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The Good Girl






J

 ohn puffed as he pushed the front door open, struggling up the front steps of the house as he clutched a torn black bag, clothes spilling from the hole.

“Oi,” said Reina, standing in the doorway to her bedroom, still in her pyjamas, “don’t leave that junk all over the place.”

John stumbled at the surprise appearance of his new housemate – one of six second-year college students, all Japanese, all female – and dropped the bag, his clothes scattering across the floor as it exploded.

“It’s not junk,” said John, wiping his forehead with the back of his hand, “that’s my stuff.”

“That’s what I said,” said Reina as John turned and went back down the steps to the Uber waiting outside, “junk!”

“Last one,” said John, as he reached into the back seat of the Uber, grabbing a small backpack and another black bag, this one still intact. The Uber driver continued to sit in the driver’s seat, tapping away at his phone.

He pushed the door closed and almost before his hand was away from the car the Uber sped off down the street, kicking up a cloud of dust. John coughed, threw the backpack over his shoulder, twisted the top of the black bag in his hand and went back into the house.





At least Reina isn’t waiting to have another go at me


 
, thought John as he stood in the hallway, surveying the chaos of moving-in day.




It was hard to believe that he had only visited the place the day before yesterday, that this had been the last place on his list. Without this, he didn’t know what he would have done.

Yet as soon as he arrived, he had a good feeling about the place. Partly, that would be due to Tsumugi, the diminutive housemate who had made an immediate impression with her snug-fitting pyjamas showing off her large breasts and smooth legs, who he watched bounce down the corridor ahead of him in her fluffy slippers.

Things only got more agreeable when she, in her role as self-appointed hostess, introduced him to the rest of the roommates, five more stunning Japanese students, all lounging around in their pyjamas.




John had been concerned that they wouldn’t want to live with a boy, a white boy at that, but they had been immediately at ease with him. A bit too at ease, as they bickered and squabbled in front of him. But he didn’t mind. In fact, he felt it lent the group an air of authenticity, that he knew what he would be in for immediately, rather than watching as their best behaviour faded over time, revealing what it would

 

really


 
be like living there.







“

 

More


 
junk!” said Reina as she walked through from the kitchen, a cup of coffee in her hand.




“Careful,” said John, as Reina casually stepped on his favourite t-shirt.

“If it’s good enough for the floor, it’s good enough to be stepped on,” she said, continuing to walk all over his clothes.

“You wouldn’t like it if he stepped on all of your things,” said Aoi, from the top of the stairs.

Reina shouted in Japanese at Aoi, then marched into her room and slammed the door shut.

“Would you like a hand?” asked Aoi, as she moved silently down the stairs.

“I’m ok, but thank you,” said John, as Aoi immediately bent down and began to gather his clothes into her arms.

“It’s no bother,” she said, eyes focused on the clothes. Arms full, she moved silently up the stairs, as John followed with the two heaviest black bags.

“Go on in,” said John, as Aoi stood outside his bedroom door, “it’s unlocked.”

She hesitated for a second, sneaking a glance at him, then went inside.

John was somewhat bemused by Aoi. She was so polite and quiet, a moment of calm in an otherwise chaotic storm. When she’d appeared at the top of the stairs, she was still in her pyjamas, consisting of loose pink bottoms running down to her ankles, and a loose, long-sleeve button-up shirt that hid her frame. Despite her nighttime attire, her straight, long black hair looked as if it was perfectly combined.

He wondered if that was the first thing she did every morning.

He imagined her sitting at her desk, staring at her innocent reflection as she calmly and methodically ran a brush through her hair. It was a peaceful image but he couldn’t help his mind from wondering about what she was like under those pyjamas, whether she really was as quiet and innocent as she seemed…?

“Junk!” cursed Reina, as she stomped out of her room again and down the hall. John hurried up the stairs, afraid the next time he saw his possessions they would be scattered across the street, or worse, on fire, his clothes burning as Reina watched on with satisfaction.

He opened the bedroom door with his elbow and pushed it open with his body. Inside, he immediately dropped the black bags onto the floor and placed his backpack on the table and sighed.

Across the room, he saw Aoi standing in front of his bed, neatly folding his clothes.

“You don’t have to do that,” he said as he walked over.

“It’s ok,” she said, “I like doing it. I find it peaceful.”

She had already folded half the clothes she had brought up and piled them neatly on the bed. John couldn’t help but be amazed at how fast and efficient she was at that.

“Really,” he said, “I can sort that out later. I wouldn’t want people to think I was taking advantage of you.”

“I want you to take advantage of me,” said Aoi, as she continued to fold, “especially if I enjoy it.” She looked up at him, smiling innocently, completely oblivious to the alternative interpretation of her words.

“I’d better get the rest of my stuff,” he stammered, heading for the door.

“Would you like me to come with you?” she asked, looking over her shoulder.

“The rest of the stuff is heavy,” he said, thinking of an excuse to step away, “maybe you could stay and help me fold?”

“Ok,” she said, smiling, then turned back to her folding.

John stepped out of the room and took a second to compose himself. If he didn’t know any better, he would have thought she was teasing him. After all, she wouldn’t have been the first of the women he now lived with to have done so. Again, his mind began to wander to what she looked like under her nightclothes, what mysteries they contained.

He thought about standing in front of the girl as she slowly unbuttoned her top, releasing button after button, letting the shirt flutter open slightly as it clung to her breasts, teasing but not revealing, giving only an inch of bare skin at a time.

“Got another one in your bedroom, stud?”

John jumped, brought back to the real world by Mei, as she walked down the corridor to the bathroom, once again wearing only a towel which threatened to fall off at any second.

She laughed as she walked past the speechless boy and into the bathroom. Within seconds he could hear the water running and immediately thought of Mei in the shower, hot water running down her long, lean body, running her fingers through her short, bright pink hair, a hand running softly over her breast as another slipped between her legs…

“Junk, junk and more junk!”

John rushed downstairs to see Reina pushing the bags with her bare foot.

“There’s no need to get worked up,” said Naomi, peering out of her room.

“Junk everywhere!” she shouted.

“It’s not junk,” said John as he rushed down the stairs, “it’s my stuff.”

As John grabbed the bag nearest Reina, she put her foot on it, holding it in place. Her delicate feet were perfectly smooth, her toenails a dark shade of red, painted to perfection the night he first arrived.

“Junk,” she said, as he looked up at her as she towered over him.

“Reina,” said Naomi, before following it up with something in Japanese John didn’t understand, “play nice.”

Reina turned to Naomi, then back to John, whose attention had wandered back to her foot on his stuff.

“Gross,” she said, quickly lifting her foot off the bag and walking back to her room. “Gross,” she repeated, staring at him with contempt as she shut the door.

