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The Birthday Party








H

 appy birthday to you,




Happy birthday to you,



Happy birthday dear Yoko,



Happy birthday to you.


Everyone around the table cheered as Yoko blew out the candles on her birthday cake, clapping as the last one went out.

Tsumugi, Aoi, Mei, Naomi, and even Reina joined in with the celebrations as the rest of the clientele of the upmarket restaurant Yoko had chosen for her birthday party looked on with less enthusiasm. Of course, John was also there, singing and clapping, although with a bit more reservation than the rest of the group.

“Make a wish,” said Aoi.




“Oi,” said Reina, “you can’t make a wish

 

after


 
the candles are blown out, that’s bad luck.”




“I thought you didn’t believe in luck?” said Naomi.

“I don’t,” said Reina, trying to hide the frustration in her voice, “but if you’re going to follow these silly superstitions, then you may as well follow them properly.”

“They’re not silly,” protested Yoko, “I think they’re wonderful.”

“You would,” said Reina, “you get anything you want anyway.”

“I do not,” she began.

“Why don’t we ask them to light the candles again, so Yoko can make a wish this time?” said Tsumugi, trying to diffuse the situation.

“You can’t do that,” insisted Reina, “you only get one birthday wish.”

“I get as many wishes as I like,” said Yoko, “besides, I already made my wish.”

“What did you wish for?” asked Aoi.

“I bet I can guess,” said Mei, smiling.

“You can’t tell anyone,” said Reina, “otherwise it won’t come true.” They all turned to look at her. “Not that it would anyway.”

“I don’t know,” said Mei, “I’ve found most of the things I’ve wished for have come true because I wasn’t afraid to say it out loud.”

“I’m not afraid,” said Yoko, “it’s just sometimes nice to wish for things and have other people do them spontaneously.”

“So your wish involves a person?” said Mei, giving a sly wink.

“I didn’t mean that!” said Yoko, her cheeks reddening. “I just mean, sometimes it’s nice if things happen without you asking for them. It makes them feel more special.”

“That’s fair,” said Mei, “this one time I was with this girl and without asking she put her finger up my a–”

“Mei,” said Tsumugi sharply, “maybe this isn’t the place for that kind of story.”

“I don’t know,” said Mei, looking around the room at the groups of people sitting at other tables, all immaculately dressed, “they all look like they’ve got sticks up their –”




“

 

Mei


 
,” scolded Tsumugi, muttering sharply in Japanese as her eyes flicked back between Mei and the other tables.




“Fine,” huffed Mei, “I’ll be on my best behaviour from now on.”

“I hope your wish comes true, Yoko,” said Aoi.

“You’re so sweet,” replied Yoko, a big smile on her face.

“Would you like us to cut that cake, ma’am?” asked the waiter who had appeared as if out of nowhere.

“Yes, please,” said Tsumugi.

“But it’s so pretty,” said Yoko, looking lovingly at the cake with its blown-out candles.

“You can’t have your cake and eat it too,” said Naomi.




“You can,” said Mei, “if by cake you mean–

 

oww!


 
” Tsumugi threw her a sharp look. “Right, sorry. Best behaviour,” she said, as she reached down, presumably, John thought, to rub her leg where Tsumugi had kicked her under the table.




“Ok then,” said Yoko, “seven slices please.”

“Could you make that eight, please?” asked Tsumugi, to the waiter.

“But there’s only seven of us?” said Yoko.

“Yes, but that way, we can all have a slice now, and you can have one to take home later.”

“Ooh, I like that idea,” said Yoko, clapping her hands softly, “but wait, does it mean everyone else gets less cake?”

“Only slightly, I’m sure no one will mind, right?” Tsumugi looked around the table for confirmation from everyone who agreed.

“What about you, John?” asked Mei, “you a big fan of cake?” She gave him a sly smile. “What?” she said looking at Tsumugi, who was giving her the evil eye, “it’s a legitimate question.”

“I like cake,” said John, ignoring Mei’s innuendo.

“I bet you do.”

“But I’m happy for Yoko to have some of mine.”

“Don’t even,” said Naomi, quickly. “Eight slices would be great, thank you,” she said, turning to the waiter, who reached over the table and took the cake away. “Should we do presents,” she asked, “whilst we’re waiting?”

“Yes!” said Yoko, clapping softly, “presents!”

“Here you go,” said Mei, reaching over the table and placing a small rectangular box with a bright pink bow on it, in front of Yoko. “This is from me and Aoi.”

John stared at the boxing, thinking it seemed familiar in some way, but couldn’t think where he would have seen it before.




“Maybe we should start with something else?” said Aoi to Mei. “That’s more of a

 

private


 
gift. Here,” she said, picking up a larger gift and passing it to Tsumugi, who was sitting next to Yoko, “I also got you this.”




“Thank you,” said Yoko, “but I’m super eager to know what’s in the little one now.” Yoko picked it up and shook it gently. “Is it delicate?”

“It’s pretty robust,” said Mei, “but it should be used delicately, especially at first.”

Suddenly, as John stared at the box, he realised where he had seen it before.

The first night he had spent with Mei, she had asked if he would like to see her model what she had bought at the shop that day. John had eagerly agreed, especially as that shop had been the local sex shop, which was filled with countless outfits that spurred his imagination into places he had never even before considered.

So, once she had finally had an opportunity to change into her outfit, he was surprised to find her fully dressed. He was even more surprised to find that even once she had undressed, there was no outfit to model.

It was only later, as she straddled his face and leaned over to take his cock in her mouth, that he saw her new accessory.

“Maybe you should save that for later,” said John to Yoko, as she began to undo the bow.

“Do you know what it is?” she asked.

“I’ve got a pretty good idea,” he said.




“Then I

 

have to know


 
,” she said, pulling the lid off. The table went silent as she stared into the box, before placing the lid back on. Silently, she stood up and walked away from the table.




“Yoko?” called Mei.

“What have you done now?” said Reina, annoyed.

“Nothing,” said Mei, sharply, “it was only a bit of fun.”

“It always is with you,” she replied.

“What is that supposed to mean?”

“You know what it means.”

“Hey!” shouted Tsumugi as the two girls continued to argue.

Naomi looked across the table at John.

“I’ll go talk to her,” said John, and nodded.

As he moved away from the table, he quickly took the box and slipped it into his jacket pocket. He wasn’t sure if he wanted to hide it or to confirm it was, but he felt sure it was best not to leave it on the table.

“Yoko,” he said, as he walked quickly behind her, her heels clicking rapidly on the tiled floor, “wait.”

