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The Princess






“O

 i,” screamed Reina as she banged on the door, “turn that noise off!”

John lay in bed, pillow over his head, trying to drown out the K-pop blasting throughout the house. He had no idea what time it was, but it was definitely too early for this.

Suddenly, the music level dropped and he breathed a sigh of relief. He removed the pillow off of his head and from down the hall heard a bedroom door opening.

“It’s my birthday,” yelled Yoko.

“I don’t care if you’re getting old,” replied Reina, “turn it off.”

“You’re just jealous because I’m younger than you.”

John smiled at Yoko’s audaciousness, pleased to hear her standing up for herself against Reina.

“That’s no excuse to act like a child.”

“I guess not,” said Yoko, the confidence stripped from her voice.

“Finally,” said Reina, “it’s about time you acted like an adult.”

“You’re right,” said Yoko, “it’s time I acted a bit more serious.”

“Good, I’m going back to bed.” John listened as Reina stomped back down the corridor, huffing as she went.

“I’ll be more adult, I promise,” Yoko called after her, “but not today, because today’s my birthday and I can do what I want!”

“Don’t you dare…” shouted Reina as she charged back up the corridor towards Yoko’s door, which was quickly slammed and locked before the music began blaring louder than ever.

As Reina began hammering on Yoko’s door once again, John heard Tsumugi’s voice.

“Stop making all that noise!” she shouted.




“

 

She’s


 
the one making the noise!” Reina shouted back.




“Well, it’s her birthday.”

“She’s like this every day!”

As they continued to argue, the volume of the music increased, and John wrapped his head in his pillow, smiling at Yoko’s defiance.


◆◆◆




“Morning John,” said Aoi as she moved around the kitchen, packing a variety of snacks into small containers.

“Morning,” he said, as he slowly went about making a cup of coffee. From upstairs he could still hear the music and the thuds of Yoko’s feet as she danced around her room.

“Couldn’t sleep?”

“Yeah,” said John, “but for the life of me I can’t think why.”

Aoi looked at him and smiled. John noticed she was wearing more makeup than usual. He wasn’t an expert but it didn’t seem to be that much more than usual, but it was more pronounced. He could see that her eyeliner was slightly darker and slightly thicker and that her lips were a little shinier. She still looked wholesome at a glance, but up close you could see she had a bit more edge about her. Not that her outfit gave anything away.

John watched her as she moved around the kitchen. Her smooth legs were still covered by leggings, which disappeared under her plaid skirt. She also wore a baggy white jumper which hung loosely, hiding the slim body and large breasts underneath.

He couldn’t help but wonder if she was wearing a bra or if her breasts hung freely. He thought about how soft her skin had felt and imagined how it would feel to stand behind her and slide his hands underneath that jumper, cupping her breasts as she pressed back into him, rubbing her ass into his crotch as he played with her nipples.

“Do you like my outfit?” she asked, as she turned and caught him staring.

“Oh, umm, yes,” he said, broken suddenly from his daydream, “it’s very cute.”

“Cute?” she asked, walking towards him. “You don’t think I look… sexy?” She leaned over the breakfast bar where John was sitting, leaning in. “You don’t like me anymore, master?” Her bottom lip stuck out slightly, shiny and soft.

John struggled for words as the blood rushed from his brain to his thumping erection under the table.

“Did I displease you?” she asked, looking at him with wide eyes, “Do I need to be punished?”

Images of Aoi on her knees, dressed in black, a collar around her neck as she knelt on all fours awaiting her spanking, punishment for her disobedience. He could still hear her cries of pleasure and pain as he spanked her firm ass, leaving red handprints across her asscheeks, which she had declared his property.

She giggled and jumped back off the table.

“Only joking,” she said, giggling, “although maybe later, I might get up to some mischief.”

“Mischief is never a bad idea,” said Mei, as she walked into the kitchen.

“Hey sweetie,” she said to Aoi, kissing the girl on the top of the head, “you nearly ready to go?”

“Almost,” she said, “just getting my snacks ready.”

“Hey stud,” Mei said, turning to John, “you coming with?”

“Where you going?”

“Campus,” said Aoi, “we’re going to do some studying.”

“Studying?”

“And some other stuff,” said Mei, smiling.

“Like what?” he asked.

“Wouldn’t you like to know?”

John’s cock throbbed again as he recalled the last time he’d gone out with Mei, which had involved a trip to the local sex shop and an unforgettable demonstration of what she picked up there.

“Ready,” said Aoi as she put her bag full of Tupperware snacks on her shoulder.

John looked at the two of them together, Aoi so wholesome, and Mei, with her skin-tight jeans and navel-exposing t-shirt clinging to her braless breasts, her navel piercing shining, and her leather jacket. They made such an odd pairing at first, but they seemed to have gotten a lot closer, especially after Mei had helped Aoi unleash her inner submissive.