“Don’t mind her,” said Naomi, “she’s not a morning person. Or an afternoon person. Or an evening person.”

“I heard that,” shouted Reina from her bedroom.

“You were supposed to,” sang Naomi, sweetly.

John and Naomi shared a moment of quiet laughter.

“Would you like some help with the bags?”

“No thank you, these are the last and they’re very heavy.” He heaved as he lifted one bag and then the other.

“Maybe you should take one at a time,” she said, as he headed up the stairs.

“It’s fine,” he said, trying to hide how much he was struggling, “I can handle more than one at a time.”

When he got to his bedroom door, he put the bags down for a second to catch his breath. For some reason, he didn’t want Aoi to see him so exhausted. He imagined her running to him, worriedly seeing if he was alright, then scolding him for over-exerting himself, which would only make him laugh because she was so cute when she was angry, which would only make her madder which would only make him laugh more. Then her anger would soften and it would just be the two of them…

The bathroom door flew open and out walked Mei, her short towel barely covering her ass, drops of water running down her long smooth legs.

“If you want to take a look,” said Mei, as she walked down the corridor, “all you have to do is ask.” She stopped at her bedroom door and looked over her shoulder, “Or do I have to take a number?”

Before he could respond, she walked into the room and closed the door.

“All done!”

John jumped and turned.

“Sorry,” said Aoi, bowing, “I didn’t mean to startle you.”

“It’s ok,” he said, his heart beating in his chest, “you didn’t startle me.”

“But you jumped?” she asked, completely earnestly, her head tilting slightly as she asked, letting her hair fall from the side of her head.

“Maybe a little,” he said, offering a smile.

“Come,” she said, excitedly, disappearing back into the bedroom. Bracing the open door with his body, John grabbed the two bags and brought them into the room, dumping them next to the others.

“Where’s the other one?” John asked, noticing the ripped-open bag was nowhere to be seen.

“The other what?” asked Aoi.

“The bag with all the…” he walked up to her, the bed behind covered in nearly-folded piles, “...clothes.”

“Oh,” said Aoi, averting her eyes, looking somewhat guilty, “I noticed the open bag was full of clothes, so I folded them too. I hope you’re not mad at me?”

“Of course not,” said John, trying not to laugh, “that’s really incredible, thank you. You really didn’t have to do that though.”

“I like to help,” she said.

“You were a great help.”

“And I like things neat and tidy!”

“I can see,” he said, looking at the clothes on the bed.

He looked back at her smiling face and smiled back, neither of them saying a word.

John had obviously found the girl attractive, who wouldn’t? But now, with the two of them sharing a quiet moment together, he felt something stronger. He longed to reach out and touch her soft face, tilting her head up as he leaned in to kiss her.

But he didn’t, not only because he didn’t know if she was aware of the effect she was having on him, but because of another reason altogether.

There was a knock at the door.

“Come in,” called Aoi, cheerfully.

“Good morning,” said Tsumugi as she walked into the room, already fully dressed. “How’s moving in going?”

“Great,” said Aoi.

“Aoi’s been helping me,” said John, feeling the need to explain why she was in his room.

“I’ve been folding!” said Aoi, a great big smile spreading across her face.

“Now, John,” said Tsumugi as she walked across the room, “you wouldn’t be taking advantage of our innocent Aoi now, would you?”

John looked at Tsumugi, who had her hands gently on Aoi’s shoulder, and had turned her to face him.

“No,” he stammered, “I would never.”

“Don’t make promises you can’t keep,” said Tsumugi, giving Aoi a soft kiss on the back of her head and giving John a sly wink. She leaned in and whispered in Aoi’s ear, who then bowed to John and left the room without another word.

“She’s so lovely,” said Tsumugi, as she looked around the room at nothing in particular.

“Yeah, she’s great,” said John in agreement. “She did all this and I didn’t even ask her to.” For some reason, he was feeling the need to explain himself even though he had done nothing wrong. “In fact, I actually said…”

“So lovely and innocent,” said Tsumugi, “she’d probably do anything you asked, if she thought it would please you.” She turned. “And Aoi would love nothing more than to please you.”

“I’m not sure I understand?” said John, desperate to not make it seem she was saying what he thought she was saying.

“Of course you do!” said Tsumugi, excitedly. “And you’ll love it!”

“Love what?” said John, “I’m sorry, I really don’t follow.”

“I love Aoi,” said Tsumugi, “she’s like a little sister to me, even though she’s actually older, can you believe that?”

“I actually can’t.”

“But she’s lived a very sheltered life, always study, study, study…”

John wasn’t in the least surprised at this. The very first morning, when he’d accidentally fallen asleep on the couch and woken up in the living room, he’d witnessed Aoi freak out because her alarm didn’t go off and she was going to be late for class.

He had watched silently as Tsumugi calmed the girl down, reminding her that being late for the first class of the semester, where they mostly give out reading lists and the such, wasn’t going to lead to a life on the streets.

“She’s never had time for fun, or friendship, or heaven forfend, a boyfriend.”

“She seems very focused on her studies,” agreed John.

“Which is where you come in,” said Tsumugi, gently tapping the end of his nose with her forefinger.

“You want me to be her friend?”

“No, silly,” she said, tapping his nose again, “she has a houseful of friends!” She reached out her arms.

“You want me to have fun with her?”

“Sort of,” she said, coyly, “but a bit more than that.”

“You want me,” said John, now out of options, “to be her boyfriend?”

“Yes!” she said, “well, not her boyfriend exactly, but she would very much like you to be her first.”

“Her first…?”

“Lover, silly.” Tsmugi giggled as if John had been making a joke.

“And what about you?”

“What about me?”

“Would you like me to,” the words stuck in John’s mouth, the surreal nature of the conversation limiting his ability to think clearly, “make love to her?”

“Of course,” she said, stepping in and gently placing her hands on his chest, “now that I know you’re so good at it.”

She pressed her body into John and he felt himself getting hard, remembering his first day here, changing in Tsumugi’s room after he had showered, how she had given him a new pair of clothes and then taken them off him, how she had given herself to him, letting him use her tight body however he wanted before taking over and riding him to completion, flipping from submissive to dominant, good girl to bad girl, from polite hostess to the dirty Japanese cumwhore begging him to fill her tight Asian pussy with his white man cum.

“But what about the other day?” he asked.

Tsumugi bowed her head and laughed.




“You are

 

so


 
sweet,” she said, looking up at him. “Do you know how many men, who if they were offered the chance to fuck a sweet, beautiful Japanese

 

virgin


 
, would be asking about someone else’s feelings?”




“It’s just a bit unusual, I suppose,” he said, looking down at her. “I thought we had a great time…?”

“We did!” enthused Tsumugi, “and I’m really looking forward to having more great times with you. But first, I want you to have a great time with Aoi!”

