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The After-Party






“O

 h my god!” cried Mei as she collapsed onto the sofa, “my feet are killing me!” She kicked off her heels, stretched out her bare legs into the air and wiggled her toes. “This is why I don’t get dressed up.”

“Oh, is that why?” said Reina snarkily, as she walked through the living room and towards the kitchen.

“That’s it,” she said, ignoring Reina’s barb, “from now on, the only time I’m going to squeeze into a tight-fitting outfit and ridiculously uncomfortable heels, is the bedroom. Or perhaps,” she said, smiling at Aoi as she and Tsumugi walked into the room, “some sort of sex dungeon, if the opportunity arises.”

Aoi giggled as the two girls collapsed onto the sofa next to Mei, and proceeded to kick off their heels.

“Here,” said Aoi, tapping her lap. Without further encouragement, Mei swung her legs up and placed her feet on Aoi’s lap, her long, bare legs stretching across Tsumugi, who was sitting between them. Tsumugi’s eyes were closed and her head tilted back, with her arms stretched along the back of the sofa. It seemed she didn’t even register Mei’s legs wriggling on top of her own bare thighs, her tight dress now barely concealing her panties.

Mei moaned with relief as Aoi’s delicate fingers nimbly worked their magic on Mei’s feet.

“Oh sweetie,” she moaned, “you’ve got the magic touch.”

Aoi said nothing, focusing completely on her work.

“That was so much fun!” said Yoko as she threw the living room door open, her red heels hanging on one thumb, “what’s next?”

“What’s next,” said Mei, her eyes closed, her head leaning against a pillow, “is that this sweetie pie is going to keep massaging these little piggies,” Aoi giggled as Mei wiggled her toes, “and then we’re all going to sleep.”

“But it’s still early!” insisted Yoko, who seemed to have more life than everyone else put together.

“Early to get up,” said Mei, “not early to go to sleep.”

“I thought you were supposed to be the party animal,” said Yoko, shaking her hands, her heels clicking with her fury.

“Maybe I’m slowing down in your old age,” said Mei, a slight smile creeping across her face, “or maybe we’ve been out all day and night for your birthday.”




“We weren’t out

 

all


 
day!” insisted Yoko.







“

 

But we were


 
,” said Aoi, her voice perfectly calm.







“But not for

 

my


 
birthday.”




“Perhaps not, but we were shopping for your birthday gifts.”

At this, Yoko went quiet for a moment, doubtless thinking of the gift Mei and Aoi had bought her, the gift now hidden underneath Yoko’s dress.

“That doesn’t count. We hardly did anything.”

“Anything except get dressed up, take a limo to the fanciest restaurant in town, have a ridiculously overpriced meal, nearly get kicked out, take the limo into town and go dancing for hours in the loudest, darkest, stickiest nightclub in the history of loud, dark, sticky nightclubs, then take the limo home, music blaring the whole way,” said Reina walking in from the kitchen, sandwich in hand.

“I think they’re right,” said Naomi, appearing from the corridor behind Yoko. She placed her hands on the birthday girl’s exposed shoulders, gently massaging her as she spoke, “I think it’s time for bed. Don’t you agree, John?”

“Err, yes,” said John, who was right behind Naomi, “it’s been a long day.”

It had been longer than any of them knew. He’d been awoken, like everyone else that morning, by Yoko blasting music at full volume as she danced around her room singing along. Then, as he was about to leave for the campus with Mei and Aoi, Yoko claimed him for her special day, and after waiting for her to get ready, eyes closed as she moisturised her body and got dressed, they headed off to the shops. There, he helped her try on some outfits and, hidden in the changing rooms with her, gave his opinion on each outfit, before she dropped to her knees and claimed her first birthday gift.

He’d had a sense Yoko had wanted to do it for a long time, and she had given him the cold shoulder on more than one occasion when he had already made plans with one of the other housemates. That she likely could hear what they were getting up to probably soured her mood further.

But that day, he was all hers. And after she had sucked his cock, he turned her around and fucked her from behind, keeping her quiet by stuffing her wet panties in her mouth to stop her from crying out aloud, before slipping them back on her to be filled with his cum as it dripped out of her pussy on the way home.

Things hadn’t slowed down when they’d gotten home and Yoko and the rest of the girls were busy getting ready. After being taunted by Reina, which for some reason always worked him into a frenzy, he went to his bedroom to jerk one off, only to be interrupted by a half-ready Tsumugi, in her tight pink pyjamas. The act of getting ready, she’d said, made her feel incredibly sexy, and she needed release, before quickly dropping to her knees and taking his cock in her mouth, bringing him to the edge before she whipped off her top and, pushing her breasts together, begged him to cum over her big tits, to which he gladly obliged.

If that wasn’t enough, at Yoko’s birthday party, he had to calm her down after Mei jokingly presented her with a sparkling pink ass plug at the dinner table. She had been horrified, but John had managed to convince her it was pretty and, at her request, gently worked it into her virgin asshole, watching it twinkle as he ate her out from behind in the restaurant's women’s bathrooms, before taking her from behind again and pumping his load deep into her body. This time, however, Yoko wasn’t wearing any panties, so after taking a taste, they returned to the table as his cum ran down her inner thigh.