“Well, I wasn’t going to,” he said, “but given the…” he glanced up at the direction of the music, “I think it might be for the best.”

“Yay,” said Aoi, jumping for joy.

“I’ll go get my things.”

“Alright,” said Mei, “don’t keep us gals waiting.”


◆◆◆




In his bedroom, John stuffed his laptop and a book into his bag. He didn’t expect to get any studying done, not with Mei and Aoi around, but decided to play along. He wasn’t so worried about Mei, but he wasn’t sure Aoi would feel comfortable ditching a whole day of studying, without at least paying lip service to the idea before “accidentally” spending the day doing something completely different.

He put the bag down on the chair and changed into some fresh clothes, instead of the casual around-the-house items he’d thrown on for breakfast.

Then, after a quick check in the mirror, he grabbed the bag, opened the door and stepped out into the hall. Suddenly, the music that had been blaring all morning got considerably louder as Yoko’s bedroom door opened.

“It’s my birthday!” yelled Yoko, as she ran towards him with open arms.

“I heard,” he said, certain he couldn’t be heard over the music. Before he knew what was happening, he found himself nearly stumbling back as the excited girl threw herself at him full force, wrapping her arms around his neck and lifting her legs off the ground as she kicked them behind her. She was petite, but the element of surprise had almost taken them both out.

“And that means,” she said excitedly as she pressed her lips to his ear, “I get to do whatever I want. And I,” she said as she planted her feet on the floor, “I want you!”

“Excuse me?”




“You,” she said again, as if that explained everything. “I want you to spend the day with me, and you can’t say no

 

because it’s my birthday!


 
”




“Oh,” he said, “I was actually about to go to campus with Mei and Aoi.”

“What for?”

“To study.”

“Ha!” Yoko exclaimed.

“What’s so funny?”




“You think

 

they


 
are going to get any studying done? No, you’re staying here with me, and that’s final.”




“Umm, ok,” said John, figuring if he wasn’t going to get any studying done with Mei and Aoi, he might as well not get any studying done with Yoko. It was, after all, her birthday. “I’ll go tell them.”

“No need,” she said, grabbing his hand and stopping him from going downstairs. John stopped and she let go of his hand and suddenly leaned over the balcony and began shouting loudly down the stairs in Japanese. A similar response was shouted up the stairs from, John was fairly certain, Mei.

As the two of them bickered, John was unable to keep from staring at Yoko’s ass as it was perfectly outlined through her pink, silk pyjama bottoms that were pulled tightly against her as she leant over the balcony, as her bare feet kicked just underneath.

“See ya later, lover boy,” shouted Mei after the bickering had stopped, as Yoko pushed back off the bannister and spun to face John.

“Bye-bye,” shouted Aoi, followed shortly by the sound of the front door slamming shut.

“Come,” said Yoko as she grabbed his hand and dragged him into her bedroom. He was amazed at how loud the music was and couldn’t fathom how she was able to stand it, let alone actively enjoy it.

“Could you turn it down a little?” he shouted.

“What?” she shouted back.

“I said, can you turn it down a little.”

“It’s too loud to hear you, I’m going to turn the music down.”

Yoko picked up her phone, touched the screen and the music suddenly went off.

“What were you saying?” she asked.

“Oh, nothing,” he said, waiting for his ears to stop ringing, “so, what do you want to do?”




“Oh my gosh,” she said, her large breasts bouncing under her pyjama top as she bounced on her heels, “we’re going to have

 

so much fun


 
.” She took him by the hand and led him to the bed.




“Sit,” she said.

John sat on the edge of the soft bed as Yoko stood in front of him, her thin nightwear barely concealing her body, the buttons of her top barely holding in her breasts as her pert nipples pressed against the material. He could feel his cock twitch in all the ways she could use him for her birthday.

“Now don’t move, I won’t be long.”

“Where are you going?” he asked as she moved across the room.

“To shower, silly,” she said, picking up her toiletries bag, “I can’t go out dressed like this!” As she spoke, she tugged the side of her top between two fingers, pulling the silk fabric even tighter across her body, the gap between the buttons widening and giving the slightest of peeks at the soft skin concealed underneath.

She grabbed her towel, pink and fluffy, hung it on her elbow, and walked back to John who was still sitting on the bed, wondering if this was all a joke.

“Good boy,” she said, patting him on the forehead, “I won’t be long.”

He watched as she picked up her keys from the top of her bedside drawers, and left the room.

“Are you seriously locking me in?” he asked, as he heard the lock click from the other side.

“So you can’t run away,” she replied, shouting through the door.

“You know I can just unlock it from inside, right?”