“Umm, ok,” said John, trying to tread delicately around the topic, “but what if things become awkward?”

“Awkward how?”

“What if, hypothetically, you were to become jealous?”

“Jealous of who?”

“Aoi.”

Tsumugi laughed.




“

 

So


 
sweet,” she said, “I could

 

never


 
be jealous of her!”




“But what if she, again hypothetically, became jealous of you?”

“This is why I trust you to be her first,” said Tsumugi, “because even though you desperately want to fuck her, you’re still thinking about other people’s feelings.”

“Who said I wanted to…?” began John, until Tsumugi cut him off with a look.




“Of course you do,” said Tsumugi, “Aoi is every white man’s dream. Frankly, I’d be surprised if you

 

didn’t


 
wonder what she was like under those pyjamas.” She reached down and began to rub his cock through his trousers, his cock hardening as she did so.




“Does she have small, cute breasts, the kind that are a perfect handful?” she cupped John’s swelling cock and balls in her hand. “Or are they deceptively big, like mine?” She leaned in, pressing her large breasts against him as they heaved heavily as she breathed deeply.

“What about her ass? Is it soft and squishy,” she grabbed his hand and placed it on her ass, “or firm and tight?” John squeezed her ass through her skirt, feeling the firmness below.




“And of course,” she said, standing on her toes and pressing into him, leaning so that her lips were next to his ear, “who hasn’t thought about how

 

tight


 
her virgin Japanese pussy is? I’d bet it’s even tighter than mine.” She began rubbing him faster, and as she rubbed her body up against him he could feel the warmth of her pussy on his leg, her wetness soaking into his jeans leg.







“And don’t you just want to lay her sweet body down, spread her legs for the first time and see how she reacts when you taste her sweet virgin pussy on the tip of your tongue? I bet it’s

 

magical


 
.”




As she rode his leg, he moved his hips, pressing his cock into her hand as she rubbed him through his trousers faster and faster.

“And maybe if you ask nicely,” she whispered, her hot breath on his ear, “she’ll even let you put it in her ass.”

He groaned as he came, Tsumugi still rubbing his cock as she rubbed her wet pussy on his leg, moaning with pleasure as she rode him, gasping in his ear as the two of them came together, still fully clothed.

He leaned back on the wall, her body pressing into him as he caught his breath.

“See?” she said, taking a step back and running her hands down her outfit, pressing out the creases, “we can still have fun.” She looked at him and smiled, as he stood there, dumbstruck. “But I’d better run,” she said, checking her phone, “or I’ll be late for class. Have a good day.” She hopped forward quickly, giving him a quick peck on the lips and headed for the door, leaving John alone, head spinning, his fingers gently tracing the warm spot on his leg.


◆◆◆




He stripped off his clothes and stepped into the shower, letting the hot water wash over him as he tried to clear his head.

Tsumugi wanted him to sleep with Aoi. And, what’s more, she wanted him to take her virginity!

Normally he would have no hesitation in taking the opportunity to sleep with someone as smart and beautiful as Aoi, especially when asked. But this was the first time he had been asked to have sex with someone by a third party!

Still, he couldn’t say he wasn’t tempted, even as he washed himself clean of his brief encounter with Tsumugi, he found himself getting hard again. Images of Aoi flashed before his eyes as Tsumugi’s words echoed in his mind.

He started jerking himself under the shower, images of Aoi slowly revealing her naked body to a man for the first time. He could practically smell her…

“Fuck’s sake,” he cried jumping back out of the water. “Every goddamn time.” The water had suddenly turned freezing cold, which meant someone was using the downstairs shower.


Someone.






It would only be someone as inconsiderate as Reina,


 
he thought before immediately discarding the idea.

 

Not inconsiderate, malicious.





She was doing it on purpose, he knew it. Whether she was out to get him or simply amusing herself, he couldn’t say. But for some reason, she had decided to make him a target and was taking shots at him at every opportunity she got.

He considered whether or not he should have a word with her and try to resolve the issue, but he knew she would only take that as a sign of weakness and would make things even more unbearable.

So he once again finished his shower by splashing suds off himself with icy cold water.


◆◆◆




Back in his room, he shivered, drying himself as fast as he could, then scanned the bed for something to wear. He’d only put those jeans on fresh this morning, but now they had to go into the wash, his and Tsumugi’s bodily fluids having soaked into them.

Dressing for comfort, he grabbed the pair of neatly folded sweatpants from the bed and pulled them on. Tsumugi had given these to him on his first day, something fresh after he had slept in his clothes. They had been new and still had the tags on, but she had never said where they came from.

Not that he really asked, for moments later she was pressed against him, hand slipping under the waistband finding his rock-hard cock.

He took a breath and tried to calm himself, his hardening cock prominent under the sweatpants. For some reason, he hadn’t put on any underwear, just like the first time, but he didn’t bother to correct that. Hanging free in the baggy pants made him feel freer, more confident.

He then threw on the t-shirt she had given him, the one that outlined his lean figure. They were just clothes, but somehow they made him feel better.

He took a moment to compose himself and went downstairs to the kitchen.





Great


 
, he thought, as Reina stood there, waiting for the kettle to boil. Her short, black hair was uncombed, her body hidden beneath an oversized fluffy dressing gown that covered her from her shoulders to her ankles.




“I know what you’re looking at,” she said as she busied herself making her coffee, “weirdo.”

“I wasn’t looking at anything,” he said, looking at the back of her head and then, by pure instinct, down to her feet.

Almost as if she could sense the movement of his eyes, she turned to look at him. His eyes instantly shot back up to meet hers, which were staring at him with disdain.

“Weirdo.”

“I wasn’t looking at anything,” he protested as she walked away, coffee in hand.




“Don’t watch me as I leave,

 

weirdo


 
.”




He had never intended to do any such thing, but her insistence that he not look, that he had some kind of obsession with her feet, made him want to look at them.

She did, he conceded in his mind, have pretty feet, as far as feet go. It was never really something that he had given any thought to, but now that he was explicitly forbidden from looking at them, he felt an increasing desire to do just that.

He looked down, just for a second, to see her small feet pacing across the floor, before looking straight back up, right before Reina turned once again, trying to catch him in the act.

He smiled politely and she scowled.

“Excuse me,” said Naomi, as she stood aside to give Reina enough space to pass through the door, whilst Reina made no attempt to accommodate the other girl whatsoever. “Always the charmer.”

John smiled to himself, glad he wasn’t the only one who found Reina’s attitude grating.

“How’s things?” asked Reina, as she stood next to him, empty cup in hand.

“Good, thanks,” said John as he filled up the kettle. “You having a cuppa?”

“Seeing as I’m here holding a cup, I thought I might as well,” she said, smiling.

