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Asian Girls Crave BWC






“I

 t’s ok.”

She looked at Miyuki in her dark brown eyes. The young woman smiled and it was comforting. Yoko felt safe with her, would do anything for her. Miyuki reached forward and gently brushed Yoko’s hair behind her ear, exposing her soft face. Her best friend’s hand stroked her cheek and as she leaned in Yoko felt a jolt of excitement.

Miyuki had always been the experimental one, the fun one, the dangerous one and now here they were. Yoko leaned in as Miyuki did the same, and she could smell the woman’s sweet perfume, an alluring scent, a delight for the senses. She closed her eyes, savouring the moment as their lips met for the first time, the young woman’s soft lips on hers. They were warm and soft, delicate but practised.

Yoko had never kissed a woman before, but she’d known if she did, it would be Miyuki. How could it not be? She was so beautiful, so confident, she had this aura that just drew you in. Yoko moaned softly as Miyuki opened her mouth, their kiss becoming more intense, the woman’s hand still cradling her face as her tongue slid into Yoko’s mouth. Yoko responded, brushing her tongue against Miyuki’s as they pressed their lips together.

She wanted to touch her best friend, wanted to feel the heat of her skin as their naked bodies pressed together. She had never seen her friend naked, but in this moment it was as if she could see nothing but, her mind creating a complete picture of her friend’s every curve. She moaned again as the desire to touch her built deep within her. But no, that wasn’t her. That was Miyuki, moaning into Yoko’s mouth as Yoko’s hand caressed the other woman’s chest, her fingers massaging the flesh of her larger-than-average breasts.

And on top of her hand was the warmth of Miyuki’s. Yoko didn’t know if the other woman was holding her hand in place or, sensing her desire, placed it there herself. Either way, she had no desire to move it.

“Fuck”, said another voice and Yoko remembered where she was.


◆◆◆




It had started at a nightclub, the two women dressed to impress. Miyuki, the slightly taller of the two, was wearing a skin-tight red dress, the fabric outlining her curves, the front cut low to show enough cleavage to intrigue and have the men (and women) wanting to know more. She loved being the centre of attention.

“There’s nothing as powerful as sex”, she’d said as the two women were getting ready. “People looking at you, desiring you, lusting after you.” She laughed as she pulled up her dress and slipped the thin straps onto her shoulders. She loved to tease her friend, so much quieter, so much reserved. There was nothing quite like watching her friend begin to blush whenever the topic of sex came up. “Zip me up.”

Yoko moved over and carefully zipped up her friend’s dress, her hands pressed against the expensive fabric, her eyes on the smooth skin of her friend’s back as she did so.

“You know what I mean?” asked Miyuki.

Yoko said nothing. She didn’t know.

“To see the look in a man’s eyes when he sees you, wondering what you look like naked, wondering how your pussy feels on his cock.” She turned and looked her friend directly in the eyes. “Wondering how you fuck.”

Miyuki spoke so freely about sex that it made Yoko blush. She was far more experienced than Yoko and she wasn’t ashamed of it. It was a sense of pride for her, a wellspring of confidence that she knew what she liked and knew how to get it. That energy, that confidence, if not the thing Yoko liked most about her friend, was certainly what had drawn her towards her in the first place.

“How do I look?” Miyuki asked, taking a step back and striking a pose.

Yoko swallowed. Her friend was so beautiful that she struggled for words.

“Amazing”, she said, finally.

“I know”, she said. “I just like to hear you say it.” Miyuki laughed playfully and gave Yoko a soft kiss on the cheek, before turning and busying herself with something else.

A wave of embarrassment washed over Yoko, excitement too, as she gently touched the tingling spot on her face where her friend’s lips had just been.

“Now”, said Miyuki, turning suddenly, lipstick in hand, “let’s finish slutting you up.”


◆◆◆




“You’re supposed to end the night on your back, not start it there!” said Miyuki as she helped Yoko out of the taxi, narrowly averting a fall. “Although sometimes that’s fun too!”

Yoko was not used to heels. These weren’t even hers. She had borrowed them from Miyuki (or, more precisely, Miyuki had insisted she wear them), as an essential part of her ensemble.

Yet as they walked towards the door of the nightclub, Yoko felt decidedly uncomfortable, still she couldn’t pretend there wasn’t a thrill that came along with it. She felt Miyuki’s energy radiating, her heels clicking confidently as she strode with purpose, with intent into the lion’s den. There was a comfort with that which helped counteract Yoko’s feelings of unease as her heels clicked unevenly as she focused on just staying upright.

“Stop that”, said Miyuki, slapping Yoko’s hand away from the hem of her dress as it clung high up her thighs. “You’ve got amazing legs, and it’s time for the world to know.”

Miyuki had picked the dress as well as the heels. In truth, Yoko had felt like a life-sized Barbie doll as her friend played with her, dressing her up in outfit after outfit looking for the perfect one.

The end result was a look Yoko would never have chosen in a million years. The sexy black dress clung to her slim body, showing off her curves, or lack thereof she thought, with a hem just lower enough to cover her ass.

