Yes, Max, I’m positive.”

“How?”

“Because if you weren’t, then you’d be black.”

“Oh!”

“Yeah.”

Once again, that gave me a lot to think about, but suddenly, it all began to make sense.  Mum going out every Friday night.  Uncle Ray coming over and spending the night.  I always thought it weird that I had a black guy as an uncle, but I put it down as a family friend. Uncle Ray was mum’s lover.

“Uncle Ray.” I laughed.

Dad smiled at me.  “Uncle Ray.” He repeated.  “You like him, right?”

“Yep.  He was great with us.”

“He was.  I can invite him round if you want?”

“Is mum still with him?”

“Yes, we have a great relationship.”

“I always wondered why he never married.  Or Jack.” Jack was the barman from the other night, who I often saw around our place.  And then it suddenly dawned on me.  Dad’s daddy.  “Jack is gay?” I asked dad.

That smile again.  I’d figured it all out.  “Jesus.” I shook my head.  “Honestly, I’m impressed that you kept us safe for so long, but I’m also impressed you are so open.  This is awesome.  So, I was living with three guys, one gay, two straight, from the time I moved to Tokyo.  Since dating Niko, I have fucked all of them, and all three are sleeping together now.”

Dad chuckled.  “It’s fun, isn’t it?”

“Very.  So you’re bi dad?”

“I’m, well, really I’d say I’m ninety percent gay.  I love your mother, but she is more like a mistress.  I love Jack too, differently.”

“Then why are you not with him?” I asked.

“We decided that it wasn’t right on you kids…”

“No, don’t do that.” That made me angry.  That was not the way I was raised, and I told that to him.  “You? No, but I was.  I tried to do things differently, but can you imagine if your grandparents find out?”

My grandparents were old fuddy-duddies, who voted for Brexit, and didn’t like immigrants, homosexuals or anything which went against their moral code.  I had no interest in going to see them as I knew they wouldn’t approve of Niko; when I told them I was going to Japan, they sneered and asked why I would ever want to go to a filthy foreign country.  They had no idea.  I doubted they even possessed a passport.

“I know.” I nodded. “But on the other hand, can you imagine if granddad and granny found out?”

“I don’t get it.”

“Well, you have the full support of your family.  They are on their last legs.  Maybe it is time for you to live your life dad.”

“Maybe you are right.” He agreed, looking at the floor.

“I am.”

“But I can’t leave your mum alone.”

“Then don’t.  Why can’t Ray and Jack live here?  As a poly household? Think of the money you’d save.”

“That could work.” Dad agreed.

Before we could continue our conversation, we heard the door open and the women walking in, as the bodyguards carried in bags of shopping.  The ladies stepped inside the living room and smiled at both of us.  “Look at our lovely sissies, working away.” Mum said.

“Lovely.” Tara smiled.

“I told Max everything.” Dad told my mum.

“I told Tara everything.” Mum nodded, “and I think we should talk.”

“Me too.”

The left the room together, and Niko walked over and gave me a long kiss.  She whispered into my ear that she wanted her pussy licked, and then pulled me upstairs, shutting the door to the bedroom and pulling me under her skirt.

That evening, Uncle Ray came over, and for the first time, I really saw him and mum together.  I had the chance to see how they looked in each other’s eyes, and also how dad looked at them, with respect and love.  I understood the dynamic, and it worked. 

Ray was a tall muscular black man, with a bald head, a goatee beard, a warm smile, and a deep laugh.  He was like a second father to us growing up, and I understood why.  What I also understood, was Niko’s infatuation with him.

“He’s very hot.” She told me.  “I don’t normally go for older men, but wow.”

“You can have a go with him, if you like.” Mum told her.

“What?” I asked.

“Really?” Niko said.

“Yes, feel free.  He’s a great lay.” Mum replied, ignoring me.

“Mum!” I gasped, but it was too late, she was dragging Niko over to Ray, and moments later, Niko and Ray were walking out of the door of the living room.

“Slave!” Niko called, clicking her fingers.

With a sigh and a shake of the head, I followed behind, wondering if my life could get any weirder.  As we walked up the stairs, Ray’s hand snaked down and squeezed Niko’s arse.  She giggled, then slid her hand down to his crotch.

“In.” She told me, forcing me into the room first, then she told me to kneel on the floor, as she turned to Ray, who had already stripped naked, and fell into his tree-trunk arms. 

“Should we not close the door?” I asked.

“Shut up sissy.” Said Ray, as he kissed my girlfriend, and she rubbed his huge fat cock.  Then she stepped back and began to undress.  “Sissy!” He called out, waggling his cock.  “Get him nice and wet so I can fuck your girl.”

Holy shit, this was the man who I had called uncle for so long.  This was a man who was fucking my mum.  And yet here I was, shuffling along the floor and taking that fat, thick black cock in my mouth. 

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw my sister watching from the doorway.  I wanted to stop and say something but instead, I sucked hard, not once detaching my eyes from hers.  What the fuck was wrong with me?  To my right, I saw Niko shuffling off the bed and over to the doorway, where she kissed Tara, pulling her inside and onto the bed, undressing her along the way. 