John put the kettle on to boil, adding coffee and sugar to his mug as Naomi did the same. This was, he realised, the first time he had seen Naomi fully dressed. Not that he’d seen her naked, but rather, he had only ever seen her in her pyjamas. Not that there seemed to be much difference now, at least in terms of fit.

Her clothes, like her pyjamas, were a loose fit, light fabrics of an earth tone that hung loosely from her body. They gave her the appearance, John thought, of someone who might refer to themselves as ‘spiritual’, not that she had given any indication that was the case. Still, he found her presence calming, certainly in contrast to Reina’s.

“You settling in alright?”

“Yeah, all my stuff is here now, just need to sort everything out.” The kettle boiled and he picked it up and poured the boiling hot water into his cup. “Except for my clothes, Aoi already took care of them.”

“I bet she did,” said Naomi. John turned to look at her, trying to figure out her blank expression. “Careful,” she warned.

“Oh shit,” said John as he looked at the hot water flowing over the rim of his cup. He put the kettle down and grabbed a cloth, wiping up the coffee from the worktop.

“You ok?”

“Yeah, fine,” he said, as he wiped the sides of his mug. “Sorry, I’ve just got a couple of things on my mind.”

“Let me guess,” she said as she calmly made her cup of tea, “Tsumugi and Aoi.”

“What do you mean?”




“Oh honey, please. We all heard about you and Tsumugi,” she said softly. “And we also

 

all heard


 
about you and Tsumugi, if you know what I mean.” She sipped her tea and sighed with satisfaction as John began to feel as hot as when he first stepped in the shower.




“I’m sorry,” he said, “I didn’t…”

“It’s ok,” she said, “we’re all grown-ups here. Well, most of us.” She glanced at the kitchen door, indicating the now vacant Reina. “You like her? Tsumugi, I mean.”

“I do,” he said, “but it’s complicated…”

“Because of Aoi.”

“I guess, but not in that way. I mean, I don’t fancy Aoi or anything.”

Naomi tilted her head and narrowed her eyes, curious as to what he’d say next.




“Not that I

 

don’t


 
fancy her,” he said, feeling as if he was walking through a minefield, “she’s very pretty and sweet and funny but it’s complicated.”




“Because Tsumugi wants you to have sex with Aoi.”

John stood silent, unsure how to respond to such a straightforward statement.

“Do you not want to have sex with Aoi?”

“I mean, I don’t know.”

“You don’t know if you want to have sex with a, what was it, a very pretty and sweet and funny woman?”

“It’s not so much I don’t want to,” he began.




“It’s that you don’t know if

 

she


 
wants to.”




“Right.”

“And you’re worried things might get weird between the three of you.”

“Right.”

“And you’re worried they both might fall hopelessly in love with you and fight for your affection, causing an unbearable living situation?”

“Kind of, yeah.”

Naomi laughed.

“It’s not funny,” he said.

“Oh honey,” she said between chuckles, “it really is.”

“I’m serious.”

“I know,” she said, laughing harder, “that’s why it’s so funny.”

John stood in disbelief as the usually relaxed and easygoing woman doubled over with laughter.

“Quick,” she said, holding out her mug, “take it.” John reached out and took the mug. “Like you’re going to take Aoi’s virginity.” John stood there, watching as her knees began to buckle as she continued to howl.

He continued to stand there and watch as Naomi tried and failed to contain herself, gasping for air in between bursts of laughter.

“You finished?” asked John, after what seemed like an age.

“Yes, thank you,” she said calmly, taking her mug of tea back. “I understand you have a genuine worry about causing a rift between two friends, who are more like sisters, over the exclusive right to use your body for sexual gratification, but I assure you, that won’t be a problem.”

“How can you be sure?” said John, trying to hide the hurt in his voice.

“Because Tsumugi and Aoi are both wonderful, kind, generous women who love each other and love to share. The idea that Tsumugi or Aoi might become jealous of the other because they are enjoying themselves is nonsensical. If anything, they’ll get even more enjoyment out of it.”

John tried to focus, but he couldn’t stop the thought of Tsumugi laying on her bed, naked, hands between her legs, touching herself as she listened to John taking Aoi’s virginity, the young woman’s moans of pleasure driving Tsumugi wild.

“But there’s something else, isn’t there?”

John snapped back to reality. He looked at Naomi, hoping she didn’t notice his semi-erect cock pushing against his sweatpants.

“I’ve,” he said, pausing, making sure he phrased it right, “never had sex with a virgin.”

“And you’re afraid you’ll ruin it for her.”

“I mean, I guess so. Besides, I don’t even know if she even wants to do it.”

“Have you asked her?”

“Of course not,” said John, “what am I supposed to say? ‘Hey, Aoi, you fancy having sex with me?’”

“Personally, I’d phrase it differently, but pretty much, yes.”

“And what if she doesn’t want to? Then I look like a creep.”

“Do you really think,” said Naomi, “that Tsumugi would ask you to have sex with Aoi, if that was something Aoi didn’t want?”

“But what if she changed her mind?”

“She’s allowed to do that.”

“Well, yeah, it’s just… a big ask.”

“I’m not going to lie, it is a big ask. But let me ask you this, do you really think Tsumugi would encourage you to do this if she didn’t think you were the right man for the job?”

“Are you suggesting…?”

“What, that Tsumugi had sex with you to see if you were a sufficiently considerate lover for Aoi?”

“No,” said John, taking a sip of his coffee. “But did she? Ow!” John put his free hand to his head where Naomi had slapped him, not hard but sending a clear message of displeasure.




“Of course not,” she said, exasperated, “she did that because she wanted to fuck you!” She looked at John with what he thought was pity. “And although we’re

 

all


 
aware of how that went, Tsumugi was sufficiently impressed with not just your performance, but your consideration of her pleasure as well as your own, that she decided were you worthy of being Aoi’s first.”




“And Aoi?”




“Oh honey,” she said, gently stroking the spot where she had affectionately slapped him, “Aoi wants you,

 

bad


 
.”





◆◆◆





Wants you bad.


The words went round and round in John’s head as he busied himself in his room unpacking.

He didn’t have much stuff but he would find himself losing himself in his thoughts. In one moment he would imagine making love to Aoi, the sweet girl moaning with pleasure at his every touch. The next, she would slap him in the face, crying at the mere suggestion he might be interested in getting to know her better.

He knew it was ridiculous, that this was something Tsumugi and Aoi had discussed at length (and, so it appeared, had everyone else), so the idea she might be offended or worse was highly unlikely.

It was equally unlikely that he would make her first time a carnival of orgasmic explosiveness. At best, she would find it comfortable, enjoyable.

Only later, when she was more relaxed, perhaps in love, would the tightly-wound girl find herself able to unwind and allow her body to feel the pleasure he dreamed of giving her.