Miyuki had always commented on how great Yoko’s legs were and when she saw her pale, exposed legs in the mirror, her calves shaped to perfection by the ridiculously high heels, she couldn’t disagree.

As the wind blew, she felt it rise up under her dress, the coolness contrasting sharply with the damp heat between her legs. Yoko was mortified when she realised how aroused she already was. Just being out in public like this, being on display for all these strangers to see, made her feel like a more sexual being, and she couldn’t say she didn’t like it.

She felt her lacy, semi-opaque panties, a compromise gift from Miyuki, clinging to her wet pussy. Her friend had wanted her to go commando, no bra or panties, something Miyuki did regularly, but Yoko had felt too exposed doing that. Instead, she had agreed to the risque underwear and no bra, which was not immediately obvious given the darkness of the material. Miyuki, by contrast, was clearly running free, her pert nipples prominent as her dress clung to her breasts. Yoko wasn’t sure if Miyuki was wearing underwear, but if she was, it wasn’t at all visible beneath her skin-tight dress.


◆◆◆




As they entered the club, Yoko’s senses were overwhelmed. The flashing lights in the darkness, the bass of the blaring music pumping up from the ground like a heartbeat, the energy of the bodies packed onto the dancefloor, moving, grinding, flesh against flesh. She felt the vibrancy, the life pumping through her and half expected the whole thing to break out into an orgy any second.

“Come on”, shouted Miyuki as she took Yoko by the arm and moved her around the heaving throng, finding them a quiet corner from which to observe.

“What about him?” Miyuki said, pointing into the crowd. Yoko squinted against the bright lights, trying to pick out a body Yoko might be pointing to. She quickly knew exactly who her friend had in mind;

The well-built white guy.

He moved through the crowd with ease, his well-fitting shirt clearly showing off his toned body. Even from this distance, she could feel his charm. But then, Miyuki would know that because she knew Yoko had a thing for white guys.

“I’m not sure”, began Yoko.

“Fine, maybe I’ll keep him for myself”, said Miyuki, laughing.

Even though it was playful, Yoko was surprised to find her friend’s response a little hurtful. He was precisely the kind of man Yoko fantasised about, the one she imagined ravishing her eager body, putting his big white cock wherever he wanted, turning her petite body into his willing Asian fucktoy.

“I’m just joking”, said Miyuki, tapping Yoko on the arm. Yoko took a sharp intake of breath and remembered she was at a nightclub, not being filled up by some well-hung white guy.

There was, she remembered, one objective for the evening: get Yoko laid.

She wasn’t exactly a virgin, but to her, it almost felt as if she was compared to her friend. She was relatively inexperienced, having only had sex within serious relationships, and nothing particularly kinky. All her lovers had been relatively vanilla, which had suited her well, made her feel comfortable. But sometimes, sometimes she just wanted someone to throw her down and fuck her brains out, to stretch her tight Asian pussy out and shoot his load deep into her fertile body.

Now was one of those times.

So here she was, in a nightclub looking for a random hookup, with her more experienced friend as her wingman. It was a strange feeling in general, but with Miyuki next to her, she felt her mood fluctuate. One minute, she felt like a consolation prize for whoever couldn’t get Miyuki, the next she felt like she could take every cock in the room.

Miyuki’s insistence that she would let Yoko have first choice and find her own plaything later on didn’t reassure her. She didn’t want Miyuki to hold her hand through the whole thing, but there was certainly something comforting about having her best friend right beside her. How would she handle herself once she was alone?

“He’s got a big cock”, said Miyuki, pointing to another white man, taller than the other, leaner but definitely chiselled under his shirt.

“How do you…?” began Yoko.

“He’s got that Big Dick Energy”, she replied. “You want to go find out?”

“I’m not sure”, said Yoko.

He was very attractive and he was exactly Yoko’s fantasy fuck, but Miyuki’s comments about the size of his cock had shaken her. Truthfully, she found the idea intimidating. The few men she had been with hadn’t been particularly well-endowed. If anything, they had been a little on the small size. Not that she minded, of course. An average (or below average) member used well is far more satisfying than a larger one used poorly, or so she assumed.

Of course, she couldn’t pretend the idea of being stretched out by a big white cock didn’t appeal to her in her fantasies, slowly working its way into her tight pussy, filling her in a way she’d never felt before, but there was a big difference between fantasy and reality.

She was rather petite and even some of her average lovers had commented on how tight of a fuck she was, which had embarrassed her even as they insisted it was a compliment. So the idea of taking something substantially larger than average was intimidating. But that didn’t mean she wasn’t curious.

“Hey there.”

Yoko turned towards the voice and realised the man with the big dick energy was standing right next to her. Lost in her own world, she had completely missed him approaching.

“Hello”, said Miyuki, playfully. “Can we help you?”

“I hope so”, he said, smiling, “I was wondering if your friend would like to dance?”

“Me?” said Yoko, shocked.

“She’d love to”, answered Miyuki.

“But I…” started Yoko.

“It’s ok”, he said, taking a step back. “I don’t want to make you uncomfortable.”

“Oh no”, said Yoko, “it’s not that…” He looked up at his face, the effortless smile, disarming, comforting, and something else. “It’s my shoes.”