She continued down the corridor, before entering the women’s toilets, without even a glance back.

He paused for a second outside, unsure what to do. He couldn’t just burst in there, could he? But, he decided, he had to go in. But then, as he went to push the door, it opened from the other side and a well-dressed woman stood there, looking at him.

“Oh, sorry,” he said, “I was looking for the men’s.”

“It’s over there,” she said, pointing to the door with the large sign on it that read, “MEN”.

“Thanks,” he said and walked towards the door. Then, as soon as she was out of sight, he rushed back and slipped into the women’s toilets.

He stood in the middle of the room. He had half-expected it to be full of women, all of whom would stare at him and immediately start screaming about the pervert in their midst. But thankfully, the room was empty and he instead just felt a little out of place.

He marvelled at the immaculate room, the scent of expensive perfume in the air, the polished marble worktops and the spotless mirror. He had never been to a place as fancy as this before and, if it wasn’t for Yoko’s insistence on celebrating in style, he wondered if he ever would have.

He looked down the row of cubicle doors, all of which were closed. He panicked, wondering if someone was going to jump out and catch him, but as he went down the row, he saw they were all vacant, except for the one on the end.

He stopped outside and, against every fibre in his body, knocked on the door.

“Yoko?” he whispered, but there was no reply. “Are you ok?”

He stood there, getting increasingly nervous about being caught and having the entire group thrown out, which, he was fairly certain, the staff would not hesitate to do. After all, they hadn’t exactly distinguished themselves since they arrived.

Not that that was entirely their fault, though. It had been a rather energetic afternoon and by the time everyone got there they were already wound up.


◆◆◆




“I’m going to take a shower,” said Yoko, rushing up the stairs.

“But you just took one,” said John, as he stood at the foot of the stairs and watched her firm ass bounce in her tight denim shorts.

“It’s been a tiring day,” she said, “and I have to be fresh for my birthday party!”

“What about the bags?”

“Oh, you can leave them in my room.”

“It didn’t take long for her to get you trained,” said Mei, who was standing behind him.

“I’m carrying your bags too, you know. I’m not fully sure how that happened, by the way.”

“It didn’t take me long either,” she said, giving him a wink and heading up the stairs. “Come on sweetie,” she said to Aoi who was standing next to her, “we have to get ready too. Got to look our best for the birthday girl’s special night.”

John looked at Mei.

“What?”

“Nothing,” he said, “I’m just trying to imagine you all dressed up.”

“I bet you are,” she said, “but you ain’t seen nothing yet.” With that, she raced up the stairs, with Aoi following in tow.

“Don’t forget the bags,” Mei called to John, “but don’t peek!”

Alone, John let out a sigh.

“Is this your new thing?” asked Reina, causing John to jump, “standing outside my shower, waiting to see me in a towel?”

“What? No,” said John, as he turned to see Reina standing outside the downstairs bathroom. “I was just–”

“I know what you were doing,” she said. He stood there, expecting her to continue to berate him, but she said nothing, just stared at him, daring him to break eye contact and to look her up and down.

He looked her in her eyes, full of judgement and disdain for him, and tried to focus. Her hair was wrapped in a white towel and he could see in his peripheral vision that her body was wrapped in a matching towel, tucked firmly between her breasts.

As she stared him down, droplets of water sitting on her exposed chest, he felt himself getting hard. He didn’t know why she had such an effect on him, but she did. He tried not to think of the time in the library, where she had leaned over the table and whispered how sad and pathetic he was, as she rubbed her bare foot over his cock causing him to cum faster than he ever had before.

“Pathetic,” she said, breaking eye contact and looking down at the bulge in his trousers. “You going to think of this when you jerk off later?” she snorted, “or did you already cum at the thought of it              ?”

She moved forward and barged past him before he was able to get out of the way. He looked after her, seeing her in profile for the first time, the white towel covering not much more than her ass, as droplets of water ran down her smooth, toned legs, to her bare feet.

“Creep.”

He looked up from her feet to see her standing in her bedroom doorway, staring at him, with the same look of disgust that had made his cock throb. Only now, he was sure there was the faintest of smiles on her lips.

She stepped back and maintained eye contact, slowly pulling at the top of her towel, before slamming the door shut.


◆◆◆




As soon as he got into his bedroom, he pulled out his cock and started working himself as fast as he could. It felt rough, but he was so horny he needed to cum as soon as possible, her dismissive tone repeating in his mind.

After Reina had slammed the door in his face, he’d run upstairs, dropped Yoko’s shopping bags in her bedroom and left Mei’s and Aoi’s in the corridor, unsure which was which, quickly knocking on their doors and running to his bedroom.


Knock. Knock.


“Fuck,” mumbled John to himself as he tried to quickly tuck his hard cock away. “Just a second,” he called.

His hard cock back in his trousers, he took a deep, slow breath to compose himself and walked to the bedroom door.

“Hi,” he said to Tsumugi, who was waiting patiently for him, a smile on her face. He noticed she was in her pink pyjamas, the tight t-shirt and shorts set she’d been wearing when he arrived that first day.

“Hi,” she said cheerily, “can I come in?”

“Uhh, sure,” he said, unable to think of a reason why she couldn’t.

“If it’s a bad time, I can come back later?”

“No, no,” he said, holding the door open for her, “I wasn’t doing anything.”

“Ok,” she said and walked in. As she passed, he took a good long look at her tight ass in those shorts and his cock throbbed even harder.

“What’s up?” he asked as casually as he could.

“Oh, not much,” she said, as she strolled around his room, looking around, her fingers gently touching this and that, “I’ve just been getting ready for tonight. Hence, these.” She pulled at her top gently and stretched even more tightly across her body.

“Oh, ok,” he said. “I guess I’ll have to start getting ready soon. Not that it’ll take me too long. One of the benefits of being a guy, I guess.”

“That’s true,” she said, “but to be honest I do like getting ready for a night out. It makes me feel so fancy, so confident.”

“That’s good.”

“It is. Anyway, sorry, I just wanted to say hi and say that I think it’s really sweet that you chose to do something nice for Yoko.”

Images of Yoko flashed through his mind from earlier that day. He saw her on her knees in the changing rooms, in nothing but her panties, as she wrapped her lips around his cock before taking it all in her mouth. He saw her bent over, hands pressed against the changing room wall, both of them watching in the full-length mirror on the wall as he fucked her from behind. He could still feel his cock in her pussy, could still feel how she quivered as she came as he filled her with cum.

His cock throbbed in his trousers, almost to the point of pain.

“I mean, spending the day with her and going clothes shopping,” she said, “that can’t have been much fun for you.”