All that was before they hit the nightclub.

Reina coughed loudly and John looked up to see her staring at him, disgust in her eyes. He wasn’t sure why, but then she glanced down briefly at Mei’s feet in Aoi’s lap and realised he must have, without realising it, been staring at them as Aoi gently massaged them.

She looked back up at him and narrowed her eyes, and John felt his cock twitch.

“Fine!” she declared, “if that’s the way it is then I’m just going to go to bed.”

“Night,” said Mei, not moving a muscle.

My birthday is ruined!”

“It’s past midnight,” said Aoi, “so your birthday has already passed. And it was lovely.”

“It’s my birthday until I fall asleep,” said Yoko, “those are the rules.”

Yoko huffed and turned to leave, everyone else offering half-hearted goodnights as she stormed off. As she went, she grabbed John by the wrist and dragged him after her. John, knowing better than to say anything, simply followed Yoko up the stairs. As he did, he admired Yoko’s smooth legs and the edge of her ass as her short, skin-tight dress rode up her thighs. He thought for a second he saw the glint of the plug between her cheeks, but he wasn’t sure if he actually had or just imagined it.

“Sit,” she said as they entered the bedroom.

John sat on the bed and watched as Yoko threw her heels in her wardrobe and turned towards him.

“Eyes closed,” she said, still in a huff. John obeyed. “That’s right, you still have to do what I say.”

As she stomped around the room, he smiled slightly, thinking it was cute that she didn’t want him to watch her undress, despite the fact he had had his face buried in her pussy on two separate occasions that day, not to mention the toy he had delicately worked into her asshole.

“Unzip,” she said, as he felt her step between his legs. He reached out and ran his hands over the red dress, found the zip and slowly pulled it down. “Such a gentleman,” she said, as she walked away from him.

He heard the soft thump of the dress hitting the floor and could practically see her standing there in front of him, her firm ass and the sparkling plug between her cheeks. He heard footsteps again and imagined her soft skin and large breasts bouncing lightly as she moved around the room.

“You can open your eyes now.”

John opened his eyes and his jaw nearly hit the floor. He had expected to see Yoko in her pink, silk pyjamas. Instead, Yoko stood in front of him, wearing a red lingerie set she hadn’t had on earlier. He was sure he would have noticed.




“I picked this up for my birthday,” she said, “but it didn’t

 

quite


 
go with my outfit, so I decided to keep it as a treat for afterwards.”




He said nothing as he took in her tight body, her breasts barely contained by her bra, the sheer fabric teasing the reveal of her nipples, as the similarly opaque material showed the thin strip of dark hair between her legs.

“You like?”

John nodded silently and Yoko smiled in response.

“You’ve been so kind to me on my birthday,” she said, taking slow steps across the room, “that I think you should get a reward.”

She stepped closer, wrapped her arms behind his neck, pushed his legs apart with hers and pressed his face to her chest.

He felt the soft skin of her chest on his face and smelled her perfume as he planted kisses along the edge of her bra. She moaned softly and curled her fingers in his hair, purring as his hands ran over her bare back, pulling her closer, before sliding down to her ass and gripping it hard.

“Easy,” she said, pulling his head back gently and looking him in the eye, “we’ve got all the time in the world.” She leaned down and kissed him slowly, softly, pressing her soft lips against his, opening them slightly and sliding her tongue into his mouth.

As his tongue found hers, she brought her knees onto the bed, straddling him as he held her upright. After a few moments, she broke it off and leaned back, holding onto his tie for support. She smiled as she straddled him, her thigh rubbing against his hard cock in his trousers, as his hands cupped her ass.

She leaned forward suddenly and pressed him onto the bed, kissing him as her nearly naked body pressed into him. She rubbed herself on top of him slowly, as his hands ran over her body, down the backs of her thighs as she crawled further onto the bed.

She pressed herself back, raising herself on her knees, towering over him as she swayed gently, his hands reaching up to caress her breasts through her see-through bra, his thumbs circling her nipples through the opaque material. She moaned as he pressed her breasts together, her hands running through her hair, letting him explore her body at his own pace.

Eventually, she reached down and undid his tie, pulling it loose. She smiled as she held it in her hands before softly wrapping it around his head and covering his eyes, tying it tight.

“Perfect,” she said, letting out a little giggle as John sat there, unable to see anything, hands still above his head. He felt her hands on his, lifting them gently from her breasts and pressing them into the bed, above his head. She held them in place as she kissed him, her body rubbing against his.

She let go, and she began to unbutton his shirt a few at a time, taking a moment to run her bare hands over his bare chest underneath his shirt, before undoing more buttons, until it was completely undone.

She pulled his shirt fully open and ran her hands freely over his exposed body. He felt her soft lips on his neck, a trail of kisses moving slowly down over his chest and below. He felt her body slip off him and off the bed as she continued to kiss further down his torso, her hands pressing on his thighs as she pressed herself between his legs.

As she kissed his stomach, she ran her hands up over his chest, gently rubbing his nipples, teasing him before she ran her hands back down and began to undo his trousers. He lay there as she pulled at his belt, eager to reach down and help her, but he felt that was against the rules of the game.

