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Waifu awakens






J

 ohn was very much in love. His girlfriend, Miyu, was the perfect woman. She was soft and gentle and kind and loving. She never shouted at him or berated him for his lifestyle or hobbies and she never got jealous when he spent time with his friends. She couldn’t cook, but that’s ok because neither could he.

Despite all of this, what had initially drawn him to her was her looks. She was Japanese and the most beautiful woman he had ever laid eyes upon. Her big blue eyes were the brightest he’d ever seen, with a little button nose and an adorable little smile. Her cheeks shone bright with any excess of emotion.

Yet despite this cuteness, she had massive breasts that seemed to strive for freedom from any outfit she wore, whilst her nipples seemed to have a mind of their own. Her hourglass figure was perfection, with a thin waist and a nice round ass, which was firm, not fat. He was particularly fond of her pale thin legs, which managed to hold her up as if in defiance of physics. In short, she was his dream woman.

But that, according to everyone else, was the problem. His family and friends, they all told him to forget about her and find someone else, but he couldn’t do it, he was too much in love.

At first, he had worried that they might be right but quickly came to the conclusion that they were simply jealous. All he ever saw any of them do was fight with their partner or moan about the fight they’d just had or the fight they were going to have. Everything seemed to be a struggle, a compromise. Everything that didn’t end up in a fight ended up with both sides feeling like they lost.

This was true of all of them. Everyone he knew seemed to be in a “real” relationship or just coming out of one or transferring into a new one and they were all miserable.

Well, he thought, if that's what a “real” relationship looks like, then why would he want any part of it?

Instead, he decided to forge his own path, eschewing “traditional” lifestyles for one that brought him true happiness. That others did not approve only showed how remarkable his love was, how progressive. He was, in his own mind, a trailblazer for love and for the rights of all the oppressed (though he never said that out loud as it might seem a bit pretentious).

He would embrace what he had, and what he had was love at first sight. Yes, to outsiders it did seem to move a bit fast, especially as they had moved in together on the very first day they met. But he was happy and the first few weeks had sped by in an unabashed orgy of raw, animalistic fucking, but who doesn’t want that?

As time moved on, they made love less, as is natural, but their love grew stronger. Every night he fell asleep with her in his arms, blissfully happy he had found the one person in this world who understood him, the one who would be by his side through thick and thin. The one person who would love him unconditionally. This was a relationship that would last forever, and that was something they would never understand.

But yet, despite all of this, he had noticed he was not completely content. He had put this down to the fickleness of Man, the ever-evolving desire for something new, something fresh, something if not better, then at least different. And so truthfully, in his heart of hearts, despite his deep love for her and despite all her amazing attributes, he wished for one small thing, one small change that would make her undeniably perfect in every conceivable way. He wished she was human.

For even though he loved her deeply and was incredibly attracted to her, he felt their bond would somehow be even stronger if she were an actual flesh-and-blood human being rather than a life-sized waifu pillow with fuckable pockets.

Deep down he knew it was this above all that his friends and family objected to. But still, he couldn’t get over the bigotry and prejudice when he had brought her to his parent’s house for the family Christmas dinner. There was laughter and mockery and racist insults hurled at her and he had defended her honour, throwing foul invectives in every direction, spilling home truths and exposing the darkest family secrets he wasn’t even supposed to know about (and when he didn’t know any, he simply made some up).

The whole thing had been a disaster and he had left, cursing each and every one of them for their small-minded bigotry.

A very difficult time followed, and he was wrought with mental anguish, questioning everything about how he lived his life. IT got so bad that even thought of breaking it off with Miyu, but in the end, he couldn’t do it. She had brought him more happiness than his family ever had and in the end, love had to triumph over hate.




And, when he looked back, wasn’t it true that it was

 

they


 
who had been hateful, who had been abusive to the love of his life? Wasn’t it they who tried to separate John from Miyu, and not Miyu who tried to separate John from them? All she had ever done was love him.




It was this love that ran through his mind that evening as he held her and wished for that one little thing. And as he held her he cried. and his tears ran down his face, gently soaking into her blushing red cheek he held against his own. Then, as he fell asleep, he leaned in and planted a gentle kiss on her thin red lips, comforted by the pain of love.


◆◆◆




“Good morning.”