“It was fun,” he said, trying to play it cool, “she’s really nice.”

“Of course she is, she’s wonderful,” she said, “when she’s getting exactly what she wants.”

John wondered how much Tsumugi actually knew. But given this had only happened this afternoon, and that they had only shortly returned home, he figured she didn’t know much about anything. But that didn’t mean she didn’t suspect.

“So there I was,” she said, walking slowly towards him, “getting ready and all I could think about was how you’re such a sweet guy.”

“It was really nothing,” he said, “I wasn’t doing much anyway.”

“No need to be modest,” she said, “you did a nice thing. And nice things,” she said, standing directly in front of him, “should be rewarded.”

“Rewarded?” he asked.

“Rewarded,” she whispered, her hand gently rubbing his hard cock, “and it seems you're all ready for your reward.”

Before he could think of anything to say, Tsumugi slipped her hand down his trousers and began rubbing his cock. He moaned as her soft hand rubbed up and down his firm shaft.

“Sorry if my grip’s too soft,” she whispered, “I’ve just been moisturising.”

“That’s ok,” he stammered.

“Do you know what else happens when I start to get all dressed up?” she whispered.

“No,” he said, trying to control his breathing.

She pressed herself up on her toes, stretching her body against his as she leaned into his ear and whispered,

“I get really, really horny.” She began to work him faster as she tugged at his trousers with her other hand. “No,” she said as he tried to help her, “just relax.” She tugged one side down and then the other, before pulling the front down over his cock and letting his trousers fall to the floor.

He sighed with relief as she began working his newly-freed cock faster.

“I can’t help it,” she said, “it happens every time.”

“Why?” he asked.




“I think partly it’s because the act of getting ready makes me feel really good about myself. And I think part of it is because I can’t stop thinking about all the men who are going to be looking at me wherever I go. I know it’s wrong, but there’s something primal about being desired, about being wanted on a purely physical level. There’s a power to it, knowing every man in the room wants you, even the ones with wives.

 

Especially them


 
. They sit there, casting glances at my legs and my ass and my tits, wondering what I look like naked, wondering how I feel, how I taste, how I

 

fuck


 
.”




She began to work him faster.




“They want to know how it feels to press themselves deep in my tight Japanese pussy, listening to my moans as they stretch me out with their big white cock before cumming deep inside me. They’ll think about that all night, as they sit there with their wives and girlfriends, thinking about my beautiful pussy, all smooth and wet, and when they go home they’ll fuck their brains out, with the passion of their very first time. And all the while they’ll be thinking about being inside me, fantasising they are deep inside me. But you,” she said, looking deep into his eyes, “you don’t have to imagine, do you? You know

 

exactly


 
what it’s like to be inside me, to feel me gripping your cock. You know what it feels like to cum inside this tight, Japanese body.”




She tightened her grip slightly on his cock, her hand moving on his cock as fast as she could.

“Don’t you?” she asked.

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Pardon?”

“Yes,” he said louder.

“What was it like?”

“So good,” he said.

“Did you like to cum inside me?”

“So much.”

“Would you like to cum inside me again?”

“Yes.”

“Good, because I want you to cum inside me, to cum deep, deep inside me. But for now,” she said, “how would you like to cum on my tits?” She pressed her body against his, her breasts rubbing against him, her body shaking as she worked him rapidly.

He nodded silently, and she smiled.

“Good boy,” she said, dropping to her knees and working him at face level, licking her lips as she looked up at him, her eyes wide. Then without missing a beat, she took her hand from his cock and took him in her mouth, sucking him quickly, causing him to moan as she pressed his cock deep into her throat.

It was all he could do not to shoot his load there and then as she expertly worked him with her mouth, her soft lips sliding up and down his shaft.

“I’m so close,” he moaned, causing her to shake her head in disagreement, her mouth still full of cock.

She gripped his bare ass, pulling him deeper into her mouth as her head bobbed backwards and forwards, her nails digging into his skin. He placed his hand gently on her head, guiding her as she sucked his cock, moving his hips as he began to fuck her mouth, getting closer with every second.

“Fuck,” he moaned, as he felt her warm saliva dribbling down his balls, his cock twitching in her throat.

“You like that?” she said, taking his cock out of her mouth and working his wet shaft with her hand, “you like being deep in my throat?”

“So much.”

“You like to fuck my wet mouth? You want to cum right down my throat as you fuck my mouth?”

“Yes.”

“Of course you do.”

“But don’t you want to cum on my tits? To see my tight body covered in your thick load?”

“More than anything.”

“Then say it.”

“I want to cum on you.”

“Where?”

“Everywhere. I want to cum over every inch of your perfect body.”

“Where specifically?”

“Your tits. I want to cum all over your big tits.”

“Over these?” she asked, hiking up her tight pyjama top, exposing one breast at a time with her free hand, as she continued to work him.

“Yes.”

“You want to cum all over these?” she rubbed her hands over her breasts, squeezing them and pinching her nipples, causing them to harden.

“Oh god, yes.”

“What’s the magic word?”

“Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please let me cum all over your tits.”

“Good boy,” she said, taking the tip of his cock in her mouth, swirling her tongue around it as she kept stroking his shaft, bringing him closer and closer.

She let go of his cock and he began working himself as fast as he could as he watched her swiftly pulling off her pyjama top and throwing it across the room.

“Cum for me,” she said, running her hand between her breasts, “cum all over my body. I want your white man cum all over me.”

He continued to work himself, feeling his orgasm building, the tip of his cock slick with saliva and pre-cum.

“Cum for me,” she begged, pressing her breasts together, “they’re all yours.”

He worked himself faster and faster looking at the beautiful woman kneeling in front of him, her perfect tits pressed together, waiting for his cum.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, “I’m cumming.”

“Yes, cum for me,” she pleaded as she pinched her nipples, “show me this body belongs to you.”

He moaned loudly as he came, pumping thick strands of cum through the air and all over Tsumugi’s tits.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “cum for me.” She squealed with delight as his thick load shot across her chest. “Give me every single drop,” she begged, looking up at him with big wide eyes, “make me your Japanese cumslut.”

He moaned louder as he came harder than he thought possible as load after load flooded out of his cock and onto her perfect body.

“More,” she begged. “I need it all.” He worked himself until every last drop of cum was on her tits. No sooner had he finished coating her body, Tsumugi leaned forward and took his cock in her mouth, sucking the last of it out of him as the tongue licked up it.

Then, his cock clean, she leaned back, and looked up at him, smiling innocently as she gently stroked his cock, her tits covered in his thick load.