Finally, he felt the belt loosen and took a slow breath as he listened to the sound of his zipper being undone, Yoko’s soft hands gently rubbing over his hard cock as she did so.

He felt her hands reach up and begin to pull his trousers down, and he lifted his ass to help her take them off. As he lay there, he heard the sound of his trousers being thrown across the room and then moaned softly as he felt her hands slowly running up and down his thighs, as she kissed the outline of his cock, still trapped in his boxers.

She cradled his balls through the material and gently rubbed him with her other hand as she reached up and took the waistband of his boxers in her teeth, pulling at the front of them, letting it snap back as she laughed gently, before biting them again, this time reaching up with both hands and pulling them off in one swift motion. He sighed with relief as his rock-hard cock sprung free from the material.

He could picture Yoko on her knees, his boxers between her teeth, staring hungrily at his cock, and he felt it twitch with anticipation. He felt her hands running over his legs and his torso, sliding behind and down and grabbing his bare ass she forced her hands between his body and the mattress.

He cried out as she dug his nails deep into his asscheeks, causing him to push his ass up as he did so she pushed her mouth down deep onto his cock, moaning as she took him deep in her mouth, his cock pressing deep into her throat as he held his hips high.

He lowered his ass back to the bed, her fingernails no longer buried in his cheeks, and lay there as she worked his cock with her mouth, hearing the small moans as her warm, wet mouth slid up and down his shaft, her hands rubbing along the tops of his thighs.

After a while, she gasped for air as she worked his wet cock with her hand, before holding it gingerly with two fingers and running her warm, flat tongue up the underside of his shaft. He moaned as she continued to lick him, her free hand gently massaging his balls.




He was desperate for her to take him back in her mouth, but as much as she said it was

 

his


 
reward, it was still very much

 

her


 
birthday gift and she got to do whatever she wanted.





Knock. Knock.


“Come in,” said Yoko.

John lay there naked, Yoko running her tongue up his shaft,  as the door opened.




“I hope you don’t mind,” said Yoko, as she slowly worked his cock with her hand, “but you’ve been

 

such a good boy


 
, I thought you earned an extra special reward.”




As she continued to slowly work his cock, he felt another body leaning on the bed next to him, the fully-clothed body brushing against him. He lay perfectly still as two soft hands stroked either side of his face before gently tugging off the loosely bound blindfold.

“Hi,” she said, as John blinked against the light. Even though the main light had been switched off and replaced by dimly-lit lamps and fairy lights, his eyes still took a moment to adjust.

“Hi,” he said as Naomi smiled down at him.

“You’ve been such a good boy,” she said, stroking his face gently, “so considerate of the birthday girl’s wishes. So accommodating.” She leaned down and kissed him softly as Yoko continued stroking his cock.

He moaned into her mouth as Yoko took him in her mouth again, and Naomi kissed him harder, her hand exploring his naked chest. She broke away and began to slowly kiss down his body, sliding off and kneeling next to Yoko.

John saw she was still wearing the green pantsuit she had on for dinner, her nipples prominent through the top. He watched Naomi stroke Yoko’s hair as the birthday girl pressed John deep into her throat.

When Yoko came up for air once again, Naomi put her hand on the girl’s face, turned her towards her, and kissed her wet lips.

John watched as the two women kissed at his feet, their soft, wet lips pressing together and parting, flashes of tongue as each searched longingly for the other. They kept kissing, their hands gently touching each other’s faces as they did so.

After a few moments, they turned to face John and smiled, giggling as they did so.

“Sorry,” said Naomi, brushing her hair behind her ear, “I think we got carried away.”

“That’s perfectly fine,” said John, who could have watched the two beautiful women make out all night.

“But no,” said Yoko, “it’s your special time. That is if you don’t mind us sharing.”

“Sharing what?” he asked.

“You.”

With that, Yoko moved back towards his cock, kissing up the one side of his shaft, as Naomi began to kiss the other. John lay back down, focusing on the sensation as both women ran their lips up and down his cock, with the faintest of licks thrown in for good measure.

As they did so, he felt two hands sliding up his body, caressing his abs. He felt their lips slide up and down his cock, kissing his shaft as they went, before they both worked their way up. They kissed the head of his cock before kissing one another, their lips pressed together with the head in between them, their tongues sliding over it as they searched for each other.

John moaned with pleasure, unsure of how much more of this he could take. He reached down and gently stroked their hair as they continued to make out with his cock in both their mouths.

“Come here,” he said.

“Who?” asked Yoko, as the two of them looked up at him.

“Both of you.”

The girls looked at one another, shared a quick kiss, and crawled up either side of him. He ran his hand up both of their backs, up their necks, his fingers sliding into his hair, kissing first Yoko, then Namoi, as both of them reached down to play with his cock and balls.

“Now, each other.”

The girls giggled, as if suddenly shy, then kissed in front of him, slowly, moaning softly as they did so, all for him. As they kissed, John slid his hands down their backs, one hand sliding into Naomi’s green trousers, the other cupping Yoko’s ass. The girls moaned loudly, kissing more passionately as John slipped his fingers between their legs, caressing both their entrances at the same time, his fingers tracing circles along the wet fabric of their panties. As he fingered Yoko, he could feel the plug was still in her ass, her tight asshole moving it as it puckered with pleasure.