Ray pushed me away and climbed on the bed, as both girls made out with him, feeling his smooth black body, before he pressed his cock into Niko’s snatch.  Niko let out a long guttural moan, as the long shaft slid inside her soaked pussy.  Above her, Tara repositioned herself, lowering her cunt onto Niko’s mouth. 

“Lick my arse and balls.” Ray told me. 

I slid up onto the bed and did exactly that, burying my face between his arse-cheeks and tickling his rosebud.  I felt his hand reach around, pulling my face in close.

I heard movement behind me and turned to look at the doorway.  I found the parents stood there watching with a smile on their faces, as if they were so proud of me.  I smiled and saw them walk away, relieved that they didn’t join us.

The movement of Ray’s thrusting was so fast and hard, that I had to pull back.  Niko moaned louder than I had ever heard her, as the slapping rhythm of fucking filled the room.  Niko let out a long groan and came hard, before sliding off Ray’s dick and giving way for Tara.  I watched for a moment and then remembered that I was watching my mother’s lover fuck my sister, and felt a little sick to the stomach, so looked away.  I was all in favour of kinky, but this was ridiculous.  Tara lasted only moments before she came hard.

“Your turn.” Tara said, and for a moment, I thought she was talking to Niko, but instead, she looked down at me. 

Without a word, I climbed up on the bed and got on all fours.  Four hands pulled my panties down…four female hands.  Niko then applied lubricant to my anus, the lubricant she had taken with her to be able fuck me with a dildo, and then I felt Ray enter me.

“Fuck him.” Tara hissed, and for some reason, I just became more aroused for it.

Ray fucked me hard, with me begging him loudly to do it harder and faster; so loud, that I knew my parents heard me downstairs, but I didn’t care.  I missed cock.  Days without it was too long. 

“Mistress, I missed cock in me.” I told her in Japanese.

“I know baby.  It’ll be better back home.”

Ray moaned loudly and I felt his cock swell inside me before popping, spraying cum inside my bowels like hot lava.

I lay there, satisfied, feeling the cum inside me, and feeling like everything was right in the world.  Fuck, what was wrong with me?  But Niko cuddled up to me, as did Tara, and held me tight, as Ray left the room without a word, and I was physically drained. I passed out asleep, as did the girls.

When I awoke, both girls were still fast asleep on either side of me, and as they both had their arms over me, I couldn’t really move, either. Thankfully, Niko’s eyes fluttered open and with a warm smile, she kissed my lips. 

“Nice nap?” I asked.

“Very.” She whispered, kissing me again, then reaching down to my erection.  She slid closer to me, and onto her side, slipping my cock into her pussy with a moan. 

I felt movement behind me, as Tara awoke, still with her arm around me.  I closed my eyes and tried to imagine she was someone else, as her body tightened against my back, whilst Niko and I fucked.  Tara reached over and ran her hand over Niko’s body,

“This is so fucked up.” I mumbled.

“It’s not like we’re fucking.” Tara replied, before kissing my neck.  “Anyway, it’s kind of kinky, right?”

“Fuck…” I breathed, feeling her lips and tongue on my neck, as her hands roamed my body.

Tara’s crotch pressed against my backside, moving with mine as I fucked Niko.  We rolled into the missionary position, with Tara still behind me, thrusting, as if using me to fuck Niko. 

“If there is a hell, we’re going there.” I told Tara.

“Relax big brother.”

Niko began to whine as her climax approached, and then she called out, coming, before telling me to stop.  We rolled over, separated for a moment.  My cock was still rock hard and I hadn’t cum yet.  Niko reached down and rubbed it for a moment, and then I felt another hand on my balls. 

We dressed, with me putting my sissy dress back on, and headed downstairs where mum was preparing dinner together with dad, Ray and I saw that Jack had arrived too.  I shook Jack’s hand and officially welcomed him to the family, and he did the same with Niko.

“Nice nap?” Mum asked.

“Very.” Tara grinned.

Mum looked at us all and then sighed crossly, hands on hips.  She proceeded to lecture us about everything that was wrong about incest, and how dangerous it was, on top of illegal.  To which Tara simply waved her hand dismissively. 

“Come on mum.  We didn’t do anything.” Tara snorted. 

Still, mum glowered at us angrily for a moment, and then relaxed her shoulders and sighed. “So long as it was all consensual, I suppose.”

“It was.”

Excusing myself, I went back upstairs to the bathroom to use the toilet.  After flushing and washing my hands, I stared at myself in the mirror and wondered how we had ended up like this. Was Niko responsible, or was I just blind to the truth?  Was it even healthy to hide things the way my parents had done, after all, they had sacrificed years of their lives keeping a deep secret.  The more I thought about it, the more I realised that I was glad it was all out, It all simply turned me on.  Holy shit, was I a sex addict? 

I made a mental note to Google the symptoms of sex addiction, and then unlocked the door, opening it to find Jack stood there.

“We have another toilet downstairs.” I told him.  “You didn’t need to wait.”