“I love being covered in your cum,” she said sweetly, a single finger trailing through the mess he made, “it makes me feel so sexy, watching you look at me with such hungry eyes, such desire. Did you enjoy that as much as I did?”

“Yes,” he said, breathlessly, as he gently stroked her hair.

“Was I a good little Japanese cumslut?”

“The best.”

“Yay,” she said and leaned forward to softly kiss the tip of his cock. “But my goodness,” she said, looking at her cum-covered body, “there’s so much of it.” She scooped some up on her finger and slowly licked it off, letting out a satisfied moan as she swallowed it down.

He watched as she wiped it off a bit at a time, sucking it off her finger and swallowing it down, until it was all gone. Then, all clean, she jumped to her feet, her breasts bouncing.

“Thank you,” she said, “I needed that.” She leaned in to kiss him with her warm, soft lips. “There’s only one problem with being your little Japanese cumslut.”

“What’s that?”




“Well,” she said, taking his hand and sliding it into her shorts, “it makes me so

 

fucking


 
horny.” She moaned as his hand slid over her soaking wet pussy.




She pressed her body into his, grinding her hips as he slid his finger in between her wet lips, sliding down and easily into her tight pussy.

“You did this,” she said, moaning as she rocked on his hand, riding the finger deep inside her, “you did this to me.”

She rocked faster and he pulled his hand down and slid a second finger into her, causing her to throw her head back as she fucked his hand faster and faster. He leaned in and kissed her exposed neck, her arms wrapped around his neck holding herself up, as he curled his fingers inside her, stroking her g-spot.

As he moved his fingers inside her, he could feel her body shaking already.

“Are you going to cum already, my little cumslut?”

“I’m so close,” she said, “I can’t help it.”

“I didn’t give you permission.”

“But I need it. I need it so bad.”

“Then beg me.”

“Please,” she begged, “please can I cum?”

“Who’s asking?”

“Please.”

“Who’s asking?”




“Your little –

 

oh fuck


 
,” her knees buckled slightly and she sank deeper onto his fingers, her petite body hanging onto him, “your little cumslut wants to cum. She’s begging you.”




“Then beg.”

“Please,” she said, her wetness running down his hand and dripping into the bottom of her already soaking-wet shorts.

“More.”




“

 

Please, please let me cum


 
,” she said as she rode his hand furiously.




He gently stroked her hair and placed his mouth to his ear, breathing softly as he made her wait before finally he whispered,




“

 

Cum for me


 
.”







“Ahhh –

 

fuck!


 
” she cried out as she came, pulling on his neck as her pussy contracted on his fingers. She pressed against him and he could feel her whole body shaking as her orgasm ran through her.




“Cum for me, my dirty little cumslut,” he whispered into her ear, causing her whole body to shudder again. As she rode his fingers, he continued to stroke that sweet spot inside of her, smelling her desire as her wetness continued to run down his hand.

As she continued to cum, he slid his free hand into her hair and gently but firmly pulled her head back and kissed her passionately as she moaned with pleasure into his mouth.

After what felt like the longest time, she calmed down, her furious riding of his fingers turning to a gently rocking motion. Still, he kept his fingers deep inside her as she squeezed every last drop of pleasure out of them, her half-naked body shivering as each new jolt ran through her.

Then, exhausted, she leaned against him limply, held up by little more than friction between their bodies.

“Oh my god,” she puffed, completely out of breath. “That was… wow.”

“You like?”

“So much.” She looked up and smiled. He kissed her gently on the top of the head and slowly slid his fingers out of her pussy and her shorts. “Oh my,” she said, as he held her wet fingers up to her face, “look what you did to me.”

He held out his fingers and she obediently took them in her mouth, sucking her wetness from them, before he slid them out of her mouth, licked her wetness from his wrist, and kissed her, the two of them sharing the taste of her wet pussy.

“I better finish getting ready,” she said, after a few moments, “if I can.”

“Me too,” he said.

She kissed him softly, then unwrapped her arms from around his neck and turned to look for her top. As she bent over, he could see how wet her shorts were, the fabric between her legs now a dark pink, and he felt his cock twitch.

She picked up her top and turned to face him as she pulled it back on and down over her breasts, then leaned in to kiss him, giving his cock a little squeeze, and smiling, before she left the room.

John leaned back against the wall, the heat of her mouth on his cock and the taste of her pussy in his mouth, and smiled.


◆◆◆




“Limo in fifteen,” yelled Mei as she banged on John’s bedroom door.

“Shit,” said John, sitting suddenly upright on his bed. He’d only meant to lie down for a couple of minutes but had fallen asleep for far longer than intended. He sat on the side of the bed and rubbed his face with his hands, trying to wake up a bit.

Outside he could hear the commotion, the six girls running around, doors opening and closing, as they borrowed hairdryers, straighteners, makeup, heels.

He got up and stretched, then grabbed his towel and headed to the shower.

He turned on the water, got undressed and stepped into the hot stream, thankful that it wasn’t freezing cold. Even Reina, he figured, must be too busy to fuck with him by running the shower downstairs at the same time.

He washed himself quickly, before hopping out and hurriedly drying himself. Once semi-dry, he wrapped the towel around his waist and rushed out of the shower, ignoring the wolf-whistles from Mei at his half-naked form as he rushed through the corridor and into his bedroom.

Inside, he whipped off the towel and began to dry himself as he moved around the room, collecting cologne and hair products, before opening the cupboard and pulling out a suit cover.

He threw the towel over his shoulder and undid the zip, taking out the suit, throwing the cover onto the floor and hanging the suit on the handle of the wardrobe.

It had been a present from joining university, a symbol of being a man.

He hadn’t been overly excited by the gift, but even he had to admit that once it had been properly fitted by a tailor, an experience in and of itself, it did look really good on him. His only regret was that he hadn’t had much opportunity to wear it since then.

He pulled on a pair of boxers and pulled a white shirt out of the wardrobe, and buttoned it up before sliding on the trousers, doing them up as he moved to the mirror, tie in hand. As he struggled to remember how to tie it, he considered himself in the mirror, thankful he had recently shaved and didn’t need to rush to do it now.

Sorting the tie as best he could, he straightened his shirt collar, sprayed on some cologne, and went about doing his hair.

“Five minutes, people,” shouted Mei.

He did his hair quickly and then ran across the room and put on his dress shoes and jacket. He looked at himself in the mirror, but felt something was still missing.