“Morning,” he replied, his eyes still closed, his mind still swimming in the blissful pools of sleep. He held Miyu closer and she ran her hand over his chest. He smiled as she leaned her body into him, feeling the warmth of her body. Then he woke up. Real quick.

He woke up and screamed. And screamed. And screamed. And she screamed at his screams. And she screamed again when he pushed her off of him and off the bed, onto the floor. And he screamed as he fell the other way, also onto the floor.

There they both sat, on opposite sides of the bed, screaming, until they realised nothing else was happening. Then they crouched on either side of the bed in silence, waiting to see what the other would do.

Finally, John, wearing nothing but his boxers, picked up the courage to face his assailant and peeked over the bed, where he could see the top of her head, covered in dark black hair.

“Hello?” he said and saw as she turned and peeked over the bed, revealing the biggest, brightest blue eyes he had ever seen. They were the blue of the bluest ocean, and so deep he thought he might actually be able to go swimming in them and get swept away, dragged down in an undercurrent, existing forever in them.

“Hi,” she said nervously.

“What do you want?”

“Umm, breakfast?” Her high-pitched voice had a soft Japanese lilt, which he found surprisingly comforting.

“What do you want here?”

“Eggs?”

“What are you doing in my house? In my bed?”

“Senpai, are you feeling ok? It’s me, Miyu.”

“Oh fuck off. Did Steve put you up to this?”

“Who is Steve? What is the matter?”

“Steve. My friend. The only asshole in the world who would think something like this was funny.”

“I don’t know any of your friends. You never introduced me.”

“Was it Mike? Is this some kind of psychological warfare?”

“I don’t know Mike.”

“So who do you know?”




“I know,” she said, her voice dropping, hesitating before she finally spoke. “I know you.” She poked the rest of her head out over the covers and he couldn’t believe what he was seeing. That button nose, that adorable smile, those bright red lips. She looked exactly like her. Like

 

Her.






Where was she?


His heart began to race, panicking when he realised Miyu, the real one, wasn’t here.

“Where is she?” He screamed as he jumped up and threw the covers off the bed, but she wasn’t in her spot.

“Where is who?”

“Miyu,” he shouted, as he ran around the room looking everywhere.




“

 

I am Miju


 
,” she said. “What do you mean?”




He opened every drawer, looked in every cupboard, wardrobe, under every piece of furniture and in every nook and cranny she could possibly be, but she was nowhere to be found, until he collapsed to the floor, distraught. Head to the floor, his tears flowed freely, a lifetime of anguish and loss flowing out of him.

She was gone. He was alone again. She had left him, abandoned him, just like everyone else had. The hot tears rolled down his face and he could taste the salty water on his lips. The pain of a lifetime of abandonment swelled up in his chest and he thought he was going to burst with sorrow. He battled to suck in air, taking in deep sharp gulps through the choking sobs that filled his throat.

“It’s ok,” she said. “Everything is going to be ok.” She reached out and gently touched his shoulder and he flinched, causing her to pull back. Physical human contact, outside of what he had endured from his old schoolyard bullies, was so alien to him that his body instinctively considered it a threat.

But when she touched him again, he didn’t move and so she moved closer, wrapping her arms around him, holding him as he wept out his soul.

How long they stayed like this, he didn’t know. Five minutes or five hours, it all felt the same, the bleakness rendering everything else meaningless. It was something that couldn’t be stopped. He just had to see it through to the end. But somehow this stranger’s touch, her soft embrace, it comforted him. She even smelled how he imagined she would smell, like sweet cherry blossoms in full bloom. True, he had never actually smelt cherry blossoms, but this was how he imagined they would smell. She held him with infinite patience as he processed his loss and all the losses that came before.

Finally, the sobbing ceased and his breathing eased and still, she held him. When he did manage to sit up, she was right there, a tissue in her hand. He took it and wiped his eyes, his face and blew his nose.

Then, with bleary eyes, he looked at her. Seeing her through the welled-up tears that had yet to fall, he felt like he could have been looking at the Miyu he had lost. She even had the same innocent expression and that adorable little dimple in her chin.

But of course, it wasn’t her, how could it be? That was impossible. But the more he looked, the more he was convinced. For below her slender neck was the biggest pair of breasts he had ever seen, almost comically so. And yet, they didn’t look at all out of place on her even as they threatened to burst out of her barely buttoned white shirt.  And below them, her slim waist leading down to her wide hips barely covered by a far-too-short black skirt, with her white panties clearly visible, and her thin, pale legs, with black knee socks. Exactly as she had been when he fell asleep.