Even though it was all in his head, he couldn’t help but feel jealous of the man who would give Aoi her first orgasm, protective of her, even.

All this for a girl he had barely spoken to.

He wondered what she was doing now. In class, no doubt, or the library. She seemed to do nothing but study, and the brief times she did take a break, it was due to the concerted efforts of the other girls who were determined she have some fun.

He pictured her sitting in class, surrounded by students, taking extensive notes by hand, because she read it helps with knowledge retention. He saw her face rapt with concentration as she looked at her notes and then to the lecturer at the front of the hall, devouring every word, every detail.

He saw her pen slowing, her face contorting more as she tried to focus, but all she could think about was him. She moaned with frustration as her handwriting became messier, her notes less coherent. All she could think about was him touching her, laying her down and undressing her, slowly taking her clothes off a piece at a time, leaving her in just her panties. Laying there as he touched her body for the first time, kissing her bare skin, then taking his own clothes off, until he was down to his underwear. He imagined her flush at the thought of him laying on top of her, their bodies pressed together, her body reacting to his, craving more as they kissed, slowly, softly, her hands tentatively exploring his arms, his back, moaning as his hard cock pressed against her wet panties, rubbing herself against him, moaning at the new sensations.





Take them off


 
, she’d whisper.





Please.


He’d kiss his way down her body, hands caressing her as he went, until he was between her knees. She’d press her legs together, a shy wallflower, but he would gently spread them, and she would let him. He would look up at her and smile, and she would smile back, and he would slowly peel her panties from her wet pussy, and he would lean in for a taste.





No


 
, she would say,

 

I need you inside me.





He would stand and slowly take off his boxers and she would gasp at his rock-hard cock.


Can I touch it?


He would walk to the edge of the bed and she would reach out her hand, touching it tentatively with her fingers, gasping as it twitched under her touch. Then she would begin to slowly stroke it, her soft hand wrapped loosely around his shaft.


It’s so big.


Still, she would stroke it.


Are you sure it will fit?


He would smile and lean down to kiss her, reassuring her until she was ready.

Then he would climb on top of her, her legs spreading with no assistance from him, and he would take his cock and hold it to her entrance. She would gasp as he slowly pressed the head of his cock into her, holding it there, letting her get used to the feeling.


Deeper.


He would press a little deeper, watching her every move.


Deeper.


And again.





Deeper


 
. He would move like this until he was finally inside her, feeling the tightest pussy he had ever felt, gripping his cock. She would sigh, her tight pussy stretched to its limits, aching but in that good way. And he would slowly begin moving his cock in and out of her, watching her every move, her every expression to make sure she was ok.




He would continue, moving faster and faster as her body got used to being penetrated, her pussy adapting to being filled by his cock.

She would moan with pleasure, gasping as each thrust brought with it new sensations, new carnal delights, feelings she had dreamed of but never before experienced. He was her first and she would remember him forever.


Don’t stop.


He would fuck her faster and faster, his lean body pressed against hers, her legs spread wide, her hands gripping his back, sinking her nails into his skin as she lost herself to the moment.


I’m cumming.


He would moan, right on the edge, her pussy gripping his cock, her warm wet hole responding to his every move as he fucked her faster and faster.


Don’t stop.


He was so close he could feel the pressure building, aware the point of no return was getting closer with every second, with every thrust, with every contraction of her tight pussy.


Cum in me.


He would look at her and she would look him in the eye and say again.


Cum in me.



Be my first.


And he would cum, and cum, and cum. And she would moan as he pressed his cock inside her, stimulating her g-spot as he filled her with his seed, her orgasming body tightening the grip on his cock, holding him tight, squeezing every drop of cum out of him as the quiet, reserved student came for the first time, her body shaking with pleasure, losing all control as she moaned at the top of her lungs as the white boy who took her virginity flooded her virgin pussy with his thick load.

John moaned as he came, images of Aoi orgasming beneath him, images of her in class, legs pressed together as she thought of him fucking her, desire so powerful it triggered an orgasm in public, the girl trying desperately to hide it as her desire for his big cock rocked her body.

As he lay on the bed, he saw an image of her leaning in to softly kiss him, both of them fully satisfied, as he drifted off to sleep.


◆◆◆





Knock. Knock.


John sat up on his bed. The room was dark.

“Come in,” he said, rubbing his face, trying to work out how long he had been asleep. He realised at some point he must have taken off his t-shirt.

“I’m sorry,” said Aoi, as she looked from behind the room, “I didn’t realise you were sleeping. I’ll come back.”

“It’s fine,” said John, squinting through the dark, the light from the call giving Aoi an almost angelic look. “I wasn’t sleeping.”

“Then why is it so dark?”

“Ok, I might have been sleeping. Could you turn on the light?”

Aoi stepped into the room and flicked the light switch. The room suddenly filled with light and John moaned, covering his eyes, so Aoi immediately flicked them back off.

“Sorry, sorry,” she said.

“It’s ok,” he said, “I asked for it.”

“I’ll go now.”

“You can stay.”

“You can come to my room when you’ve woken up, if that’s ok?”

“Sure thing, just give me a few minutes, ok?”

“Ok.” She bowed slightly and left John alone.

He got up and walked around the room, stretching as he did so. As he approached the door, he caught the scent of her perfume. It was unassuming but sweet, just like her.

His heart began to beat faster. This morning felt like a lifetime ago, so much had changed. This morning, she was a cute girl in baggy pyjamas helping him to sort out his clothes. Now she was something else entirely. What, he didn’t quite know how to articulate.

He had, of course, found her attractive the first moment he saw her, but this was something else entirely. He had been given an opportunity to sleep with his beautiful Japanese housemate and, like any man, he would have been eager to take it, under normal circumstances.

But these weren’t normal circumstances. It came with a weight of expectation, of obligation. He didn’t like that word, conferring as it did a reluctance, which was insulting to Aoi. She was very beautiful and he would be lucky to have the opportunity to be with her. But given the circumstances, he felt a weight to ensure she enjoyed it as much as he did. And he expected he would enjoy the experience very much.

He walked over and flicked the switch, standing there as he acclimated to the brightness of the room, pulling on his t-shirt, as he readied himself for what was to come.


◆◆◆




“Come in.”

As he opened the door and stepped in it was like entering a new world.

The room was dimly lit, most of the light coming from a series of light strips running along the edges of the ceiling, all turned to a deep pink. The room smelt of Aoi. He breathed in deeply, a sense of calm passing over him even as his heart continued to beat faster than usual.

“Hi.”

Aoi was sitting at her desk, nose in a book, with a desk lamp focused low enough to only illuminate the pages.

“Hi,” she said, turning to face him. “I was doing some studying whilst I waited.”

“I can come back if you’re busy?”