“Shit,” he said again and began rummaging through the drawers. “Where are they?” he muttered, moving from one to the other and back again, digging all the way back until…

“Oh, thank god,” he said, pulling out a large black cube. He flipped it open and took the first of the cufflinks and put it on, before putting on the other.

Two minutes,” yelled Mei.

John took a deep breath and looked at his reflection. He looked, he thought, pretty damn good, especially for how long it had taken him.

“One minute,” came the cry from outside.

“But I’m not ready!” cried Aoi, as the commotion outside got steadily louder.

“You were born ready, sweetie,” replied Mei, “now move that sweet ass!”

“Here we go,” he said, and headed for the bedroom door.


◆◆◆




“Hey stud, check you out,” said Mei, as she stood at the top of the stairs. “You look good enough to eat. But so do I!” She laughed, throwing her head back as she did so. John couldn’t disagree at all.

Even though it was Yoko’s special night and she had specifically instructed everyone to get dolled up, it was still a surprise to see Mei looking so glamorous. He’d grown so accustomed to seeing her in her tight jeans and leather jacket that she looked practically unrecognisable in her tight-fitting dress that hugged her lean frame, covering almost her whole figure, except for the slit up one side which exposed one of her smooth legs.

“Limo’s here!” she shouted suddenly and turned and headed down the stairs, her high heels clicking unsteadily on the steps. John stood staring at the outline of her ass, accented perfectly under the fabric.

“Wait for me” shouted Aoi, as she rushed out of her bedroom and down the stairs. She had been in such a panic that she hadn’t even noticed John standing outside his room, but he had noticed her. As she ran, her perfect legs on show, her frilly white dress bobbed up and down her thighs as her newly curled hair moved in tandem. Her time with Mei might have awoken her dark side, but tonight she looked like innocence personified, her submissive tendencies hidden, at least on the surface.

John followed them downstairs, where they waited in the corridor.

“Very smart,” said Naomi, as she stepped out of her room, wearing a light green pantsuit with loose-fitting legs, with a matching low-cut top that clung to her breasts. As her jacket opened slightly, he could see her nipples clearly through her top.

“Thank you,” said John.

“Oh my gosh!” cried Aoi. “Look at you! You look so handsome!” As she spoke, she bounced on her toes, her dress and hair and breasts bouncing in tandem.

She cried out as overbalanced on her heels and began to fall. John leapt forward and caught her.

“Thank you,” she said, as she helped her back upright. “They’re a bit higher than I’m used to.”

“But your legs look great though,” said Mei. “Isn’t that right?”

“Err, yes,” said John, “she looks wonderful. He turned and looked at all of them. “You all do.”

“Don’t worry,” said Mei, “we know you do.”

“Yes,” said Reina, as she came out of her bedroom, “we do.”

John felt the need to defend himself but was immediately struck dumb upon seeing her in her little black dress clinging to her body, showing off her toned thighs and legs, with black open-toe heels, her toenails polished a bright red.

He looked up from her feet and met her withering gaze.

“Everyone ready?” asked Tsumugi, cutting off anything Reina might have had to say. John looked towards the source of the voice and saw her walking downstairs. Seeing how short her dress was, he immediately averted his eyes, not wanting to look like a pervert in front of the group. She wore a light-pink dress, similar to Aoi’s, but with fewer frills. A more mature version, almost. But the light material still moved freely as she moved down the stairs.

“Finally!” said Yoko, from the top of the stairs, “I’ve been waiting for this for ages”. This time John couldn’t look away. Wrapped in the tight red dress that had driven him mad in the changing rooms, her perfect legs and tits on show, ready to drive all the men in the restaurant into fits of desire, she descended the stairs in matching red stilettos, her hair and make-up impeccable. No one would have guessed this was the same girl who’d begged to be fucked in the changing rooms, her wet panties stuffed into her mouth to stop her moaning with pleasure. The same ones that had filled with cum as John’s load leaked out of her freshly-fucked pussy as they made their way home.

“Shall we get in the limo?” asked Aoi, “we don’t want to keep them waiting.”

“Oh, the limo isn’t here yet,” said Mei, “I just wanted to make sure everyone was ready.” The four girls downstairs booed and cursed her for making them rush to get ready, as Mei laughed openly and John tried to hide his smirk.

In the middle of the commotion, Mei’s phone beeped.

“Hang on,” she said, checking her phone, “the limo’s here, for real.” She put her phone into her small bag and opened the front door, ushering them to the awaiting taxi. “Good job I’m here,” said Mei as they passed, “otherwise who else would take responsibility.”

Tsumugi threw her a sharp look and Mei laughed, and so did Tsumugi.

Moments later, the seven of them were in the back of the limo and on their way.


◆◆◆




“Woo!” yelled Mei as the limo pulled off, waving her arms in the air and kicking her legs out in front of her. “I could get used to this.”

“Seems a little extravagant for you, Mei?” asked Naomi, smiling.

“Sometimes you have to make do,” said Mei, “besides, it beats walking to campus every day.”




“

 

Every


 
day?” said Tsumugi.







“

 

Some


 
days,” said Mei, shrugging. “But still, it would be cool.”




“And would also cut out your only form of exercise,” said Reina.




“Not my

 

only


 
form,” said Mei. “I’ve been known to get a good workout in from time to time.”




“We know,” said Aoi, her face beaming, “we’ve all heard it!”

“Aoi!” said Yoko, shocked and the gang burst into laughter, even Reina.

John smiled, trying not to draw attention to himself. Some of those noises had definitely been made when John and Mei had gotten together. It wasn’t that he was ashamed of it or that it was a secret, but he felt strange thinking about his sexual encounters with Mei and the other housemates on Yoko’s birthday. True, he had not too long ago cum all over Tsumugi’s breasts after she had begged him to, before he fingerfucked her to orgasm, but that was different somehow.

But even though he felt this way, he couldn’t help but be acutely aware that he was in a confined space with six beautiful Japanese women, dressed in highly alluring outfits, their make-up and hair styled to perfection, which only accented their natural beauty. As their laughter and perfumes and energies filled the air, it was hard not to feel as if he was being  enveloped in their world. He had had intimate encounters with all of them, to varying degrees, where they had explored the boundaries of their sexual desires, opening doors to pleasures that had been previously closed. But he felt there was something more intimate about this setting, which would have been, without him, a girl’s night out. Not only had they felt comfortable enough to share their bodies with him, but they felt comfortable bringing him into their world.

As the girls laughed and joked, pressing this button and that, with music blaring from hidden speakers, John felt Yoko next to him, her bare leg rubbing against his trousers, her hand gently touching his thigh, his arm, his back. Brief touches as if she was making sure he was still there. She had already claimed him this morning as part of her birthday celebrations, and she seemed eager to keep him for the duration.

