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Asian BFFs Crave BWC: Part Two: A Hard Lesson






“O

 h god,” Miyuki moaned, “this is so good.”

She laughed as Yoko watched on, horrified.

“Oh come on, relax,” she said, as she took another bite of her lunch. “Here, try some.” Yoko looked at the end of the fork and then up at her best friend. “Trust me.”

Yoko leaned across the table as Miyuki held out the fork, watching as her friend’s soft lips delicately wrapped around both sides of the metal, and slowly slid it out.

“How is it?” she asked.

Yoko moaned with pleasure as she savoured the flavours, the texture.

“I told you,” said Miyuki, as she watched the other girl’s tongue slide out of her mouth and across her lips.




“It’s

 

so


 
good.”




“I told you! Here, have some more.” She quickly picked up another piece on her fork and fed it to her. Yoko took the second helping gladly, closing her eyes as she savoured it.

“See,” whispered Miyuki, “when you trust me, good things happen.”

Yoko’s eyes shot open. Miyuki was focused on her food, her face perfectly innocent.

“Is something wrong?” asked Miyuki, looking up, a piece of food on her fork, “is there something you want to get off your chest?”

Yoko began to suddenly feel hot.




It had been three days since that evening and they hadn’t said a single word about it. Miyuki had tried, but Yoko always changed the conversation. She felt so ashamed about that night, about the things she had done, the things

 

they had done


 
.




She had tried not to think of it but images of that evening kept flashing back to her, images of her and Miyuki. What had started out as a plan to get Yoko laid, a fact in itself that Yoko found difficult to deal with, ended up as something completely different.

It had begun when the two young women were approached in a nightclub by Sven. Tall and handsome, Miyuki had proclaimed he had “Big Dick Energy,” which had proved to be prophetic.

But Yoko was apprehensive, so Miyuki took the initiative. First, she showed Yoko how to dance, as Miyuki sandwiched her friend between her body and Sven’s. Then in the taxi, Miyuki and Sven, with Miyuki leading the way, Yoko found herself submitting to the powerful, but completely different, touches from the two of them, ending in an explosion of pleasure that left even the taxi driver speechless.

Then in Sven’s home, things got even wilder as both women ended up on their knees, worshipping the well-endowed white man until they earned their tribute. From there, things got even wilder. Yoko, already so far out of her comfort zone, did things she never thought she would do, did things she had never even thought of!

What had meant to be a relatively simple one-night stand turned into a threesome with her stunning best friend and the white man of her dreams. And the things she had done, the things she had done to her, that she begged them to do to her! It was all too much for her to take.

“Are you alright?”

Yoko looked at Miyuki, who had genuine concern in her eyes.

“I think I should go,” said Yoko, “I have a lot of coursework to do.”

“But classes haven’t even started,” protested Miyuki, as Yoko stood up and put on her jacket.

“Best to get a head start on things,” said Yoko. “Thank you for the food, I’ll send you some money for the bill.” With that, she left the cafe.


◆◆◆




The air was cool on Yoko’s face. It was exactly what she needed.

She had hoped that she would be able to have something to eat with her best friend without it becoming awkward. But that seemed not to be the case.

Yoko strode down the street, not going anywhere in particular. She just needed to be somewhere else.

She had tried to put it out of her mind, but all she could think about was that night. It brought up so many feelings, embarrassment, shame, guilt, a level of arousal she had never experienced before. Even as she sat in the cafe, images of that night racing through her mind, her heart started racing, her body desperate for more, her pussy getting wetter every moment.

Now, as she walked she could feel her underwear sticking to her, her desire undeniable.





I’m a freak


 
, she thought to herself,

 

enjoying things like that!





But she still couldn’t put it out of her mind.





Maybe I should drop out


 
, she thought,

 

maybe I should go home and forget any of it ever happened.





But she knew she wouldn’t do either of those things. Such was the indescribable pleasure of that evening that she knew she would never forget, and what’s more, she knew she wanted more.

Her body began to react again, desperate for stimulation, and Yoko walked faster into the cold air.


◆◆◆




She cried out loud as he pressed his big white cock in her tight Japanese pussy. She felt like a virgin again as he stretched her out, her legs spread wide, her hands wrapped in the bedsheets, holding on for dear life as she took her first white cock.

“Do you want me to stop?” he asked.

“No,” she moaned, “I need it all.”

He began to slide his cock in and out of her dripping wet pussy, slowly at first but building up speed.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as he fucked her faster and faster, her tight pussy barely accommodating his thick shaft as he used her.

“More,” she demanded, crying louder as he pressed deeper into her. “Miyuki!”

“I’m here,” cooed her friend, as she lay down next to her, their naked bodies pressed together.

“I need you.”

“I’m right here,” she said and leaned in to kiss Yoko, their warm mouths pressed together as Miyuki’s breasts pressed into Yoko’s, their tongues lapping against one another.

Yoko could feel Sven’s grip on her slim hips tighten slightly as the two women kissed. She loved that being with her best friend turned Sven on so much, and she couldn’t deny it had the same effect on her.

Suddenly, Miyuki’s mouth moved from hers and she let out an anguished moan.

“I’m right here,” she said, “I’m not going anywhere.”

Miyuki planted a kiss on Yoko’s lips, then her cheek and down her neck, moving down her body.  Yoko moaned as Miyuki’s hand reached over and slid down the side of her body, before moving up and cupping her breast.

“Please,” moaned Yoko, “please.”

On command, Miyuki took Yoko’s firm nipple in her sucking, her tongue moving in slow circles. As she did so, Miyuki rolled her other nipple in between her fingers, causing Yoko to gasp.

As she played with both nipples, she pressed herself up onto her knees, presenting her pussy and ass to Sven.

As he continued to fuck Yoko, Sven ran one hand over Miyuki’s perfect ass, running his thumb down teasingly over her little asshole as she waved her ass teasingly. Then he spanked her, causing her to suck on Yoko’s breast harder. Yoko moaned with shock at the sudden increase in pressure, her entire body tightening, her tight holes getting even tighter.

“Oh fuck,” moaned Sven, Yoko’s pussy lips gripping his wet cock.

“I told you,” said Miyuki, taking her mouth from her friend’s breast for a moment, “she’s the best. But I’m pretty good too.” She resumed sucking at Yoko, moaning again as Sven ran a thick finger over her wet lips and slid it into her pussy.