“But you won’t!”

John sat there, bemused, listening as her bare feet pattered along the corridor before hearing the bathroom door close.

As he sat there, he looked around her room. Everything was bright and pink and fluffy, everything was joyful and positive. It was, he thought, like living inside a wellness influencer’s Instagram feed. But still, he didn’t mind it. It seemed to reflect Yoko’s personality perfectly. He ran his hand over the pink bed sheets, which were remarkably soft.

From the bathroom, he could hear the sound of running water and of Yoko singing loudly. She wasn’t the best, but she wasn’t terrible and the enthusiasm with which she tackled the song brought him a sense of joy. She really was a lot of fun to be around, even if she did have a flair for the dramatic from time to time, a dark underbelly beneath the fluffy pink exterior.

He looked at the bedside drawers and wondered what secrets he might find hidden inside. Would he find fluffy pink handcuffs or black leather restraints? Would he find a hot pink bullet vibrator to precisely massage her clit as she lay under the covers in her silk pyjamas, or a thick dildo to fill her up as she lay naked on top of them?

He wondered what she sounded like when she came. Did she whimper quietly, holding it in as her body shook and quivered? Or did she let it all out, moaning at the top of her lungs as her wetness formed a damp spot on the light sheets?

From the bathroom, he heard her (almost) hit a high note and his mind went to Yoko in the shower. He could see her, her body wet and covered in suds, her hands sliding over her soft skin as sang, hot water dripping off her pert nipples. He saw her hands slide over her breasts, pressing them together, watching the water gather in her cleavage before trickling down like waterfalls. He saw her smile as she slid a hand down between her legs, fingering her clit, sensitive from the heat, as the other pressed against the glass as she rubbed faster and faster, bringing herself to orgasm as he patiently sat and waited for her.

He felt his hard cock straining against his trousers, and felt the urge to lie back on the soft bed and jerk one out, thinking of her naked body as the sweet smell of her perfume floated through the room, half hoping she would return and finish the job, but he resisted the urge.

What was her plan here, he wondered? She had locked him in a room he could easily get out of. There was no reason he had to stay and no reason he couldn’t wait for her somewhere else. Did she expect him to do something, to snoop around her room, to find some dark secret she was too shy to tell him? Or was it just a test to see if he would play along with her on her special day?

He shrugged and continued to wait, trying to ignore the throbbing in his trousers.


◆◆◆




Shortly after, he heard the water stop running and Yoko’s singing turned to a soft hum as she dried herself with her towel.

After a few more minutes, he heard her footsteps moving up the corridor and then heard the click of the door opening.

“Miss me?” she asked as she entered the room.

“Oh, umm, yes,” said John, as he tried to keep eye contact. Yoko was wearing nothing but the pink towel she had taken with her to the bathroom, her silk pyjamas folded neatly were held in one hand, her toiletries bag in the other.

Her breasts heaved as Yoko took in a deep breath, and the towel, tucked tightly in between her cleavage, threatened to slip loose at any second.

“I feel so much better after a shower,” she said, as she moved around the room, “don’t you?”

“Yes,” he said, as he watched her place her pyjamas on the desk chair, before going to the other side of the room to put down her toiletries bag. As she bent over, the short towel rode up the backs of her thighs, threatening to reveal what was underneath.

“Oops,” she said, straightening up, “that’s unbecoming of a princess.”

“A princess?” he said, trying to deflect from the fact they both knew he was checking her out.

“Of course,” she said, turning to face him, a bottle of lotion in her hand, “anyone can be a princess on their birthday.” She squeezed some out into her hands, rubbed them together and began to rub the cream into her arms. “Even you,” she giggled, as she continued to moisturise. “Or whatever you want to be.”

John sat there as she rubbed the cream over her shoulders and her neck, before moving down and rubbing it into the top of her chest.

“Yes,” she said.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, I moisturise everywhere. That’s how my skin is so soft all the time. Now, turn away and close your eyes.” John closed his eyes and lowered his head. “And turn around.” John turned away, eyes still closed.

“I could just leave, if you’d like,” he said, “and come back when you’re ready to go.”

“That’s ok,” she said, “I trust you not to peek.”

Eyes closed, all he could do was listen. He heard her moving around, her little moans as she reached down her leg, her hands moving up and down over the smooth skin, rubbing in soft circles. He heard her mumble at the sound of the towel falling to the floor. But he didn’t hear her pick it back up.

He heard her moan softly as she rubbed the cream into her body, up her legs and into her thighs, over her flat belly and her firm breasts, and it was all he could do to not open his eyes, to see her in all her perfection, her hands moving over her naked body performing one simple task.

“Right,” she said.

“Ok,” he replied, and he opened his eyes.

Yoko yelped and so did John as he shut his eyes and turned his head.