She looked amazing in the tight red dress she had bought and he had to make sure not to stare down the top of it at her amazing breasts. But wherever he seemed to look, there was something he shouldn’t be looking at. Naomi’s breasts, Aoi’s legs, Mei’s ass as she shuffled around the limo, moving from one seat to the other, even Reina’s immaculately manicured feet, which she had used against him in numerous ways, all seemed to be exactly where he looked. What’s more, they all seemed to be touching one another, innocent touches on the arm or leg, soft hands touching bare skin, brushing delicately almost a caress. Watching all of this, he felt his cock twitch and he tried not to imagine the innocent touches turning not-so-innocent, hands sliding up legs further than a friend’s should, disappearing under dresses as laughter turned to soft moans, friendly cuddles turning into passionate embraces, the scent of perfume mixing with the rising scent of arousal as dresses were lifted up and tops pulled down, as fingers slid into tight holes, and legs were spread to welcome eager mouths.

“We’re here,” shouted Mei, and as John looked up, he saw she was standing on one of the seats, the top half of her body disappearing through the sunroof, her dress clinging to her ass as she wiggled her hips in time to the blaring music from the limo speakers.

“Ok everyone,” said Tsumugi, as the limo stopped outside the restaurant, “this is for Yoko’s birthday, so everyone had to be on their best behaviour, ok?”

The group murmured half-hearted acknowledgements.

“I mean it,” she said, “no embarrassing antics tonight, yes?”

The group agreed, this time a bit louder.

“Good,” she said, “let’s go have some fun!”

“Woo,” said Mei quietly as she moved past John, “respectable, civilised fun.”

The girls piled out of the limo, pulling at their skirts or tops, making sure there wasn’t too much ass showing or too little cleavage. Once they had all gotten out, John stepped out, hoping they wouldn’t notice the semi-erection he had developed as they had moved around him.

Despite Tsumugi’s pleas for respectable behaviour, there was a clear energy in the group, the girls giggling and whispering as they entered the fancy restaurant. They looked and pointed and whispered.

“Hi,” said Yoko to the maître d, as he stood behind a podium at the front of the restaurant.

“Good evening, madam,” he said to Yoko, who John thought might actually explode from delight, “how can I be of service?”

“We have a reservation for seven,” she said, “people, that is, not seven o’clock.”

“Of course, and what was the name?”

“Yoko,” she began.

“Right this way,” he said instantly as if he had been expecting them, before walking into the dining room as the seven of them followed him through.

“This is your table,” he said, stopping by a large round table with seven places set. “Allow me,” he said, pulling a chair out for the birthday girl.

“Thank you,” said Yoko, as she took her seat. “Wait,” she said, as everyone else moved around the table. “John, you sit here, Aoi, you sit there.”

She continued until everyone was seated where she had chosen, with John on her left and Naomi on her left.

The night continued in the same spirit as the limo, only notably quieter thanks to constant reminders from Tsumugi and glares from other tables if they got too loud.

But even though their glances were a perfectly reasonable response to their behaviour, John couldn’t get the story Tsumugi had told him out of his mind. All the men here, he was sure, would doubtless have sex with any of his associates at the dinner table, if they were sure they could get away with it.

How could they resist any of the beautiful Japanese women dressed up in outfits that perfectly accentuated their frames, showing off their firm and toned college-aged bodies? Who would dream of such an opportunity?

As he looked around the room, he could see the glances of the older men, devouring the women, imagining what it would be like to fuck them, to cum inside them, to listen to them moan as their wet pussies rubbed along their more experienced faces. Even as he thought this, John felt himself getting hard at the thought of these things he had experienced. That Yoko’s hand was caressing his thigh under the table didn’t help matters, not that he was complaining.

As her hand slid further up and began slowly rubbing his hard cock through his trousers, he was sure this was going to be a good night.


◆◆◆




“Go away.”

“It’s me.”

There was no response, so he stood there in the middle of the women’s bathroom, waiting.

Finally, the lock clicked and the cubicle door opened. John stepped inside and Yoko closed the door, locking it behind him. It was surprisingly spacious, but then he figured that’s what luxury means.

“Are you ok?” he asked.

“Of course not,” she snapped, “they tried to ruin my birthday!”

“I don’t think they…”




“They humiliated me in public by making me open…

 

that!


 
”




John felt the box in his pocket, the item in question inside.




“They meant well,” he said, “but maybe now wasn’t the time for such an…

 

intimate


 
gift.”




“I can’t believe you’re defending them!”

“I’m not, I’m just saying they got you something they thought you would enjoy.”




“And why would I enjoy

 

that?


 
”




“Well, firstly, it’s really pretty.”

“And?”

“And,” he paused, “I think it would look good on you.”

She looked at him, her eyes narrowed. John waited for her to explode at him, shouting as she accused him of plotting with everyone else to help ruin her birthday.

“Really?” she said, softly.

“Really.”

“You’d like to see me wear it?”

“If it was something you liked,” he said, “of course.”

The two of them stood in silence.

“Do you have it?” she asked, after a moment.

“Yes.”

“Can I see it?”

He took the box out of his pocket and held it out to her.

“Can you open it for me?”

He slowly took the lid off the black box and she stared at it.




“It

 

is


 
pretty,” she said, looking at the sparkling pink heart inside. She carefully reached in and ran the tip of one finger around the outline of the item, before taking the heart in between the thumb and forefinger and pulling it out of the box. “Will it fit?” She looked him in the eye.




“I’m not sure,” he said, “you might need a bit of practice first. But,” he eyed the smooth metallic plug, “it looks pretty small.”

“But I’m pretty small.” She held the plug in her hand and looked at the heart, before gently tugging it in and out of her closed hand. “Would you like to put it in?”

“If you would like me, too.”

“I would.”

“Then I would like to,” he said, smiling softly.

“Ok,” he said, “but be gentle.”

“Of course, Princess,” he said, watching as her nervous expression turned into a smile.

“But maybe,” she said, “you need to warm me up first.”

“My wish is your command.”

“Yes,” she said, taking hold of his tie and pulling him closer, “it is.”

She kissed him slowly, her hand still on his tie, her back pressed against the cubicle wall. He pressed his body against hers, and she let go of his tie and ran it down the back of his jacket and down to his ass. She grabbed his cheek and squeezed as she pulled him closer, wrapping her bare leg around his and pulling his knee in between her legs.

She moaned softly as she rubbed herself against his trouser leg as they kissed.