“Understood”, he said, “enjoy your evening.” He turned and began to walk away.

“Hold on there”, ordered Miyuki, and the man stopped and turned back to face them.

“She will come dance with you, even if I have to hold her up myself.” The man laughed.

“Only if you want to”, he said to Yoko.

“She does”, said Miyuki, taking her friend by the hand. “Let’s go.”

“Ok”, said Yoko.

“Great”, said the man, following behind.

As they moved to the centre of the dancefloor, Yoko regretted not saying yes straight away. Now she was with Miyuki, who she knew would move her body with grace and confidence as Yoko tried her best not to embarrass herself. It wouldn’t be hard to see why his head might be turned if this wasn’t part of his plan already.

The three of them headed to the dancefloor. Somewhere along the way, he had taken her free hand as it flailed behind her as Miyuki pulled her through the crowd. Her hand felt tiny in his large palm.

As they moved, she found herself aware of the very different feel of each of them. The man, with his larger grip felt firm, safe, whilst Miyuki’s touch felt soft, delicate. What’s more, she didn’t know which one she preferred.

Soon they were in the middle of the dancefloor, a tight trio occupying a tight space as the heaving throng enveloped them. The man began to dance with a simple confidence as Miyuki seemed to lose herself instantly in the music, seemingly melting as her body flowed effortlessly.

Yoko, on the other hand, never the most confident dancer, moved as if her feet were glued to the floor, desperate not to trip on her heels and bump into any of the bodies surrounding them.

The man looked at Yoko and smiled, his blue eyes glinting in the flashing lights. She smiled back and he took a step forward, and as the music blared and the crowd swayed, she found herself feeling as if there were only the two of them in the whole place. He moved closer again. She could feel the heat from his body, and before she knew it her hands were on his chest. She could feel how strong he was, how powerful. She began to imagine him on top of her, his well-toned body against hers, held up on one muscular arm as the other reached down and guided his thick white cock into her tight Asian pussy. She could feel him now, stretching her out, filling her, letting her feel every inch as he began to slowly move in and out of her.

“Having fun?” Miyuki whispered in her ear, appearing as if from nowhere. Yoko turned to look, but her friend was already gone. Suddenly, she felt a pair of hands on her hips.

“You’ve got to let go”, said Miyuki, from behind, her lips pressed to the other ear. “Get some hip action going.”

Miyuki pressed her body into the back of Yoko’s and began to sway, guiding her friend to the beat. She gasped as she felt her friend’s soft hands slide along her hips and instinctively placed her hands on top of them.

The man stepped closer, his body nearly touching hers. Yoko trembled with excitement, with the thrill of such intimacy. She wanted the man to press into her, push his body against hers and take control, just as Miyuki had.

They moved and swayed as one, Yoko’s hands sandwiched in between Miyuki’s and the man, leaving her completely at their mercy.

“Closer”, whispered Miyuki, pressing her body closer, driving her hips into Yoko’s ass, the tight fabric rising up as her friend continued to grind on her.

“Closer.”

Miyuki pressed harder and Yoko took a step forward, finding herself suddenly sandwiched between her two dance partners, her temperature rising as their movements aligned, the inexperienced woman giving them complete control of her body.

“You like?” Miyuki whispered, taking her friend’s lobe in between her lips and softly sucking on it. “You’re a really good dancer”, she said, “when you’ve got someone to guide you.”

Yoko felt her friend’s hands slip from under her hands, felt them slide around, settling on her ass. She gasped as her friend’s fingers brushed the exposed skin just below the hem of her dress, causing her to thrust her hips forward into the man, as he kept dancing.

As her hips pressed against his, their bodies moving in tandem, there was no denying this stranger had both Big Dick Energy and the big dick to go with it.


◆◆◆




Yoko wasn’t sure how long they had been at the nightclub or how long they had danced for. Time seemed to have slipped away, becoming an ethereal matter that held no consequence for her any longer. The pulsing crowd, the pounding bass, the throbbing heat of bodies pressed against one another, had seen her transcend to another level of existence. She was now pure feeling. Even after the three of them left the club she could still feel the energy of the crowd flowing through her body.

Yoko was once again sandwiched between her best friend and the they had just met. He had told them his name was Sven, which Yoko thought suited him perfectly, and wasn’t shy about saying so.

“And you”, he said, “look like a Yoko.”

“I do?” she asked, having never really considered it before.

“Most certainly.”

“Thank you”, she said, smiling. She settled back into her seat, strangely pleased at this comment.

Her body was covered in a thin layer of sweat, as they all were, and when they finally left the heat of the club for the cool night air, she felt her skin prickle, her nipples harden. Now she was sure her nipples could be seen through her dress, which only heightened her sense of excitement. Still, despite the cool night, there was undeniable warmth between her legs.

“Where to?” asked the taxi driver, and Sven gave an address.

He had invited both of them back to his place to finish the night off, something Yoko would normally never have agreed to, but tonight felt different. She felt different.