“Bad boy,” she scolded.

“I’m sorry,” he said, head firmly turned away, “I thought you were finished.”

“I was, but that doesn’t mean I had time to get dressed! Such a bad boy.”

“I didn’t see anything,” he said, semi-truthfully. The half-second his eyes had been open, he had seen Yoko picking her towel up off the floor. Yoko’s arm position whilst holding the towel had covered most of her breasts, and the towel, hanging down between her legs as she picked it up, just about covered her pussy. He had seen hardly anything, but he had seen enough to know Yoko had an amazing body, not that there had been any doubt before.

She was shorter than him, naturally slim but curvy in all the right places, and despite going running with Naomi to help her lose weight, John couldn’t see a single place where everything wasn’t exactly as it should be.

“Ok,” she said.

“Ok,” he replied, eyes still closed.

“You can open your eyes now.”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m sure.”

John opened his eyes and saw Yoko standing in a fluffy pink dressing gown, which came halfway down her thighs, and matching slippers on her feet. The dressing gown was tied around the waist and he tried not to notice as she pulled the two sides together to cover some of her heaving cleavage.

“Darn thing never stays closed,” she huffed as she tugged at it.

“Why don’t you get a new one?” John asked, “as a birthday present?”




“Because I look

 

so cute


 
in this!”




She turned and opened her wardrobe. It was completely full, with more clothes than John had ever seen outside of an actual clothes shop. Even though it was jam-packed, she seemed to know exactly where everything was.

“No, no, nope, umm… nope,” she said, as she flicked through item after item, “ooo, this is cute, but not for today. OK,” she said, turning to face John, “you know what to do.”

“Yes, Princess,” he said, playfully, and smiled as she giggled in delight.

He closed his eyes and listened once again, this time to the shuffling of clothes and the rattling of coathangers. He heard the wardrobe door close and the metal clink of a hanger being placed on the handle.

He heard her shuffle around the room, opening and closing drawers, heard the soft sound of her untying her robe as she slipped it open and off, exposing her naked body to the air once again and letting out a little shiver as she did so.

As he listened, he tried not to picture her moving around the room naked, tried not to think of her cute ass as she moved around the room, her breasts bouncing in tandem.

“Ooh,” she said as she bounced down on the bed next to him, her light frame sending only minor waves through the bed. He listened as she sighed and huffed as she got dressed, pulling on one item then the other before bouncing up off the bed.

“Ok,” she said, “you can open your eyes now.” She stood there smiling, posing in front of him, waiting for approval. “What do you think?”

She stood there in an oversized white shirt, which still clung to her breasts, tucked into a pair of tight, ripped denim shorts. They clung to the top of her thighs, her bare, freshly moisturised legs shiny and smooth. On her feet were a pair of small, white socks.

“You look great,” he said.

“Really?”

“Really.”




“You’re

 

so


 
sweet,” she said, going up to him and kissing him on the head, her breasts inches from his face. “It’s just something simple to get in and out of. Come on,” she said, and before he had time to process what she had just said, she took his hand and he stood.




“Wait,” she said, stopping and letting go of his hand, “I nearly forgot.” She rushed back to her wardrobe and, standing on her tiptoes, her shorts rising higher up her ass, she rifled through the shelf at the top of the wardrobe that was too high for her, and pulled out a bag.

“There we go,” she said, throwing the strap of the small purse over her shoulder, “now we can go.”

“How are you going to fit anything in that?” he asked, bemused.

“I’m not,” she said, “that’s what I’ve got you for, silly.” She took him by the hand again and led him out of the room.


◆◆◆




“What are we doing again?” asked John, as he followed Yoko through the shopping centre.

“Looking for my birthday outfit, of course!”

He smiled to himself at the thought of Yoko not having a single outfit suitable for her birthday in her practically overflowing wardrobe. He also resisted the urge to tell her she already had a perfect birthday suit, one he’d partly caught a glimpse of when she’d picked up her towel.

“I love it in here,” she said, as she rushed into a store John had never heard of, and he followed her in.

“Can I help you with something?” asked an employee as he looked aimlessly down the aisles for any sign of Yoko.

“Oh, no,” he said, “I’m just looking for…”




“Isn’t this

 

so cute?!


 
” exclaimed Yoko, holding up a dress in front of her.




“Yeah,” he said. “Found her,” he said to the assistant, as she smiled at him.

“Well, if you need any help, let me know,” she said, and walked away.

“Hold this,” she said, handing him the dress, “oh, and this,” she said, grabbing another dress from the rack.

As they progressed through the store, Yoko handed John item after item, seemingly at random. As he did so, he saw other men following their girlfriends, who gave him the same sympathetic look.

“Ok,” she said, “this way.”