“I’m only busy waiting for you,” she said, giggling. She turned off the desk lamp and stood up, silently placing her chair under the desk and closing the book. To the side was a notepad of hand-written notes, the pages colourful with post-it notes and highlighted passages.

She stood in front of her desk, hands behind her back, her posture perfect. John realised it was the first time he had gotten a good look at her since this morning. The only thing the same about her was her hair, long and black and combed perfectly straight, falling down perfectly across her shoulders.

She had a modest cream jumper on and a simple plaid skirt running down to knee-length, underneath which she wore a pair of dark leggings. She was, he thought, the definition of unassuming.

“Come, sit,” she said as she walked across the room and sat on the side of the bed, her feet barely touching the ground. He looked and she smiled innocently. Her bed looked different to his. It had a pink duvet cover over which lay a soft blanket, and matching, fluffy pillows. In front of those were two fluffy display pillows, both pink.

He moved closer and stood next to her. He noticed on the wall alongside the bed there were a series of photographs and polaroids. He couldn’t make out who was in them, but he was pretty certain they were of Aoi and the rest of the housemates.

“Sit,” she said, as she tapped next to her on the bed. He sat down, keeping a respectable distance.

“Why so far away?” she asked. “I don’t bite.”

“I’m just trying to be respectful.”

“That’s sweet of you,” she said sincerely, “but there’s no need.”

They sat in silence for a moment, neither of them sure what to say.

“I guess you spoke to Tsumugi?” she asked, looking at her feet, as she tucked her hair behind her ear.

“About what?”

“You know what,” she said, looking up at him. “About you.”

“Oh,” said John, “yes.”

“You don’t sound so excited,” she said, a note of hurt in her voice. “I know I’m not as pretty as Tsumugi, or exciting like Mei.”

“It’s not that,” he began…

“I’m not as free-spirited as Nomi or as feminine as Yoko.”

“I didn’t mean…”

“Even Reina seems to attract a lot of admirers, even though she treats them all terribly. And I’m,” she paused, “just me.”

“But that’s a good thing,” said John. “You’re pretty and sweet and funny and intelligent. Any guy would be lucky to be with you.”

“But you don’t want to be with me?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“You didn’t have to.”

“It’s just,” he said, “I want to make sure that you want to be with me.”

“I thought Tsumugi told you?” she said, irritation in her voice.

“She did, but I wouldn’t want to do something you don’t want to do. I want to make sure your first time is special.”

“Me too,” she said, “which is why I want it to be with you.” She reached out and touched his hand, her fingers sitting softly on top of his.

She moved closer to him, her hand still on his.

His heart beat faster, his cock twitching in his sweatpants. He tried to breathe steadily, trying not to show the impact she was having on him.

“And don’t worry,” she said deep into his eyes, “I won’t fall in love with you just because you fuck me.” She began giggling uncontrollably.

“I see you spoke to Naomi, too.”

“I did,” she said, holding his hand more firmly, “she thought you were so sweet.”

“And you?”

“I thought I made the right choice.”

She moved in so her arm was pressed against him, her jumper soft against his bare arm. She looked up at him as he looked at her and as she leaned in, he leaned in, their soft lips finally meeting.

As she kissed him, her hand went to his face, softly cradling his cheek, her fingertips stroking his jawline.

John was taken aback for a moment, as her soft lips moved with purpose, opening and parting in time with his, her warm tongue sliding into his mouth. She moaned with pleasure as she kissed him, her body pressed against him, her hand still on his, as they slowly lay on the bed, both on their sides, their lips locked together.

Aoi pressed her body against his. He could feel her heat, her desire. She kissed him passionately, wrapping one leg around his as his leg slid between hers. She moaned as she pressed herself against his leg, rubbing herself against him as they continued to kiss.

His hand slid around, grabbing her ass through her skirt, she let out a shocked giggle then a satisfied moan, then kissed him harder.

With one hand on his back, she reached with the other, partially pinned under her body, taking hold of his rock-hard cock through his sweatpants and began slowly working him. He moaned, rocking his hips, rubbing his leg pressed between hers faster, as he fucked her hand.

Startled by her forwardness, she had taken him by surprise. He had expected a slow, intimate buildup, but here he was practically on the verge of cumming, the good little virgin eagerly tugging on his dick.

He leaned back slightly then rolled over, pushing Aoi onto her back as he lay on top of her, but she used the momentum to take him by surprise, rolling him onto his back and straddling him. She leaned in and kissed him, placing her hands on both sides of his face, rubbing herself against his cock.

She sat up and slid her hands under his t-shirt, feeling his flat stomach. She ran her hands up and down, sliding a little further as they moved up to his chest.

“Take it off,” she said softly, “I want to see.”

As he lay there, he began to take off his t-shirt, Aoi helping him pull it up and over his head.

“Oh my,” she said, stroking his body. “But this doesn’t seem fair.” She sat back up and with one smooth motion, pulled off her jumper, shaking her hair as it fell around her shoulders.

John looked on in amazement at her body. She was petite, with a thin waist, but her breasts, held in a simple white bra, were larger than he expected. Truthfully, he had expected to be rather flat-chested, not that there was anything wrong with that, but their size had taken him by surprise.

Aoi covered her mouth and giggled.

“Everyone seems surprised how big they are when they first see them,” she said, as if reading his mind. “Because I’m so petite everywhere else.” She leaned in and kissed him again, her bare stomach against his, her bra pressing into his chest.

His hands ran up her back, feeling the softness of her skin, his fingers flicking over the bra strap as he explored her body.




“I want you,” she moaned between kisses, “to take it off.” Her lips went back to his and his hands continued to move along her back, one sliding along the strap of her bra to find a clip. Then with one soft

 

click,


 
he felt the strap separate and he ran his fingers over the one area he had been denied.




She shrugged her shoulders, pushing the straps down until they slid down the front of her arms, only their bodies holding her bra in place.

Still pressed against him, she slid one arm out and then the other, before pulling the bra out from between them, and kissed him again. Her breasts were pressed directly into his chest. They were warm and soft.

“Do you want to see them?” she asked.

“I do.”

“Do you want to touch them?”

“Yes.”

“Do you want to kiss them?”

“So bad.”

“Do you want to take them in your mouth and suck on them until I can’t take it anymore?”

“I want nothing more.”




“Nothing more,

 

yet


 
.” He yelped in pain as she playfully bit his bottom lip, tugging it between her teeth before letting go.




She raised herself onto her knees, looking at him, her hands cupping her breasts.

“Do you like them?” she asked, shyly.

“They’re amazing,” he said, transfixed, “you’re amazing.”

“You can touch them if you’d like?”