As he drove, the taxi driver kept speaking, jumping from topic to topic, and yet Yoko couldn’t have recounted a single word he said, for no sooner had the taxi begun to move, did she feel a hand on her leg. She turned and looked at Miyuki, who smiled innocently at her.

It was a smile she had seen before, it was the one she used to disarm men, to lull them into thinking she was just an innocent Asian girl, unused to male attention. It was the look she gave right before she had her sluttiest nights.

Now it was turned on her.

Yoko smiled back as her friend’s soft fingers moved innocently along the top of her exposed thigh, but her smile faded as Miyuki’s hand slid down between her legs and began caressing her inner thigh, her talented fingers mere inches away from her throbbing pussy.

Yoko blushed and wondered if Miyuki could feel how warm her pussy was, imagined the radiating heat warming her friend’s fingers, calling them closer.

Miyuki raised a finger from her other hand to her lips and made a signal for her friend to be quiet. Yoko wasn’t sure if she’d been making any noise or if her friend was just preparing her for what was to come. Following orders, she took a deep breath, holding it deep as mischievous fingers continued to tease the delicate skin on her inner thigh.

Yoko focused on Miyuki’s intense stare, waiting for a sign of what to do next. To her surprise, Miyuki broke eye contact, looking past her, to Sven. She nodded gently to their new friend then resumed eye contact with Yoko. Seconds later, as she sank into Miyuki’s alluring gaze, she felt a hand caress her other thigh. This time she didn’t make a sound, just exhaled softly as his large hand moved across her thigh before sliding in between her legs.

She closed her eyes and lay her head back, imagining their fingers touching between her legs, reaching out over the slight gap between her thighs, still there as her knees pressed together, the briefest of contact as they caressed her, teased her, brought her desire to levels she never thought possible.

And this, she knew, was only the start.

“Is she ok?” asked the driver as Yoko let out a whimper.

“Oh yes”, said Miyuki, smiling innocently, “been a long night. She’s ready for bed.” She smiled at the driver in the rearview mirror and he went back to driving, once again talking in a stream-of-consciousness manner about anything that came to mind.

Yoko had sat between the two of them perfectly still trying not to make a sound, but it was getting difficult. She had managed to hold it together as they caressed her thighs, but as she felt Miyuki’s fingers slide up her inner thigh and gently caress the edge of her panties, she couldn’t help but make a sound.

Now she focused on her breathing, slow steady breaths as Miyuki’s fingers ran up her skin along the edge of her underwear, sliding across the top of the thin material, wide circles getting narrower and narrower, until her finger focused all its attention on her clit. Yoko sat perfectly still, hands gripping the taxi seat, fingers digging into the cushions, as Miyuki’s fingers expertly worked Yoko’s clit through her underwear.

Now Yoko understood why Miyuki had picked this particular pair of panties. At the start of the night, she had thought it was just something scandalous to make her feel naughty, to make her feel more confident about her sexuality. But now, as her friend played with her pussy for the very first time, she realised it was more than that. The soft fabric against her clit was so soft, so smooth, it was almost as if she wasn’t wearing any panties at all, as if Miyuki’s fingers were already on her swollen bud.

Yoko squeezed her eyes closed and tried to concentrate on anything else at all, desperate not to moan as Miyuki’s fingers continued to move in well-rehearsed circles. So intense was the feeling that she forgot about the hand on her other thigh.

Suddenly she was overcome with a new sensation as his fingers slid deeper down her thigh, pressing against the edge of her panties, threatening to slide underneath, before sliding over the top of them and slowly massaging the wet spot between her legs. She was so embarrassed at being so aroused, but as his fingers moved over the warm, damp patch of fabric, she forgot all about that, gripping the seat harder and clenching her teeth to stop from moaning out loud.

It was as if his thick fingers were massaging her entrance, threatening to burst through the delicate material and penetrate her at any second, whilst Miyuki’s soft fingers continued to glide over her throbbing clit.

They made quite the team and Yoko didn’t know which one to focus on. So she didn’t, instead just letting herself drift off, giving herself over to the pleasure that was flowing through her body, allowing them both to do whatever they wanted to her.

The taxi turned a sharp left and Yoko leaned with it, pressing into Miyuki’s side, her arm brushing against the girl’s breast, her perfume flooding her senses, sending her heart rate through the roof as the girl’s scent heightened everything.

Yoko had always felt Miyuki was the perfect model of the feminine, her looks, her grace, her effortless smile and her soft skin. She had always thought that was why she had found herself so drawn to her, but now, as she felt Miyuki’s fingers slide up over her underwear and down beneath the soft fabric, over her trimmed pubic hair and beyond, she wondered if there had been more to it.

Miyuki’s fingertip slid down over her clit, moving further, dipping between Yoko’s wet lips, coating itself with her arousal,  and slid back up to her clit, rubbing her lubrication into the delicate bud as Yoko raised her hips, desperate for more.

Sven was happy to oblige and seconds later she felt his fingers slipping beneath the underside of her panties, softly lifting the fabric coated in her arousal and circling her entrance. He continued to move his finger through her wetness, before moving back down and teasing her eager hole.