Miyuki moaned as Seven fingerfucked her, throwing her ass back onto it as she continued to suck on Yoko. As she continued, she ran her hand away from her other breast, down her smooth, soft body, her fingers sliding slowly through her neatly trimmed mound, finding her clit once again.

Yoko moaned as the other girl began to slowly finger her clit with slow, precise movements of her fingertip. It felt so natural for this to happen, to have her best friend slide her hand between her legs and bring her untold pleasure.

Yoko wanted Miyuki to bring her to climax, to pleasure her as she took her first white cock, a moment they would share together forever. All the way, Miyuki had been by her side. It had been all her. Yoko was desperate to repay the favour.

So, as Yoko lay there taking Sven’s thick cock, with Miyuki playing with her clit, Yoko unwound her fingers from the bedsheets and ran them up underneath Miyuki’s body, feeling the woman’s large breasts, her prominent nipples, down her flat stomach and over her waxed pussy.

“You little slut” moaned Miyuki as Yoko’s slim finger found her clit, “I love it!”

Miyuki rocked her hips as both her best friend and their new well-endowed friend fingerfucked her.

“There’s nothing like being used by a white man,” purred Miyuki. “Don’t you agree, sweetie?”

Yoko couldn’t speak, his pounding her helpless pussy knocked the wind out of her, so she just smiled and nodded.

“I’m gonna cum,” he moaned.

“You hear that, sweetie?” purred Miyuki, “your tight pussy is too much for him to take.”

On the brink herself, Yoko moaned. Her pussy throbbed as this white man pounded away at her, her legs spread as wide as possible, giving him as much access as he wanted. She was his little Asian fucktoy, his dirty Japanese cumwhore, ready to pleasure him in whatever way he chose.

“Cum,” she gasped, taking every inch of his cock, “cum for me.” She gasped as he fucked her with faster, shorter thrusts. “Cum inside my pussy,” she said, “it’s all for you.”

He grunted as he came, pushing himself deeper into her pussy, fucking her deep, filling her tight hole with his cum.

“More,” she demanded as he filled her up, his cock twitching inside her, as load after load shot into her body.

As she felt him cumming, using her tight body for his own pleasure, she started to cum too.

“Don’t stop,” she cried, “I’m so close.”

She hovered on the edge of climax, his fat cock fucking her as Miyuki’s delicate fingers stimulated her clit.

“Cum on, sweetie,” moaned Miyuki, “show the white man your orgasm face. Show him how much you like him inside of you.”

Miyuki continued to finger Yoko as Yoko continued to finger Miyuki, Sven deep inside both their pussies, cock and finger.

“Oh,” moaned Yoko, “I’m cumming.”

“Come on, sweetie,” said Miyuki, “let it out. I want to hear you cum.”

Yoko moaned softly.

“More.”

She moaned louder.

“More.”

She moaned louder.

“Let it out like you’re getting the best white cock of your entire life!”

At that, Yoko moaned at the top of her lungs, crying out as she came, her body contorting and spasming as the pleasure shot through her.




“Oh fuck,” she moaned, “I can’t…” She thrashed with one hand as the other continued to play with her best friend’s clit. “It’s too much. Oh fuck,

 

oh fuck… Don’t stop


 
.”







As Yoko came, Miyuki came, the girl’s moans sending another wave of pleasure through Yoko. She had heard her friend cum before, through walls and ceilings, but never so close, never in person, never because of what

 

she was doing.





The two women moaned and writhed on Sven’s cock and finger as they came, waves of pleasure washing over both of them again and again and again…


◆◆◆




Yoko woke with a start, panting deeply.

She was still in bed, her body covered in sweat, her fingers buried deep between her legs. The smell of sex rose up from underneath the covers, Yoko’s desire undeniable. She moaned from exertion, sending another burst through her, her body still feeling the after-effects of her wet dream, helped along by her nimble fingers.

Yoko slid her hand out of her pyjamas and out of the bedding. They were slick with her wetness, a testament to how horny she was. As she examined them, she had a vision of Miyuki, her naked body kneeling over her, both girl’s fingers wet with each other’s juices. Then without a word, Miyuki slipped her fingers into Yoko’s mouth, the girl not resisting at all. And as she sucked on Miyuki’s fingers, tasting her own pussy for the first time, Yoko slipped her slick fingers into Miyuki’s mouth and the best friend sucked on each other’s fingers, as they tasted themselves at the same time.


◆◆◆




As she walked to class, she tried to focus. It was the first class of her second year at university. This is where things got serious and it was important she focused on the work.

She would go to her first lecture, get the reading list and get some books to read. She would put everything else behind her. No more Sven, no more white men with cocks that could break her. No more Miyuki either, at least for a little bit.

It made Yoko sad to think about not seeing her best friend, but she was so intricately linked with the events of that night that she was unable to think about anything else when she was around. Just the slightest hint of Miyuki’s perfume and Yoko was instantly transported back to that night, to those wild hours where she gave herself over completely to her most repressed desires.





No


 
, Yoko thought as her body began to tingle,

 

I mustn’t think of those things anymore. All of that is over.






◆◆◆







By the time she got to class, her panties were soaked. As much as she tried, she couldn’t get him out of her mind, get

 

them


 
out of her mind. Her muscles tensed with stress and as she pushed her legs together a tingling warmth ran through her body.








Focus


 
, she thought,

 

there are people all around you. The professor will be here any second.





“Good morning class.”

Yoko gasped in horror. Some of the people sitting around her turned to see what the problem was, so she busied herself by rummaging through her backpack, hoping they would think she had forgotten something important.

“I’m afraid Professor Erikson can’t make it this morning. So he’s asked me to cover. Don’t worry, I took this exact class just a few years ago and I even remember some of it.”

A ripple of laughter went through the students.

“He could cover me any day,” whispered a blonde girl to her dark-haired friend, both a couple of rows in front of Yoko, causing both of them to break out into suppressed laughter.

Yoko sank into her chair, trying her best to hide behind her laptop screen.

“Oh yes,” he said, “my name is Sven. I’m Professor Erikson’s TA, so you’ll be seeing me around quite a lot, but usually not teaching!”

“He could teach me a thing or two,” said the dark-haired girl to her blonde friend. They giggled again.

“Is something the matter?”

“No, sir,” said the dark-haired girl, “not a thing.”

“Glad to hear it,” he said, “and there’s no need to call me ‘sir’, Sven is fine.”

“Sure thing, Sven,” she said “I’ll call you whatever you want.”

The room exploded in laughter and wolf whistles as Yoko sank further into her seat. She hated that the girls were bringing his attention so close to her. But she also hated the fact all of his attention wasn’t instantly on her, that he wasn’t automatically and irresistibly drawn to her.