“I actually came to see you, Max.” He told me, before placing a hand on my satin covered hip.  “Very sexy love.  Very sexy.” His hand travelled down my dress and under my skirt to my cock.  “Mmmm, nice and fat.” He said, staring into my eyes as he rubbed my hardening shaft.  “You like that?” He asked, and I nodded, my heart racing.  “Like father, like son.  I have a surprise waiting for you.”

He led me by my cock to my parents’ room, where I found my dad waiting on the bed, wearing a red corset connected to red fishnet stockings.  His cock was hanging out, and he was rubbing it slowly, as he smiled at me.  “If you don’t want to do this, you can leave and we’ll never say a word about it.” Said Dad. “You and I won’t do anything. I’ll just watch…if you want.”

I gulped, and didn’t say a word.  I looked at Jack, who was stripping down, and then back to dad, who was still smiling at me. 

“That’s a good boy.” My dad said.

Behind me, I felt my panties being pulled down and lubricant being applied to my anus.  Then, Jack’s huge fat cock, and boy was it huge, pushed into me slowly.  “Ungh.” I moaned, feeling my anus stretch to accommodate him.

“That’s it, take his cock.” Purred my dad.  Fuck, this was so hot.

Dad repositioned himself and seconds later, I had a bottle of Rush under my nose.  Holy shit, dad used poppers!  Of course, the poppers made me super-horny and I began slobbering over the cock in front of me and moaning.  Behind me, Jack was slamming in and out of me at high speed, and I could feel his orgasm approach.  He moaned and slammed in one last time, and came inside me. 

“I suppose I shouldn’t tell mum.” I laughed.

“Oh, she knows.” Dad shrugged.  “As I said, you were more than welcome to say no.”

Dad looked nervous, concerned that I was having second thoughts.  I said nothing, just pulled him to me and gave him a long French kiss.  “Fuck it.” I said. 

“Exactly.” Dad told me, squeezing my bum.  “Let’s have dinner, and then you can play some more with Jack.  Just remember that when you are with him, he is my master, which makes him yours too.”

“Yes daddy.” I smiled, sweetly. 

Downstairs, Niko asked how it was, so I filled her in, in Japanese.  I told her that it all felt so wrong, but I also didn’t really want to stop it.  She highlighted the importance of understanding that we only have this one life, and not everything has to be okay by convention.  She explained about the fact that I had first met her, together with her cousin, Sara, who she regularly slept with in the past.  “Try not to worry.  So long as no-one gets hurt, and so long as everyone is of legal age, it is nobody else’s business.” Niko explained.

We ate dinner, chatting about this and that, and then after dinner, we had a drink of whiskey and relaxed for a while, watching a little television.  Finally, Niko said it was time to get ready, and told me to come upstairs.

“Ready for what?” I asked, confused.

“You will be with your dad and Jack tonight, and I will be with Tara, Ray and your mom.” She smiled. “You have a fun night planned.”

I watched, as she stripped and changed into a black lace bodice, hooked onto black seamed stockings, and matching thong panties.  She then put on matching lace gloves which stretched up her arms almost to her armpits.  Then she laid out the exact same lingerie for me, except it was in light pink.  I put it all on, including the gloves, and then put on the matching long robe.  She then did my make-up, making it thick and very slutty, with bright sparkly pink lipstick.

Dad stepped in the room.  “You look very pretty, darling.” He told me.  He was carrying a small bottle and a type of measuring syringe.  Pulling out some of the liquid from the bottle, he told me to open my mouth, which I did, and he dribbled the foul-tasting chemical onto my tongue.  “Swallow.” He said.

“What was it?” I asked.

“GHB,” he explained.  “It’ll get you nice and horny for us.  Now go wait in my bedroom on the bed, on all fours.”

“Yes daddy.” I replied.  Then looking at Niko.  “Have fun.” I told her.

“You too.” She grinned.

I walked into the master bedroom and climbed on the bed, waiting.  I felt like I was waiting forever, and the longer I waited, the more I felt the drugs beginning to work.  I felt drowsy, but at the same time, so incredibly horny.  By the time they entered the room, I was so horny that I ran over to them and began kissing them, begging to be fucked.

They laughed, promising all in good time.  “Back on the bed.” Jack ordered. 

Jack was dressed in chaps and straps.  He presented his cock to me and I took it in my mouth without hesitation.  Behind me, dad was pulling down my panties, and greasing up my hole.  I felt fingers slip inside me, one, then two, then three, and I moaned, begging for more.  The fingers were removed and replaced with a warm hard cock, pressing inside me. 

I moaned as the two took turns fucking me all night.  Dad watched as his boyfriend whipped me with a crop, and made me his bitch.  In the downtimes when we needed to recoup, we talked.  Dad and Jack had decided it was high-time they lived together, but instead of Jack moving in with them, Dad had decided to move in with Jack.

“I spoke to your mother, and we’re not getting any younger.” Dad explained.  “She’s going to live with Ray, and we’ll sell this house and distribute the money between you and Tara.  It doesn’t make sense to keep it, and it’s a shitty house anyway, really.”

“Won’t you miss mum?” I asked.

“Yes, of course, but we don’t make love anymore, and honestly, we don’t really do much of anything else.  I spend most of my time with Jack anyway.  I’m gay, son, that’s just the way it is.”