She cried out as his thick finger slid into the entrance of her tight pussy, the sound masked only by the driver honking his horn as another vehicle cut-in in front of him.

“What was that?” asked the taxi driver.

“Sorry”, said Miyuki, “I was just asking if we were nearly there?”

“I think we’re getting close”, said Sven, his finger slowly working its way deeper into Yoko’s pussy, finding her g-spot with ease, “what do you think, Yoko?”

Eyes still closed, she nodded her agreement in short, sharp nods of her head, as the two of them continued to casually finger fuck her in the back of the taxi. She had never done anything like this before, but she couldn’t have stopped now, even if she wanted to.

“So close”, she whispered.

She sat there, letting the two of them use her pussy as they wanted, their fingers moving casually beneath her soaking wet panties. She was sure she could smell her sex, that unmistakable aroma of her desire rising up from between her legs. She wondered if anyone else could smell how fucking horny she was. She hoped they could.

All she wanted was to get back to Sven’s place and get fucked in every hole. She wanted to take his fat white cock, that monstrous bulge she’d felt pressed into her at the club, take it right out of his trousers and wrap her lips around it, sucking the head as she cradled his balls and stroked his shaft, getting him worked up to the point where he had to take control and fuck her mouth like the dirty whore she was. She imagined his hand on the back of her head, fingers entwined in her hair as he pressed his fat cock into her throat, causing her to gag, but still not deep enough for her. She wanted to be used, completely and utterly. She wanted him to ruin her.

As he did so, she wanted to feel Miyuki’s naked body pressed against hers, her firm breasts pressed against her, her smooth pussy rubbing along her ass, those precise hands flowing over her, exploring her body, grabbing her breasts, teasing her nipples, pinching them until she couldn’t take it anymore. She wanted to be teased by her best friend, to have her play with her pussy as Yoko got her mouth fucked by a stranger.

“It’s fun to be a slut, isn’t it?” she would whisper in Yoko’s ear, her tongue playfully licking her lobe. “To be a fucktoy for a stranger’s big fat cock”.

He would keep his hand in her hair, holding her obediently in her place as he fucked her mouth faster and faster, Miyuki laughing at what a good little slut she was as she played with her friend’s slutty pussy with one hand, pleasuring herself with the other.

“Take his load, you little cumslut”, Miyuki would whisper, her breath staggered as she brought herself to the brink of ecstasy, “show him how a good little Asian fucktoy behaves.”

He kept fucking her, moaning as he got closer and closer until he shot his thick load down her willing throat, her best friend moaning with ecstasy in her ear as she brought the both of them to climax at the same time, the reserved quiet girl, the good little Asian girl cumming wildly in her first ever threesome.




“Fuck oh fuck”, she cried as she rocked her hips, her head swinging from side to side, body shaking “

 

oh fuck.


 
”




As she gave into the feeling, her orgasm got stronger, Miyuki and her new friend continuing to finger fuck her, not giving her an inch of mercy, her wetness running down her legs, the smell of her wet cunt undeniable. Everyone knew what was happening, but she didn’t care.

She cried and moaned and writhed, seeking out every drop of pleasure. She had never needed to cum so badly in her life, and nothing was going to stop her from getting what she needed. She rode the wave of pleasure, giving herself over to it completely, until she was utterly exhausted.

Finally, after what seemed to be an age of sexual pleasure, she calmed down, eyes still closed, hands still gripping the cushions. Slowly, she opened her eyes and realised the taxi had come to a halt.

“That’s fifteen altogether”, said the taxi driver.

Yoko sat there as Miyuki opened the door, laughing as she got out. Yoko scrambled out after her as Sven handed the driver a twenty and got out the other side.

“That was quite a tip you gave him”, said Miyuki, waving as the taxi drove away.

“It was the least I could do”, said Sven.

“I was talking to Yoko”, she said, laughing.

“I think I should go home”, said Yoko, a feeling of shame building within her.

“Another taxi ride already? You must have really liked the last one!”

Yoko’s face turned red from a mixture of anger and humiliation.

“I’m just joking”, said Miyuki, “ you take things too seriously.”

“Come on up”, said Sven, “and we’ll get you home.”

As the three of them walked towards the front door, out of the corner of her eye, Yoko saw Miyuki casually sucking the fingers that had only moments ago been between her legs.


◆◆◆




It was a nice place, Yoko thought. At least, for a man. For starters, it was neat and tidy, a surprising rarity she’d found.

“Make yourselves comfortable”, he said as he disappeared through a doorway to, presumably, the kitchen.

Miyuki collapsed back onto the plush sofa, giggling as her breasts jiggled, threatening to escape from her low-cut top.

“See something you like?” asked Miyuki, playfully running her fingers down her cleavage. Yoko blushed as she realised she was staring at her friend’s chest, and looked away. “Don’t be like that”, she said. “That’s why we came out, to get you laid!”

Mortified, Yoko rebuked Miyuki with a harsh shush.

“I think the cat’s out of the bag on that one”, she said, slowly sucking her index finger. Yoko felt a throbbing between her legs, but tried to ignore it.

“Sorry about that”, said Sven as he reentered the room. “Would you like me to book you an Uber?”