John followed her to the changing rooms, a dead-end corridor with numerous doors. John stood by the entrance, hands full of clothes.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Waiting for you.”

“You expect me to carry all those, “she said, pointing to the clothes in his hands, “into the changing room by myself?” she asked, stunned. “Come.”

John looked around, nervous some employee might see the two of them going into the changing rooms together and get the wrong idea. Then, confident the coast was clear, he hurriedly followed her down the corridor to the changing room at the very end.

“Stand there,” she said, pointing to a spot on the floor in the middle of the changing room cubicle.

He moved there and waited as she took each item and hung it up on the rack on the wall.

“Now the fun time,” she said, “dressing up!” Yoko bounced on her toes again, sending her breasts jiggling underneath her shirt. “Where are you going?”

“To wait outside,” said John, as he moved towards the changing room door.

“There’s too many outfits for that,” she said, “just wait here.” Yoko began to unbutton her shirt, revealing her cleavage and John couldn’t help but stare as she began to get undressed in front of him. “And close your eyes!”

“Sorry,” he said and closed his eyes.

As he stood there, he felt her place something over his shoulder. He could tell from her scent that it was her shirt. He listened as she struggled sliding the tight shorts off her ass, grunting with relief as she got them down.

“Hold these,” she said. He held out his hand and she pressed the shorts into his palm. They were warm from clinging to her body. “Which one first?” she said to herself. He could see her in his mind, standing in front of him in nothing but a pair of panties. “Perfect.”

He heard the clanging of coathangers as she took an item and tried it on.

“How about this?” she asked. John stood there, unsure of what to do. “You can open your eyes now.”

“Wow,” he said, as he saw her.

“You like?” she asked, as she modelled the bright summer dress for him, holding the edge of the dress as she swished it around, her nipples prominent against the thin material. As she gave a little twirl, the dress floated up at the back, giving him a glimpse of her perfect ass, and just the faintest flash of her white panties.

“You look great.”

“I really do,” she said, admiring herself in the mirror. “It might be a little tight on the chest,” she said, adjusting her breasts with her hands, “but that’s not a problem.”

“Not at all,” he mumbled.

“What was that?,” she asked.

“I said, are you going to get that?”

“Oh, definitely,” she said, “I love it. But not for tonight.” she slipped one strap off her shoulder and looked at John until he closed his eyes again.

There was more rattling of hangers and the ruffling of clothes as she changed into another outfit.

“How about this? Cool, huh?”

John opened his eyes and saw Yoko’s latest outfit, a tight tank top which clung to her breasts and exposed her flat midriff, a pair of baggy trousers that sank down to the floor, and a baseball cap.

“Very,” he said.

“Of course, I’ll need to get a pair of white sneakers,” she said, pointing out her leg and wiggling her foot with the white sock. “Definitely,” she said, striking a pose in the mirror, thrusting her hips this way and that, whilst holding on to the peak of her cap, the baggy jeans teasing the faintest outline of her ass. “But again, not exactly birthday party material.”

Yoko took off the cap and placed it on John’s head, pulling the peek down to cover his eyes. Too small, it hung there precariously, and he closed his eyes as he waited for it to fall.

More clanging and rustling followed as Yoko once again stripped down to nothing but her panties and re-hangered the items, before trying on the next one.

“Zip me up.”

John, eyes still closed, reached out gingerly with his free hand until he felt the soft skin of her back.

“That tickles,” she said, as he ran his fingers down her spine, looking for the zip. Finding it, he took hold and zipped it up, holding the dress in place by pressing his other hand against the small of her back.

Once fully fastened, she stepped out of reach, and he continued to wait.

“I think this is the one,” she said finally, pulling the cap off his head and throwing it onto the bench behind her, “what do you think?”

John opened his eyes and stared, speechless, at the tight red dress clinging to Yoko’s body. It was like she had been poured into it.

“I…” stammered John as he tried to form the words.

It wrapped around the top of her arms and exposed her bare shoulders, as the deep v-cut showed off her ample cleavage as the fabric clung to her breasts. He had no idea what kept it from falling off, but physics was the last thing on his mind as he took her in in that dress.

His eyes ran down her body, seeing the dress as it clung to her slim waist and her hips, stopping high on the thigh, exposing her smooth legs.

“You hate it!”

“No,” he blurted, “it’s just… wow. You look amazing.”

“You’re lying,” she said, stomping her foot.

“Not at all,” he said, unable to express how incredible she looked. “Sorry, it’s just perfect.”

“You really think so?” she asked.

“I really do.”

“Me too!” she said, her mood switching suddenly. She turned and admired herself in the mirror, and as she did so, gave John a chance to see how well it accented her ass. “It shows a little more than I would normally like,” she said, moving her weight from one foot to the other. “But,” she said, as she turned to face him, “it’s my birthday, so I can do whatever I want!”