“Ok,” he said, completely unphased, “now we’ve got that out of the way, we’ll get started. Now, back in my day, we would be given paper handouts with a course summary and reading lists and all sorts. Nowadays, it’s all been wonderfully and conveniently digitised, so I just have to give you the details to log on to the department intranet. It’s not quite as romantic as physically having the course documents in your hands, but that’s just my opinion. So, if you go to…”

As he continued, Yoko sat there in a calm panic. All she wanted to do was run out of the class, but there was no way of doing that without drawing the attention of the entire room, including Sven.

So she sat there, trying to focus but losing herself completely in her desire for him. As he stood at the front of the lecture hall, looking every inch the educated professional, she found herself even more attracted to him.

It had been fun when he was a stranger, a slightly older man with whom to have some fun, but now there was something else. He was not only more experienced than her, he was in a position of power over her. And that, much to her surprise, made her crave him all the more.


◆◆◆




As soon as the class was over, Yoko packed her things away ready to leave, blending into the heaving throng of students as moved down the stairs and out of the room. She kept her head down, hiding her face from Sven as he busied himself at the front of the class, afraid he might see her, or worse, she might see him. Her body was already quivering, and she wasn’t sure she could take it if she saw him again and looked into those deep blue eyes of his. If that happened, all bets were off.

She moved through the crowd, her head spinning with images and possibilities, with opportunities and risks. The world that had opened up in front of her was fraught with danger, which made it all the more terrifying. And yet alluring.

“Didn’t expect to see you. Oh sure, come on in.”

Yoko stared at her friend, then at her surroundings. She was in Miyuki’s room, one almost identical to her own, but with more flair. This is where they’d gotten ready on that night. This is the place she ran to without thinking when she didn’t know what else to do.

“What’s wrong?” asked Miyuki. “If you’re upset about leaving me at the cafe, you should be, but I forgive you.”

“He’s here,” said Yoko.

“Who?”




“

 

Him


 
,” hissed Yoko.




“Sven?”




“

 

Shhh!”


 
said Yoko, finger to her lips as she moved closer to Miyuki. “He was in my class.”




Miyuki laughed.

“It’s not funny!”

“Oh sweetie, it really is. I have to say, I thought he was a bit old to be a student. Certainly not a second year.”

“He,” said Yoko, pausing as she tried to squeeze the words out, “wasn’t a student.”

“Holy shit!” exclaimed Miyuki, “you fucked a teacher!”




“

 

Shhh!


 
” hissed Yoko again, placing her hand over her friend’s mouth. Miyuki waited a second then gently removed her friend’s hand.




“You fucked a teacher,” said Miyuki quietly.

“He’s not my teacher,” she said, “he’s a TA.”

Miyuki laughed again.

“I said, it’s not funny,” said Yoko. “This is serious.”

“And I said it is. Oh my god, you fucked your professor’s assistant.”

“So did you!”




“But he’s not

 

my


 
professor’s TA. Although, that does make it a lot hotter. Maybe I should switch majors.”




“This isn’t time to be making jokes. What if he recognises me?”

“He definitely will.”




“What if he reports me for inappropriate behaviour and I get kicked out and my life falls apart and I end up living on the streets?!

 

It’s not funny!


 
”




“It isn’t, sweetie,” said Miyuki, softly, “but your reaction is. Come here,” she said, opening her arms. Yoko didn’t move. “Come here.” Yoko took a couple of steps forward, allowing Miyuki to wrap her arms around her.

“There we go,” said Miyuki, holding her gently for a moment as Yoko felt the tension drain out of her. “He isn’t going to report you, because you’ve done nothing wrong.”

“But he’s my teacher.”

“Teaching Assistant,” corrected Miyuki. “Besides, neither of you knew that at the time and besides, if anyone is going to get into trouble for sleeping with a student, it’ll be him. So there’s absolutely no reason he would report this to anyone. Ok?”

“Ok,” said Yoko. She was shaking, which made Miyuki hold her that much tighter, that much closer. But even as she calmed down, she found her arousal rising once again. Miyuki’s perfume, her comforting arms, their bodies pressed together.

Yoko’s heart began beating faster, her breathing heavier. She was sure Miyuki could feel it. Yoko nuzzled her face further into her friend’s neck, inhaling deeply, feeling the warmth of her skin on her face.

“What are you doing?” asked Miyuki, softly.

“Nothing,” murmured Yoko.

“Ok,” said Miyuki, “but it’s ok if you are.”

“Ok.”

Yoko inhaled deeply again, her body trembling with forbidden desire. She softly planted a kiss on Miyuki’s neck and the girl let out an almost imperceptible moan. She did it again, this time Miyuki moaned slightly louder. Encouraged, Yoko’s lips parted slightly. The tip of her tongue slid out and gently licked the girl’s skin. Miyuki moaned and pressed her body into Yoko’s, her hand sliding up the girl’s back and onto the back of her head. Yoko continued to lick the delicate skin, kissing more passionately as Miyuki held her in place.

“Suck me,” whispered Miyuki and Yoko obliged. Miyuki moaned out loud as Yoko began to suck rhythmically on her neck, her lips forming a tight seal as she sucked and licked the isolated spot.

“You’ve got such a good mouth,” said Miyuki, “we really need to put it to work at some point.” This time Yoko moaned as the girl’s hand slid down her back and her ass, before sliding up under her plaid dress and cupping her ass.

“Come here,” said Miyuki, gently sliding her fingers into Yoko’s hair and guiding her away from her neck. Yoko reluctantly obeyed, her lips wet with saliva, desperate to make contact with Miyuki’s soft skin. “Hi,” said Miyuki as the two girls looked at one another.

“Hi,” said Yoko.

Miyuki kissed Yoko suddenly, passionately, their lips pressed together. Although taken by surprise, Yoko immediately responded in kind, kissing the girl as Miyuki’s hand continued to move under her dress.

Yoko felt the girl’s hand gripping her ass, her fingernails digging into the soft flesh, taking control of it, owning it. Then as she felt Miyuki’s hand slip down between her legs, she cried out.

“Oh sweetie,” said Miyuki, “you’re so wet. It must be thinking about Sven and his big white cock.”

“No,” moaned Yoko, “I’m a good girl.”

“Good girls don’t get wet like this,” said Miyuki, “especially not for their teachers. Only dirty. Little. Sluts.”