As he moved his fingers faster, they kissed faster, hands touching one another as their bodies pressed closer into John, rubbing against him as they made out.

John’s cock, wet from both their mouths, throbbed as he watched the two women caressing one another, their intensity mounting with his touch.

John whispered in Yoko’s ear, and Naomi gasped as Yoko broke away and began to kiss down her neck, over her bare shoulder where the strap of her top had slipped off. John could see down her top, one pert breast underneath as one side of the top loosened.

He slid his hands out from out between their legs and suddenly Yoko threw her body over John’s, pressing Naomi onto her back, straddling the girl and pulling down her top, exposing her breasts, kissing one and then the other.

Namoi moaned as the half-naked woman on top of her sucked on her nipples, grinding her hips as she did so. John stood up and watched the two of them, taking off his opened shirt and tossing it across the room towards his trousers.

He began to work himself slowly as he watched the two women, Yoko sucking on Naimoi’s tits as the girl cupped her ass, her finger gently manipulating the plug hidden beneath the fabric, causing Yoko to moan loudly. Naomi threw a glance at John and smiled, before turning her attention back to Yoko, pulling her girl’s hair gently, and moving her face next to hers. Then, as Yoko went in for the kiss, Naomi flipped the girl over and pinned her to the bed.

Yoko cried out with surprise, then watched silently as Naomi pulled her flimsy top off and threw it towards John, who caught it, smelling Naomi on the fabric. Namoi leaned in and pressed her exposed breasts against Yoko and began to kiss her.

John watched, his hand still working slowly, as Yoko slid her hands over Naomi’s bare skin as she reached down and grabbed her firm ass over her trousers, her bare legs wrapped around Naomi, pulling her body closer.

“Wait,” said Namoi, pressing herself back and standing up, “I’m still feeling overdressed.” She looked at John. “Would you do the honours?”

John walked up to Naomi, his cock still rock-hard. He kissed her hard, pressing his body against hers, as she kissed him back. He kissed down her neck and her chest to her breasts, cupping one as he sucked on the other, the girl’s hand on the back of his head. He cast a glance at Yoko, who was sitting on the bed, legs spread, her fingers gently circling her pussy through her soaked panties as she watched the two of them.

John lowered himself to his knees, kissing down over Naomi’s flat stomach, hands exploring her body, before taking the waistband of her trousers and slowly pulling them down over her hips, and letting the loose material fall to the floor.

He stayed there a moment, looking up at her slim body, as she wore nothing but a pair of panties. She moaned as he kissed the soft fabric over her mound, his hands caressing her firm thighs. He heard both girls moan and could smell Naomi’s desire as she ran her fingers through his hair, directing his kisses downwards.

He stood up quickly and kissed her, pressing her body into hers, feeling her wet panties rubbing against the top of his cock as she began to grind on him.

“Fuck,” he heard Yoko moan softly, as she continued to finger herself.

“The birthday girl,” he whispered into Naomi’s ear, “needs some help.” Naomi looked at him and smiled, before turning her attention to her friend. She knelt between her friend’s spread legs and kissed up her thighs as Yoko continued to play with her pussy through her panties.

Naomi kissed from side to side, working her way slowly upward, before kissing the back of Yoko’s hand, down her fingers before taking them in her mouth and sucking the girl’s wetness from her fingertips.

“Just a taster,” she said to the girl, smiling, then kissed the wet spot on her panties, before pulling them to the side and running her tongue up her wet slit. Yoko cried out in pleasure as her best friend began to lick her pussy with low, slow licks between her lips.

As John watched, he climbed on the bed, working his cock next to Yoko’s face, as the girl tried to take it in her mouth.

“Please,” she begged, “I need it.”

John waited a moment, before letting her take his cock in her mouth. She sucked on it greedily as Naomi worked between her legs, and John began to slowly mouth fuck her. He worked faster, fucking her mouth faster and deeper, as Yoko placed one hand on John’s ass and the other on Naomi’s head, holding them both close to her as they used her body.

After a while, John, feeling on the verge of cumming, pulled his cock out of Yoko’s mouth, much to her displeasure, and, with a slow kiss, moved down the bed. John stood behind Namoi as she ate Yoko’s pussy, and she moaned as he ran his cock over her panties, teasing her entrance.

As Naomi continued to lick at Yoko, John lay himself on the plush carpet of Yoko’s bedroom, positioning his head between Naomi’s legs. Even with the dimmed lights, he could see how wet her panties were, and when he raised his head and sucked on her wet lips through the fabric, she moaned deeply into Yoko’s pussy.




“

 

Oh fuck,”


 
cried Yoko at the intensity of Naomi’s mouth.




John placed his hands on Naomi’s hips and eased her down lower so that her pussy was inches away from his face. He inhaled deeply, smelling her arousal, and slid two fingers into the side of her panties, pulling them to the side as she had done to Yoko’s.

Before he had a chance to do anything else, Naomi lowered herself down, pressing her exposed pussy onto his mouth. He felt the warmth of her wetness dribbling down his chin as he held her hips firmly, lapping at her with his tongue, as she began to rub herself on his face.