“I want you to touch me,” she said, in between kisses. John, his hands still holding each part of the box, dropped them to the floor and ran his hands up her bare arms, up her soft neck and cupped her face as they kissed.

His hands ran down her body, to her hips, holding her as she rode his leg as her leg pressed into his crotch, rubbing his hardening cock. He slid his hands around to her back and down to her ass, grabbing her cheeks through her tight dress, his fingers tracing the faintest amount of bare skin as her dress rode up to the top of her thighs.

She ran her hand up his back and into his hair, her fingers tangling in it and pulled his head back slightly. He looked at her face, eyes closed as she concentrated on the sensation as she rode his leg.

Then she pressed down on the back of his head, pushing his face to her chest. He kissed across the soft skin, smelling her perfume, kissing across the hem of her dress, across the top of her breasts. Then, with her other hand, the one still firmly gripping the plug, she hooked her fingers into the top of her dress and pulled it down, exposing one of her breasts. He kissed across the soft flesh and greedily took her nipple into her mouth, sucking on her tit harder as she pressed him onto it more forcefully.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, as he licked the nipple in his mouth, sucking on it as his tongue circled it, causing it to harden. “Oh fuck,” she sighed as his hands slid down over the backs of her bare thighs and up, pulling her dress over her firm ass and digging his fingers into the skin.

She pulled down the other side of her top, freeing her other breast and he rapidly moved his mouth to her other nipple, repeating the same sucking and licking action as he slid a hand down from her asscheek between her legs and began gently circling her entrance, causing her to gasp as his finger felt her wetness.

“Look what you did to me” she moaned as he continued to tease her, sliding her hand between his legs and rubbing his cock through his trousers, “I’m ready.”

“Not quite, Princess,” he said, and slid his other hand across her ass, his middle finger sliding between her asscheeks as he began fingering her asshole.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, burying her face in his neck to stifle her moans, squeezing his cock as he fingered both of her holes.

As he continued working between her legs, he brought his mouth from her breast and kissed her, pressing his body harder against hers, pinning her completely to the cubicle wall. She rubbed herself on his leg faster, her skirt now up around her waist, her wet pussy on his trousers.

“Turn around,” he said, still pinning her to the wall. She rubbed herself on him for a moment longer, then began to turn as he gently removed his fingers from between her legs. He pinned her against the wall again, rubbing his hard cock, still in his trousers, against her bare ass, before he slid his finger between her cheeks and began to finger her asshole once again.

“Please,” she begged, pressing back onto his finger, the tip sliding into her virgin asshole, “I need it inside me.” He moved his finger gently as she pressed back on it, desperate for it to go deeper.

“Bend over,” he whispered into her ear, and took a step back, removing his hand from her. She obeyed and bent over, sticking out her exposed ass, her pussy dripping wet as her tight little asshole quivered in anticipation.

“Where is it?”

She reached back one hand and he took the plug from her, the end warmed from her tight grip. He looked at the plug and then at her asshole, before kneeling down behind her. He ran his hands over her ass and slowly ran his tongue up his wet pussy, his cock twitching as she moaned with pleasure as the taste of her flooded his mouth.

“What are you doing?” she asked, as he caressed her pussy with the plug, rolling the warm metal over her lips.

“Just a little something to make it easier, Princess,” he said, making sure her pussy juices covered the entire plug, before pressing the tip of the plug to her asshole and gently caressing it.

She moaned as he played with her, not even attempting to penetrate her yet, as his other hand played with her pussy.

Then, slowly, he began to apply a little pressure before releasing, pressing a little harder each time.




“Oh god,” she moaned as he began to press the plug into her asshole, “I can feel it stretching me. “

 

Oh fuck.


 
”




He worked her slowly, watching the pussy-lubricated plug as it worked its way deeper into her, stretching her virgin asshole out as it penetrated her further.

“It feels so deep,” she moaned, “is it all the way in?”

“Not yet, Princess,” he said, continuing to finger her as he worked it in. He looked at her asshole, nearly stretched to the plug’s widest point, and continued to play with her, delaying pressing it into her fully, wanting her to enjoy the full experience of being stretched.

Then, he slid it almost all the way out before pressing it in further, holding it at the widest point, before her asshole contracted and pulled it fully into her ass, leaving nothing but a sparkling pink heart between her asscheeks.

“Oh my god,” she said, “I feel so full. Is it in?”

“Yes, Princess,” he said, admiring the plug that was now inside her.

“How does it look?” she asked, nervously.

“Beautiful,” he said and kissed the heart, “good enough to eat.”

“God, please eat me,” she said, pressing her ass back.

With no further prompting necessary, he took hold of her asscheeks and, with the plug sparkling in between them, ran his tongue up her wet lips. She moaned and pressed back further as he continued to lick her pussy, running his tongue from her clit to her entrance.

She gasped as he slid his tongue into her pussy, tasting her fully, before sliding back out and pressing his mouth onto her, his warm lips covering hers as his tongue reached out and circled her clit.

As he did so, she continued to rub herself on his face, the pink plug sparkling, raising and lowering slightly as her asshole loosened and contracted and it moved inside her.

“I need you inside,” she said. “I need you to fill me too.”

He continued eating her out for a few moments, before he stood up and undid his trousers, dropping them and his boxers to his ankles, freeing his aching cock.

He watched her moving her ass, desperate for him. He stepped behind her, his hips pressed against her ass, and ran the top of his shaft across her wet lips, her wetness spreading across his cock.

“Don’t tease me,” she begged, “I can’t take it.”

He continued to tease her, letting his cock get nice and wet as she rubbed her pussy along it faster and faster, desperate for any contact she could get. Finally, he stepped back, took hold of the base of his cock and guided the head into her entrance. She moaned as he slowly worked himself into her, filling her pussy as he had filled her ass with the plug.

Before he was even fully inside her, she began throwing her ass back, riding his cock furiously.

Her pussy was so warm and wet and she was so desperate for him, that he almost came in her immediately. But he took a breath and let her ride him for a few moments, before he held her hips firmly and began to fuck her.

He fucked her hard and fast, the plug sparkling between her asscheeks as he did so, pressing himself deep into her.

“That’s it,” she moaned, “don’t stop. Fill me up.” He kept fucking her, her red birthday dress bunched up around her waist, her tits and ass exposed as he took her from behind. He could feel her body trembling, could feel her pussy contracting on his cock as her asshole contracted on the plug deep inside her.

“A princess deserves to be filled,” he moaned, “especially on her birthday.”




“

 

Especially then


 
,” she said, moaning as he pressed himself deep inside her, watching as her tight lips gripped his wet cock.