I gave him a long passionate kiss on the lips.  “If you’ll be happy, then it is fine by me.”

“I’ll be happy if you come visit us.” He smiled.

I grabbed his cock.  “Will this be there waiting for me?”

“There’s no going back now, son.  You’re our bitch now.” He told me, pulling me down for another kiss.  “You honestly don’t mind?  I know it’s freaky, and we’d never think of doing this in the past, but we just thought, we’re all adults now.  Nobody is forcing anyone to do anything, so why not?”

The unease of the situation had long since transformed into this insane arousal which I couldn’t shake.  It was something so taboo that it only served to turn me on more.  “Of course, I don’t mind.  I love cock, and I love your cock.” I said, rubbing it.  “In fact…” I climbed up and holding his shaft, I lined it up with my anus, dropping down comfortably on the hard seven inches.  Jack watched, rubbing my lingerie covered back, as I gently rode my father.

We moaned, enjoying the connection.  I leaned down and we kissed, our tongues dancing as I felt his cock sliding in and out, in and out.  Our moans became urgent, his body warm against mine, as our pace increased.

“Oh, fuck me daddy.” I begged.

“Yes son.  Give me your arse.  I love it.  It’s so tight.”

“Fuck me daddy, fuck me daddy, fuck meeeee!” I cried out, and my cock spurted onto his gut. 

“Oh baby.  Oh!” And then I felt his cum jetting up in me.  He slid out and more flew out and landed on my back, staining my lingerie.

I rolled off dad, and lay back, panting.  However, my break didn’t last long, as Jack pushed my legs up and was ready to go again.  I reached down, holding my cheeks apart as he pushed into me for the sixth time that night. 

Just as he did that, there came a knock on the door and mum walked in, with her breasts out, wearing a latex suspender-belt and lace trimmed stockings.  I realised, for the first time in my life, that mum’s nipples were pierced, and then looking down, I noticed her belly and clit were too.  In fact, for mum’s age, in her late forties, she had a great body.  Firm and toned; she looked to be in her thirties really. 

“How are things going here?” She asked, sitting on the edge of the bed and looking down at me.

“Great.” I said, smiling.  “Enjoying myself.  You?”

“Good. Niko’s lovely.  I’m glad she introduced you to this.  I’m glad we’re doing it.” She told me, reaching down and seemingly absent-mindedly massaging my cock. 

I reached down and pulled on her, making her climb up over me, then I pulled on her, forcing her shaven pussy onto my mouth. 

“Mmmm, good boy.  Lick mummy’s pussy.” She purred, rubbing my head through the wig.  “Lick Uncle Ray’s cum out of me.”

I lapped up the warm cum in her cunt, and felt her reaching behind to massage my cock.  Once I was hard, she slid down and pushed herself down on my erection. 

“Oh, mummy.” I groaned. 

“Oh baby, give me that lovely cock.”

As Jack fucked me, I fucked my mother, as she rode me hard, forward, backward.  I reached up and massaged her huge D-cup boobs, tickling and pinching her nipples.  She was extremely aroused, I could feel her pussy pouring cum around my cock, leading to a loud scream as she came, leading to me climaxing inside her, and Jack inside me.

“Fuck!” I cried out. 

“I know.” Mum chuckled.  “And you’re here another four days.  Something tells me we aren’t going to get much done.  Your dad and I took a week off work.” She leaned down and kissed me.  “I’m going to get a lot more of that cock.” She told me, in between kisses.  “I also want to use my strap-on on that arse.”

“I’m looking forward to it.”


11 – Job Satisfaction

We landed home in Tokyo at about eight in the morning having slept the whole flight.  The events of the week had really taken it out of us, but honestly, I felt more relaxed about myself than I had ever felt in my life.  Niko loved my family, and loved how open they were, and she managed to convince Tara that once her university was over, she should come over to Japan and stay with us.  One of the last things we did in the UK, was help my dad move out, and Ray move in.  That was quite a sad occasion, but also in some ways, a happy one, as both mum and dad turned to a new phase in their lives. And anyway, they were not breaking up in a bad way, and promised to continue to play together when they could.

“What do you want to do?” Niko asked.  It was early on a Saturday, so we didn’t really have anywhere to be. 

I shrugged.  “What would you like to do?”

“Mmm, I would go back to my place, drop the stuff off.” She mused.  “Then beat you a bit in the dungeon, then, umm…fuck a bit.  Maybe go see the guys?”

“Sounds like a plan.”

We managed to do just some of that plan.  She was in the middle of beating me with the cane, when her phone rang.  She left me tied up and went to answer it.  I heard her shouting something, but I couldn’t come to grips with what she was saying.  Finally, after ten minutes, she came back and beat me harder, to the point I was considering using my safe word.  Eventually, she stopped and untied me.

“What happened?” I asked her.

“One of my guys in the US just got arrested.” She said, her voice clearly angry.

“What for?  Drugs?”

“No, sex trafficking.  Chinese women.”

“Like, human trafficking?” I asked, a little surprised and disappointed in her.