She moaned into Yoko’s pussy again as he slipped his tongue deep inside her, tasting her deeply, before licking up and taking her clit in his mouth. He fastened his lips around it and sucked as his tongue circled it, as she continued to ride his face.

“Oh fuck,” he heard Yoko moan, the sound muffled by Naomi’s thighs, “don’t stop, I’m going to cum. Oh fuck, don’t stop, don’t st–”

Yoko cried out loud as she came, and John could feel the vibrations of her body shaking Namoi. John held firm, sucking on Naomi’s clit, as Namoi continued to eat out the climaxing birthday girl. John’s cock throbbed harder and he began to work himself with his hand as he listened to Yoko’s orgasmic moans.

After a while, Yoko’s orgasm subsided, and John saw Naomi raise her body upright, her hands in her hair as her firm body gyrated on his face, her firm breasts bouncing slightly.

Suddenly, Yoko appeared out of nowhere, sitting on the edge of the bed to kiss Naomi’s pussy-soaked mouth. She broke away and looked down at John, smiling, before disappearing onto the bed.

Moments later, he moaned into Naomi's pussy as he felt Yoko’s mouth on his cock, sucking him off as her friend rode his face. She caressed his body as she sucked, sliding her hands further up the deeper she took him in her throat, her fingertips grazing his shoulders as she wrapped her lips around the end of his shaft.

Naiomi reached down and pressed her hands onto John’s which were holding her hips, before pulling them up to her breasts, leaning over slightly so he could reach, moaning as he touched her.

He caressed her breasts and played with her nipples, circling them at the same rate his tongue was circling her pussy. She rode him faster as he kept the same pace, working her nipples and clit at the same speed, as Yoko continued to suck his cock.




“Oh

 

goddess


 
,” moaned Namoi, the spiritual girl, losing herself in the transcendental pleasures of the flesh.




He kept sucking on her, his face wet, as she moaned louder and louder, riding his face more firmly, holding his hands to her tits.




“Yes,” she moaned, “that’s it, don’t stop. I’m so close,

 

so close


 
. Oh please, don’t stop, don’t stop, don’t–”




She cried out as she came, her pussy rubbing violently on his face as she pressed his fingers hard into the tender flesh of her breasts as she rode him.

She kept riding his face, embracing every second of her orgasm as it flowed through her body, her wetness running down his face. As she moaned louder and louder, Yoko sucked John’s cock faster and faster, pressing him deep into her throat as she did so.

Finally, her orgasm subsided and she climbed off him and lay on the floor. He looked down at her as she lay there, curled in a ball, shivering as the last waves of pleasure shot through her.

He went to sit up, but Yoko pushed him down.

“She’ll be fine,” she said, crawling up his naked body, straddling him, “won’t you sweetie?”

Naomi nodded, shivering as a jolt ran through her.

“See?” said Yoko.

She leaned in and ran her tongue up his neck, licking up Naomi’s wetness as it ran down his face, then kissed him hard. He could feel her soft, warm panties rubbing on the underside of his shaft as she rocked on top of him.

“Now,” she said, as she gently rocked, “how would you like to fuck me?” She leaned back, still rubbing on his cock. “Panties on or panties off?”

“On,” he said, “so I can rip them off later.”

Yoko smiled and raised herself slightly, pulling her panties to the side.

“I’m so wet,” she said, as she ran a finger over her pussy. She took his cock with her other hand and guided him to her entrance, rubbing the tip against her wet lips. “See?”

“I see.”

She moaned as she pressed the head of his cock into her, swirling her hips as she teased him.

“Fuck,” she said, slowly working her pussy up and down on his cock, her wetness dribbling down his shaft as she gradually slid him deeper into her, “you feel so big inside me.”

She kept working, moving up and down until he was fully inside her. He felt the grip of her tight pussy on his cock, her warmth and wetness of her as she sat on him, perfectly still, smiling innocently.

Slowly, she began to gyrate her hips, moving his cock inside of her, watching him squirm, still smiling innocently. Slowly, she began to work her way up and down his cock, sliding to the point where he thought he might slip out before sliding all the way down again. She moaned with pleasure as his thick cock stretched her tight Japanese pussy, and she rode him faster and faster, eyes closed, her hands on his torso to hold herself steady, as she took him inside her.

He watched her ride him, her tit bouncing in her opaque bra, her soft skin with a thin film of sweat, shining in the dim light, as he caressed her soft thighs.

“You feel so good inside me,” she moaned, pushing herself down all the way onto his cock and leaning back and planting her hands on the carpet. Her body bent back, he could see her pussy sliding up and down his shaft, her tight lips gripping his cock as she rode him.

“So good,” said Naomi, as she crawled on all fours towards them. She raised herself on her knees behind Yoko and leaned down to kiss her as her hands slid over Yoko’s body, cupping her breasts as she continued to ride John.

“Mmm,” cooed Yoko, licking her lips, “I taste so good.”

“So do I,” said Naomi, and kissed Yoko again, this time sliding one hand down and gently fingering her exposed clit. Yoko moaned, riding John faster. “Don’t you think so, sweetie?” she said, looking at John.

“Yes,” said John, watching the two women play with each other, the taste of Naomi’s pussy still on his lips, “so good.”

“Do you want to taste Yoko, too?”