“Miyu?”

“Hi.” She smiled, the faintest sense of relief appearing on her face.

“But how is this…?” He began.

“Shh.” She put a finger to his wet lips. “It’s ok. Everything is going to be ok.” She softly stroked his cheek with the backs of her fingers. Her eyes were filled with tenderness and he instinctively believed her.

She leaned in and placed her soft lips on his. She tasted of strawberries, just as he knew she would. She looked him in the eye and closed them as she leaned in to kiss him again, and again. Her lips opened slightly and he followed suit, and she moaned as she slipped her tongue in between his lips and their tongues met.

She ran her fingers through his hair and leaned in as she slipped her tongue in further, massaging his tongue with hers. She threw her leg over him, straddling his hips and pushed him slowly to the floor.




There he lay as she kissed him passionately, grinding her hips on him, sighing and oohing at every little movement as her panties rubbed up and down his boxers which barely contained his fully erect dick. Still, he was in shock. Watching his dream woman dry-humping him,

 

in the flesh!


 
It was almost too much to bear.




He reached up and touched her breasts through her shirt and no sooner had he done so than she began moaning as if he was some sort of sexual god. She continued to grind against him as she reached up and pulled her shirt apart, buttons flying everywhere exposing her giant, perfect breasts to him. He held them and felt their heft, their weight, their softness and she continued to moan.

“Is everything alright?” he asked, getting a bit concerned.

“No!” she proclaimed. “You’re not inside me!” With that, she reached down and pulled down his boxers, freeing his cock and pulling her panties to the side slid down on him. She bounced up and down on him, faster and faster, her giant breasts bouncing as she rode him, moaning with ecstasy as she slid her gloriously tight, wet cunt up and down his dick.

Whether it was her pussy, her enthusiasm for wanting to fuck him, the orgasmic sounds she was making, or the fact he hadn’t touched a flesh-and-blood woman for far longer than he cared to admit, he didn’t know. All he knew was that within seconds he felt himself cumming. He tried to fight it, but she was just so sexy there was nothing he could do, so he lay back and moaned as he came inside her, and she moaned with every spurt into her tight cunt, her arousal increasing the more she was filled by him. And almost simultaneously, she began to shake, his orgasm triggering her own and she rode him furiously, sliding all the way up and down his dick, taking all of it inside her as he continued to cum.

Moments later, she was laying on his chest, his rock-hard dick still inside her, her warmness so inviting that he wanted to stay inside her forever.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I couldn’t help it.”

“It’s ok,” she said, her head and hands on his chest. “I like it when you cum quickly. It makes me know you still want me.”

“Of course I want you,” he said looking up at the ceiling, still not understanding what was happening. “It’s just…” She tilted her head to look up at him.

“Just what?”

“It’s just, I don’t understand what’s happening.”




“What

 

is


 
happening?”




“I mean, last night I went to sleep.”

“We went to sleep, as you held me in your arms.”

“Right. But you weren’t… like this.”

“You don’t like?”

“I do, it’s just…”

“Do you love me?” He looked down at her, looking her directly in the eye. “Do you love me?”

“Of course I love you.”

“Then what does it matter? As long as we’re together, nothing else is important.” She smiled and he smiled back, his soul lifted by the pure love in her expression, and he realised it didn’t matter. He had loved her when it had cost him everything, had made him the laughingstock of his social group, even though they thought he didn’t know. But now, he would be the envy of them all, with his beautiful waifu made flesh, the perfect woman with the perfect body. And it had all come about because he followed his heart and loved unreservedly.

“None of that matters,” he said and rolled her over onto the quilt on the floor, eliciting a scream of surprise at the sudden move, then laughter and relief. Then, as he lay on top of her, the laughter stopped as he leaned in to kiss her.

She reached down and grabbed his ass, squeezing the cheeks and pulling at his boxers. Reluctantly, he slipped out of her and stood up taking them off and stood there looking down over his throbbing erection at the beautiful woman lying at his feet. He took her all in, her large exposed breasts with their small nipples, her perfectly smooth creamy skin and her delicate navel. Her skirt, hitched up, exposed her panties which had slipped back over her pussy and were now soaking wet.