“Don’t look at me like that.  You knew what business I’m in.”

“Yes, but come on, you know what consent means.  Do these women consent?”

“Of course not, but it is a part of my business.  It’s just business.”

“How much of your business?  How much money do you make from it?” I asked her.

She shrugged. “The sex trade…”

“This sex trade.” I highlighted.  “Not brothels or prostitutes where the women are there consensually, I mean the ones who are kidnapped into it.”

She sighed.  “Not much.”

“So why do it?” I asked her.  “It’s a shit load of risk, for very little reward, and you must feel pretty shitty about it at the end of the day. My view, if you want it, dump the business, create a fake paper trail, pin everything on the guy who got arrested, and if he talks, release it all so that he has no way out.”

Niko stared at me, the anger gone from her face, replaced by a look of analysis, like she was trying to work out more about me.  Then she nodded. “I want you to quit Akai and come work for me.” She told me.

“Is that a good idea?” I asked her.  “I mean, that could create friction.”

“You have good ideas.” She pointed out.

“Which I can give you for free.”

“Not if you are not by my side.”

There was no way that working for her would work.  We would end up disagreeing, or I would do things the wrong way, and it might lead to a situation which would not end well for either of us.  However, a thought crossed my mind which could resolve her needs, whilst at the same time eliminating my concerns.

“I’m not going to work for you.” I told her, she began to speak, but I held out my hand. “Hear me out, please, my queen.” She sighed and crossed her arms, frowning.  “I’m not going to work for you, because if I work for you, and I do something you don’t like, you need to treat me equally to any other employee, and that might cause you more harm than good.”

“I…”

“But, I do have a solution.  I’ll quit my job and be by your side, as your slave and bitch, for no money at all.  I won’t be an employee; I’ll be your submissive who is with you.  If I say or do something you don’t like, you can tell me to shut up or punish me in front of anyone, and they will accept it.”

Her face lit up in excitement, as she realised what it meant for her.  This was an even better idea than she had imagined.  “Yes!  And you could dress in the clothes I make you wear!”

“Exactly.  No more suits. Sissy dresses, Kawaii stuff, whatever you want.”

She grabbed me, pulling me in tight.  “Oh, I’m so happy!” Then pushing me away.  “Get dressed in a pink crop-top and mini-skirt, and your white lace self-holding stockings.”

“Yes, my queen.”

Niko then trimmed my eyebrows into a feminine style, did my make-up, and then styled my scruffy medium-length hair into a feminine, bob cut.  “No more wigs.” She said.

I slipped on some shiny black patent-leather heals, and took a little pink handbag in my white lace gloves, and followed Niko out the door and into the car.

“I need to see Kiyoshi.” She told Akira.

Kiyoshi was dealing with the potential fall-out of the arrest when we arrived.  However, when Niko told him my idea, he listened, nodding.  “It’s a good idea.  He hasn’t spoken yet, so we have time.” He noted.  “You really want to shut it all down though?  Everywhere?”

“Yes.  Everything.”

I coughed, and Niko looked at me.  “May I speak please, my queen?” I asked, softly.

“You may.” She told me in a tone which made it sound like I was annoying her, but a wink and a slight smile suggested otherwise.

“Miss Niko, if we release all the women in one go, then the first thing many will do is run to the police.  However, if we release them bit by bit, and set them up with work, even use some sort of fictitious organisation to reintegrate them into society, then we minimise the risk that this could come back to hurt us.” I explained.

Kiyoshi’s eyes went wide.  “That’s a very good idea!” He gushed.

“It is.” Said Niko, proudly smiling at me. “Do that.  Find a way we can manage that.”

“If I may, erm, one more thing.” I stumbled out.

“Yes?”

“Set up the organisations as charities, then seek donors.  Have your shell corporations donate regularly into them.  You will save on taxes, whilst at the same time laundering your money.”

“Holy shit.” Niko gasped. “Where have you been all my life?”

We went through the plan, coming up with the logistics and ideas for freeing the women. 

“Who will run the charity?” I asked.

“I can find someone here.”

“I think it should be someone western.  That way it is likely to resonate with celebrities better.”

“True.” Niko agreed, thinking.  “How about your sister?” She asked.  “She’s studying politics, it’s a good way in.”

“Yeah, but where did she get the money?”

“We have a lot of companies, good ones.”

Then it clicked.  “Actually, I have an idea.  Fenzo.  She can approach me with the idea, and it could be a Fenzo campaign. Fenzo could put down the founding capital, and she could then work to onboard others.”

“That’s brilliant!”

“Guess I can’t quit Akai just yet, right?”

“We can work something out.” She smiled.

Finally, happy with the outcome, we left the office and drove to my place.  It was already afternoon, and we hadn’t had lunch, so we decided we would order something when we arrived. 

We opened the door to find what seemed to be an empty house.  However, as we walked upstairs, we heard the sound of moaning and slapping.  I opened the door to Tanner’s room, to find the curtains closed, a purple/pink light on, and a sex swing where the bed used to be.  In said sex swing, was Chris, in a pink satin romper, being fucked by Tanner, whilst Ren leaned up against the wall, cuffed to a chain, as Paul fucked his arse.  In Chris’ mouth was a baby’s dummy, or pacifier, and he wore a bonnet.