“We can stay for a few minutes”, said Miyuki. “You can give us the tour.”

“I’m afraid there’s not much to see”, he said. “Just here, the kitchen and the bedroom.”

“All fun rooms”, said Miyuki. “Which is your favourite room, Yoko?”

Yoko glared at Miyuki, who continued to lounge on the sofa, and, to Yoko’s chagrin, had kicked off her heels. Fuck, even Miyuki’s feet were beautiful, smooth and petite, her toenails carrying an immaculate red shine.

“The kitchen”, said Yoko, picking the least provocative room she could think of.

“Lots of fun to be had in the kitchen”, said Miyuki. “Plenty of ingredients to experiment with. And so many surfaces to be bent over!” Miyuki laughed again. “Relax, I’m just kidding. You’d think I was the one who just got double finger-banged in a taxi!”

“I’m leaving!” said Yoko, as she marched towards the door.

“It’s too far to walk”, said Miyuki.

“Well, I’m going to anyway.”

“Let me get you an Uber”, said Sven. “Please, I wouldn’t feel comfortable letting you walk the streets by yourself.”

“Aww, isn’t that sweet?” said Miyuki. “Honestly, I’ve blown guys for less.”

“I don’t doubt”, said Yoko, sharply.

“Now then”, said Miyuki turning to Sven, “would you like Yoko to blow you?”

“I err…” said Sven, surprised by the question.

“Now, now, be honest.”

“Miyuki”, said Yoko, “I’m not going to blow him.”




“I never said you

 

would


 
, sweetie”, said Miyuki, standing up. She stepped towards Yoko, her bare feet silent on the wooden floors.







She stopped an inch from Yoko, who could feel the heat radiating from the other woman. “I asked if

 

he


 
would like that.”




“You definitely would”, said Miyuki, turning to face Sven, “trust me, we share a wall.”

Miyuki walked across the room, her feet disappearing into the plush rug in the middle of the floor. “But either way, I think it’s important that an act of consideration is repaid by another. One way or another.” Miyuki lowered herself to her knees in front of Sven and ran her hands up both his legs.

“You really don’t need to…” started Sven.

“Of course not, sweetie”, she said, “I want to.”

She reached up and slowly unzipped his trousers, and pulled them down. Yoko watched, unable to peel her eyes away, her blood boiling, fists curled tight.

“I knew it”, said Miyuki, as she massaged Sven through his boxers. She turned to look at Yoko. “Big Dick Energy.”

Sven moaned slightly as Miyuki rubbed his cock through his boxers, Yoko staring icily from across the room. She was mortified but also couldn’t turn away. She was furious, but also desperately curious.

“Let’s get a good look”, said Miyuki as she peeled down Sven’s boxers and gasped as his cock sprung out. “Oh my god”, she said, examining him from all angles, “this is a two-person job if ever I saw one.”

She turned back to Yoko, her hand moving up and down the large shaft, those innocent glassy eyes in sharp contrast to her current position.

“We can share, if you’d like?” asked Miyuki, innocently. Yoko continued to stare, burning inside with indignation at both Miyuki’s brazenness, but also that she was playing with the big white cock that was supposed to be for her.

Miyuki turned back to Sven’s cock and moved in closer, moaning with delight as she licked the underside of his shaft, her long flat tongue seemingly taking an age to get from the base to the tip.

Yoko stood there, watching her friend expertly handle Sven’s cock, taking long, considered strokes and carefully placed licks. The fire in her belly was dropping lower, her pussy throbbing as she watched her best friend servicing that big white cock.

“I’m sorry,” said Miyuki, “I got carried away. This was all supposed to be for you.”

Yoko stared as Miyuki leaned to the side, her new position allowing giving Yoko a clear view of Sven’s cock. Her eyes widened as she took in the size of it, looking even bigger as Miyuki’s delicate fingers slid up and down it.

“Come”, she said, “sit. We can share.”

“No thank you”, said Yoko, but found herself walking toward the two of them. She stopped in front of Miyuki, her always confident friend looking insecure at her betrayal, even as she kept stroking that big white cock.

“Would you like to try?”

“I don’t know”, said Yoko, eyes firmly on the member in front of her. “Do you want me to?” She looked up at Sven.

“More than anything”, he said, smiling at her. “No offence”, he added, looking down at the woman stroking his cock.

“None taken”, she said, smiling, “we all know how the night is supposed to end.” She gave the end of his cock and held it out for Yoko.

Yoko considered the big white cock, her first big white cock, carefully. He was so big and his head shined from her best friend’s saliva.

She lowered herself to her knees, her bare legs pressed into the soft rug.

“Good girl”, said Miyuki. “Now, we can stop any time you want to, ok?”

“Ok”, said Yoko.

“Do you trust me?”

“I do.”

Miyuki smiled at her friend’s words and Yoko felt herself smile back. She trusted her friend completely, and looking into her large brown eyes, felt safe.