“Yes.”

“Anything for you,” she said, “come here.”

John pressed himself up as Naomi held Yoko steady, riding his cock, sandwiched between John and Naomi as they shared the taste of her pussy. She slipped her tongue into his mouth and he could taste Yoko on her lips, could taste both of them at the same time.

“How was that?” she asked, their lips parting.

“So good,” he said.

“I want to taste,” said Yoko, leaning forward and pressing her lips to John’s, kissing him passionately as she rode his cock. “Fuck,” she murmured, “I taste so good.”

“You both do,” he said.

“Do you want to taste me now?” she asked, “taste the real thing?”

“I do.”

Yoko smiled and slowly raised herself off his cock, moaning as it slipped out of her. Before he could say anything, Naomi was on her hands and knees sucking Yoko’s wetness off him.

“Maybe you would prefer the bed?” asked Yoko.

“Good idea,” he said, having half-forgotten he was on the floor in the first place. The three of them stood up and John looked at the two women, Yoko still in her lingerie, and Naomi still in her panties.

“Take it off,” said John, looking at Yoko’s bra.

“But I thought you wanted to –” began Yoko.

“I was talking to her,” said John, still looking at Yoko.

Naiomi slipped behind Yoko, kissing her neck as she caressed her body, her hands sliding up and squeezing Yoko’s breasts through her bra before pulling the cups down and letting her fingers find her nipples. Yoko’s hands slid up her body, onto Naomi's hands, moving them on her breasts.

John watched, slowly stroking his cock. He watched as Naiomi slipped a hand from underneath Yoko’s and slid around to her back, unclipping her bra with a quick flick. Yoko moaned as the bra loosened, her straps slipping down both shoulders, hanging gingerly underneath her soft breasts.

Yoko moaned as Naiomi’s hands returned to her breasts, playing gently with her hard nipples.

“Touch her.”

He watched, working himself faster, as Naomi slid a hand down the girl’s slender body, and rubbed her pussy through the soft fabric.

“Inside.”

Yoko gasped as Naiomi moved her hand up over her toned belly and slipped her fingers down the front of her panties, sliding through the girl’s wetness as she played with her pussy, as Yoko began to grind her ass on the girl behind her, one hand on her own breast, the other reaching around to grab the girl’s ass.

“Inside.”

“Oh god,” Yoko cried as Naiomi slid two fingers inside her tight, wet pussy, gently fingerfucking her friend as John watched, Yoko moaning and writhing as her friend’s fingers worked inside her. As she did so, Yoko took her hand from her breast and reached forward, grabbing John’s cock and working him quickly.

“Now,” he said, “let me taste.”

Naiomi pulled her fingers out of the girl’s pussy, slid her hand out of her panties, and held two wet fingers out for him. He took her gently by the wrist and took her fingers in his mouth, which was immediately flooded by the taste of Yoko’s pussy. He sucked on her fingers as Yoko worked his cock faster, his tongue swirling as he licked up every last drop of the birthday girl’s desire. He pushed his body into Yoko’s, the tip of his cock rubbing against her panties as she continued stroking him, and grabbed the back of Naimoi’s head, pulling her close and kissing her over Yoko’s shoulder.

He could feel himself getting close, with Yoko’s body pressed against his, her hand stroking his shaft as the head rubbed against her wet panties.

“On the bed,” whispered in Yoko’s ear, before stepping back, the end of his cock glistening with pre-cum.

Yoko moved towards the bed and John smacked her ass. She yelped.

“Quicker.”

She got on the bed and knelt on all fours in front of him.

“Perfect,” he said, running his hand over her firm ass. He slipped his fingers into the waistband of her wet panties and slowly peeled them off her, letting them slide down to her knees before she slid them off one leg at a time.

He dropped to his knees and admired her soaking wet pussy and the sparkling pink heart at the end of the plug still buried deep in her ass, now covered in her wetness. He kissed the heart and he heard her moan as it moved the plug inside her. He watched the heart pulsate for a moment as her asshole puckered, moving it in and out with anticipation, until he ran his tongue up her swollen wet lips and the plug was pulled deep inside.

Yoko moaned as she rocked back and forth on her knees as John tongued her entrance, his tongue sliding deep inside her.

In the corner of his eye, he saw Naomi standing there, one hand in her panties, quickly fingering herself as she watched him eat out her best friend.

“You too,” he said, “on the bed,” before pressing his mouth back to Yoko’s pussy.

He watched as Naomi knelt next to her friend and waited, her fingers still circling her clit. After a few moments, John moved across and stroked Naomi’s ass and peeled her panties down, pressing his mouth into her pussy as her panties stretched between her knees.

“That’s so hot,” moaned Yoko, head pressed into the bed, watching John working Naimoi’s pussy with his mouth, as both girls fingered themselves.

He continued to lick Naimoi’s pussy, feeling her wetness on his face again, feeling her getting more and more worked up, as his cock throbbed. He stood up and rubbed the head of his cock against her pussy, listening to her moans as he slowly pressed himself into her.

She cried out with pleasure as he stretched her tight pussy, slowly working his way deep into her as she continued to finger herself. As he worked himself into her, he could hear Yoko’s heavy breathing, as she masturbated furiously, awaiting her turn.