As John looked at her, he tried not to stare down her dress, at her exposed cleavage just inches away, his cock twitching at the thought of her, bent over, the dress hitched up over her ass as he fucked her there and then.

“It is,” he said, “and you can do whatever you want.”

“That’s right,” she said, as she turned away from him and smiled over her shoulder, “and don’t you forget it. Now, you know what to do.”

“Yes, Princess,” he said, and closed his eyes. She squealed with delight and he once again reached out and ran his hands over the back of her dress as he slowly undid the zipper.

“Thank you, kind sir,” she said as she stepped away, and slipped out of the dress, coathangers clinking as she hung it back up.

Then there was silence.

A moment later, he felt her. She was close, her naked body right in front of him. He could hear her soft breathing, so close. Slowly, she slid her shirt from off his shoulder, before taking her shorts from out of his hand.

Of course. So distracted was he from the fashion show that he completely forgot he was holding the clothes she had worn here.

But then he heard the soft thump of material, and could sense her still standing in front of him, silent and still.

He moaned softly as her hand ran over his crotch, and began slowly rubbing his cock through his trousers.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

She pressed her naked body against him and he could smell her perfume. She placed one hand on his shoulder, leaned into his ear and whispered,

“It’s my birthday,” she whispered, “so I get everything I want.”

She kissed him softly on the cheek, then her scent faded slightly as she moved down, pulling his trousers down as she went.

“Oh my,” she said, as she began to slowly stroke his hard cock, “just what I wanted.”

As she continued to stroke him slowly, she could feel her warm breath on the tip of his cock.

“I suppose I’d better blow,” she said, “otherwise my wish won’t come true.”

She blew softly over the tip of his cock, teasing him before she took his cock in her mouth, causing him to moan as she quickly pushed him deep into her mouth and wrapped her lips around the base of his shaft, before slowly sliding them up his shaft and repeating the process.

“Keep your eyes closed,” she said, “a princess can’t be seen to be doing such things.”

“Not even on her birthday?”




“

 

Especially


 
on her birthday,” she said, and ran her tongue around the tip of his cock, moaning quietly as she did so. “It’s a celebration of her respectability and innocence.”




John stood there in the middle of the changing room as the princess, down on her knees and wearing nothing but her white panties, sucked on her birthday present. Even with his eyes closed, he could see in his mind, her perfect body exposed as her head bobbed up and down on his cock.

He stifled another moan and gently stroked her hair as he felt her soft fingers cradling his balls, playing with them gently as she pressed him deep into her throat. It felt so good that he wanted to press her head down onto his cock, controlling the pace as she sucked him off. But it was her birthday, so she could play with her present as she wanted.

She gasped, taking in air as she took his saliva-covered cock out of her mouth and began to run her tongue up and down it slowly.

“I’ve waited a long time for this,” she whispered, “far too long.”

“Forgive me, Princess,” he said, as she kissed up and down the sides of his shaft.

“That’s right,” she said, wrapping her fingers around him and twisting her wrist as she worked him, “beg for my forgiveness.”

“Forgive me.”

“Such a disloyal subject,” she said, taking the tip of his cock in her mouth, licking it quickly as she continued to work his shaft. “So ungrateful.”

“How can I make it up to you?”

“Firstly,” she said, working him much more slowly, “open your eyes.”

He opened his eyes and looked down at the beautiful Japanese woman kneeling at his feet, as she looked up at him with bright eyes as she slowly worked his cock, wet from her mouth. She smiled with shiny lips and leaned back, giving him the perfect top-down view of her bare breasts.

“You like?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Do you want to make it up to your princess?”

“It would be an honour.”

“Good boy,” she said and kissed the tip of his cock.

She stood and looked up at him, and pressed her naked body against him, his erect cock slipping in between her thighs, rubbing against the outside of her warm, wet panties as she leaned in to kiss him.

She raised herself on her toes to reach him, kissing him with warm and soft lips. As she did so, she moaned softly into his mouth as his hands slid around her waist, feeling her body for the first time.

“You dare touch a princess like that?”

“I do,” he said, sliding his hand down and grabbing her firm ass.

“Such an unruly subject,” she moaned, kissing him again, “I shall have to have you punished.” She yelped softly as he spanked her ass.

“Like that, Princess?”

“Just like that,” she said, gasping as he spanked her again.

He moaned as she took his bottom lip in between her teeth and pulled gently.

“Such a ruffian,” she said, “I’m not sure a princess should feel safe around the likes of you. You seem like the kind of man who would take advantage of my innocence.”

“Would you like me to take advantage of your innocence, Princess?”

“A princess would never answer yes to such a question.”