His hands slid up her body, cupping her hands, which she slipped from underneath and placed on his, guiding him upwards, her fingers controlling his as he caressed her breasts, his fingers pressing into the soft skin. As he continued, she moaned and rocked on top of him, her long hair falling from one side to the other as her head moved back and forth, gently brushing his hands as she leaned her head forward.

She moaned as she let go of his hands, giving him control of her body as she ran her hands through her hair. He watched the girl in amazement, the quiet little virgin, so quiet and innocent, yet so confident in her actions here.

He squeezed her breasts and ran his hands down over her slim waist, holding her hips and simply watching as she rocked on him.

“Is something wrong?” she asked.

“Not at all.” He smiled.

“Do you not like them?” she asked, cupping her breasts in her hands.

“They’re amazing.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

“Would you like to kiss them?”

“I would.”

“Then do it.”

She yelped as he shot up suddenly, his strong hands on her soft back preventing her from falling to the floor, his mouth finding with ease her nipple and sucking on it passionately.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as he sucked on her breast, his tongue flicking over her hard nipple, her hand on the back of his head. He quickly pulled away and found the other breast, repeating the motion, then moving from one to the other, kissing and licking her breasts, his face buried deep between them as she pressed them together with her arms.




“

 

Oh fuck


 
,” she moaned as his hands slid down her back and over her skirt, sliding underneath and cupping her ass in her leggings. She cried out as he flipped her over onto her back, kneeling between her spread legs, his mouth seeking out her breasts as she lay before him.




She moaned and wrapped her legs around him, pulling his hips into hers, gasping as she felt the hard cock underneath his sweatpants press against her.

“I need you,” she gasped, “inside me. Now.” She moaned and struggled, reaching down to pull off her tights. “Take them off.” He reached down and grabbed her hands, pinning them above her head, kissing her breasts, her neck, her soft lips.

“Please,” she begged, “I need it.”

He continued to kiss her, as she moaned and squirmed, desperate to feel his cock in her tight, virgin pussy.




“Oh my god,” she moaned, as she felt his cock press between her legs, “

 

I need you to fuck me.


 
”




He continued to tease her, letting her desire build, letting her need for his cock drive her wild.

“How badly do you need it?” he asked.

“So bad,” she said, squirming, “I need it so bad.”

“What would you do for me to fuck you?”




“Anything,” she pleaded, “anything, please.

 

I need you to fuck me right now.


 
” He smiled and kissed the girl, releasing her hands as he kissed down her body, until he was on his knees in between her legs.







“

 

Please


 
,” she moaned as he gently stroked her legs, sliding his hands slowly up, further and further, over her thighs and up underneath her skirt. He reached up and found the top of her leggings and she lay there as she let him take them off. As he pulled them down slowly, Aoi’s only response was to lift her ass to let him slide them down over her cheeks, and then down her legs, carefully slipping them off one foot and then the other.




Her legs were slim and smooth and he couldn’t help but touch the newly exposed skin, to kiss it, to run his tongue over the soft area, working his way back up.

Aoi gasped as John began to kiss her inner thighs, his hands gently caressing them as he did so. He could smell her desire between her legs, his mouth salivating at the prospect of tasting her pussy.

He slowly lifted her skirt, exposing her plain white panties, the underside completely soaked through with her wetness. She gasped as he ran a single finger over the soft fabric, teasing her virgin pussy.

“Don’t tease me,” she begged, “I can’t take it.” She cried out as he placed a single kiss on the front of her panties, her thighs instinctively pressing on both sides of his head.

John gently spread her legs and stood. She was beautiful and eager and ready for everything he had to give her, writhing half-naked on the bed, her hands clasped to her breasts, twisting her nipples as he drove her half-insane with desire.

He lay down on her, kissing her gently, slowly, their bodies reconnecting as she writhed, desperate for more. He rolled her onto her side and reached behind, slowly unzipping her skirt, the two of them pulling it down and off her.

“Are you sure you’re ready?” he asked, softly.

“So ready,” she said, kissing him passionately. “I need you inside me.”

“There’s just one more thing,” he said, kissing her. “Take them off.” Suddenly she flew into motion, reaching down as she pulled up her legs, peeling off her panties, gasping as the wet fabric clung to her lips. “Give them here.”

She handed him the wet panties, an offering. He brought them to his face, smelling her desire for him, then tossed them to the floor and kissed her deeply. She squirmed, wrapping her naked body around him, rubbing herself on him, tugging at the band of his trousers.

“Take them off,” she pleaded, continuing to pull at them. He reached for them and together they pulled the trousers down and threw them on the floor as he rolled on top of her, his rock-hard cock pressed against her lips, Aoi moaning as she rubbed her throbbing pussy over the top of his shaft.

“It’s so big,” she said, stopping and looking him in the eye, “I need it all.” She rolled onto her back as he lay on top of her, spreading her legs as wide as she could, ready for him.

He reached down and took his cock, already wet with her juices, and pressed the head of it into her. She moaned as he penetrated her for the first time.

“Slow,” she whimpered, “I’m so tight.” She gasped as John’s cock twitched inside her, as he fought to control himself. He worked his way into her slowly, listening to every gasp and sigh for signs he might be moving too quickly.

He breathed slowly as her tight pussy squeezed his cock, her hot juices covering his shaft, as he worked himself into her deeper and deeper, slowly moving in and out, her hands on his back, nails digging into the skin.

He stopped.

“Are you all the way in?” she asked.

He nodded.

“Are you ok?” he asked.

“No,” she whimpered, “you’re not fucking me.” He leaned in and kissed her, slowly and passionately, as he began to move his hips, pulling his cock almost all the way out of her before sliding himself all the way back in.




“

 

I can’t believe you’re inside me


 
,” she moaned into his ear, “it feels so

 

intense


 
.” John moaned in agreement, he could scarcely believe it himself as he fucked his adorable Japanese housemate.




“Could you go faster?” she asked, “I think I would like that.”

John happily picked up speed, fucking her faster as her pussy continued to cling to his cock.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “I definitely like that. More.”

He fucked her faster and faster, and she moaned louder and louder.

“I wish I could see you fuck me,” she gasped. “See you use me for the first time.”

John pushed himself onto his knees, cock still deep inside her.

“What are you doing?” she asked, “why did you stop?”

“Here,” said John, picking up a pillow. Aoi obeyed and John slipped the pillow beneath her head, elevating her head. “You comfortable?

She smiled and nodded.

He stayed on his knees as he pressed deep inside her again.

“Is that ok?” he asked.

“Oh my god,” she moaned, “don’t stop.”

He continued fucking her tight little pussy, stretching out her virgin hole as thrust faster and faster.




“

 

Oh fuck


 
,” she cried, as she looked down at her naked body and watched herself getting fucked for the first time. “

 

Where is it all going?!


 
”




He pressed deeper into her, causing her to moan with pleasure, his hands moving from her hips and down her legs.