“Now we do it for real,” he said. “Take off your clothes.” She smiled with delight and sat up, taking off her open shirt and sliding off her skirt so she was wearing nothing but her panties and black knee socks.

“Leave them,” he said, “and lie on the bed.” She got up and walked to the bare bed, as he admired her perfect tight ass.

“Do you want the quilt?” She asked submissively.

“Good thinking,” he said and she smiled at the compliment. She turned around and bent over at the waist, giving him a perfect view of her ass, her wet panties perfectly outlining her lips as they clung to her pussy. He dropped to his knees and bit a plump cheek.

“Oww,” she yelped. “Did you just bite me?”

“Just a little.”

“I like.” He bit her ass again and she giggled as he kissed her cheeks, skipping from one to the other, moving inward until he reached the damp cotton between her legs. He leaned in and smelt her arousal. It was delicious, almost enough to cause him to cum again there and then. Overcome with lust, he began to kiss her panties, running his tongue up them, sucking on them, desperate to get to what was underneath. She moaned at every touch of his lips and he ran his hands up and down her perfectly smooth legs, before sliding one up and slipping it under her panties, pulling them to the side, exposing her bright pink pussy, gleaming with wetness. He ran his tongue up her slit, tasting her sex and she cried out, falling to the quilt on the floor, head on the floor ass in the air.

He dropped to his knees behind her and continued to lick her sweetness as she moaned with delight and then she cried out as he removed his tongue. He hooked his fingers into the waist of the panties and slowly slid them down over her ass, the fabric sticking to her pussy, thin strands of her wetness clinging to the material. She sighed as he peeled them off gently and slid them down her thighs. He admired her fully-exposed pussy for the first time and ran his tongue back up it, his hands now holding her hips, her panties pulled down to her knees.

Her hands gripped the quilt, her fingers clenched on the material as he continued to eat her out. His tongue circled her entrance, so warm and inviting, causing her to let out little squeaks of pleasure as his tongue reached a new sensitive spot, her ass pushing backwards, grinding upon his face, unable to be denied the pleasures he brought her.

“Do you want to ride my face?” he asked, moving from her pussy. She gave a soft moan which he took to mean “yes” and removed his head and lay down underneath her raised ass. Before he had time to say anything, she had dropped her ass, and her pussy was pressed against his face, warm and wet, rubbing desperately against his smoothly-shaven chin. He shimmied down and opened his mouth, and she cried out when his tongue once again found her, and he rode him faster, spreading her wetness all over his lower face.

He reached up and grabbed her hips, taking some measure of control and lapped up and down her before taking her clit in between his lips and sucking gently. She screamed with pleasure and it was all he could do to keep her from flying off at the rate she was grinding up on him.

He sucked a little faster and a little harder, his tongue gently circling her clit at the same time. She seemed to calm down at the extra stimulation, rocking slowly in time with his tongue as he gave her exactly what she needed.

As his mouth continued, he teased her entrance with his fingertip, circling around but not penetrating her. She pushed her ass back trying to push it into herself, but he gently moved his hand back, continuing to tease her, forcing little cries of anguish out of her, until she was begging.




“Please,” she said. “

 

Please. I need it


 
.” He continued to circle for a few moments more before granting her relief and sliding two fingers into her tight hole. As he did so, she pushed back again sliding them deep inside her and began riding them, using his fingers to finger fuck herself into a delirium, panting as she did so.




Inside her, he repeatedly curled his fingers in a “come hither” movement, gently stroking the upper walls of her pussy, stroking her g-spot as he continued to tongue and suck her clit, stimulating her pussy in as many ways as he could think of as she rode his face and fingers.




“Oh my god,” she cried. “I love you. I

 

love


 
you.” He felt her tight pussy get even tighter as her vaginal muscles contracted on the fingers inside her as she continued to ride them. “Oh Senpai,” she cried out. “

 

Fuck me, Senpai.


 
”




He kept doing exactly what he was doing as she came to orgasm, screaming with a pleasure completely unrestrained. Then she went silent and her body began to quiver, only tiny little pants escaping from her lips as a forceful orgasm overpowered her, shaking her to her very core. He could feel her warmth and wetness on his face as she came, could taste her desire as she rode his tongue. She began to shake more violently and it seemed almost as if she would explode but right at the most intense, she let out a deep sigh, her body going limp, her muscles relaxing.