“No,” protested Yoko between kisses, her thighs tightening on Miyuki’s hand, desperate to hold the girl’s fingers in place as they caressed her wet panties. “I would never.”

“Would never what?” asked Miyuki, her finger circling the fabric covering Yoko’s entrance.

“Any of it.”

“No?”

“No.”

“You’d never take his big white cock in your mouth?”

“No.”

“You’d never spread your legs to let him use your tight Japanese pussy?”

“Not once.”

“You’d never let him cum inside you?”

“No,” pleaded Yoko, “that would be so bad.”

“So bad,” repeated Miyuki, moving her fingers faster. “So very, very bad.”

With that, she stepped forward, pushing Yoko back, holding the girl carefully as the two of them fell onto the bed.

They kissed and caressed and rolled across the bed, Miyuki’s hand still between Yoko’s legs.

“I think we need to take care of this,” she said.

“Take care of what?”

“This,” said Miyuki, slipping her fingers underneath the wet fabric of Yoko’s panties, playing with her wet entrance, threatening to slip deep inside.

Yoko found herself on her back, her friend straddling her, her fingers playing with her wet pussy. She moaned, her hips moving, desperate for them to be inside her. Then she cried out as the fingers were removed.

“What are you doing?” asked Yoko.

“Good girls,” said Miyuki, as she grabbed a pillow and dropped it to the floor, “good girls don’t wear panties that are so, so wet.” Miyuki crawled off the bed onto the floor, her knees buried in the pillow. Yoko looked down at her, watching as she licked her lips, as she ran her hands up and down Yoko’s bare legs, her bare thighs.

Then her hands slid up under her dress again, and Yoko lifted her ass up, allowing the girl to peel off her wet panties, the fabric sticking to her wet lips. She squirmed as her hot pussy was freed from her underwear, moving her legs to help Miyuki slip them off completely.

“Such a bad girl,” said Miyuki.

“Not bad,” said Yoko. “Such a good girl.”

Miyuki crawled back onto the bed, panties in hand.

“See these?” she said. She held them close to Yoko’s face, who gently rocked her hips as she smelt her own arousal. “These are bad girl panties. And bad girls make lots of noise,” she said, smiling, “I should know.”

Yoko’s eyes widened as she realised what Miyuki was saying without saying. Yoko had been so loud that night, moaning as his thick cock pressed deep into her pussy, fucking her in ways she had never been fucked before, crying out and begging for more white cock in her tight slit.

As she looked Miyuki in the eye, she opened her mouth and allowed the other girl to gently press the wet fabric into her mouth, until only a little remained. Her mouth, full of her own panties, she could taste her own juices on the material, and released a muffled moan.




“Perfect,” said Miyuki, “we don't want you making too much noise.” She pressed her lips to Yoko’s ear. “The walls are

 

so thin


 
.” Then she leaned back, gave Yoko a quick kiss on her panties-filled mouth, and disappeared from view.




Yoko looked down to see where Miyuki was but rolled her head back as she felt a series of soft kisses on her inner thighs. They worked their way up her thighs slowly, steadily, getting closer to her pussy. Then just as she expected their lips to meet, there was nothing.

Yoko let out another muffled moan and looked back down, but saw nothing but her plaid skirt covering her friend’s head. A second passed, then a second and a third, Yoko’s frustration building at the lack of stimulation. She moaned louder, desperate for something to happen.

Then something happened.

Yoko moaned as Miyuki’s soft tongue ran up her wet pussy lips, time and again lapping up her juices. Yoko arched her hips but found her movements limited as Miyuki’s hands held onto Yoko’s thighs.

The more experienced girl continued to lick and kiss and tease, dropping her tongue down low to her entrance then running her tongue up, flicking it quickly at the tip as it barely touched Yoko’s clit.

The less experienced girl lay on the bed, helpless as her friend continued to eat her pussy, using her however she saw fit. She felt Miyuki kiss down her pussy, covering her entrance with her mouth, kissing gently as she slipped her tongue deep into Yoko.

Yoko moaned into the panties as Miyuki tasted her deeply, sending images of that night through her mind. This wasn’t the first time Miyuki had licked Yoko’s pussy clean, but it was the first time she had done it without Yoko’s pussy being filled with a white man’s cum.

“Your pussy looks so good when it’s full of cum,” Miyuki had said as she kneeled between Yoko’s legs. Yoko could feel her stretched-out pussy throb as it recovered from taking Sven’s big white cock. “How does it feel to have your first creampie?”

“Good,” said Yoko, exhausted.

As she lay there, she felt Sven’s thick hot load slowly dribbling out of her pussy, almost tickling as it ran down her. She couldn’t see but was sure there must be a lot, it felt like he had cum for minutes straight, even though she knew that couldn’t be the case.

“Would you like me to clean you up?”

“Yes, please” whispered Yoko, gasping as she realised Miyuki was cleaning up her freshly-used pussy with her tongue!

Yoko moaned as she felt Miyuki’s tongue slide up her then inside of her, licking and kissing as she scooped the cum out of her pussy with her tongue. It felt so good to feel Miyuki’s mouth on her pussy, so delicate yet precise.

Even though she was exhausted, even though she had just cum, she felt herself getting worked up again as Miyuki’s tongue explored her. But just as she was feeling her strength return, Miyuki climbed up onto the bed and over Yoko’s body. She knelt over the girl, hands planted on the bed, and smiled with her lips together.

As Miyuki lowered her head down for the kiss, Yoko closed her eyes and opened her mouth, awaiting the girl’s tongue. As their lips met and Miyuki opened her mouth, she felt the girl’s tongue in her mouth, her warm soft muscle carrying Sven’s load. Yoko moaned as the taste of cum filled her mouth, kissing Miyuki passionately as they shared his load, Yoko pressing her cum-covered tongue into Miyuki’s mouth.

Finally, the kiss broke off, thin strands of spittle and cum strung from one girl’s lips to another. Then as Yoko watched, the smiling Miyuki swallowed her share of the cum, opening her mouth and showing Yoko, before Yoko did the same.

“Good girl,” said Miyuki, leaning in for another short kiss, before rolling off her friend. “You impressed?” she asked Sven, who was looking on.

“Very,” he said, his big cock still hard.

“Looks like you’ve got a little there,” she said, “why don’t you see if sweetie here will clean it up?”

Sven walked to the top of the bed and before he could say anything, Yoko had rolled over and taken his cock in her mouth. She began to suck it slowly, twirling her tongue slowly around the delicate head, licking up every last drop of cum, every last drop of her own pussy juices from his shaft. There was, she realised, something special about tasting her own pussy on this white man’s cock, especially as she was licking his cum off too.