“Ok”, said Miyuki, “just follow my lead. But first…”

Miyuki brushed Yoko’s hair behind her ear and leaned in to kiss her. She felt her friend’s lips on hers for the first time, but it felt so natural, so right. Miyuki’s soft hand caressed Yoko’s cheek, calming, soothing her, and Yoko followed Miyuki’s head, their lips opening and closing in time with one another, their tongues tentatively exploring each other in a slow, intimate manner. They had all the time in the world.

Miyuki moaned into Yoko’s mouth and suddenly she felt the warmth of her friend’s hand on top of hers. It was then she realised that her fingers were caressing one of Miyuki’s breasts, her top pulled down. Yoko didn’t know if Miyuki had put her hand there or was merely holding it in place, not wanting her to stop. Either way, she had no intention of stopping and kept playing with the girl’s breast as their tongues continued to caress one another.

“Fuck”, said Sven, and Yoko and Miyuki giggled slightly, interrupting their kiss for only a second before their lips met again, effortlessly falling into the same rhythm as before.

As she made out with her best friend, Yoko knew Sven was watching intently, stroking his big white cock as the two beautiful Asian women put on a show just for him.

She didn’t even need to see it to know. The image of two beautiful Asian women kneeling at his feet, intensely kissing and caressing one another was too much for any man to resist, especially a white man.

After a few minutes, the kiss came to an end.

“You like?” asked Miyuki.

“Hell yeah”, said Sven, cock still in his hand.

“I know you did, sweetie”, said Miyuki to Sven, before turning back to Yoko. “Did you like it?”

Yoko nodded her head, her mind racing, thoughts jumbled in a whirlpool of new sensations and desires.

“Do you want to go home?”

Yoko shook her head this time.

“What would you like to do?”

“I’d like”, said Yoko, turning to look at Sven’s big white cock, “I’d like that.”

“It’s all for you”, said Miyuki, “if you think you can handle it?”

“I think I might need some help”, said Yoko.

“That’s what friends are for. If”, she said, turning to Sven, “that’s alright with you?”

“That’s more than fine”, he said, smiling.

Miyuki quickly turned and kissed the girl on the lips again, before turning to Sven.

“Now”, said Miyuki, “where were we? No, don’t tell me, I remember.” Miyuki reached out and took Sven’s cock in her hand, stroking him slowly up and down. “Your turn”, she said to Yoko, who reached out her hand and stroked the top of his shaft as Miyuki worked the rest.

It was hard and warm, and as she stroked him she felt Miyuki’s warm saliva slide across her palm.

Sven moaned as the two Asian women caressed his big white cock, and moaned again as Miyuki took her hand away and began to kiss the top of his shaft, wrapping her lips around it and sliding up and down. Seeing this, Yoko removed her hand, closed her eyes and began kissing his cock, Sven watching as their lips brushed one another’s as they moved up and down opposite sides of his shaft.

As she continued, Yoko opened her eyes, finding her eyes staring At Miyuki’s exposed breasts, and watched them moving gracefully as the young woman continued to run her lips up and down the shaft.

Suddenly Miyuki sat up and smiled at Yoko, who having been caught staring once again, began to blush. Then, without saying a word, Miyuki slid her tongue out and ran it up the side of his shaft, flicking it over the head before starting again. Yoko copied her friend and began doing the same, licking up his cock and over the tip, until their mouths found one another again, the head of his cock enveloped in the warm space created as their lips pressed together from either side, their tongues lapping at the head and at one another.

Sven moaned as the two Asian women kissed and licked the head of his cock, both of their warm mouths pleasuring him at the same time, until Yoko broke away.

“Can I?” asked Yoko.

“All yours”, said Miyuki, crawling back a bit, giving her friend all the room she needed.

Yoko studied the size of Sven’s cock, touching it softly. She’d never had a white cock in her hand before, let alone her mouth or elsewhere, but had lost count of the number of times she had cum thinking about it. But as she kneeled in front of her first white cock, looking at the size of it, the length, the thickness, she felt nervous. But that nervousness also fuelled her excitement.

She held his shaft gently and kissed the tip of his cock, wet with saliva from the two women and his own pre-cum and took the tip of his cock in her mouth. He moaned with pleasure as her tongue began to swirl around, her head bobbing slightly as she grew more confident.

As she continued, she bobbed her head more and more, going deeper and deeper as she sucked him off, barely making it halfway down before she felt the head pressing into her throat.

He moaned again as she pressed lower, his cock going deeper into her throat. She bobbed her head, pressing the cock into her throat time and again, deep into the warm, wet mouth and beyond.

Then, pushing further again, she held it there, the muscles at the back of her throat contracting on his cock, until she couldn’t take any more. With a gasp, she pulled her head back, sliding his cock out of her mouth.

She breathed deeply, oxygen rushing to her head, causing a wave of euphoria as she studied the cock in front of her, covered in her saliva.

“Oh my God”, said Sven, breathing heavily himself.

“I told you, she’s a natural”, said Miyuki, smiling at her friend.

Yoko smiled back, her lips wet, the taste of a white cock in her mouth. She saw Miyuki had one hand on her breast, playing with a dark nipple, whilst the other had disappeared up her skirt.

“Don’t mind me”, she said, smiling, “I’m just enjoying the show.”