He kept fucking her hard and fast, wondering as he did so, how it would feel to push his cock deep in her asshole. He knew from the small plug how tight her asshole was and could only imagine how good it would feel on his cock as he stretched out her virgin asshole.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, “I’m cumming. I’m cumming on your cock.”

“Cum for me,” he said, “cum for me, Princess.”

He kept fucking her, feeling himself getting closer and closer. He licked his lips and tasted her pussy on them.

“I want to cum on your cock,” she moaned, “but… but…”

“Yes, Princess?”

“I want to cum when you cum inside me.”

“Yes, Princess.”

“I need you to cum inside me now.”

“I’m so close.”




“I need it now. I need you to fill me up, right now. Please, I’m begging. Cum for me, cum inside your princess.

 

Please


 
.”




“I’m cumming, Princess,” he moaned, “I’m cumming deep inside you.”

“Cum in me,” she begged, “cum in my tight pussy.”

He moaned as he pushed his cock deep inside her, cumming with short sharp thrusts deep inside her as he squirted his hot cum deep into her body, filling up her fertile pussy.




“I can feel you cumming in me,” she moaned, her body shaking as she let her orgasm run through her. Don’t stop,” she moaned, “I want every last drop. It’s. My. Birthday.

 

Fuck!


 
”




She shook hard, her pussy contracting on his cock as her asshole pulled the plug tight into her as he watched, causing his cock to twitch time and time again as he filled her up.

He kept fucking her as she shook, until she went limp on his cock, her body filled with his cum.

Finally, both done, he gently held her hips, her hands still pressed against the cubicle wall, his cock deep inside her, before slowly, he pulled himself out of her pussy and watched as his thick load appeared at her stretched-out entrance.

“I can feel it inside me,” she said, “it’s so warm.”

She straightened up and leaned back against the wall as she rubbed her hands gently over her breasts before pulling her dress back up. She ran her hand down between her legs, running her fingertip over cum dripping out of her pussy.

“There’s so much,” she said, rubbing her finger gently over the cum dripping out of her pussy, “and this time I don’t have any panties to catch it.” With that, she collected a lump on her finger and slowly licked it off. “Oh well,” she said, pulling her dress down and straightening it, “I guess I’ll just have to hope no one notices it running down my leg.”

She smiled and moved towards him, leaning against him and kissing him slowly, before leaning back and straightening his tie and running her fingers through his hair, smartening him up.

“What about the plug?” he asked.

“It would be rude not to wear it for the rest of the evening,” she said, smiling. “It was, after all, a gift. Besides, I like that only you and I know where it went.”

He wanted to explain that the rest of the group would quickly figure out where it was, but it was her birthday so he let her enjoy the moment.

As they left the bathroom, John couldn’t help but stare at Yoko’s firm ass as she moved with an extra bit of swing.

“Oh, don’t tell Reina,” said Yoko, stopping as they stood in the space between the men’s and women’s bathrooms, “but my birthday wish just came true.”

She smiled and gave him a peck on the cheek and walked ahead to the dinner table, where the sight of a smiling Yoko immediately lightened the mood and John watched as the six of them laughed and joked and he realised that, even though it wasn’t his, this was still the best birthday celebration he had ever been a part of.
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Afterwards, as the tension builds, Naomi takes John into the woods to show him her special place.



As they embrace nature, a peaceful and calm state of release gradually transforms into an intense, carnal encounter in the middle of the woods.



As they let go of everything and return to a primitive state, will they find peace in satiating their most natural desires?



Each segment can be enjoyed separately or as part of an unfolding harem story.




Part Seven: The Princess






The princess always gets what the princess wants...



For her birthday, he'll give her the one thing she desires most, as she becomes the latest member of His Asian College Harem...



Yoko always gets what she wants, and what she wants is to spend her special day with John, who is more than happy to fulfil her birthday wish.



After she gets ready, she and John head off to the shops, where Yoko models her new birthday outfits for him in the store changing rooms.



As she changes from one outfit to another, will John be able to resist giving her her special gift until later, or will he give in to her demands to fulfil her private birthday wish in a very public place?



It is, after all, her special day...



Each segment can be enjoyed separately or as part of an unfolding harem story.




Part Nine: The After-Party






The end of the night doesn't mean the end of the party...



After a hard night of celebrating, everyone is ready to call it a night. Everyone, that is, except for Yoko.



Deciding to end her birthday with a bang, she takes John upstairs to reward him for giving her such a special day.



As Yoko gets down to business, Naiomi comes to say goodnight and decides to help them bring this birthday extravaganza to a climatic end.



Each segment can be enjoyed separately or as part of an unfolding harem story.




Part Ten: The Bully






Humiliation and degradation are The Bully's speciality...



When he stands up to the bully, he finds that she's more than willing to put him in his place as she takes her place in His Asian College Harem...



John, tired of Reina's antagonistic behaviour, finally confronts her. But much to his surprise, he quickly finds her taking control of the situation as he kneels at her feet, in nothing but a towel.



As she continually belittles and degrades him, he finds submitting to his bully, and her obeying her instructions, to be surprisingly liberating.



Each segment can be enjoyed separately or as part of an unfolding harem story.



Books By This Author







Asian Women, White Men: Volume 2






Four brand new red-hot short stories of Asian women and the white men they lust after.



Giving you exactly what you need, when you need it, this intense WMAF collection wastes no time diving right into the action.



Read separately or as a collection, these stories provide an intense and immediate release.



Ranging from 1,000 to 1,300 words, this red-hot collection contains the following:



The Journal

A Moment To Savour

New Experiences

Pillow Talk




Asian BFFs Crave BWC: Part One: Her First Taste






The first entry in a scintillating, brand-new AWWM ffm erotica.



When two Japanese college girls hit the town in search of a good time, they meet Sven, the white man of their dreams.



Whilst Sven is instantly attracted to the shy, inexperienced Yoko, it is up to the confident, more experienced Miyuki to show her friend how to let go and enjoy all their new friend has to offer. She may also have a few tricks of her own.



Will Yoko overcome her insecurities and land the man of her dreams, or will Sven and Miyuki have to take control and teach her how to truly appreciate BWC?




Asian Girls Crave BWC






An explicit AWWM ffm age gap erotica.



When two Japanese college girls respond to his room to let, Steve suddenly finds himself in the middle of a steamy cultural exchange.



Ever the gracious host, he endeavours to teach them everything they want to know about BWC.



In return, they show their appreciation by teaching him just what Japanese college girls are capable of.
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