“Holy fuck.” I gasped at the scene.

“Oh hey Max, you’re back!” Tanner said, not slowing in his thrusting.

I looked at Niko, who smiled.  “Go play.” She told me.  “I want to go do some things anyway.” She gave me a kiss, and then I ran into the room, noticing they had converted it into a dungeon of sorts.

Dropping to my knees, I buried my face in Tanner’s arse, licking away at him as he fucked, tasting his sweat, before pulling away and standing, dropping my panties and lining up my cock with his hole.  “How long have you been fucking?” I asked.

“Fuck man, since last night, on and off.” Tanner told me as I thrust in and out of him.  “We had like fifteen guys here.  Ren brought some speed which we slammed and we’ve been fucking ever since.  Chris has been taking load after load since you left.”

“What’s with the baby outfit?”

“He’s been exploring his fetishes and has an age-play fantasy.”

“How many loads?”

“Since you left? Fuck, dunno man.  Like, hundred guys maybe.  He doesn’t care.  He just goes to these gay clubs dressed like this, then bends over and people take turns dumping in him.”

“Isn’t that dangerous?”

“Probably.” Tanner laughed, still fucking him bareback.  “How was the UK?”

“Weird.” I told him.

“Weird how?”

“Turns out my dad is my mum’s submissive, and he’s gay.”

“Okay?”

“Yeah, so, I kind of spent the week getting fucked by my dad and his lover, whilst fucking my sister and mother.”

“Sounds like some crazy US deep south shit.” He laughed.

“Ha, yeah.”

“Still, fuck it, why not right?”

“Right.”

Tanner took a step back, forcing me backwards.  He needed a break as he couldn’t cum anymore, so I took his place inside Chris, he was sucking on the dummy as I fucked him.  The romper was crusted with cum, as was his face.  I leaned over and licked him, tasting the old, dried cum.

There was movement behind me, as Paul, who had pulled out from Ren, walked over to me.  “I wanted to welcome you home.” Paul told me.  “You know Tanner is working with me at the drag show?”

“Really?  Cool!”

“Since you have been away, this house has gone completely insane.  Sex every night.  Sex and drugs, I love it!”

“What about work?”

“It is all okay.  Do not worry.  We manage.” I felt his cock squeeze between my cheeks.  “Hold still.” I did and pushed inside me, allowing me to moan at the excitement of having a cock in me again.  “After this, we must sleep, because tonight we have another party.”

“Party?” I asked.

“Gay orgy.” Tanner called out.

I came in Chris, and Paul came in me, before they all showered and headed to bed.  I realised that they were all sleeping in Paul’s room, where Tanner had moved his bed to create one large one with Paul’s, allowing for more people to sleep together.  I decided it made sense for me to have a rest too, so I changed into a shirt pink chiffon baby doll nightie, and crawled into bed, next to Ren.

I slept for two hours, until my phone vibrated, and I saw it was Niko messaging.  “I’m at the door.”

I got up quietly, and opened the door.  “Hey, they’re asleep.”

“I could do with a sleep.” She yawned.  “How was it?”

“Good.  They have been fucking pretty much all week.  Chris has been taking load after load in gay bars and stuff.”

She giggled with laughter.  “That’s funny.  You should too.”

“Bit dangerous.” I told her.

“Don’t be pussy.” She said in English.  “Come, I need piss, and then I come to bed with you.”

She urinated in my mouth, as she did sometimes, and I drank it down, before stripping naked and climbing into the new large bed with the others.  She cuddled up against Tanner on the other side of the bed, as I cuddled back up with Ren, and we fell asleep.

I awoke to the bed moving and the sounds of sex.  I looked across, and saw Niko with Ren’s cock in her mouth, as Chris fucked Niko’s arse, and Tanner fucked her pussy.  The bed moving was Paul getting into position behind me and thrusting up inside me hard. 

“Uh…” I moaned, feeling suddenly full.  “Oh yeah, fuck me Paul.”

He pinned me to the bed, face down as he thrust in and out of me hard.  Fuck, I never imagined I’d be so dependent on sex, but I felt like I needed it. 

I looked at Niko as all three men, seemingly full of energy again, slammed their cocks in and out of her like a ragdoll, pulling on her hair, clawing at her breasts and pierced nipples, and all I could think about was how much of a shame it was that there weren’t a queue of men waiting to take their place when they were done.

Each came in her, and Paul came in me, before I ate the cum out of her pussy and arse, sucking it all down. 

We ordered food and finally ate, discussing the past week, and Niko had an idea. “If you like the sex so much, give up your jobs and come work for me.” She told them.

“Doing what?” Chris asked.

“Porn.  Gay prostitute.” She shrugged.  “You work for me, you work in brothel, very safe.”

The guys looked at each other, and then Tanner said, “fuck it, sure.”  Chris agreed, and Paul said he’d love to get into porn. 

“That sounds like job satisfaction.” Chris laughed. 

“You were straight as a whistle before I left.” I told him.