With that, Yoko leapt forward and placed her mouth on Miyuki’s, her hand firmly grabbing the woman’s hair and she kissed her passionately, the taste of cock in both their mouths.

Before Miyuki could respond, Yoko moved back and took Sven’s cock in her mouth again. She’d been so nervous all night, but now she knew what she wanted. She wanted Miyuki and she wanted that big white cock, and she was going to get them both.

As she began to work him again, this time she slid her mouth up and down his cock, not going so deep but moving faster, her lips tighter, his cock pressed between the top of her throat and her warm wet tongue.

She sucked his cock as her hand smoothly twisted around his wet shaft, the other on his balls, showing him just how good she was.

“Oh fuck”, moaned Sven, as Yoko worked his cock, her eyes firmly on Miyuki, skirt hitched up to her thighs, fingering herself as she watched her best friend sucking that big white cock. As Yoko continued she felt her pussy getting wetter and wetter, throbbing, pleading, desperate to be filled.

“Oh shit”, moaned Sven as Yoko continued to suck his dick relentlessly, “I’m so close.”

“Finish him off”, said Miyuki as her friend continued to rub her pussy. “Take his big load in your mouth.”

Yoko moved her head faster and faster, loosening and then tightening her mouth, bringing him closer and closer to completion.

“I’m going to cum”, he moaned.

“Finish on us”, said Yoko, taking the cock out of his mouth and stroking him wildly. “Finish on our sweet faces.”

“Oh, my girl”, said Miyuki, impressed. “Come on white man”, she said, moving over to kneel next to her best friend, “finish on our innocent Asian faces.” Sven took his cock from Yoko and started working his shaft as fast as he could. “Cum over both of us”, she begged.




“Please sir”, cooed Yoko, “

 

we need it


 
.”




Miyuki reached across and slipped the straps of Yoko’s dress off her shoulders and pulled down her top, exposing her friend’s smaller but firm breasts, her dark, hardened nipples, displaying them for the white man they now served.

Miyuki began to caress Yoko’s breasts, feeling the weight of them for the first time, squeezing them, playing with her nipples in between her fingers. With the other hand, she pulled in Yoko for another kiss, deep and passionate, their wet lips sharing the taste of his cock as their tongues lashed out to find each other with a furious passion.

“I’m cumming”, he moaned.

Miyuki pulled away from the kiss and smiled at Yoko, before turning to face Sven. Yoko followed suit, both women opening their mouths and sticking out their tongues, ready for their load. Sven’s eyes moved from Asian beauty to the other, the tip of his cock glistening with saliva and pre-cum, aiming his cock aiming at one at the other, ready to explode on their waiting faces.

With a grunt, he came, thrusting his hips forward as he shot his load. Yoko shrieked with surprise as the largest stream of cum she had ever seen shot out of his cock and splashed across her face. She could feel it in her mouth and on her tongue, a warm streak across her face and into her hair, and before she could react, was hit with another load.

She turned to Miyuki as she felt the hot cum on her face, and saw her friend’s face take the next shot. Yoko was amazed at how much cum he had left for Miyukia, given how he had coated her, but before she knew what was happening, Sven’s cock had turned back to her, shooting a third, albeit smaller load across the side of her face, running down her face and neck, before he turned back to Miyuki to unload the final few drops.

Miyuki cooed and laughed, as her fingers tentatively explored the hot load on her face.

“My god”, she said, “you came like a fire hose.” She laughed and turned to face Yoko. “How do you feel?”

“Good.”

“Good.”

Miyuki leaned in and kissed her friend, Sven’s cum still on their faces, their lips, their tongues. As the two women kissed, they passed some of his load back and forth between them until Miyuki broke off the kiss.

She stuck out her tongue and showed both Yoko and Sven the load in her mouth, then swallowed it down and stuck out her clean tongue again. Miyuki looked at Yoko and Yoko repeated the trick, swallowing Sven’s cum down in one.

“Sorry”, he said, “I seem to have made a bit of a mess.” He went to stand.

“Don’t worry”, said Miyuki, “we got this.”

Miyuki turned to Yoko, kissed her softly on the lips, then gently took hold of her face with her fingertips and ran her tongue up the girl’s face, licking a long stream of cum off her cheek.

Yoko was overwhelmed by what she was feeling. There was something both slutty and comforting as her best friend carefully licked the white man’s cum from her face, and soon Yoko found herself wanting to repay the favour.

Suddenly both girls were taking it in turns to lick Sven’s cum off each other’s faces, cleaning each other up, like best friends are supposed to.

Once they were clean, they turned their attention to Sven, still sitting and watching. Without another word, they began to lick the tip of his cock, sucking out the last drops of cum as he watched on in astonishment, until he was as clean as they were.

Finished, they all sat there for a while, comfortable in the silence.

“You were saying something about a tour?” asked Yoko finally. The two of them turned to look at the innocent Asian girl. “I think we’d like to see the bedroom.”

Yoko smiled at Miyuki and Miyuki smiled back, before the two women turned and smiled up at him, like two Asian angels on their knees.

“I think that can be arranged”, he said, smiling.
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