Yoko moaned loudly into her panties as Miyuki began to suck on her clit, the intense sensation bringing her back to the present, where her best friend was once again kneeling between her legs, mouth on her pussy.

Yoko, desperate for more, ran her hands over her body, squeezing her breasts through her white shirt, cursing that she had worn a bra, realising the wisdom of Miyuki’s free-body attitude. Desperate, she ran one hand down her shirt and up, her hand touching her smooth belly, as the other slipped inside the top of the shirt, two fingers sliding into the top of her bra and finding her nipple. As she did so, she wrapped her legs around Miyuki, pressing her bare heels into the back of the girl’s t-shirt. She had no idea when her shoes had come off or where they were, but evidently they had and she didn’t care. She needed to feel skin on skin, any skin. As she rubbed her heels up and down the girl’s back, her t-shirt began to ride up and Yoko felt Miyuki’s soft body under her feet. She continued to rub up and down, pulling her knees higher and higher as Miyuki continued, seemingly oblivious to everything but her friend’s pussy.

Suddenly Miyuki’s hands slipped from Yoko’s thighs and before she knew what was happening, she felt two of Miyuki’s slim fingers slide effortlessly into her soaking wet pussy.

Yoko thrashed, pulling the girl closer with her legs, pressing her thighs against Miyuki’s head, holding her as close as possible as Miyuki began to precisely fingerfuck her throbbing pussy.

Yoko’s pussy clung to Miyuki’s fingers, gripping them as they slid in and out, the talented girl expertly stroking her g-spot as she did so.

Yoko thought she was going to explode as the mixture of sensations threatened to overwhelm her. She squeezed her nipple tighter, pinching it between her fingers as her other hand slipped from under her shirt and reached down running over her skirt, pulling it up and then, firstly, stroking Miyuki’s hair. But as the pressure built and she got closer and closer, she ran her hand through the girl’s hair, twisting it between her fingers and holding it tight as she pressed her best friend’s face deeper into her pussy.

Miyuki responded by continuing to suck on Yoko’s clit at the same rate, her fingers continuing to fingerfuck her pussy just as steadily. Even though Yoko needed more, demanded more, she still sensed Miyuki knew better than she did, precisely what Yoko needed.

As she got closer and closer, images ran through her mind, images of Miyuki’s waxed smooth pussy as she lay on the bed, Yoko watching as Sven fucked her best friend, the two girls making eye contact as one of them got their pussy filled. Images of the first time she saw Sven’s cock up close, kneeling on the floor next to Miyuki, the girl’s magnificent breasts on display as the two of them took turns sucking his cock, kissing as they licked his shaft, before Yoko brought him to the edge and he worked himself, this glorious white man working his cock as two young Asian slut goddesses waited on their knees, mouths open and tongues out, ready to receive his big load, smiling as it covered their faces, smiling as they licked each other’s faces clean of his cum. Images of him taking off her dress and laying her on the bed, the first white man to ever see her naked, to ever touch her pussy, to ever fuck her tight Asian pussy, the first to ever cum deep inside of her, flooding her fertile body with his seed, risking everything to become his eager Asian cumrag.

She moaned, biting down on the panties in her mouth as she came, as Miyuki continued to suck on her clit and fingerfuck her tight cunt, bringing her to the edge of orgasm before sliding her other finger between her asscheeks and gently playing with her asshole. Yoko had never let anyone touch her asshole before, but feeling Miyuki’s finger gently circling her virgin asshole, she knew it felt right.

She held Miyuki’s hair harder, holding the girl’s face in between her legs as she rubbed her pussy faster and faster on the girl’s face, spreading her wetness all over her best friend’s mouth, pressing deeper on the fingers in her pussy and on her asshole. She had never been fucked in the ass, but she wanted Miyuki’s finger deep inside her. As she pressed down, she felt Miyuki’s finger push into that tight little hole, and she began to shake harder as her orgasm took control, building and building as Miyuki continued to work magic between her legs.

As she lay there, she felt like she was going to explode, the intensity of the pleasure was going to tear her apart. But she didn’t want it to stop, didn’t want it to ever stop and as Miyuki continued, she felt like it might go on forever.

She writhed and moaned and convulsed, the orgasm beating her body into submission like the dirty little slut she was. She was getting her pussy eaten as both her holes were being used and she couldn’t get enough.

Eventually, the pressure subsided and her orgasm passed, leaving residual traces as her shaken body continued to twitch.

Miyuki, who had been paying precise attention to Yoko’s body, had pushed her to her very limits, slowing only when her orgasm had peaked, slowing down as Yoko calmed, never overstimulating her.

As Yoko lay there, spent, she moaned feebly as Miyuki gently slid her finger from Yoko’s ass then two fingers from her pussy. Slowly, the girl pulled her head from under Yoko’s dress and smoothed it down, before crawling up onto the bed, lying next to her.

She took the tip of the panties sticking out of the girl’s mouth and slowly and carefully pulled them out, before dropping them on the floor.

Yoko inhaled deeply as Miyuki watched her. Then, as Yoko’s breathing calmed, Miyuki leaned in and softly kissed her, her face slick with Yoko’s juices, the fresh taste of which seemed to revive Yoko a little. She kissed Miyuki harder than Miyuki kissed her, the more experienced girl going slow and steady and quickly Yoko fell into step.

“I’m such a dirty little slut,” said Yoko, her body still shivering from the intense orgasm that had rocked her body.

“No,” said Miyuki, “you’re a good girl. And good girls get treats.” As she said this, she held up the two slick fingers that had been inside Yoko’s pussy and slid them into Yoko’s mouth, who slowly and carefully sucked them clean.

“Such a good girl,” said Miyuki, as she lay down next to her friend, wrapping an arm over her body as Yoko drifted off to sleep.


◆◆◆




Yoko lay there, awake but eyes closed, the warm covers wrapped around her, snuggled tightly in bed, perfectly at peace.





I could lie here, forever


 
, she thought.




As she lay there, slowly becoming more aware of her surroundings she realised the reason she was so snug and so warm wasn’t just because of the blanket, but because Miyuki’s body was wrapped around hers, cuddling her as she slept. Cuddling her naked, both of them, Yoko realised as she became aware the girl’s soft skin was pressed against hers.

“Good morning, sweetie,” Miyuki whispered into Yoko’s ear, sending shivers down her spine.