“Then don’t answer,” he said, taking her by the arms and turning her around.

“What are you doing?”

“Fulfilling your birthday wish,” he said, as he stood behind her, his dick pressing into her ass as he ran his hands up her body and began to caress her breasts, rolling her nipples between his fingers, as she let out a moan as he kissed her neck.

“Quiet, Princess,” he whispered in her ear, “or else we shall be discovered.”

“I will not be silenced,” she said, mumbling as he wrapped a hand over her mouth to muffle her moans, as the other slid down her body and into her panties. She moaned into his palm, licking his hand as his finger slid down between her wet lips, teasing her entrance before sliding back up and down.

As he fingered her, she rubbed her ass up along his cock, sliding her wet panties up and down his shaft, desperate for him to be inside her. Still, he waited, sliding his wet finger up and slowly circling her clit.

She moved her ass faster, rubbing herself against him as he continued to slowly finger her.

“All in good time, Princess,” he whispered, “us servants need to ensure that our duties are completed to the best of our abilities.”

He continued to finger her, feeling her thighs tensing and squeezing his cock and she rubbed up and down it. He wanted to tease her some more, to let her desire build to almost intolerable levels, but he couldn’t take any more of her own games. The princess always gets what she wants.

He slid his hand out of her panties and uncovered her mouth just long enough for her to take a deep gasp of air before taking his wet fingers into her mouth. As she sucked her wetness from them, he slid his cock out from between her thighs and used his free hand to pull down her panties, so that they fell to her feet.

He slid his fingers out of her mouth and as he bent down to pick up her panties, she let out a moan of annoyance.

“I want you inside me,” she moaned, “it’s my birthday and I get whatever I w–”. Her complaints were cut short as he pressed the wet fabric of her panties into her mouth.

“To keep the Princess from being discovered,” he whispered into her ear, “and having her birthday ruined by her enemies.” She nodded obediently, leaving her panties in her mouth, and sucking on her own juices.

John ran one hand over her bare ass as he gently pressed on the back of her head with the other and bent her over. He stepped back a moment and admired her perfect ass, her swollen wet lips, ready for him to take her.

He gently ran his finger over her lips, causing her to let out a muffled moan, then took his wet finger and tasted her finger on the tip. His cock throbbed with desperation, but he knew he had to service the princess one more time before she was ready.

He dropped to his knees and gently parted her asscheeks, taking in the beauty of both her tight holes, and began to slowly run his tongue up her pussy. She moaned into the panties, her hands firmly placed on the changing room wall, pushing her ass towards his face as he continued to run his tongue up her.

He licked her faster, the taste of her pussy flooding his mouth, her wetness running down his chin as sucked on her tight little labia, tugging them gently with his lips, before kissing her lips and circling her entrance with his tongue, before sliding it as deep inside her as he could.

He could taste her fully as he sucked on her perfect pussy as his hands cupped her ass. Then, slowly, he slid his tongue out of her pussy and down between her lips, finding her clit and moving around it in slow, small circles.

She moaned and her knees buckled slightly, before she righted herself and pressed closer to his mouth, as he took her clit in his mouth and began to suck her sensitive mound.

Her pussy, so smooth and wet, so warm and inviting, was the perfect pussy for a princess. He continued to suck on her clit, bringing her closer and closer to orgasm. But as he felt her getting closer to climax, felt her body shaking, he felt her hand reaching back and running through his hair, grabbing a handful and pulling up.

He resisted, continuing to suck on her clit, feeling her legs shaking, taking her to the brink of cumming as she pulled harder on his head. Then, at the point of no return, he raised himself from his knees and guided his throbbing cock into the princess’s pussy.

She groaned as he pressed his thick cock into her tight entrance, warm and wet and desperate for his cock. He slipped inside her easily, her pussy greedily gripping his cock as he started to fuck her.

He quickened the pace, watching as she threw her ass back onto his cock, watching her lips gripping his shaft as her wetness spread all over him.

He fucked her hard and fast, pounding away at her royal hole, hands on her hips as he held her steady. She had both hands on the wall again, holding herself upright as she took her servant’s cock from behind, grunting into her panties with each thrust.

As he continued to fuck her, he turned and saw their reflection in the changing room mirror. He saw their image as if he was another person watching his white cock sliding in and out of this Japanese woman’s pussy, her panties stuffed in her mouth to prevent her from crying out with pleasure.

He admired her body from the view, looking at her firm breasts bouncing as they defied gravity under her bent-over body.

“Look, Princess,” he said, reaching up and turning her head to face the mirror. He watched her reflection as she watched him fucking her, his hard cock pounding away at her regal pussy from behind. She moaned and he felt her tighten around his cock, her body trembling as she watched him stretching her out, her asscheeks bouncing as he thrust himself deep inside of her.