“Yeah, gay as the day is long now mate.” He replied.  “Been watching this sissy hypnosis stuff and really getting into the whole cumdump thing.”

“I like that.” Niko said, giggling.  “I want Max to be cumdump.  I like cum.”

“He will be tonight.  We are going to an orgy and we want to take Max with us.”

“I guess no women, huh?” Niko asked.

“Sorry!” Tanner told her. 

“That’s okay.  Next time.  How many men?”

“I don’t know.  The guy has a big house, and he has this huge hall.  I guess a lot.”

“Make sure every man fill him up.” Niko said with glee, and I couldn’t help but wonder if that was at all safe.

Niko made sure I dressed appropriately for the party, tight-lacing me in a red satin and black lace corset, black stockings, black lace mini-tutu, black lace gloves, and red high-heeled lace up thigh-high boots. 

“You’re going to have so much fun!” She gushed. “I’m so jealous.”

“I’m a little scared.” I told her.

“Please.  You’ll love it.”

“Yes, but the guys have been doing drugs.  Injecting speed.”

She shrugged.  “So?  I’ve done it many times.  You’ll be fine.”

“So I should do it?”

“Yes.  Why not?” She seemed very confused as to why I would say no to drugs.

“And if they give me heroin?” I asked her.

Again, she looked confused.  “Have you never had it?”

“No…”

“It’s really good.  You should try it sometime.”

“Okay Niko, this conversation is not going the way I thought it might.  Have a good evening.”

“I will.  I called two of my fucks.  They will spend the night with me.”

“That’s good baby.  Enjoy.” I told her.

I drove the guys to the house, following the directions given by Ren.  Chris was wearing a baby-blue sissy dress, which was very lacy and puffy.  Paul was wearing a leather mini-skirt, fish-net stockings, a black bralette, a transparent lace t-shirt, and high-heels.  Tanner was wearing a red latex mini-dress, and thick make-up. 

As we arrived at the house, we were offered wrist bands.  They explained what the different colours meant, top, bottom, versatile, sadist, masochist, safe, raw, fist, anything goes.  I selected the black one; anything goes, and the red one, masochist.  I then followed the guide into a hall which was filled with men and transvestites, sissies, and crossdressers, all stood chatting over drinks.  There was no sex, just talking.  There must have been three or four hundred men in there.

A waiter handed me a champagne flute, which I took, thanking him.

We walked around the room, attracting looks from many men, until we reached a door on the other side.  A man in a suit and a mask stood guard. 

“What’s in there?” I asked.

“If you would like something to get you in the party mood, then we can administer it in there.” The man explained.

“We would!” Tanner called out.

“Well…” I began, but they were pushing me forward, into the room.  Tanner handed the man some money, and we were offered the opportunity to sit in a chair, next to some prepared syringes. 

“You first.” Paul told me, pushing me forward.  “You must.”

I sat down and watched as the man tied an elastic band around my bicep.  I clenched my fist and watched as he injected me with the clear liquid.  He released the elastic band and I felt an immediate rush to my head.

“Holy fuck.” I said, standing and almost stumbling over.  “Fuck, wow.” I felt so horny and energetic.  I needed to fuck.

The others took their turns and then we headed back out into the hall, where some of the talking had transformed into kissing and oral sex.  I felt a hand pull at me, and saw a short, fat naked man smile at me.  He looked like a sumo wrestler.

Without a word, I was pushed to my knees and presented with his cock, which I took into my mouth.  He was small, or maybe it was hard to tell because of how fat he was, but I didn’t care. I was horny, and I was going to get some. 

Behind me, someone was playing with my skirt.  Before I knew it, my skirt was up and my thong was ripped off me.  A lubricated cock then slid into me, fucking hard.  I took my mouth of the fat man to look at who was fucking me, and saw a skinny Arabic looking guy ploughing away at me, grinning like a madman. 

I went back to blowing fatty, and felt the trickle of hot cum leave the cock buried in my rectum.  Fatty span me around and slammed into my arse, where the Arabic guy had been moments before.  Another cock entered my mouth.

For the next hour, there was no respite.  People were queuing for me.  At one point, I begged stop, no more, but they didn’t.  I couldn’t understand why I couldn’t get them to stop fucking me, until someone explained the meaning of the black wristband. 

“It was written in the rules, if you read them.” The man said.  “Anything goes means you are here until morning, no stop word, no end, no safety.  I’m sorry, but the only way to stop all this is to remove the wristband.”

For some reason, I couldn’t do it.  I let them fuck me over and over, until finally, I convinced a man to help me get to the toilets to pee.  He led me there, and for a moment, he was my saviour, until I realised that the bathroom was filled with men fucking too, the difference being that they were pissing on people on the tiled floor.  I was thrown to the floor and five men began pissing on me, into my mouth.  I drank as much as I could down, but as I did, the man who had taken me to the bathroom, had entered me, fucking me fast and hard, and one of the people pissing on me, had his cock in my mouth.

At midnight, I managed to get away, and I ran to the back room, to get another hit of drugs, before going back into the fray with a smile on my face.  More and more men arrived during the night, I took load after load. 