“It’s morning?” asked a sleepy Yoko.

“No,” said Miyuki, “it just seemed like the right thing to say. We’ve probably only been here a couple of hours.” She snuggled closer to the girl, pressing her naked body into Yoko’s back, her arm wrapped over her body, her hand casually cupping Yoko’s breast. Almost despite herself, Yoko found herself snuggling into the girl, pressing her ass into Miyuki as she savoured the comfort.

“Can I ask a question?” asked Yoko.

“Anything.”

“Where are my clothes?”

Muiki squeezed her tight and gently planted a kiss on her neck.

“I hung them up,” she said, “so they wouldn’t get creased. I hope you don’t mind.”

“I don’t remember taking them off,” said Yoko.

“Of course you don’t, you passed right out. You looked so peaceful lying there that I didn’t want to disturb you, so I carefully took off your shirt, carefully undoing one button at a time.”

Yoko saw the scene, the young woman slowly undoing the buttons so as not to wake her, then carefully slipping it off and hanging it up.

“Then as you rolled over, I unzipped your skirt and slid it down your legs, and hung that up too.”

Again, Yoko pictured the scene as Miyuki slowly took her skirt off, leaving her in nothing but her bra.

“And my bra?” asked Yoko.

“And your bra,” confirmed Muiki, “just a simple click and that was that. I hope you don’t mind?”

“No,” said Yoko after a second’s thought, “I don’t mind. It was sweet, thank you. Now my clothes won’t be creased.”

“And neither will mine,” said Miyuki kissing the back of Yoko’s neck, “but that was more for my benefit.” She kissed her neck again. “How do you feel?”

“Really good.”

“I bet,” said Miyuki, running her smooth leg up and down Yoko’s, one foot teasing the other.

“Stop,” said Yoko, giggling.

“I bet you feel so good,” said Miyuki, as her fingers began to wriggle over Yoko’s skin.”

“Don’t,” said Yoko, the girl’s fluttering fingers tickling her skin.

“Don’t stop? Ok.”

Yoko screamed out as the girl began tickling her more and more, her fingers reaching out as Yoko squirmed in the bed trying to get away from them.

“It tickles!”

“Does it?”

“You know I’m ticklish. Oh God, please stop!”

Both girls cried out with laughter as they wrestled in bed, Miyuki mercilessly tickling Yoko as she kicked and screamed, hands batting away Miyuki’s skilled fingers. In the struggle the duvet was kicked to the floor, leaving the two naked girls wrestling on the bed.

“I’m going to scream” threatened Yoko.

“Do it then,” said Miyuki.

They continued to roll and wrestle and laugh until suddenly Yoko somehow found herself in the position of dominance. She was on her knees, straddling her would-be tickle-tormenter, as she pinned her hands to the bed, both girls breathing heavily.

“Are you going to stop now?”

“Maybe.”

“I won’t let you up unless you promise to stop.”

“What if I don’t want you to let me up.”

“Miyuki…”

“Ok,” she sighed, “I promise.”

Miyuki stared at her, evaluating her, then slowly, she let go of Miyuki’s wrist.

“Ok?” asked Miyuki.

“Ok,” said Yoko, as the girl began to climb off.

“Oh, by the way. When I said I promise, I meant I promise to never stop tickling you.”

Yoko cried out as Miyuki leapt for her, rolling across the bed using a pillow as a shield, batting the girl’s hands away.

“Well maybe,” said Yoko from behind her pillow-shield, “I’ll never stop tickling you.” She threw the pillow at the unsuspecting Miyuki and dived at her, running her fingers all over the girl’s naked body making her tormentor laugh and squeal as the tickler became the ticklee.

They rolled and wrestled and Yoko once again found herself on top of Miyuki, this time tickling the girl as tears of laughter ran down her eyes.

“Do you submit?” asked Yoko.

“Yes, yes,” cried Miyuki, unable to form any sort of defence.

“Say it,” said Yoko, continuing to tickle her friend.

“I submit,” cried Miyuki, “I submit. Please stop. You win. You win.”

With that, Yoko rolled across onto the bed next to Miyuki, the two of them laughing and panting, their bodies wary of any touch.

“Oh my,” said Miyuki checking the clock next to her bed, “I need to get to class.” She jumped out of bed and moved to the wardrobe, pulling out her clothes and getting dressed. Yoko watched her move, the natural elegance. Even with a pair of jeans and a t-shirt, she managed to exude effortless elegance and desirability. Yoko was in awe of her best friend.

“And you,” said Miyuki, “you have something you need to do as well.”


◆◆◆




As she walked across campus, she felt the eyes of every white boy on her. She knew it was her imagination, but she felt as if they all knew her dirty little secret.

Her heart beat faster as she tried to figure out if she was terrified, excited, horny, or a mixture of all three.

She was used to the glances of the white boys, all of them wanting their little Asian girlfriend, all of them coveting her, imagining what she’d be like to talk to, to date, to fuck. All of them wanting a taste of her sweet Asian pussy.

Despite what she might have thought beforehand, she liked it. It gave her a sense of power. She could have any one of these white boys begging on their knees just to get a taste of what was between her legs, just thirty seconds in her tight Asian pussy, that would be all it took for these horny young white guys to blow their load in her.

And she loved it.

But today was different. She felt all the more on display, not least because she was. As she had gotten dressed, Miyuki had forbidden her to put her bra back on.

“You’ve got suck perky tits,” she said, playfully tapping one and letting it jiggle slightly, “see?”

So Yoko put her plain white shirt back on as her bra hung over the back of a chair.

“See?” Miyuki had asked, as Yoko did the buttons up one by one, her firm nipples poking at the fabric, “don’t you feel more alive?”

She did, she couldn’t deny. She walked across campus, breasts free beneath her shirt, nipples catching the eye of every white boy who passed. One was so taken aback that he turned to see where she was going and fell to the ground. There was laughter and as Yoko turned to see what had happened, the white boy was still staring at her, turning away only when Yoko smiled at him.

But it was more than that.

“You can’t wear them,” she had said, “they’re too wet. Or did you forget?”

How could she forget?

Her panties, already covered in Yoko’s arousal, the soft fabric soaked through, had been pressed into her mouth to keep her quiet as Miyuki did her best to make her moan, her saliva soaking into the material even as she tasted her own wetness.