He kept going, feeling himself getting close, her body shining with perspiration as she struggled to hold herself up. He held her hips tighter, holding her in position as he continued to fuck her. He saw her clamp down on the panties in her mouth as she tried to stifle the moans that were building up inside her.

He was so close and even though he tried to hold on, the feeling of her about to cum on his cock was too much to resist.

“I’m about to cum, Princess,” he moaned, “oh fuck.” As he said this, she started to press her ass back, riding him harder, barely able to control herself, moaning into her panties as she came.

He felt her body contracting, her pussy gripping his cock. He fucked her faster and harder, watching her petite body shaking with pleasure as she came on his cock. He felt it building and building, the pressure increasing, holding back as long as he could to extend the pleasure before he finally came deep inside of her.

He stifled a moan as he held himself deep inside of her, thrusting forcefully as he filled the Princess with his seed. As he continued to cum, she continued to cum, her body shaking with every twitch of his cock, with every new load shot deep inside her, their orgasms feeding into one another.

Slowly, the sensations faded and both of them calmed down. He held himself deep inside her for a moment, savouring how good her pussy felt on his cock, before reaching around and gently taking the panties out of her mouth, listening as she gasped for air.

Slowly, he slid himself out of her and lowered himself to his knees. He admired her tight pussy, still stretched out from his cock, and his load slowly making its way out of her body.

“Allow me, Princess,” he said, holding out her panties as she stepped into them. Slowly, he slid them up her legs and snugly onto her pussy. He stood and, sliding his hands up her arms, helped her into an upright position.

“It feels so warm,” she said, as he held her gently from behind, “I can feel it filling my panties.”

“Was that satisfactory, Princess??”

“The Princess is very satisfied with her gifts.” She turned her head and he leaned forward to kiss her. “There’s just one more thing she requires.”

“Anything for you.”

She smiled and pulled away as she turned and dropped to her knees. Slowly, she took his still-hard cock in her mouth and slowly sucked her pussy juices from him, before gently taking it in her hand licking the last of his cum from the tip.

Once clean, she pulled up his trousers and gave him a quick kiss, before turning around and picking up her shorts from the bench.

“You know what to do,” she said, over her shoulder, smiling.

John closed his eyes and turned away, giving her a moment to dress in private, as all respectable princesses should.


◆◆◆




“These will look really good on you,” said the woman behind the checkout, as she scanned through Yoko’s three new outfits, but if it doesn’t fit, you can always bring it back.”

“Oh, I tried them on,” said Yoko casually, as she entered her pin details, “one thing was a tight fit, but I don’t mind that.”

She smiled at the woman and took the two bags of clothes.


◆◆◆




“Fancy meeting you here”. said Mei.

I thought you were supposed to be studying?” said Yoko, smiling at Mei and Aoi as they approached her and John from the other side of the shopping centre.

“Amongst other things,” said Aoi, cheekily, giving John a knowing look.

“Enjoy your shopping trip?” asked Mei, nodding towards the two bags John was holding.

“They’re not mine,” said John, “but yes.”

“It sure is an experience shopping with Yoko, but then,” said Mei, holding up a shopping bag of her own, “Aoi’s no slouch in that department.”

“But everything was so pretty,” said Aoi, “I just wanted it all.”

“Where did you go?” asked Yoko, as the four of them walked towards the exit.

“Oh you know,” said Mei, “here and there.”

“Get anything nice?” asked John.

“Wouldn’t you like to know?”

“We were shopping for Yoko’s birthday,” said Aoi, excitedly.

“Ooh,” said Yoko, “what did you get me?”

“That will have to wait until your party,” said Mei.

“But I need to know!”

“Sorry,” said Mei, wagging a finger in the air, “I don’t make the rules.”

“But you hate rules!”

“Not ones that make you squirm,” she said laughing. “Hang on,” she said, “all this shopping has made me thirsty.”

“How about a juice?” said Aoi, pointing to the juice bar across the hall.

“That’s my girl,” said Mei. She kissed Aoi on the top of the head, and took her hand as they moved towards the juice bar. “You two coming?”

“Sure,” said Yoko, “I’m awfully thirsty too. Must be all the shopping.”

“Must be,” said John, as he followed behind.

“Hey, Aoi,” said Mei, give John our bags. He can grab a table as we get served. They always take ages in these places.”

John took the bags from Mei and Aoi and went to sit at one of the tables as the three girls went up to the counter.

As he sat, he watched the three of them, the good girl, the bad girl, and the princess, laughing and joking. He didn’t know what would happen at the birthday party tonight, but he was sure it was going to be a night to remember.
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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?



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




Part Two: The Good Girl






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 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 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.
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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:
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A Moment To Savour
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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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