He removed his mouth from her pussy, her wetness all over his face and slowly slid his fingers out of her tightness. She rolled onto her side, sweaty, exhausted. He crawled up until they were face to face.

“You broke me,” she said, smiling weakly. He leaned in and kissed her softly, her tongue hungrily devouring her own taste despite the rest of her body being immobile. “More,” she said and he slipped his two fingers into her mouth, where she sucked and licked as if it were his cock, the tightness of her mouth challenging the tightness of her pussy. She looked him in the eye as she sucked, deep and loving and naughty. She released his fingers from her grip.

“More,” she said. He felt her slender hand on his hard cock, stroking him slowly. “More.” He got to his knees and placed his cock in front of her mouth, but she was too tired to get up.

“The bed,” she said. He slipped his arms underneath and lifted her petite frame, admiring her skin shining with perspiration. He went to lay her down on the bed but she stopped him. “The other way.”

He turned her 90 degrees and laid her lengthways on the bed. He watched as she pushed herself along the bed until her head was hanging over the edge, her hair flowing down like a black waterfall.

“Are you ok?” He asked.

“More,” she said simply, opening her mouth widely.

He stepped up and slid his dick into her awaiting mouth and her lips clamped on it like a vice. He moaned as he slid it out until only the head was inside her. He held it there a moment as her tongue gently circled the head of his cock. He slid back in slowly, seeing how far she could take it. To his amazement, she took it all the way to the hilt without any complaint. He slid it back out and then all the way in again, her only noises were ones of pleasure. He began to speed up fucking her mouth steadily as he admired her body.

She had found the strength to reach up and grab her breasts, the soft flesh flowing between her fingers as she squeezed them, her hard nipples pinched between her fingers.

Her skin was shining and so was the dark rectangle of black hair between her legs which were firmly held together, her thighs rubbing against each other.

Even as he fucked her mouth he couldn’t stop thinking of her pussy, its warmth, its tightness, its taste. It was as if it was made for him, as if every inch of her was designed to fulfil his every fantasy. And as if she could read his mind, she reached her hands from her breasts and grabbed his ass, digging her fingers into the flesh as she guided him into her mouth, deeper, faster, harder until he was barely able to keep up with how much she wanted him to face fuck her.

He grabbed her thin arms for support and fucked her welcoming hole as hard as he could, pulling her into him as he thrust, her mouth tightening the deeper he got as if he needed another incentive.

As he watched his dick slide in and out he could feel her hands on his ass were moving closer together, holding him tighter, making it more difficult for him to pull back, keeping his dick deeper in her throat. Then he felt her fingers slip between his asscheeks, spreading them gently and then one reached out and began gently circling his asshole.

“What are do–” he began to say before he was interrupted by the moan he let out as her finger slid into his ass, moving in and out as he kept thrusting. He’d never been interested in assplay, but her slender finger sliding in and out made him instantly reconsider as she moved in deeper and deeper.

“I fucking love you,” he moaned as he started to cum, as she pulled him deeper into her throat and slid her finger deeper into his ass. He cried out with pleasure as he unloaded deep into her throat. Stream after stream of pleasure he’d never before experienced ran through his shaking body as she fingered his virgin ass and her tongue lashed at his tightly-held shaft as she squealed and squirmed with every new load he delivered.

When he was done, she continued to hold him in her mouth, before slowly slipping her finger out of his ass and loosening her grip on his dick. He slid out of her, his cock glistening with her saliva and watched as her throat bobbed up and down, swallowing every drop he had delivered.

She was panting hard and he was exhausted. She lay lengthways on the bed and rolled over and he lay next to her.

She rolled into his sweaty body and kissed him slowly, before laying her head on his chest.

“Your heart is beating so fast,” she said. She looked up with her bright blue eyes. “For me?” He smiled, almost laughing.

“For you,” he said, stroking her hair.

For me,” she said as she snuggled in. He reached down and pulled up the duvet off the floor, laying it over both of them.

As he held her to him, he started to feel himself fall asleep and he was glad, for that meant this wasn’t a dream. He didn’t know how or why this happened and he didn’t care. All that mattered was that Miyu was real and she was his. He felt at peace and smiled as the last thought that passed his mind before he slipped into the world of the unconscious was “the guys are never going to believe this.”
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