And so she walked as the white boys stared, no bra under her shirt, no panties under her plaid skirt. She worried about a gust of wind blowing it up, showing them all her tight Asian pussy, her dark, trimmed bush. But she also wanted it to happen. She pressed her thighs together as she walked, feeling her wetness growing, feeling it trickle down her thigh, and as she walked past another white boy, she smiled, knowing that tonight he would think of her pretty smile as he jerked off dreaming about what it would be like to fuck her tight Asian pussy.


◆◆◆




“Come in,” he said, eyes glued to his computer screen as he continued to type.

She slowly entered the room, her stomach a flurry of butterflies.

“Could you leave the door open?” he asked, as the door squeaked closed, “it’s university pol…” He froze mid-sentence as he looked at the student who had just walked through the door. “Five minutes won’t hurt.”

He nodded to the door and she pushed it closed.

“Please, take a seat.”

She walked towards the desk and took off her backpack, the shirt pulling tightly across her body as she slipped first one strap off, then the other, before placing it beside her chair as she sat.

She had been nervous about seeing him. She had wondered if he would be angry or cold, whether he might threaten her with expulsion, even though he would also get in trouble. Instead, he just smiled.

“Well,” he said, “isn’t this something? I guess this isn’t because you have a question about the course?”

“I have many,” she said, “I couldn’t focus at all.”

“Yes,” I was having a bit of a time with that as well.”

You saw me?”

“The second I walked into the room.”

“Oh, I didn’t realise.”

“I thought it best not to wave,” he said smiling, “although I wanted to.”

Yoko laughed at this.

“You can wave now,” she said.

“Hi,” he said, as he waved his hand.

“Hi,” she said, waving back.

“Good, now that we’ve got that out of the way, why don’t we discuss the elephant in the room? If I knew you were a student here, especially studying this course I never would have…”

“Of course not,” said Yoko, “and I would never either.”

“And Miyuki?”




“She would have

 

definitely


 
done that.”




He smiled again and she felt that feeling, the one from the club, from that night. The one that haunted her dreams as she relived it time and again. She felt warm, her heart being faster, acutely aware her breasts were on display, aware her panties were sitting on the floor in Miyuki’s room, that under two pieces of clothing, she was completely and utterly naked.

“So,” said Yoko, “what would you like to do?”




“What I would

 

like


 
to do and what I

 

think


 
we should do,” said Sven, “are two completely different things.”




“You never called.”

“You never left your number, either of you. Or any way to contact you. Of course, now I can just send a message to your university email, although that might not be the smartest move.”

“Probably not,” agreed Yoko.

“I think it would be for the best for all involved if we keep things completely professional from now on.”

“Absolutely,” said Yoko.

“There’s too much at stake,” he said.

“Far too much,” she agreed.

“I could get fired, you could get suspended, or worse.”

“It’s far too big of a risk,” she said, “for both of us.”

“So we’re agreed?” he asked.

“Completely.”

“From now on everything will be completely professional.”

“One hundred per cent.”

“Good.”

“Good.”

“So,” said Sven, “is there anything else I can help you with, Miss?”

“There is one other thing, sir,” said Yoko. “But it’s kind of embarrassing.”

“Anything you tell me will be kept in the strictest confidence.”

“You promise?”

“It’s school policy. Although I do say it is probably best if we stick to the purely academic.”

“Ok,” she said, as he stood up and walked around the desk, “ but maybe I can whisper it?”

“If it makes you feel better,” he said, his eyes locked onto her as she moved closer to him.

As she walked she ran her finger over the solid oak desk and had flashes of him taking her, bending her over it and pulling up her skirt to find nothing but her hot wet pussy, just for him.

“Well,” she said, leaning over, the top of her shirt falling open to give him a sneak peek, “I think it would be really good, for my education, if I sucked your cock again.”

“I’m not sure that is quite what I meant by academic…”




“How can I focus in class,” she said, “if I know I’ll never have that big, white cock in my mouth ever,

 

ever


 
again?”




She reached down and gently stroked the crotch of his trousers. Even now, she could feel the outline of his thick cock, could feel it twitching under her touch.

“How can I focus,” she asked, “ taking his hand and sliding it under her dress, “like this?” She moaned into his ear as she slid his fingers across her pussy, parting her wet lips.

“I can see how that might make it hard to concentrate,” he said.




“

 

So


 
hard,” she whispered, still rubbing his cock through his trousers.




“I think the sensible thing to do, from an academic perspective,” he said, “would be to relieve the issue before it gets worse.”

“Please,” she whispered, pressing her ears closer, “I need relief.”

She slid his hand from out of her dress and lowered herself to her knees. She looked up at him in his chair, as she held his hand in mid-air, his fingers wet with her desire. As she looked him deep in the eye, she took his thick fingers in her mouth and slid her soft lips down them.

She moaned as she sucked her juices from his fingers, swirling her tongue around them as she tasted herself on the older man, on her teacher. He reached down and cupped her chin with his hand, and she gently rose, leaning into him as he guided her mouth to his. Their lips met and shared a soft kiss, his tongue slipping into her mouth.

“You taste so good,” he said.

“Did you forget what I tasted like?”

“Never,” he said, “ I just wanted more.” As kissed her again, his hand slid down and up under her dress, gripping her ass. “I want it all.”

“Take it,” she said, rubbing her pussy over his throbbing cock, “it’s all for you.”

“Shit,” he hissed at the knock on the door.

“Sven?”

“Shit,” said Sven, “it’s Erikson. You need to…”

The door began to open.

“Shit, hide,” he said.

Yoko dropped to her hands and knees and crawled under the desk.

“Sorry professor,” said Sven, his fingers clacking on the keyboard, “I was just finishing something off.”

Yoko sat under the desk, her arms wrapped around her knees which were pulled up to her chest, legs crossed at the ankles. Her heart rapidly beat with terror, whilst her exposed pussy throbbed with the opposite.

“No problem,” said the professor. Yoko heard his footsteps on the flooring as he walked further into the room. “I was just dropping in to say thank you for taking over at such short notice.”

“No problem,” said Sven, “always happy to help.” Yoko sat in silence, desperately trying to control her breathing, desperate to not be caught. Yet even as she did so, she couldn’t help but stare at the bulge in Sven’s trousers. The one she was responsible for. The one that belonged to her.

“Were there any problems? May I?”

“Please, take a seat.” Yoko winced at the sound of the chair scraping along the floor. The professor sighed as he sat down.

“Thank you, it’s been a hell of a morning.”

“Nothing serious, I hope?” asked Sven, much to Yoko’s chagrin. She was desperate for the professor to leave, so she could get what she needed.