Once fully inside, he began to fuck her, he began to fuck her with slow, long thrusts, slowly gathering speed as Naimoi began to throw her ass back faster and faster until her ass was loudly slapping against his thighs. The harder he fucked her, the louder Yoko’s moans became, the girl’s fingers working furiously between her legs.

He listened to both girls moaning, the scent of sex in the air, the taste of them both in his mouth, his cock wet and deep inside Naomi as Yoko watched. He fucked her hard and fast, his orgasm building, fucking her until he was on the brink of shooting his load and pulled out, before positioning himself behind Yoko, taking a moment to compose himself before sliding his pussy-slick cock into her with ease.

She moaned loudly, sharp, high-pitched squeals, as he quickly began to fuck her hard and fast, her sweet pussy ready for his throbbing cock. He could quickly feel his orgasm building as her pussy squeezed his cock, her body shaking as she played with her clit with both of her holes filled.

He fucked her, getting closer and closer to cumming, before pulling out again, breathing slowly to delay his orgasm.

“Lay down,” he said, and the two girls rolled onto their backs, legs spread, thighs wet with their juices, their tight pussies waiting for him. “So beautiful.” He leaned in and kissed Yoko and then Naiomi, holding her legs high, ankles on his shoulders, as he slipped his cock into her.

Her pussy felt different in this position, not better, but different, and he knew it would be too much soon, her legs pressing down on his shoulders, but he kept fucking her tight body, watching as Yoko reached over and began to play with Naiomi’s swollen clit, as Naimoi reached over and played with Yoko’s.

He put Naiomi’s legs down and pulled out of her, watching the two of them fingering one another as he moved over to Yoko. He lifted her legs and put her ankles on his shoulders as he began to fuck her as he had Naimoi, not wanting to show favouritism in his desire for the two women.

Yoko’s pussy felt even tighter in this position, her muscles contracting as he got closer to orgasm, and he knew it was only a matter of moments before he came himself.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, fucking her harder and faster, “I’m going to cum.”

“Oh fuck,” moaned Yoko, “I want you to cum inside me.” He looked at her tight body as he pounded her pussy, her lips gripping his shaft, looking up and meeting her gaze. “I want you to look me in the eye when you cum inside me.”

John fucked her harder and faster, one arm wrapped around her legs, holding them on his shoulders as her body trembled, his free hand reaching down and pressing two fingers into Naiomi.

“I’m so close,” Yoko moaned, “I’m so fucking close.” She reached down, taking hold of Naiomi’s wrist and pulling it to her mouth, sucking on the girl’s wet fingers as her hand slid down and began to finger her own clit.

“I’m cumming,” he moaned.




“Cum inside her,” said Naiomi, her own pussy contracting on John’s fingers as he stroked her g-spot, “

 

oh fuck, yes –


 
cum deep,

 

deep


 
inside her tight, fertile body. Use her as Nature intended and fill her fruitful body with your seed.”




He moaned loudly, thrusting hard and shallow, holding his cock deep inside her as he came.

Yoko moaned, sucking Naiomi’s fingers harder as her back arched, her head flipping from side to side as John filled her fresh body.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as Naiomi’s fingers slid out of her mouth, “I can feel you cumming in me.”

His cock continued to twitch as he shot load after load inside her.

“Keep cumming,” she moaned, “I want it all.”




“She wants your seed,” said Naiomi, gasping as her own orgasm took her to the brink. “Every. Last. Drop.

 

Oh fuck!


 
”




John moaned as another wave of pleasure shot through him, his cock twitching deep inside her as the two women’s pleas turned into cries of pleasure, their orgasms powering through their bodies, shaking both of them to the core as the three of them rode their orgasms to the fullest.

“Fuck,” he mumbled, as he let go of Yoko’s legs and they fell gently down. He slowly slid his fingers out of Naiomi’s pulsating pussy, and lay his head on top of Yoko’s breasts, exhausted, his cock still deep inside her.

“Good boy,” Yoko whispered, softly stroking his hair, “such a good boy.” She moaned softly as he slid his wet fingers into Yoko’s mouth, letting her suck on them as she stroked his hair.

After a few moments, he stood up and slowly pulled his cock out of her pussy.

“Oh god,” said Yoko, as she lay there, legs still spread, “it’s so warm.” She reached down and ran a finger over her entrance, gently touching the thick load that was slowly dribbling out of her.

As Yoko’s fingers moved between her legs, Naiomi crawled over and without a word, buried her face between her friend’s legs and began licking his cum out of her, sliding her tongue deep inside. As she did so, John crawled up onto the bed and let Yoko easily take his cock in her mouth, letting her suck off her juices and the last drops of cum off his cock.

Once done, he leaned down and kissed her, as Naiomi continued to lick Yoko’s pussy.

A few moments later, she crawled up the bed and, showing John her tongue and his full load in her mouth, proceeded to kiss Yoko, the girl warmly accepting the embrace, mouths opening and tongues slipping in and out.

A few seconds later, Naiomi showed John her empty mouth and clean tongue, before Yoko showed them the full load now in her mouth, before taking it down with one big swallow and proudly sticking out her tongue and showing her now empty mouth.