The party ended at eight in the morning.  I was covered in cum and piss, some my own, but I managed to find the others, so that we could head home. 

“My arsehole is sore.” I told them.

“I have preparation H at home.” Paul replied.  “You’ll be fine.”

“How many men?” Tanner asked.

“Lost count after three hundred.” Chris laughed. 

“Same here.” I replied.  “I so need to get tested.”

“Don’t we all.”

I arrived home to find Niko sleeping in my bed.  I showered and changed into a red silk nightie and climbed into bed carefully.  She stirred and turned to me, kissing my lips.  As we kissed, our passion increased.  My cock swelled and she shifted forward, sliding herself onto my cock.

“How many men entered you?” She said into my mouth as we kissed.

“Three hundred, give or take.” I replied.

“How many came in you?”

“All of them.”

“How many did you fuck?”

“None.”

“Good.  Your asshole hurts now, huh?”

“Yes.”

“Good.”

She pushed me onto my back and rode me, her back arched, and then with a moan, she came, but she didn’t stop, rocking harder and faster.  “Cum in me. Fill me with your cum, the cum of three hundred gay men.” She whispered.

I sat upright and held her as we moved together.  She was so dirty, so kinky, everything about her was so wrong, but so right for me.  We moved in harmony.  I took a nipple in my mouth and bit it.  She hissed but held my head tight, pulling me into her, making me bite harder. 

“Do you like it?” She asked.  “Do you like that I made you bisexual? Do you like that I made your friends gay?”

“I love it.”

“Do you like that I made it so your own family fucked you?”

“Yes!  I loved it.”

“Your sister will come over and live with us, and you’ll fuck her, are you looking forward to that?”

“Yes!  Yes!”

“But you miss your daddy, don’t you?”

“I do.”

“What do you miss most?”

I knew what she wanted to hear. “His cock.  I miss daddy’s cock.  I miss his cum inside me.”

Her lip began to quiver again.  “D…do you miss your mommy?  Do you miss her cunt?  Do you miss drinking her piss?”

“Yes!  Yes, I miss all of it!”

“I love doing this to you.  I love turning you into my personal slut.  I love seeing you thinking about sex all the time.  I love that you love this.” Once more, she moaned out and came, and then I bit down on her shoulder and came inside her. 

“Let me lick you clean.”

“No.  I want the cum inside me.”

We lay down, staring into each other’s eyes, smiling.  I loved her so much and she loved me. 

Just as our eyes started to flutter closed, there was a knock on the door and Paul walked in, holding up the Preparation H.

“Sorry guys.” He said. “Max, you needed this?”

“Oh god yes.  Can you apply it?”

“Sure.” He smiled, climbing on the bed and unscrewing the cap and squeezing it out and then gently pressing it into my anus, rubbing it inside and out.  I let out a gasp as the finger slid in and out of me. 

“Oh Paul.” I moaned.

Unfortunately, the fingering ended, and he kissed me good night before leaving the room.  I found myself missing the comfort of a man holding me.  Niko looked like she was able to read my mind. 

“You want a man, don’t you?” She asked.

“Yes.”

“We’ll get you a boyfriend, don’t worry.  Just don’t go turning full gay and leaving me.”

“I won’t.” I laughed.

But something was clearly on Niko’s mind. Business was going well, and life was good, but for a while now, she seemed to be off, thinking about something, and I had a feeling it was about to come to a head.

“Marry me.” She said suddenly. “Marry me and be my sissy husband. I want you to live this life with me forever.”

I smiled at her. “Marry into the Yakuza?” I asked.

“Yes.” She replied, a coy Asian smile.

“It would be an honour!” I told her, kissing her on the lips.

Three months later, we wed at a very traditional Japanese ceremony, with both of us in a traditional wedding kimono. My sister had already moved over and served as my maid of honour. It was so strange to see my beautiful sister, already heavily tattooed with Yakuza emblems and designs.

Niko had introduced Tara into the deep end, showing her the ropes as a Yakuza leader, teaching her everything from street-racing, right up to how to use a katana. But what I never expected to see was my sister assassinate someone.

It was a Chinese Triad leader, someone who had tried to encroach on Niko’s Okinawan turf. He was captured, and Niko left it to Tara to do the honours of beheading him. I saw Tara shaking, nerves reflecting how disturbing the situation was. However, her strike was swift and precise, and once she’d finally done it, my sister grinned sadistically.

“See, you were born to do this.” Niko told her, kissing her on the lips.

The whole family was present for the wedding. Dad was dressed in his sissy outfit, watching beside Jack, whilst mum was in red latex next to Ray.

“You know our wedding night is going to be pretty special, right?” Niko grinned.

“How so?” I asked.

“Look at the three front rows.” She told me. My family were there, as were Tanner and all my old friends. “Every single one of those people are going to fuck you senseless for three whole days. You’re gonna get fucked up on drugs and then used non-stop. Your wedding night will be a reflection of the fact that now, you are property of the Yakuza. And we will use you however we like.”

I looked over at all the people, thirty or so, and then I grinned. Yes, I think I’m going to like this new life.

THE END
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