“Just the usual, nothing worth complaining about.”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” said Sven, squirming in his chair as Yoko began to rub his cock through his trousers.

“What’s that?”

“I mean,” he said, pushing his chair further under the desk, “that I’ve found complaining never really helps with anything.”

“True enough, true enough,” said the professor, “we all like a good moan from time to time.”





We certainly do


 
, thought Yoko. Feeling emboldened she reached up and slowly and quietly undid Sven’s trousers and reached in, only his boxers now standing between his cock and her hand.




“Mmm,” moaned Sven, “I agree.”

“I thought you might,” said the professor. “By the way, whose is this?”

“Err that,” stammered Sven, as Yoko played with his boxers, pulling the front down and releasing his rock-hard cock, “belongs to one of my students. They must have left it here when they err, left.” Yoko stared hungrily at his cock as she slowly rubbed it with her hand. “I’ll make sure they get what belongs to them.”

As she rubbed his cock, Yoko manoeuvred onto her knees and began to softly kiss the side of his shaft.

“So,” said the professor, “fill me in.”

Yoko licked the underside of his shaft, her tongue flicking off the head, as she thought about Sven filling her in, of the warm creampie he’d left in her pussy for Miyuki to clean up with her mouth.

“There’s not really much to say,” said Sven, “it all went as expected.”





I bet you didn’t expect this


 
, thought Yoko, as kissed the tip of his cock and took it in her mouth, licking it as she gently sucked on it.




“I thought as much, you’re a safe pair of hands.”

As she continued to tease the tip, Yoko used her hand to work the shaft, her body shivering as she felt his cock twitch in her mouth.

As the professor, who had no interest in complaining about his morning, began to complain incessantly about his morning, Yoko continued to occupy herself with Sven’s thick cock, pressing him into her mouth, tightening her soft lips as she slid them down his shaft, the thrill of making him stifle a moan, getting her pussy wetter and wetter.

She couldn’t believe what she was doing, how risky it was, but there was no way she was going to stop. She continued to suck his cock, pushing him deeper into her throat, feeling him press into her warm, soft mouth, his shaft getting lubricated by her saliva.

She bobbed her head faster and faster, taking his big cock with much greater ease, with much greater confidence, than the first time. Then she had needed Miyuki to teach her how to properly worship Sven’s big white cock, now she could handle him by herself. But that still didn’t stop her from wishing her friend was here so they could worship together. Besides, she was still sure there was plenty she could still learn from Miyuki.

The thought of Miyuki playing with Sven’s balls, as Yoko sucked him off, caused her whole body to tense, which caused his whole body to tense as her mouth contracted around his cock. Excited, she sucked him faster and faster, her hand quickly twisting around the base of his wet shaft, her body tingling as she felt beads of her wetness running down her wet pussy lips and dripping off her clit.

Still, the other man droned on regardless, completely oblivious to the young Asian woman under the desk, a big white cock in her mouth.

She wondered how often the professor fantasised about something like that, how many times he had jerked himself off into the shower at the thought of some innocent undergrad walking into his office to seek his advice and guidance, of falling to her knees and sucking his cock before he bends her over the desk, pulling down her plain white panties, now soaked through, and slides his experienced cock in her tight, virgin pussy, hand over her mouth to stop her moans of pleasure as he fucks her harder and harder, her tight pussy gripping his cock until he finally unloads inside her. Then, after she falls to her knees and sucks the pussy juices off his dick, she pulls on her white panties and heads off to her next class as his load drips out of her and into her panties.

She didn’t know where the idea came from, but the thought of going to a lecture and sitting amongst her classmates whilst Sven’s great big load leaked into her panties got her so excited she thought she was going to explode.

She kept working Sven, desperate for his tribute. She kept working him with her mouth and hand, her tongue playing with him as she went. She could feel he was close, his murmurs of ascent to the professor were getting shorter, more clipped.

As she kept going, she felt his legs begin to tremble, and she knew he was close.





It’s just a shame


 
, she thought,

 

that he won’t be able to see what happens next.





“I think we’re about done here,” said the professor, scraping the chair across the floor as he stood.

“I think so, too,” said Sven.

“No need to get up,” said the professor, which nearly made Yoko choke on the cock lodged deep in her throat. She heard the footsteps cross the floor, followed by the door opening and closing. As soon as the door clicked shut, Sven began to cum. Letting out a low moan, he placed a hand on the back of Yoko’s head as he thrust his cock deeper into her throat, shooting thick strands into her mouth.

As he came she felt some of his load dribbling down her throat, as the rest filled her mouth. He continued to cum as she continued to suck his cock, milking every last drop of his seed out of him.

When he was finally done, he removed his hand from the back of her head and she slipped his cock out of her mouth. It was slick with cum, as was her mouth, and as she removed his cock she felt his seed dribbling down her chin and dripping down her shirt, warm globules of cum settling between her breasts.

“I can’t believe you just did that?” said Sven as she pushed her way up from under the desk, hands on his knees as she kneeled in front of him. She smiled and opened her mouth, showing the thick load on her tongue. “Fuck.”

She closed her mouth and swallowed, before sticking out her tongue fully, showing him what a good girl she had been.

“You could have gotten us into so much trouble,” he said, seriously.

“You didn’t like?” she asked innocently, carefully wiping the cum from her chin and sucking it off the tip of her finger.

“That’s not the point. Do you know what it’s like to have someone secretly sucking your cock whilst you’re having a meeting with your boss?”




“No, but I know what it’s like to suck someone’s cock whilst they’re having a meeting with their boss. It’s

 

very


 
exciting.” She smiled and he smiled back.




Suddenly there was another knock at the door.

“Get down,” he whispered as she hurried back under the desk.

“Sorry to disturb you again,” said Professor Erikson, “do you want me to keep that bag in my office? For safety?” Back under the desk, Yoko began to carefully run her tongue over Sven’s cock, cleaning up the mess she had made by making him cum in her mouth. It was, she figured, the fair thing to do.

“No thank you, professor,” said Sven, as Yoko ran her tongue around the tip of his cock, licking up the last drops of cum, “I’d feel better if I personally made sure they got what was theirs.”

“Very well,” said the professor, closing the door as he left.

A few moments passed before Sven once again pushed his chair back and Yoko emerged from the desk.

“I made sure to clean up all the mess,” said Yoko, still on her knees.

“All the mess?” asked Sven, staring down her open top.

“Oops,” she said, wiping the cum off from between her breasts with her index finger, “silly me.” She smiled innocently up at him as she licked the tip of her finger clean.
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