“What are you doing to me?” she asked.

“Anything I want,” he said, “that’s what you said.”

“Oh fuck, I did,” she moaned. “Use me, it’s all for you.” She cried out as he slipped his arms underneath her knees and lifted her legs, hooking her ankles onto his shoulders. “Yes,” she cried, her pussy tightening on his cock, her wetness dripping from his shaft.

He looked down at her pussy, her bush neatly trimmed, her lips gripping his shaft as he stretched her out. Holding her in position, he fucked her faster, feeling the head of his cock rubbing against her g-spot, as she rolled her head back, moaning with each thrust as she squeezed her surprising tits as they bounced in time, twisting her nipples, her perfect body glistening, her perfect pussy filling his nostrils with the scent of her desire.

He closed his eyes for a moment and focused on the sensations, the warmth of her pussy on his cock, the smell of her wetness, her pale skin and slim waist, her soft lips on his, the feel of their tongues together, her little moans of pleasure, of desire, as he fucked her for the very first time.

“I’m cumming,” she cried.

John opened his eyes and looked at her perfect body, seeing one of her hands had found its way down between her legs and was quickly rubbing her swollen clit as he fucked her.

“Don’t stop,” she moaned, “exactly like that.”

John kept on going, keeping the same pace, the same rhythm, the same depth of penetration as the good girl’s orgasm continued to build.




“I’m cumming,” she cried again, “just like that. I’m cumming, I’m cumming,

 

I’m…


 

oh fuck!


 
” She cried out loud as she came, her fingers circling her clit, her pussy contracting on John’s cock as he continued to fuck her. She writhed and moaned, arching her back and running her fingers through her hair, ruffling her formerly straight hair as the sensation overwhelmed her.




She continued to moan incoherently, bucking her hips sharply, her legs pushing down on John’s shoulders, as she pushed herself deeper onto his cock.

“I’m gonna cum,” he moaned, Aoi’s tight pussy holding onto his cock.

“Cum for me,” she moaned. “I want to see you cum. Use me as your dirty Japanese cumrag. Cum all over my tight virgin body.”

He kept fucking her, holding back as long as possible, enjoying every second in her tight pussy, bringing himself to the edge until he couldn’t last another second in her sweet body and pulled out his cock, causing Aoi to gasp.

“Oh yes,” she said, looking down at him working his wet cock, her pussy juices dripping through his fingers, “use me like the dirty cumwhore I am.”

John moaned loudly as he came hard and fast over Aoi’s perfect body, shooting long thick streams of cum all over her stomach, her hand working her clit and her tits.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, “use me, it’s all for you.”

John came harder than he ever had in his life as he covered this sweet former virgin with his cum, shooting strand after strand up her writhing body.

Finally spent, the both of them stayed where they were, John gently stroking Aoi’s legs, as Aoi looked down at her cum-covered body.

“It’s so warm,” she said, reaching a finger down to touch the cum that he had shot between her breasts, “and so much of it.”

John softly kissed Aoi’s calves and slid them from his shoulders, gently placing them together on the bed.

“So, so much of it,” she said, still amazed by the quantity covering her body, as John lay down next to her.

“Do you always cum so much?”

“Not always,” said John, “only if I’m really excited.”

“I excited you this much?!” Aoi asked, incredulous.

“And then some,” he said, leaning in to kiss her. Their lips met in a slow embrace, a sweet dessert after a satisfying meal.

“Did you like that?” he asked, as he gently touched her face.




“So much,” she said, “although I might have gotten a little out of control at the end.” She closed her eyes for a moment, then looked back at John. “But I came

 

so hard


 
.”




“I noticed,” he said smiling. “That’s a good thing.”

“God,” she said laying back on the bed, “I don’t think I’ve ever cum that hard before.”

“You’ve cum before?” asked John, a little surprised.




“You’re

 

sooo


 
sweet I can’t even,” said Aoi, smiling. “I might not have had sex before, but I certainly know how to make myself cum. It’s the only way I can get rid of the stress of all-night study sessions!”




John lay there, feeling a little foolish. Just because she was a virgin didn’t mean she had never had an orgasm before.

“I should really clean myself up,” she said, “won’t be a second.”

He watched as she bounced off the bed, her tight, round ass bouncing as she got to her feet.





Perhaps it’s because she comes across as so innocent,


 
he thought.

 

She’s a good girl, and good girls don’t do things like that.





Then he remembered a conversation he had had with Tsumugi,


Good girls don’t do things like that, but the best ones do…



◆◆◆




John lay in Aoi’s bed as she snuggled into him, her naked body wrapped around his. The bed was warmer than his, more comfortable too. Perhaps he needed to ask Aoi where she got her duvet and pillows. Or perhaps he would have to spend more nights here.

“What are you thinking?” she asked, stroking his cheek with the side of her index finger.

“Nothing,” he said, “it’s just…”

“Yes…?” Aoi encouraged.

“It’s just, when we first kissed. I wasn’t expecting that…”

“Was it bad?”

“No,” he assured her, “it was good. So good. I was surprised, frankly, how good it was.”

“Why were you surprised?”

“Because I thought, you know,” he said, “that you’d never had a boyfriend.”

“I haven’t.”

“Well then,” he said, “congratulations, because you’re a natural.”

“I wouldn’t say a natural, but I have had a lot of practice.”

“With who?”

“Tsumugi, of course.”

“Tsumugi taught you how to kiss?”




“Why, yes,” she said, as if it was obvious. “First she taught me how to kiss, then how to kiss with tongue –

 

she’s really good at that


 
– then she taught me… other stuff.”




“Like what?”

“Oh, you know, how to relieve the tension during all-night study sessions. The usual.” Aoi yawned. “I’m sorry, I’m sleepy. Do you mind if we…?”

“Not at all,” said John, as Aoi used her phone to turn off the lights.

“Night night,” she said, giving him a kiss on the cheek, “thank you for tonight. It was perfect.”

“You were perfect,” he said, and she snuggled in closer to him and laid her head on his chest.

John lay there in the dark, his mind racing with the possibilities of what he had just heard, his cock once again hard.

“We can do it again sometime,” Aoi whispered, half asleep, “if you’d like?”

“I’d like that very much,” said John, as Aoi gently stroked his cock.

“And maybe sometime Tsumugi and I can show you all the things she taught me.” She gave John’s cock a final gentle squeeze and curled up tighter next to him. “Night night.”

“Night, night,” said John, his mind awash with the possibilities of what was to come.




Thank You!






If you enjoyed this story and would like to be

 

kept up-to-date


 
with all

 

future releases


 
, you can sign up for the

 

O. L. Tyme


 


mailing list



 

.







Please also consider leaving a

 

rating/review


 
on Amazon, as this helps guide future stories.
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