◆◆◆




“I love my birthday,” said Yoko, as she curled her naked body into John’s, both of them now under the covers of her bed.

“But it’s long past midnight,” said John, “it’s not been your birthday for a while.”

“As long as I’m awake, it’s still my birthday,” she said, yawning.

“Then maybe we should keep you awake for a little longer,” said Naiomi, slipping into the other side of the bed, and pressing her naked body against John’s, her hand reaching out to stroke Yoko’s hair.

“Maybe,” said Yoko, her eyes struggling to stay open, “but maybe I need a little five minutes first.”

“Doesn’t that count as sleeping?” asked John, as Yoko’s eyes closed.

“It’s only a little nap,” she said, dreamily, “it doesn’t count if it’s only a little nap.”

“Ok,” said John, kissing her gently on the forehead.

“Just five minutes,” said Naiomi, “then we’re back to celebrating your birthday.”

“Just five,” she said sleepily, “then we’ll…”

With that, she was out like a light. John smiled at the peaceful girl, who had started the day as a tour-de-force, a veritable whirlwind of excitement and energy. He turned to Naiomi, only to find she too had quickly fallen asleep.

“Just five minutes,” he whispered to himself as he drifted off to sleep, the day’s many memorable events running through his mind.
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With time and options running out, he calls upon the last place left on his list, which, to his surprise and delight, is occupied by six Japanese college students.
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Part One: The Hostess






One guy, six women, limitless possibilities...



John needs to find a place to live before college starts.



With time and options running out, he calls upon the last place left on his list, which, to his surprise and delight, is occupied by six Japanese college students.



All stunning in their own distinct ways, John needs to find a way to balance having somewhere to live with the complex interpersonal relations between his six female housemates, as they live, laugh, love and get far more intimate with one another than could ever have imagined.



In this first part of this steamy harem story, John gets to know Tsumugi, whose bubbly personality and sharp tongue.



As she pulls out all the stops to be a good hostess, the only question is, how far will she go to make John feel comfortable in his new home?
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Aoi is a smart, sweet, wholesome Japanese college student.



She's also a virgin.



So when John is asked to take his new housemate's virginity, he jumps at the chance, right?



Not quite.



Having recently hooked up with his housemate Tsumugi, John feels conflicts may arise, even though the whole thing was Tsumugi's idea!



Will the rest of his female housemates convince John to do the honourable thing and have sex with the eager virgin, or will Aoi have to initiate her own seduction, perhaps even teaching John a thing or two along the way?



No one said building an Asian college harem was easy...



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




Part Three: Night-Time Surprises






Harem life is never simple, especially when you have not one but two Japanese college housemates desperate to show you what they can do...



Asleep in Aoi's bed sleep after their first time together, John is awoken by Tsumugi entering her room, wearing nothing but a silk kimono.



As their secret liaison becomes more intense, John wonders if this was something Tsumugi and Aoi had planned from the start...?



Will John be able to satisfy both women at the same time, balancing both their needs and his own, as his Asian college harem continues to develop?



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




Part Four: The Bad Girl






She's used to getting what she wants.



But he'll give her what she needs as she becomes the latest member of His Asian College Harem...



Wings, flirting with other girls, and trips to her favourite sex shop are all in a day's work for Mei, John's Japanese college housemate.



But with John along for the ride, things get intense as Mei's wild personality opens up a whole new world of possibilities.



Eager to show off her new toys, will John succumb to Mei's dominant personality, or will he bring her to her knees as she submits to the rules of the harem?



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




Part Five: Good Girl Goes Bad






Aoi is a good Japanese college student. But when she begins hanging out with the bad girl of the harem, this good girl learns precisely how bad girls have more fun...



As Aoi and Mei spend the afternoon together, John finally gets some studying done. That is until he meets Reina in the library, who gets a kick out of humiliating him in public. And, much to his surprise, so does John.



At home, he has no time to explore his complicated feelings about his abrasive housemate as he and Mei help Aoi explore her darkest fantasies.



Will Aoi be able to submit and obey the rules like a good girl? Or is she a bad girl who needs to be disciplined?



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




Part Six: The Free Spirit






The free spirit knows all about getting in touch with her inner-self.



Will she be able to help him find release as the spiritual centre of His Asian College Harem...?



Sensitive to other's needs, the spiritual Naomi senses John's stress. After giving him an innocent massage, she invites him to her yoga class.



There, as John tries to find inner peace amongst the roomful of beautiful women, he finds his thoughts turning to Naomi and the spiritual release they can bring to one another.



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 Eight: The Birthday Party






It's her party, so can celebrate however she wants, especially as the latest member of His Asian College Harem...



Eager to celebrate Yoko's birthday in style, the six Japanese housemates get dressed up in their glamourous (and revealing) outfits, ready for a meal at a fancy restaurant.



Even though it's Yoko's special day, that doesn't stop Tsumugi from calling on John for an early party of their own, as the excitement of the evening overtakes her.



Arriving in style and turning every man's head as they enter, the night seems to be going well. But when a special gift upsets the birthday girl, it's up to John to make sure her birthday wish comes true, by any means necessary.



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.
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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.
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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.

cover.jpeg
PART NINE:
THE AFTER-PARTY

STORY BY O. L. TYME





